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Leila Garland was in Hawaii to try and recover frahe deaths of her
father and boyfriend within a month of each otHgut it wasn't until she

thought a stranger had drowned and she had dastethe sea to try and
save him that the healing process began. For thagdr was very much
alive and picked her up, towelled her dry and thekto breakfast. A day
later he took on a helicopter trip, and it was tiight she decided to leave,
and go home. She was ready to face the world abatmot love...



CHAPTER ONE

SHE was a good-looking girl on holiday in Hawaiiné®of the multitudes
peopling the dazzling beaches, the crowded straets the expensive
nightclubs. They were there in every conceivablapshand size, every
degree of sun-tan, almost nude in their tiny biini

Her name was Leila Garland. That much they knethathotel, where to
the American and Japanese guests she was somethangystery. The
Hawaiian muu-muus she wore down to the beach cduakénis every bit
as brief as any to be seen in the Islands. Herdiguas superb, her tan
even and well established; she had the easy assucirsomeone used to
an expensive lifestyle, but she made no attempgtamorise herself, wore
little make-up, didn’t dress up in the eveningsr Heney-coloured hair
was bleached by the sun into pale gold streakssaedwore it tied back
out of the way, or sometimes piled up loosely gn ®he was so quiet and
understated in a place where everyone was busyirgjthemselves that
she attracted more attention than the noisiestoestt. And she was
always alone.

It was her eyes and her manner which kept off tea.rBrown eyes, large
and long-lashed, which could have been warm witilghéer and easy
promise; instead they were careful, cool, and coutd positively glacial
if one of the bronzed young men tried to insist oraking her
acquaintance.

It was known that she was English. Yes, agreedthericans reluctantly,
being English could account for her coolness, bsenve, and after a few
days they left her alone--there were plenty of otfids available. She sat
uninterrupted at her table for one; made her sitdps to the beaches
alone; watched the great glass-green breakered®abific alone. She was
thought to be cold, polite, a bit odd. So they sdidt her get on with it.’

It was a solidly built fellow from Oregon who firsecognised her. ‘Hey,’
he said, nudging his neighbour. ‘That classy liilece on her own, the
one with blonde hair and the black bikini. She’afBen’s girl, ain’'t she?
Lance Pearson. You recall him--one of the big-tisugfers. They were



always together. Saw them back home when he gaweseth
demonstrations.’

The eyes of the man next to him remained slittduifeedark glasses. It
was hot and he was wondering whether to go orpadtind Pearl Harbor.
‘So?’

‘So that's why she’s alone,” said the man from @regwriggling with
pleasure. He liked imparting information and heldosee two middle-
aged women hovering nearby so as not to miss véme qext. ‘Pearson’s
dead. Drowned. Yeah, drowned in the big surf intAali®. No wonder she
don’t look too happy.’

In no time at all everyone in the hotel knew thaild had been Lance
Pearson’s girl. The men eyed her with renewed sityiothe women with

a touch of envy and some sympathy. After all, itswaid she’d kept
Pearson, that he’d lived on her money. Of courged bbeen quite a
spectacular guy, a wonderful physique and as hanelss they come, but
just look at her now. It hadn’t done her much gdeaj it?

The subject of these speculations would have beezed to know of the
interest she aroused. She was hardly aware ofgamorous males the
brush-off, of being cool and reserved. Her mind wasupied with the

self-imposed task of reorganising her life and tiigdy off the ever-present
remorse which weighed her down.

It had taken all her courage to return to Hawatropical playground with

an all-the-year season and enough good humouckersanyone not in the
mood for it. Just one thing had brought her baa&;rteed to straighten out
her life from its present chaos in the place wistrehad once been happy.

Hawaii had been the setting for those early hdapmng weeks with
Lance. Their first visit ten months ago had comarne perfection. They
had stayed in the busy tourist area of Waikiki Bea@velling each day to
the north of the island for the surfing. It had tebe time of that first
magnetic attraction between them, the time wherfalhdeeper in love as
each day passed; before she knew that he had toomstantly and
expensively on the move in search of the big samf] long before she
realised that there was no future for them together



It seemed strange that she, who loved silent, afidd countryside, who
preferred beaches that were deserted in early gsninautumn, should
have been so captivated by the islands on thatvisg. Even now, ten
months older and a century more experienced, shdilstd to see the
Polynesian beach-boys on Waikiki with their suribids at the ready for
pupils, just as it still delighted her to be presenwith the traditional
lei--the garland of flowers--when she stepped frompiaee at Honolulu.

But this time it was different. Too much had hapzEnShe had gone
through too much. If ever she was to get back tonab she must start a
new life; bid a last farewell of the spirit to thean who had monopolised
her in life and continued to do so in death.

Two weeks of her stay had gone past before shenbegpay any real
attention to her surroundings. One morning it omxaito her that the desk
clerk was perhaps rather reserved for an islar@er.summoned a hesitant
smile and was rewarded by a warm-hearted Polyndsam. So--it was
her. They must have found her stiff and unappraalehand maybe a few
other things as well.

She walked to the lift, conscious of complete estian. Tension had

robbed her of sleep, taken her appetite, paintadshis beneath her eyes.
Life seemed no easier but imperceptibly she stattedelax. Perhaps

returning to Hawaii hadn’t been a mistake after all

She continued to waken at daybreak, and savouheagoolness, would
slip out before the staff were on duty to wandexr ieaches in solitude.
Sometimes she’'d seen a man wind-surfing in a daggon behind the
headland, expertly handling his graceful red-salledrd, using the breeze
to full advantage. But Leila noticed him becausgtbe, was always alone.

One morning just before dawn she sat and gazeutlgilever the lagoon,
the palms waving lazily above her, the sand stapueki with the reflection
of the sky. The man was out there again in the radflight. His sails
looked deep purple, his body black, the sea wide-aiad idly she tried to
recall how often she’d seen him at that hour.



It was very quiet, turning her thoughts back reral@ssly to her life with

Lance. There had always been noise then--the endtash of the surf, the
knowledgeable chat of the surfing fraternity, teeving of cars, the blare
of discos. Thoughtfully, chin on her hands, sheciead the sail-board
skimming silently over the lagoon.

And then the sun came up, triumphantly gold in pricat sky streaked
with the last remnants of cloud. Everything assuitedaytime colouring;
silver sand, blue-green water, lush emerald veigetat

She could see the man quite clearly now. Dark,draasured; his brown
legs braced against the pull from the sail. He émbknature, solid, and
once again she acknowledged a contrast with Latiig;time with his
golden leanness, his extreme youth. Was this tothiee next phase-
comparing everyone and everything with Lance aed tlie together?

Then the man sailed into the shallows, the reddsajpping to the water as
he made for the beach, dragging the board behind At once Leila

slipped away through the flowering shrubs, but tdeliof the scene’s
tranquillity stayed with her, bringing its own srhadeasure of comfort.

Next morning she slept much later than usual. Fmecshe felt hungry,
and rang for a hearty breakfast in her room. As whéed for it she

showered and found herself viewing the coming dath va tinge of

pleasure, smiling slightly when she saw her refbectin the bathroom

mirror. She was feeling more alive and it showedr Heep gold skin had
regained some of its former lustre; the shadowsdtnher eyes were
surely fading; even her thick fair hair swung wrgnewed life. She ate
breakfast on her balcony in the sunshine. Perhagiaytshe would go
shopping; behave like a tourist.

That evening the other guests watched the GarlahdStpe seemed more
relaxed, almost approachable. Two young Texanseufféo take her on a
tour of the Honolulu night spots, and were smiljngtfused. Then Leila
walked the moonlit beach; alone again with her ginds.



She didn’t know it, but there was more spring to $tep, the tum of her
head was more alert, the very way she held hesbelved a little more

vitality. She had wakened early once more, but time after a sound
sleep, and without making any conscious decisiodao found herself
walking towards the headland.” It was only halfdligagain, with the

strange pinkish glow playing tricks with the colsuand she looked out
curiously to see if the same man was there ondilist®ard.

The breeze was fresh, and little white-topped wasreacked each other
briskly across the lagoon. With a sick jolt of theart she saw the board
with its sails flapping limply on the dark watemheraised a wrist to her
lips and bit on it silently, the newfound serenityserting her. The man
was nowhere in sight. There seemed to her to b@ranous silence over
the lagoon, a deadly message in the desertedcitth

In seconds she was running barefoot down the béwehfeet sinking into
the soft sand with nightmarish lack of progressr plnicking mind saw
the sheltered lagoon as part of the ocean itsetfi wis great curling
breakers.

She didn’t know she screamed, that tears coursech dher cheeks, that
she splashed thigh-deep into the water, frenziedbrching. She slipped
and almost went under. The salt taste was on pgr lier mouth stretched
wide as she gulped air. Her chest hurt. She coulteathe.

Strong arms grabbed her from behind even as shelfthe breath to sob
aloud. She felt warm hands on her rib cage thrabghwet cotton of her
muu-muu, then she was whisked up from the watercamdped on dry
sand a few yards from the water’s edge. -

‘Stay there!’ instructed a man’s voice, and shenegeher eyes to see the
man’s back as he dragged the board and sails dheafater. He pulled it
clear, walked to a group of rocks, picked up a toaral came back to
where she waited, weak with relief.

Making no attempt to see if she wore anything unitidre undid the
colourful length of cotton and tossed it aside iso@den heap. Then he
wrapped the towel round her and rubbed brisklyalfynlifting the damp,
honey-coloured hair out of the way while he dried $houlders.



He wrapped the towel firmly round her, tucking hretend like a sarong,
and covering her bare breasts and lacy briefs. Nexdalmly strode off to
fetch her sandals. He came back to face her, bwlyslalmost as if he was
deliberately giving her time to calm down."

‘Now,” he said. ‘What was all that about?’

He was English. She eyed him in embarrassment.n&€bgc whirl of the
last couple of minutes, her excruciating panic, lthed arms around her
middle, the brisk towelling. It all seemed utterhad. She stared at him
silently as the painful thudding of her heart sldwand in those few
seconds the beach became bright with the firstoagtse sun.

She could see he was an impressive physical specimtn a broad chest
and long, well muscled legs. His torso and limbsengatterned with the
distinctive hair growth of the mature, dark-hairedale. His eyes,
observing her with wary concern, were a clear, gpely; the face lean
with a high-bridged nose and assertive chin. Hekddotough, a no-
nonsense sort of man, used to having his own weyardoubt wondering
why. he'd been landed with a hysterical woman.

He waited for a reply, neither frowning nor smiljngut with the black
eyebrows raised and one corner of his mouth slgnpwards. It was, she
saw, an extremely beautiful mouth to be set in sutbugh, well-used sort
of face. The lips, pale against the tan, were smaod shapely above a
jaw dark with beard growth.

All this registered as they faced each other orstiver sand, with the last
remnants of night clearing from the sky above thdrl couldn’t see
you,” she said, weakly.

Still he waited. She wiped tear stains from hereglsewith her fingers.
‘You must think me very foolish,” she said hesitgntl had the idea
that--that you were drowning.” Wearily she waitent his reaction. If he
laughed she would die.

Something changed in the depths of the grey ey&s.you decided to
rescue me‘?’ His voice was perfectly serious.



‘I--1 got a bit worked up,” she said with massivederstatement. That was
as much as she was going to explain.

He nodded, as if strange females screamed andiigaghe water looking
for him every morning of his life. ‘Well,” he poiet out mildly, ‘I wasn't
far away, you know. | saw you coming and ran fovezoand my
swimming trunks behind those rocks. Wind-surfingthie buff is a good
sensation, but not with an audience.’

She was intrigued enough to forget her own reastfona moment. ‘I did
think | might see you,’ she admitted. ‘I've seeruyance or twice before at
daybreak. But | had no intention of watching youha nude.'

