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THE VIKING
STRANGER

Violet Winspear



From the beginning, Jill Pride had been intrigugdh® personality
of Erik Norlund. He seemed to be two people in @mel she couldn't
decide which of the two was more dominant the simosccessful
American tycoon that he actually was, or the wiliiventurous
Viking whose blood had been handed down to him flesnDanish

forebears,. She was to get her chance to find benvErik offered
her a job in his luxury department store in sun@ajifGrnia-but she
also discovered that there was another woman ilifé@jsvith whom

she could not possibly hope to compete-the glansonoadel Corah
Bennet.



CHAPTER ONE

IT was around two-thirty when a slim girl, dressech@y but
expensively in blue, pushed open the door of thelhmutique. Jill
Pride glanced round the display stand on whichver® arranging a
blouse and gave the girl a warm smile. ‘Why, hiMa&s Manet,' she
said. 'l hope you're feeling better?’

'‘My legs are still a bit wobbly, but it's greatlde out of hospital.'
Linda Manet returned Jill's smile, and her smoke=lgdyes were still
shadowed by her recent iliness. 'Can you help sme?asked. 'l want
to buy thank-you gifts for the nurses who were salko me in
hospital, but I'm an American and I'm wondering thiee you British
girls like different things from us.’

'‘How about perfume? Speaking for myself I'd sawais the ideal
gift." Jill reached under the glass counter folesalattractive bottles.
‘These have only just come in. Miss Manet. This isree Molyneux,

and this Lancome's Envoi. Let me dab some on yaist-w there,

Isn't that just like a breath of spring?'

The American girl sniffed at her scented wrist eeghrded Jill with a
rather shy smile. According to hotel gossip Lindaridt had been left
very wealthy by her textile manufacturer fathert thor all her
worldly goods she seemed to Jill a rather unhalgogly sort of girl.
Poor little rich girl, Jill reflected, but withouwtynicism. It wasn't in
her nature to be cynical; she was a genuinely wanch helpful
person.For about half an hour—the boutique managevas visiting
her chiropodist—Jill and her customer enjoyed thewes dabbing
on various perfumes and admiring inviting trifldsel beaded bags,
embroidered gloves and delectable silk headsquafes've been a
pal helping me like this," Linda said gratefullyhen Jill had
gift-wrapped her purchases. 'l guess you enjoy imgriamong all
these cute things, don't you?'



Jill gave a nod of agreement, smiling as she patyaatray of gloves.
'We've made the place smell like a harem, so | bolye the hotel
manager doesn't decide to pop in.'

‘Will he be wild with you?' An expression of alao@me into Linda's
eyes. 'l wouldn't want you to get into trouble @ec@unt of being so
obliging--'

'l was only kidding, Miss Manet," Jill quickly reased the girl, who
was either nervous by nature or made so by hentreasty bout of
pneumonia. ‘Monsieur Paquin is really a pet.'

'‘My uncle calls him the Penguin.' Linda's smile eaback and
laughter filled in the hollows under her cheekbones

'He does look a little like one," Jill laughinglgraed, feeling at the
same time a disconcerting tide of warmth creepindner neck into
her face at Linda's reference to her uncle, adigrian who had grey
eyes so penetrating they seemed to drill a hol# tlgough a girl's
defences. 'l saw your uncle having a canter inRbe/ as | was
coming to work,' she added casually.

'He likes getting into the saddle whenever he dandok of warm

affection sprang into Linda's eyes. 'He's my mdshkerother, you
know, though they aren't all that much alike taklab. Mom's always
trying to get him hitched up to one of her glamargirl-friends, but
Uncle Erik is too tied up in the store to have mtiate for funning
around. | guess | ought to explain that the stoiéarlund's, which in
our part of California is like saying Saks of NewrK, or Neiman
Marcus down in Texas. It's quite a concern, and Yhlang of an

uncle of mine is the dynamo at the core of the woHte flew to
England specially, when | got so ill on holiday éér

Linda glanced down and touched a pretty bracelettchvon her
wrist. 'He bought me this as a coming-out- of-htagresent."



"That was nice of him." Jill said. 'Does he owngtme?"

‘The store was founded by his grandfather. SveruNdy a Danish
immigrant to the States,' Linda explained. 'He &wvally married an
American girl and had two sons, but the eldestvgasn't too hot on
business and he kind of let the store go down.dther son, Uncle
Erik's father, took over and formed a corporationtry and get the
store out of the red into the black. Uncle Erik waade managing
director about three years ago, but he startecbdtuhld's at the very
bottom.’

Linda swung a gaily wrapped package on one fingdrvaent pink

with pride, right up to the delicate eyebrows thmgttched in colour
the soft mink collar of her dress. 'He's like thée. believes in doing
everything thoroughly, and | guess it's what makessuch a super
businessman. The department store is booming nowderuthe

directorship, but Mom worries and thinks he dritiesself too hard.

He laughs at her for worrying. Says he's as towghiekory, but |

guess it would be nice if he found time to get rotita about

someone. He's attractive, don't you think?'

Jill thought of him as she had seen him that mgynthe spring

sunshine on his cropped thatch of very fair had #re tweed of a
hacking jacket slung on wide, easily carried sherddRecognising
Jill from a collision he had had with her in thedldobby one lunch-

time, he had wished her good morning, and she b&ded that his

mouth was modelled on generous yet curt lines laaidttwas set in a
stubborn-looking jaw below a thin-boned, assertigse . . . yes, he
was attractive in a forceful, crackling, very mubls own boss

fashion.

'l can imagine him having a lot of appeal for— sgpbated women,’
said youthful, innocent Jill, who up until five mitws ago had been
the sole companion and support of a strict andrlgigeandmother.



Jill saw Linda Manet several times during the niext days. She
would slip into the boutigue when business lookktks and on
Friday she unexpectedly asked Jill if she was daimghing special
the following evening.

‘No, nothing.’

‘That's great,' said Linda. 'You see, I'd like youcome and see a
show with Uncle Erik and myself. Mom bought threskeéts for the
new Ivor St. Clare musical, but now she's goneraade a date for
the same night with a friend she hasn't seenon@time. | suggested
asking you to go, and she was all for it.'

'‘What about your uncle?' Jill heard the note didkhce in her own
voice. 'Won't he mind having a stranger taggingg®

‘You're my friend, Jill,' Linda said warmly. 'THatle good enough
for him—really, he won't eat you!'

Jill thought of strong, white teeth glimmering awsia Californian
tan and wondered!

‘Well, if you're sure he won't mind—' the eagernieskinda's eyes
made it difficult for Jill to refuse her. 'I've newvseen a big West End
musical--'

‘Then that settles it!" Linda gave Jill's hand aesye of delight. 'It's
going to be a dressy affair and I've a white lakat will look dishy

on you, Jill, if you'd like to wear it. It was bduoigfor our trip over

here, but I've lost so much weight since my hospitat that it hangs
on me. What do you say?'

What could Jill say? The offer was made with suop charm, and
not the faintest hint of patronage, that she wdue seemed
churlish if she turned it down. Besides, Jill digpossess an evening



dress and buying one would mean digging into theeyshe was
saving for her summer holiday. 'Thank you for tinatation, Linda,
and the dress sounds lovely,' she said gratefully.

Linda at once suggested that Jill come up to hehens suite in the
lunch-hour so she could take a look at the drédgs could have some
eats together,' she added. 'Mom's going to a faghiow, and Uncle
Erik's utilising his time over here by seeing somé the
manufacturers whose goods are sold at the storesiBgoods go
down well in the States, especially your dishy castes and cool
cotton dresses. Norlund's has a snazzy fashionrtdegrat, with a
teenage boutique you'd really go for, Jill.'

Jill rather thought she would go for it, but legfimer adventurous
young mind dwell on sunny California and its vagcenticements
was not an indulgence she was going to allow hiek&#len you were
alone in the world, except for a few little-knowalatives up North, it
could lead to moodiness and dissatisfaction witbryjob to start
longing for trips over the rainbow.

'I'l be up on the dot of one,’ she promised Linda.

The Manet suite was on the penthouse floor of dielhand Jill was
let into the spacious, smartly furnished loungd.iogla, who said at
once that neither her mother nor her uncle hadeyatned from their
various jaunts and so they had the place to thewesel

Jill felt her nerves relax at this welcome piecaeivs, and followed
Linda out to the terrace patio where a table far vad been laid. She
leant over the stone parapet and treated hersalfrieee-dimensional
view of the city, but Linda wouldn't come and stameside her.
Heights unnerved her, she said, and it made hesifdetravelling in
planes. 'Uncle Erik calls me a bundle of nervée'lzalf laughed. 'l
suppose he's right, but | just can't seem to soapfat.'



'‘We've all got our phobias,’ Jill swung round aaglggthe other girl a
staunch smile. 'I'm a country girl, but | can'tsta spider anywhere
near me. There was a leggy horror in the boutiqaekssoom the
other day and | nearly dropped an expensive poti@sg when it ran
out of its hidey-hole.’

'On the level?' Linda fingered the jewelled watbhacelet on her
wrist and took in Jill's trim air of capability theould turn to panic at
the sight of a spider. She broke into a smile. 'Mba brutes, don't
seem to be nervous of anything, do they? | guedstivhy women
amuse them so much, why they laugh at our cloth@sarguments,
and even the books we read.'

Jill perched on a canopied swing-hammock and fipppen the
magazine Linda or her mother had left lying th&ke could well
iImagine self-assured Erik Norlund laughing at womgat he
probably attracted them like bees to a honeypothfat very reason.
Strange, the power arrogant men had over women—ehylahe
supposed, just went to show how much primitivertlesse still was
in the female of the species.

A waiter brought lunch and the two girls sat dowtha table. Linda's
appetite was still finicky, but Jill ate with thedithy appreciation of a
nineteen-year-old who had been busily at work simoe o'clock.
She tucked into crunchy chicken with creamed petatand tiny
green peas, while Linda pushed hers round her arat¢alked about
Norlund's, and Santa Felicia, where she and henendived.

‘Mom designs model hats, you know,' she explaitvgduld you like
to be a model, Jill?'

'l haven't the height or the assurance,' Jill l&aigbut none the more
for that her country upbringing had given her theslif, spare look of
good health and the kind of skin that was pale @edmy until the
sun turned it to honey. Her eyes were large andaa,dawny-brown.



Her hair was also tawny, striped like a tiger-kitse sunny here,
shadowy there. Her nose was small, inclined tcfesio the summer
and to be independently haughty at times. There naae of the
zippy, immediate impact about her which attractegsbh but a deep,
warm, waiting look. A girl who would love with ewemit of her

heart—when the right man came along.

‘What do you think about boys?' Linda asked.

'l like little ones,' Jill's hazel eyes were twiimg), 'but those between
the ages of fifteen and twenty-five are a bit aslodat for my taste. |
suppose being brought up by a much older personntfeate me

serious-minded.’

'I'm a bit that way myself—boys are so boisterddiste coffee, Jill?'

'Please. You know, | had no idea Corah Bennet vebideeNorlund's.
| saw a picture of her imown And Abouthe other day. Mmmm, that
dress -she had on!'

‘That was probably one of Roger Frenais' photogragh's really the
tops, and does a lot of, work for the store.'

'He sounds French,' Jill said, sipping her coffee.

'He is, with emphasis. Tall and lean, dash of siiménis hair, plenty
of temperament.' Linda cocked her fair head andietiuJill across
the table. 'l bet you'd like Santa Felicia. It'stgja place, you know.'

'l bet it is." Jill smiled. 'That was a super luntinda. | thoroughly
enjoyed it.'

'‘Where do you put it all?' Linda's eyes skimmeddbenderness.

‘I burn it up dashing about the boutique.'" Jill gaa sigh of
contentment and lay back in her chair. The sundieihgood on her



arms and throat, and up here above London its amshroar was
muted and somehow conquered. It was only down toberghe
pavement that the traffic fumes clutched at yowodahand sudden
loneliness overwhelmed you in the crowds hurrympus stops, tube
stations, and home to families you could not sh@@eause your
family had consisted of one person who was now dead

'It's gone half-past one,' Linda said, shootingp@klat her watch.
‘Come and look at the dress | want you to ,, weattie show.'

Jill followed Linda to her bedroom, where she puklopened a
mirrored door and displayed a selection of long sttt dresses. She
drew out a silver-bodiced dress with a driftingudoof a skirt, and
when Jill held it against her, her heart begarate rand a Cinderella
feeling came over her. The illusion was intensifidten Linda urged
her to try on a pair of silver kid slippers.

‘They fit me!" Jill gave an excited laugh. 'At Ieathe right one's
perfect and | can wear a sock inside the left one.’

'If you lose the slipper, some handsome Prince 1i@imgy might pick
it up and come looking for you,' Linda quipped.

'‘What a hope!" Jill took a walk up and down therbed in the silver
slippers, noticing how the tapering heels flattehed own slender
ankles. 'Anyway, I'm not all that gone on handsamen. They
always strike me as being a bit conceited.'

‘What sort of men do you go for?' Linda stood diagpa stole, a
smile of interest on her thin, pretty face framadai mink-brown,
incurving bob.

'l suppose | like them to look masculine and depbéfe] and to have
nice eyes.' Even as Jill spoke she was surpriskdraélf; she hadn't



realised that she had given any specific thoughhdomatter, but it
seemed she had. Nice eyes, eh? Yes, she diddike pair of eyes...

‘What do you think of my uncle?' The white velviells, reversible to
silver, was thrown round Jill's shoulders at theadime that that
startling question was tossed at her.

"Your—uncle?' Her fingers crushed the soft napefdtole. 'He looks
a regular hustler to me, and | can well imagine k@aping the staff
at Norlund's on their mettle.’

‘Do you know what they say about him, that hetsc&et and the store
Is his launching pad. I'd love you to see him ihame—try the stole
on the silver side, Jill. There, it sort of lightp your eyes. Do you
like it?'

'‘Mmmm, | shan't know myself when I'm all dollied.ujill struck a
pose and cuddled the silvery velvet up againsthigr, imitating for
Linda's benefit some of the snootier clients whopged at the
boutique. They were having a giggle, when fromIthenge of the
suite a voice carolled: '‘Baby, where are you?"

‘That's Mom!" Linda caught at Jill's hand. 'l waet to meet you.'

Jill expected Mrs. Manet to be on her own in thenlge, and she was
gripped by an unnerving shyness when she saw antd# figure
standing by the cocktail bar and extracting a @garfrom a box on
the counter. He thrust the cylinder between hisdipd fixed his eyes
upon Jill as he struck a match and carried thedlamthe tip. He
didn't smile, but casually took her in from her k@sikto her eyebrows,
then puffed out smoke in a way she found very negdHe wore a
loosely tailored grey suit, soft white shirt ankingtted silk tie, yet he
still managed to look at barbaric as his Vikingefeears. A man, Jill
decided in the heat of the moment, who probablyudkéd
everything which did not swing in his particulabir



He tipped ash into a glass tray on the bar cowamedrquirked a brow
the tint and toughness of flax as his niece saatey: This is Jill
Pride, my friend from the hotel boutique.'

'I'm happy to know you, my dear," Karen Manet restlaclegance
from her softly waved Titian hair, jade-blue eyeatural beauty spot
high on her left cheekbone, to the mink gleamingiragf the beige

material of her stylish suit. 'I'm so pleased yan go to the theatre
with Linda,' she smiled. "The poor baby hasn'timadh of a holiday

in England and we shall . be heading for home ougabnother week.
My brother here,' her eyes twinkled .their unudalak at him, 'has

the absurd notion that Norlund's will fall aparthd doesn't hurry back
to take charge, and he insists we fly home with.'nim

Erik Norlund towered over Jill as she was formallyoduced to him.
Her small hand disappeared into his large one andfstartling
moment it was as though she had touched exposettigty. A
flurry of tingles ran upwards into her armpit arite drew quickly
away from him when he released her. hand, awamndalarming
urge to duck out of the Manet suite to the safdtyhe boutique
downstairs.

‘Do you often walk to work, Miss Pride?' he askedthe resonant,
slightly grating voice she remembered from the iotherning.

'When the weather's fine, Mr. Norlund.' Her lasty@sered restively
as she met the piercing, gun-metal grey of his.elyége in a hostel
quite close to the park and it's quicker than wgifor a bus.’

'Is it awful, living in a hostel?' Linda wantedkoow.

‘Itisn't too bad.' Jill turned to her with a sen$eelief. 'We have to be
in by eleven o'clock at night, but it's mainly tjids with boy-friends
who have a grouse about that.'



'You aren't included in that category, eh?' Thestjoe came out as
deliberately as the smoke of the cigarette ErikliNa was smoking.

Jill shook her head and caught the edge of hiseygrin as she shot
a look at the wall-clock beyond his broad left ddeu 'Oh dear, look
at the time!" she exclaimed. 'l must be gettingkliaavork.'

"'l ride down in the elevator with you.' At thegeise moment Linda
took hold of her arm, Jill saw Erik Norlund quirk aonical eyebrow

at his sister. It was as though he had touchedjamsed nerve in Jill.

What did he think, that she was encouraging Lingleabise she was
rich and there might be a few more outings in sb&f®re they flew

home to the States? As he strode past Linda asdlhand held open
the lounge door, Jill's skin prickled hot and catdvhat he might be
thinking. 'Never ask, and never expect, but takh swismile when it's

given,' had been Grandma Pride's maxim, and\dtlby it.

'‘We'll see you tomorrow evening, Miss Pride." Nndwagain stressed
her surname as though it amused him, in a causyc w

‘Jill's coming up to the suite to get ready," Ligdaly informed him,
totally unaware that beside her Jill was bristlihke a kitten
confronted by a large meddlesome dog.

'Is she, my honey?' He touched the curve of Lindatb and a fond
smile slashed a groove at the left side of his mobtt when he
looked at Jill there was a sardonic gleam of sgicul in his eyes
and she knew he lingered in the suite doorway asasld his niece
made their way to the lift. If Jill had not felt sertain of hurting
Linda, she would have said then and there thahadechanged her
mind about going to the theatre. All the way dowhe lift she was
conscious of a hot lump at the back of her thishé had never felt so
angry about anything as that look Erik Norlund nakled over her
face—as though he thought she wore a mask of metamd he was



trying to probe behind it for the person he assursked was ...
evidently some sort of gold-digger!

'‘Cheek!" she fumed inwardly. ‘My smiles go all thay through, as
Gran used to say.'

Her anger gradually ebbed away in the hours thiatvfed, but it left
behind a dull ache and a disinclination to seariha ever again.

'Pity he's going!' she muttered, kneeling on hestéidoed to curl her
freshly tubbed hair in green rollers that madelbek rather like a
grass-mopped nymph. She, sprayed on setting ldhen,sat buffing
her fingernails. Jill had pretty, hands. They wasmnder and shapely
and deft, with nails that had a natural pink sh&dmher right hand
she always wore a garnet-set ring which had belbbg&er mother.

Jill couldn't remember her mother, who had diedngj\her birth, but

vague memories of her sailor father persisted. &teldeen taken ill
during a voyage when Jill was four; by the timedhg had reached
Malta he had grown too weak to survive the opengtierformed on

him. He was buried on the island of Malta andhlilpbed one day to
go and visit his grave.

She caught back a sigh and decided to go downdtaira cup of
cocoa and a cheese sandwich—the hostel managenoerdaal its
girls with breakfast and supper, but their in-betweneals had to be
bought in restaurants or at sandwich counterspduked in front of
the rather spotty mirror of the vanity-table anddoed one of her
rollers. A slow grin lifted her cheekbones and tweners of her
mouth.

'‘Whoever heard of a Cinderella with straight hast®® mocked her
reflection.



The hands of the boutique clock moved slowly rotmdive-thirty
and at last the manageress was locking up and rngisaill an
enjoyable evening. 'Have a good look round the ttaedor
celebrities,’ she added. 'Plenty of them show upthese charity
performances.’

'‘Oh lord, will there be tiaras and tails therefPppdessed a hand to her
fluttery midriff.

‘Now don't go getting into a flap," Mrs. Naylor ¢ed. 'l wouldn't
mind an evening out with the masterful Erik Norlund

"You make it sound as though | had a date with 'hiith,protested.
'His niece is going as well--'

'What a shame!

Mrs. Naylor was always on at her young assistargetioherself a
boy-friend, and it was just like her, Jill thouglstthe lift swooped her
to the penthouse floor, to assume there was songgplersonal about
this evening out. The masterful Erik Norlund wake't sort, and she
wasn't his! And what was more, any funny remarksfhim tonight
and he would get his answer!

Linda opened to her ring and said at once that basyan hour in
which to get ready. 'The show starts at eight,'aded, 'but Uncle’
Erik's taking us somewhere special for dinner. llgd;j Jill?'

‘You bet,' Jill .said, and hoped her smile wash4laaky as her knees.
'‘Mom,' Linda called out, 'Jill has just got here.’

‘Hullo, my dear,' Mrs. Manet carolled from her bmain. 'Now don't
dawdle about, Lin, you know what a hustler your lans. He'll
expect both of you to be ready on the dot.’



'‘We're going to get ready right now.' Linda winkadJill. 'You'd
better hustle along yourself, Mom, you're usudtly bne who gets
him rattled."

‘My, you are feeling your oats tonight, baby." Manet laughed,
then added, 'Don't get over-excited, will you, hgtie

'I'm fine, Mom.' Linda smiled and took Jill by them; gone were the
shadows that had lain under her eyes the day shedrae into the
boutique for the first time. ‘Uncle Erik is a hestl she murmured.
'‘Fancy being one of his secretaries!

‘How many has he, for goodness' sake?' Jill exeldim

‘Three—he couldn't get through the wdrk does without three at
least. He isn't one of these bosses who leaves pdople to get on
with all the work. He thrives on it, and actuallygs on the premises
in the most super penthouse.'

‘The merchant prince in his palace, | supposésaldl, her small nose
in the air as she followed Linda into, a Nile-grdmthroom that had
about every sybaritic gadget ever dreamed up.

‘You'll want this, Jill.' Linda handed her a showeap. "There are the
bath towels, and on that shelf dusting powderscatagne. Okay?'

'‘More than okay,' Jill assured her. 'If you knewaivd scramble it is to
have a bath at the hostel—I could spend an afterimobere!’

'I'm afraid you'll have to make do with ten minytésnda smiled
regretfully. 'My uncle is the world's champion Hastand added to
that | guess he hasn't much patience with the rfoibles of us
womenfolk.'

‘A confirmed misogynist, | take it?' Jill's tone sweool.



‘Well, let's say he takes some pleasing. See ylou, J

Jill tingled pleasurably when she stepped from utitkeshower on to
a deep bathmat and dried herself on one of the lengels, warm
from a heated rail. She dusted down with a pale golwder that
smelled of wallflowers, then slipped into the unbergs she had
brought with her. When she entered the adjoiningrdimm, Linda
was sitting at the dressing-table doing her face.

'You need a whiff of blusher." She looked at Jiide cheek and
flipped open a handsome beauty-box fitted with @tégots, tubes
and sable-tipped brushes. 'Sit here and I'll makebeautiful.’

'‘We'll be here all night if that's your intentiodill quipped, but she
obligingly perched on the dressing stool and sulechiher face to
Linda's ministrations.

'‘We were taught all this kind of nonsense at fimglschool,' Linda

told Jill as she applied a hint of hazel shadowedpeyelids. 'There,
you don't need mascara. You've lovely thick eyedtasind the cutest
flyway line to your eyebrows.'

Jill gazed wide-eyed at her brushed and tiltinghézss and the
blush-rose mouth Linda had given her. T-I thinks&bner wear my
usual pink lipstick,' she faltered.

‘You're going to stay just as you are.' Linda labgpéeased at having
someone to boss as she whisked the white and difgss out of the
cupboard. 'Come along, let's get you into yourrfine

‘There, you look a picture!" Linda stood back tomae her
handiwork, while Jill stared at her reflection aottl herself that fine
feathers had certainly transformed the country mowso had
worked behind a shop counter since the age o€hftdNow I'd better



get into my own finery or I've'll have that uncliensine thumping on
the door.'

Jill felt her nerves tighten up as Linda mentiorent uncle, who
would take one look at her dress and guess hig hiad lent it to her.
She touched the glittering bodice with nervous dirsg aware that of
all the people she had met during the course ofvoek not one had
been like Erik Norlund. His personality was so deé —he wore it
like a suite of armour that could not be dentedrobed. He was, she
decided, uncomfortable to be near—though there vpeobably
plenty of women who were bowled over like ninedgdis look of a
hard-bitten Norse warrior who enjoyed riding storamsl was made
restless by serenity ...

Jill shook her head, as though to clear it of migbwal fancies, and
was glad to occupy herself with the long zip at blaek of Linda's
cyclamen-pink wild silk dress. 'Mom treated me dtieer day,' she
said, adding the name of a couturier who madeliiik. The name
told her that she was walking beside at least twadhed pounds'
worth of silk and inspiration as they rustled tdgpetinto the lounge.

Linda's uncle was over by the cocktail bar mixingks in a glass
rummer. He swung round at the entrance of the s, gnd Jill felt

her backbone going rigid as his calculating eyasefied over her
without missing a detail, silver sandals and siyv&ole draping her
slim arms. Jill quite expected him to say somethimg she didn't
expect him to quote Byron!

One flaxen eyebrow quirked, the glass rummer cuppédas roomy
palm, he coolly quoted the master of romantic irony

''Tis true, your budding Miss is very charming Bbhy and awkward
at first coming out, So much alarmed, that shaiigecalarming.’



Erik Norlund alarmed? That was a good one, Jilugtd, knowing
full well that he was baiting her, trying to seesife would be silly
enough to rise to a line that was hooked. Chiedjlieyes like fired
bracken, she tossed back at him the sting in thie ofathe

quotation—Byron, too, had been cynical in his krexdge of women
and Jill was familiar with his poetry:

‘The nursery still lisps out in all they utter--
Besides, they always smell of bread and butter.'

‘Do we indeed?' Linda looked indignantly from idl her uncle.
'Smell that, if you please." She thrust a wristarmitis nose and he
obligingly took a sniff.

'‘Bread and-ille d'Eve' he drawled, his left cheek grooved.

'It's immoral to know so much about girls and whiay put on
themselves.' Linda gave him a reproving look and saJill: "You
shouldn't encourage him to be cynical, he's badgmavithout that.'

'l shouldn't have thought he needed any encouragernae be
cynical—about women,' Jill said, mock- innocent.

Grinning away to himself, he poured out a pair leércy-coloured

drinks, and as Jill took one of the frosted glastesnoticed that his
tuxedo was midnight- blue and that his onyx cutk$# and narrow,
double- ended tie were very dark in contrast toctisp gleam of his
pleated shirt. He wasn't in the least handsome,hbutooked as
scrubbed and smelled as clean as someone whodtambjue out of
the sea.

‘Do you enjoy working in a hotel boutique, Missder?' He hitched
his tapered dress trousers and lowered himsdtietatm of a chair, a
position that brought him somewhat nearer to JéV&l. He studied



her, with such directness that it was all she cdalahot to lower her
own eyes in confusion ‘from the steel-keen gazé ¢bald drive
deep, or flick your skin with a graze of uninterest

'l see plenty of new and interesting faces,' shke®, fingers locked
about her cocktail glass, '‘and my manageress is teaget along
with.'

‘Linda tells me you're not long up from the countHe quizzed her
as he had yesterday, as though he was thinkindathatittle country
cousin she wasn't backward. To cool the heat ts#t n her throat
she took a too-hasty gulp at her drink and it waamwn the wrong
way and set her off gasping and choking like a gaudiot. Norlund
towered to his feet, calmly thumped her on the bt strolled to a
door at the other side of the room. '‘Come alongudhe,' he called
out, 'you're holding up the party.’

"'l take a cab to Montpelier Square if you and tirls want to get
away, Erik," his sister called back.

‘We'll hang on a few more minutes, but get a maveke shot a look
at his wristwatch, then strode to the bar and pbhmnself a second
Martini.

‘Where are you taking us for dinner?' Linda askethfher perch in
front of a dish of pretzels, which she was munching

‘A place called the Bermudian. It isn't far frone ttheatre, Lin, but
what I'm concerned about is finding somewhere ti ffae car.' He
swung a sardonic look at Jill. 'This city of yousn't exactly
organised in that respect, and having treated rysel new car |
want- to use it.'

'‘Don't you care for London,Mr. Norlund?' Jill asked



'It possesses a certain quaint charm,' he saidegigk'but | couldn't
live here. | have to be near the boom and tangePhacific Ocean.’

‘As I'm from the country,’ she rejoined, 'it doésaffle my feathers
that you aren't in love with London. | found ithrat overrated myself
when | got here five months ago.'

Jill's from a place called Liphook," Linda inforchler uncle.

‘Liphook?' he repeated, looking amused. 'It solikdsa place out of
a fable.'

'l assure you it exists," Jill spoke up in quickfethee of- her
birthplace. 'lt's near Portsmouth—I'm sure you nheste heard of
that place—and one of the reasons my father wémtlre Navy.'

'So your father was a Navy man?' Erik Norlund gleehis direct,
probing look. 'He couldn't have died during the w§ou're too
young for that.'

'‘He fell ill during a voyage and died when | wasrfoJill explained.
'‘He hadn't long been promoted to petty officer avab going to
transfer to the New Zealand service. I—I'd havedikhat, to live
where the sun really shines.’

'It takes a lot of grit and hard work to make yoay up from the
ranks,' Erik Norlund said. 'A pity he had to die.’'

Jill, startled into looking up, caught a fleetingngeness in the
gun-metal eyes that could look so hard, so coatysacal.

Then he swung his glance away from her as hisrsist®e into the
room.

‘You two girls look very chic,’ Karen Manet smilddpking them
over. 'lIf the show finishes late, Jill, you can @back here and make



use of that extra divan in Linda's room. Charitgwh often overrun
on account of the palaver beforehand, and Erik tmgh manage to
get you back at the hostel by the time you're ssegdo be in.'

'It's a swell idea,' Linda agreed, looking eager.

‘Motion carried!" Her uncle's voice was droll asswaing his sister's
stole round her shoulders and hustled the femitrioeout of the
Suite.

His car had been brought round to the front ofrtbeel, an English

Jaguar, black as midnight with plenty of power gad@nd the tang
of new leather in a steel- grey shade. As Jill slibeside Linda her
white skirt billowed and a teak-brown hand quickhlyshed the soft
tulle clear of the door. 'Th-thank you.' Jill'shas curtained the leap
of confusion in her eyes as they met quizzical grnegs for a brief

instant.

'‘My pleasure,' he murmured, the left side of hisuthayuirking into

the smile that always seemed to Jill extra sardatien he spoke to
her. The door clicked shut beside her and he swrgehind the

wheel, the broadness of his shoulders right intfadnlill, a devil's

peak of flaxen hair pointing downwards in the stedb nape of his
neck. She gave a shiver as her glance settledeopabk and her
fingers gripped the silver-kid purse on her lap.

As the car swept into the traffic, Linda leant togs Jill and
whispered: 'Are you a bit scared of him?' She nddalethe crisp
blond head in front of them.

'‘No!" Jill denied, quite fiercely, lowering her weito add: 'l just think
he's bossy.'

'It's being top dog at the store that makes hintrettway,' his niece
defended him. 'He's a big pet, really.’



A pet! Jill told herself that one might as welleefo a jungle lion as a
pussy cat as to call Erik Norlundoat.

It didn't take them too long to reach Montpelieu&eg, and after Erik
had escorted his sister into the smart block oftants where her
friend lived, he headed the car toward Covent Garde

They drove into the market square, where, thankfaluniformed
attendant was able to direct them into a groovpre€ious parking
space that just took the sleek Jaguar. Linda dinabdinced out of the
car and after Erik had locked it and tipped theratint, he suggestec
that the girls latch on to his arms for the hikelb&o St. Martin's
Lane. Jill stood on the cobbles, fussing with helesand pretending
not to have heard him. Suddenly her hand was giaapd thrust
through the crook of his right arm.

'So this is where the notorious Nell Gwynn bougirtehoranges?' he
drawled.

'I-] take it you've nothing near as historical &g tGarden in the
States?' Jill managed, for her contact with him glasoting the most
peculiar sensation up her spine.

‘Nell would have plucked her oranges right off tte®s had she lived
in our part of the globe." He glanced down atsJiliwny head.
‘You've never tasted an orange straight off the, thave you?'

He made it sound like a gourmet wonder, Jill thdugftly. 'I've no
craving for oranges,' she replied, in case he nakihg she was after
an invitation to California, where they grew in bBugolden
abundance.

'You'd love Santa Felicia.' Linda poked her heashdothe bulk of her
uncle's chest. 'l wish you could get to see it, Jil



'‘Southsea is more my mark," Jill said, lookingigtraahead of her
and feeling again that nerve-tickling zip up hansp

In the rainbow splash of neon above the theatr@sestaurants along
St. Martin's Lane, the blond giant with a pair tifactive girls on his
arms was bound to attract notice. Glances follotedtrio, some
admiring, others laced with curiosity.

'l guess people are thinking you're a wealthy rdugécle Erik,
accompanied by your latest conquests,' Linda ladigh® you like
feeling like a conquest, Jill?'

"Your uncle looks so much like a Viking raider th&el more like a
piece of plunder.' Jill dared his eyes as she spokefound them
glinting with sardonic amusement.

‘You're quick with the comeback, aren't you?' reanded. 'Who was
your teacher?'

'l was brought up from a tot by my grandmothelf,5aniled. 'She was
quite a character.'

'‘Was?' Norlund quirked a brow. '‘Are you now on yown?'

Jill nodded, looking up into his face and notichmgv the neon signs
intensified the strong modelling of his chin and lsiheekbones.
Above his deep temples his light hair was sheebnesliter into a
metallic cap. He was bold and striking, shouldeis laead above the
other men passing by; every bit as fierce, Jilt therself, as the
Danish marauders whose blood haunted his veins.

'It can't be much fun being on your own,' he reradrk

Was this politeness or genuine sympathy? It wad tatell with a
man who had his kind of face, and a voice thategkafnyway, she



would give him the benefit of the doubt as he wasuato treat her to
dinner.

The Bermudian turned out to be quite a place, aitalypso band,
and a tropical decor that included murals of plurpatins fringing
coral beaches, peacock-tail water spinning driftagoons where
dolphins leapt, and islanders in wide straw hatsdging beneath
trees that dripped with lush, improbable blossoms.

The trio were shown to a palm-plaited table seinralcove, with a
glass starfish glowing rosily above their heads.er€h were
Bermudian dishes on the menu and both girls warttedry

crab-in-the-back. Erik said he'd have the sameaddred a pink
champagne with it.

‘What are we celebrating?' his niece wanted to know

‘Your recovery from that nasty bout in hospital, honey.' He turned
easily to the wine waiter who had just brought thieottle of
champagne to the table. It nestled in the crusbedf a cooler, and
when the waiter popped the cork a scent of crustragvberries stole
to Jill's nostrils. She had never tasted champagher life, and when
it bubbled a delicate pink in wide- brimmed glasd&sk Norlund
raised his and said: 'The best wine is being yosadyere's to youth
and the romance in store for both of you.'

Champagne bubbles can make you sneeze the first amd Jill
promptly did so after taking a sip at the wine withdelicious taste of
strawberries.

‘Bless you!" Linda laughed.

‘Thank you." Jill caught Erik's sardonic eye angsbed to match the
champagne. She seemed doomed to make a fool elfremsh time
he gave her a drink.



The crab-in-the-back was delectable, followed bgldn and salad
with a guava sauce. They rounded off their meah w&itmixture of
island fruits served in hollowed pineapple shellshwa coconut
ice-cream. It rather surprised Jill that her hdsiwdd have a sweet
tooth, and she thought of something she had orackinea book, that
there was a boy hiding inside most men. Be that amy, it was
obvious the man facing her was enjoying every nfoutbf his
pineapple, papaya, mango and cream. As she wasghdtexotic,
tangy, mingling with the atmosphere of the restaurand the
champagne glow in her veins.

‘Let's finish the bottle," Erik said, 'then wellsi have time for some
coffee.’

Linda palmed her stemmed glass and gazed rounkeatrapical
aguaria set in the walls of the restaurant. 'I'egerbthinking about
your champagne toast, Uncle Erik,' she said. isale any romance
in store for you?"

He quirked a flaxen brow at the question, then daseleep-throated
laugh. Tm too long in the tooth for any more beireft, my honey.
Too sunk to my neck in the commercial race. Dat'ttlworry you,
honey.' He glanced abruptly at Jill, taking in k@rvny-eyed, spare
creaminess that in her fulfilled years would tuonbteauty. "Your
friend has me summed up, Lin. She knows I'm a lessimachine
minus a heart.’

Jill wondered when he said that whether he waderigihg her to
deny it. But how could she, when everything abont bespoke the
aggressive careerman? She had the feeling thaastright in the
marrow of his bones to be exactly what he was. g wedded to the
mammoth organisation that bore his name; it wakkiesand his life.
Jill had never felt so certain of anything as sle¢ Inis eyes across the
palm-plaited table.



The Lyria Theatre was only a few yards from theaesant, and the
pavement in front of it was crowded with celebisiyetters, press
photographers, and groups of people alighting foadns and cars.
The pillared entrance of, the theatre was ropedvdff thick velvet

cords and a dark red carpet swept from the ket ugp a wide

half-moon of marble steps into the foyer.

Jill took one look at the swarming mass of people @d not protest
when Erik Norlund tucked Linda and herself chicls&iunder his
arms and ruthlessly used his height and his aragém get them
through the crowd.

Their seats were in the centre of the circle anad&j chattering
away, dropping her stole and then her programnineirexcitement,
finally settled down between Jill and her uncle. Was looking

tolerant and obligingly holding things while shedahll peered over
the parapet at the tiaras and tails in the faigeb#low them. They
recognised several well-known people, and' wereclgdoh at how
dissipated a certain TV hero looked out of his wos and paint.

'‘Gosh, he isn't nearly as dishy as my uncle,’ Lindispered, and Jill,
obeying a feminine impulse, shot a curious lookiat and found

herself reluctantly admitting thdtincle was certainly a man you
couldn't fail to notice.

It was as Jill returned her attention to Linda thet glance fell on the
occupant of a box to the left of the. stage. She adairly young
woman, companioned by a couple who sat talking rexideable on
several counts. The rose faille of her gown, wimets cut to reveal
seductive white shoulders, the striking platinunhef hair and the
fact that her vivid blue eyes were fixed on Erile sht talking to the
man beside him and seemed oblivious of his glan®orc
observer—then quite suddenly he looked towardshedill saw the
edge of his mouth quirk upwards as he deliberatetyrned her



scrutiny. A moment later Linda said something tonhand he
appeared to forget that entrancing vision in resiéef

The theatre lights began to dim and Linda gave anbe of
anticipation as the curtain rose slowly on thdiankte of the first act.
Jill's tawny eyes were fixed on the stage and heroandings
dimmed around her as she was transported to thdd waifr
enchantment and song created by Ivor St. Clare.

In the interval Erik went off to the bar for a dkjrleaving the two
girls eating ices and discussing the show. Therskbalf had started
by the time he returned, and some imp of curiasityed Jill to take a
look at the box occupied by the blonde . . . sike, Erik, was just
sitting down. It was obvious they had met for anklin the bar!

The second half of the show didn't seem so magaalill. Like
Cinderella, midnight had struck for her and she &k in the world
of reality where people were just people, not @sic

It was late when the show ended to a storm of agplacurtain after
curtain call, and speeches by the youthful playtrigpmposer and
his producer. Jill took a glance at an illuminatkstk across the road
from the theatre and knew it was no use demurioagiagoing back

to the hotel. But when Erik Norlund said: '‘Come phunder, let's

trek," his right hand was occupied with a cigaratid he didn't insist
this time that Jill latch on to his arm.

In the car Linda dozed off against Jill's shoulderd as the sleek
Jaguar purred through the sleepless West Entktlitle events of the
evening drift through her mind. The car stood ahedraffic signals
and Erik turned to look at Jill in the shaft of eald. 'Linda asleep?'
he asked.

'Fast off, Mr. Norlund," Jill murmured.



'She enjoyed herself tonight." His voice went gra8 though with
emotion. 'The poor kid had it tough in hospital—s&e't all that
strong, you know.'

'l know." Jill spoke gently.
‘You two kids get on well, don't you?"

Jill met his eyes and for a startling moment thegnsed to hold the
danger red that the very next instant changed tanalmer glow. He
turned to drive on, and Jill, with Linda breathigqgietly against her
shoulder, felt her own heart beating very fast. &tng significant
had been expressed and it was as though a profr@see sort hung
among the scents of new leather, cigarette smott&ila d'Eve.

A dusky breath of Hyde Park wafted in to join thase Jill realised
that they were almost at the hotel. . . the hotedne four months ago,
very new to London and far from keen on the manafehe shop
where she was working, Jill had applied for the tlogue job in
competition with several girls far more glamorokiart herself.

Molly Connors, an Irish girl lodging at the hostehd encouraged her
to apply for the job. Take it from me it isn't ays the raving
beauties that catch all the plums in their lape'lsad said, when Jill
had been doubtful about landing the job becausevsisa't quite so
slick as the other girls. "You've a fetchin' snateyou, Jill Pride, and
I'll be havin' a word with the little folk just tgive you an edge.'

Jill smiled to herself, for a touch of whimsy ingme had always
appealed to her, understandable, perhaps, in avgolcame from
quaintly named Liphook and who had lived most of lfe in a
thatched cottage. A tipsy little thatched cottaggh Wwollyhocks in the
front garden, and Grandma Pride's herb patch sgethie air of a
night. Jill breathed the scents that were lockethénJaguar and they
excited her, and made her feel strangely restless.






CHAPTER TWO

JLL spent most of Sunday with Linda. They ate bredlifdsed, then

afterwards took a stroll through Kensington Gardamg circled back
to watch the young couples punting on the Serpentihey didn't see
Linda's uncle on horseback this particular mornmay, did they see
him again after lunch. He casually remarked thatvas meeting

someone and departed. Mrs. Manet retired to henyamd the two

girls lazed in the spring sunshine out on the tgraatio, where they
later had tea.

It was a slow, enjoyable day for Jill, with an edgeanticipation to it.
This feeling was still with her when she awoke le&¢ tostel the
following morning, and while dressing for work sfoaind herself
humming a tune from the St. Clare musical. Suddbeelyhumming
tailed off. She put a forefinger between her teethhabit when
startled or faced with a problem, and gnawed theftit.

It had just hit home to her that she was doing veat had vowed
firmly not to do, getting involved with the Manets the extent of
anticipating something crazy and improbable—sometitinat could

only leave her feeling let down when they depaftedhe States. She
shrugged, slipped into a brown and cream checkejackvung a
gilt-chained bag over her shoulder and hastenednsiavs for

breakfast.

'Hullo, celebrity!" That was Mrs. Naylor's greetiag Jill walked into
the boutique. 'Seen yourself in G&obal New si*

Jill looked uncomprehending for a moment, thenfiished hotly as
she took stock of a picture in the news-paper aaa bkerself
encircled by Erik Norlund's arm, a bedazzled similder face as she
gazed up at him. Under the picture there was aesiyg line of
print:*



'Erik Norlund, boss of a well-known American depant store, seen
entering the Lyria Theatre with a close friend.'

Close friend! 'They've gone and cut Linda off thetyre," Jill
exploded. 'She was on the other side of him.'

‘Don't blow your top, dear.' Mrs. Naylor's eyes &en Jill's flushed
cheeks. 'l think you look—quite charming."'

'I—I look like one of his popsies—and that's thepliwation,' Jill
rejoined.

'‘Look how they praise up the show,"' Mrs. Naylorteed. 'Did you
enjoy it, Jill?'

‘Yes—yes, of course. It was full of colour and lgvenusic--' Jill
caught the other woman's glance and saw how cuitouss. 'l
haven't fallen for Mr Norlund, if that's what yaithinking,' she said
hotly. 'That picture couldn't present a more fampression. | find
the man cynical a-and overbearing ... besidesakartore of an eye
for mid-thirty blondes who dress to kill"'

'‘Most men have, lovey,' Mrs. Naylor laughed. ptsely biological.'

'Hardly pure, if you want my opinion!" Jill tosstte paper to one side
and began angrily whipping muslin covers off tharder displays. A
flush still lingered in her cheeks and she was inghwith female
perversity for which there is no cure, that she hader met Erik
Norlund.

Around five-fifteen that evening it started to rand it was still
drizzling when Jill left off work. She made her waythe bus stop, a
scarf tied over her hair and her attention fixedrughe toes of her
shoes as they struck the wet pavement. She was aefermgh Iin
whatever she was thinking to shy like a leggy wdien a car swept



into the kerb where she was about to cross ovettendriver leaned
from the wheel to suggest peremptorily that shapgun'.

She was about to tell him that she wasn't thatsfartgirl when she
met steel-grey eyes under flaxen brows. 'Oh!" sisped.

‘Come on, get in before | collect a parking fife,'ordered.

She scrambled in, felt the brush of his tweed jaakdne slammed the
door, then they were sweeping forward with the ofdhe traffic.
‘Th-thank you for giving me a lift." Jill sat stiff gazing straight
ahead at the rhythmic windscreen wiper.

'I'm not giving you a lift,' he rejoined. 'I'm taig you to the Surrey
Windmill, where we're going to dine and have a.thlwas waiting
for you to quit work, but | thought you might prefeot to be seen
getting into my car . . . especially after thatypre in theGlobal News
yesterday. They're gossiping already, aren't ttteat, supervisor of
yours and the salon hairdresser? Mouche was ie thex afternoon.’

'I'm sorry," Jill gasped. 'l realise that you mdistike petty gossip--'

'‘Forget it as far as Fm concerned,' he broke iootlldn't care less
about the yakkity-yak of a bunch of women, but y@only a kid and
they could make you feel uncomfortable. Women carthie devil,

eh?’

'I'm not exactly a sixteen-year-old," Jill remindach.
‘There are two, maybe three years on top of thatagine?'
'I'm nineteen.’

‘You look younger—I guess it's something about yeyes.'



‘Mr. Norlund," Jill plunged, 'about taking me tader—I don't know
why you should.’

The glance he shot at her was tinged with amusement

‘You are young,' he laughed. 'Most females wolkd tefor granted |
was personally interested—do | take it. you woulte' interested
even if | were?'

‘We haven't a thing in common.' Jill spoke withta# forthrightness
of modern youth: all the innocence, as well. 'I'tdmnk why you're
taking me out, unless you're a bit curious aboutlsthat it? Do you
want a British teenager's slant on fashion, or sboimg?'

'What exactly does the "something" incorporate?' drawled
amusedly. 'Does it seem totally incomprehensiblotothat | might
fancy your company for a few hours, or am | far tong in the
tooth—ah, and a heartless machine, to boot?'

'l didn't call you a heartless machine.' Her chegksv warm and her
fingers were twisting the gilt chain of her bagealdership imposes a
certain amount of isolation on a man, | realisé.tha

‘And isolation makes for refrigeration, up therenmy ivory tower,
eh?' She felt his glance, knew his eyes were @aligtamused. 'Ah,
well, we're not going to the Surrey Windmill focasy chat about me
and my heatrt. It's a nice place, let me add.’

And tucked away out of town where he was not likelyrun into

people he knew, Jill tagged on. As his taste rdolddndes with a bold
eye, and other attributes a teenager couldn't makshdidn't blame
him—certainly not after that suggestive picturaghe Global News
and the gossip overheard by his sister in the Hogalty salon. He
had his tough executive image to uphold, and be&sm around with



a little unknown who , worked in a boutique washkto throw his
sophisticated image out of focus.

‘You don't like me very much, do you?' he brokenrher thoughts.
'l hardly know you,' she rejoined.

‘Don't quibble, Jill Pride. A lot of people donkd me, but I'm not the
bruise-easy type. Tell me, are you ambitious?' it Ber a caustic
grin. 'I'm not referring to modelling or actingtraugh you have a
certain charm about you. Modelling takes a hellcmastitution, and
to really make it to first grade a girl has to Indirely eaten up with
the business. When | ask if you're ambitious, Ui, referring to the
Immediate future, not to mention three or four geanead, when
you'll be firmly tied up with what you were borndo.'

Jill gazed at his profile and felt the fast beatef heart under her
nectarine blouse. A smile slashed a groove in héek; a smile of
hard knowledge of life and people and the part &g orn to play. A
feather of curiosity drifted on the tide of Jilfeoughts—had he ever
loved someone? If so, what had it felt like to béhvinim when he
loved, to be that someone? Was he different? Didnhiége without
that caustic edge to his lips? Were his lips? . .

Stop that kind of thinking, Jill Pride, a warningiee cried out in her
mind.

But she had to go on to the end—were his lips wagrejting,
ruthless as they looked? Having indulged the thguljihfound that
she Was breathing quickly and unevenly and looknvgy from him
out of the other window. The car was now in thentoy among hills
mantled in pinky-lavender dusk. The rain had stdppad Jill lifted a
hand to her head-scarf and took it off. She hadaltsed she was still
wearing it . . .



'‘Why do you ask me if I'm ambitious, Mr. Norlun@Hte didn't look
at him, but sat running a comb through her hairthWdne hand he
adjusted the tidy-table in front of her seat andreflection sprang
into focus in a small oblong mirror. She starechat own face,
searching for the charm he had said she had almutWas it a
compliment, or a mere statement of fact? Probdigyatter, as she
was just Jill Pride whose hair was tawny and nietpsilver above a
striking face and a lush red mouth.

'What exactly do you mean by ambition?' She savpimérlips move
with the question.

'If the hotel boutique satisfies you and you dbntt yourself looking
beyond it, then you aren't ambitious,' he replied.

'It's quite a decent job—there are prospects.'
'‘What do you mean by prospects?' he asked.

‘The supervision of a boutique, with an assistantyown. The hotel

Is one of a chain, and Monsieur Paquin was saymhgtbe other day

that I—well, he said | have a flair for counter wand the customers
find me amenable.’

'I know." Erik Norlund spoke deliberately. 'He saisl much to me,
rather more eloquently, when | was making enquiiesut you this
morning.'

"You—were what?' Jill couldn't believe her ears.

‘You heard me.' His eyes flashed shrewd and steeady her startled
face. 'Not every saleswoman is good at handling @ooustomers. It
takes patience, an inborn sympathy, a flair thanisch an art as
strolling up and down a fashion salon in a modeligd've been in
the buying and selling business for a number ofsyaad | still find it



fascinating to watch a really gifted sales persandting a difficult
customer and winning her over. You like your wdrigh?'

‘Yes, of course. It's what I've done ever sinceitgpschool—w-why
did you speak to. Monsieur Paquin about me?' &ithahded, her
voice shaking a little with her indignation.

'l wanted his opinion of you as a worker. | hacatty summed you
up as a person.’

'‘But what possible interest can you have in my wark my
character?' Jill's indignation was giving way tevilderment.

Instead of lifting her out of the depths he plunded further in by
saying: 'What would be your reaction if someone@t you a job
abroad, at a much higher wage, where the chaneeh@ncement
also exists?'

Jill stared sideways at him, her heart flutteritkg la bird in her rib
cage. 'Th-that isn't likely to happen,' she saitlia

'‘On the contrary, it's usually the unlikely thinigat happens,’ he
drawled. 'Well, would it interest you to work abdpasay on the
Californian coast?'

Jill sat stunned, and all she could tell herself ifzat your secret
longings weren't suddenly made tangible like tivkich as you

dreamed of a trip over the rainbow, rainbows diegheas they were
born in the sky. 'It isn't very kind of you to sdnat sort of thing to

me,' she said stiffly.

'‘What the devil--' he gave her a sharp look. "Wdrat you talking
about?’



‘That I live in a hostel, that I'm quite alone iaridon and | have few
friends,' she retorted. 'If under those circumstarnididn't indulge in
day-dreams, I'd go nuts. You know I've indulgedraadh about
visiting some colourful, faraway place, Mr. Norlynidut dreams
don't come true. You know it as well as I--'

‘Sure | know it," he cut in. 'But we're not talkialgout the impossible,
you little idiot. I'm offering you a sales job abNund's!

The Surrey Windmill was a picturesque, black andteviimbered
inn with a thatched roof. An ancient mill- wheelaghed the water of
a stream that ran beside the glassed-in verandeewhiedined with
Erik Norlund.

Erik took over the ordering of their meal, whil#,Xtill shivery with
shock, sat looking out over the dark garden ofrthe

| want the job, she thought in panic and elatibvre hever wanted
anything quite so much.

She looked at Erik Norlund as the waiter went awg/returned her
look quizzically. ‘Scared of pulling up stakeslieing and working
far from home?' he asked.

Home? That impersonal hostel? That single roomedabove the
chimney pots of Kensington?

‘Do you really think | could fit in at Norlund'sshe asked. 'I-I'm not a
sophisticated person—I've only been working in Lamdfive
months. Most of my life has been lived in a counttiage.'

‘Even so, Jill, you left the village for the bidyciThat took courage,
to do it all alone, not knowing what obstacles yaight encounter.'



The startling clarity of his gaze held hers, theridok in the nervous
interlacing of her hands on the table edge. "YoNaey blood in your
veins, Jill. Come on, you're not scared of Norlandt California—or
me."'

She smiled at that. 'You can be tough as rawlstie,said.

‘You've got to be that way in big business,' heittdd left eyebrow
quirked. 'lt's kill or be killed, a kind of modepiracy, with the big
stores sailing the commercial seas under the cegytaf various
cut-throats. You called me a Viking, didn't you?"

Yes, a Viking. With that formidable head, thosevesiy eyes, and
ruthless combination of strength in chin, deep tlewl broad

shoulders she could plainly imagine him at the hetra long-boat.

And this was the man who had just offered her angdfia job, under
his captaincy. Excitement flared along her veing,there was panic
moisture in the palms of her hands. Liphook and daomm were

separated by only a few miles of railway line. Hreglish coast and
that of California held between them miles of spéathoms of ocean
... they were two distinct continents, and it woslaely take the
nerve of an Anne Bonney to sail it under the flaghs modern-day
pirate?

Jill," he made a steeple of his fingers and sweddkiem thoughtfully,
'there's another reason why I'd like you to com8anta Felicia—it's
my niece.’

‘Linda?' Jill gazed perplexedly across at him.

'‘My sister worries about her—we both do—and it Hasscaped our
notice that when Lin's with you, she's a new kidigBt-eyed,
happy—she likes you, Jill. There seems to be a ingeebint
between you and neither Mouche nor | wish to sgvé/e both think
it would be good for Linda to have you near at haotneone she can



be pals with, relax with, and know herself likedjast another girl
instead of the daughter of Marius Manet. Manet wagsry wealthy
textile manufacturer and he left Linda a great adainoney—you
know that?'

'Yes, | know,' Jill met his shrewd, unsparing gagat lifted from his
steepled fingers. "You thought me another paraditia,t you?'

'Yes, until | met you." A smile moulded his lowgy into a sudden,
almost sensuous fullness. 'This is a mighty mdistiaworld we're
living in, Jill Pride, and it's got so that peope wanted for what
they possess, or what position they hold in thessgor social scale,
rather than for what they are. Look at it from mnmgke. My eldest
niece, of whom | happen to be pretty fond, comesdmnd enthuses
about this girl who works in the hotel boutiquen frankly sceptical.

| hear mood music in the background as I'm tolduabloe village
drapery, the hostel in London, and the shop manabercan't keep
his mind off his assistant's legs--'

'l never meant Linda to teflouthat!" Jill gasped.

''ve been a father figure to Lin for a number ebys,' he drawled.
'‘She does tell me things—he really sent you upstep-ladder that
number of times?'

‘Yes,' Jill said shortly. 'Men are awful! He hadstack of art
magazines under the counter as well.'

'So the little speckled moth walked into the spgleweb straight off?'
Erik mocked her, but with a smile in his eyes thasn't too unkind.

‘You were saying you were sceptical, about mépibidded.'Ah, yes.
Well, there have been too many "give me and giuhing" types
hanging around Linda and the kid has been hurt—edorgmember
that morning in the park, Jill?"



'You spoke to me—and | nearly fell into the Serpenwith surprise.’
He exploded into a laugh. '‘Miss Demure in blue—swolemure, eh?’

'I'm not a gold-digger, anyway." Jill watched hiorrt to the wine
waiter who had come to his elbow, and she knewaldehlad all this in
mind Saturday night when he had remarked on howskel got on
with Linda. Jill frowned, for it seemed to her ttatything Norlund
wanted, Norlund got, and he always had the priserjght. He knew
he couldn't ask Jill to go to California as a mpl@ymate for his
niece; he know he had to let her keep her indepwmejehence the
offer of a job.

But the job, and Linda's friendship, were attraztivill wanted to
travel. She yearned for the sunshine and the seabeabm and tang
of the Pacific Ocean.

'‘What do you think of the Surrey Windmill?' Erikkasl.

The splash of the mill-wheel, the velvety night tweg the veranda
windows, the soft lighting that made it easier twK at her
companion and to be looked at... Jill realised ity were a
deliberate setting, but she was too young to fighir enchantment.
Oh, how he knew women, and wine, and what it t@okélt one to
his moods and his whims!

‘You're clever, Mr. Norlund,' she spoke into theegldowl! of her
long-stemmed, milky-blue wine glass, then lookedsigwly. His
smile said:Touche!'

Tm not offering you a job solely out of concern oy niece, I'm not
that benevolent,' he added. 'You have ability, @adctan always use
that commodity around Norlund's.'

'Is it a vast place, Mr. Norlund?' Jill asked.



'Oh, sure, the store is pretty big,' he replieie"job | have in mind
for you is in our Speciality Shop. It's an amusiitite joint, selling

things like pottery lamps, Steiff animals, Hummells, driftwood

curios, wall hangings—you name it, that place ssatkCalifornians
go a lot on smart knick-knacks around the home,vemicing there
will break you in more lightly than if | threw yoheadlong into
Teenage Fashions.' He forked broccoli spear andieplian eyebrow
at Jill. 'That's your metier, eh, teenage fashidioi'd like that

eventually?'

'I'd love it!" Jill breathed, her eyes sparklingeep brown.

‘Well, we'll let you settle in for a bit. Let yowaimatise to the
American scene, speech, manner, etc.' He laid ife land fork
across his empty plate, and their waiter appeakedal genie at his
elbow. 'Now what about a sweet, Jill? Crepes Sezett

‘Yes, please, Mr. Norlund.'

She sounded like a polite little girl, and she krieam his quirk of a
smile that he was thinking the same. He sat lookatgher,
deliberately, without speaking, as their waiterge®ded with the
table-side ritual of the Crepes Suzette. Jill kegtgaze fixed on the
flaming pan, but she could feel, inevitably, a ttdevarmth creeping
up her neck into her face. The Norlund eyes weriboking at her,
taking it all in, her countrified youth which thé&ychad not really
touched, her lack of assurance With a man, himartiqular, her
flaming blush. She felt it tingling in her cheeksd had no idea how
startlingly attractive she looked in the glow ofr y@uthful blush.
Almost lovely, like a plucked rose crying out silgnagainst the
invasion of anguish. Her fingernails dug into tlaénps of her hands.
This pain . . . what was it?



A flambe pancake was transferred to the plateantfof her and she
bent over it, tears smarting in her eyes. Shetlelt she, too, had
passed through a flame.

‘Santa Felicia has quite a few delights in storeMgss Pride from
Liphook—say, that sounds like the title of a mukiaehuckled her
tormentor. 'For nine months of the year our weaithararm, though
the temperature is inclined to drop when the suesgdown.
Californians live mostly out of doors, you know.épre friendly,
hospitable, gay, and the terraced hills of Santiécikeset off to
perfection the pastel villas, Spanish- type houased,small ranches.
There are groves of orange, lemon and grapefeastrSub-tropical
blossoms in the gardens. Sage hills all aroundstivaep the town in
their scent of a night .-, . do you want to comié?'J

There are moments in every life when a momentousida has to
be made, for better or worse. Jill knew that sheetars man Norlund
were of conflicting temperaments; she visualisadriiclashes with
him, and foresaw trouble of some kind for hersBlit it would be

exciting as nothing else might ever be if she Istdifer slip out of

her grasp and stayed to become—in all probabilitye—staid

manageress of a boutique, out of town, with a sflalbf her own, a
cat to keep her company and an ordered life witbme ever again,
like Norlund to torment her, maybe bully her, andK at her with

eyes like sun-shot crystals.

She met his eyes and took the breathless plungé&es, I'll come,’
she heard herself say. 'Thank you for asking me.’

'‘Good!" He beckoned the wine waiter and orderedoaple of
brandies.

He flicked open his cigarette case and looked lfasrprised when
Jill said she didn't smoke. 'In that case I'll haveigar." The waiter
brought a box of Havanas and Jill watched as Hrtktlte end with



surgical neatness and applied a light. The strongks hazed the
space between them and Jill found herself doingt whiey did in

films, inhaling the aroma of the topaz brandy im halloon glass.
'You'll have to get a passport,’ Erik said. 'Getcuaated against
smallpox, and polio as well, as you'll be living@alifornia. Then

you'll need to get a working permit from the Amandcmbassy—I'll
come with you. Got it clear?’

'Yes, sir.' She grinned and ducked her nose ibtaerdy inhaler, then
brought it out again. 'Oh—I shall have to give ity motice to
Monsieur Paquin. He'll expect a week at least,ckanisn't going to
be too pleased at having to find a replacemenict short notice.'

‘Monsieur Paquin will have to let you go on Fridayrik spoke
peremptorily. 'l don't think he'll be too surprisexst raise too much
Gallic fuss--'

'You were very sure of me,' Jill broke in. 'l suppo/ou've already
suggested that he advertise for a replacement?’

'‘Roughly my wording," was the shameless reply.I'&dd you, it's
every man for himself in the retail trade, and@sbieing sure about
you," a shrug of the broad, tweed-clad shouldgrs,said you wanted
to live where the sun really shines. You have ae Liere now your
grandmother is dead, but, naturally, if there hadrba boy-friend
hanging around | shouldn't have anticipated yoweptance of the
job. You're the kind to put emotion before ambition

‘Surely most women do that?' Jill argued.

'‘Not all of them, not these days.' The smile edgisdips was frankly
cynical. 'In their emancipation women are losingatvhas always
made them emotionally superior to men, their temeles and
essential warmth of heart. It's happening, Jill. gdnd men are
getting so they don't care, and when that attittmaees to full flower



we'll maybe have another Roman holiday on our haamils another
age of glory lost under a pall of ashes--"Oh, ttiashe exclaimed.
‘Don't be so cynical!

Black ash spilled from the end of his cigar andlicked at it with a
long, aggressive forefinger. Some" of the ashesttth the innocent
anemones in their nest of fern in the centre oftée, and Jill, her
heart curiously disturbed, leant forward and geblgw the ash from
the white and purple petals. When she looked up,vizas watching
her, moodily.

‘Drink your brandy,' he said curtly. 'We'd betterrooving if I'm to
get you back at the hostel by eleven.’

She gulped it, and he winced at such treatmenbafisier.

Her gulp and his worldly exasperation set her bfikeng, so that as
they made their way to the parking lot her shouldas still hurting
from the thump he had given it. "'There must be sbimg wrong with
your throat,' he said, as he put her into the pagseseat of his car. It
was again drizzling with rain, also quite cold, aitshrank from the
inadvertent touch of his hand as he wrapped antatg about her
knees.

‘Thank you—my throat's all right," she said stiffym just not used to
strong drink.'

'I'l have to remember that you're the orange-jiyge,’ he said dryly.

The ignition clicked and they swung out on to tbad that wound
through the night-wrapped Surrey Hills. What while tar heater, the
rug, and the brandy, it was no wonder Jill was seefing drowsy.
The tick- tock of the windscreen wiper had an hyneffect as well,
and she found herself drifting into that nebuloagshiony limbo
between awareness and slumber.



She turned restively, as though in her bed at diséeh and burrowed
her cheek more comfortably into what she took fer pillow. Hard
old pillow. She put up a sleepy hand and gavehuanp.

‘Touche!'laughed a deep voice above her head.

Jill roused and blinked upwards, and for a shaitgrsleep-dazed
moment it was as though she lay in Erik Norlundesa The car
throbbed at an intersection and in the dashboasd gé was looking
down at her, his mouth quirked in his cynical snaigehe took in her
young head at rest against his shoulder. Confusatimed Jill and she
drew quickly away from him. 'I'm s-sorry for sprawg all over you,'

she mumbled.

'‘Don't apologise,’ he drawled. 'l quite enjoyedngeused as a
pillow—though it kind of hurt my feelings that yshould think me a
hard one.'

'Did | say so?' She could feel the heat in her kbi@md knew she
looked as ruffled as she felt. 'The pillows ar&eahard at the hostel.'

'‘And presumably my shoulder matches them," heisadiroll voice
as the car moved forward in the rain that was nittmg the roof and
splashing from the wiper blades. 'Still, you're sa@he to snooze on it
until we reach London.'

'I'm not a bit sleepy now," she assured him hulyiédiell me some
more about California. Shall we be flying there?'

‘By jet, Friday evening.'

'I've never been up in a plane--' and as she sgfukeealised that the
man beside her would be paying her expenses. Si®edi her
fingertips, for she knew how astronomical were kinght air fares,
and she could hardly suggest handing over to hien rtieagre



twenty-two pounds she had so far saved for hedayplat Southsea.
‘Mr. Norlund,' she blurted, 'about my fare —youlwi¢ deducting it
from my future wages, won't you? |-I realise th&t quite a lot and |
haven't--'

'‘Shut up about money,' he interrupted her, ratheely. "Your
travelling expenses are the firm's concern. Iesétognised formula
when an American firm exports staff, in case yoaleut to jump to
the conclusion that I'm acting as a kind of benenbSanta Claus.'

Jill was relieved by what he said, and at the same stung by his
frankness. He certainly didn't pussyfoot aroundsfaat trod straight
on your corns, and like most young people Jill hadshare of those,
figuratively speaking. She was going through thetiaalictory-mood
stage, sure of nothing, least of all the world abber and the people
In it. She was insecure but eager, a suppliantdassurance. She
shrank away from Norlund, for he didn't reassuugdft her groping
around in the mazy, sometimes spangled, more dépressed world
of youth.

When the car drew up outside the hostel, Erik Naflsat facing Jill
with an elbow on the wheel, the neon lights of arbg shop playing
their rainbow facets over the strong, hard modeglbh his face and
throwing into relief the wide span of his tweedeclahoulders.
‘You're absolutely certain you want to come to Aiceg?' he asked,
his eyes glimmering blade-silver in that harlegpiay of coloured
light. 'If you've any doubts, then let's air themwn not when we
reach London Airport, or land in San Francisco god suddenly
realise that you've cut your links with home."

'l have no home—no real home.' She indicated tabshGeorgian
pile that was the hostel. 'Only a room that | rent.

He glanced towards the hostel, then back at dth&ps she imagined
it, maybe it was an illusion created by the neghtk, but it seemed to



her that his lips had lost their hardness and gratle gentler. 'It's
no paradise, is it?' he said.

'‘As a child | knew what it was to be content,' shél. 'l loved the
tipsy cottage in which we lived at Liphook. | waaplpy there, and |
suppose I'm searching now for what I've lost.'

‘A cottage, Jill?'
‘No, what it symbolised—happiness.'

happiness is often just a word, child. You hean ithe pop songs,
read it in the magazine stories, see it glamorisefiims. | can't
guarantee that you'll find happiness by coming teefica with—us.'

Jill gazed back at him and it crossed her mind tletcould be
warning her that there was nothing personal inréh&tionship that
lay ahead of them. He was the boss, she the ndivhstad, and
without being too brutally blunt he was telling hest to get any
romantic, film- struck notions about the tough tyndalling in love
with the shy little salesgirl.

As though—Jill went hot and cold and fumbled whie door handle
beside her—as though she'd given any thought to aadncredible
iIdea! She didn't particularly like him, felt herfsghrinking into a knot
as he reached over and pressed down the leverdleased the
door—she was trying to open it with the one thaset it!

There was a whiff of Havana, a tang of old braraymasculine

warmth that smote the breath from Jill's throatg®&dnight,' she

stumbled out on to the pavement. T-I shan't foatpeiut the passport
and those shots for smallpox and polio.'

‘Your arm will feel sore,' he warned her. 'If yaufrervous--'



'Oh no," she backed away, hardly knowing why. ‘&lishe all
right—I'm a lot tougher than I look.'

'‘Really?' His eyes raked her as she stood thelethat rain weeping
over her, her fingers nervously clenching the cladiher shoulder
bag. 'Well, cut along in, young Jill. I'll see yon Wednesday and
we'll go to the Embassy for the rest of the paparg'll need.
Goodnight, child.'

'‘Goodnight, Mr. Norlund." She dashed up the steps the hostel
porch and heard the Jaguar swoosh away behindThere were
voices in the dining-room as she hurried acrosotbiay to the stairs,
up which she raced, scrabbling her room key outesfbag asshe
went. She wanted to be alone, with her door slwthat she could
think about the momentous decision she had taksretening.

She tossed bag and coat on to her bed, fluffesvgehair and gazed
at herself in the spotty mirror of the dressinddabler eyes looked
huge and so unusually dark that they intensifiedctieamy pallor of
her skin. She looked very young, less than herteameyears, and
suddenly she held her tawny hair to the crown af lead and
wondered whether a French pleat would help heoa& blder and
more responsible. 'Just think, Jill,' she cocked head at her
reflection, 'you're going to Santa Felicia to watiNorlund's--'

And so excited was she that she almost jumpedfdutroshoes as a
fist thumped on her door and Molly Connors camé&iind where is it
you've been all the evenin'?' the Irish girl deneghdwe did have a
date for the pictures.’

'I'm sorry, Molly." Jill released her hair to hdrosilders, where it
arranged itself in its usual tilt-ended style. '#fraid | forgot all about
our date.'



"You don't look all that sorry." Molly sat down ¢ime bed and took
stock of Jill, especially of her starry eyes. "Mook as though you've
been out with a man—so that's it, you've found gelfia boy-friend?
Now tell me his name, you sly girl. Tell me wheuive been with
him?'

‘We dined at a gorgeous place called the Surreydiih and," Jill's
smile grew mischievous, 'his name is Erik Norlund.'

‘Saints be praised—nbim.'Molly's eyes went sharp as sloes. 'Jill m
girl, you must be clean off your sweet, innocerksy.'

‘Now don't go jumping to any conclusions.' Jilldaed and sat down
in a lopsided basket-chair that groaned even aligtgrweight. 'Mr.
Norlund has offered me a job out in California dwe accepted it.
I'm flying there with him and the Manets on Friday.

‘Jill, you're having me on," Molly said sharplyotY can't mean what
you're sayin'?'

'‘Guide's honour | mean it." Jill solemnly crossed heart, where
ripples of excitement were running to its questignyoung shores.
'It's like a dream come true, Molly. I'm going tali@rnia!’

Molly sat staring at her, lost for words for ont&re ye bein' quite
wise, Jill?' she said at last. "You'll be a long\fram the old country.'

'l know that, Molly, but if | give myself time tdink, | shall lose my
nerve and back out. I-I'm not going to think—I'mmggp’

'Is it because of Norlund?'

‘Molly, don't be an ass!" Jill jumped to her feetlagrabbed her damp
coat off the bed, where it was creasing. 'l waatativenture of going
to the States, and it's a marvellous opportunitynie to advance



myself. Norlund's is a famous shop, and Santa iBeig a gay,
exciting place.’

‘You've never said before that you had a yen targbwork abroad.’
Molly still looked suspicious. 'Sure now, you'vewalys seemed
pretty content with your job at the boutique, amavrthis Norlund
man has come along and disrupted you--'

'‘Our little ruts always seem comfortable until some comes and
unsettles them and shows us that we want somathong than placid
routine, day after day,' Jill pointed out. 'lI'vg@med working at the
boutique bar, but I've always had a longing todftav

‘You'll have to be havin' jabs in your arm, andréfe all sorts of
formalities to go through," Molly warned. 'A cousiimine went to
work in the States and there was a devil of a galbefore they'd let
himin.'

‘Mr. Norlund is going with me to the American Embgsso |
shouldn't have much trouble getting the necessapens,’ Jill smiled,
'l expect he's pretty influential wherever he geesl for him to want
to employ me is a recommendation on its own.'

'‘Don't you call him Erik, being a close friend ag™ Molly asked
with a sudden flash of Irish mischief.

She received a cushion at her curly head for that then at the
bedroom door she stood fiddling with the knob, utaie, plainly
concerned about this venture of Jill's. They whesstame age, but Jill
seemed more vulnerable, more likely to be hurtifgydnd what it
could hand out.

'‘Don't look so worried, Molly—I know what I'm doigiglill laughed.
'I'm going to the States to do the same job I'enlaoing here, only



I'll be getting more money and I'll be seeing sdnmgt of the world.
Aren't you going to wish me luck?'

'l suppose so.' Molly's Irish mouth curled into gywmile. 'I'll miss
you, Jill.'

'‘Och, away with you, when you'll be marrying youichhel in a few
months!'

Molly fondled her engagement ring. 'l hoped yoledhlere to carry a
bouquet for me, and that I'd soon be doing the Samgu. Don't go
falling for a Californian, otherwise we'll nevertge see each other
again.'

You'll have me in tears in a minute, Molly.' Thougll smiled as she
spoke, there was a sudden tightness about hert.tivioly was a
good sort and Jill valued her friendship, which Ingade these past
months at the hostel far more bearable than theghtrotherwise
have been.

She went to bed, but the excited clamour of hertheats made sleep
impossible and she lay listening to the rain, gaingr and over in her
mind everything that had been said this evening.