He nodded again. ‘I know. Come on, you need somtechffee. Over
there, the white beach-house with the red tulip.tride left the sail-board
where it was and held out a big hand, obviouslyeekipg to hold hers.
Leila ignored it and walked at his side, one haeeging the towel in
place, the other carrying her sandals and muu-muu.

The beach-house was large and well built, simi@rhtndreds in the
Islands; white-walled, the windows set back undeai@hed verandah, and
the garden hedged with flowering shrubs to keeglmisand.

The man, leapt up the steps and opened the doomduto see that she
followed. But Leila had travelled the world and wasa complete idiot.
She was naked except for her damp briefs and thrssriowel. She didn’t
know him from Adam, but he was expecting her targo his house on a
deserted beach, literally at the crack of dawn.hvditsmall sigh she stood
quite still, looking up as he waited for her at top of the steps. Then
either reaction or uneasiness made her shiver.

‘Come on,’ he said impatiently. ‘I'm offering hooffee, not hot passion. |
don’t attack overwrought young women whose nam@snit even know.
I’'m Matt Parnell--thirty-six years old and Englishhis house belongs to a
friend of mine.’

Slowly she went up the steps. Instinct reassuredHe was genuine, he
was-reliable. ‘I'm Leila Garland,” she said quietlgnd walked past him



into the house. She didn’t see his expression a®llwved her. It held
surprise, curiosity, and what could have been pity.

He opened the door of a bedroom and waved herendigdok around,
there should be something that will fit you in aofethe cupboards. Take
what you need. I'll put the coffee on.’

The feeling of exhaustion was upon her again. \&itheffort she resisted
the temptation to sink, damp towel and all, onhi® big double bed. Wide
windows looked out over the top of blossom-lademdipani to the silver
sands stretching into the distance. Hundreds otlsyaaway, looking
puppet-like and silent, two young children wereothing a ball to each
other.

The room was spacious and well-furnished, but amthunlived-in look
and a fine layer of sandy dust on the tiled flddre present occupant was
hardly the type to run around with a duster, sloeight.

Feeling like an intruder she opened the wardrolgk fannd a woman’s
shorts. They were too big for her round the waigdt ¢he pulled them in
with a narrow belt and then picked out a man’stshiridly Hawaiian,
which came right down over her bottom. Not exaellggant, but at least
dry. Still shivering, she rolled her wet briefs anmtbu-muu together,
slipped on her sandals, picked up the big towel wedt to find Matt
Parnell.

She followed the smell of coffee and found himha targe square kitchen.
He had substituted denim shorts for his wet trursks] covered up the
broad hairy chest with a neatly checked sports.sHeg looked calm and
relaxed as he laid the table for breakfast wittsHrg@apaya and plaited
bread, thickly sliced.

He looked up as she appeared in the doorway, sawfdwe and
immediately took out a chair. Thankfully she satvdp her hair still in
damp, honey-coloured tendrils, the huge shirt cetep} covering the too-
big shorts. He brought a fan-heater and switchead ihear her chair, then
still in the same easy silence placed a steamipgoéicoffee in front of
her.



She took the cup in both hands, intent on conbgllthe ridiculous
shivering and then making a rapid exit. It was grahe’d spent two-and-
a-half weeks in Hawaii without speaking more thamoaen words to any
man, and yet here she was having breakfast with ané a complete
stranger at that.

The coffee was delicious, and he’d laced it strggth rum. No doubt he
thought she looked as if she needed it. Leila’s @nge brown eyes
observed him warily over the rim of her cup. He vsatting across the
table from her, dark hair still wet and untidy, fasv blue-black with beard
growth, the clear grey eyes watching her with apression she couldn’t
fathom. Obviously he was waiting for an explanatiblalf-heartedly she
picked at her fruit, then put the spoon down, ‘Nrriell?'

‘Matt,’” he interrupted. ‘It's my name, please use i

She lowered her head in agreement. *All right. M#th sorry to have
been so hysterical on the beach. | lost someondrémyning about nine
weeks ago and it seems | haven'’t got over it yet.’

The watchful eyes flickered and were steady adhsee. It was someone
important to you?’

She hesitated, bracing herself for more questidyes.’

He was silent for a moment. Then he said, ‘Wouldntie easier for you
away from the sea?’

‘Yes,” she agreed woodenly. ‘Yes, it would be easway from the sea.’
The implication that she had, in fact, chosen tbypéhe sea because it was
noteasyhung unspoken between them.

Then quite suddenly he smiled for the first timaséinated, she watched
as the beautiful mouth formed the smile, revealggare white teeth. It
transformed the tough, alert face into one of ktgrtattractiveness. ‘Are

you feeling warmer now? Let me get you some mofieed



With those mundane phrases he dismissed her traxggtation, her highly
strung behaviour, and treated her as a pleasarmpamon sharing an early
breakfast.

Leila smiled back. at him and felt some of the i@ms®ase from between
her shoulder blades. She buttered a piece of bnatid a pretence of
hunger. ‘Did you say you’re on holiday here?’

‘Yes, for two weeks. Some American friends offenee this house when |
said | needed a holiday, far away from England aodk. | get my own
meals, soak up the sun, do a little wind-surfifignén he added casually,
‘It's a complete change from the building tradelbhome.’

She raised her eyes quickly. ‘Building? What pattcline?’

That upward slant of the lips was there again. Gle¢he devastating smile
was not in frequent use. ‘Housing as well as biggaff,” he said. ‘My
own firm. Medium sized, moderate capital. Don’t he¢ start on business
or I'll bore you to death.’

‘My father was in building and developing,’ Leilaid quietly. ‘I was
always interested in everything that went on atsites.’

Again that odd expression passed fleetingly achis$ace. He opened his
mouth to say something, changed his mind, and #s&ed, ‘So you did
say “Garland”? Your father was George Garland of rld@al
Developments?

‘Yes,' agreed Leila gently. ‘He died three montpe.a
‘I know," he said, and looking straight into heesy‘I'm sorry.’

‘Thanks,’ she said simply. ‘And thanks for the kfest. I'll go back to the
hotel now, and let you have the clothes later.’

He said nothing to detain her, asked no more questimade no further
mention of her father. The tightness in her theaded and she breathed
more freely as he opened the door. ‘I like theHett,’ she said, looking
round her belatedly.



‘Well, this is Hawaii Five-O. The fiftieth statef.@merica. Therefore the
kitchens are good, and the plumbing excellent. Tinath at least America
has done for Hawaii.” He indicated a bright yellbeach buggy parked by
the back gate. ‘Hop in. I'll take you back.'

With barely concealed relief Leila took the passersgat. If she didn’t get
back to her room soon she’d fall asleep where sag W few moments

later early risers among the hotel guests wergured to see the Garland
girl wearing a gaudy shirt twice too big for heodped at the gate by a big
unshaven guy. Knowingly they winked and nudged. &@axchanged a

smile. ‘These quiet ones,’ they said, ‘they’re aja/éhe worst.’

Matt Parnell sat in the beach buggy and watchedthmrghtfully as she

walked away from him. When she reached the hotebece he saw her
lift the heavy hair from her neck and flip it backss; the first time he’d

noticed her touch it. He smiled ruefully to himsafid ran a hand raspingly
over his jaw. No other woman of his acquaintanceldtave gone in and

out of the water, then changed their clothes, thetndown to breakfast,
without so much as touching their hair.

Her apparent lack of interest in her appearancwiogy put him in his
place. Without another glance at the hotel he lsetbright little vehicle
hurtling along the road inland.



CHAPTER TWO

IT was the next afternoon before Leila saw him agahirty-two hours
later, and she’d spent twenty of those asleeph8ixs flat out when she
got back early that morning, and then a long, langht of unbroken sleep
after sunbathing on her balcony.

She didn’t go in for self-analysis, but she coub@ gjuite clearly that her
hysterical outburst on the beach had released mwiotke tension which
gripped her. And those few words about her fatimer the building trade-
what a chain of thought they had set off. With fa &if the heart she
recognised that she’d taken one more step towaedslidg what to do
with her future.

She was conscious of gratitude to the man, MatdlaHe hadn’t fussed,
yet his very lack of comment had underlined hiscesn. Even more
reassuringly, he hadn’t attempted the smallest. passunusual man, and
one who’d helped more than he knew. She almoselddarward to seeing
him again when she returned the borrowed clothes.

It was hot, as usual, that afternoon, so she put oream silk dress with
inserts of lace and slipped dark blue sandals orbaee feet. Leaving the
hotel, she headed for the shady side of the roadhtbfor the tourist bus to
Ala Moana Park and the shopping area there.

Matt Parnell uncoiled himself from his beach buggythe edge of the
pavement and stood blocking her path. ‘Hello théwe been waiting to

see if you came out of the hotel. | want companyadmelicopter trip to

some of the little islands, and | thought | migktguade you to come with
me.’

She looked up at him. In denim shorts and a fingonoshirt he looked
cool, comfortable and infinitely capable. ‘To tliglé islands?’

‘Yes. We could land where and when we like, eamipifood, and perhaps
have a swim.” She could see that he watched hetioeao the mention of
swimming, but she had herself well in hand and sftbnothing.



‘I was about to go shopping at Ala Moana, but Ildaggo back and change,
| suppose.’

He didn’t pretend that it was an enthusiastic atzoege, or that a silk and
lace dress would be ideal for island hopping byicbeter. He just

shrugged easily. ‘If you want to go I'll wait hevehile you change. I've

got the food.’

Rather to her own surprise Leila went straight backer room and put on
a white bikini under blue shorts and a sun-top, adesimg as she did so
what he would have done for a companion if she hathowed up. She
went down, tossed her canvas beach-bag behindetiteaad stood there
expectantly.

‘Great,” he said. ‘Let’s go.’

They drove to the heliport, where he lifted theagb and the picnic basket
out of the buggy and made for the office. ‘Righg' said, turning back to
her with the formalities completed. ‘It's the whitee over there.’

She looked around, puzzled. ‘But--are you the ilot

‘Yes, Ma’am.’ He spoke in an exaggerated Americaceat, and bestowed
on her the rare and brilliant smile. ‘All qualifieshd competent. I've hired
the machine for the rest of the day.’

Then with no fuss at all they were airborne, bagkand turning out to sea
in a steep arc and leaving the high volcanic pedikSahu behind them.
Leila had flown by helicopter before, and she likedDo you pilot planes
as well?’

‘Yes. | have a licence, although | don't fly verjtem. But | do keep a
helicopter at home. It's useful for visiting théesi.’

She kept silent, while a small warning bell sounohasistently in her mind.
She was getting involved with this man, heading tousea with him as
heedlessly as a teenager with her boyfriend insdéadwoman of twenty-
six who had no intention of letting any man domenher life again. Not



that Matt Parnell dominated, exactly. He was capabé evidently liked
his own way and knew how to get it, but undernesith was certain he
was kind and she liked him. As long as she didké him too much... Her
thoughts were reflected in her eyes, careful ancemely wary.

‘I flew one a few days ago,” he went on nonchalgritind found a tiny
island, hardly more than an atoll. It was peaceiodl very lovely, so |
decided to do it again. A boat would have been gbatiwe’d have had to
find an island that was accessible through its. fEle¢ helicopter is noisier,
but much more convenient.’

Leila watched his hands on the controls. They ierge and brown with

square nails kept very clean, and dark hairs clatetie wrists and up the
muscular forearms. A faint relief enveloped her:dhnever cared for

hairy men. Hastily she gave herself a mental stz sat up straighter,
looking down as they sped away from Oahu.