Fall for a Californian? She smiled in the darkné&sg,she didn't kid
herself she was one of those self- sufficient gut® didn't need love
... and in theory, like most girls, she knew wioat was.

It was a need and a despair; a clash of cymbads;hhil of rain, and
the languor of sunshine melting through to youryvéones...
sunshine... Santa Felicia. She bit upon the thooglthem and it
spilled sweet like a grape. She cradled her chatekhier pillow and
captured again the sensation of a muscular shoattkthe security
of being shut in out of the beating rain. Her ey&lbegan to grow



heavy and as she drifted off to sleep she wasitigni the man who
had said he no longer believed in romance ... ifosélf.

The next few days passed in such a whirl of premers that Jill
hadn't much time in which to feel more than a pagdiritation at
Mrs. Naylor's arch looks and innuendoes. It trodllid that she had
had to give Monsieur Paquin such short notice,heutvas a good-
humoured little man and he gallantly presentedwidr a bottle of
lily-of-the-valley perfume—as it would be the first May on Friday
.and French people regard the flower as a goodtala if given on
that day—and said that if things did not work aartlier in the States
she was not to hesitate to approach him about anadfer return to
England.

Jill warmly thanked him, but she naturally hopeat tine big step she
was taking was going to lead to happiness and sacténda was
thrilled at the idea of Jill working at Norlundand on Wednesday
evening a vaguely troubling problem was solvedJitirwhen Erik
Norlund mentioned that several of the store's eygae lived at a
nearby lanai, which was a sort of cabana courin anore English
language a colony of gaily painted bungalows satdoa communal
swimming pool. The cabanas were fairly reasonablesht, and it
was mainly young people who set up home in thelhrcalild, if she
wished, probably share with another girl.

The minutes and the hours gathered momentum, aladflash, it
seemed, Friday evening had come upon Jill. Her lgyegihad been
said, her new suitcases held alt" her worldly pssisas, and clad in a
honey-jersey suit set off by slim-heeled cherryeshwelvet cap and
matching clutch bag, she was on her way with th@d#aand her
new employer to London Airport.



In the sliding lights of passing cars on the Gi#aist Road, Jill was
pale, with eyes that glimmered and a heart thatnhemad. She was
leaving England in a slight mist of rain and kndwattthis time
tomorrow she would be in Los Angeles, where the wonld no
doubt be shining and the hours would have shifesckwards. She
would be in another time, another sphere, aboubdgin the
adventure of a new life. Her fingers clenched tap of her bag and
she was dry-mouthed with tension as the Jaguar gwnio the
airport entrance and headed down the traffic tunnel

After leaving the car—which would be freighted he tStates—they
proceeded to be checked, ticketed, passed througtods and, in
Jill's case, through Immigration. Afterwards, wilteir baggage on a
porter's trolley and on its way to the loading ldhgy made their way
to the Departure Lounge. Linda clung to the armhef uncle's
dice-check weathercoat, as though, Jill thougldsistibly, to the
lead of a loping pet tiger. The girl was lookingt@yed and rather
pinched about the nostrils and Mrs. Manet worriediyarked to Jill
that she hoped Linda wasn't going to be airsiakEftk would fume
and that would make matters worse.

T suggested we bring along a scrabble-boardgsaidl:-Tve got it in
my overnight bag and it might help take Linda's anoff our first
hour to Shannon. After that she might be all right.

‘You're a thoughtful girl, you know." Mrs. Manebked at Jill, now,
as though at another woman instead of someonedughter's age.
‘When Erik said he was going to ask you to worthatstore, | very
much hoped you'd agree—for Linda's sake. But yowmtberstand
that it wouldn't be altogether wise for me to let hive away from

him. She isn't one of the fittest, nor has shetbddnd for herself in
any way. But our house is open to you at any tifike,| want you to

be friends with my little Lin.'



'l want that as well, Mrs. Manet.' But as Jill sedilat Linda's rather
misguided mother—slender and lovely as a model pala fawn
leopard coat with brown rosettes—she was resoltando all she
could to help Linda toughen up and shake off hedéacy to bad
nerves. They could get the upper hand of her and her into a
fretful near-invalid if she wasn't shaken out ofrth and she was so
likeable and pretty when she forgot herself anaxed.

One of the big jets came in to land, rattling thedews near where
the foursome sat with their cups of coffee, causimgla's hands to
give such a jump that some of hers spilled on to duat. Erik

frowned and handed her a handkerchief so she cooiidherself up.
'You're worse than those two youngsters over thiees;risped.

‘You don't expect me to play with toy motors onftber, do you?' his
niece said sulkily. 'l can't help it if | don't eafor flying, and that |
haven't got your cast- iron nerves—lJill's just assaus as | am.'

Jill, clutching Time Magazineand a Vogue her share of the
magazines Erik had bought at the news-stand, veisidetensed up
but in no way fearful of the journey ahead of theshe felt the

skimming glance of grey eyes and it was somehoveetsmeet the
nearby gaze of a pair of husky sweatered youngwienlooked as
though they were flying home after a skiing holidayeir smiles

flashed against chestnut tans, and the tallereofitlo was cocking his
sandy head and plainly trying to get a look atftighat tag on Jill's

overnight bag.

As it turned out they were travelling on the sarRah-American
plane, and Jill was conscious of the loud twanghefr voices and
their assured laughter above the tannoy echo asetkteflight was
announced.

‘That's us.' Erik killed his cigarette in the pdadesshtray and they
rose to join the people thronging towards the depadoor.



The two young skiers took the seats immediatelgsscthe aisle from
Jill and Linda, and Jill saw a blond head swivel dlazy scrutiny
when the tall boy leaned across to introduce himsay Scott is the
name,' he drawled. 'I've been having a bet withbogdy that you're
British. Do | win my bet?'

Jill wasn't interested in casual flirtations asuéey but upon this
occasion it occurred to her that if she encourdgede boys to talk
about their holiday, Linda might perk up and forget flying fears.

'I've been having a bet with myself that you twadénaeen on a skiing
holiday," Jill smiled back at Roy Scott. 'Linda ah#vould enjoy
hearing all about it.'

Her remark must have carried to the seat aheadMfer Manet
peered over th&eat back at the two boys. 'Are you feeling all right
my baby?' she said to Linda. 'Do you want to come it next to
me?"'

'No, Mom." Linda shook her head and flushed undler amused
scrutiny of Roy Scott's dark, compact- lookingrfide

'‘Chewing-gum—Linda?' He gave a stick to Roy, whodeal it on.
Jill was listening to the deep rumble of Erik's csi 'Read your
magazine, Mouche, and relax those apron strirfgs isard him say.
'Linda won't break in half if a guy breathes on."her

'‘But they look such a—a tough pair,' his sisteoirggd. '| must say |
wouldn't have taken Jill for a flirt.'

Jill bit her lip at that one, and whatever Erik Niod said in answer
was lost to her as a vibrating purr swept throdgh glane and the
four big jets began to fire. Belt and cigarettensiglashed on.
Belt-ends clicked together and the jet taxied altrey runway, its
purr increasing to a hum as the concrete strippd@way and they



were airborne ... on the first lap of Jill's exwgijourney to Santa
Felicia.



CHAPTER THREE

DURING the course of dinner Erik refrained from an opemment
about the young skiers, but Jill didn't miss thenkle in his eyes, and
when their Irish coffee had been brought to thdetalaced with
whiskey and topped by an inch of cream, he saian '®e change
seats after dinner? The dark boy looked as thoegivds getting a
crick in his neck straining across the aisle tk.tal

'If Linda wants to change over, then | don't midd|'said, dabbing
cream from her upper lip and not quite meeting Matls quizzical
eyes.

'l don't think you ought to, baby.' Mrs. Manet spakther sharply.

'It'll only be for an hour or so, Mom," Linda apjexh 'We have
sleeping berths, but Keefe and Roy have to bed dovtineir seats
and they'll need all the room they can get. Iifand | sit next to
them, that will give them extra room when we goto berths.'

Erik was studying his niece over his coffee gobléis name's Keefe,
huh? Where's he from, honey?’

‘The Sacramento Valley, where his people have amnyirHe's part
French, Uncle Erik, and the family name is Laurtdhe's very nice,’
she added nervously. 'He is nice, isn't he, Jill?"'

‘They both are.' Jill spoke with a touch of defatitat had a tingling
root in Mrs. Manet's reference to her as-a flirt.

'And where does the other Romeo hail from?' Erdwdied. 'Is he also
a limb off a French tree?’

'‘His home is at Oakland, but he's due to start iorkos, Angeles
and he'll be living there," Jill replied, bracingrkelf for a dry



response from her cynical boss, such as wouldat'toi cosy. But he
was seemingly preoccupied in putting the flame isfuffalo-hide

lighter against the tip of a cigarette—with thavitish groove in his

left cheek so clear-cut that Jill knew there wdsrany remark in his
mind even if he hadn't aired it.

'‘What are you grinning at, Erik?' His sister eyaoh fn a rather
annoyed fashion, plainly out of sorts with him hesma he was
encouraging Linda in her jetboard friendship witis thalf-French
boy from the Sacramento Valley.

'l was just thinking about human instincts, thepretty fascinating,
you know.' He snapped shut his lighter and puffetbad of smoke.
'‘When a man wants something he goes straight fevoman's
maternal instinct, have you noticed? Just like g tioa dish, or a
kitten to a cushion.’

'‘Because of the boys wanting to sit next to usgatting us to agree
by saying they could use our seats later on—is\iinatt you mean,
Uncle Erik?' Linda propped her chin on her palm aradched his

face. She smiled at him, and he nodded lazily, gmgsideways in
his chair so he was able to cross his long legswhlle the kind of
man, Jill had noticed, whose well- tailored clotiaeese comfortably
worn and at ease on him. His ties were always i kiaitted silk, but

he seemed to like unusual cuff-links and his preset were of

crystal laid over miniature masonic symbols. Thess something
curiously beguiling, she realised, in this big, gad, rather ugly
man's liking for a touch of the exotic. It reveatbd boy in him.

Jill and Linda settled down into their berths abaathour later, and
Mrs. Manet came in to say goodnight to her daugldtkrcould hear
them talking in low voices, and though she tried twlisten she
couldn't help overhearing one or two remarks, sas€h'You can't
know anybody after only a few hours, baby . . . moa't give me that



instinct bit. Your uncle is full of theories, fedls has to be because o
the store and having so many people to manage.’

'l wasn't mistaken about Jill,’ Linda pointed out.

'I'm beginning to wonder." Mrs. Manet spoke speotgdy, and
though Jill had her face to the wall and was piditento be asleep,
she felt the sharp glance that was directed aahérwas hurt by it.
She hotly told herself that it was all very welt Bowoman to love her
child, but there was a difference between mothegimgj smothering.
Linda needed to grow up and acquire some indepeedand Keefe
Launay was just the person to help her. Though las wanly
twenty-two, his French blood made him more mathantthe all-
American Roy. Added to that leasnice.

Jill slept quite well, but when shafts of sunligfggan to pierce into
the plane she slipped from her bed and made her tvathe
powder-room for a wash. The morning sky shimmeraa and Jill
felt excitement tingling in her veins when she reéd along the
carpeted aisle, her well combed hair swinging lghtn her
shoulders, small nose powdered, quietly-gay mogldean with rose
lipstick.

Crumpled seat sleepers were beginning to stretdhyawn, while
from the direction of thepantry there stole the mouth-watering
aromas of coffeand bacondJill was so absorbed by all this that sh
ran full tilt into someone heading for the washro@rarge, hard-
muscled figure with tousled hair and blond bristiggting in the
sunlight. The shot-steel of his gaze impaled heafmoment, then
ran over her shiningell of hair, thehoney sheatlof her suit, right
down to the smaltherry shoes with two-inch heels that made
difference to the tilt her head had to take in otdeallow her adirect
look at him.

'‘God morgen,he smiled. 'How did you sleep?’



'l think the excitement rocked me off." She gava hismile, but felt
her fingers tightening on the grip of her overnighy. 'Look at the
sun, Mr. Norlund! It's a good omen, | hope.'

‘Do you believe in omens, young Jill?" His mougghirked as he
fingered his bristles. 'In the pagan lore of the aod moon?’

"You know far too much about women not to knowdhewer to that
one,' she rejoined.

'It that so?' A blond eyebrow followed the quirkhid mouth. 'Do you
speak from your vast knowledge of the male sexsNRisde?'

She flushed, for it still rankled that she had beguged a flirt by his
sister, and Norlund rubbed salt in the wound byiragldl can see
young Scott panting to say good morning to yowdss he wants to
make the most of the few hours before we reacltd:tis

A hazy barrier overhung the bay of San Franciscenwihey began
their descent, then all of a sudden the haze deand they hung
above the golden-looking, fretwork bridges spanrimg bay and

skimmed down smoothly towards the white towers ok t
International Airport. They landed in sunshine,an un-English

smell in the air, to a balmy warmth, and to voitest drawled and
people who pushed and hurried with the aggresssgeata nation

whose resemblance to the British was only supaetfidill saw that

now she was on Californian soil. She breathed thematmosphere
and felt its vibrations as she and her party werdugh the landing
formalities.

Roy and Keefe were ahead of them in the queuetaydwaited to

say goodbye and to get an assurance from the tis that they

would keep in touch. 'Don't forget to let me haweairyaddress, Jill,'
Roy said. 'I'll be out on the coast in a coupleveéks, and | intend to
look you up.'



'l shan't forget," Jill had to promise with Norluehd his sister
looking on. Keefe and Linda seemed awkward withtheatber now
they were down to earth, but that could have beer Manet's fault.
Clad in another of her stylish suits, Bute tweedairsoft green
interwoven with blue, she looked so elegant angopra@achable that
Keefe was plainly put off. He could tell she didm&nt him writing to
Linda or phoning her, but Jill saw purpose flashigxdark eyes when
the two young men finally departed, toting theirisskver the
shoulders of their noisy sweaters.

Jill and her companions still had some flying tiateead of them, but
before boarding their plane for Los Angeles theydrin a cab to the
Fontaine Hotel for a meal. It was quite a plactharalike a French
chateau on the outside and with an interior to matc

San Francisco is probably one of the most romatities in the

world, with its wrought bridges that seem to hamghe clouds, its
many hills set with fine old houses, and the okshfaned charm of its
cable-cars and clanging bells. Jill was enchanydueb brief glimpse
of the city of hills and bells, her gaze fixed be window beside her
as she spooned her Pears Portuguese. So much p@enimgy so

quickly, and she could hardly take it all in.

Linda didn't make much of a meal and was lookingdehen they
settled into their seats on the Los Angeles pldilefastened both
their belts, and at once Erik leant across the astl urged his niece
to pull herself together. 'We're on the last lapwf journey, honey,'
he said. '"You've been fine—keep it up.'

'l want to be sick,' Linda wailed, both hands dhiig the arms of her
seat, a sheen of moisture on her forehead.

'‘We haven't taken off yet,' her uncle growled. 'Yimagine yourself
into a nauseated state--'



'‘What is it, Erik?' His sister was craning forwanaxiously, and Jill
saw the aircraft hostess advancing towards themda.was now
trembling, a genuine case of air tension as fatilasould tell, and
receiving scant sympathy from her uncle. 'The clgéds herself
worked up, Karen," he snapped, looking as thoughareed to shake
the girl. 'She gives in to her nerves.'

'For goodness' sake don't lecture, Erik." His smtiehed past him and
came over to her daughter. Jill at once unbuckled deat belt,

anticipating Mrs. Manet's request that she chakapep with her, and
moved across the aisle to sit beside Erik. Lookmgerturbable, he

put her near the window. '‘Comfortable?' he asked.

She nodded, for she could hardly tell him the tratthough he might
well have guessed it—that when she was close teshigrarely felt
at ease. The plane took off and for almost an tltmman beside Jill,
wearing for the first time in her experience a paihorn-rimmed
spectacles, sat absorbed in a batch of figure-redveapers. Those
severely framed spectacles gave him a very execldnk, and his
nose was so jutting and stern that she felt hent lsawvly turn over.
This was her employer, and right now she was glingpsomething
of the formidable man he was in that role— thenltssily resumed
her serial story as he glanced up. She heard hiffletnis papers
into order, then came the click of his briefcasespl He screwed on
the cap of his pen and slipped it into his insidealt pocket.

'‘What are you reading?' Jill was engulfedPetit Nobelsmoke as he
leant over to take a look. 'Do you go much fottladit love-hate stuff
in romantic fiction?' he asked. 'Doesn't it strij@ as a bit on the
phoney side?'

‘Not really,’ she replied. 'l daresay plenty ofl f#a romances would
read much along the same lines if put in print, lneathey'd be even
more highly coloured.’



'‘Except that the hero wouldn't be an athletic Adarithe heroine a
sugar-plum without a little bitter to and spicee ldunged back in his
seat as he spoke and the light from the windowgalayn the lenses of
his spectacles and obscured the expression iryéss &ill found this
disconcerting, for she knew he could read her aee tClearly.

'‘What a pity the two boy-friends weren't travellinog to L.A.,' he
drawled. 'The Launay boy certainly kept Linda fradmmking about
herself and getting into the flap she's in rightviio

‘Yes,' Jill agreed, faintly needled by that 'bafid' dig. '‘Bad nerves
are terrible things to cope with.’

'‘And you don't consider that | cope very sympatadiy, do you?' He
extended a long arm and stubbed his aaghrillo. 'I'm not the soul
of compassion, I'll admit, but few of us are petfec

‘Perfection’'s only meant to be found in heaverit it Jill couldn't
control a smile, for if there was compassion irs tfman it was well
dug in under his rocky exterior.

'‘According to Balzac we're unlikely to find a tasfeneaven here on
earth—yes, | have read a few good books," Norluwhded dryly.
‘There are more things in a businessman's life lédgers and board
meetings, you know.'

'I'm sure of it." She couldn't imagine this maneagng with Balzac's
tenet that love was 'the poetry of the sensesimsakdr nothing,' but
there was no doubt that he liked to relax fromduisiness cares with
a woman who could give him an evening of sophistigdéun . . . with
no clinging hands to shake off when the party waer;ono innocent
reproaches to follow him when he walked away, lhadks executive
suite and the loneliness he had assuaged for a.whil



'You're sitting there summing me up,' he drawléd; it kind of
surprised me to see you so ready to be friendlly thibse two boys.
Are you a flirt, Miss Pride from Liphook?"'

‘No, I'm not!" She gave him a straight look ouhef clear hazel eyes.
'l thought their company and their conversation ydloerapeutic
treatment for Linda's bad nerves—and that's tha.tru

I'm sure of it he grinned. 'With me you're adckly as a
bristle-cone, aren't you? Yet according to the gaggMVr. Scott,
British girls are kinda cute—more reserved than Acam girls, of
course, with a suggestion of ice over fire--'

"You shouldn't eavesdrop,' Jill said, flushingret mmockery she knew
full well was in his grey eyes. 'Anyway, | don'fppwse you believe
it.’

‘Why should | be any different in my reactions taitiBh
girls—unless you consider me a bit past it wheooines to those
kind of feelings?'

'l don't think anything of the sort," Jill saidgmly. 'l just happen to
know that your taste runs to more sophisticated|diotypes.'

‘You've really got me taped, haven't you?' He appdithe faint flush
in her cheeks and the tawny bell of hair that swwith her slight
head movement. 'At my age, young lady, I'd lookhtygsilly making

passes at tawny kittens—now wouldn't I?'

'l suppose so,' Jill said, though she didn't cardan old, just not the
type to want to dandle tawny kittens on his kneepi@ure so
devastating that she didn't know whether to laugescape for a few
quiet minutes to the powder-room. Never, never thade been so
unsettling a man; never anyone who made her feptiskly, and so
aware of the many differences between a girl anthke. His lighter



clicked, and Jill wondered just how lonely a manwees ... not at
work, but in the privacy of his wifeless home.

‘What are you thinking, Miss Pride and virtue?' ddgrked a flaxen
brow. "That | smoke too much?’

'It's a dangerous habit,’ she reminded him.

‘All the best things in life are dangerous.' Hecgaed a deep lungful
of smoke. 'Innocence is far more dangerous thamesmgas, and that
Is adouble entendrgou're maybe too young to figure out.’

She could figure it, but knew Norlund to be in render from her
innocence. 'I'm only young in years," she replieteel much older
than Linda, though we're the same age.'

‘Your grandmother gave you the gift of independériee said. 'She
couldn't have given you anything better.’

He was laughing at her, but she knew that if shadcbave read his
eyes she would have glimpsed a certain gentlenegem . . . and
she backed away, mentally, from anything like tBain't go nice on
me, you Viking, she thought. I'm going to feel lpnleere to start off
with and | don't want things complicated by a croshyou, of all

men!

Jill glanced out at the airy clouds through whikk silver wings of
the plane were cutting, her brow puckered by tbeght that had just
crossed her mind. 'We haven't far to go now.' Kenganion leaned
over —disturbingly large and near—and directed dt&ntion to a
far-down glint of blue that was the Pacific Oce@he craned eagerly
forward to see, all young angles and sensitivesam@auth, nape of
her neck, young hollowed temples from which her nawhair
tumbled. Her heart beat fast, and she felt one afiudd's hands
impersonally curved at the side of her waist, tmnglfingers reaching



to her middle where nerves of apprehension andesrent were
having a frolic.

‘The old stakes have been pulled up, Jill,' hisiggasoice was near
her left ear, carrying his warm breath againstreak, ‘and you're
about to put down new ones. Are you alarmed aptbspect?'

Yes, she realised, with a new and disturbing sefissdarm. And
because to be young is to be defiant of the thingsscare you, she
ran for cover into flippancy.

There's always the chance that my transplantation'twake,' she
said. 'What will you do with me in that case, MorNind?'

'l don't allow things like that to happen,' he diexy tightening his
fingers on her waist and forcing her to turn ancefaim. 'When |
invest in a judgment | expect a return for my mohey

'‘Not your money,' she said sharply. "You said the firm wagmm my
way.'

'l am the firm." A sudden ruthless note rang inMaige, and she saw
etched in his face the arrogance of a man who baght hard for
what he had and who knew beyond any doubt thaasthis. He and
Norlund's were one. The pride and the possessiae pkain to
see—and they frightened Jill, brought home forctblfer that it was
into the power of a supreme egoist that she hagkglber future. Her
breath caught, and as Norlund took off his speetaahd slid them
into his breast pocket she saw from the knowingt @if his eyes that
he was reading her mind as easily as he mightes saport.

'‘Don't be so touchy about the matter,' he crispéali won't .receive
V.I.P. treatment at the store because you happée @ pal of my
niece's. | don't operate along those lines. Yl just another
employee, and 'it might put your mind at ease tovkithat I'm not



often in the vicinity of the Speciality Shop, nar dive at my sister's.
There, do you feel better?'

‘Very much better," she replied, and as their glaratashed and held
she wondered if she had made an awful mistakeaueliing all this
way to work for so complex a man. Anyway, there wagime right
now for speculating on that point; the plane waskting down out
of the clouds and descent signs were flashing ey Twere flying
above the West Coast, a gigantic arm embracingtimemering blue
of the Pacific, and Jill's hands were shaking &sletked the ends of
her seat belt and felt the pressure of descemsigaer eardrums. For
the first time since leaving England she, couldehaept; just as
Molly had warned she now felt far from the old coyrand very
much alone among comparative strangers.

They were met at the airport by a uniformed coldungan, who
drove them in a sleek Impala to the Manets' hom@csgan Bluff.
Like most people who have enjoyed an assortmefiined depicting
America and its way of life, Jill had her precovesl ideas about the
country, especially of Los Angeles, the legendamné of film stars
and film tycoons. She expected it to be beautdmgd discovered
Instead, as the air-cooled Impala sped towardsutherbs, that it was
very, much a business area with its blocks of effiand shops, its
restaurant and apartment houses. But her spiedlifvhen the car
climbed into the hills on to a highway overlookitige ocean, where
molten rays of the late afternoon sun were blendiity the blue
water, and the wings of low-flying gulls were etdhé the distance
the mountains of California were purple peaked, diidsaw pretty
clifftop villas whose occupants were enjoying sumnders in their
tropical patios, and boat motels towards which ausi sorts of
seacraft were chugging homeward.



Linda was now looking much perkier and Jill wasdgighen she
began to chatter and point out places of intefidsty were nearing
Ocean BIluff, which was the highest point of Sangdidia, and Jill
noticed a sign cautioning motorists to watch out jay-walking
peacocks. A few minutes later several of the grddefds wandered
by, and Linda said with a laugh that they lookexenthan they were.

‘They look too beautiful to be aggressive.' Jithed to gaze back at
them from the rear window, and she caught her bréldr eyes
shone, for there was an enchantment about peaanckgall palms
crested against an horizon where threads of gottl rase were
sewing a pattern ... a propitious welcome, sutel\santa Felicia?

Palmy and terraced, it seemed to rise out of tagaggow with neons
and very Southern in aspect with cypresses ridnmoya white walls
and bougainvillea trailing over wrought grilles. &areamer like Jill
the town was perfection in her first glimpse obiit it was alluring in
a different way for the sophisticated, who caméhiir yachts and
their fan-tailed cars to dine in the hotels and pl@gmaway the
midnight hours under the illuminated dome of itsica.

‘We're about to pass the store, Jill," Erik sudgléhtew over his

shoulder, and the chauffeur slowed the car so dilatould get a

good look at Norlund's—its steel, concrete andgjating like the

huge prow of a liner thrusting through the advemigy sometimes
stormy waters of commerce. Its front-street windomese angled

slabs of plate-glass set with stylish displays gortswear,

beachwear, high fashion, kiddywear, men's wear, arsparkling

bridal layout. Jill also caught glimpses of travgbods, soft

furnishings, gardening tools, and a variety of spequipment. All

the goods were arranged inarant-gardevay that was decidedly in
tune with the personality of the man who stoodhat helm of the
business—they magnetised the eye, and it was rharelikely that

the display staff were hand-picked artists who kesactly how to

express the forceful selling ideas of their boss.



'How does it strike you?' Norlund was quizzing loeer a broad
shoulder.

‘You captain a lot of store, Mr. Norlund,' Jill dabreathlessly. 'I'm
very impressed.’

'‘Does the prospect of working there unnerve yo@Xjureried.

'l can feel you trembling, Jill." Linda looked ag¢rhwith concern.
‘You're not to worry. Uncle Erik will look out fgrou.'

'l don't expect, or want, preferential treatmefill.'had the jitters all
right, but she hadn't wantédimto know.

'I've already said that | don't intend to givesd,there's no need to ge
on your high horse,' he drawled unsympathetically.

'‘What a mean thing to say, Uncle Erik!" Linda exokd. 'I'm glad
I'm not going to work for you.'

‘There's always a job if you ever get the yenekitthe chuckled. 'Do
you good to join in the activities of the storeddnbet you'd even
enjoy them.'

'‘Don't talk nonsense, Erik," his sister put in phar'Linda is in no
way fitted to stand for hours behind a countereicag to the whims
of customers who can be tough as well as aggrayatin

Jill's going to do it, and there isn't so muchhef,' Linda said, a
half-excited note in her voice.

Jill's used to working for her living; it's a nesdy in her case.' Karen
Manet was definitely not letting her coddled chock from under her
wing, but Jill, with Linda's fine-boned fingers &g at hers, had an
idea the girl could be coaxed out, carefully, gady) until she felt
her wings and knew an independent desire to tmtiBat that could



come later, right now the car had shifted into bling gear and they
were passing the houses set at intervals up theeraf Ocean Bluff.

The attractive Tudor, Spanish and Colonial residensere set in
broad lawns where concealed lighting played it®wd over white

hydrangeas and camellia bushes, and revealedriike bf wax the

tiny lemons and big peaches on the trees. Katyahddree-frogs had
come out to sing now dusk had fallen, and thereavssent of wild

sage drifting down from the hills.

Jill took deep breaths of it when they climbed otithe car;, wild
sage and the piney rustle of the surf far down tdwvebluff on which
stood the house where she was spending her fighit m Santa
Felicia.

More correctly it was a villa, rather Latin in dgsj with a tiled

hallway that led through lacy iron doors into a@pas lounge. Jill
had expected the Manets' home to be elegant, aadwsisn't
disappointed as she took in, shyly, a lovely delifte fireplace
matching in colour a pair of settees facing eattemin front of it,

and the floor-length drapes at the big picture wimsl. The furniture
was of sycamore, with a soft grey finish that bleshavith the carpet
of Chinese blue. There were several local landscapadd colour,
and ruby silk shades on the lamps. Chinese lacgsletrays and
cigarette boxes stood on a pair of delicate taldes, there were
jacquard chairs of blue and butterfly-gold. A crgabhoom jetted
from delft vases, but the room, though lovely, wilas kind you

couldn't really feel at home in.

Jill could feel her heels sinking into the car@etd she fidgeted with
her handbag as Mrs. Manet gave orders to a housemarwhite
jacket, one of which was that Miss Pride's suitdaséaken up to a
guest room.



"You will be staying to dinner, Erik?' she queradcher brother, who
had immersed himself in an evening newspaper hebhaaght in
from the hallway.

He said he would stay, then added: 'l want to getyadirectly
afterwards. | have some paper work to catch up lopthe way, Jill,'
he swung to face the young figure perched on tge efla chair, the
light from a ruby-shaped lamp somehow intensifyimg paleness of
her face. Norlund's eyes narrowed as he looked @\war. 'Are you
all right?' he demanded.

‘Yes, thank you," she said. What else could sh& &by wouldn't
appreciate that now the adventure of flying hers weer, she was
feeling cold with nerves, and scared. She was @atie alarming
prospect of working among strangers in a vast sgmmething that
had seemed easy enough to do when she had talkedl iabvith
Molly, back in England. Then she had felt fairlynféident, but right
now a sense of melancholy was gripping her—everdd.ihad
deserted her, having dashed upstairs the momgnh#tkentered the
house.

"You look peaky, but no doubt it's a reaction fralhthat travelling. A
drink might put you right." Norlund walked over the cocktail
trolley, and now his sister had gone from the rasithwas very
conscious of being alone with him. She watchedphefile as he
poured a pink gin for herself, then measured JohWalker scotch
into a chunky glass into which he dropped severeis of ice.

‘What | was going to say is that I'll call for yeame time tomorrow
to get you settled in at that lanai.' He handedtepink gin, quizzed
the jacquard chairs and sat down on the piano béitisionly about
ten minutes' walk from the store and convenientliertime being.
Maybe later on, when you've grown used to Santaigelnd its way
of life, you'll go in for a small car. Most peogdtereabouts run one.



We Californians only believe in walking when weba a golf
course.'

‘It will seem strange at first, not walking throulgigde Park to work.'
Jill managed a shaky smile. 'Do you play much ddl, Norlund?'

'‘Golf is a business necessity, but squash is mygufide form of
keeping fit. | don't want to put on a spare tyk¢e' thumped his
middle, hard and flat as a board so far, and teldtd drink her gin.
'It'll quieten those jumping nerves.'

She-sipped carefully, while he went on to say siet would have to
get fixed up with a social security card and thatvould also be
obligatory for her to join the union. 'l hope yoamen't any objections
to that?' he added.

'It's a little late in the day for anything likeatly she said. 'Objections,
| mean.’

‘Too true,' he agreed. 'The store routine and doplp are bound to
seem strange at first, but I'm sure you'll settvil all right.
Norlund's has always been very selective abousta$f and our
working atmosphere is a good one. Besides,* a gleladevilry lit
his eyes, 'young Scott will be out on the coast touple of weeks
and I'm sure you're looking forward to seeing hgaia.'

‘Why not?' Jill flushed slightly. 'He's an extresneice boy and good
fun to talk to—also, when you're new to a placlgips to have a—a
friend on hand.’

‘A friend, eh?' Norlund rattled the ice in his driand looked faintly
unkind. 'Have my niece and | taken second pla&ctit already?’

'Of course not—well, not as far as Linda's conogrngll could feel
the deepening warmth of the flush in her cheeksu™are my



employer, Mr. Norlund, and in a different categbbogm either Linda
or Roy.'

‘Meaningwe keep our distance with each other, eh?' His lipskgd
Into a smile that had an edge of mockery to itt fBat would be on
working premises only. You see, my penthouse dwerstore hasn't
the benefit of a swimming pool and | often drivehgoe to my sister's
for a dip in her pool. Will it make you feel embagsed if you happen
to swim into your boss one weekend?'

It was all very well for him to treat the matter agoke, Jill told

herself, but it was going to be awkward— like lewmdia double

life—to be one of his junior assistants all the kyabken of a weekend
the girl who came to Ocean Bluff to frolic with mgce. Also there
had flashed into Jil's mind—Ilike a negative thaidhgot into an

innocuous roll of film by some devilish chance —atyre of her

boss in sportive mood, and she shied from it, nigntke a startled

doe. Norlund's trigger perceptions must have serisatl mental

withdrawal, for he gave a slightly impatient laughd went back'’
behind the pages of his newspaper. Jill bit herai was glad when
the yap'of a dog scattered thoughts that madedstruneasy. She
glanced up from the blue carpet as Linda cametir@@oom carrying

a coffee- coloured poodle. 'I've brought Candy &etryou,' Linda

smiled. 'He isn't supposed to come in here, but Mddmsy giving

orders in the kitchen. Poor Candy- baby, he's rdissamom, haven't
you, darling?’

Jill had to laugh, then she abruptly stopped as Memet came into
the room. 'Lin, I will not have that dog in hetfreer mother exclaimed.
'He sheds hairs over the carpet and I'm alwaysdatfiell break one
of the ornaments. Now do take him out, and shovh@il room.’

It was a pretty room with an adjoining bathroomt something in
Mrs. Manet's manner had made Jill feel like aruighér and she knew
it would be a relief when tomorrow came and ErikriNiod got her



settled in at the lanai. She had a wash and chaogeihner, and if
she looked somewhat pensive it was understandalstest on the

spur of the moment she had quitted a pleasard jab to come and
work in a strange country .. . and she hardly kwawat kind of

madness had got into her.

Dinner was served at a table set with flowers ahersvare, and
though the chilled Bortsch, the lamb cutlets wigppered jelly, and
the peach pie with cream inserted under its crisgtrg, were all
superlative, Jill ate for politeness' sake ratihantbecause she felt
hungry. A dose of nerves laced with doubt had staeay her
appetite, and she even found it difficult respogdmLinda's chatter
with a show of interest. She was emotionally tioetinow, while the
other girl appeared to have got her second windnaasdfull of plans
for the future—though she refrained from mentionkegefe Launay
in front of her mother. She would take Jill to $ke Planetarium in
L.A. Then there was Disneyland, and the Marinelaad a must. 'It's
real fun, Jill,' she enthused. 'You'll be crazy&hibhe dolphins and
the whales. You'd never believe the tricks they yetto. They're
almost human, aren't they, Uncle Erik?"

'‘Don't libel them, honey,' he drawled. 'Human bsiggt up to tricks
and leap through hoops, even fiery ones, for exaagon but the one
that would dignify the act —simple appetite.'

His niece laughed lightly at the remark, for shesweaobably well
used to a verbal expression of the cynicism tha watten on his
face, but Jill gave a little shiver and felt asugb chilly fingers had
touched her skin. Again, as on the plane coming,Istre realised her
employer was a cynic and an egoist ... a man whtmlaharm people
into leaping through hoops for him.

They were now in the lounge having coffee. Jill ha&t accepted a
third cup, and Erik, seated on the facing settegriifting eddies of



cigar smoke, suddenly said to her: 'Don't drinkrtacch of our coffee
straight off. It will make you feel liverish.'

'I-I'm dry," Jill said, flushing slightly at the waVrs. Manet glanced
from her brother to his new assistant as thoughitit@pthe extent of
his personal interest in her. Jill, though she @@t unaware of the
fact, had a fragile air when she was tired, andaking downwards
her lashes were not only absurdly long but the 1shded lamp at
the couchside caught and fired their tawny tipsr lderel green
dress, with bands of tiny white flowers edging tleekline and cap
sleeves, was cut so nicely that it could have adst more money
than it had. Jill, without being anywhere near eetg as Linda, yet
had something that was lacking in the expensivedgskd girl. A
promise of depth. A woodland, waiting quality enffire that came at
one moment close enough to be captured in a netthem the next
moment had eluded touch.

Erik finished his cigar and his brandy and therertuwsleave. While
his sister buzzed her chauffeur to bring round ¢bhe he stood
quizzing a white pearwood dove on a small tableatal Vulcanite
himself in the ruby lamplight. Impressive and pageawven in the
modernity of tailored dice-check, with a kind of ntwlled
aggression about him. He swung a flickering glaatcdll as though
feeling her scrutiny; he confronted her, straddtimg antique carpet,
ruthlessness and challenge in every hard line of. Athe sheer
vitality of his gaze made her want to curl down agidhe settee
cushions with a whimper of exhaustion. Vikings &mthboats; steel,
smoke and the noise of battle were all mixed upeintired mind. She
felt—absurdly—as though she had been hooked oata#lm tank
and plunged into a stormy sea.

"Il call for you some time tomorrow morning," Ersaid to her. 'l
know you're eager to get settled into a place of yavn.'

‘Can | come to the lanai with you?' Linda askecdedsg



'‘We're driving into Pasadena to see your grandmpotikes. Manet
said firmly. 'Now don't look mulish, Lin. Grand'neethas been
extremely worried about you, which is only natueaid I've already
telephoned to say we'll be coming.'

‘But Mom-—'

Your ownfamily comes first, Lin, and | will not be argueath over
the matter. You know I'm right about this, Erik,@ease say so!

‘Your mother's right, honey,' he said obligingly.daresay your
grandmother wants to assure herself that you'reqote well.'

‘That is overstating it, Erik. Linda still needsritest." As his sister
spoke, he narrowed his eyes but refrained fronmé&urcomment. Jill
knew what he was thinking; she saw it herself enttlemor of Karen
Manet's left hand as she smoothed her Titian ugsweee third

finger bore an engraved gold band and a turquase sliamonds,
once the symbols of her wifehood and now the bdhds she (a
failing of widows) was securing around her childnding her close,
too close, because she was afraid of losing whatasred a second
time. How often it happened, Jill sighed. How alduk®/e so often
was—in the name of love!

Norlund said goodnight and went home to his perdbaet in the
tower of the store. It would have wide windowsitgjtin the stars,
Jill thought as she prepared for bed. Her own wivelewere open and
she could smell the sage and the manzanita outeoruggged slopes
of Ocean Bluff. She heard the sea riffling to there, and she stood
In her pyjamas at the long windows and absorbeaéwesounds in
her life. Sounds were important; they could brimghmemories as
potently as, say, the smell of corn harvested ley glow of the
hunter's moon at Liphook; or the smoke of autumnfibes in the
woods near the cottage. Jill closed her eyes ieroi savour the



music of the sea and she knew that each detaitafytwould always
return whenever she heard the sea at night.

Jill had just tumbled into bed and was reachintuta out the lamp
when the door opened and Linda's fair head camag@akund it.
'‘Can | come in for a natter?' she pleaded. 'I'manbit sleepy and |
hate tossing and turning all alone in the dark.’

She was in the room and making herself comfortadeslipper chair
before Jill could plead tiredness. Jill smiled gegidly and rested her
tawny head against the quilted satin of the bedh®éell, what's on
your mind?' she asked.

'I-1 guess you could say it's Keefe Launay.' Lifidahed and ringed
her fingers with the sash of her robe. '"Mom didrdctly take to him,
did she? | suppose she still thinks of me asla gitl and can't get out
of the habit.’

'It's a dangerous habit,' Jill said. 'You're nieateand that's an adult
age these days. Your mother must accept the fatytdu want and
need a life of your own.'

'It's funny,’ Linda said, 'but I've never felt rélmeis before about
being—well, over-protected. | love Mom and she'svidow, it's
natural we should be close--'

‘This may sound a little hard to take, Linda, listinore important,
especially these days, for a girl to be self-sigfic' Jill had to speak
out, for in her philosophy loving was giving ang#&emed to her that
Karen Manet, charming as she could be, was gradsisgaling from
her daughter the will to be a person in her owhtrign adult person,
who wanted to love a man and be loved in return.

Linda played with her sash and looked, indeed,dikéle girl curled
up there in the low chair. By inclination she wias tlinging sort and



her mother had so cultivated the tendency thatoildl take some
rooting out, Jill reasoned. 'Do you think UnclekEmeant what he
said about my working at the store?' Linda asked.

'I'm certain he meant it,” Jill said staunchly. (e part of the
Norlund set-up, and | should think it would be fuwerking for the
fun of it. It's knowing you depend on a wage thakes work a bit of
a bind at times."’

‘You're saying that to make me feel good,' Lindakemn a sigh, 'but
we both know it wouldn't work. The staff would resene as the
boss's niece, always supposing | persuaded Moat tod--'

‘Mix with the hoi-polloi?* Jill put in, quickly.

Linda gave a rueful laugh. The Manets are whatkamvn in the
States asmigriaristocracy. | guess Mom would have fits if | taok
uncle at his word and asked him to give me a job.’

'‘How do you feel about beinggmigrearistocracy?' Jill askedyou
Linda, as a separate entity from your mother? A®@on in your
own right, with thoughts and inclinations of yowrr@?'

'‘Oh, me? I'm a willow who bends with the strongendy Linda

uncurled her legs and wandered to the vanity-tablere she took
into her hands a framed family group Jill had rediearlier. 'l wish |
was like you, Jill. Nothing and no one would keeu yrom seeing
Keefe whenever you wanted to, but I'm the daugbftbtarius Manet
and | could never be sure, anyway, that it wasg'fortune he was
hunting.'

'Linda, that isn't you talking!" Jill said, shockélf's an idea that's
been planted in your mind.'



Linda swung round from the vanity-table, the frarpexture pressed
against her slight young figure. 'Look at me,' shel. 'What have |
got for someone as attractive as Keefe, apart fmoquarter of a
million dollars?'

‘You've been learning cynicism from that uncle afuss,' Jill
rejoined, with an exasperated laugh. 'Anyone caele Keefe liked
you, and from one or two things Ray said | gath¢had the Launay
vineyards were pretty flourishing.'

‘Do you really think he liked me?' Linda's largeyoky eyes were
fixed eagerly on Jill. 'l liked him, terribly. Digou notice his tinge of
an accent, and how white his teeth looked whemtied? H-he had
a sort of grave smile, didn't he? Do you know wheataid, that the
French believe that love can strike like lightniddore often it's a
shock wave that passes, but sometimesug de foudre.'

'Flash of lightning," Jill murmured, her vivid imagtion caught by
the expression and the idea behind it.

‘Do you believe it's possible, Jill, to fall for meone at a first
meeting?' Linda traced with a finger the faceshm photograph she
held. The dark Semitic face of the man, such aisengoil for the
blond Danish looks of the young woman who was Btilund's
younger sister, and those of their three childfé&aint Vivi had
family trouble when she wanted to marry David Bergeney eloped
with Uncle Erik's help, you know, and it's turneat @ marvellous
marriage. Uncle Erik has absolutely no race ogialis prejudices,
but his father- well, | guess Mom is the one whHetafter Grandpa
Norlund. Vivi and Uncle Erik are even alike in thigioks, as you can
see from this photograph.’

Linda brought it over to Jill, and told her tha¢ tiitle girl's name was
Tove, while the two boys were called Chris and Sinfeimon took
after his father in looks, but the other two cheldmvere unmistakably



the niece and nephew of Erik Norlund. Jill smiled ahought they
looked a pair of rascals.

'‘David's an architect,’ Linda explained. "They'We tmost lovely
house at Palm Springs, just above the Tauquitz @anybet you'd
like those two, they're your kind of people.’

'‘What exactly are my kind of people?' Jill couldr%ist asking.

‘The sort who live for each other and their chifdrd.inda said,
without hesitation. "'The majority of Americans #gific go-getters;
their creed is to get ahead and be a big succéssh) v& why our men
seem so aggressive. Look at Uncle Erik! He's waall jand even has
his apartment above the store.'

'His ivory tower," Jill murmured. 'The main roomshanormous
windows, hasn't it?'

'‘Why, yes,' Linda exclaimed. 'The sort that seemive a "room in
the sky" impression. You could almost reach outplndk the stars.’

Jill's heart felt strangely squeezed at the thowghtiorlund alone
among the stars. It was from choice, she knew thtdid he never
hear in the laughter of Vivi's children the londdgat of his own
uninvaded heart? Had he closed out of his life, metely, the
yearning to share himself with just one woman? Vétaiut a son to
follow in his footsteps? That urge was usually sgran men who sat
in the seats of power, so perhaps the day woulceashen he would
take a wife. A cool, probably beautiful sophisteatho would give
him his son in exchange for furs, jewels, and thestige of his
position in big business. Love would probably netrbentioned in
the contract.

‘Jill, how do you define love?' Linda wanted to Wwnas though its
vibrations were in the room and she was feelingithe



‘That's quite a question,’ Jill said, her gazediga thetoile de Jouy
wallpaper. 'l suppose it's complete trust betwesraa and a woman.
A kind of mutual blending in the big things, with margin for
individuality when it comes to preferences for beokood, and
music, etc. | don't think a woman should complewlipmerge her
personality in her husband's, for that would leadullness. No man,
surely, likes a doormat.’

'l wonder if you'll meet someone over here, andrynaim?' Linda
stood watching Jill curiously. 'l don't think it Wbe Roy Scott. He's
too young, isn't he?’

‘A mere boy," Jill agreed, with a yawn. 'And nowlsioa honey and let
me get some shut-eye. Norlund won't be pleasednif dozy
tomorrow. He's bound to be full of his usual getamal-go.’

Linda laughed and returned Vivi and her family he wanity-table.
‘Sleep tight, Jill," she said. 'I'm off to dreanoabKeefe.'

‘Don't just dream about him." Jill spoke meaningie could be a
reality—it's up to you.'

'‘We'll see.' Linda spoke in a wistful way that mddewant to shake
her. 'Goodnightcherie.'Cheriejndeed! Jill clicked off her lamp as
the door closed, and automatically thumped a past&lpillow that
was airy as a breeze. How habits grew on onethailight, settling
down to sleep. At the hostel, late- running busad frequently
passed in the night; here in Santa Felicia she evasned into
slumber by the rippling of the sea, and she sleggpty and
dreamlessly.

Erik Norlund turned up to claim her soon after lrtbhe following
day. Linda and her mother had already left to Wsdame Manet at



Pasadena, and Jill was sitting alone on the pagdaoking the pool.
She felt her nerves, even her bones, alerting &k lootsteps
approached across the tiles to this secluded spetrenvshe had
chosen to await him. Her fingers clenched the magaan her lap,
and though her gaze strove to stay fixed on thekipaf the pool, it
was drawn away and upwards to the tall figure wdtek beside her
siesta chair. The sun flared on his hair, and yes eaught the bright
rays like crystal. Eyes of grey—stay away!

The thought flashed through her mind even as stgoreled to his
greeting and rose to her feet. One of the limeionshbounced out of
the chair at her abrupt movement and Erik benetoave it. Some
nervous reflex made her step backwards and swiétlgaught at her
wrist. "You'll be in the pool in a minute," he wadjy a mocking note in
his voice. 'Do | make you jittery?'

'‘No!" she denied, feeling the hard warmth of higyéirs about her
wrist and controlling an urge to jerk free of hasith. If she did that
he would indeed guess that Iter nerves were on dage his
closeness. It was so exasperating, for he wasa jusin like any other
man—~but no other man had ever put her heart immwoeith just by a
touch, or by looking so clean, sea- washedn narrow sailcloth
trousers and blue-haze sport shirt with croppeelvsele She saw the
hairs glint on his forearms and hurriedly dropped glance to his
rope-soled sandals.

Something within her, female and traitorous, wasltexg in his
Viking fairness and vitality—but this was Erik Norld, her boss! A
frost-giant without a heart, and for her own peafcaind she had to
find the strength from somewhere to play it cool.

'‘My suitcase is in the hall,' she said. 'Shall w&'g

'‘By all means.' She caught the glint of a rath@istta amusement in
his eyes as he released her and stepped aside sowd precede



him into the hall. Her ziptop suitcase and the gk her suit were
together on a table, and Erik picked up both ofrth&ou won't need
the jacket,' he said. 'Today's a scorcher—do yaithe heat?'

'It's marvellous. | can feel it going right through my bones," she
replied, as they walked side by side down the draxebetween the
lawns of the villa, where sprinklers were revolvimgth a cool
swishing sound. In daylight Jill saw that the villeas attractively
roofed with curly French tiles, while stylish jakias were closed
against the afternoon glare. Bougainvillea cloaltesl garage and
there were carefully groomed azalea hedges frintfiedawns. The
hot, still air held in its amber the butterflieathwinged to the flower
beds and the geraniums trailing over the lacy \aaan

Jill stood gazing at the picture the villa madé&ak put her case and
her coat on the back seat of the black Mercuryhicivhe had come
for her. 'Isn't it a charming house?' she saidhimgrto slide in beside
the driving seat. She smiled as she smoothed herasikd met his
eyes with a shy, trusting look. His eyes—and gnegsoare possibly
the most enigmatic by reason of their piercingitfarflicked the
honey silk of her blouse and the cream of her treiod arms.

'l wonder if | did right to pluck you out of youmm environment?'
His voice seemed extra deep and grating, as thougknding his
head to look in at her speech thickened in hisathr¥ou're so very
young and full of starry illusions, aren't you? éach on whom the
fuzz has only been ruffled----

'l came to Santa Felicia of my own free will, neichuse you—you
forced me in any way.' Jill's words and her colaam high. 'l was
feeling nervous last night, but I'm fine today—Ilo@ky hand is as
steady as a rock."

She held out a slender hand, on which glimmereadro¢her's garnet
ring, but it hovered in the air only a moment befdrwas captured



and held in her employer's large one. 'lIf anythimogibles you—or
anyone—then come to me and we'll sort it out.' doked grin lifted
the corner of his mouth. 'l know you think of mekag Blood-Axe,
but | don't think you'll find me too hard a bosget along with.’

'‘Whoever was he?' Laughter caught in her throat.

‘A Norse warrior who plundered the shores of Bnitaund about the
tenth century, and doubtless carried off quitevadbarming British

girls for his delectation.' Norlund's grin was naclefting his hard
brown cheek, and there sprang irresistibly ints Jhind a picture of
him eagle-cloaked, helmeted, and quaffing mead feowirinking

horn.

'It's all right,' his eyes, shaded by the car @adiable for once, held a
merciless amusement as they dwelt on her upraisegparent face,
'l may have carried you away from your homelandeafidut | shan't
give way to a piratical urge to sample your inndcelmarms. As
you've remarked, my taste runs to more worldly sijglated types.'

The door clicked shut beside her and he strodedrabe car and
climbed in behind the wheel. There came a secaoki, dverloud in
the siesta hat that held all things still but thiekets creaking in the
wild oats and the manzanita clumping the bluff iratvsed, sun-hot,
above the blue Pacific. The car headed down thmetthat met the
road into town, and the dazzle of the ocean matélisik as she
stared at it. She felt moisture in the cornersefdyes and scoffed,
self-scornfully, at the tears that came so reatilthe young for all
sorts of silly reasons.

These had come because for a fleeting moment tineb@side her
had been kind and she had forgotten he could l&. dangerous to
forget! It left you unguarded, as she had been qast, and she
resolved never again to let Erik Norlund get cleseugh to hurt her.



‘There's a girl who models for the store—Corah B¢hhe said. 'I've
been in touch with her this morning and she's mgllio share her
cabana with you. She's slightly older than you aoidthe usual self-
absorbed type of model. | think youH like her.’

Corah Bennet! The svelte, contemporary beauty whilimhad
admired on the cover of a fashion magazine onlguple of weeks
ago. Jill recalled a wide, gay mouth agleam withhikon, gilt hair
that was attractively casual, and champagne-gald &heathing a
figure that was perfect. Models looked unreal oa tovers of
magazines, but this one was real enough, for Eolkudd had asked
her to take his English protegee under her wing!

'l think it will be better for you to share a cabano start off with.' He
spoke crisply. 'l don't much fancy tossingadling like you among
the Californian wolves without a mother-hen arotocluck them
off.’

''ve seen pictures of Corah Bennet and she dioloikt much like a
mother-hen to me," Jill rejoined, warm- cheekedeaihg called a
‘chick among the wolves'.

'‘Appearances can be deceptive,’ he drawled, and thew were
driving along the marina, past the front sweep afrlibhd's

canopy-shielded windows, and someminutes lateigedamoad where
there were palm trees reaching arrogantly for the and motels
looking like Spanish haciendas. Big road hoardiwgsned of the
coming of Retribution, which seemed not to worry ak the

brown-skinned youths and girls who sped past izyccars, bound
for the beach. A drive-in was doing a roaring tradeefreshments,
and Erik pulled in for a couple of egg-nog ice-onsawhich were
delicious. At the rear of the drive-in were landsgoapefruit and
orange trees, and the fragrance of them madeatiiicatingly aware
of the strangeness of this new country; the tod¢heoexotic and the
brazen; the mingling of innocence with sophistmatiThe pioneers



still came; the hicks from the west and the soattd the jaded from
the big cities.

Santa Felicia, bathed in a sunshine that madehthéosvs deep as
pools under the trees .. . deep enough for a smad like Jill to get
lost in.



CHAPTER FOUR

THE cabana was painted lemon and white, with faintlgéavindows
and a wooden sun-trap overlooking the lime greesi mhiere other
occupants of the lanai lazed and swam. Erik cadiiés suitcase into
the living-room, and rucked with a large sandal ohthe brilliantly

dyed rugs on the lightwood floor. ‘Now mind my pdien from

Corfu,' Corah laughed, and though fairly tall sidnt look it beside
Erik.

‘Thought | hadn't seen those before,' he said.|,\Walv did the trip
go? Everything satisfactory?'

‘It was an inspired idea of yours, Erik, to sendai€orfu so Roger
could create a layout to match the Grecian lindbage new summer
outfits." Corah poured iced tea into tall glassed added strips of
pineapple. 'They'll sell like crazy when they getoithe store, for
Roger knows his job—and how!

Jill was half aware of this "store" talk as shecped on a white Dutch
stool and took in her colourful surroundings. Tlesvfpieces of
furniture had something of Corah's oawvant-garddines, and there
were yucca blossoms printed on the sunshades. @l®were hung
with a kind of Japanese rush in a cool pine-foggsen. A giant
sea-cone, probably filled with sand, held opensttreen door so that
talk and laughter drifted in from the pool roundigfhthe gay little
cabanas were grouped. It was exciting to realseftbm now on this
'holiday camp' atmosphere would be a natural aceompgent to
each day. The people Jill had come to live amoniggweviously a
happy-go-lucky bunch in their free time and made aipstore
assistants, office personnel, and a smatteringoofets, TV workers,
and writers. Out there beside the pool they hatbaked so tanned
and fit that Jill hadn't been surprised by theestdrer own pale looks
had evoked.



'Like the place, Jill?" Erik finished his tea, amiden Jill realised that
he was about to leave her alone among strangexasticked and
wanted—of all things! — to clutch at his hand. &&l she had to tilt
her small square chin and put on a smile. 'l dkimiw a cabana was
this pretty,' she said. 'I'm sure | shall be halpgse.'

'I'll see that Jill settles down all right and &kowith the gang,' Corah
assured him. 'They're a nice crowd on the whole.’

‘Mange takCorah,"' he said in Danish, his fingers tweakiregggblden
hair bunched at her nape. 'l know | can rely on'you

Green eyes locked with grey—it was a long, mearouk, Jill
couldn't help noticing—and Corah smiled at him las said: 'Hi-hi,
skipper.' A different smile from the one that haem her eyes in the
fashion magazines; a warmly intimate one, exprgssiore clearly
than words that there was something deeper thamd@elAboss
relationship between them. And why not? Photograph€orah
Bennet had not lied; from her fingertips to her chatg peach
toe-nails she was smoothly tanned, whipped up duewery
delectable titbit most men appreciate . . .

"'l see you at the store tomorrow," Erik's eyesbed the smile on
Jill's face. 'Corah will show you to my office.’

'Yes, Mr. Norlund.’ Jill spoke politely, and nowsgemed that only in
a dream had she once begged him not be cynicalyiéimthe English
rain beating on the roof of his car had snugglegmly, against his
shoulder. He held out his hand and she put heostinbriefly, then
withdrew and stood alone in the cabana when heCamdh walked
out into the sunshine together. They went a shayt down the path
and their voices were low-pitched as they talkedfminute or so. A
sense of loneliness was gripping Jill even befbee lseard him say
goodbye, then Corah strolled back into the liviogm.



'So you're the Viking's little protegee?' Handsha pockets of her
stretch pants, the other girl took Jill's measi8eared we're all as
pouncy and primitive as we look?'

Jill smiled, for she did feel rather like a kittamong a pride of tawny
lions, then Corah gave her shoulder a friendly sgaeand said to
come and see the rest of the cabana. The kitcleewat small but
functional, with a snack-counter at which stooda pf foam-seated
stools, an electric stove, an icebox, and a stesrdteel sink complete
with a garbage disposal unit. '‘Can you cook, honégfah wanted to
know, and was delighted when Jill promptly offetedprove it by
grilling the chops Corah had bought for dinner arvaking chips and
a green salad to go with them.

'If you're not too diet-conscious | could also makeherry flan," Jill
added, noticing a tin of cherries in the larderette

‘Well now," Corah felt her hips, which had moreaafurve than was
strictly regulation in models, Jill would have tlgtu, but no doubt an
'in" with the big boss worked wonders, 'l guessca ®f home-cooked
pie wouldn't hurt for once, though I'm already iem at Slenderella.
That's a kind of snazzy female gym, honey, and maee | don't
think you'll ever need to visit. Ever done any mnibdg
yourself—you're slim- hipped as a boy?"

'I'd trip all over my own feet and wouldn't know athto do with my
hands," Jill laughed. 'Counter work is more my marid | actually
enjoy it.'

‘You really get a kick out of working for your Invg?' Corah looked
impressed. 'Well, you and the Viking are chipstb# same block. |
don't think there's anything that guy appreciatesenthan a desk
piled high with " sales reports, production idessq what not. The
big wheel, around which we all revolve.'



'l notice you call him the Viking,' Jill said, gag round the bedroom
which was more spacious than the kitchen. The thmans were
covered by candlewick throw-overs with curly scatiegs beside
them, the make-up table was like a film star's vaithow of lights
round the mirror and a hoard of bottles and jauteting its surface.

'It sort of seems natural to think of a big, fordddane like the boss
as a Viking.' Corah lounged against the make-ufetabd tinkered
with the chain of charms on her wrist. Sunlightrfddner hair through
the slats of the blinds and lit it to the gilt brtgess of new pennies;
she was smiling, secretly, as she fingered a qsaat on her wrist
chain. Jill, watching her, thought of the 'goddetghe fire of the
hawks' in Norse mythology and wondered if Coralis tmodern
goddess whom men worshipped on the covers of magmzhad a
crush on Norlund and how seriously he reciprocate@ihere was
somethingbetween them. It had been in the atmosphere trothar
room and a man had to be pretty sure of a womanréatking her to
share board and bed with another woman.

Woman? Jill felt the wryness of her own smile, beside Corah she
knew how unworldly she looked.

'‘Have you left any swains back in England?' Coraineen eyes
studied Jill, twinkles in them. 'My, | haven't seene of those in
years!'

'‘One of what?' Jill looked flustered and unzippeddase on the foot
of the bed she was to have.

‘The blush, sweetie," Corah laughed, and it matdiesdsmooth,
honey looks. 'You don't know a terrible lot abow@mdo you? With
you it's mainly supposition, with some idealisatibnown in along
with a tot or two apprehension. Heigh-ho, to thinkas like you,
once upon a time.’



'I'm beginning to think that cynicism is to the Ameans what
rheumatism is to the British, a national complaidi] remarked,
slipping into mules that curled round her smalt fde sandy kittens.

‘Mmm, clever,' Corah drawled. 'l can see there'sentmyou than an
obliging disposition and "eyes of brown, nevenjeti down." | think
we're going to get along together, Jill Pride.’

'You had doubts about that, hm?' Jill pressed ta@heek the Gaelic
floss of the sweater she had bought before ledvamglon, unable to
resist its deep amber colour though it had beeareypri

'‘Quite frankly," Corah quizzed the peach lacquer har long
fingernails, 'l backed away from the idea of havyau stay here
when Erik phoned to ask me. I—I thought you'd bm&dkind of
superior British Miss —you know, a deb working kocks. But he's
the big boss, and there's another reason why l—ayywsaid I'd go
along with the idea on the understanding | coulabsyou out if we
didn't take to each other. He laughed —now | kndww

A smile of gay good humour lit Corah's face. 'Yoa st akylling
and welcome to stay as long as you like. | shdm@dbsyou off my
curly Corfu rugs—besides, you can cook and | cdyg waip up a
grill. I'm strictly the type, honey, born for chimta and caviar; real
estate and real diamonds.'

Jill wondered how true that was,, for Corah stringk as being
essentially nice, (funny how sure you were aboat thith some
people) with nothing calculating and cold about teeindicate the
born gold-digger. It was probably the competitife bf modelling
which had laid a surface glaze over her essentainth, while the
job of showinghaute coutureggowns and furs had imbued, in her
natural enough desire to possessthem. But evendelnmho had
reached cover girl status did not earn the kinthohey that bought



more than a chinchilla collar, therefore they wolldve to be
acquired through marriage with a man of means.

Erik Norlund had the means, and Corah had plamiynated that
some personal reason made her susceptible to $tiesviWhat nicer,
if Corah truly wantechaute coutureand caviar, to get them from a
man she also cared for?

‘That's an old-fashioned look you're giving me,t&ogrinned. "You
are now in the land of go-getters, Jill, where faaople stand still to
count the stars or to listen to the birds.’

'I've always understood that Americans long todsedl.' Jill folded
her underwear into the drawer Corah indicated. & heere little
perfumed sachets in the drawer, a further sighesentimental heart
lurking beneath the model's sophistication, or hitharought from
her country home. Erik Norlund had told Jill in tb& coming here
that Corah hailed from Carolina. She had learnedntalify her
Southern speech, but her voice was still a creasrhamey drawl
that men would find irresistible.

'‘Now love is a very profound subject.' Corah's imisarms made a
jangling sound, as though her hand clenched. 'Ewergets around
to discussing it and longing for it, but actualipding it is like
delving to the bottom of Pandora's box in searchapfe. We delve
and come up with everything but the shining realiy, my stars,'
Corah gave a gusty sigh, 'you're onghafsepeople, Jill Pride! The
deep, listening kind to whom one spills it all aegcurely aware that
it will all sink in and not get dredged up at afeefand chatter party.
Tell me, how do you make out with the queen swan?’

Queen swan? Long elegant neck, a cool beauty, apndsessive eye
on the cygnets! Jill smiled. 'If you're referrirgKaren Manet, then
I'm not making out too well. You see, there weresthtwo young
skiers on the plane . .



Jill told the story as she and Corah drifted batk the living-room.
Corah knew Linda slightly, and she agreed thagiHeeeded to be
pried out from under Momma's wing. 'When—and if—avh any
kids, I'm going to love them and let them go," shel, feelingly.
'‘Oh—ove There | go again!

The model's lips were suddenly clenched about areitg she
plucked out of a driftwood box. Her hand shook, enthran a little, as
she fired the tip.

'‘How does Erik strike you, honey?' Corah spoke aisanough, but

Jill caught the glint of her green eyes behinddigarette smoke and
knew it was natural she should feel curious abbatdirl he had

brought back with him from England.

‘May 1?' Jill poured another glass of the iced sba had enjoyed
earlier and braced herself with a few cool sipghatslim-jim. 'I'm
terribly grateful to him for this chance to work at store like
Norlund's, but to tell you the truth I find him hatr intimidating as a
person. W-we've hardly a thought or an emotioroimmon, and his
main reason for bringing me to Santa Felicia wasibse Linda and |
had struck up a friendship and | seemed to begelper to come out
of her shell. He seemed very fond of her, and heiooisly
disapproves of his sister's possessiveness.'

Corah nodded and relaxed on one of her Dutch staot®lourful
figure in her orange pants and cream shirt, opéerathroat to reveal
on a slim chain a seal like the one on her bracBhet fingered it and
smiled to herself. 'The Viking is an overpoweringygisn't he?
Dynamite, to be handled with care.' She laughesh tiave a husky
little cough as smoke caught in her throat. 'Heldess ahead of many
of the other merchant princes. Inborn know-how ttedi/it, but more
likely it's lightning in the blood from the old seaving days when
Norsemen set out in longboats to plunder whateaak their fancy.



Anyway, men were born to be aggressive and | sdyidhéhe male
who isn't afraid to be one. What do you say, Jill?'

Jill nibbled her pineapple strip and gave a smile a shrug. 'As you
said earlier on, | don't know very much about men.’

'‘Least of all about men like Erik Norlund, huh?"

Jill nodded and wandered to the window overlookimgpool and its
occupants. The nostril-pinching smell of chlorireene to her, and
she saw the plaited trunks of palms rearing abaightbbanks of
tropic-sized flowers. A sense of strangeness gdgyEs, such as she
had known during her early days in London. Butitigllinto the
routine of the lanai was obviously going to be muabre pleasant
and exciting than the weaving of herself into thabddaily life of the
hostel. There her loneliness—and who are londhan the shy girls
and the green youths who leave their country hofaeghe big
city?—would have been insupportable at times bubhér occasional
outings with Molly Connors.

She must write to Molly later on and tell her ddbat the air trip, and

what fun life at the lanai looked like being. Sheuld describe Corah
to her, for Molly would be relieved to know she veimring a cabana
with someone so friendly.

Jill learned that afternoon that the occupants@ékfornian lanai are
extremely sociable and very interested in eachrstideings. A new
member of the flock, and a British one at that, gatthem buzzing
with curiosity and they began to drift into Corababana to say
how-do to Jill. The girls were self-aware, but imvholly charming
way, with skins tanned to shades varying from palgey to a smooth
teak according to whether they were blonde or dtandill listened
bemused to their chatter and obligingly answeresr thtrings of
guestions. Californians love to ask questions,oubtof nosiness but



because they enjoy life and people and are kebato all they can
about each other.

They were all good to look upon, healthy-limbedirthe sea and the
sun. They had a zest for living such as Jill hatl emcountered
before—a bunch of long-stemmed American Beautysade made
her feel colourless and plain. She resolved tohgeself a tan as
quickly as possible, and found herself smiling lghgt Ben Childers.
His fair hair was balding, and his blue eyes wartvorked by lines
of humour. He was a TV jingle-writer, and havingrieed in London
a couple of years back he somehow blunted the edgéill's
Inevitable far-from-home feeling as the day waned @usk began to
come down over the lanai.

‘How about you two girls coming out to dinner witle?* Ben invited.
‘We could go to the Retreat. It's homey there; eedrito dress up.’

'We're having chops, Ben.' Corah barely lookedrat he seemed, as
far as she was concerned, just a hazy speck drotigon. 'l'd invite
you to stay, but we've only the two--'

'l could make do with an omelette," Jill put in.

'‘No!" There was a sharp note in Corah's voice. \Bidliret us take a
rain-check on his invite—besides, you look tired anll be wanting
an early night.'

'Sure, there's always another eve,' Ben drawlediniy to the door.
The others had already drifted back to their cabaswad lights
twinkled among the trees and danced on the sudadbe pool.

Katydids had begun to chirp and flower scents weleased in the
evening coolness. 'So long for now," said Ben, lamdvalked away
down the terracotta path, a heaviness in his tread.



'Let's get dinner,” Corah said, and she hastilyt sha cabana
door—as though there was something intrusive arethrsomething
she was afraid of. They had dinner, then Jill wiae letter to Molly
while Corah did her slimming drill; shoulders pinne the floor, she
took alternate swivels to left and right in ordestibdue the curve of
her hips. Jill had just written that Corah was ohtthe most naturally
lovely girls she had ever seen, and upon glangafgam these words
she smiled to see Corah wriggling her toes on bdy cugs. She
wore a white toga-nightie, her gilt hair was loojaak at the nape of
her neck, and there was a faint sheen on her god#ten ah
iIncandescence that combined with her jewel-greess &y make her
the answer to every man's dream. With carelessegshe drew
towards her the giant sea-cone that acted as atdpoand flowed
Into an unstudied pose. She blinked tilt-tippedhdssat Jill. ‘Do you
think I look like the Little Mermaid?' she enquirgdpishly.

‘More like the Lorelei,' Jill laughed, 'luring tisailors from her rock
in the sea.’'

‘Lorelei, hm?' Corah wrinkled her nose. 'She wadeatructive
force—is that how | strike you?'

'‘No." Jill had uncoiled out of the tenseness whiati held her most of
the day and now, in her relaxation, she looked ames and elfish,
perched on a Dutch stool with a writing-pad on keee and a
smudge of ball-point on the tip of her nose. 'Untierallure the real
you is warm—and vulnerable, Corah.’

'I'm just a glamour symbol!" Corah tossed backdikhair, and her
lovely face, with its feline eyes and thrusting ekigones, its
wide-lipped mouth set in a jawline that was almgdassic, wore a
sudden sweet- sad mask of a smile. She could hege posing
again, for fifty per cent of a model is drama stugdbut somehow Jill
knew her bittersweet smile was genuine; somethiag holding a
dagger at Corah's heart and pain was streakingghrber shapely



body as she thrust the sea-cone against her ificahte override the
inner j)ain with an outer one.

Jill was young and untried, but she knew the furefatad truth about
women—that love can torment them even as it gikemtthe moon
and the stars to play with.

From out of the transistor, no larger than a patckodune-cards,
stole music and song. The voice was smooth asvedkn as mink.
'‘Love's Funny and Sad' crooned Tom Jones, and Gdraad jerked
up. Her smile was a thin flicker of cynicism as siséened to the
words. 'Oh, man, how right you are!" she murmui8tere was a
feline flash of green as she swung her glancdltéThis is how | get
sometimes,' she warned, 'as moody and out of tsiaecald harp, so
beware.'

'‘We all get that way at times," Jill said bracinghfter all, it's human
to err, and we're all pretty earthy when you com#hink of it.’

'‘Out of the mouths of babes comes wisdom," Corawléd, her
glance slipping over Jill from her tawny head tor Herry
foot-cuddlers. The older girl overshadowed the ymirone like the
sun-glitter on a pool, but there was something abidlu. a diffidence
that had its charm, as though like the ducklingahdd turn into a
swan all unaware. Corah's eyes narrowed, then <hd
half-mockingly: "You're nice, aren't you, Jill Peidand niceness is
honesty with no sham, no posturing? Niceness mike shat begins
in the eyes; it's simplicity and a giving heartcéhess could be prim,
but it isn't, for the nicest people always haversgs of humour—say,
I'm peckish! How about you?"

Jill shook her head, pink-cheeked, as Corah jumpdter feet and

wandered through the stripcurtains into the kitcHgime came back
with a jar of baby beets, and cuddling the jar enlap she proceeded
to munch them off a cocktail fork. 'l shouldn't gsse,’ she said. 'I'm



already pushing a hundred and thirty pounds, andyasn't for the
fact that Frenais photographs like an angel, I'themut looking
hippy. Another two years—I'm now twenty-six—andhéve passed
the Rubicon of models.’

That relentless word—marriage—hung in the air betwée two
girls, and Jill suddenly said: 'Is Roger Frenaisadgactive as the
magazines say he is?'

‘Mmm, attractive as the devil, sweetie. A gay ci@valpleasantly
dissipated, with an eye for the cuties. He's natalye quite a few
kyllingsin his time, so you watch out when you run intamhiHe will
be enchantewith those sherry-brown eyes of yours.'

‘Corah, really!’

Jill, really!" Corah wagged a baby beet on her cocktail fétk.has
temperament, brilliance, a kind of inner sufferingerlaid by a
small-boy mischief. He'absinthebeneath the chestnut trees of Pari
a Pan out of the forest of Chantilly, with all tthernier criof the Rue
Saint-Honore at his fingertips. He adores me thinothige eye of a
camera, but there's no personal chemistry betwserunless you
say that like oil and water we don't blend. Hedads that the feast of
youth should be thoroughly enjoyed, with himselftlas chiefbon
viveur.'Corah was looking at Jill with a 'mother hen' canm¢ but the
effect was ludicrous in view of the baby beets #r&sheer nightie.
Jill broke into a smile and Corah said darkly: "Y\watch out for
Roger, he's a wolf who likes them softly feathéred.

‘You and Mr. Norlund seem to think I'm just outtbe egg,' Jill
rejoined—and then sudden hot colour ran to her kesnps she
remembered what Karen Manet had called her onlémep'Has Mr.
Norlund implied that I—I'm a flirt?' she demanded.



'He—um—said to look out for you.' Corah was lookamvnwards
and dabbing at a beet stain on her nightie.

‘Well, I don't want you to think of me as a respbitigy.' Jill couldn't
keep a sudden stiffness out of her voice. 'It'ammf Mr. Norlund to
Impose on you the idea that I—I need supervision.’

Corah glanced up sharply. 'lIt's good of him to takenterest. To the
majority of big wheels, the workers are just so ynangs rattling
around in the machinery. Erik is something spéctabrah’'s eyes
glowed, like emeralds with fires at the heart adrth 'The Norlund
ledgers were a red mess when Erik took over thmess but within a
few years he had put Norlund's back on its feetbtéathed new life
into the business, made it bristle with fresh youmgnds and
go-ahead ideas. People say he's a lot like old Siagtund, who
started the store. A rare old pirate, as a busimesshad to be in the
American nineties. It was crossed cutlasses imaiein those days,
now the competition is more sophisticated but dgumdodthirsty. If
you give a quarter, you'll give a half, but nothdang with Erik.- He
knows what he wants and he knows how to get ithwib
compromises. People have learned not to expect roonige from
him, and so they call him a hard, insensitive gatal-but he isn't
that.'