The sea was blue-green, shot with glittering pooftight from the sun.
From such a height those enormous waves lookedaligeries of ripples,
and she could see the famous black beaches whigggsday in long-past
volcanic activity. Lying north-west was another mtainous island.
‘That's Kanai,” said Matt, ‘but we're giving it aide berth and .heading
west to that little cluster on the horizon.’

In the distance she could see what appeared tariegdeen rocks fringed
with silver, but as they flew closer she saw thatytwere a group of small
islands, each with its shallow lagoon inside a kcaeef, surrounded by the
rollers of the Pacific;

He circled slowly, losing height. ‘Which do you fa?’

There was something intensely fascinating abouindlyaround and
choosing which island, appealed to her. She pojstading down intently.
‘That one!l’

He shot her a look, amused, then circled once raondelanded accurately
on firm white sand, with top-heavy palms and a bélthick undergrowth

behind them. ‘There you are,’” he said calmly. ‘Qménhabited island all

to ourselves and every bit of a 'quarter of a roife.’



He took her hand as she jumped out, and Leila dneavdeep breath. An
unfamiliar sensation was taking hold of her. Shé& f® bubbling
excitement, a keen interest in their surroundirgsurge to talk non-stop,
to chatter about anything. They walked along thmish beach for a
moment, and when she turned she saw two sets gbriiots following
them along the white sand. It was then that shatiiied the sensation
which gripped her. It seemed a long time since clegperienced it. She
was enjoying herself.

Late that night Leila sat on her bed, watchinglbaykilow moon as it hung
theatrically over the palms. She circled bent kneigls her arms and went
back over each moment of her outing with Matt. ®as astounded at the
way she had done and said things which hithertddeaa impossible.

The first incredible thing had been that she swamthe lagoon and
enjoyed it. True, she had already been wearindptkari, but not with any

real intention of entering the water. After a baotfwalk together, chatting
lazily about nothing in particular, Matt had strgapto his trunks, held out
a hand, and said, ‘Coming?’

And the strange thing was, that feeling compleselfe, she had slipped out
of her shorts and sun-top and plunged into the mwité him. Something
she had never thought she could face again aftelinggathrough the
shallows of the relentless surf as they brougHhtance’s body. Maybe at
the back of her mind had been a hazy picture ofsdierrunning
hysterically into the water back on Oahu, and tbemg lifted up and
deposited safely on dry land.

Whatever the reason, she had swum lazily in thiéeskd lagoon, cut off
by the coral reef from the ocean itself. It seersgdnge to have Matt in
the water with her, swimming almost within touchidgtance. Lance
hadn’'t been like that. He'd been like quicksilver,and out of the waves,
diving and weaving, bobbing up in front of her,ctimg her waist and
pulling her close for salty kisses. It was all sifedent with Matt, and she
knew that one more chain binding her tensed-uprirsgdf had been
severed with awesome ease.



From time to time during that sunlit afternoon dfjienpsed the man
beneath the undemanding and considerate compahignalways the
male-female relationship was relegated to unimpoga almost ignored.
She knew perfectly well that men liked to see Inea ibikini; it had been
apparent since her teens, but never more than glimam time on the
world’s beaches with Lance. She accepted the fadtthen ignored it,
pleased and yet half-irritated by the attention attracted.

When they came out of the water Matt threw herwetpand there, in
those cool grey eyes, had been an acknowledgerhémr attraction, her
femininity. For a moment he became still as hismgkatook in her wet
body with the scraps of white cotton clinging likesecond skin. She
tensed, ready to rebuff him, but there was no néldmade no move
towards her, no comment, just turned away for flcaip basket. They sat
beneath the palms and ate crusty Hawaiian breddfmsh crab-meat and
salad, drank pineapple juice and champagne, spagmgxassionfruit ice-
cream out of small wood and metal freezers. It Wa@smost appetising
meal she’d eaten for months.

Afterwards, gratitude overcame her. She was lyingaotowel, her hair
spread to dry in the sun. ‘Thanks, Matt,” she samply. ‘I was finding it
impossible to go into the sea since--since ninek&/e&@o. You made it
easy.’

‘Where did it happen?’ he asked quietly.

‘Australia. Johanna Beach... It was Lance, my hegft, who was
drowned. He was a championship surfer. I'd beeh Wiin for about eight
months.’

He nodded, his mouth lifting at one corner in theywvthat was becoming
familiar. His chin was propped on his hands with &ibows sunk in the
sand. ‘If he was a top surfer why was he drowned?’

‘It's a dangerous sport, even for experts. The thweratvas foul and the surf
enormous. We'd quarrelled and he went out in a.rbige ideal conditions
for safety.’



She stopped. It seemed unbelievable to have saidiel as she had, after
nine long weeks of complete silence. It was beyloaidto say why they'd
quarrelled, or to tell him of the bizarre funeraitrwonly herself and a
handful of surfing friends present. Silently shg taere, her memories
accompanied by the distant crash of the breakers.

But Matt went on to speak of other things. ‘Do ywork for a living,
Leila?

‘Not up to now,” she admitted. Here was anothehef hang-ups being
given an airing. ‘I've qualified in landscape desighough. | took a post-
grad. degree in that so as to work for my fathatways liked the practical
side of building, especially planning the sites @eeing the grounds or
gardens being laid out. When | left school | toakeFArts, which | loved.
But it wasn't really a training for anything speciin the building trade,
and | spent a year getting under Dad’s feet andyeuwe else’s before
going back to university for two years to studydscape design itself. |
was all set to join him in the firm when | met Laxic

Once again she dried up. At this rate he’'d have dmtire life history
before they even got back in the helicopter. Hehtnlgok tough but he
must be pure putty to keep on listening to her.

‘And what now?’ he asked.

‘I've decided to start work at last, although it late to work with Dad.'
Hang-up number three, she thought wearily. ‘Bug till a family firm.
I'll try working for Garlands.'

It was said. The decision made. Suddenly she deitent. Though why she
should detect consternation on Matt's face shertmadlea. She would ask
him, in a minute. But first she would just closer leyes. The sun was
warm and she felt utterly at peace. Then withowtnethe courtesy of
asking him about his own affairs she fell fast eglevhere she lay, the
bikini drying on her golden body and the sun-stesbkair still spread
above her head.



She was wakened by Matt’'s hand on her arm. ‘Riseshime. Time to go
back. There’s a squall blowing up. Nothing much, we’'d be better out of
it.’

Wide-eyed and put out, she sat up. She felt asaddantage having been
asleep while he sat there wide awake. The sun saVer the sea, the
palms waved restlessly above, and Matt was badksirshirt and shorts,

looking dark and impatient against the wide exparisky. She jumped to

her feet and pulled on her shorts. ‘How long halledn asleep?’

‘Two hours or so,” he said calmly. °

‘But why didn’t you waken me? You wanted companyyaur trip and
I've hardly been that, have I, flat out on my to@el

She couldn’t fathom the look on his face. ‘I'm mamplaining,’” he said.

The flight was quick, with clouds chasing them anlorief tropical shower

obliterating the helicopter field as they landeteTair was heavy with the
scent of wet flowers as he drove her back. It wabarassing but she was
yawning once more. ‘Thanks again, Matt. It was lgve

‘You'd better get some more sleep,’” he advised witlight smile. ‘I'll be
in touch.” The level grey gaze lingered on her filrea moment, and then
he sped away along the coast road, leaving hengtalankly after. him.

She had supper in her room and watched the moore cgmlit was odd,
but though tension and guilt still weighed on hairig she felt that at last
she could admit to them, examine them. Impulsigély opened one of her
cases and took out a photograph. Framed in leathelt;worn from
constant packing and unpacking, it was a pictur@ wian in his late fifties,
with blunt features, grizzled hair and intent broayes.

Leila gazed at it. ‘Hello again, Dad,’” she saidajly, and ran one finger
round the frame in silent apology for keeping itta bottom of a suitcase
for three months. It wasn’t unbearable any morlédk at that well-loved
face. All at once the tears came, the first shéiddsfor him, and with
something close to relief she let them How unhiader



Much later the maid came to clear away her suppi@gsé and she got
ready for bed. But she didn’t settle down for sleBpere was too much to
think about, too much to decide. Every instinct weging her to get away
from Matt Parnell. He was too good to be with, tond, too attractive,
and she had no intention of getting even remotelglved with him or any
other man. She sat on the bed, staring out intanithiet. Then she picked
up the phone.

‘Get me Honolulu Airport, please. Yes, | know itae, but if possible |
want a flight home tomorrow instead of in threeddyne.’

She walked along the road to the headland, cartyiadgreshly laundered
shorts and shirt. She had to return them, and cbatdly just dash off
without so much as a thank you. The sun was alrbagly she’d wakened
late and there was just time to visit the beachskdoefore the hotel car
took her to the airport.

The road sloped down towards the next beach, wherkagoon lay brassy
and still under the sun. She could see the whitchéouse with its
tuliptree and the Hare of scarlet blossoms, andy#i®w beach-buggy
parked at the back, then it was all lost to viewtlss road dipped and
curved.

Moments later the sound of an engine warned hstep on to the sandy
verge, and before, she could gather her wits ahlsbaggy hurtled past. It
was Matt’s. He was driving and at his side wasrbvgth coiled dark hair,
wearing a cerise dress and huge sun glasses.

They had gone past in a moment, not noticing heshasstood beneath a
bauhinia tree just off the road. She looked hefpjeat the clothes she
carried. He wouldn’t be there; she didn’'t have &y goodbye. He had
gone out somewhere with a woman, a pretty one;dhé-could leave the
things for him and perhaps a note--she carriedstraw bag and in it were
some picture postcards she’d bought in the hotel.

She put the bag containing the shirt and shorttherporch by the door,
then sat on the top step biting her pen and wongevhat to write. If the



girl in the car had been someone special to Math thbviously she must
keep the note cool and friendly. No sentimentadvaglls just because he'd
been kind and helped her more than he would evewkmo becoming

involved--that was what she wanted, wasn't it? 8wk out a card and
wrote:

Am flying home today. Thanks for lending me théhel®and for all your
help and kindness. Leila G.

It wasn't until she was slipping the card into thailbox that she saw the
picture on it. A tiny, coral-fringed island, unirkited and remote. She
almost snatched it back and wrote another, But wig/%vould think she’d
chosen that particular one in recognition of tinelicopter trip.

From the steps she looked down towards the lagdamrevholidaymakers
splashed and shouted. This part of her life washed. Soon it would be
just a memory. And so would Matt Parnell--a pleasme.

It was cool and wet at Heathrow; another world,theolife from that of
Hawaii. Everything seemed muted, subdued. Greysskitead of dazzling
blue; the concrete jungle of the massive airpostead of the white
skyscrapers and .tropical flowers of Honolulu. 8hew a moment’'s sense
of loss for the vibrant life and colour of the Istis, and then it was gone.
She was back in England... It was springtime inl&mdy

She made for the long-stay car park and shiveratieabreeze caught her,
damp and faintly scented. It was her third returriEhgland since Lane’s
death; nine weeks of travel without once going bexkWVarwickshire,
never stopping more than a night in any place whdivaii. That trip had
been worthwhile. She felt a different V person frtém taut, guilt-ridden
creature who had boarded the plane three weeksrearl

It was good to see the low shape of the Jaguarw@ltihg for her. Sleek
and cream-coloured, it had been her father’'s gifhér when she gained
her degree in landscape design. Like all his ptesenhshowed a deep
knowledge of her tastes and personality. At firse’d been secretly
reluctant to part with her ageing Spitfire, but sleen preferred the XJS. It



was one of her many regrets that it should hava heefather’s gift which
had taken her to the remote Cornish beach wherenghé.ance, filling in
time as a lifeguard until he saved enough moneyotabroad again. Two
weeks after their meeting the new car had beeriridfie garage at home
when she flew with him to Hawaii for the surfing.

Jet-lag was pressing down on her with its deadelaisgjtude. She pushed
it aside, rubbed her aching forehead, and stackeatdses in the back of
the car. Then she headed north to pick up the mvatgreager to reach the
fresh green fields of her home county.

It was early afternoon when she reached the villggerything was quiet,
bathed in watery sunlight after a quick shower. Siheve up the hill
towards the house. Arlene would be surprised tohseeback; she could
imagine her squeaks of astonishment, the flutterccatity. Leila liked. her
bird-brained little stepmother, even though she mexker thought her good
enough for her father.

Ardenfields stood on rising ground beyond the gdlaits warm red brick
seeming to welcome her back. Daffodils and naraissred the lawns and
the banks of the stream which wound through thermple and emerged by
the gates. Leila slowed for the little bridge ahert drove up to the house.

She used her own key to unlock the heavy front dand the familiar

smell of home enveloped her; furniture polish, #wg; and another smell,
that of expensive cigars. She sniffed. Bernard!c@irse, the brand new
Mercedes outside would be his. He must have baughtce they last met
at the funeral. As company secretary of Garlandsaabachelor he wasn’t
short of money.

‘Arlene! Hello!” There was a bump and a muffled iskr Then a door
opened and closed somewhere. Leila stood at therbobf the wide
staircase, looking up, as a figure appeared oratiding. It was Arlene,
doll-like and curvaceous as ever, wearing a pingligé. But she didn't
smile, didn't squeak with excitement, didn’t runwdo with a kiss of
welcome.

‘Leila. What are you doing here?’ She shut the bedr door hastily
behind her and leaned over the rail.



‘I came back early from Hawaii. | didn’t think itattered about letting you
know. Where is everybody? Where's Agnes, and Jau® Maisie?
Where’s Bernard? It’s his cigars | can smell, ist?t

Arlene looked down at her with barely concealedation, and sighed
audibly. Leila was concerned. ‘Aren’t you well, Ane? Have | got you
out of bed?’

‘No.” The tone was suddenly casual. ‘I've just beeaving a shower.
Bernard’s here for a day or two. He’s somewherairgde-in his room,
perhaps. We're going out for the afternoon to Caiyen

‘Oh.’ Leila felt oddly deflated. ‘How are you, Are?’

‘Fine.” The widow of three months certainly lookéealthy, if a trifle
uncomfortable. ‘Jade and Maisie are away for thg dad I've given
Agnes the day off as well.’

Leila concealed her surprise. It was unheard ofhfar stepmother to be
without staff in the house. She hesitated, dampégdte lack of welcome
and puzzled in the face of Arlene’s unease. ‘liing in my things," she
said, and went to unload the ear.

By the time she’d finished carrying stuff upstdisth Bernard and Arlene
were in the sitting room. ‘Hello, Bernard.” Leilaupup her cheek to be
kissed. It was a ritual that she knew he liked.nBedl must always play the
role of big strong male. Overplay it, perhaps, witle great medallion

swinging on its chain against his chest, clearbible because the casual
shirt was unbuttoned almost to his waist. Bernadd'tichange.

It was then, as the scent of St Laurent colognitedripast her face, that
she understood. Just for a moment she had thohghathint of Arlene’s
perfume was there as well. Carefully she obserhethtas they made a
belated fuss of her. Yes, there was an air of #ligguilty excitement
about them both. Conspiracy was too strong a woid, there was
something between them.



Bernard, expensive and expansive and aggressivaly, iwas even more
pleasant than usual. She could have smiled. Itaviee country and if
they wanted to make love in the afternoon when theught they would
be undisturbed then that was their business, nat Bt... she watched
Arlene narrowly. Had this been going on while Daakvalive?

‘And you're feeling a little better now?’ Bernardaw asking, concern in
his voice.

Leila found she couldn’'t meet his eyes, so she leatantently as Arlene
poured tea into the delicate china cups. ‘Yes.nch better. As a matter
of fact I'm glad you’re here together so that | ¢alh you both at once. I'm
hoping to join the firm at last. | want to comedn the landscaping side.’
She smiled a trifle grimly. ‘I want to start work.’

‘But--you can’t” gasped Arlene, her round blue gyswivelling in
Bernard’s direction. ‘We’ve sold the firm, or atit agreed to a takeover.
The deal went through a few days ago. We were guairtgll you as soon
as we heard where you were going after Hawaii. Waught you'd be
pleased!’

Leila sat very still. ‘Bernard?’

‘It's true. As chief executor and trustee of yoattfer's estate | was legally
entitled to follow Arlene’s instructions. | was favour. She wanted to
convert her shares to cash...” He fell silent.

‘You've sold Garlands? Dad’s firm. Without tellinge‘?’ It couldn’t be
true. They were joking. But a glance at Bernard'sady face,
uncomfortable, but with a certain smugness abownitl Arlene’s, pretty
as a fairy doll with the red lips pressed obstilyategether, showed her
that this was no joke.

‘How were we supposed to know you'd care?’ askederfa tightly.
‘You've hardly shown your face here since you figt that--that boy.
Your money has been taken care of for years, h#8n¥ou had cash, but
mine was tied up in the firm. So | decided to tékeut. To sell up. And
Bernard agreed with me.’



‘I'm sure he did.’ Leila rose from her chair. ‘M&yask who has bought the
firm?’

‘Parnell Enterprises,’ said Bernard. ‘They're ayer

But Leila didn’'t wait to hear more. She was makiog the stairs, the
sitting-room door closed quietly behind her.



CHAPTER THREE

ARLENE and Bernard left the house soon after taeimouncement, and in
the silent hours that followed it had taken all la& will-power to stop
herself sliding back into self-doubt. Honesty mdae admit that since
meeting Lance she’d taken little interest in threnfiBernard could hardly
be blamed for not consulting her, and of coursevas right in saying that
he had the authority to negotiate a takeover hidsarlands.

Her own income was not dependent on the firm, stiged no shares in it;
but Arlene’s part of the Garland estate was thesaand land, funds for
their upkeep, and the income from a majority hajdim the company. An
adequate bequest, some might say a very genereysannot enough for
Arlene, apparently. She had always been openly ratiter engagingly
mercenary, an aspect of her personality which walds with the pretty
little bird-brain image she projected. Leila thougihhad been naive to
imagine that her stepmother would be satisfied witbxurious home and
a steady income.

The staff returned at six o’clock, and finding leelack made a fuss of her;
Jack putting away the XJS so tenderly she almgse¢aed, him to kiss it
good night, while his wife Maisie bustled aboutpagng supper. As for
Agnes, housekeeper since Leila’s childhood, shemp&d around
forbiddingly, issuing a disjointed commentary irr ldated jargon. ‘Not at
all considerate ... They could at least have datdtbme on your first night
back... What was the mistress thinking of?... Ara ylying halfway
around the world, Miss Leila, grid looking like aast, for all you say you
feel fine...’

Leila was comforted by their concern for her. Srenimo bed very early,
reflecting bleakly that the only genuine words a@leome had come from
the servants. Much later, she awoke to hear Arkeme ,Bernard come
back. He went off noisily to one of the guest rocansl Arlene to the big
room she’d shared with Leila’s father. So they wieseping up a front of
mere friendship and shared business interests wWienweren't alone in
the house.



Her mind went back to Matt Parnell not telling ladrout his takeover of
Garlands... The knife-sharp thrust of dismay sliefdwhen she heard that
had faded. Given time, she thought sleepily, heldehtold me about it. |

didn't give him the opportunity, that's all. | leftawaii in a hurry. She

turned over and thumped her pillow. She had nantide of re-examining

her reasons for that very speedy departure.

It was daybreak when she wakened, sweating andblirgmfrom the
dream. There had been a sail-board skimming syl@atloss a lagoon, and
as she watched an immense breaker crashed oveedhand tossed the
red-sailed board like driftwood on the beach. Butvas Lance’s body
floating face downwards in the water as, thigh dete struggled to drag
him ashore.

The wind whistled and shrieked along the beach #oad surf swept

forward greedily in immense glassy curves. At lastbing and gasping,
she dragged him clear and turned him. over. The ¢edden back became
a dark hairy chest, a flat stomach, powerful thigimel brawny  arms.

Black hair lay wet against the forehead and theyas dark with beard-
growth. The eyes were open, but they weren’'t Matésr and grey, they
were Lance’s. Blue, vivid blue, gazing sightlessly at the pink-tinged

sky.

The house was silent except for the rasp of heatbigg. She felt weak
with relief at the sight of her familiar bedroom time faint light of dawn.
Exhausted, she lay back against the pillows anckavipe tears from her
cheeks.

Breakfast was unpleasant. Arlene, beautifully mapleas always, but a
trifle heavy-eyed, had come to table instead ohdpeierved in her room.
She adopted a matter-of-fact attitude about theaedr, while Bernard
presented Leila with a detailed statement of thedimg up of the firm,

along with smoothly worded advice to ‘go and se® ldgal chaps’ about
her own financial position... ‘Even though you wetea shareholder your
father stipulated a sum to be paid to you showdadution or takeover of
the company take place. This will be done, of ceueccording to his
instructions...’



‘What about you and Arlene? You were both princigl@reholders. Does
your cut come as ready cash?’

‘Well, of course it does,” said Arlene. ‘That’s théject of it all. | want to
know exactly what I'm worth. | want cash--Bernarddarstands that.
Stocks and shares float up and down and keep piealcted up.’

‘All right,” said Leila, ‘so you're going to get vt you want. Might | ask
what’s happening to the men?’

Arlene shrugged. ‘Building workers are being lafflall over the country.
Those employed at the moment have a job as lontheis particular
scheme is going. After that it's up to Parnells.’

Bernard nodded in agreement, intent on his kedgereke Leila eyed her
own small helping with something like revulsion. €rh Arlene spoke
again. ‘Another thing, Leila. About the house--'eShlapped Bernard’s
restraining hand from her arm. ‘No, Bern, she’s tgoknow. The house is
being put up for sale very soon.” Her baby-bluesefiad taken on the
pebble-like quality which meant that she was ndig¢swayed. ‘There’s no
rush, but if you could look round for somewherestay when you're in
this country... I'm buying a little place in Belgia for myself. You know
I've always wanted to get back to London.’

Leila stared at her while one thought spun round und in her mind.

She doesn't like me. Arlendoesn’t like meWhy hadn’t she realised it
before? Her stepmother had always been pleasangkemith her, almost

affectionate at times. But--Leila felt the familiahill of tension between
her shoulder blades--that had all been while Dad alave. Just now she
had said, ‘Look round for somewhere to stay’, wrsre knew that

Ardenfields was Leila’s home. Bernard was embae@sand so became
pompous. ‘Did you hear Arlene, my dear?’

‘Yes. | heard. You're putting the house up for sa#elene didn't like her
With an effort Leila kept her voice from tremblirfgvhat about Agnes and
Jack and Maisie?’

‘That was in the will with all the other hand-outérlene said lightly.
‘Surely you remember? If the house is sold befteytretire it's lump



sums all round and glowing references; If theyreetiom here it's lump
sums again. How can they lose? In any case, | tamyone with the
money to buy this place will be glad to take ormatge staff.’

Leila relaxed a little. Her father had known loyaltom his servants, and
had taken steps to see that it was rewarded. Snehsel her memory for
the long and tortuous wording of his will; the ctleas provisos, the added
clauses., At the time of its reading she had beestumned by his death, so
remorseful, that she hadn’t taken it in, much todeis fury when he
guestioned her back in Australia.