Corah pressed her cheek to her knees and the tgrhfdiund the
tilt-tips of her lashes—there were tears on hdrdas

'‘No, he isn't that," she murmured huskily. 'I'm on¢he few people
who knows—I have reason to know.'

The room was quiet, and yet loud with what Corath $&id. A wind
stirred outside in the fronds of the palms andfduhd herself on her
feet, goosebumps of emotion prickling her arms. foingbled with
her writing-pad and her pen. Her letter was stillinished, and the
clock warned how late it was. Why had Corah saad @fbout an early



night? And as the question took form in Jill's mistde knew it had
been hovering about all the evening—Corah had wiaanteexcuse to
get rid of Ben Childers. He liked Corah. You'd h&wvee a fool not to
see it, but Corah, sitting down there like a loyédarful child, was
eating her heart out for a man who would never et her—or
about any other woman ...

‘Would you like something hot to drink?" Jill askgpehtly.

‘You've talked me into it!" Corah followed Jill mthe kitchen and
they made hot chocolate and took it to bed witimthe

* * %

Jill awoke to a warm finger of sunshine stroking theough the slats
of the bedroom blinds. Always an early riser, slas guickly dressed
and in the kitchen frying eggs and hickory-smokadhhWhile the
coffee perked and the eggs and bacon splutterextfalig in the pan,
she stood at the screen door, looking at the pubtlze palms and the
other gaily painted cabanas. A blue jay hoppechéldranch of a
pepper tree, and a glorious clump of tea-rose kiagmtented the
morning air. Jill's eyes sparkled, and whateverdwibts yesterday
they now seemed to fade away and she tingled -optimism.

Corah soon got a whiff of the bacon and wandergdhiffon-robed,
exclaiming her delight at the homey picture of eefbn the perk and
Jill, aproned, scooping sunny-faced eggs from paidtes.

‘You're a dish,' Corah said, sitting down at theecgAbar and buttering
a Ry-Krisp. 'Mmm, lovely gooey eggs! How did youokwi liked
them this way?'

Jill took the other stool and sugared her coffe¢icmg how much
larger American spoons were than British onese 'jot second
sight,' she quipped.



"You're second to none in the cooking departm@urah munched
appreciatively. 'You've got to promise to stay awdilnere a long,
long time. No sneaking out on me to get married.’

‘That's one promise | can certainly make," Jilgleed. 'l don't intend
to get married—always supposing someone wants mea-fong,
long time.'

'‘When the gal said it, she believed it,' Corahkedat the ceiling, in
a light-hearted mood that certainly helped Jillface the coming
ordeal of walking into Norlund's as a new membethef staff, who
were bound to be curious to begin with. No douldirtlturiosity
would be all the keener because she was Britistihaddbeen brought
to America by Norlund himself. A certain amount sgeculation
would buzz for a day or so, then fizzle put whezythaw that his only
interest in her lay in her ability to do a satiséag job of work.

Jill was confident on that score. Handling cust@menparted
confidence to her and she knew she was at hebbBbstd a counter.

She had put on a navy suit with a marine-blue amtewnset,
debated French-pleating her hair, then decideéawd it tilt-ended
and shining from a good brushing. She pink-icedlipsrand stood
reflected in Corah's glamour mirror . . . neataoleand very British,
she thought, and absently picked up the charm leaGerah had
removed while taking her shower. A thread of cutyogisinuated
itself and Jill took a look at the seal Corah wasthe habit of
fingering. It was jade enamel on silver, depictiong one side a
flowering beech tree, on the other side a dragbstig. The design
was obviously Nordic; the beech tree was the natidree of
Denmark, and it was in the dragon-tail ships that Vikings had
roved the seas ...

The chain of charms made a tinkling sound as lldlisout of her
palm on to the glass top of the vanity- table, ahd picked up her



handbag and went out to the sun-trap to sit antdfaraCorah. It was

now eight- thirty and the store opened at ninea@avas going in to
model for some re-takes of the Corfu layout. Rdgenais, she said,
was a perfectionist when it came to his work, thesng the only

virtue he and Norlund had in common.

'Hullo there!" Ben Childers stood on the path logkup at Jill, his
blue-grey eyes crinkled against the sunshine ablhek zip-folder
tucked under the arm of his check jacket.

‘Hullo, Ben." Jill rose and went down the four stép him. 'Isn't it a
gorgeous morning?'

‘A bit different from waking to a London drizzleh® he twinkled.
‘You start work today, huh?’

She nodded and pressed a hand to her midriff.gbe¢he flutters, to
tell you the truth. I've never worked in a mammgatiore like
Norlund's and there are so many things I've gaetoused to. The
different currency, the American speech, the peayt® will be
curious about me--'

'‘Becauséiebrought you to Santa Felicia?' The warm light winour
had gone out in Ben's eyes. 'l shouldn't worry albloat. You're a
nice kid, anyone can see it, and Norlund doesnhhigeself involved
' Ben broke off and scuffed the path with the tba tatched casual,
colour staining his throat. 'H-how are you makingwith Corah?' he
blundered.

‘She's quite a person, isn't she?' Jill felt tlielen strain at the back of
her smile. 'I'm one of her fans already.’

‘Yeah, Corah's quite a gal,’ he agreed, 'but IfaicaEhe hasn't a lot of
time for Childers and his jingles. To her I'm jagbke--'



'Oh, Ben, I'm sure that isn't true!" Jill put a dam his check sleeve
and was gazing up at him when Corah stepped oeesithof the
cabana. She raised an eyebrow above a discreetiyd tieye,
lovely—in that faintly unreal way of models—in argey silk
skimmer the colour of sandalwood, bare feet in ¢fsoh scarlet
sandals, a Jacgmar scarf tied pirate-fashion csehdir. She carried
a cosmetic-box in one hand.

'l never took you for such a fast worker, Ben,' dheawvled, her lips
curved in a faintly derisive smile.

'| stopped by to offer Jill a lift into town." Theolour had gone from
under Ben's tan and there was a twishi®mouth, as though he
scorned the feelings Corah aroused in him. 'Jiff juat saying what a
nice person you are. Corah. Maybe she's rushintghees, huh?'

'‘Meaning?' Corah stood looking down at him, coadigiling in a
way that rejected him as a man and enjoyed hisniBture.

‘Meaning that you take pleasure in hurting all roehthe one who
can't be hurt by you—the one as cold- hearted assgt!' Ben
wheeled. 'Good luck with your first day, Jill," baid, and strode off.
Jill stood biting her lip in distress, while Corafho had caused the
scene, came laughing down the steps to the calglghsof her car
keys.

Her car was garaged at the lanai, a sleek coniesttilat she drove
with assured ease, as though the lanes of busyimgotraffic
accorded her not a moment's concern. Her scateffed its filmy
tails and she hummed a snatch of the music driftiogn the car
radio, all jumbled up with traffic warnings from ehhelicopter
overhead, home and cookery hints, and weatherdstec

'‘Hysterical America—a bit different, huh, from lugtal Britain?'
Corah said, as she parked in the car-pool at @reofethe store.



'I'm reserving judgment,’ Jill replied, and as tinalked towards the
staff entrance, she was aware of the side-glancahGCgave her, as
though she thought Jill was hinting at somethingyloe Ben's advice
about getting closer acquainted with people befamaing too-hasty
judgments. She was right to a certain extent, fora@'s behaviour
that morning had shaken her. She didn't like topssgple hurt, and
Ben had looked heart- stricken when he had walkealydrom the
cabana.There was a group of girls at the clockiagfime just inside
the staff entrance, and they chorused, 'Good mgriiiss Bennet,'
when Corah walked in, their eyes filled with adrhoa for the tall,
casually beautiful deity who actually returned thesniles.

‘Meet Jill Pride, kids,' she said. 'She's your mewkmate.'

‘Glad to know you,' they said, watching Jill withriosity as she
followed Corah into a lift that swooped through ttegious layers of
the store to the executive floor.

'l don't have to make excuses to anyone,' Corale was overloud
in the chrome intimacy of the lift, 'but let's gaimething straight.
Because I'm a model and | know how to wear my elotnd apply
make-up so | look glamorous and adventurous, &cttimen. | don't
do it intentionally, and | certainly never wantedrBChilders to get
all soulful and tormented about me.’

'‘But knowing he cares for you shouldn't make yogrgr-and cruel,’
Jill protested. 'He deserves better than that.'

'If | act soft with the guy, he'll think I'm encaging him." Corah's
profile was chiselled, as on a coin, and she wdutdaet Jill's eyes.
'It's like stray dogs, Jill. If you encourage thehey're under your
feet all the time begging to be patted. |—I caxXpext you to
understand--'



'‘Why, because I'm plain and ordinary?' Jill brok&ia smile. 'l
realise that it isn't all honey to be as attractiseyou are, Corah, but
you—you seemed to get pleasure out of hurting Ben.weren't just
shooing him away.'

‘Mydear, didn't you catch what he said about menaytieart?' Corah
pressed a hand there, her fingernails like flarhessmile a cynical
flicker.

Yes, Jill had caught the remark and she knew wharthn was who
couldn't be hurt as other men were hurt. Maybeas Worlund's
invulnerability that drove Corah to unkindness tibew, gentler men,
for there wasn't any doubt in Jil's mind that thedel was
emotionally strung up under her surface glamourassiirance.

The lift settled and they walked along a wide- eéeg corridor, past
the big, quiet offices of the senior managers, ldgal eagles, the
chief accountant and the personnel supervisor.drae level with

the double doors of the executive conference roahere high-

powered conclaves went on. Corah said, pushing tpedoors so
Jill could have a look at the impressive room, watimelling from a
wrecked clipper-ship. 'In old Sven Norlund's dag thindjammers
used to bring in goods from foreign ports and lgakbp down to the
docks on horseback and bargain in person for #ie tgood boxes of
lovely Asian silk, shawls and fans. . .

‘It must have been kind of romantic in those daysrah added, her
sandals patterning on the parquet floor as she adalto the
high-backed chair at the head of the long table fidom held the
smell of cigar smoke and male cologne, and abogeartantelpiece
there was a massive portrait of the resourcefuelyeimo had founded
the great store. The grey eyes gazed with challepgea the world,
the bold head, thin blade of a nose, and the moutthich strength
blended with resolve ... all of these, along wigmperament, had
been handed on to the present 'captain’' of Nodurahd there



seemed to be a lurking light of satisfaction in &den's eyes. He
knew, the old sea-hawk, that all was well with sk@re now Erik was
at the helm.

On the mantel under the portrait there were agfasriver-mounted,
antique drinking horns set either side of a modlal\diking longboat
complete with helmeted oarsmen. On another wallghseveral
hunting trophies, including a reindeer head antupgs of a dragon
racing-yacht in action. On a carved table betwbentindows stood
a bronze of Tegner's wonderful sculpture, Victory.

'‘An addition of Erik's,"” Corah said, touching agem to the
vanquished figure held over the head of the victde's fond of
Denmark and he often visits his aunt and cousintheit farm in
Tjele.'

‘Giving away all my secrets?' grated a voice frommdoorway.

Jill swung round and saw Erik framed there, agaimstdark wood,

and as always it came as a shock that anyone bewd big, so fair,

so grey-eyed. There wasn't a lax line to the mdreasgood there, one
hand in the pocket of his jacket, imperious, handiing, completely

in charge of himself.

'l always find this room fascinating," Corah smibdim. 'It reeks of
the past.'

‘Also of cigars and Lentheric,' he drawled. 'Goammg, Jill. All set
to tackle your first day at Norlund's?'

She nodded, battling with a shyness that seembd sgueezing the
breath out of her throat.

'I'd better be on my wav to the studio,' said Cot8hall | see you
later, Erik?'



"You can lunch with me if you like." His grey glantok her in with
appreciation. 'We'll exchange impressions of Carfd London."'

'It's a date.' Corah smiled at Jill, then sauntengcbf the conference
room, her silk-clad shoulder brushing Erik as slasspd him so
closely.

She was gone, leaving behind a whiff of 'Bandi&t's go to my

office," said Erik, and Jill walked beside him todaor marked

‘Private’. She went in, absorbing the spaciousmaesk the wide

expanse of carpeting to the big desk and the wideddered swivel

chair. There were big windows, a cluster of tele@® an intercom
and a dictaphone. Natural hide chairs and pedestarays were
provided for his visitors, on the tooled leathgp tf his desk there
was a mess of papers, a large flip- back memogratia large bronze
ashtray beside a leather cigarette box. Several gamtings on the
walls did not soften to any great extent the hdrdsinesslike

atmosphere of Norlund's private office.

‘You appear to be getting along all right with Gor&le pushed aside
a clutter of letters, memos and publicity roughpwasd lounged

against a corner of his desk, indicating thatslillin the chair his

secretaries probably used to take dictation. ‘@rsthiface the pair of
you seem entirely different, but I've an idea yeuloth been

pleasantly surprised. There are unexpected deptGsriah, eh? She
isn't all sugar-ice and sophistication?"

‘Far from it, Mr. Norlund,' Jill agreed politelyehgaze caught by the
wink of his nearest cat's-eye cufflink. '‘Corah taoiltk she was
doubtful about having me at the cabana—she thduglght be a—a

bit superior--'

'‘Good lord!" he gave his deep-throated laugh, amehwlill looked up
at him she saw the cleft of amusement in his che®le his grey



eyes were slipping from the tilt ends of her haowd to her
mini-heeled walkabouts, primly disposed side byesid

'l assured Corah you were young, shy, barely flddde drawled,
'but like all women, | guess she mistrusts a maiaion of another
one. Why are you women so suspicious of each olerfhen aren't
like that.'

'You men aren't women,' she rejoined, with a flalhe spirit he
could always spark off when he wished. 'We're imgdIso closely in
the process of nature that we react towards eviegytin a more
elemental way.'

'‘Women, in short, are vari-coloured cocktails oked-up emotions,
strange fears, mystery, sentiment, and—if a mardrae
lucky—humour." He laughed quietly 'Am | right?—aft course, |

can see it in your eyes. They're already tellingtha | know too

much about women.'

Jill immediately looked away from him, relieved whthere was a
knock on the door and a woman in a neat navy dras® into the
room. She carried a tray on which stood a largedfugpffee and a
plate of smorrebrod, the open sandwiches so belbyddanes, and
she gave Jill a friendly smile as she brought tag to the big desk
and set it down. 'Miss Trevor from Speciality isitivey to take

charge of Miss Pride,' she said to Norlund.

'‘Good.' He spoke crisply and went round behinddeisk. 'Jill, meet
Annie Loder, one of my indispensables.’

'‘How do you do, my dear?' Miss Loder had keen, wayes and a
manner that suggested deep affection for her jab warswerving
loyalty towards the man she worked for. "You haweegting with the
department heads at ten o'clock, Mr. Norlund,' gminded him.



'‘And I've arranged an appointment with Mr. HardofyHardwear
Textiles for twelve o'clock tomorrow.'

‘Hardrey, eh?' Norlund fingered his chin. 'l ougdbt give him
lunch—yes, good idea! Miss Bennet may help swirgdial for that
new fabric of his. He likes them blonde, as Mrstdtiay will testify.'

His secretary looked rather reproving at that carej he grinned
cheekily at her as he popped a piece of smokedehet® his mouth.
Jill stood by in a quiet fret to be out of his uttiggg presence and
among the fripperies of the Speciality Shop, anthasgh aware of
this he told Anne Loder to let Miss Trevor in satthe could formally
introduce her new assistant to her.

'‘Miss Trevor will coach you in currency, and handli the
cash-register and receipt-writer," he said to ddijing to the woman
she was to work with: 'Miss Pride is an experiensalgs assistant
and you haven't got to teach her very much abdes gachnique.
She's a natural, like yourself, Miss Trevor.'

The woman went pink with pride, and travelling dowvithe lift with
her, Jill reflected that Norlund certainly knew hotw exact
loyalty—if that was the word?—from the women he haolund him.
Was it the lionesque vigour they couldn't resisthe gravelly voice
that imparted a certain foreign flavour to your mawhen he spoke
it? Did he pick up those foreign intonations atl&jevhen, the cares
of big business put aside, he plunged into theajmsts of cornfields,
windmills, and candlelitaftens beneath the beams of his aunt’
Danish parlour? Did he sing 'l Love The Green Wbadshe strode
through the pine forests, or some salty old sekadals he boated
across the lovely, rushing fjords?

At this point Jill gave herself a mental shake. INod was not a
sentimental man, and she had come here to workonatiulge in
fancies that were no doubt far removed from théhtrhlis singing



voice was probably quite mediocre, and his relatifeam run on the
most modern Danish lines ... as the store was run.

It was a complex building, studded with huge shaams, intriguing

boutiques, fur and fashion salonsplifichets, beauty care and
pharmacy, books and records, rooftop restaurantvamelcellar. The
store 'uniform' was a dark blue shirtwaister sébgfcrisp polka-dot
collar and cuffs; an extremely attractive dresd geemed to suit
most of the assistants. The majority of them weosirad Jill's age,
wide-awake and sociable girls with whom she couldng be shy.

Several of them lived at the lanai, and she fédl the habit of riding
home in their jalopy. Corah wasn't always modelbnghe store and
Jill had sensibly decided that sharing a cabanh @drah did not
mean living in her pocket. Between them they esthéd a friendly
and workable routine. Jill cooked their meals, gh@pping being
done by Corah in her car, and tidied up the modeéigtered clothing.
She attended a beach barbecue and lsawe Storyagain at the
drive-in movies. And one evening she was introduoetie delights
of scampi at the Retreat, a restaurant tucked atheveiffs where the
Pacific breakers pounded.

The lanai crowd were good fun now and again, aadbdys, bold and
gay as brass buttons,-soon recognised that these nwagetting
familiar with Jill; unlike the other girls she dibt invite an arm
around her waist at the movies, or a kiss undecdlbana palms.

She often walked to work, taking a beach route tresited her to
heady vistas of the ocean, where she found roclspgoaint shells,
and sometimes saw a lone surfer riding the hudersahat surged to
the deserted sands. She would stand and watchmfamelling at the

grace of his lean, sun-dark figure as he skimmesffeotlessly down

the shining walls of water.



When she arrived at the store, her eyes would éezbrbright, her
hair ruffled touched to an extra lightness here #mete by the
sunshine of Santa Felicia, and she would strolétitee length of the
front street windows, so excitingly set out andasated by revolving
doors bound in chrome. Along the marina, palms \@aksove glass
pagodas where during the day senior citizens sattich and
enjoying the sea air. The rigging of racing yadutsl fishing cratft,
the swoop of gulls, added magic to a scene Jily&ag each morning
before she turned into the staff entrance, clotleratard, and walked
between the aisles of glass-fronted counters tci&igg. She had to
pass the nose-tingling doorway of Leather Goodsn tBports and
Casual where there was a sweater dress in pear-gha¢ was
tempting her. Next came the lovely Floral Shop, cuhwas close
enough to Speciality to waft in fresh breaths @&fey carnations and
ferns.

Chrome escalators carried customers to the vadepartments, and
though the air-conditioning struck chill on thershkirst thing, it was
more than welcome when the sun mounted in the sigide and the
store began to fill up with people. A feeling otdement would take
hold of Jill when the buzz of voices, shuffling fead whir of the
escalators all blended together, like a great bgdieart. Then she
would be glad she had travelled all this way tokytre job had been
worth coming for, and she was happy . . . happyegho ..

Jill soon found that American women customers wslightly

tougher to deal with than Englishwomen; chic, hatred women
who were prepared to spend quite a bit on kniclkckador lounge,
patio or poolside terrace, provided they were esicks. Various
ceramic and wrought-iron craftsmen worked on corsiors for the
store, and though some of their designs were gikynithere were
other pieces Jill loved handling for their symmedngd fey appeal.

Miss Trevor wasn't long in discovering that her resgistant was a
willing worker and a quick learner, and the twotloém got along



quite well. It was already common knowledge atstoee that Jill was
a friend of Linda Manet's, and though she undenaemsrtain amount
of ribbing she took it in good part and made iipka the other girls
that she didn't consider it gave her an 'in' whi# boss just because
she was friendly with his niece. Speculation dikd & douched fire
when the days went by and he wasn't seen anywkareSpeciality .

. . besides, as one girl pointed out, he and C8emet were old
friends.

'She's got about everything,' the girl added. '@oug looks, a
fabulous job, and the Viking in tow. What more @bahyone want?'

'l bet he'll take some handling,' someone laughédat do you think
of him, Jill?'

'‘Positively terrifying,' she said lightly, and tlkkenversation, which
was taking part in the Cafeteria, veered to othbjexts.

One Sunday Jill attended morning service with Catrahe Santa
Felicia Mission, its white walls cloaked deep inugainvillea, and
afterwards Corah gave her a lift as far as the Maoese. Linda had
telephoned Jill the evening before and pressedcheome. Jill had
agreed, with some reluctance, nervous of seeinduhlbrat the
house. She didn't want to meet him socially, prafgrthings the way
they stood at the store.

But lie didn't show up at the house and Jill wds &brelax and enjoy
herself. Linda was eager to hear all about het fews weeks at
Norlund's and her impressions of the place, antderafternoon they
drove to Palos Verdes to see the performing dofpaimd whales in
the Marineland there. It was fascinating and angusétnwatch the
blue dolphins performing a ballet, while the agilbof the great
whales had to be seen to be believed. The sealsapdises had the
audience in fits, and there was also a big grother& octopuses
swam eerily close to the glass windows. Exotic fodhall sorts



mingled their colours in aquariums, and Jill wasttipalarly
enchanted hy the little sea-horses that swam abket glass
ornaments.

Enjoyably whacked out, the two girls made their wathe restaurant
and cooled off with iced lemon drinks decoratechwitint and tiny
strawberries. As they nibbled their strawberriddled spoons of their
plastic straws, they smiled across at each othedallooked flushed
and pretty, and all afternoon she had seemed onvéhge of
confiding something to Jill. But it wasn't untiley were driving
through the dusk to the lanai that she said, tsoaldy:

'‘Heard at all from Roy Scott?'

'‘Why, no!' There had been so much else to occuls/rind that she
had quite forgotten him. Poor boy, he'd hardlylbgdred!

'I—I've had a letter from Keefe." There was an &xtitremor in

Linda's voice. 'As luck would have it the letten@awhile Mom was

out to lunch on Friday. Jill, he wants to come ard me! He says
Roy will be moving to the coast next weekend and baving out

with him. Jill, what ought | to say in reply to hin

‘A big fat yesif you want to see him,' Jill said at once. 'l giad he
wrote to you. There, | told you he was smittenndit?’

'l want to see him,' Linda admitted, 'but the sizag-l couldn't ask
him to come to the house--'

‘Why ever not?' Jill demanded. "You have me there.'

‘You're different, Jill.' Linda caught at her hataok, if you invited
the boys to the lanai | could come there a-and Mestn't know that
I've seen Keefe--'



'l don't think it would be wise to start meetingsly,’ Jill broke in.
'‘Look, you aren't a baby, Linda. You're a grownaumal entitled to
invite a young man to your home if you like him.'

'l know," Linda sighed. 'But if Mom and Keefe weaatagonistic
towards each other, it would spoil things. He migétide not to see
me any more—you can see he has plenty of pride--'

'Oh, I don't think Keefe Launay locks the sort ¢édfiightened off by a
possessive mother—yes, she is possessive, Lintdaddded as
Linda's hand clenched nervously over hers. '"Ydwrebaby and no
man could possibly love you as she does, or givdlye same kind of
devotion! She may believe it, but it isn't trueuylanow. A man's love
is the kind a girl needs when she grows up, andlifeeis pretty
incomplete without it.'

There was a troubled silence, and Jill forced Hietsdurther blunt
truths. "You don't owe your mother undivided demotbecause she's
a widow, Linda. She's also a beautiful woman, amel might start
thinking about some romance of her own if you shmw that you
want a life of your own.’

'‘When I'm with you, Jill, I begin .to feel confideot finding the right
words to say to her, but they'll all go out of mgald when | get
home.' Linda slumped back against the leather efgdat and
worried the brooch on her lapel. 'Loving someontspwu so at
the mercy of your feelings ... it seems so wrong&ose them
pain.'

'You'll hurt her in the long run if you let her mEssiveness get
a real grip on you and the things you want nowlasé for good.
You'll blame her and grow embittered,"' Jill warned.



And as if to underline how easily damaged are thing
beauty—such as love—Linda's brooch broke loose fitsnpin
and fell to the carpeted floor of the car.

‘What a shame!" Jill picked up the amethyst mesimedeed
pearls, a family keepsake given to Linda by hemdraother.
‘Would you like me to get it repaired at the store?

‘Norlund's for quality and quick service,' Lindaitghed. 'l can't
think of a single service that uncle of mine hasad on for the
fortunate citizens of Santa Felicia.’

'‘Well, we don't perform marriages, though we lay tre
catering, the cars and the honeymoon trip," Jil slayly. ‘It is a
remarkable place, isn't it?"

'‘And you really like working there, Jill? No regsetabout
leaving the boutique in London?"

'‘No regrets yet,' Jill smiled. 'The work is intetiag, the girls are
friendly, and I like living at the lanai with Corahife's never
dull when she's around.'

‘She's wonderful-looking, isn't she? | wonder.'dammurmured,
'If there's anything between her and Uncle Eriks Ishe said
anything to suggest there might be?’

'‘Well, they're pretty close friends,' Jill said tausly, stowing
Linda's brooch in a corner of her handbag. 'l kribey've dined
together at the Palmquist.’

Linda gave a whistle, for the Palmquist was the meoxlusive
and elegant restaurant in Santa Felicia, 'with eing so deep it
sucks the heels clean off your pumps,’” Corah hdd gall



ecstatically, 'and a wine cellar where Erik wenthwthe steward
to select a Meursault callggoutte d'or.’

Drop of gold! A subtle compliment a man might pag bolden
companion.

‘Do you see much of him, Jill?' Linda wanted towno

'‘He's much too busy to bother with small fry like,hdill said in a dry
tone of voice. 'Miss Trevor did mention that he pbéd down the
other afternoon to ask how | was tackling the w&ke told him |
was doing all right.'

‘You find Uncle Erik a bit hard to take, don't yalill? What is it
about him you don't like, or are you scared toieagase | pass your
opinion on to him?' Linda gave a laugh. 'You neelde'scared. He
doesn't care a brass penny what people think of him

And with those words Linda answered her own questid was
Norlund's cynicism that Jill found hard to takeeShought of Corah
with tears clinging to her lashes, and the waytshsed in her sleep
and sometimes cried out loud enough to wake Jik things she said
made little sense and Jill never mentioned thenb,when Corah
sauntered into Norlund's looking as though she hadoare in the
world, Jill knew it to be just a pose. A pose adanciance to cover
the disquiet of loving Norlund?

The two girls parted at the lanai, and Jill, toG-bearted to resist any
longer, agreed to Linda inviting Keefe and Roy lhe tanai next

weekend. 'l shouldn't encourage you to meet hine,hehe added.
‘Corah will have to be told and she's likely té yelur uncle. If he lets

it out to your mother, she'll be annoyed with go@géson. A

straightforward invitation to your home would bechibetter in the

long run.’



'l don't want to see-him at the house.' Linda hateg Jill well away
from the car and the chauffeur. 'l—I won't see himall if | can't see
him here—'

‘All right," Jill pacified. 'Invite them for Sunday/ll make up a picnic
and we'll take it to the beach. How's that?'

'‘Dreamy! Thanks, Jill'" With a hug and a wave Lirdiaed into the
car before Jill could change her mind.

With a half-worried shake of her head Jill madevay to the cabana
and let herself in. Corah wasn't yet back fromumjaf her own and
the place was wrapped in silence and darknesguidkly switched
on the lights, flipped on the radio, and went itlte kitchen to see
what the icebox had to offer in the way of a lightal. Hm,
scrambled eggs and toast, she decided, with adflldeeberry pie to
follow, and a nice big cup of coffee. She hummddva bars of the
Sinatra number that was weaving its magic fromobdte transistor,
then found herself just looking at things. The pose-coloured
toaster that matched the snack-bar and the settis sfools, the tall
blue coffee-pot and the cooking utensil of Scandaradesign. She
had known and used them for weeks and they hadreetamiliar to
her ...

But it was the merry chirp of katydids in the evapithe tinkle of the
seashell windchimes in the porch, the whistlingha carrier boy
tossing the morning papers against the mesh daoatr had become
part of her life in an almost poignant way. If stlesed her eyes
tightly, these homey sounds, could almost waft back to the
cottage at Liphook. An indulgence in home-pining o1 knew
about—but then no one had bother to ask.

Jill, quietly fashioned, unassuming, valiant asghber learn too soon
to become, was there to listen to others she rm@esumed to talk of
her own heartaches. .



CHAPTER FIVE

THE Jewellery Department was on the third floor of share and Jill
took Linda's brooch to be repaired during her eoffgeak the
following morning. Coming out of the department ladtention on
an attractive display' of ceramic jewellery, shdided with a tall
lean figure who quickly steadied her with one hamldile removing
his cigarette with the other ondille pardons, petite His accent
was French and when Jill looked up at him she wawadiately
aware that there was something familiar about him.

‘You're the surfer!" she exclaimed, as she recegrtam.

'‘And you are the nymph who appears from among dlcksr each
morning, and then vanishes when | cease to surfappdoach the
beach." He stood smiling down at her, clad casuallg longline
sweater over tapered slacks. Smoke spiralled &y the end of
his Gauloise, his eyes were deep-set, elongatddharcolour of rich
dark sherry. A strip of silver cut a path through Hark hair, his
features were lean and swarthy, the lazy virilith tbe man
emphasised by the small cleft in the centre othis.

'So fate has arranged that we meet!" He took had bad when she
stiffened, his smile grew puckish and he gave m&bbow over her
.taut, shy fingers. "You are the girl from Londbejn?Did you find
yourself liking America—or are you lonely here?’

'Of course I'm not,' she denied, with reserve. Watg him down on
the beach didn't give him the right to get persbnal

'‘But yes—a little lonely. | see it when you stand the beach and
watch me.'" He gestured significantly, then addeth vai twinkle:
‘Must a British girl be told a man's name beforeadqing to him?'



'I—1 suppose we are a bit formal." Her smile wasst@ined under
his Latin appraisal. She wanted to dart away andtgeod hesitant
and fascinated as on the beach, when she hadomrhfm only when
he had come out of the water.

'Itis a little sad that we must exchange namessariteak the spell of
I'inconnu,eh?' His smile was both subtle and frank as hle tober
hair, her eyes, and the store frock that sheatkedlim figure in its
dark blue. She realised that in all innocence sluednoused curiosity
In a man who looked as though he had "gone beytnmiaosity
about women; it was no real surprise to her whesalge 'My name is
Roger Frenais.'

I'm Jill Pride.' She clenched her hands behindilmease he—well,
he was French, and he was Roger Frenais, and augoodCorah he
was a pretty fast worker.

‘A very English name, Jill, and it suits you.' Higes were agleam
with amusement and his accent did strange Galhg#to her name.
'l amenchantdo know you, but it is clear that you remain umnaier
about me. What has Corah told you, that | am a wdlb eats
charmingjeunes filles?"

'It wouldn't have been necessary for Corah tanellmonsieur."Jill
darted her tawny smile into his eyes. 'Most mewy fta wolf, given
half a chance.’

‘And | am not to be given even this much of a ckarb?' He pinched
the air between his fingertips, grinning rakishhgn taking a sudden
step forward to avoid a group of customers and ntpkinecessary
for Jill to step backwards against the wall. Th&yod close for a
moment only, but it lasted long enough for Jillcatch beyond the
Frenchman's shoulder a tall, striding figure withirhlike corn
stubble, whose cold grey eyes looked directly s for a chilling
second. Then the doors of China and Glassware Wwadgs shut



behind the head of Norlund's and Jill was sayingiédly that she
had to get back to work.

‘A moment, please!' Roger Frenais caught at hemeds she went to
dart away. 'Do you like the theatre? | have tickKetsa play at the
Dome in Montecito and | should like to take youstlioming
Friday—if you are free and interested?'

'‘Oh!" said Jill, which wasn't very complimentary.

But he seemed to have a sense of humour and hetiorearought
twinkles to his eyes. '"You look the kind of girl akenjoys the drama,
and our beach idyll should not havé&iate ending.'

Our beach idyll! Jill caught her breath and kneat thise girls ran
from this Latin charmer while they still had thdlo do so. 'It's kind
of you to ask me, Mr. Frenais,' she gave him ashie, 'but I've
promised Corah to shampoo the bedroom rugs onyrida

'How industrious of you,' he murmured, then helhtely leant
close again and the smoke of his Gauloise tickexonbse. '‘But you
know you should not believe all that Corah tellsiyShe carries on
her shoulder a big chip of disillusion with regémdmen and you are,
perhaps, toangenueto have noticed. You see only that Corah
beautiful and successful, but there is in her regtiois torment which,
perversely, makes her fey and subtle through tleeoéyhe camera.
She is assuredly the model | like best to work watht there is in her
personal life a failure to find contentment, calWwhat you will—even
love, and so a Freudian wish to inflict punishmam@ll men.

Jill," his Gallic smile stole back, 'you will nptinish me, no? | am not
to blame for your friend's unhappiness.’

This jabbed, and reminded, and Jill darted a glatdbe doors of
China and Glassware. Any minute now,Erik Norlundulslostride



out and see her talking still to Roger Frenais! vidt,' she said, in a
driven way. 'l should like to come to the theatrghwou.'

‘I will call for you at seven-thirty." He smiled @wo at her,
whimsically. "You will not change your mind?'

She shook her head and darted to the escalatowatighed, she
knew, as she ran down the moving chrome stepsasnivuntil she
was back behind the shield of her counter and sipwaicustomer a
selection of sea- shell wall-plaques that it canilé fhome to her
what she had done. Out of unreasonable fear ofNotkund she had
let herself be rushed into a date with a rakish atiactive

Frenchman—a man who had run through the whole gafypes,

so he had thought, only to find himself confronbgda new one in Jill
Pride.

Oh gosh, she thought, recalling the glorious stfighighway that
joined Santa Felicia to Montecito. It curved abdkie smoke-blue
Pacific and the moon would be halfway to heavefriotay night!

'l rather like these,' said her customer, admisogie conch shell
plant-holders. 'They're kind of cute.’

'Yes, madam," Jill smiled, a trifle absently, 'thegve a novelty
appeal.’

‘They'd go with those plaques, wouldn't they? Qumake my
coffee-corner . . .'

The sale was clinched and Speciality fell quighasvoman departed
and all that was left was the buzz and shuffle ftbenother parts of
the store. Miss Trevor was in the stockroom goimmgugh some P.M.
that was sitting on the racks, and Jill gazed sfowdund at the
displays of pewter, polished wood and porcelairer&hwere lifelike
dolls in peasant costumes, fierce Spanish-bullsflnatious cats.



Ornaments made from semi-precious Californian roaksl quite a
selection of Scandinavian art works, including & papaintings Jill

often wished she could afford. One was of the Bi@al, a waterfall

on a fjord in Norway, the other of Lyse Fjord with towering Pulpit
Rock. They had a clean breathlessness about thamtia magic, a
something that caught at Jill's imagination.

She walked across to where they hung and, handpedalightly
behind her, studied the paintings. Corn- gold gjmlwas trapped in
the lovely veil of water and the tang of the blueygspray could
almost be felt. There was a rugged strength in ttheering,
pulpit-like rock, also a strange loneliness in thay it stood
suspended between the fleecy sky and the deeplinghwaters.
Nature is in man, and man in nature, and Jilldettain the artist had
meant to signify that—a reflection that was cutrshs she heard the
swoosh of the doors opening behind her.

She swung round, her nerves tightening up as skd=s& Norlund
stepping into the shop. She gazed wordlessly at &ssailed by the
thought that here among the peasant dolls anddlise gnick-knacks
his maleness was like a burr on flowery chiffon.I@id, his chin was
hard and his eyes without a glimmer of a smile!\wes evidently
going to have a go at her for loitering about inrkiag hours with
Roger Frenais!

His glance flickered round the shop, taking in thell-arranged
displays on the islands and tiers of mirror-gl&is.gaze dwelt rather
longer on the two paintings just above Jill's taexad, then he was
looking at her, taking in her lance-slimness in tlagy shirtwaister
with the polka-dot collar and cuffs. 'Well, Missid&, how are you
getting along as a member of my staff?" He strolke@r and
immediately dwarfed her. 'Are you settling down afht—and
getting acquainted with your fellow workers?'

Ouch, that was a sarcastic one!



'Yes, thank you, Mr. Norlund," she said, wishingvémtly that Miss
Trevor would come bustling in. 'l find the work yenteresting.'

‘You've not run up against any snags—or snaresfavded.

Her head went back at that one and she met thenipkct of his
sardonic grey eyes. 'What are you implying, Mr. IdNiod?' The
words were out before she could stop them.

‘Am | implying something?' He peaked a flaxen egabrSurely that
would mean | was taking more than a general intémess member of
my staff—do you consider that's what I'm doing?'

She flushed at the bite to his words and shookkad. 'You saw me
with Mr. Frenais—I know you thought | was loiteriabout.’

‘You take a coffee break at ten-thirty, don't y@u#ing that time

you're free to do almost as you please, thougHlladd a word of

warning as you seem to be expecting one," his hakd a faint

contempt. 'Our Latin photographer is an expert witetomes to

playing about with vulnerable young hearts andighhbe safer, if

less entertaining, if you took your coffee breakthie Cafeteria along
with the other girls.'

Jill gave a small gasp and was about to protesstieahad been doing
his niece a good turn when she had bumped intcalsenhen other,
more reckless words took over. 'Have | broken aadegental rule,
Mr. Norlund?' she flashed. 'Don't you permit anwatdrnising
between the sexes on working premises?'

Norlund regarded her with a cool objectivity foroab half a minute,
then the ice in his eyes shattered into shardsmafsament. 'You
really are a child," he chuckled. 'Did you enjog Heals and dolphins
at the Marineland yesterday? | know Linda had mptms to
take-you to see them.'



‘They were fun,' Jill said stiffly, wondering whiag¢ would say if he
knew what she and Linda had planned for next Sundaywas too
forthright to appreciate his niece going behind mether's back in
order to see Keefe Launay, and Jill felt a daamgdrehension. Corah
wouldn't say anything about the boys' visit if dgked her not to, but
if Norlund found out through some other sourcentsieewould be
the one to bear the brunt of his anger. Somehawastinevitable that
they clash—a matter of opposing temperaments, |ghigosed—and
she didn't wish to clash with him over somethingytiwere both
concerned about, Linda's happiness.

I'll tell him, she decided, and then it was to@!afliss Trevor came in
with a slip of paper in her hand. '‘Oh, Mr. Norlurghe swooped on
him with her rather toothy smile, ‘how very goodywiu to come

down in person to see me! I've made out a list@R.M. on our racks
and it really is a mixed bag. Mainly single itemisigh are now out of
vogue and which | would like to get out of the way.

‘They've a similar clutter up in China and Glas®ydre said, adding
with a quirk to his mouth: 'l think we might lay @ansale, don't you?"

'‘Oh dear," Miss Trevor exclaimedyy customers wouldn't like that.
After all, this is the Speciality Shop . . .'

‘The stuff can be carted down to Bon Marche," hakdrin. 'I'll
arrange for a couple of lads to collect it.’

Miss Trevor beamed again and added, somewhat coYhyu
wouldn't like to come and check that I'm not thnegvout anything
too good, Mr. Norlund?"'

'I'm sure you know exactly what you're doing, MiB®vor." He
smiled, held open a leaf of the glass doors forcadf incoming
customers and after bidding them good morning wénabout his
business. In a bit of a flutter the ladies watchieid tall,



wide-shouldered figure go striding across the titetlinda round
which these special boutiques were grouped; Jdl thaters of a
different sort as she realised that she wouldih'ageother chance to
tell him about Sunday's picnic. She worriedly nighplkee tip of her
forefinger, then had to pull herself together as ohher customers,
plump neck encircled by pearls, tinted hair bepedaby a Manet hat,
peremptorily asked to be shown the Bridal Veil #mel Pulpit Rock!

Jill went over and lifted them off the wall, fodliy close to tears
when the plump woman bought the paintings .. . diitwas sure,
because they had a kind of magic but because dned®@vian artist
had been lionised by the New York art critics.

A busy morning merged into a slower afternoon, difhdvasn't sorry

when a couple of boys trundled a trolley througé thar door of
Speciality and said they had come to collect thessed-up

merchandise. Miss Trevor wasn't too keen on gumvitgeyouths

and she put Jill in charge of the proceedings, winneant that the
boys did so much larking about that the job wdsnghed until close
on five-thirty. Jill got tough then and hustledthéo the service lift.
'I'm going to see a film," she said. 'Do you waettmbe late?"

'l wouldn't mind coming with you,' one of them attd. 'I've got the
money for a bag of popcorn.'

'‘Come back in a few years' time," Jill laughed, aratle her way to
the powder-room for a hasty wash. She and thrédeedénai girls had
decided at lunch to go and see an old art film, dtive-in movie and
Jill was looking forward to it.

She wasn't disappointed. Brilliantly directed bgrmar Bergman, it
held her absorbed until the final scene, though angvagain she was
aware that the voices of the actors held notecaddnces that were
curiously disturbing. Of course, she realised,hasjalopy bounced
homewards under the stars and the little boat ofoan, she had



heard such Nordic tones before . .. crackling waghoff the wintry

fiords of the North lands! There had been icehis voice that

morning when he had suggested that in future ske ltar coffee
breaks with the other girls. Darn cheek! She wasl,ghow, that she
had agreed to go to the theatre with Roger Freithis.man might
have a bit of a reputation, but he had asked lsraffelt a little lonely
in America ... which was more than anyone elseduamk!

‘You're quiet, Jill," said the girl sitting besider. 'Still thinking about
the film, or was the Viking on the rampage this miog? Maisie said
he looked a bit grim when she spotted him going tesFloral Shop
and heading in the direction of Speciality.'

'He came down to see Miss Trevor about some PilMcbitrived to
speak lightly. 'He always looks a bit grim to me.'

'l bet Trevvy was in a flutter,' giggled Jill's cpamion. 'She thinks
he's the tiger's whiskers.'

‘Maybe he is, Sue, to older women," Jill rejoined.

'‘Corah Bennet wouldn't care to hear you putting ihethe same

age-group with Trewy," Sue laughed. 'Not that Csrahy teenager,
and she's been around. | don't suppose you knawvtien she first

came to model for the store there was a rumourstinet! had a baby
but not a husband. The baby died, so it was said.’

There are some things that hit you with the impéet blow, and Jill
gave a pained gasp and felt as though she hadobeehed over the
heart. 'l—I can't believe it!" she exclaimed.

'‘Keep your voice down.' Sue gave her a nudge inrithe and
indicated one of the girls in the front seat of jddepy; Toni liked to
gossip and Sue was evidently passing on to Jiikeepof brush fire



that had long since died down at the store—if yanted to keep
your job!

'l guess it was only a rumour, but all the samessbeen seen more
than once going into that pretty cemetery at threesgielicia Mission,
and she's unlikely to have a relative buried thides.folks live down
South,' Sue added.

'It could be a friend." Jill was reluctant to bekesuch a thing of
Corah ... not that Jill was priggish and thoughy @ood-time girls
made those sort of mistakes. She knew full well thevas mainly
good girls who landed in trouble out of love fonsoselfish, cynical
man ...

If it was true that Corah had borne and lost a béahlgould account
for the pain and disillusion from which she plaislyffered. Why she
had those restless nights, and was so uncaringaté feelings.

Norlund was the exception! He had undoubtedly reeipeer a bad

patch some time or other—hadn't she said, witlstiedner eyes, that
she had reason to know he was more than a haretheathlyst?

"You won't go saying anything to Corah?' Sue spogently. 'l don't
suppose it's true—the big boss is hardly the tgpednt passed-up
merchandise, and we all know how thick he is witthrah. D'you
reckon she's in love with him, Jill? You share habana and she
might have said something--'

'‘Corah doesn't .confide her private business td dié,broke in,
firmly. 'We don't see all that much of one anotHer, she's kept
tremendously busy by the various modelling agericies

'‘Gosh, don't | wish | had her looks and her johié §ave a sigh of
envy. 'lIt's more exciting than being tucked belarmbunter.’



'It's hard work, and tiring," Jill said, 'apart rinothe dates with

merchant princes. Think of all those dozens ofedéht ensembles a
model has to change into when a fashion show isaad, those

endless posings for a photographic layout. Corédnatomes home
looking whacked out.'

‘But a girl stands the chance of landing a richblansl when slje's a
model," Sue pointed out. 'Wouldn't you like sle@ks¢ long sunny
cruises, and a kidney pool in the back garden?’

'I'm old-fashioned," Jill laughed. 'l happen to wariove.'

The jalopy bounced into the lanai garage, andsailll she felt too

tired for coffee and called goodnight from among thees as she
made her way to Corah's ' cabana. On her way shlmass the one
in which Ben Childers lived all alone. Though likest bachelors he
was adept at looking after himself, Jill often febit of a concern for
Ben. It was true he went out on dates now and againthey didn't

seem to do much for that look of loneliness he RAamhight he sat

smoking a pipe on the top step of his cabana dhpalised to say
goodnight. 'l suppose,' he puffed smoke, 'you wdatlchre to come
and cheer up a lonely old man for ten minutes?'

'You aren't a Daddy Moses, so stop talking like,'odié reproved,
running up the steps and sitting down beside h¥ou'te at the
interesting age.'

'How would you know that, an infant like you?"

She could see the amusement glimmering in his gyése porch
lamplight, and breathed with sudden pleasure thiy smoke of his
pipe and the scent of the tobacco plants twinirgjresf the supports
of his sun-trap. Ben was a peaceful sort of pergoun;could talk to
him without any sort of tension creeping in. 'l'meteen,' she said.
'Girls mature much faster these days.'



'You could be my daughter,’ he smiled, 'if | hackriog@recocious
enough to marry at the age of eighteen. But | wveasena dashing
blade, just a steady old plodderer who had dredmgitng music

like Irving Berlin's and ended up providing the rdamusic for TV

serials and commercials.’

‘You're talking as though your life is behind ymstead of ahead of
you, Ben,' she protested. 'There's still heapsad for you to write
the score of a fabulous show that will run on Breag for years.'

'Ha, ha!' he scoffed. "You should write the jokesif!'

'Stop being a defeatist,' she gave his ribs a pdkieved that song
you played to me the other evening.'

'I've sent it to a music publisher in New York," ddmitted. 'Ballads
are not all that popular these days, but you werenshusiastic that |
decided to take a chance. You really liked it?'

'Yes. And I'll tell you something else.' She wraghppeer arms about
her knees and met his eyes in the porch- lighttalCteard your
piano and she wanted to know if it was somethingaaifr own you

were playing. Lousy voice, nice song, she said.’'

He gave a laugh that held a sigh in it. '‘Don't maiee talk about
Corah,' he pleaded. 'l get angry—I get all sortthofgs when | talk
about her, and you can blame your insistence ommatfor that
glimpse into my private hell!"

'I'm sorry, Ben--' Jill gave a sudden shiver, whde solitary,
honey-winged moth flitted past her shoulder towartdse
incandescence of the porch-lamp, where it begdmaak its heart
out against the wall of glass about the glow itrees



'‘Don't be sorry,’ Ben growled, his pipe pushed hiaiml a corner of
his mouth. '‘But be warned that falling in love &rig dependent on
another person for every scrap of joy this sidévafig. You grab a

smile from that person like a hungry bird a crurhbake. You take a
frown or an unkind word like a knife through a rer®h, Jilly," he

jerked his pipe out of his mouth, 'l shouldn't Bgisg things like this
to you. You're still young enough to have illusipasd I'm shattering
them.'

'‘No, Ben.' She tucked a hand through his arm aadel@ her head
against his shoulder. 'l know that love .isn't afsv&ind, and | can
iImagine how much it must hurt to offer your heamtyoto have it

rejected. But that's all part of living, isn't MPe're stronger for it, we
must be.’

'l guess we are,' he said, after a moment of taflec\We've come to

grips with one of the fundamental truths when wéaeed the cold

light of rejection in a pair of eyes that grow wafon someone else.
But | wouldn't want it to happen to you, Jilly—sdngve you been out
on a date with someone this evening?'

She shook her head and told him a little bit abgild Strawberries.

'"The strawberry grows under the nettle," he gdotTrue of a good
many people, "but not of Jill Pride. Come on, siésad, | can feel
you yawning against my shoulder.' He got to hi¢ &wl helped her
to rise. They strolled together as far as Coradica, and when he
said goodnight the male timbre of his voice musehearried up the
steps, for Jill was met by a frown from Corah as wlalked into the
living-room. Corah was curled among the couch aushia tray of
cigarette stubs and a decanter with a used glasseotable beside
her. Her glance swept over Jill, heavy- lidded aimdined, taking in
the ruffled tawny hair and the enlarged pupils hef tawny-brown
eyes. 'You're late getting in,' the ruby taffetaCufrah's housecoat



made a swishing sound as she got to her feet. 'awdeen with
Ben—I thought I heard his voice?'

It was unlike Corah to question Jill so sharplyt, ibwas obvious she
was in a blue mood, and Jill answered casuallyghathad been to a
drive-in movie with several of the girls and haespa few pleasant
minutes chatting to Ben.

‘You might have phoned to let me know you were gaiuat straight
from work,' Corah snapped. 'You are in my chargmember.'

'I'm living here," Jill protested, 'but | don't eeqt you to wait up and
worry about me. Good lord, I'm not a child!

'You've little conception of what some men can ike.l Corah lit
another cigarette, clicking the lighter impatieralyd puffing a plume
of smoke with an arrogant toss of her head.

‘Are you referring tdBen?'Jill gazed at the other girl half in anger
half in incredulity. Ben hadn't the heart to humyane but
himself—by staying here at the lanai in the hopecafching a
glimpse of Corah, or of winning an occasional fyaghile from her.
The defencelessness of Ben and his Jove put aohbiestility into
Jill's voice when she added: 'He's a nice persawhadonely one. All
he asks of me is a little conversation and sodtgbil

‘The one leads to the other." Corah spoke in acaljbrittle voice,

adding with a laugh that left her eyes quite cthlohust say your taste
in men is pretty free- ranging, my pet. My, wha¢ap for a kitten to

take, «from suave Lancelot in the morning to SidaBad in the

evening! | will say it's safer to meet them in tbader, sweetie.'

Jill stopped nonplussed, then Corah's meaningdmehto her. So
someone had told her that Roger Frenais had nowe nint
acquaintance. Norlund, without a doubt!



'Erik Norlund can mind his own business about whdd when I'm

off working premises,' she flared. 'What does ke tae for, a green
kid without a scrap of common sense? Well, if b&@ you to warn

me off Roger, then he's a bit too late. I've alygamised to go to
the theatre with him--'

'Simmer down, you little hothead,' Corah suddealyghed. 'It was
Roger who told me he'd met you—you don't imagin& tkes any
personal interest in his assistants, do you?'

And the searching look Corah gave Jill sparkedaoffuick, almost
painful blush which she hurriedly took into theckien, where she
began to make herself a couple of butter and h@aeyglwiches.
Corah came and lounged-in the doorway, the strifacung framing

her ruby-clad figure. The ruby colour made her siliow like the

deep cream on the milk Jill poured into a blue eeakVant some?'
she asked.

‘Not my tipple,' Corah drawled, turning back inte tiving-room and
pacing about, restless as a cat and just as gtaesile Jill perched
on a stool and nibbled her sandwiches. The constb@tween the
two girls was broken suddenly, raggedly, by Cofsiie stubbed her
cigarette, sat down with a swish of taffeta anahie¢awards Jill. 'If |
worry about you, honey,' she said, 'it's becausthowt looking
anything like me, you are in a sense the kid | atasneteen. The kid
bought up on a small farm down South, who left hame evening
on a Greyhound bus bound for Hollywood. My stom'ti| very
original one, Jill, but it's personal, and thattetvmakes it important.
Shall I go on?'

Yes, oh yes, Jill thought, as she quickly noddéxt Bas startled by
her own eagerness, but knew it was not occasiopedpetty desire
to be told secrets. She liked Corah, cared thawstseunhappy and
wanted to participate in her need to unburden Herse



'I'd won a couple of local beauty competitions,r&owent on, ‘and
they gave me the idea | was a cinch for the moWwsdear, you talk
about being green—I was fey-green! | really belcetleat a head of
wild- honey hair, a nice figure and good teeth waréneeded to get
into pictures. | came West with my prize money awthin two
months every bean had been shelled out on my aigggent, and
photographic still to send round to the studiost &lamogul grabbed
at the chance to put Corah Lee Bennet into a widees epic. | was
just one more blonde moth drawn irresistibly torleen lights of the
Hollywood dream factory.'

Corah swung one long bare leg over the other ardditedl its shape
with a sweep of her hand. 'These stems of minengad job in a club
called the Black Cat, where the cigarette girlsendressed up Itke
saucy cats in mesh stockings, black velvet costiandscat's ears. |
was still buoyed up at this time by the hope tlibgét a call from one
of the studios to go along for a film test, and th& was quite a
smart place on the Sunset Strip. The men who dime@ were the
maturely attractive sort, you know. They were fdlgnand | dated
one or two of them—and then one night | met a nalled Duarte
Foster.

'For me, from the moment | looked at him, it vedierchez I'nomme
all the way, even though something prodded my kaathwarned me
that he would put me through such a mill of emotizax I'd end up
with all caring squeezed out of my heart. He wagmiing any more,
and he had the kind of money and background tdagden down
South but had never known myself. He was one oftkeV.s, which

means First Families of Virginia. He knew the woddd | was mad
about him, too fast, too wildly, all my dreams @ifg a movie star
scattered like so much dust on the tail of a cof@is fame | crave,
'tis fame | must have." That was never me, | guigssas Duarte |

wanted. | loved him, and | thought he loved meé ...



That cynical flicker of a smile distorted for a memh the wide, warm
shape of Corah's mouth. She shrugged and lookéerapainted
fingernails, studying them so closely that Jill Wwnevith sympathy
clutching at her throat, that Corah was fighting Weakness of tears.

'H-he ran a racy Impala,' she continued, 'and legvkmow to get a girl
with the small attentions—if you can call triflekd Fauchon foods,
Chanel perfume, a Gucci handbag, the small attemtib didn't. |
thought of them agages d'amouil.was a country lemon of nineteer
and crazy about his Sulka ties, handcut suitstlamtlue cornflower
that always glowed in his buttonhole. The image wh&r more
importance to me than the truth behind it, fordrdi know then that
real love is an affinity between the minds and bedif two people, a
perfect meeting, resulting in physicahd mental unity. But in the
flattery of candlelit dining, wearing his camellidgse he”rt charmed
out of me by his voice, his manners, his worldig)dswas up on
cloud nine—and flying straight into the path oftliging like a lost
bird."

Corah rose restlessly and bent to the driftwood fooxa cigarette.
Her hand shook as she carried the lighter to fheftit. Her face was
pale, so that her eyes looked like twin jades. IBbk&ed her age,
tonight, with the cosmetics washed off her skin t@little lines of
trouble showing beside her mouth and her eyes.

‘Duarte had a built-in resistance to marriage,'ssti@, puffing a cloud
of smoke. 'l should have guessed, a man his agstdindnmarried
despite all that devilish charm of his. But | didniess, because wher
you're up to your ears in an infatuation you sa®ing but what you
want to see; hear nothing but the voice of thecentn your garden of
Eden. Happy marriage, he once laughed, as onlyhblel ¢augh, as
though you were the sweetest, silliest little thamgearth. You mean
mirage, my pet. When you get close to it, you firgdjust an illusion.
It's love that's the reality. Nothing is more imiamt than love . . .



'He took me to Europe,’ ash flew off the end ofals cigarette and
landed on one of her Corfu rugs. 'Paris in thengpwith the acacias
in bloom along the banks of the Seine. Then orldoeRce where we
stayed at a romantic old palazzo. From there tod&kand a taste of
the crazy night-life, and on to Seville and theldfights ... it was in
Spain, on one of the roads that sweep round thentams like
corkscrews, that Duarte crashed his car!

Jill caught her breath, and saw that the only aoiouCorah's face
was the deep green of her eyes. 'By then a ceamiount of
disillusion had crept into what | felt for Duartayt | still wanted to
marry him—I hated the way we were living, you sé&bk car had
crashed near a Spanish convent and some field vgonledped carry
Duarte there on the leaf of an old, torn-off ddaran remember the
nuns to this day, in their enormous starched wisjgdeing so kind to
me. Duarte was dying, you see! | knelt beside hinthe stone floor
of the chapel and asked him to marry me. Thereanasiting priest
at the convent and | thought, now, that Duarte @ald this one last
thing for me. He lay looking up at me. He had duwitsng face, the
kind that haunted, and there was a locked in, sngdook about it
when he said, quite deliberately, though his bodg whaking with
pain: "The Fosters don't marry little girls fronf bfilbilly farms. I've
given you more fun in six months than any other médhever give
you again—and with your farm girl's robust congittn you'll
probably live to be eighty!" Th-the nuns didn't enstand what he
was saying to me and | was so thankful about thleér-all at once he
spoke in Spanish to one of them and she rustleg swWeer long robe
and returned with the priest.

""All right, I'll marry you," Duarte said to me—drhe laughed, Jill,
though it must have been agony the way he wasuated up inside.
"It will give me something to chuckle about as Itggerdition—the
look on the faces of the Fosters when they meetitbhg hillbilly
bride. You must present yourself to them, honegnitse me you'll
do that little thing for me."



Corah mashed out her cigarette, her face a magbaiof as-she
remembered that evening in the hills of Spain, wiherman she had
loved had died as he had lived, with irony on lgs Bnd no love for
anyone in his cold, cynical heart. "Towards the ehthe marriage
service,' she continued, 'Duarte was so exhaustkdaak that | had
to put his ring on my own finger. It was his signag with his family
crest on it, and | wore it only that one time. Aftee died, | had him
buried in Spain, then | flew home to the Statdsad promised to go
and see his people, but | never kept that prorisedid | return to
Carolina. Somehow | couldn't face my people aftet sojourn in
Europe—my upbringing had been strict and | had ywattended
church. | had believed in being good, but for manthkith Duarte, 1
had been what my folks would call "bad".

'For several weeks after Duarte died 1 lived ratheressly on the
money | got from selling some jewellery he had bduge, then |
realised that | was going to have a child. | wasiséd. | didn't want a
perpetual reminder of him, and the things he hatiteane at the last.
| fought the idea of bearing a child to him andied to ignore what
lay under my heart, where love had ruled and died laft only
disillusion. But when you're carrying a child, it much with you
to be ignored. One night as you lie alone you itedirst movement,
and feeling for the new, incredible life wipes ewerything else. A
child, yours,whom you can live for, love, and if a girl reartrio
make your mistake.'

A sad little smile ran across Corah's face asa@bieed at Jill, and Jill
saw tonight that it had marked her lovely face,tthgedy of loving
and losing. 'As love grew in me for the baby, Ivgienfident that T
could be a good mother to it. I could work—hadn& farm girl's
constitution?—and | took a job in a supermarketrkvmg a cash
register. | bought things for my baby and made wy tented rooms
look cosy and nice. | was still only nineteen arythy hard not to be
hurt because | had let the chance of real maraed $lip out of my



grasp .. . then when | had been carrying the balgrs months, he
decided to get born . ..

Corah shuddered, and Jill reached out and helch&ed, tightly.
‘That car crash in Spain had done morethan killri2u& had caused
some sort of injury to the baby when | had beewviinr forward
against the gears,' these words were wrung outh@sgh never
before had Corah been able to say them. 'It wasealdoy. He lived
just eight hours a-and then he died. He was likenall wax doll |
used to play with when | was a kid down on the fawith petals
closed down over his eyes and a tiny bud of a mouith

Tears stole out of Corah's eyes and ran down hesksh The awful
part was that | had to lose him all alone, far froome, with the
things Duarte had said still burning into my mirkeklacid. Forget the
past year, the nurses said to me. Start anew etklate wiped clean.
It sounded easy enough, to walk out of the hospital leave all
bitterness behind me, but at the age of twentyd sa@ured on life.
Duarte had been taken from me—cruel as he had baed-row my
baby, my hope, had gone as well. | had no moneyhdgpital bills
had taken the last of my sayings and | couldn'terthke effort to go
back to the supermarket. One night I-I walked doterthe seashore
and | decided to walk way out into the clean sedhraot stop until it
came over my head and shut out the sound of Dsiddst bitter
words and killed the aching in my heart and my afonghe baby |
had held so briefly.

'It was late in the year and the water was coldhought | was all
alone, but there was someone else on the beachigiit—someone
who often walked there, a man as lonelpigway as | was in mine. |
couldn't swim, and it would have been so easy & thiere in the
deep, secret ocean, if Erik Norlund hadn't spotbed He swam out
after me and | fought so hard he had to knock mevidhen | came to,
| was sprawled on the sand and he was pummellihgfome the
water | had swallowed. He looked grim and feartuhte, with the



weird light of the clouded moon playing over hisdahis .silver hair
and great shoulders. | mewed there on the sandalikgghtened

kitten, and as though | were a kitten he hoistecumecarried me to
his car and drove me to his penthouse above the. $ie said he had
no use for quitters, as he stood me under the shéigevent on with

that theme as he towelled me like an infant andemmad drink hot

rum and milk. He was like a strong, clean wind Juireg over the

desolation of my life, and he showed me the wax bacanity.'

Corah turned JilI's hand and studied its smallnasd neat,

unvarnished nails. ‘Now you know, sweetie, whyel f&s | do about
Erik, and why | worry about the other kittens hieetmunder his wing.
| owe him my life and my career. | consider him fimest man I've

ever met—oh, not because he's an angel, but bebauses an earthy
humanity about him that makes it impossible for harever hurt a

woman. If he laughs at us, it's because we ticklsdénse of humour.
He doesn't laugh from cruelty, or mock just to adistic. He's a real
man,' Corah gave Jill a meaningful smile, ‘andwienan he makes
his wife will be very fortunate indeed.’

She rose to her feet. Jill watched her comb heefis through her
wild-honey hair and knew, now that there was notaitds to her
marriage with the man she had every reason to lkd@avas probably
waiting for the last bitter dregs to drain out obr@h's heart, and
something seemed to tell Jill, tonight, that herftachuch longer to
wait.

‘Say, | didn't mean to make you feel sad.' Coragdped Jill's chin and
smiled down at her.'l just don't want you to pathwour illusions as
easily as | did. You're the age | was when | camthis part of the
world, and there are men here who are thorougliliedkn all the
gambits of the love game. Don't get hurt, kyyling. Give your heart
where it will be in safe keeping, not in pawn tman who lives only
for kicks.'



Corah slept sounder for having talked about helappi marriage,
but Jill lay wakeful. The chirp of the katydids atitk night-time

rustle of leaves could not lull her off to sleep,soothe a haunting
sense of guilt. She had blamed Norlund in her nfordCorah's

unhappiness, and all the time he waited to givenat she had not
found with Duarte Foster. With the patience of skreng he held in
check the emotions which Foster had taught Corahate and

distrust. He held them in check because he had theesolitary

observer of Corah's deep despair at the time hier lcad died.

He must love her, mustn't he? And on that thoudjhdrifted off to
sleep and dreamed of a mountain, high and insurtabl&) casting
such a dense shadow that it blocked the sunshioewhich she
wanted to run and play. As she cooked breakfastfahewing
morning, she thought of her dream and absentlyetuforah's eggs
on their golden faces. To dream of a mountain eabte indicate a
barrier ... but what possible barrier was stoppiily Pride from
enjoying her new life in sunny Santa Felicia?

That evening Jill felt like being on her own ance Slipped away
from the lanai and made for a nearby beach. Thiedowas a jag of
fire where the sun was going into the sea, a gaodygelicans stood
among some rocks; weird-looking in the falling duskile the long
curving lines of the distant surf set a scene nélimess Jill felt very
much a part of as she wandered along. It had beemall day, but
now a wind was rising, combing Jill's hair backnfrber temples and
playing-cool over her throat. Damp driftwood haemevashed to the
beach and she picked up a piece, smoothly polibhettie sea and
dark as the night that was filling the sky. It wdd, tossed down the
years, perhaps from a wrecked windjammer, thosgiesailing
ships of long ago, their great sails billowing e twind as they set a
course for the China Seas or the icy waters ofahdlorth.



Jill smiled at her thoughts, as she stood at tlge exf the sands,
gazing out at the strange sea-light. The sea weae mpiite dark, as
though like the sky over a city it held the radiaé a civilisation far
down on the ocean bottom. A silver Eldorado, Jdtided, where
men in the modern armour of diving-suit and helmetuld go
exploring through the forests and jungles of tha sesearch of
leaves made of emeralds and roses made of rublissniled again at
her own nonsense, but always, from a child, shehhad a tendency
to let her mind go wandering off into a world ohfasy. She knew it
to be a form of escape—why, tonight, did she wisletcape from
reality?

She turned her gaze to the pelicans that stootlsdile grave old
salts gazing far out to sea where their memorigsdsia the ships of
their youth. You could understand, she thought, titeylonely were
drawn to the sea, and why the despairing soughiititvhen there
seemed nothing left to live for. A reflection tHatl inevitably to
Corah and the story she had related last night.

Jill gave a shiver, and as she nestled her chintire amber floss of
her sweater, she wondered if it was along thistb&aix Norlund had

been strolling when the moon had broken free ofctbads and he
had seen a woman wading into the sea, her longtraaming in the
night wind. He had plunged in after her, broughttbehe shore, and
helped her find the way back to life, laughter—&mae.

Who was right about him, really? His niece who dagdhad little

patience with the foibles of women, or Corah whoutht him

incapable of hurting one? Jill only knew that foerhhe was
unpredictable as a hurricane. Since being caughisirye, her life
had been turned topsy-turvy, and though there lead imes when
she had almost liked him, she could never reallgbe that he ever
had a gentle thought or felt a tender emotion . . .



Or could it be—she tensed in her jersey of sofd|mlive trews and
laced loafers—that she feared to think of him igeatle, beguiling,
relaxed mood?

‘What is it you are enjoying, the moon trails ome thea, or the
pelikanen?drawled a voice above the back of her head.

Think of the devil and you'll conjure him! That wasat flashed
through Jill's mind a second before she turned dofront Erik

Norlund in the moonglow. She looked up into the shimckling

eyes in the tough, authoritative face, saw themlkemof his teeth, and
felt a swift urge to run away . . . whether fronmhor herself she
wasn't sure!

He wore a turtle-neck sweater and corded troubessyight-stalking
gear, presumably. The moonlight was kind to thedim his face and
he looked a curiously younger edition of the manowtuled
Norlund's. 'Good evening, Mr. Norlund," Jill saidhad heard that
you liked walking alone on the seashore.'

'It is something we have in common, eh, a loveheftea?' He fell

into step beside her and took out of her handricaraused appraisal
the piece of driftwood she had picked up. 'Time ade have given

this quite a patina. Going to keep it?'

She nodded and took it into her own hands agantisg him a shy
smile. 'I'm curious about the many shores it hafiedrto before
coming to rest on the sands of Santa Felicia, andiétermined to
believe that it once formed part of a pirate galleo

‘The romantic ideas yockvinderget into your heads,' he laughed.

'What does that word mean?' she asked. 'Is it Banis



'Yes, it's Danish for "women"," he said. 'lt's aamkinder word, |
think, but then I'm prejudiced. Denmark is in mgdid and | never
lose an opportunity to flaunt my love of the langea

‘And what is Danish for man?' They stopped walkind Jill perched
on a mooring bollard, while Erik lounged againstabbled wall

beyond which lay fishing boats, sheds where theias unloaded
and a twinkle of lights from the harbour tavernsl @halets. Moon
shadows patterned the sand like guipure lace, walsurface of the
sea shimmered with coins of silver.

‘Were we in Denmark," Erik cupped his hands toldHhs lighter
flame from the breeze blowing off the sea, 'l sHok aDanske
mand,and you would be referred to ldke froken.'

'Lille must mean little," Jill smiled, and fingered thts and seams
of the bollard.

'Frokenis a maiden, a girl without a husband,' he puftfes strong
smoke of one of hisigarillos, and when Jill met his eyes she sa\
moonlight and a smile in them. 'Perched therehasgh on a sea
rock, you look likeDen Lille Havefrue.'

Jill had read her Hans Andersen and her heart giaweld little skip

at Erik's reference to her as The Little Mermaid-was quite a
compliment coming from such a man! The Viking pa&s so

stamped on him, physically, that you forgot thattight also have a
touch of the fey charm of his grandfather's country

'‘Corah was telling me the other day, Mr. Norlurattyou often take
trips to Denmark." Jill could hear herself speaksagolitely, and
knew in her heart that she was warding off the lohthlk that had
led to his casual and rather charming complim&iou ‘have relatives
there, haven't you?'



He didn't answer directly and her glance foundféi®, so curiously
altered and gentle in the moonlight, his light Iieened to a cap of
silver as she had seen it once before in Londothenglow of the
neons. His glance met hers, a faint smile was tgggt his lips, as
though her politeness had amused him, then he doakay from her
towards the sea.

'Yes, there is a branch of the Norlund tree dollifishing in Jutland,’
he said. 'l have two married cousins there who Isaveral children,
and | like to visit their farm. J go also to enjb things that America
can't offer.’

A pause followed his words; it was as though, bkieoy, he needed
encouragement before revealing the things that dewe special
pleasure. Jill knew there was a layer of reservigiman, and she
said gently: 'Won't you tell me about them?' "

And so she learned about the torchlight sleighsride the frozen
lakes. Fey-green Copenhagen where the salt inithiiraed the
copper roofs and steeples a pale green. Old mirntiegtres, the
music of Grieg and Nielsen performed by candlelighthe halls of
old castles, and how the beechwoods were filled sengbirds when
the trees were budding in the spring and hundredsibe anemones
lay like snow on the ground.

'‘Denmark for me is like taking a deep, necessaegtbrafter much
running. | guess it's my homeland as America caemnee.'

These words drifted out on the silky shuffle of e, while blown
on the wind came the, faint, merry wheezing of@cestina from one
of the harbour taverns. Jill was very aware ofrttes beside her, of
her aloneness with him among the shifting-shaddwiseobeach, and
she felt a sense of wonderment that, tomorrow sbeldvsee him
striding through the store clad faultlessly in higsiness grey, a
different person entirely from the one who enjoyéd castles and



music by candlelight; sleigh rides on the ice-latkakes with
cressets blowing their sparks back in the rushefwind ...

'‘Denmark sounds very lovely,' she murmured. 'Likaigtale land.’

'‘Why not take your vacation there, when it comesnd?' The
gravelly warmth had gone out of his voice, andad lgrown distant,
as though he was pulling himself up for speakingpefsonal
enchantment to an employee.

Jill felt the enchantment slip out of her grasp &etdit go with a
feeling of loss. '‘As a newcomer to the store,’ sdud, 'l suppose |
must take my holiday towards the end of the year?'

'I'm afraid so."' He flicked the stub of lugyarillo from his fingers. 'In

fairness to the other girls, | can't allow you g@ngferential treatment.
But winter holidays can be a lot of fun, and if yahould decide to go
to Denmark, | can put you in touch with some chagmeople who

speak English and with whom you can stay.’

‘Thank you, Mr. Norlund. I'm sure | should enjo tthings you've
described to me." Jill slipped off the bollard alu$ted sand from her
trews. There was a sudden ache at the base dfrbat,tand the wind
had grown cold. She must make her way home—if yaudccall an
empty cabana by that warm, welcoming word? Corah dane to
Palm Springs to model beachwear and Jill would pending a
couple of nights alone.

'‘Corah's away for a day or so, isn't she?' Norlspoke abruptly.
'‘Which no doubt means you'll be feeding yourselfp@anut-butter
sandwiches and scrambled eggs. Come on, come watand get
stoked up on the kind of food folks eat in Denmiark.

He caught at her hand, and Jill, feeling the héadpcof his fingers,
had to fight with herself not to fight him and sake a drama out of a



casual invitation to a meal. She had gone out @atith him before
tonight, and experienced his swift changes of meidout getting
all emotional. 'W-where are we going?' she askeddtirig along
beside his striding figure, leaping with him oveliree of upturned
boats.

‘To theFalkehusetthe Falcon's House,' he told her, taking her roul
the waist and swinging her from the beach to tHeblem pavement
above the harbour sheds. With lithe ease he legpirt her and they
crossed the road towards an alleyway. Jill wasamnger to this part
of town, the old part, where smuggling had oncarikhed and men
had been slipped knockout drops in their rum, t&evap on the
outward-bound whalers and schooners, in the seofitkeeir tough
masters.

'‘And what kind of things can | expect to eat at Hadcon's House?'
Her heart had lightened again, like a kite thatdembskyward after
almost zooming down to earth. She didn't dare amfeven to
herself, that it hadn't been entirely the thoughthat empty cabana
which had made her feel so flat not so many minaggs

"How about a bear steak or a reindeer tongueideia his drollest
tone of voice. 'Helped down by mead out of a skullh wild grapes
for dessert?’

‘The reindeer tongue sounds tasty,' she saidydalh with his mood,
‘but I don't fancy my mead out of a skull.'