She swallowed. Her mouth tasted dry and stale bedesached for more
orange juice instead of her coffee. A picture caméer of her father’'s
well-loved figure hunched over his desk, working the best way to care
for his dependants; while his daughter roamed tbddig beaches with a
handsome money-grabber and his wife flexed greedgefs in the

background. Oh Dad--

Suddenly she felt the urge to leave the houséfiitl a place of my own,’
she said flatly, ‘and I'll be out within the monith.

Leaving them both protesting that there was no Hfeedguch haste she
went up to her own domain; sitting-room, bedroond &athroom at the
back of the house, overlooking the orchard andodeeeful fields beyond.
The rooms had been her refuge since her father theilhouse when she
was ten years old. She halted at the door, one bpraised against the
frame. She was cutting-loose from the old way fef éind now it looked as
if she would have no choice but to cut loose fromald home as well.

She went to the window and stared ,out at the demoptryside, puzzling
as to why her father had made no ruling about thesé staying in the
family when he had known how she loved it. He caoillhave hoped she
would marry Lance and live elsewhere, so shouldtske it as his way of
saying she must get out and do something withifegt |

There was still her own inheritance to check upSirange that she felt not
the slightest inclination to do so. She smiled dyimyears of mixing with
students from all walks of life had taught her sonescapable truths about
the ‘haves’ and ‘have-nots’. She would have feénpy of inclination to



check on her finances if she’d been down to hertéaspounds instead of
the sum in her bank account.

Bleakly she stood there, gripping the oak windodgke Whatever
happened she was not going back to a life of mah&jisure; she’'d tried
that with Lance and it had been a disaster. Gapambf Garlands had
bequeathed to her a passion for hard work and aamient. Blacksmiths,
thatchers, carpenters, stonemasons and finallyddrsilhad passed on a
heritage of creative ability backed by sound bussreense.

She thought of the little girl whose school holiddad been spent trailing
around building sites with her father; the teenagko had replanned the
grounds of Ardenfields with more enthusiasm thapegtise; the Fine Arts
student receiving her First with a moist-eyed fathigantically
applauding...

She would do as she had decided back in Hawaiintédandscape work.
Garlands was gone; there would be no position e fémily firm. But
there were other jobs, other opportunities. Shedditdthe same way as
anyone else--on her merits.

The pile of architects’ journals were in the cuplbavhere Agnes had
stacked them month by month. She took the top threk began to go
through them, lips jutting obstinately in a way Hather would have
recognised.

It was worse than she’'d expected. Few jobs weresréided, and they
demanded experience both in design and in practiogk. Two were for

posts with local authorities, one with a privatenfiof architects, and one
for an assistant to a landscape gardener. Notlmagwas suitable for a
recently qualified landscape designer.

After ten minutes she sat back, having gone throtlgh quarterly
Landscape Desigand all the issues d&rchitects' JournalShe wouldn’t
stand a chance without practical experience--artdhge years on and
around building sites had given her just that--bot in the way that
counted, not in actual employment.



She’d known things were difficult, of course. Frdime to time she’d
heard from Dee Williams, her special friend at @nsity, who'd told her
how the others were getting on. Five of the men faamled jobs in
landscape design and two of the women. Of the siiteo men were still
unemployed and the other two women were employeal \@aitress and a
mother’s help.

Leila sat at her desk and faced the fact that sgatmot get a job. And if
she did, it was unlikely to be the sort of work sbally wanted--large-site
work. She loved gardens and all growing things &l couldn’t see
herself planning a colourful roof garden in Che]smadeciding on potted
plants for a patio in Solihull. The very real clealje of small-scale
designing left her unmoved.

And there was another aspect which disturbed hat;df whether she was
right in eventrying for a job in the present economic climate... Side't
need the money, and if she didn’'t get work she diwtlhave to stand in
the dole queue.

She thought of the Garland construction sites; theerb small
developments of private housing, the various ptejeear to her father’s
heart such as sheltered accommodation for the lgldmnd knew there
would have been worthwhile work for her with thenfi

But--the thought leapt forward aggressively frora bdack of her mind--she
knew Matt Parnell. He had seemed kind, even coederand he had taken
over her father’s firm. Could she ask him...?

For a few moments she considered the idea of apipirggahim and asking
for a job. For a few moments, that was all. She aragrndependent woman
and wanted no favours; she couldn’t trade on heseclconnection with
Garlands just because she happened to know theweer of the firm.

She thought of their helicopter trip to that tiegral-fringed island; of two
sets of footprints studding the firm white sand;tloed big, confident man
who had helped her to sort out her own chaotic Emal state. It might
seem that he had done little--had merely enjoyedwting with a pretty
girl, but Leila knew that the time spent in his efatly undemanding
company had helped her more than anything else.



And that was enough. No more help from Matt Pari@He reached for the
Architects’ Journalsfor a final look. The words ‘The Cowper Bequest’
registered with her only because she’d seen theseweral copies. Half-
page adverts quite separate from the ‘situationsara section. ‘The
Cowper Bequest’--it sounded like the title of andated thriller.

Only half-interested, she read on. The late HowBtd Cowper had
bequeathed both land and money for the buildingaomajor sports
complex and leisure centre in the West Midlandsnt@ats had been
placed with the architects and builders but now,actordance with
Cowper’s wishes, an open competition was being faldhe landscaping
of the site.

A tightness in her chest and the thud of her heade Leila aware that for
several seconds she had stared at the printedwatigrut breathing. Could
this possiblybe the opportunity she was looking for? Midlandsrbor
Midlands-based landscape designers were invitesubonit high-quality
schemes, and to put in preliminary applications ttee Cowper
Foundation’s rooms in Birmingham, where detailshaf site and copies of
the building plans would be available g to entrants

Leila felt rather as if her eyes were about to pwaight out of her head. It
was so much on her wavelength it was unbelieveitewhere was the
snag? There mudie one. Ah!-‘positively the last date for preliminary
applications--April 23rd.” Tomorrow! And ‘last datlr submission of

entries--May 21st.” Only four weeks hence!

She scattered the pile of journals, searching fackbnumbers. The
announcement had first appeared six months eadie.bit her lip. It was
nobody’s fault but her own that she hadn’t seezaitier; and if she’d kept
in closer touch with Dee or some of the otherswbald doubtless have
heard about it from them. They were probably altkiry like maniacs on
it at this very moment.

She opened a cupboard and took out a huge rolaogpthe major design
she’d worked on for her degree. Eight enormouststmmtaining detailed
lay- outs for playing fields, tennis courts, an @& swimming pool and a
huge indoor sports and leisure centre. Every &eesy shrub, every flower



annotated and listed, along with the make-up dfigakerraces, car parks,
details of land-drainage, culverts, storm draing| future maintenance.

When placed side by side the eight sheets almosred the floor of her

sitting-room. The design had been the most diffiamd gruelling task of

her life, but it had confirmed her degree in Laragse Design and earned
her the prize for the best design of her year. Ev@m she felt a twinge of

surprised pride when she looked at it.

It didn’t mean, however, that she could sail in amoh the Cowper

competition. Bute it did mean she wasn’t out of thening if she could

incorporate some of her ideas from the degree desigo an entry. One
thing was certain-she would never have the timgad from scratch. Now
if the soil on the site should be similar to thatwhich she’d based her
selection of plants... and if the total land area the Cowper scheme
wasn’t too much different...

But first--she must get the preliminary form andifiin. With a speed and

energy which had long been absent from her movesrame rushed into
her bedroom to change. Her hair, newly washed, gwalmost to her

shoulders in heavy sun-streaked waves. She madeemugyes, left her
golden skin untouched and brushed her lips witbuwolThen she put on a
cream silk shirt and a suit in caramel-colouredstext.

Picking up her camera and some spare film she d@mhstairs to find her
indispensable wellies and some plastic bags fdrssonples. Five minutes
later she zoomed off in the XJS, leaving Jack smilfondly, Agnes

mystified at her speedy departure, and Bernard, tiwboght she was going
to search for a flat, highly uncomfortable.

The traffic was heavy as she drove into the ceoitBirmingham but, as
always, she was conscious of her affection forgiteat sprawling mass of
the city; reflecting ruefully that she rarely, Wex, heard a good word said
about it. True, there was heavy industry concesdraiver a massive area,
there was high-rise housing that was probably tespdir of local
authorities where once it had been the pride; &edetwas old property
cheek by jowl with brash new developments. ButasviEngland’s second
city and with all its faults, she loved it.



She had to keep her wits about her because, a$ asuariety of male

drivers had their eyes on the car. A luxury speds with a sun-tanned
blonde at the wheel seemed to bring out the warsbime of them. They
tried tooting and all the tricks known as ‘carvimg/, ostensibly having fun
but in reality displaying more than a touch of aggion. She sighed in
resignation as she went up and down through thesg8a much for sex
equality when it came to being behind a wheel.

The Cowper rooms were in a solid Victorian buildijgt off Temple
Row. Appropriate, she thought, to have the trustéesmillionaire housed
in the city’s banking quarter. An elderly clerk,lip® and efficient, gave
her a huge roll of plans and a form to fill in.

A clock ticked loudly, creating an illusion of isgion and tranquillity even
though the busy thoroughfare was only yards awan poised, Leila
hesitated at the first itenName...In an instant she resolved that nobody
should know she was entering; not Bernard or Arlea® any of the ex-
Garland men, not even any of her former colleaguethe course. She left
that and filled in her qualifications.

The door crashed open and a dark-suited youngwfedlith tightly curled
hair dashed in. ‘Hi! Sorry I'm late. Where are titbers?’

The elderly clerk smiled gravely, coughed, lookegiamingly at Leila and
said quietly, ‘In the board roomuaiting, Mr Robin.'

‘Mr Robin” swung round to look at Leila. His darles liked what they
saw, and showed it. In return, and almost with@atising it, her clear
brown gaze took on the glacial quality which hadrmvea off so many men.
For a few seconds longer he stared, then shrugGedd morning,’ he
murmured finally, and hurried away.

She dismissed him from her mind and returned tddhm, trying to think
of a pseudonym. She could hardly use John Smitsheqrinted the first
name that came to her--J.T. Rose. Why J.T. she ritaddea. And
Rose--well--because she liked roses. She liked hdelpms and
nasturtiums, come to that, and dozens of otheretewbut they’'d hardly
do for a surname. As for her address; she hesitat@ih, and finally
wrote: ‘In process of moving--not yet settled.’



Then she handed the form to the clerk, checkedbttadity of the site, and
made for the 'car park. The sense of dynamism astlifig energy that
was Birmingham came to her and brought with it Byswf confidence.
There was a freshness in the air, with a fitful sestowing the luminous
April brilliance unique to an English spring It ditl occur to her to go for
a coffee or to look at the shops. The very act oingl something
constructive towards her future had wiped everglgise from her mind.

The site was well outside the city itself, so kegpihe map beside her she
drove towards the exit of the car park, and wasoatnout in the traffic
when she noticed a muddy Range Rover slowing dawthe entrance a
short distance up the road. A big, dark-haired mvas at the wheel, and
acting purely on instinct Leila braked and slewednd in her seat to get a
better view of him. Surely it was Matt Parnell?

Horns tooted angrily behind her and the Range Row@red out of sight.
She had no option but to go forward, trying to aanicate on the road but
with half her mind on the man. Was she mad? Imagirshe’d seen
someone in the heart of Birmingham who was actualliawaii, and all
because she’'d had a ghastly dream about him anaddraidered asking
him for a job?

At the next turning she was off, almost withoutugbt, zooming round a
left-hand bend that would take her back to thepeak. She didn’t begin to
feel foolish until she was circling the ranks oflgad cars searching for the
high bulky shape of the Range Rover.

It wasn't there. Whoever it was had gone, perhayble to find a place.
With a ridiculous sense of let-down she edged tat the traffic again and
headed away from the city centre. Obviously thatutsive streak of hers
hadn’t yet been conquered.