'Sissy!' He laughed almost in her hair as he bisntai head under a
low archway and they went down a flight of lamptiéps into a cellar
restaurant. Candles burned on the tables and fédkén many

reflections in the shields, axe-blades and pewtgygs hanging on
the crude brick walls. Old clocks ticked in shadavayners, and on
the sills below the uneven windows there wlers, and brass boxes
that could have held coins out of a Viking's pucsehe pins from the



long hair of his stolen bride. A pair of red clogmall enough to fit a
child, reposed on the sill near the table to whithand Erik were
shown.

'‘Hvordan har De detinvar?' Erik enquired of their waiter, as he s
matches to the candles in a pair of smoke-glasteh®in the centre
of the table. 'The sciatica is troubling you less?"

'Ingen arsagHerr Norlund!" Shoulders, hands and eyes wemdlifo
the smoke-black beams of the ceiling. 'Is it areaafithe bones, or of
the heart?— that is what | ask myséifvad en priserwhen a man
leaves higgronholmIDo you not think?'

'‘Are there not compensations, Invar?' Erik sat iloglat the waiter,
but for a second Jill had felt the silvery flick lois eyes. Her heart
turned, as it does when a bus sweeps you dowh ®Hlit concern
him, after all, that her heart might ache now agdimafor the green
island she had left?

'l make a good living, and | have seen how the Acaes live,' Invar
said, 'but | think | will go home —soon. And nowis smile swept
from Erik to Jill, ‘what will you order?'

‘Smorrebrgd?' Erik quizzed Jill. 'The real thingthwSchnapps and
Pilsen, eh?'

‘Sounds lovely and Danish,' she said, her faceately hollowed in
the candleglow, young and eager.

‘Well, what do you think of th&alkehuset?Erik asked, when their
waiter went to fetch their food and drink.

She gazed round at the Nordic faces in the cagtkeiand the savage
glories and follies were alive again within theseoky walls, the
modern world shut out and the past locked in with smell of



herrings, pickles, strong lager, and the smoKaiofyspiparand dark
cigarillos. 'lIt's like a smoky hall of Valhalla," she saidEok. 'l can

just imagine the Danish chieftains in their helmatsl long cloaks
patterned with falcons, laughing like devils—andKmg like you.'

She fingered the ironstone ashtray and bore hig-@yed scrutiny
with a mixture of humour and tension.

Well, theyhad looked exactly like him, full of a rustic stggh, with
thin-bladed noses and eyes that gleamed with aldnger of their
swords!

""Man is a substance clad in shadows," he murchdfrevonder if
woman is a shadow clad in substance?"

'‘Meaning?' She copied his habit and quirked anreyeb

‘That what a man sees when he looks at a womarhis mind only.'

‘Now you're talking like a cynic instead of a Vigihshe reproved.

‘Which do you preferlille froken—as if | didn't know!" He laughed
and for a moment his fingers touched hers acrestatiie—a flash of
need in him to reach across the gulf of human seé@agess for warm
contact with someone else. That was how it was é@tviwo people
in love, Jill thought, and the woman he loved was @ physical
touch tonight, and he was in the mood for company!

She warmed, unexpectedly, to his receptive mood vaated to
pretend that he was a sea-roving stranger whorivateéd her to have
supper with him while his ship refuelled for furtheyaging.

‘You must be thinking me very much at home amoragdhpagan
reminders of the Vikings?' He gestured round abtioad-blades, the



winged helmets anldirs, the Viking horns from which the sea-rover:
quaffed drink as strong and potent as #ugiavit of present-day
Scandinavia.

She nodded, faintly smiling and unable to contrigaiie.

‘Do | look and behave so differently from other rdieiHe raised his
shaggy brows at her and had a lift to his headwlagtas arrogant as
an elk's.

She could almost have laughed aloud at the queatidrthought of
how it was expressed in the Bible— 'fearfully anahaerfully made.’
The hefty sweater that gloved him to the throat avdsill green, and
it threw into startling contrast his Nordic hairdaayes. Feeling her
eyes widening and locking with his, she said hdiyie'You're like
your grandfather to look at—I mean I'm judging frdrat big portrait
of him in the conference room at the store.'

'‘He was a mighty tough old bird." A quick smileadfection slashed
lines beside Erik's mouth and eyes, and he wetd tell her how his
grandfather had striven to hejp banish the old e system of
years ago, until the garment game had assumedetpeat and
dignity that it deserved. It had been a battlepxaiting but terrifying

one at times, for there had been ruthless factibat had reaped
enormous profits out of sweating their labour. iNan ever got on in
big business by being sentimental,’ Erik added, ibpays bigger
dividends in the long run to provide good workingnditions for

one's employees.’

'Is that the only reason why you do it?' She gldromvn with a smile
and knew from the things Corah had told her thatldhal wasn't
quite so hard and cool as he made out.

'‘Ah, here comes our food!" She heard him rub hredkdogether. 'l
hope you're feeling hungry?'



'I'm ravenous.' She had not bothered to cook amythiter getting in
from work and her eyes feasted on the large plattech Invar set
down on the table. There were silvery fishes rotieahd pieces of
onion, slices of smoked salmon, chunks of picklad aheeses,
stuffed eggs, mushrooms and meatballs. There vgasaabplate of
seeded rye bread, a dish of creamy butler, and $et@mapps and
golden lager. Invar poured thquavitinto small glasses and the lage
into tall, slender ones, then he wished them haggiing and left
them to their colourful feast.

"You must toss back your Schnapps in one gulp,\Eaikned, his eyes
wicked with twinkles, '‘and don't you dare chokeratiée

‘Then don't look at me,' she said. 'You always mgaria unnerve me
just as I'm about to drink something.’

'It's the custom to look at one's table compan®tha Schnapps is
tossed back. According to the Scandinavians,' p dedt sprang into
his left cheek, 'it. keeps love alive and the stoikying. Skal!'Back
went his blond head, and Jill took the plunge anidWwed suit, their
empty glasses hitting the table in unison.

'‘Douse the fire with your lager,' he laughed attdags in her eyes as
she hurriedly gulped at her lager. 'Feels good, eh?

'| feel as though I've swallowed fire and ice,' shel, breathlessly.
‘Anyway, | didn't choke.'

‘You must be growing up,' he drawled.

The open sandwiches were made by buttering a sfiteead and
piling on its surface whatever ingredients took ryéancy. Made
hungry and daring by the spicy Schnapps, Jill arpanted with
various mixtures and thoroughly enjoyed them. Aawberries
with wild honey, she still had room for a creamgnerbrOdwith her



aftenskaffeand wanted to know how she thanked him in Darosh f
such a Valhallan meal.

‘You saytak for matenjf you feel you must say it,’ he smiled. 'l
means thank you for the food.’

‘Tak for maten'she repeated after him, solemnly, with a passal
good accent.

‘VelbekommeHe inclined his head in a foreign way that yetnsee
natural in him. His eyes drowsed behind half-lowletsls and
shadows were deepening over his strong face asbhprane the
candles flickered out round™the dining-room.

'You must come here often, Mr. Norlund.' Jill spdkeghtly as she
looked round her, as though suddenly wary of thienate shadows
and the low voices they had been using. '‘Peoplp ke&ing and
raising their glasses to you—and looking at mehihk they're
wondering where your real girl is tonight.’

'‘My real girl?' He peaked a rather mocking eyebrow. 'Angolt real
after all,lille honsl I had thought there was a pixie quality about yc
and that you might vanish before | could stop yae you planning
to give me the slip?'

She shook her head and felt her smile put a straimer lips. 'l shall
be back behind my counter in the morning. I'mBiitde, remember,
not a sea-pixie who takes form when the moon isafiudl there are
silver trails to follow to the beach.’

'I've heard that you like the beach just as mud¢h@mornings,' there
was a sudden cynical note of meaning in his vo¥teu know, when

a slight mist drifts along the sands and the bneak®under to the
shore like chariots.'



Chariots—with a Delphi bronze riding one of thenill daught her
underlip between her teeth and realised that Eaikdeen her, or been
informed that she sometimes watched Roger Frenafshg of a
morning. It chilled her that he should know, andntien it! She
watched him settle the supper bill and she dik&tthe hard jut to his
chin.



CHAPTER SIX

JoviAaL remarks in Danish accompanied them to the doowhich
Erik responded in the same tongue. Jill smiledsand, God nat, but
once outside in the night air, all that smoky, dalidfriendliness left
behind, she felt her smile stiffening and fadingnéarby tavern had
ejected a few merry fishermen into the alleywayd arhen one of
them lurched towards Jill, Erik took her by the a@®beying a reflex
she couldn't control, she tried to draw free of bamd his fingers at
once tightened, letting her feel their strengthaitt actually hurting
her.

'‘What are you sulking about?' he enquired.

‘As if you didn't know!" Her voice had a shake to'liresent being
treated like a child—I'm not one! | don't have ® Wwarned about
every step | take and every person | speak to.'

'l act merelyin loco parentis His voice was quite unruffled.
‘Especially right now, with Corah at Palm Sprinigs.a pity Frenais
wasn't booked for the assignment.'

Jill's nerves gave a jump, for his deliberate nmntof Roger
confirmed her suspicion that in asking her to hewgper with him he
had been paving the way for further warning thasewlittle girls
steered clear of dark and dangerous Latm$oco parentisindeed?
He just wanted to impose his bossy will upon her!

‘Your spies keep you well informed, don't they® shid, cuttingly.

He gave a deep-throated laugh above her heaghpenao know, my
child, that Frenais surfs of a morning and that yake the beach
route to work.



Corah mentioned it to me. She was overwhelmed hy goergy,
being a typical American who prefers driving eveimare. Does
Frenais look vergeduisantiding the waves?'

‘You've got a darn cheek if you're insinuating Ikma work in order
to see Mr. Frenais surfing! Jill vibrated with igdation, made all the
more acute because she had so enjoyed dasingkefood with him,
absorbed in his tales of Denmark.

‘The fellow's a Latin and a handsome one,’ Norkindice was
gravelly and mocking. 'I'm sure he has impressedwith his looks
and his surfing skill—has he dated you?"

‘Aren't you quite so sure about that?' she flai2dn't you consider
that | rate aeal date from a man?"

She heard him catch his breath, then caught hepsiok alarm as he
swung her back against the door of one of the harbbeds and
imprisoned her within the compass of his arms. ‘Moasking for

trouble if you tangle with me, young lady," he wedn'lf you can't see
for yourself that Frenais is a notorious girl- atrashen it's got to be
pointed out to you.'

'I-l don't judge people from the say-so of othémsake up my own
mind," Jill said, straining back against the hubmldher nostrils
quivering nervously and assailed by a masculingurexof strong
tobacco, aquavit, and skin-warmed wool. 'l happen to 1-like
Roger—is that a crime?' she asked defiantly.

‘It could be, if you took him seriously." Contengaiged Norlund's
voice. 'He's the kind of guy who changes girls féesnoas he changes
his shirts, definitely not the sort I'd trust with kid sister of
mine—and | suppose | regard you more or less inlityiat.’

'‘How overwhelmingly charitable of you, Mr. Norlund!



'‘Sarcasm in the young is as nauseating as kittkmtthe mature,' he
crisped. 'Cut it out, infant, and stickto being stvend charming.'

‘Now who's being sarcastic?' she enquired,, thi#rhér knuckles
bruise themselves against the roughness of thedautas he came a
step closer and she saw the dangerous glintingsafyres. Then he
gripped her by the shoulders and she tautenedairglon lance of
panic. 'Let me go!" Her grazed knuckles swung it skefence
against his hard chest, 'lt's late and | want tbgoe--'

'‘What are you suddenly afraid of?' Her hands wemgyms moths
flying against him and she felt the heat from #lgravitof his low,
laughing breath. 'That | am what you implied—a pggére you
realising how alone we are right here, with onky thoon and the sea
to bear witness to whatever | do? The moon andsd@s&e—pagan
deities, little one, which the Norsemen worshippsdgods in their
temples--'

'‘Oh, stop it!" Jill forced herself to stop struggliand met his eyes in
the moonlight. 'Y-you couldn't be so scornful ofgeo a-and then
behave like a rake yourself--'

'‘Could be | had a spanking in mind." His glanceokstd her,
mockingly. 'What else do you imagine | was talkingout—a
kissing?'

'‘Oh!" The very idea shocked the breath out of themn she heard him
laughing with real amusement, felt its vibratiorhia chest under her
hands, and suddenly he was so unbearable in hisamoihat she had
to find relief in a hard smack across his clefté@ak. "Laughter
stopped dead in him, while Jill gasped from thenfaditingle in her
fingers and from the jolt of apprehension that $hloer heartWhat
had she done?



‘That had to happen some time, eh?' His voice aaswith a silky
danger to it. Then his left hand curved about gg@erof her neck and
her hair tumbled over his fingers as he tiltedhead in helplessness
in the large palm of his hand. The rake of his éy@® her lips to her
throat made her shake like a rabbit—she had neWesd afraid, so
incapable of movement. In a dream, or a nightmsine, heard him
say:

'‘Well, I'm darned if you or anyone else will plagduly-whack on my
face, young lady!" The moon was directly overhead then it was
out of sight and the cry on Jill's lips was lostlanthe punishing
warmth of Erik's mouth ...

Half an eternity later she was conscious of bregkiae of him and
running . . . running and not stopping until shacreed the lanai and
fled among the trees to Corah's cabana. She funtivelley out of
the pocket of her trews, unlocked the door witlhakshg hand and
hurried in out of the night. The door slammed bdhier, and then
she sank down in a chair and burst into tears.haldenever felt so
miserable. She wantéd go home to England, and she didn't care
thread of cotton if she got her cards first thinghe morning!

Jill learned the following morning, however, thatrihind had flown
to New York to attend several trade conferenceseyTtvould
probably keep him there a week or more. Miss Tresand, adding
with a sigh that the store was never the sameMitiNorlund away.

For Jill it was a blissful relief that she wouldn&veto see him for at
least a week. When he returned he would be toofidusiness talks
and trade agreements remember their brush on the beach. St
flushed wildly, remembering it, The flush had dreght away when
she turned to the counter, and Miss Trevor rematkatl she was



looking rather pale. 'You look as though you didii@tve much sleep
last night,' she said curiously.

'I-1 didn't." Jill ran the tip of her tongue aloadip that still throbbed a
little. '‘Corah's away on a modelling job and thbazea seems empty
and strange without her.'

'Oh, yes!" Miss Trevor's eyes went gossip-brighe's at Palm
Spring”®, isn't she? | wonder if she'll fly on to¥ork for a round of

the clubs with Mr. Norlund and return with him neveek? Perhaps
they'll get engaged and she'll come back with alifigny diamond

on her third finger—what excitement there will berédr when Mr.

Norlund decides to get married! Oh, the fortunghaf few and the
fortitude of the many,' sighed Miss Trevor. 'Heflake a thrilling

husband.'

Jill thought it wise not to comment, and had a geaduse in the
arrival of a customer. Wednesday was half-closiag dnd it was
around twelve o'clock when a tall, dark figure pas®utside the
glass doors of Speciality and peered in at Jillwés Roger! He
smiled, gestured at the dial of his wristwatch #ipded a hand in
imitation of a wine glass. Jill guessed at oncé liegawas asking her
to have lunch with him. She hesitated, then shoek Head. He
shrugged regretfully and went on his way.

But Jill hadn't bargained for Latin persistenca] aren she left off

work and was crossing to the marina for a solitanch at the Sea
Bird, a little seafood restaurant, she noticedeslslivory roadster

parked near one of the glass pagodas. In the trigeat sat a lean
Latin in a sports jacket, a red silk scarf fluttgriat his throat and a
brown hand beating time on the car wheel to thee the was

whistling—Pour Pierrette et Pierrot.

Jill was debating dodging into the pagoda whengutted her. He
swung long legs over the low-slung side of theazat came striding



towards her. Jill watched his approach with a coekting heart, far
too feminine not to feel the swarthy attractivenesthe man.Salut
et bonne chandehe said, wickedly pretending that he had nonbe
waiting about on the marina in the hope of seeiag His russet-lit
eyes ran over her—and in the eyes of a Frenchnesia tisually lurks
a warm appreciation of womankind—taking in her cdolen
two-piece with a scalloped neckline and short steev

‘You look ravissantg he smiled. '‘Are you on your way to luncheo
alone?'

‘Yes, alonemonsieuy she couldn't help smiling back at him, th
eternal charmer who would have told a girl she émbknchanting if
he had come upon her ankle- deep in housework, lathhair in
rollers and dust on her face.

‘Ah, but it would be a crime for two people to e&ine when they
might eat together. | have a table booked at trei€e, and it would
be so much better for my digestion if | had a chaghcompanion to
talk to.'

As she stood hesitant, he added: 'Come, lunchmatlfor the sake of
my amour-propre."

'l don't think your self-love is so easily injureshe fenced.

‘Then to maintain thesntente cordialebetween the English and
French.' His eyes were amused, and though shectedpbat he was
unused to all this wheedling before getting his ovay, he seemed to
be enjoying the novelty of it. He really was ratbkarming, that red
neckscarf fluttering at his throat, long legs ipeeed fawn gabardine,
his hair very dark but not slicked down as the wos@nagazines
always depicted Latins . . .



With a little murmur of surrender she walked witmtto his car. He
turned for a smiling scrutiny when she was setéligdinst the ivory
leather, her apricot two-piece and tawny hair mgldmice contrast.
'‘Does it make you shy that | like how you look?"dsked. 'Should |
not say it and pretend you are the English spoiis ih comrade?’

'It's neither," she laughed. 'The word you megmais'Ah, yes—pal.
The cool Englishman, he calls you this, eh, andtyouat his heels
like a pretty and obedient poodle?

‘Not quite.' She indicated the clock set in thehBaard. 'The time's
getting on, Mr. Frenais. You'll lose your tablg@fu don't watch out.’

'‘Will you do me one more favour?' He cocked a darkeedling
eyebrow. 'Will you call me Roger?'

‘Very well—Ro-jay,' she smiled, imitating his acten

‘Ah, | like the flash of gaiety." He nodded, asugb well satisfied,
and the tailpiece of his car gave a cough like wastul singer
clearing her throat before hitting a high C, anelytshot away from
the kerb. "You are relaxing with me—a good sign.'

'l relax just so far,' she warned, the sea windppimg through her
hair as they raced beside the long, palm-linedmaashe heard him
laugh, and thought of the various warnings she readived about
him ... a thought which led in a direction from wiishe hurriedly
retreated.

The Charisse was a French restaurant, the waltsmad, the mirrors
straddled by pert cupids, the tables set in frohtreml leather
banquettes. 'Do you like French feddl?' Roger and the waiter were
regarding her with gourmet gleams in their eyegl sine at once
closed her large, incomprehensible menu and lagghtold Roger
that she was in his hands— as far as lunch went-albbshe asked



was that he didn't order snails for her. 'lI'd inm@gthem crawling
about in the garden of the cottage in which | usdde, toting their
little houses on their backs!'

'So the British can be romantic,' his eyes smiledctly into hers,

then he turned to the waiter and Jill sat back e domfortable

banquette and listened to the rapid and enthusiasithange of
French at her side. She could see herself refleatadnirror across
the room, small, big-eyed, hopelessly unsophistand it came to
her that she was certainly meeting all types her&merica. The

blond, rawboned Danes of tl@lkehusetast night, and today the
well-dressed Continentals of Roger's kind of world.

She didn't make any comparisons, but she was awfaaelack of
tension with the Frenchman. Maybe she needed a béikn last
night's brush with Erik Norlund, for in every wayéer was the
opposite of that craggy, unpredictabkgvageDane—like suave
lager he chased away the shock and lire of a dodSehmapps!

With this reflection in mind—it rather amused heshe proceeded
to enjoy Roger's sophisticated choice of food. Rormgeapefruit as a
starter, pink and juicy. Then salmon cutlets ini@agpth a dry white
San Patricio wine; Steak Diane witloeurs d'artichaut, pommes
soujjleesand mushrooms broiled in butter, this course apeoned
by a rose wine, glowing in wide- bowled glasses.

‘There is a warmth and sweetness to this wine.ERgned the stem
of his glass and eyed Jill reflectively. 'Lovers shhave trod the
grapes. You have never seen the grape-treadingilieh,

She shook her head. 'I've heard that it's verytieggishe said. 'From
which part of France do you conmapnsieur?'

'‘Ro-jay, remember!" He shook a reproving head at'fike home of
my parents is in the Basque hills, which is no d@usurprise to you.



| think you have me tabbed as a Parisian sophisticget my

background is a simple one. My parents\agneronspeople of the

soil, and | grew up with my sisters and brothersvary earthy

surroundings. We had no bathroom and we made duti@is in a

mountain stream, fun in the summer, not so whendbhever the

water had to be broken. The working of the soilar@ppealed to me
and, a dreamer as a youth, | decided to be a pantel made my
way to Paris.

'It soon became apparent, however," Roger shruggeddbroke a
breadstick with his lean fingers, 'that | had mofe knack with a
camera than a paintbrush, and | found work as toghapher for the
chic magazines. There was a mannequin of muchyezdite of the
House of Delusine, and | took a selection of ph@pls of her that
won me a coveted award. Offers of employment foldirom New
York, so,' he gave a shrug of sheer cynicism tine,t'l came in
pursuit ofle pot au lait.To be poor as a child drives a saint to heave
and a devil to various hells. | am rich now, bliad ambitions, you
understand, to be a traetiste.'

'‘But | think you are,’ Jill exclaimed warmly. 'Sany photographers
strive for outlandish effects, but you achieve wosp naturally,
without making models look as though they're ridingjothes-horse.’

He laughed with delight at that one, then laidlbigy brown fingers
on her wrist. 'You are winsome and sympathegkatite.| thought you
would be so even before we spoke together. Youglaek now that
you allowed yourself this luncheon with me?’

‘The meal is delicious,' she said, taking notehef darkness of his
fingers against her skin and feeling their warmth.

‘And the company?' he pursued.



'‘Not exactly delicious," her fugitive dimple mad& appearance, 'but
definitely entertaining.’

‘You are both," he murmured, and added on the tlest of a laugh:
'‘Does thecouleur de rosef the wine reflect itself in your cheeks, o
are you blushing®res bienjt suits you to blush, for | had the though
when we met on the marina that you looked paléeh witcloud of
despondency in your eyes. You were a little distdsabout
something, eh?'

'‘Oh, nothing important, Roger." She quickly drew hand from
under his as the waiter brought their dessert, @ngee filled with
ice-cream and masked in hot chocolate sauce. Asfugiive
mouthfuls melted on her tongue, she reflectedRioger's charm and
Gallic good looks had helped to cheer her up. Sladdeen depressed
to the point of tears all morning and once or twiad had to give real
hard blinks in an effort to stop them from fillitgr eyes. There had
been days of hot, quick tears following her losssodndma Pride,
and she couldn't quite understand why much ofuhbhappiness had
come stealing back.

As lunch with Roger drew to a close, he said helvbave asked her
to spend the afternoon with him if he had not bieeoked for some
photographic work. ‘We could have gone as far agtyBird Lake
for a swim. You would have liked that?' he asked.

'l still have our bedroom rugs to shampoo,' shended him. 'Would
you have me neglect my household duties?'

‘Are you very domesticated, Jill?' His smile wasuaed but gentle.
'‘Domesticity in women is a virtue much admired logrichmen.'

‘Even you, Roger?'



'Even I—with my so terrible reputation." He gestungith Gallic
indignation. 'Why is it automatically assumed oftiha that their
main objective in life is to charfa femmanto the mood for love?'

‘Isn't it, monsieur?'Her smile over the rim of her coffee cup wa
innocently demure.

He held her eyes with his and suddenly his smile raffish. 'l think
after all that | will take a holiday this afternqbrhe spoke
deliberately, 'and your bedroom rugs can await gteampoo a while
longer. Wewill drive to the lake and swim together. There is
loghouse restaurant set among pine trees wherallgine, then we
will drive home under the moon--"Aren't you takiragher a lot for
granted?' she broke in.

‘Are you afraid of me, after all?' he taunted. '@pjrdo you believe
all that you are told about a man? Cannot you jutigee things for
yourself?'

'Of course | can, it's just--'

‘That it would be highlyndecentto drive into the hills with a man!'
The amusement in his eyes had grown unkind. 'lldhremember, of
course, that you are British, but does it not geirig to always play it
safe and cool? Tell me," he suddenly capturedihgerfs and held
them still within his, 'have you never had a bag+id?'

‘Doesn't it show?' Suddenly she was tired—tiretiof and all men,
and she just wanted to be alone. 'You said you iveo&ed for some
work, and | really think you ought to go and db it.

‘There has really been no romance in your life?"

'‘As | just said,monsieur,doesn't it show that | am quite withou
worldly experience—naive, in fact?"



'‘Ah, you grow angry with mepetite!' His fingers tightened around
hers. 'l did not mean to anger you, but what neglkg on the part of
all Englishmen that not one of them has told yaat ffou have the
charm of glens and rock pools, and a most wondpeulof eyes.'

'Pleasemonsieur--'

‘Very well, my little goose, | will take you home shampoo your
rugs, and then like a man of duty | will returnnby studio to work.
Mon dieu,you will have me with my nose to the stone griridkeer our
tres formidableboss, is this not so?'

Jill laughed outright, for she just couldn't imagithis gay and
flirtatious Latin ever working as hard as the®s formidableboss.
Life in Roger's philosophy was to be enjoyed, asmand as often as
possible, whereas Erik Norlund was driven in theeodirection by
inner loneliness and its far from easy assuagentéistpleasures
were totally different from Roger's. He liked theasat night, quaint
Viking cellars, and ice- locked lakes with the naard girls singing
the songs of Nielsen as they raced along in tHedggs or their
yachts . . .

'‘Bon, | have made you laugh and now we are friends agdifd'
Roger smiled at her, and then with a total disrédarwho might be
looking in their direction he raised her hand ars$d&d her wrist very
lightly— and it wasn't until they were on their wayt of the Charisse
that Jill noticed a woman in a smart chenille suntl a cloche hat
made of tiny feathers. Karen Manet... her eyeshike-green stones
as they dwelt on Jill's startled face.

'Hullo, Jill"" Ice edged the graciousness of hercgpbut being a
female her smile warmed when she looked at Rogad how are
you, Mr. Frenais? Did you like Corfu?'



They talked together for a few minutes, then saiddipye, Jill
acutely conscious of tingling earlobes when shindabger's car and
it was speeding away from the restaurant. She aathe tip of her
forefinger and knew without a doubt that Karen badn Roger kiss
her wrist—a little scene she would be bound toteela her brother
when he returned from New York! She would tell honboost her
argument that Jill, after aH was not quite the trigghrt of person for
her 'little girl' to associate with. He would thitikat she was openly
defying him in letting Roger Frenais kiss her—in pablic
dining-room of all places!

Anyway, it had been a civilised kiss. Roger hagn&hed her against
a harbour shed door and left her with an achingtinand bruises on
her waist from a large hand forgetful of its strémg

'‘Karen Manet is an attractive woman,' Roger renthrkeseems to
me that she and her brother have little in common.’

‘Linda once told me that the younger sister, Viwimore like Mr.
Norlund in looks and ways,' said Jill. 'But theruymust have seen
her some time or other at the store, Roger.’

'‘Ah, yes! She, too, is large-boned and very Norwlie, | do not like
women to be large in anything but the eyes anchdeet. | prefer
thempetite' Jill felt his side-glance, 'with wrist and ankienes one
might snap between the fingers.'

'How sadistic of you, Roger!

'‘Are you not aware that there is a streak of snhal cruelty in men
which is never quite subdued?' Roger chuckled. tiEp upon
occasion, a woman is like a small soft kitten tiog and we have the
urge to stroke her fur the wrong way. It is, yowerstand, a kind of
rough petting, or in more Freudian terms a maratest of the fact
that love can be as cruel as it can be kind.



Jill,' he spoke thoughtfully, 'do you ever thintoait falling in love
and marrying?'

‘Well,' she gave a laugh, 'if love can be as roaglyou say, then |
think I'll stay single and safe.'

'It can also be exciting," he murmured.

'‘Have you been in love many times?' She spokelyigéwd when he
pulled into the kerb in front of the flower-scapgadn of the lanai and
sat facing her with an elbow on the wheel, she kivem his wry

French smile that many women had fallen for hine likaves in
autumn. But he was not like the man who had hura@so much,
and left her so distrustful of other men. Roger kraown poverty as a
boy, and though the poor have vices like everydse, ¢hey rarely
have the vice of utter selfishness.

‘You look at the lines in my face and the silvemy hair and you
think | am the gay one, eh?' He gave an eloquanggstA man is a
man, | am afraid, but as Donne said: "If ever asguty | did see
which | desir'd, and got, 'twas but a dream of thee

'Roger--' his quote had shafted a little dart efralinto her heart, but
before she could say any more he pressed a findgeartlips.

‘Betranquille,'he smiled. 'l realise that you must be given timget
to know me, but | find you very attractive, Jillhdre is a youthful
vulnerability about you which makes unattractivee thhard
self-assurance of too many women a man meets tlagse But you
want me for a while as a big brother, no? Thergabbaother | will try
to be.'

‘You're very kind, Roger," she said sincerely.



'‘Everyone should be kind to you,' he rejoined, 'butoticed a
coldness in the eyes of Karen Manet when she Sjookau. Are you
not a friend of her daughter's?’

Jill nodded. 'Yes, Linda and | are friends, but MManet is
possessive of her and inclined to resent Lindaés fer other people
in her life.'

'‘One should try not to be possessive of thoseares|' Roger agreed,
'but love is like hate, and when driven by it, ppase we are not
always ourselves. It is easy to see that the Hablkfaren is a woman
of feeling—her brother, the big Nordmann, he is stinimg else.
There is a man who enjoys conflict and power—bué® The trim,
check-clad shoulders lifted in a Gallic shrug.must take second
place in the life of a man who gives so much ofdetto his work.
He lives at the store, breathes the place day agiat!n"Can any
woman hope to compete with such a rival! No! Ankhews, and he
will marry a woman who will never attract his atien away from
his great, glitteringgrande damef a store."'

Roger's argument was a sound one, Jill reasoneahofenan wild
with love would have waited several years for a \@orno get over
her first love. Erik Norlund had waited, and wheor&h married him
she would know she was taking on a rival, the stéreituation,
surely, that held the seeds of another kind of thezak, for no
woman capable of deep love was going to be satisintil she held
the whole of a man's devotion.

‘You agree with me that Norlund is a man of powathe&r than
passion?' Roger asked.

'I-1 think there's passion in him," said Jill, remigering arms that had
reduced her to helplessness, and lips that hadvéein enough to
shut out all the chills that a woman feels, 'boglieve he does put the
store before everything else. He's set it up ascl in a shifting



world, for rightly or wrongly he has lost faith iany values but
business values; he thinks life nowadays is somadistic that there's
no point in bothering to love his fellow men.'

'‘But such a loss of belief would happen only in annof deep
sensitivity,' Roger exclaimed.

'Erik Norlund is such a man," Jill said, withousleadow of doubt in
her eyes. 'He's barricaded himself into his fostréise store, and he
refuses to let down the portcullis that would allawinvasion of his
heart.'

‘Then the help af bon dieus going to be needed by the woman wh
marries him,' Roger said, and he touched a qugkta each of Jill's
hands. 'Now at your insistence, my wise little @jXidepart for work
and leave you to your household duties. Who taygito be so wise
and dutiful?'

‘A little old lady who must, I think, have been ko thevigneronsof
your Basque hills," Jill smiled. '‘My grandmother.’

'‘God bless your grandmother!" Roger said, addirt) Wwis. raffish
smile: 'The Basque gallants borrowed the sayingn fitoee Spaniards
across the border, who say it whenever a prettypgsses by. But
you are not just passing by, eh? We meet agaimygdening?'

She nodded, then slipped her hands free of hidedriterself out of
the car. She smiled down into his eyes, which Hed dlant and
attraction of a cat'sAdieuuntil Friday,' she said, and watched the c:
speed away like a fox with a hound after it. Shdexirto herself and
knew that a friendship with Roger would hurt neitbethem. Love?
She didn't think he would let himself go that fatass he thought she
could love him in return. He was too Gallic, toagtcal, too worldly
to go in for the drama of unrequited love, anddind be fun to have



him for a friend. He was entertaining and sophaséd. A girl could
acquire polish from such a man.

Jill walked along the path that led to the cabahasying youthful
laughter in and around the pool even before shehesghit. 'Get into
your bikini and come on in,' someone called out. $he laughingly
shook her head. She wanted to shampoo her hairelsas the
bedroom rugs, both of which would dry quickly instlgorgeous
sunshine.

She unlocked the cabana door and stepped insiokéingpat once the
little yellow envelope on the mat. She quickly mdkit up, noticing

with a heart flutter that it was a telegram. Hendhérembled as she
opened it, It was from Corah. 'Won't be home tibmday,' she had
wired. 'Flying to New York. Watch your step withneelot, kiddo!

Jill stared at the sunshine edging through thedbliand striping
Corah's rugs in lines of gold; she heard, as imdliew of a shell, the
sounds of laughter and banter from the bathing aodlfelt curiously
detached from the play of the young; from the lghearted
flirtations and quick-sprung romances that lastedek, a petal
falling each day until there was nothing left, rgen heartbreak. Jill
had never been young, except in years, and witHash fof
premonition —women do have them, and strange aplicable as
they are, they nearly always come true—she knewthidew York,
Corahwould decide to get married again and sheuld return to
Santa Felicia with an engagement ring on her finger

For such a momentous occasion, Jill decided, shddwave the
cabana looking spanking bright. After a cup of eeffand with the
new record she had bought spinning on the turntalflehe
record-player, she set to work, quite unawarewlwahen all over the
world turn to housework for an alleviation of heatte, anger, even
grief..



Jill's burst of energy gradually ebbed away intspent but not
exhausted tiredness. She had washed her hair amd aked a
couple of small fruit pies, one for herself and émeBen Childers,
who liked a bit of home cooking.

It was now dusky outside, and with her tubbed bawered by a scarf
and the pie under a teacloth, she made her wagmsBabana. She
mounted the steps and pressed the bell, but sewarates later he
still hadn't answered her ring, then sudden ligtafted from the
doorway of the adjacent cabana. 'Hi there!" theupant called
across. 'Ben's away, honey. Something about a abweé's been
offered. | guess he'd have told you, but you wererhe from work
when he left—that would have been around one &clde took a
holdall with him, so | guess he won't be back utdihorrow, or
maybe Friday.'

'‘A—new job?' Jill felt pleased for him, but wasa&irprised by the
suddenness of his decision.

‘It came like a bolt out of the blue, | understatite woman went on.
‘A phone call, the chance of an interview, you kriewv it is. Say, |

hope you didn't want him for anything special—hendi say where
he could be reached.’

'‘No, | just baked him a pie for his supper,’ Hllled back. 'Thank you
for letting me know he's away.'

‘You're welcome, honey. | know you and Ben are giigehds and

that you often visit with him—he's a nice guy, arsllonesome for a
man when he hasn't got a woman around all the froga't you think

sS0?'

'l do indeed,' said Jill, adding a hasty goodneyid retreating from
the friendly curiosity of Ben's neighbour. The cadaourt was a hive
of lively, innocuous gossip, and Jill aroused spe@n because she



was British, inclined to be shy, and clearly uniagted in the boys
who were part of the small community. All too sdwr name would
be linked with Roger Frenais', and she didn't vizant's on the list as
well!

Back in her own cabana she had a meal and sahgefmtian hour or
so, then on impulse she carried the portable T&/time bedroom and
lay in bed watching the late-night movie, an olaggster epic which
was so noisy that she finally switched it off. Witie room invaded
by darkness and the chirp of katydids, it was itadle that her
restless thoughts should start to unwind like bafdilm, some of the

scenes blurry and unimportant, others clear-cghifscant.

Tired but unable to sleep, she let her thoughtsinshwived again
through the apprehension with which she had gonedik that
morning, and the relief she had felt upon learrihvag Norlund had
flown to New York on business. The fingers that Istapped him
clenched the coverlet of her bed, but in all praldgkhe would not
have done anything further to punish her for thaignity. He had
paid her back with a kiss equally angry and undigaj and there
was no one ever to know that either scene had @gtur .

But | know, she thought, and he knows. We sharsdlectiveness of
being there in the shadows of a harbour shed, likee—guarrelling
lovers. | know, now, what it feels like when hedwh woman close,
the shape of his mouth is imprinted on mine, thengj feel of his
shoulders remains remembered by my hands. .;

There, at that point, she toppled through a dadswchof realisation.
In the midst of his angry kiss she had put her aami®ss his
shoulders, and no woman does that in fear, she does
protectiveness, the age- old gesture of acceptandecomfort and
understanding. You are but a boy, the gesture seegay, and | have
been a mother through all the ages. Hurt me, eadtm e, but I'l
always find it in my heart to— to--



Jill turned her head wildly into her pillows andflstd the rest.