She drove on through a leafy suburb, the factdeftdehind, until at last
she saw the motorway ahead and knew she was gettangr. Stopping,
she studied the map, then turned down a bumpyanddlong a dirt track
bordering waste land. A group of builders’ huts evénere, locked and
deserted, but a small neat notice said ‘The Howard Cowper
Foundation'.



She got out and looked round. No building work begs yet, thank
goodness. A rubbish-dump flanked a group of playietds while the
motorway snaked overhead and beyond them. There avasetch of
stagnant water and at the other end of the sitgharhilway embankment.

Quickly she slipped out of the flimsy suede shaes jput on her wellies.

Far from being dismayed at the unpromising site,whas encouraged. The
land she’d been allocated for her degree desigdsbkean far worse but
she’d enjoyed the challenge of transforming igrify on paper.

She slung the camera round her neck and grabbedkie&rh-book and
pencils, then with the heavy wellies beneath hegaatt suit she clumped
eagerly across the rough ground.

It was late afternoon by the time she drove ughiidéo Ardenfields. She’d
spent ages at the Cowper site sketching, takingoghaphs and digging
for earth samples, and now she felt ready for g kmak in the bath.

The huge ‘For Sale’ board at the gates took hewares, giving her the
mental equivalent of a punch in the ribs. Arlenesmalosing any time!
Leila pulled in at the side of the lane and starexightfully at the house.
Her father had built his home well. The dull pinkick looked as
weathered and subdued as if it had been there dréaliyears instead of a
mere sixteen. It was a big house, well-proportioaed graceful, with
established clematis and climbing roses makingr theiv growth and
softening its lines. Daffodils nodded on the greatving lawns, and the
first faint green hazed the willows bordering thream.

Tears pricked her eyelids even while common sees@nded her that
she’d stayed away from home for months on end addhardly given the
place a thought. But she’d known it whgre.There to come back to...

She went up the drive and received another surpAsenuddy Range
Rover was parked near the front of the house--gutreVas the one she’'d
seen in Birmingham?



Agnes opened the door as she reached it. ‘Therk®ls Rarnell waiting in
the sitting-room, Miss Leila. He’s been here neartyhour and I've given
him tea.’

Leila stopped dead and stared at her. ‘Oh, thamgtses Will you bring in
some more for me?” With an odd reluctance she apéme sitting-room
door. Matt was standing by the windows, dressedtlier building site
rather than for afternoon tea. He looked everabitough fully clothed as
when he wore only swimming trunks back in Hawaii.

‘Hello, Matt,” she said quietly. ‘It was you, thein, Birmingham?’

His gaze took in her slim form in the expensive,samd she wondered if
he in turn was thinking of how he’d last seen heritiny bikini. The
beautiful mouth lifted at one corner in the way samembered, but he
looked puzzled as he said, “You saw me?’

‘Yes, as | was leaving the car park, but I--juddgetvas mistaken in
thinking it was you.” She felt awkward; More thamat--she felt utterly
crazy when she recalled how she’d zoomed aroundtgag for him.

He watched her consideringly.did see a blonde in an XJS,” he admitted,
‘and | did think it looked like you. So as | wassiing a site not far from
here | decided to pay a courtesy call.’

She looked up into his eyes, ridiculously relievied see them clear,
confident and grey; not vividly blue like the eyafsthe dead man in her
nightmare. ‘But | didn’t think you were due back yj)om Hawaii.’

‘No,” he agreed, ‘I wasn’t. But then, neither wereu, as | recall,” He
waited. Was he expecting an explanation for hdyeaturn? If so, he was
due for a disappointment. ‘Something cropped ughi& business,” he
continued, 'so | took the night plane to the Statesl flew back from
there.’

‘You--you got my note, and the clothes?’

‘Yes, thanks.’



‘'d hoped to say goodbye in person but you passedin the beach-
buggy, going away from the house.” She was anndgetfiear herself
sounding apologetic. He was the one who had sormpéaieing to do,
surely?He had taken over Garlands.

When Agnes arrived with fresh tea and cakes, lveda amused to see her
bestow ~ on Matt that rare curve of the lips whieith her, passed for a
smile. So he’d found favour already? Not easy wtiealing with Agnes.
She watched as the housekeeper marched out, femdaiy reluctant to
continue the conversation. She took off her jacket moved to a settee.
‘Come and sit down, Matt. Would you like more tea.’

He sat opposite her and she saw how the chinapgdaoked ludicrously
dainty in his grasp. Quite at ease, he sat theifetalgang afternoon tea was
an accepted aspect of the building trade.

Then he said, ‘The real reason I've come in persstead of just phoning
is that | wanted to apologise for not telling ydooat the takeover.” He
neither looked nor sounded apologetic but she fduerdelf believing he
meant it. ‘Il would have done so, of course, but yef sooner than |
expected.’

She nodded. ‘That's why you seemed concerned fteahaon on the little
island--when I told you | was going into the firm.’

‘Yes. Until that moment | had no idea that you laagthing of the kind in
view and | realised you couldn’t know about theetaker. | gather you've
been told about it by now?’

‘Oh, yes.’ It was almost impossible not to sounitiebi She could even feel
the familiar tightness around her mouth from clamgpher lips too firmly
together. ‘I knew within ten minutes of arrivingdba Her thick silky
lashes lifted, revealing eyes shadowed with regseshe looked round the
big beautiful room. ‘The house is up for sale adl,was | expect you
noticed when you arrived.’

‘| noticed,” he agreed. ‘I'm sorry, Leila, if itsot what you wanted.’



The note of real sympathy was almost too much &r 8he could handle
almost any situation without tears, but genuineceom penetrated her
defences. She swallowed and looked intently atdogr. ‘I'm going to
move into a flat,” she said brightly. ‘I know jusie sort of place I'd like.’

He stared at her thoughtfully. ‘Leila, about a jéterhaps | could help
there?’

She kept focusing on the teacup. It was white aid gith a circlet of ivy
leaves round the handle. There was a tight, trafgedihg inside her chest.
No, she thought, no. No more involvement here. at ready for it. |
can’t cope with it. ‘Thanks, Matt,” she said alotmijt | want to sort myself
out a bit first. I'm still re-thinking my future.She hesitated, filled with
guilt at not telling him about the Cowper compeititi and said the first
evasive thing that came into her head. ‘| mightadttaly for a few weeks,
or the South of France... | really don’t know wyétat| want to do.’

If he didn’t believe her he gave no sign of it.eTiough lean face betrayed
no emotion, the steady eyes gazed thoughtfully hets. ‘If you do decide

you need a job, I'll do what I can. Give me a rargl I'll see what’s going.

| often hear of tenants in some of my bigger howgles need advice on
their gardens.’

So--like all the men, he imagined that women laagecdesigners handled
only domestic stuff. The knowledge of her intensamgarding Cowper
formed a mental wall between them, which he seetoesense. ‘I'll do
what | can,” he repeated and stood up. ‘My homebera in the Coventry
book if you should need it.’ He hesitated, therd sabruptly, ‘Leila, how
are you feeling? | don’t want to pry but you werbi@alow in Hawaii and
things can’t have been easy since you got back...’

‘I'm sorting myself out,” she said truthfully, thimg of her newfound
dynamism that morning. ‘I'll be all right, Matt, drthanks.” Then because
he was kind, because he’d taken the trouble toHerdand tell her himself
about the takeover, she bestowed on him her tredytiful smile. She was
out of practice, it was true, but when she manageithe effect was
something to see.



For several seconds he looked at her, then witight s:0d he moved to
the door. ‘If you're sure of that I'll leave youye said. ‘I have to go over
to Warwick now.’

But Leila had one or two things to ask him befoeeléft. ‘Just a minute,
Matt. I'd like to know what’'s happening to the Gartl work-force. Are
they still in employment?’

Eyes narrowed, he stood there with one hand grgsihie door knob.
‘Yes.’

‘And will you be able to keep them employed?’
‘I hope so.’
‘But you can’t guarantee it?’

‘I can guarantee that the developments they're imgrion at present will
all be completed. | can guarantee that whateves gb contracted out to
Parnells the ex-Garland workforce," he emphasise@x, ‘will be treated
exactly the same as the established Parnell men.’

‘You've kept them all on, then?’

‘Yes,” he said shortly. ‘And they stand a betteamte of regular work now
than they did six weeks ago.’

She was unconvinced, but acutely conscious that wekks ago she had
travelled within a hundred miles of Garlands withea much as a thought
for the firm’'s employees. ‘All the takeovers I'veorne across have
benefited the taker rather than the taken. How kioow this one isn’t the
same?’

‘You don’t. So you'll just have to take my word fiby won't you?”’
‘Bernard Grover gave me details of the transadbiginit meant little to me.

It was all high finance, and accountancy. I'm miotterested in the human
aspect.’



‘Very praiseworthy,” he commented drily.

Leila felt the colour mount in her cheeks. He waaking her seem an
interfering prig. She pushed at the sleeves ofshét in an unconscious
gesture of aggression. The heavy gold cuff-linkthstood the strain and
refused to budge. ‘It's my father’s firm and | thifim entitled to ask.’

‘It was your father’s firm,” he corrected wearily. ‘It's ynfirm now.
Look--in a nutshell--three months ago | found miysaketched; for trained
men, for equipment, the lot, but financially | wasusd. In spite of the
recession work kept coming in. | heard that Gaamgkre putting out
feelers in the hope of a takeover. | went intonid saw it would be a good
move, both for them and for me. I've come back fnoy first holiday in
three years ready to work myself into the groundkingsure it is a good
move. And | don’t expect to take so much as a weeldf, let alone visit
Italy or the South of France--’

The grey eyes were cold as the sea in winter.veh#o ulterior motives,’

he went on. ‘I'm not a profiteer, and | have naemtion of sending droves
of chaps to join the dole queue. Is that quiter@édares,’ she said quietly.

‘That's clear.’

‘Then I'll be off.” Without more ado he left the sm. A moment later the
front door slammed behind him, and Leila was l&fhding by the tea-tray
feeling foolish, resentful and uneasy.



CHAPTER FOUR

‘ALL work and no play...” Agnes put the tray downtlva thud.

‘I know,” murmured Leila absently, ‘it makes Jilidall girl.” She laid aside
her set-square and bit into a slice of Maisie’st ftake. ‘Honestly, Agnes,
a few weeks’ hard slog on my designs won't hurt' me.

Agnes eyed her critically. “You look peaky to mehe declared flatly.
‘You don’t go out, you don’t see your friends. Evirat nice Mr Parnell
hasn’t been round again--’

Leila sighed. Agnes was an incurable matchmaket,doly when she
considered the man in question to be worth matekongatching. Lance,
on his one ill-starred visit to Ardenfields, hadrtexl only a frigid greeting
and after that a sniff or two, even though Leild hrelegated him to a guest
room for the duration of their visit. Matt, howeyseemed to have made a
hit.

‘Look, Agnes, | hardly know Matt Parnell. Perhags meet him again
sometime. It's possible.’” But not likely. After thdast encounter he
wouldn’t be in a hurry to seek her out. Since tlse’d made it her
business to check on the ex-Garland workforce,fandd that what he'd
said was true. As far as she could tell they wéiréuly employed and
presumably happy in their work.

She turned back to her drawing board. ‘I've gofitgsh this design, and
until then | shall only leave the house to go amaklat whatever flats the
agents come up with.’

Agnes didn’t answer. She’d been badly shaken bynéves that the house
was to be sold, and when Leila set out to insgeetfitst lot of flats she
glimpsed tears behind the housekeeper’'s glassks. Jack and Maisie,
Agnes had agreed to stay on if the new owner wamedbut she was far
from happy about it.