The two days that followed were busy ones, andedijbyed very
much the play which she saw on Friday evening Ritiger. They
discussed it as the car whipped along the Pacifijoway, with stars
in the sea, and the moon gliding along overheady Ttad supper at
the Chez Willow, where with practised ease Rogedegu her
through the pleasant intricacies of a foxtrot. BatKkheir table his
glance dwelt on the smooth pallor of her arms urterlantern
sleeves of midnight- blue chiffon, but he said figlhat he was glad
she was not a girl who went in for modern dancing—\8tus
dancing, he termed it.

Jill laughed and sipped her brandy and benedictuhéch made her
feel pleasantly drowsy on the way home. 'You hav@yed this
evening?' Roger asked, before they said goodnigbt liked the
play, our suppela deux,and being in my arms by the so kinc
permission of a dance orchestra?’

‘The play was lovely," she smiled, her head laailyest against the
leather of his Lancia. 'So was supper— and you @auperbly,
Monsieur Frenais.'

‘Dancing with you was the best part of the everfimgme.' He
growled the words in his throat, but when she ganglimmer of his
teeth in a smile she knew he was testing her @adti a possible
change in the brotherly behaviour he had maintamedt of the
evening. She played it cool and remained just asas, well aware
that to retreat from a wolf was to invite a sudgennce.

'‘Ah!" he said, and there was comprehension indnik eyes under the
slanting brows and silver-streaked hair. 'In jug¢\& days you have
grown up, it seems to me. Gone is the candid Idok child, now



your lashes half shield your eyes as though thdg ki secret.' He
leant a little closer in order to peer into heregad she turned her
gaze from his curiosity to the blandness of the moo

'‘Are you being provocative?' For the very first dirthere was an
unsure note in his voice. 'If | come closer to lonto your eyes, |
shall be closer to your lips. Do you want that?'

'l want us to be friends,' she' said. It wasn'tleapfor he didn't
frighten her, but if he kissed her, something terslyp promising
would be snapped between them.

‘There was something my grandmother used to sdyshilled, an
echo of Grandma Pride's snap and crackle in heeytdhat you can
no more compel love than you can tell a fly to boazof a window.'

‘Mondieu' he drew in his breath sharply, 'there idinesseabout the
British, is there, only bluntness? So, my frail Mahde-in the
moonlight, you are telling me to buzz off?'

‘Just for now,mon vieux She chuckled at his wry expression an
lightly touched his sleeve. 'We are, after allaa pf adults. We both
know that if you grab for the stars you end up waithandful of dust.'

'Or a handful of snow! He groaned and droppedsa &n her wrist.
‘Now leave my car, you piece of British ice—perhhpsght decide
to chance your company another time.'

She laughed and her silver shoes twinkled as ghgesl out of the
Lancia. She had told Roger earlier that she didmsh him to
accompany her to the cabana, and with a wave amdila she left
him. She glanced round when she reached the tneesatched him
lighting a cigarette. He tossed back his head amuke plumed into
the air; a dark satyr but a likeable one, Jill thiotithen he saluted her
as in the days of rapiers and gallantry and tlemcéd was shattered ac



his modern charger roared off into the night. Whbka silence
resettled, the trees had enclosed Jill in theideha

The following day Jill had a telephone call frormtla. She had
written to tell Keefe about the picnic and he hadten back to say
he and Ron were' looking forward to it. Roy sengarels and
apologies to Jill. Things had been in a regulartlausvhat with

arranging about his job and getting fixed up wiltpsd but he would
make up for his tardiness when they met. Jill, Whd just come out
of the pool, felt her bare toes gripping a rug. @drn this picnic! She
felt like putting it off .

'Have you told your mother you're coming to theala@wmorrow'?'
she asked.

'‘No—and I'm not going to."' Linda's voice went highih defiance.
'I'm phoning you right now from a call-

box.

‘Any particular reason?' Jill could feel her hdhridding under her
damp swimsuit.

‘Mom said | wasn't to see you any more.'

‘That's fine with me!" Jill's cheeks were blazihglidn't want to get
involved in this picnic idea, so it's probably biéste forget all about
it--'

‘Jill, no!" Linda sounded now on the verge of hgiateYou can't let
me down. You won't! | know you care whether I'm wapor
miserable, and if T don't get to see--Keefe tomaralill, just this



once! | shan't ask you to let us meet at the lasiiayou're against the
iIdea, but I'm so looking forward to the picnic--'

‘But your mother's told you to keep away from nddl's voice was
cold and shaking. 'She thinks I'm a bad influencgy@u, and if she
gets to hear about Keefe coming here to meet yaouid mean the
sack for me at the store.’

‘Uncle Erik wouldn't be that unfair!" Linda exclaach 'He wouldn't
think it a crime for us to go on a picnic with aupte of boys. He liked
them when he met them--'

'He likes things out in the open and above bodiltispoke in a very
certain voice. 'He wouldn't add his endorsementany secret
meetings with Keefe, and you know it, Linda.'

'l think you're scared of him," Linda cried badiou surprise me, Jill.
| thought you had the gumption to stand up to aeyon

'‘When | know I'm in the right,' Jill said tiredl\y.inda, promise me if
we go on the picnic tomorrow that you'll tell yomother about it
afterwards. Try to make her understand that youl neget to know
Keefe properly, with her sanction. Will you pronfse

‘Anything!" Linda said extravagantly. "You dishl|l'JI knew you
wouldn't let me down.’

'‘Don't you let me down. 'Bye, now!" Jill cradledetiphone and
reflected that the most hampering thing a persaiddee landed with
was a soft heart. No matter how badly she felt abus picnic, she
would have felt worse if she had stuck out forcigmcellation. She
gave a little shiver and was pushing the damp stoder swimsuit
off her shoulders as she made for the bathroonadrat shower.



She awoke early the following morning and spent thaurs
preparing eats for this outing that closed straoigiy fingers around
her heart each time she thought about it. Whatemms®e Was she
really so scared of Erik Norlund that she had tepkgetting this odd,
apprehensive feeling? He was miles away in New YeoriHe
wouldn't suddenly come striding along the beacheakad the other
night, looking grim, with those knots of muscle siag beside his
mouth, and accuse her of encouraging his niecefiorgr mother.

Into the sisal hamper went sliced salami, harddobiéggs, giant
tomatoes and Queen Green olives, potato salad warad rhould,
pumpernickel bread and a box of cheese spreadv&lid fix coffee
and juice flasks later, and put in half a poundawf frankfurters for a
beach cook-out; they could buy rollssdtakery—ah, and she mustn*
forget the mustard! She was whipping fresh madesdwakes out of
the oven when Linda arrived. She was flushed, blesd, and said
she had comall the way from Pasadena by bus. 'Part of the plbt, Ji
She threw herself down anchair witha puff, a smile, and a pleading
pout. 'Mom thinks I'm there for the entire weekemdbelieve
Grand'mere suspects that I'm up to something,Hmis & good sport
and she won't phone Mom and split on me.’

'‘Quite a plot!" said Jill, surveying Linda with Heasinds on the hips of
her rust-coloured trews. 'l suppose you do redhse | shall be
regarded as the villainess of the drama?’

'Don't exaggerate.' Linda could laugh now she ha@chgr own way

and was actually here, with the loaded hamperbéaeh rugs and a
collapsible playball to testify that the picnic wastually going to

take place. '"You said yourself that it's no crimgo out with a nice

boy. Actually,' Linda looked impish and curiougls same time, 'I'm
saving you from the clutches of a wolf in encounagyou to see that
loping lamb of a Roy Scott."'



'Roger isn't a wolf—well, not where I'm concernddl's cheeks felt
suddenly hot and she turned to the table and- begamrap the
cheesecakes in paper napkins. '1 suppose it'sdeetas been seeing
Roger Frenais that you've been warned off me?

'‘Mom was looking for an excuse," Linda mumbledl, 'Dishouldn't
have thought Roger Frenais was your sort.'

'‘We're just good friends,' Jill rejoined, 'and tgbut might sound like
a cliche, it happens to be true. I think it's aeca$ strangers in a
strange land converging for mutual sympathy.'

‘Jill." Linda jumped to her feet and took the otget by the waist,
'something's not quite right with you— | can tdlllisn't only the
picnic and the fact that I've fibbed to Mom—youmsasmhappy about
something. Aren't things going right at the stase,are you just
pining for England?’

'l guess | miss the green fields and the soundngfigh voices," Jill
admitted, 'but that's beside the point. You willyeur mother about
today, won't you?'

'I-1 suppose | will, fuss-bucket.' Linda fingerdtetpine green scarf
knotted at the neck of Jill's cream and honey tint. ‘And now I've
relieved your mind on that point, won't you tell méat else is
troubling you? We're friends, Jill. Right from tHast time | walked
into the boutique we liked each other, and | kn@w far better than
Mom does. | know you aren't a flirt, but quite hstigl shouldn't like
to see you—falling for a guy like Roger Frenais—'

'I'm not falling for Roger!" Jill gave a laugh dtet idea. 'What
preposterous nonsense!'

'‘Mom said he was kissing you, quite openly.'



'On the wrist, because he's a Frenchman and thay ithno more
than a handshake. Now how about helping me to makee and
juice for the flasks? The boys will be here bef@eeknow where we
are.’

Mention of the boys successfully switched the traridLinda's
thoughts. 'Jill, you'll have to lend me some begehr,' she said. 'l
didn't dare take any to Grand' mere's in case Mawm is in my
overnight bag.'

'‘Let's go and sort something out.' They went irfte bedroom,
recalling the evening in London when Jill had bared Linda's
white chiffon dress in order to go to the theatréhviher and her
uncle. 'Seems ages ago,' said Linda, slipping Dlx¢oneat suit into
rowan-red hipsters and a strawberry-pink shirthdihded her a pair
of straw espadrilles and agreed that the time loacht

‘That's better,’ said Linda, after fixing her haia pony-tail. ‘Now |
feel ready for fun and games.'

The two girls returned to the kitchen to prepar dninks, and Jill
was about to put another orange in the juicer vélengave a sudden
laugh. 'l bet the boys will bring Pepsi and bedhwihem,' she said.
‘They won't want juice!’

'‘Oh, aren't we nitwits?' Linda laughed, and tharcheeks went quite
white as in that moment the gay sound of young oiaee voices
approached the cabana. Linda was holding the mdphdffee
percolator midway between the stove and the tabhere a flask
stood uncapped and waiting to be filled, and &sa the percolator
tilting dangerously over the scant protection afida's espadrilles,
she leapt and grabbed it out of her nerveless Hdodt of the hot
coffee jolted harmlessly to the floor, but seves@lhshes had searec
Jill's hands before she could set the percolatf@ysdown on the
table. Then she stood back, gasping with pain ha#lisg the hands



as if to shake off the growing red weals. Lindasttmoking at her in
speechless horror. 'Hi there!" A sandy head cankengoound the
open kitchen door. 'Anyone for volley-ball— say, girl, what in the
name of thunder have you gone and done to yourself?

Roy Scott leapt over the sill of the door, quicidflowed-by Keefe,

and the next few minutes were for Jill a confusibithrobbing pain,

voices high with alarm, and sudden action. Somdonst her hands
beneath the cold water tap in order to wash offdfieky coffee,

someone else said that scalds had to be quickdyette and very
carefully her hands were wrapped in a clean tetr@dod she was
hurried out of the cabana into the blazing sunshine



CHAPTER SEVEN

'‘ARE you all right, Jill?' Roy's voice was shaky witbncern as the
four of them hurried down the front path of thedato a parked
convertible. She gave him a little nod, and whersdid that it was
best that she get her hands treated at the hqspdame to her that it
had somehow been inevitable that the picnic shand in a
catastrophe of some sort.

Roy helped her into the back seat of the car, whigr@a joined her,
still looking white-faced and shocked. The two bayisl into the
front seats, and then they were off—but not to emjemselves on
the beach playing volley-ball and roasting frantdts.

'‘Poor Jill," Linda sighed, 'it's all my stupid fathat you got scalded.
Do—do your hands hurt horribly?’

‘They're stinging a bit, that's all," Jill lied @r&ully. 'The doctor will
put grease and gauze on them and | daresay theyds right as
ninepence in a few days.'

But already the scalds were blistering, and Jihifiy emerged from
the hospital treatment room with swath- ings ofagaon both hands,
a shot in the arm to relieve the pain, and a wtarel tucked into the
front pocket of her trews. 'l've got to come backhe morning,' she
said ruefully to her waiting companions. She hefd her gauzy
mittens. 'Look how they've done me up!

‘You'll never be able to manage on your own atcdigana,' Linda
spoke with sudden, tilt-chinned decision. "You'oenchng home with
me, Jill. You boys as well! We'll spend the daymthouse.'

Jill didn't argue with Linda. In the first placeeslwas beginning to
feel very drowsy, and in the second . . . she gayawn and rested
her cheek against the leather of the car seatell,.it was only right



that Keefe be invited openly to the Manet housa&dais mother
would see that her daughter was determined to goemting Keefe,
and Jill knew that when you were face to face whtinevitable you
somehow found the pluck to face it cheerfully.

Karen, after all, was a Norlund and there was ddnmental fineness
in the blood, inherited from the tough old Dane wiad been so
mindful of the comfort and rights of his employees

Jill dozed with Linda's arm around her, and rouskdn up front Roy
exclaimed: 'Wow, Linda, that's some shack to Iné i

"Your mother will be surprised to see us,' saidf&eas he swung the
car between the open gates of the drive. 'You're gou want Roy
and myself to stay?'

‘Yes.' Linda spoke firmly. "You're my friends andlaome to stay.'

Mrs. Manet was Out on the patio when the four yopegple entered
the house. She must have heard their voices altirestly, for she
came hurrying indoors, slender and elegant in gjeegilk. ‘'Linda!’

Her astounded gaze swept her daughter from hehdelp then she
looked at the two tall boys, and finally at Jilill,Jpale-faced, her
hands mittened in gauze, coffee- stains dark ag#iescream and
honey of her shirt, was enough to arouse anyosyipathy. 'My
dear child?' Karen exclaimed, 'whatever has hamptngou?'

'I-1 was silly enough to spill some coffee---' hitgan.

‘Jill means that nearly tilted a whole percolator of boiling coffee
over myself,' Linda broke in. 'Jill snatched it @fitmy hand and got

scalded herself. We've been to the hospital and bhd a shot in the
arm and ought to go to bed right away——



'‘My baby--"I'm not a baby, Mom.'" Again there wdsatt new,
admirable note of firmness in Linda's voice. 'lumybt Jill back here
with me because she's all alone at the cabanaasd lanybody to
look after her. | want her to stay with us untilrheands are
healed—they wouldn't be in such a state if I'd b@ene careful!’

'‘But | don't understand,' her mother looked sha&ad,a little angry.
‘You were at your grandmother's--'

'l left Gran's early this morning and went ovettte lanai by bus. The
four of us had a picnic planned.' Linda tilted lobin and looked

directly at her mother. 'l didn't tell you becaysei'd have made a
fuss. Jill wanted me to tell you--'

‘A picnic?' Karen's nostrils were pinched in as &k in Linda's
carefree attire once more. 'If you hadn't beenngtethanded, Linda,
it seems to me that this accident could have beenled.’

'Please, | don't want to be any bother.' Jill$alk and it was showing
in her face. 'l-l have a couple of workmates atl#mi and they!'ll
help me until Corah returned from New York.'

'New York?' Linda and her mother exclaimed in uniso

Jill nodded. 'She wired to say she was going tt&he'll probably be
back tomorrow some time, so I'll be perfectly ajht at the cabana--'

"'l be darned if you'll go back there until yaai'better,' said Linda,
v/rapping a determined arm about her waist. 'Yoshwering and
you're going straight up to bed. Mom, be nice ® lbloys and give
them a drink while | tuck Jill into bed—I guess yheould do with

one.'

‘You can say that again, honey,' Keefe said felling



Mrs. Manet shot him a rather sharp look, but witoatrolled grace
that had to be admired, she said: 'Yes, do comle mé& and we'll
have a drink together. The names are Roy—and Kaeda;t they?'

‘That's right, Mrs. Manet." Keefe had his handshpdsinto the

pockets of his canvas trousers; he was still brelwnned as a gipsy,
his dark eyes keen and challenging as they metr¥ardt's nice of

you to be so gracious after the surprise the fousdave sprung on
you.'

'Oh, that all right—Keefe." She stood looking amhior several

seconds, then she waved the boys ahead of hez ghréiction of the

patio and turned to the girls. 'I'll send up somiex for you two,' she
said, then added much as her brother would have:dbon't go

spilling it this time, Lin. Jill's too tied up rigmow to be able to help
you.'

A remark that made Jill feel more welcome here tladinthe
sympathetic gush in the world. She broke into alqamile; it would
take time for Karen to think of her daughter as@ngn woman, but
she had made a beginning.

It was just after four o'clock when Jill awoke frateep, drugged
sleep. The siesta blinds were still closed andrdmn was dim,

strange to Jill in the first moments of her awakgniThen she felt a
slight throbbing in her hands and remembered thentsvof the
morning and that she was now a somewhat reluctaestgat the
Manet house. Her reluctance, like the throb in hands, was
palpable but not unbearable, and she surveyed drstalges with
rueful eyes as she heard sounds of merriment rifiog the

swimming pool which this bedroom overlooked.



So the boys were still here. That was good. It edothat Linda's
mother had not said anything to discourage them Btaying.

A little later Karen came in to ask Jill how sheswieling and
whether she would like to come downstairs in a &hil

'| feel heaps better and I'd like to come downid s, watching
Karen as she turned from opening the blinds andedaack across
the carpeted floor to the bed. The sun followeddamer picked out the
gold in her hair, and for the first time Jill sawesemblance to Erik in
the width of Karen's forehead and the generosityeofmouth.

'‘My dear," Karen sat down on the foot of Jill's lzedl fingered the
rings on her left hand, 'l owe you an apologyiddrto break up your
friendship with Linda, and | clutched at the modtsad and
untruthful reason for doing so. | told myself, dnd, that you were
crazy about men. The child laughed. She's fardgal lto you, Jill, to
believe such an absurdity even had it been trki@oWw of course that
it isn't true.’

‘Even though you saw Roger Frenais kiss my hait@mlled.

'You were looking very pretty that day,” Karen sdilback. 'He

couldn't be blamed for wanting to kiss you, but Wimg Roger's

reputation | should have issued a warning instdagsimg the kiss

to—to belittle you to Linda. I'm deeply ashamed, Eiven more so

in view of those.' She gestured nervously at Jidiedaged hands.
‘Are you in pain with them?'

‘They sting a bit," Jill said, 'but they'll be okaya day or so.'

'Lin told me she almost tipped the entire conterfitthe percolator
over her feet—whatever was she thinking about?eKarvoice went
high, and it was obvious she was visualising heigtiger with badly
scalded feet. v..



'‘She was about to pour the coffee into a flaskexplained, 'then we
heard the boys coming towards the cabana. She agsexcited
about seeing Keefe, you see.’

Karen drew in her breath, *s one does at the digdio, then she let it
out slowly. She got to her feet, realised that whse tugging at her
rings and drew her hands apart. "You'll need asd@®#. I'll plunder
Lin's wardrobe and send my maid, Rose, to helpbaib and dress.'
She went to the door, opened it, then added:riktHil invite those
two boys to stay to dinner.’

The evening that followed was a pleasant one. Kesamt next door
to play bridge after dinner, and Linda and Keefeogal while Roy sat
talking to Jill about his new job. 'I'll be abledome and see you at the
lanai,' he said. 'Do you want me to come?"'

'If you think you'd enjoy it.' Her tone was friegdiut non-committal.

His eyes came to her face, exploring it in the wgltaw of the pine

logs that spluttered in the fireplace. The Califamevenings often
grew chilly and Karen had had the fire lit becasise said it made a
room look cosy. 'Yoq know,' Roy fiddled with a paxfid_uckies, then

slowly extracted one, 'you seem kind of differawoi the last time

we met. Sort of—of more grown up.'

‘Well, on the plane, Roy, | was a nervous kid beiigsked to a
strange new land,' she said as he held the tagietito his cigarette.
'l guess my tender youth was showing.'

He laughed, but in a rather bewildered way, andniteeand Keefe
left at nine o'clock he didn't say when he'd béirgalon her. On the
way up to bed, Linda told Jill that Keefe was cogniagain the
following Sunday. '‘My idea,' she added, 'but | ddmhk Mom will

object. She was talking to him quite nicely at @&nrwasn't she? Oh,



Jill,;' Linda stretched her arms and gave a yawirangh, ‘hasn't this
been a day of days?'

Jill heartily agreed.

Linda drove her to the hospital the following magpiand afterwards
they went to the lanai to collect some necess#rebto leave a note
for Corah. 'Why do you suppose she went on to Nenk¥ Linda
mused, heading the car in the direction of theestéii wanted to pop
in and explain the reason for her absence to Miesor.

'l think we both know the answer to that questidiil,5aid succinctly.
‘Uncle Erik!"
‘Exactly!

'‘No, silly girl." Linda gave her a quick, laughisigle- glance. 'lI've just
spotted his Jag—it went tearing past, but | knowas his because of
its dark colour. Haven't you noticed how most of tither Santa
Felicians go in for pastel colours?'

Jill absently nodded, while under the jacket of fid@t her heart was
suddenly banging away.

'I'm almost sure he was alone in the car,’ saidld.ifl guess he and
Corah have just got back from New York. If he dregCorah off at
the lanai, then we missed them by only a few mmute

'I-l could phone Miss Trevor,' Jill said. 'lt wousdve us stopping off
at the store--'

‘Not on your sweet life!" Linda tapped the wheepatently as they
were forced to wait at the marina traffic lightswant to see that
uncle of mine and get all the gen of his trip—thertpthat has
obviously included our glamorous Corah.'



'l won't come up to the penthouse with you,' sdid'll go straight
along to Speciality.'

‘He won't eat you, my pet.' Linda stared rathedlzdill, and though
it was no real surprise that she was still lookpade after yesterday,
that didn't quite account for the fact that she waawing all the

lipstick off her underlip. 'If | don't take you wpith me, he'll come
down and fetch you. You know he will, for I'll hate tell him that

you've been hurt and you aren't working.'

'He'll find out soon enough," Jill argued faintlym only another
employee—it isn't important to him what happens&a™

"That's unfair,’ Linda exclaimed. 'Uncle Erik talkebot of interest in
the people who work for him—besides, you got hetpimg me and
he'll want to thank you. He's like that!'

‘Very well," Jill acquiesced, and as the car heait¢al the store
parking lot and the cinders crunched under the ishehe felt a
rising wave of panic. It lifted her, swept over h@unged her into the
frightening depths of self-realisation. She waritedee the man, and
she also wanted to run a thousand miles away from fhe
immensity of both desires drained what vitality lael left under the
pain and shock of getting scalded. Oh no! Her teletimped her lip to
breaking point. Not love—for Erik Norlund!

Her heart clutched for a reason why she should fovg and there
was every reason in the world and not a hope tatwsas having
delirium tremens or something similar!

Linda slipped out of the car and came round to dperdoor beside
Jill. They went into the store through the staffrance and stood
together in the lift that swept up and up to thetpeuse floor. This
was the first time Jill had been up as far as loss's eyrie . . . where
he would not be dwelling alone for very much long@f course, Jill



reasoned, Corah might want to start off her marifedn a house.
Most women wanted a house and a garden in whibhirig up their
children . ..

Jill's heart turned over, a sensation that wasnised by the abrupt
stopping of the lift. Erik would want children, sh&s sure of that,
and they'd be startlingly blond-mopped in viewld tact that he and
Corah were both so fair.

A white-jacketed houseman opened the door to Lsnulag, and they
were shown into a spacious lounge and told that Biik was
showering and changing after his air flight fromvwN¥ork. 'Shall |
bring in some snacks. Miss Linda?' the housemarsmasig but not
obsequious; a Dane like his employer.

‘That would be nice, Holger.' Linda tossed her gyckap to a chair
and glanced round her with a much more confideriedimn the one
Jill was able to conjure. When the houseman leftrtbom, Linda
gestured at the immense window that filled one wélithe room.
‘Well, there it is, Jill,' she said. 'The windowrn which Uncle Erik
watches the world and the stars sail by.'

Jill walked to the window and saw that it took ibr@athtaking view
of Santa Felicia, and beyond the marina the se&chzd away until it
was lost in the sky. There were sit-back loungésrs&ont of the
window, with a table in between, and Jill sat daawmad took stock of
the rest of the lounge. It was high, wide, Nordid aincluttered, like
the man who used the well-stocked blond-wood bad,threw logs
from a wrought-iron basket into the roughstonepimee.

‘It's quite a room isn't it?' Linda said.

Jill nodded, and wouldn't have had an ashtrayvaqragankard or a
fold of the curtains any different from how theyreén this her first
glimpse into his home. She loved its spaciousnedsts fey touches



... she hardly knew how she kept her seat asrhe striding into the
room.

'Hullo., you two!" He wore an olive green cardigacket, smooth
brown slacks and leather slippers. His hair wasgjdike corn after a
rainstorm, he was freshly shaved, and suddenlgunsk, grey eyes
were on the bandages covering Jill's hands.

‘That's why she isn't slaving away downstairsd d¢anda, 'in case
you were about to ask.’

‘I am about to ask!" He stood over Jill. 'What hae2i done to
yourself?' he demanded. 'Can't | leave for a feysdaithout you
have to go and get hurt in some way? What the tiegilhappened?'

It's all right." Jill was half smiling, half scateof the deep lines of
anxiety which had sprung into being in his facee'got a few minor
scalds, but they're mending and | should be baekogk before the
end of the week.'

, And how come you got them in the first place, gm?'

Jill gestured helplessly, and then had an hystengaulse to laugh.
Her hands were swathed in enough snowy gauze to ga
dressing-gown, so it was no wonder Erik was lookitighem so
anxiously. It was nice of him to look like thatit.was unbearable,
and she had to look away from him, out of the gneatiow, as Linda
explained how the accident had happened. 'l seesabdown and Jill
heard the lid of a cigarette box snap back as bk ¢me, then the
table lighter clicked impatiently as he lit his argtte. Smoke brushed
her cheek while his niece told him all about thibsirn picnic, the
dash to the hospital and her mother's dawning sacep of Keefe.



‘The two of you really had a field day, didn't ybb& drawled. Then
he spoke Jill's name and she had to look at hiow'do your hands
feel?' he asked, more gently.

'‘Quite comfortable, Mr. Norlund," she said politely

‘You relieve my mind.' He looked, she thought, eatworried, then
his attention was diverted from her by the entrasfdas manservant
with a trolley on which there was coffee and a doair appetising
open sandwiches.

'‘Mmm, I'm starving!" Linda said. 'Holger, thosesaithes look
almost too pretty to eat.'

He smiled and poured out the coffee; Linda shatlaer worried look
at Jill's bandaged hands, which Erik intercepfédck in, Lin," her
uncle said. "This wouldn't be the first time I"dged to feed a baby.

Jill looked at him, startled, and he smiled mockrand sat down on
the arm of her chair with her coffee cup in hischd@ome on, child,
it's hours since you had breakfast and you mugiabehed,' he said,
and, uncontrollably trembling, she took sips at ¢b&ee while he
held the cup. Linda, busily tucking into sandwicha&scepted quite
naturally the spectacle of Norlund's boss perfogysach a service
for one of his junior assistants.

‘Now how about something to eat?' he said, whéhalil finished her
coffee.

She shook her head, so emphatically that he butdaoghing. ‘Are
you actually shy of me?' he demanded, suddenlyrigaso close to
her that she felt the warmth of his skin. 'Are yaill?' he murmured.
‘Or is it sheer dislike that makes it impossibleyfou to eat out of my
hand?'



'I-I'm just not hungry," she replied. 'Thank you fbe coffee, Mr.
Norlund.'

He studied her taut, pale face, and then his glaingpped to her
hands and she saw his lips twitch. What was hekitig? That his
teasing couldn't produce a slap this time evereipfovoked her to
one? 'Will you let Lin feed you?' he asked.

'I-I'm not hungry--' She was beginning to feel eatkdesperate, and
wished to goodness Linda would stop eating anddwddisay he had
some work to do and would they get out and leawrethiit.

Anyway, he got up from the arm of his chair anddsatn beside his
niece with a cup of coffee of his own. 'How was Néark?' Linda
eyed him with innocence.

'‘Did you enjoy yourself?"'

'Oh, sure! There's a drought on and everything Isnuél parched
concrete dried under the Hudson River water theysieg to clean
down the street. It was real fun being three widalgs in conference
without any air-conditioning to cool the heat oetlbom and the
arguments.'

‘Uncle dear, don't tell me you spent all your timea board-room.’
Linda reached over and smoothed the sudden deejpet@etween
his flaxen eyebrows, 'Corah Bennet wired Jill fridiew York—is it
true she's back in Santa Felicia wearing an engaigermg?'

‘Yes,' he said shortly, and he was suddenly lookingjll, exploring
her face with his eyes as he fed sugar into hisafugack coffee.
Then he smiled as wickedly as a boy, sat back snchiair and
comfortably crossed his legs. 'Yes, Corah's engdgédcontrary to
what you're both thinking, | did not put the ringloer finger. | am not
the man she's going to marry.'



'You're not?' Linda exclaimed. 'Then who--'

‘A guy by the name of Ben Childers,' Jill heard tsay, her dazed
mind barely able to credit the two incredible faittat Erik was not
going to marry 'Corah —that it was Ben, after alhom she had
chosen.

Ben! Who had not returned to the lanai on Fridayower the
weekend, but who had been in New York all the timath- Corah!

'You maddening man,' Linda said to her uncle. @i | were
positive you'd got caught at last.’

‘Sorry to disappoint you both," he drawled.

‘How come you know about Corah's engagement?’ Livatged to
know. 'Did you see her in New York?'

'‘Well, as you implied, it wasn't all board meetingsle | was there. |
went to the El Morocco with some people and rao @orah and her
beau. It seems he got up the nerve to telephonelhitr she was at
Palm Springs, to suggest she come and help hirbregéethe offer he
had received to write the music for a new show.otah said she
decided on the spur of the moment to see Ben in Xawk. Suddenly
the thought of him alone in the big city, shy aam and in need of
someone to take care of him, was more than she cmar.’

‘That's love!" Linda sighed, and cupped her chihenpalm. 'When
you get the feeling that you want to care for a, ghgt'sit.'

'‘No words of condolence for my broken heart?' maleiqueried.

‘You haven't got a heart,' Linda rejoined. 'Any math a heart would
have married Corah ages ago. She is rather bdaafifiil expect the



truth of the matter is that she's got tired of wagitfor you to pop the
question.’

‘The truth of the matter, young lady, is that Coaiald | did not fall in
love. If it doesn't happen right away, it rarelyppans at all.’

Linda gazed at him, wide-eyed. 'That's true," st s

‘And didn't you expect me, a mere lad of thirty-go<know it?' He
grinned wickedly, and disposed of a smorrebrgd/mliites. 'Corah's
a fine person and | hope very much that her seomrdage turns out
happier than her first one.’

'Did you know, Jill, that she'd been married befotenda asked.
‘Yes, she told me all aboutit. ..

‘Maybe talking it out helped her to make up herdninth regard to
Ben,' said Erik.

Jill looked at him and still it was unbelievableatiCorah was not
going to marry the man who had helped her so mdiehn Buarte
Foster's death, and then the loss of her baby. Yoavknow,' she had
said to Jill, 'why | feel as | do about Erik.' Balte had not been saying
she wasgn love with him, she had been talking about the lowe
feels for a brother or a friend. Jill, incapabletluihking of him as a
brother or a friend, had leapt blindly to the wrammclusion.

A smile tugged at her lips. Ben must be up on clou; he had
scooped the pool, Corah and the realisation o&mbition to write
the music for a Broadway show!

'‘We must be off, Jill.' Linda jumped to her feetldarushed crumbs
from her skirt. 'l don't want to let Mom down aff@omising to go
with her to that hat show.'



'‘Are you going as well, Jill?' Erik was on his fedétrge and
formidable above Jill. His query could have beenae politeness,
except that when she met his eyes she found thegregpso lonely,
that sheer pain knifed through her bones.

'‘No--' she rose to her feet, holding her gauzeemé&tl hands
awkwardly at her sides. 'l thought I'd read inglaeden after lunch--'

'Stay and lunch here.' It was an order, but a gruftertain one. 'l
found something in a Third Avenue antique shop thdike to show
you. I'll drive you home to Karen's later.'

'What about the store?' she faltered.

'‘Blast the store!" He swung round to Linda. 'Telliy mother Jill's
lunching here, and have fun at the hat show.’

'Oh, all right. '‘Bye, Jilll' His niece waved rouht bulk at Jill. 'He'll
have you eating out of his hand!

He was doing that already, Jill thought, and ghened to gaze out of
his immense window as he escorted Linda to the ddohis
penthouse. Big white clouds floated by in the sk a steer's head,
a bearded old man, a white horse leaping out cditarc. . . she gave a
shiver as large warm hands closed over her shauldéey turned
her around from the window and she saw the linasrtetworked the
sides of Erik's eyes; furrows of tiredness, of,tthiat wiped youth
from his face.

'l suppose you've realised what we were doing domvtine beach the
other night,’ he said, his voice grating in hiso#ir 'We were
quarrelling—but not like friends. And we were kisgi—like lovers.'

The words ran through her, a thrill, a shock, legver limp in his
hands.



'You ran away because of Corah, didn't you?' hek $&nd | went to
New York because, after kissing you, | wanted terafter you and
say to the devil with the difference in our agebatl to fight with
myself not to do that--'

‘Why, Erik?' she asked simply.

'‘Because I'm thirty-six and tough as all-get-olag'said. 'You're a
mere kid of nineteen and you haven't yet beguivéo' |

'‘No one really begins to live until they fall invie,' she pointed out.

'‘My wise and foolish girl,' he touched her hair dnsl eyes were so
gentle it was hard to believe they were Norlunglsse'do you think
I'm going to rob you of a gay and fresh-heartedgamonship with a
boy like Roy Scott? He's something like the ladsédi to be, and
maybe this infatuation you've developed for me stém that--'

'Stop talking rubbish!" Jill ordered, and then gavgasping laugh at
the way his eyebrows shot towards his hairline.0Ne's dared to say
that to you for years, have they, darling? You'lveags had the last
say in everything, because you're the big bossgires all he orders.
Well, just this once, I'm giving you an order —krag, Erik!

'‘My dear girl--'

'‘Go on, | dare you,' she said, flushes high oncheekbones and a
fighting light in her eyes. 'Of course, if you'reased '

'Scared of you, you whippet?' He gave a laugh.t'lTha the day.’

'‘And the day's come,' she accused. 'You're aftakiss me, and |
can't provoke you this time by giving you a slap.’

'You —you little devil'" Suddenly he pulled her sk and with a little
croon of delight she nuzzled her face againstdndigan. Tentatively



she put her sore hands across his shoulders, @linthféhe caress that
must have caused her pain he pressed his cheekrtbalr and
whispered that it was the devil he hadn't met éeryears ago.

‘It wouldn't have done you a lot of good,' she &fedt. 'l was more
interested in skipping ropes and painting booksrwihgas nine, and
| didn't like boys because they pulled my hair.’

Erik smoothed her hair with a large hand and sh& @een closer to
him in growing confidence. 'If you throw your kibger the moon and
marry me, my love,' he said, a wicked lilt in hce, 'you'll probably
have the sort of rogues who will pull girlish pfiright and

left—have you thought of that?"

'It did kind of drift across my mind," she laughsattly, and the joy in
her heart was in her eyes as she looked up atldmlove you, Erik.
| love your strength, your will to work, and mostpecially your
eyes--'

‘Jill--' he gave a gruff laugh and colour moved emllis brown skin,
'no one ever said anything as nice as that to me.'

"There's more where that came from,' she assuned hi

He kissed her for that, a long, blissful kiss agawhich she didn't
have to struggle because she thought him angrylamely for
another woman. 'l know exactly where we're going &twr
honeymoon," he said. 'There's only one place invttréd for us, Jill.'

‘Denmark," she whispered eagerly. 'l want to see hWomeland so
much, Erik, with you.'

‘You will, my kylling," he promised warmly. '‘As soon as your hanc
are better we'll be off.'



'‘But what about the store?' she asked, and knevhihanswer was
extremely relevant to their future happiness. Sheted him, on any
terms, but it would be wonderful if his love forrheas greater than
his devotion to the store.

‘The store won't fall apart if | take a honeymomm, the said, without
a shade of hesitation in his voice. 'A long trisstjthe two of us, all
the way to the land of the Midnight Sun where wedist our future in
cloudberry wine.'

'l can't wait for the trip to begin. Erik,' her sy@ere shining straight
into his. "Youdo love me, don't you?"

'l love you dearly, my girl. Right from the very diening—want
some more proof?’

She nodded, sparkling with sheer happiness as sheha warm,
demanding ardour of his mouth. She was going t@adep over the
rainbow after all!