Leila knew how she felt, but could hardly see hemduture lifestyle
holding any place for a prim and elderly housekeefaignes would be far
happier staying at Ardenfields.

‘Maisie wants to know what you’d like for lunchhe said now.
‘Oh, anything. Whatever my stepmother’s having.’

‘Mixed salad with low-calorie dressing, crispbreadd black coffee.’
Agnes didn’t trouble to hide her disapproval.

‘Il have the salad but with a slice of Brie andnse of Maisie’s lemon
mayonnaise. And a few wholemeal rolls--with butter.

‘That's more like it.” Agnes marched off, mollifietkaving Leila at the big
drawing board by the window. There were only twoelse left before
Cowper’s closing date.

It had been a relief to find that she could useeamher degree designs
without much alteration. Only some of them, thoughe lake area had to
be dealt with from scratch and the harsh line ef tdilway embankment

needed careful treatment to soften it. She’d dectdeonly partly conceal

the motorway fly- over, because she thought it @vditic and graceful

construction and wanted to let it enhance her desither than attempt to
block it from view completely.

Already the drawings showed the bold, imaginativeeep that was her
especial talent, although such a style being sgusanly suited to the
Cowper development was sheer good luck. She wasmaad that the site
wanted nothing merely pretty; none of what she &erie itsy-bitsy stuff.
Her ideas came not only from the proposed buildmgsfrom the shape of
the earth. If a site was flat and uninterestinghtBbe changed it with a
curve here, arise there, a sharp fall or a gelgtdine. Earth-shaping is the
basis of all good landscaping. That was one oftilrggs she hadn’t needed
to be taught. It Seemed to her that she’d alwagsvknit.

Her plans for the areas to be wooded were dowraperp There were few
established trees; hawthorns and sycamores ardwntatty old playing
fields, a few large willows bordering the water amdexpectedly, three



magnificent oaks at. one end of the rubbish tipe Phanting of semi-
mature trees would be expensive, but money was moticial factor with
the Cowper Foundation. She blessed Howard B. frieenbibttom of her
heart. If the design had been aimed at a strugdiogl authority it would
have had to be tackled very differently. She sudiee architect’'s plans,
pondering which combination of trees would complemine stark but
imaginative buildings.

The house agent drove Leila across the Hagley Roadrds Harborne.
‘There’s just one left,” he said dolefully. ‘Thestaon our books. Top floor
and attics, and rather pricey.’

Leila was pleasantly surprised when she saw theséholt was solid,
spacious, and mercifully free from ornamentatiorot Mnly that, the
gardens ,showed signs of imaginative alteration @wedroad itself was
secluded, with leaf-buds spattering its tree-litedth.

As for the flat... It was a superb conversion, amimo good to be true;
with an enormous open-plan living room and kitcheemg a bathroom and
two bedrooms on a gallery floor which was reached lspiral staircase.
The main bedroom had a huge dormer window, andbatieroom boasted
an original claw-foot bath with roses painted oa tlutside.

The fat Victorian flowers, overblown and deep pis&gemed to Leila to be
a happy omen. J. T. Rose... ‘I'll take it,” shedttthe agent, and for the first
time he smiled, So did Leila. She thought she chadchappy in the Hat,
with its distinctive layout and solid, unpainted adwvork. She would be
able to work in peace; there was room for the furei that Arlene,

surprisingly, had offered her from Ardenfields, aslde would have an
address to put on her Cowper entry which would akv® connection

whatsoever with the name of Garland.

Three days later she moved in. Agnes, Maisie acll Aad worked like
mad, realising that this might be the last thingytlcould do for her. The
furniture was all in place, a variety of pieces evhiLeila had loved for



years and which her keen eye had seen as beinguwvit to the flat. The
spare bedroom was crammed with more items; and lings and kitchen
equipment were all there ready for use without having to spend
precious time searching the shops for them.

It was Friday afternoon. Arlene was in London amel three servants were
about to leave, so as to be back in time for herrme Agnes was putting
on her coat and the inevitable felt hat, and lookespiciously tight-lipped

and flushed.

Half-expecting a sad farewell Leila Went to thed@e and took out the
bottle of champagne she’d bought specially for tmamment. The cork
popped. ‘To all our futures,” she said gaily. Thekevard moment passed
and soon afterwards she waved from the windoweasdihove away.

She continued to stand there, vaguely surprisddeioonly relief at being
on her own instead of the wrenching sense of lbe&dsexpected. Down
below a white Mini turned into the drive of the Iseunext door and she
watched with interest as two long elegant legs ceutoeview. Leila hadn’t
met any of her neighbours in the house, much lesset next door, sighs
waited and saw that the legs belonged to a slebddy. Then she
glimpsed a head of incredibly shiny brown hair, dedned forward in
astonishment. It surely wasn't Dee? Dee Williamer liriend from
university? How had she known where to find her?

With a spurt of pure joy in her heart she madetierdoor and ran outside.
Dee had gone into the wrong house, so Leila foltbwéhout ringing any
bells and called, ‘Dee. Where are you? | live rdodr!

The tall girl was peeping down curiously from thestf floor landing and
looked amazed when she saw who was below. ‘Lesla# gasped. ‘What
on earth are you doing here?’ ' ‘| thought you’dneoto see me and arrived
at the wrong house. I've just moved in next dooonD say you're my
neighbour?’

Both girls collapsed into laughter as they had dameften in their student
days. Dee dragged her up the stairs. ‘Let’s tadliput the kettle on.’



Leila was already experiencing severe pangs of aemse. She'd
deliberately neglected to keep in touch with Deeegt for postcards or
brief letters from around the world, but had ofteand long, newsy letters
from her friend waiting on her rare visits home.

Dee had been with her on that holiday in Cornwdtlew she first met
Lance, and had told her bluntly that she was aot tdi jump into bed with
him almost at once, and even more of an idiot @hraff with him to
Hawaii. What she would have said if she’d known whas footing the
bills Leila hadn’t stopped to find Out.

She’d never admitted that only six weeks later Isé& her suspicions that
Dee had been right, and after three months had sagenof it. Why hadn’t
she finished with Lance then, instead of lettinglidg on? If she’d done
that he might still be alive.

As if knowing her thoughts, Dee said, ‘I read abbance, Leila. I'm
sorry.’

‘Thanks I'll tell you about it, later.” Leila glamd around the fiat. It was
furnished comfortably with Dee’s flair for coloum@ design, and she
wondered if Dee lived there alone. Then she notibedbroad wedding
ring, topped by a small square emerald.

‘Dee! You're married!

The other girl smiled. ‘Don’t look so astoundedhl’'surprised you didn’t
know because you were invited to the wedding.” B&ed Leila straight
in the eye. ‘As a matter of fact | asked you torbg bridesmaid, but
apparently the letter never reached you. Nobodykeactly where you
were.’

Appalled, Leila stared at her, and then to her aeute dismay burst into
tears. She flopped down limply on a kitchen ch#fhat else would she
find she’d missed while whizzing round the worldwiance?

Hard, painful sobs tore at her chest, and the nsbee tried to control
herself the more violently she wept. Through hardeshe saw the shock



and astonishment on Dee’s face before her frierfidladad her in warm
comforting arms.

The XJS roared effortlessly along the motorwayds a Monday morning
two days before the competition deadline, and Le#a about to visit the
site for the fourth time. All she needed there Wwal-an-hour in which to
take a few last-minute photographs and to reasbesstretch of water
which she was transforming on paper--into a boalakg. In black Levis
and a cream sweater she had a no-nonsense airfeypand looked even
more businesslike when she put on her heavy-dulijese

She turned to leave the car and stopped dead. iftertb quiet site had
become a scene of r purposeful activity. Workmenewaxerywhere. The
group of deserted huts had doubled in size, a eeSa caravan was
parked nearby and men were manoeuvring earth-m@gagpment across
the stretch of mud leading from the road.

All this made its impact on Leila, but her astouhd@ze switched back to
the huge, three-sided notice on its triangular cstaihite lettering afoot
high on a dull blue background: ‘Parnell Enterpsise

She hovered uncertainly by the car while it regedethat Matt had landed
the contract for the leisure centre. So--what stheble do now? She could
hardly march all over the place taking pictureshaitt explaining her
motives, and she hadn't the slightest intentiodahg that!

Vague plans to return in the evening and sneak thashight-watchman
chased each other across her mind. She was edgokgtdwards the car
door when a shrill whistle from the cabin of an enous crane halted her.
‘Hi there, bonnie lass!” A beefy, weather-beateceftooked out, wreathed
in smiles, and she beamed with pleasure to seelthériend. ‘Ben!’

The man who climbed down from the cab was a Gdriaarkman who
had known her since she was a child. Leila wentoupim and shook his
calloused hand. ‘Ben--it's lovely to see you. Arg &f the others here?’



‘Not today, lassie.” The Geordie accent was theralfl time. ‘I'm the only
Garland fella here, because I'm handling the bigfstHe took off the
yellow hard hat and ran a hand through his wiryydrair. ‘Er--I'm right
sorry about the boss. You'd be away, | reckon, wheappened?'

‘Yes,” she said gently. ‘Ben--are you quite happthvivir Parnell? And the
lads--they're all in work?’

‘Aye.” He smiled and nodded. ‘We're all in work-@uglad of it, | can tell
you. The boss is here somewhere--the new bosssthat

She looked round quickly. ‘Oh, | thought he wenind in a Range Rover.
| don’t see it.’

Ben shook his head. ‘Oh, it's a helicopter he’si\gsiHe waved a hand in
the direction of the playing fields. ‘Over therarsmwhere. If you want him
I'll send a young lad--’

'‘No,” she said quickly. ‘No. | have no businesshwidr Parnell, just as |
had nothing to do with the takeover. In spite dietng Dad’s firm | never
really knew much about the business side of it, kioow.’

‘Aye. We all know that, sure enough. I'd better get then. The lads are
waiting.” With a nod he plonked his protective hgear back in place and
climbed up to his cab.

‘Good morning,' said a deep, familiar voice beHhed.

She whirled round. Matt was on the steps of thewamn, wearing cords
and a checked shirt. She smiled uneasily, recaliest of their last
encounter making her feel awkward and self-consci@h--hello, Matt.’
‘Satisfied?’ he asked, straight-faced.

‘What?’

‘Are you satisfied? With the way they're being tei? What are you
aiming to do, visit each site in turn?’



‘W--what?' Lord, had she lost her wits as well a&s foice?

‘I don’t imagine you've come over here for a pleaseountry drive, so |
take it you're playing detective. You were quesiignthe crane-driver and
| know he’s one of the Garland men.’

‘I wasn’'t exactly questioning him,” she protestétls Ben, I've known
him for years. It just saw him--or rather he saw-ared well--’

‘You just saw him as you happened to be passingponway to the South
of France,” he said deliberately. ‘Wearing the gmar that's so popular on
the Riviera this season.’

She stared at him and moistened her lips. Wasthkisyentle, unruffled
man she’d known in Hawaii? She gathered a few remsnaf self-
possession and said crisply, ‘I suppose technidatiytrespassing, aren’t
I? No, | wasn’t passing on my way to the South m@n€e or anywhere else
in particular, but | was in the area and thougtitjlist look at the site.” For
the fourth time, she added silently. ‘I believei@ leisure centre is going to
be built here and | see that Parnell's have landee contract.
Congratulations.’

‘Thanks.' His eyes were still hostile.
‘Well--I'll be going.” A pity | ever came.

He looked surprised. ‘Oh. Perhaps--you'd like a otigea? There’s always
tea available on building sites, but of course koaw that.’

She nodded. ‘Yes. But | won’t bother, thanks.’

‘Leila.” He stretched out a hand as if to detaim. HAre you feeling all
right now?’

Oh great! Back to the personal stuff just as ihbhdn’'t been as awkward as
hell. Still--hehad asked. ‘I'm all right,” she answered with a fasrile.
‘Goodbye, Matt.’



She left him standing on the steps of the caravahveas thankful that he

hadn’t been near enough to the car to spot hebookeand camera, or

worse still, the site plans spread over the baek &he started the car and
whirled away with a disdainful roar of the engineglising too late that she

could hardly feel the pedals through the heavyieslland wondering why

she had an odd little ache beneath her ribs.

‘Sam tells me you're still burning the midnight.biDee dumped a box of
groceries on Leila’s table. ‘Don’t expect me to fxeen doing your
shopping once your entry’s in, you know. And whatisre we expect a
flat-warming dinner as well when you're a lady adisure again;
cooked--we’re prepared to risk it--by your own faand.’

Leila looked at the pile of drawings and dye liren{s on the floor, and
yawned widely. ‘It's almost ready for tomorrow. Ywe been an angel,
Dee, and as you've invited yourselves I've no aptiut to give you a
meal very soon; cooked, at great personal riskniself.’

Dee dropped a kiss on top of her head. ‘The righke said, laughing, ‘will
be all ours! See you later.’

‘How did Sam know | was burning the midnight oilasked Leila
seriously.

‘He was called out to the hospital last night, gatk at three a.m. and saw
your lights still on. Leila, you're putting all yote got into this Cowper
thing. You're not going to be all shattered if--\waf--’

‘If I don’t win? No--I don’t expect to. You know wspent six months of
real slogging on our degree designs and I've spardgly a month on this.
But | had to try. It's so exactly my sort of thingeu know | always liked
the big sites. To be honest | feel pretty pleasedave managed anything
constructive at all. Quite a change, for me.’

She saw Dee watching her closely, but since thstt difternoon there had
been no more tears. Then, she had wept for sotlmtgDee had tried to
get Sam from the hospital, convinced that it wasesasort of mental



breakdown. At last Leila had calmed down, and kil told her friend

about what had happened in Australia, about hernmdtome to learn the
news of the takeover, and about Arlene decidingetb the house. She’'d
even confided in Dee about her J.T. Rose entryii®icompetition. As for
Matt, she’d mentioned meeting him in Hawaii, thatsvall. The episode on
the beach at dawn was locked away neatly in orteeotupboards of her
mind.

Sam had worked late that night, and arrived honmELgt.m. to End them
both still deep in conversation, with Leila lookiag absolute wreck after
weeping for so long. She, in her turn, had beerretgmeet the man who
had led her friend so speedily to the altar, and ¥igured in almost every
sentence she uttered. Leila knew he was from Diea'se town, that he
was several years older than her, that he was yhighélligent and a

registrar at the big hospital nearby.

That gave her a clear mental image before she metmim. He would be
tall, to match Dee's streamlined five foot ten;dstws as befitted his
brains, and remembering Dee’s previous taste infne@ds he would be
quiet and restrained.

She knew she was wrong when a voice bellowed frben doorway,
‘Dee--licious, Dee--lightful. Where are you?’ A sky, thick-necked
fellow bounded into the room, stopped dead on gekeila, said, ‘Hello
there,” and then went across to his wife and kidsedvery thoroughly,
almost standing on tiptoe to do it.

Leila tried not to show her astonishment. Dee hexknpreviously looked
at any man under six foot, but Sam couldn’t be ntbaa live-six, and he
was half-way bald into the bargain. He releasedwifs and then took
stock of Leila while Dee introduced them. She shat this eyes were
startlingly blue and very direct; literally the omedeeming feature in a
very ordinary face. What had he got to attract Dea#ly, elegant Dee
with her bright brown hair and slanting hazel eyes, flair for clothes and
her brilliant wit?

‘Hello, Leila,” he said gently. ‘Glad to have youtiwus. Dee’s told me a
lot about you. We were sorry you couldn’t makeoitthe wedding. How
long can you stay?’



Gracious and welcoming words from a man who hadechome looking
all set to toss his wife into bed, and instead tbher deep in talk with a
friend he’d never even met.

‘I'm not staying with you and Dee, Sam. | live neldor--in the top floor
flat.’

After that they all shared a late supper; Leilalldd to see Dee so happy
and still slightly puzzled as to what she saw imSa

Two days later Dee spelled it out for her as thehared a coffee. ‘It's
what's inside the parcel that matters, not the piragp' she said with a
laugh. “You're too polite to say but you wonder wihaee in him. He has
the most attractive personality and the most isterg mind of any man
I've ever known. He’s completely unselfish and hasolutely marvellous
in bed. | adore him, Leila.’

Now Leila rolled up her designs. ‘If | thought odegree work was
gruelling I'm at a loss to describe my efforts agrithe last month,” she
said wearily. ‘At least | can catch up on my sleew.’

‘You've checked that you've got J.T. Rose on eauth @very copy?’ asked
Dee.

‘Yes, it's all OK. Three hours to the deadlinektalbout cutting it fine!
Still, if anything ghastly happens like the cardkieg down, I'll have time
to take it in by taxi.'

An hour later Leila entered the Cowper rooms tal fthe same elderly
clerk in charge. He took her entry; signed a rdcaia presented it to her
with a surprising little flourish.

She walked down Waterloo Street in bright May sumestieeling almost
light-headed with relief at having met the deadli®&e wasn’t entirely
happy with her design; shortage of time had mdaaitdertain aspects had
lacked the very detailed work they cried out fart bn the whole it wasn’t
bad. She’d managed to incorporate a few of thendarinovations which
she enjoyed dreaming up.



Traffic roared past as she approached the Courmikel With a little lift

of the heart she turned the corner and headedhtorAtt Gallery. The

fountains were sparkling and a fresh breeze wasibtpthe spray towards
her. Life suddenly seemed good. If working on th@nvBer competition

had done nothing else it had brought some of thewaack to living.

She ran up the steps and gave the doorman atrlmile. Moments later
she was wandering through the galleries searchargher favourite
pictures as one seeking old friends. There wererakthat she particularly
liked but, as always, she was compelled to stanchfoutes on end before
the Pisarro study of the Bridge at Rouen. She latved

She left the gallery refreshed in spirit but unimagly weary in the flesh.
She would go back to the flat, have a long warrh laad then go to bed.



CHAPTER FIVE

‘THAT was a meal to remember, Leila.” Sam spokehvatstraight face,
and again she glimpsed something of what Dee savimn Several times
lately she had been brushed by the warm aura oflthwe, and each time
had felt an unwelcome envy grip her heart.

Sam was certainly different from Dee’s earlier méfis formidable
brainpower was concealed behind a boisterous paliisoand a sharp »but
never unkind wit. Stocky, bald, short-sighted hegimibe, but already
Leila barely noticed his appearance.

His comments on her meal were typical. He hadnd gawas delicious,
because of course it hadn’t been; he’'d said itavaseal to remember. She
knew quite well that the steak had been overddme french-fries soggy
and the coffee meringue distinctly chewy. But Deel &am were fine
company, the wine was good and the cheese excellent

‘Next time I'll take you both out for a meal,” slsaid gloomily as they
drank their coffee. ‘My natural aptitude for coo§iis nil.’

‘Oh, not quite as low as that,” said Dee, grinnifi{pu just need more
practice. And speaking of natural aptitude, you)at plenty for interior
decor--the flat's beginning to look terrific?'

Leila eyed the different levels of the room witlieation. Shaggy rugs in
white or dark green left most of the broad goldeonrboards bare, and the
varied woods of her favourite pieces of furniturenfi Ardenfields added
the stamp of her own personality and taste. Thedeating units covered
in leaf-green linen were from her rooms at homewas the big oak desk
and all her drawing equipment by the rear window.

‘I've enjoyed working on it since | finished the ®per thing,’ she
admitted. ‘If | end up with a job miles away it Wide an awful wrench to
leave it.’



Dee watched her thoughtfully, and then said, ‘Yowow my boss,
Wilkinson?’ Leila nodded, all attention. Dee workedthe landscaping
department of one of the local authorities. ‘Yomesnber | was telling
you he’s pretty good 'on’ large-site work? Well,tbll me today that he’s
one of the judges for Cowper. | mentioned thataselfriend of mine has
entered, and also a few other people | know, angaigethat as soon as a
decision is made he can tell me who’'s won as lang don’t make it
public.” Dee hesitated, looked at Sam, then sai@, you want me to tell
you or would you rather wait to be notified?’

‘Oh--you tell me! said Leila at once. ‘It might\same twenty-four hours
of waiting. And don’t look so agonised. I'm not imersly expecting to win,
you know. In fact, since | found out that Matt Rals firms are the
builders | think it might be easier in some ways$ ifever set foot on the
site again. He was an absolute horror when he titdugras checking up
on how he’s treating the Garland men."’

Dee’s lovely hazel eyes were still watchful. ‘Douyknow any more about
his firm?’ she asked. ‘And what about him? Is hermad?’

Leila stared at her. It seemed mad but she hadle® whether he was or
not. She recalled that on the little island shelieh fast asleep instead of
showing the basic courtesy of polite interest mlusiness and his family.

‘I don’t know,” she said slowly, and faint colounged the skin over her
cheekbones. ‘He could be, | suppose, although éemeg without any ties
when we met in Hawaii.” The woman in the beach-uggth him that
day, though? Was she just a friend? ‘Did you say fancied the late
movie on the box?’ she asked hurriedly, collectimg coffee cups.

It was a week later when Dee called on her way htmora work. Leila
had just got back from a visit to Ardenfields whémene had complained
about the lack of prospective customers for theshoDee looked hot and
slightly rumpled--unusual for her. She avoided la’sieyes and accepted a
weak gin and lime with a strained smile.



Leila breathed in deeply. ‘All right, you needn&lltme. | can guess.
Who’s won?’

‘I must be transparent,” sighed Dee, relieved.s‘lsome chap up in
Cumbria--a freelance. But Leila--you came jointcget’

‘Joint second! Who with?’
‘Wait for it. Digby Jones.’

If Leila had felt remotely like laughing she woubdve guffawed. They
both knew Digby. A fellow student on their courbe,was brash, assertive
and horribly confident. He was also a good desighbe Cowper judges
had known their stuff where he was concerned.

She dredged up a smile. ‘I might as well have cdiftieth as second.
They need only one design after all. At least | barthankful | shan't be
called upon to work in harness with Digby.’

Dee finished her drink. ‘I'm sorry, love, but | hato dash. Sam’s working
this evening so we’re eating at six. Are you swa’'e OK?’

Leila leaned forward and planted a kiss on herlchée fine. Tomorrow
I'll start job-hunting.” Dee went off looking dubis, leaving Leila guilty at
her own eagerness to be alone. Suddenly the Hameseempty and
echoing, and she went aimlessly to the window adnsthe leather chair
that had been her father’s. Outside a blackbird suaging in the chestnut
tree. Pure, effortless song, liquid and unforcedminding her of
Ardenfields and the little grove of birches by 8teeam. There had always
been birdsong there.

She realised that far from being shattered at mobivwg she was delighted
at coming second. After eleven non-creative mostsd worked hard
and produced something of merit. It seemed to pugfamorous, unhappy
wanderings with Lance into a kind of perspectiveducing them to a
bitter but educational episode in the course oflifeer

Relentlessly she travelled through the past, wglkiith careful, sober
tread the paths she had first sped along bareféet. infatuation with



Lance, those early weeks of passion and desirdh wie times of
uncertainty and misgiving becoming ever more frequeer father, trying
desperately to understand, accepting her faremdlsa smile and a kiss.
She didn’'t spare herself the memory of that lastisthas, her first ever
away from home, spent on the burning, brassy beadieAustralia

because Lance refused to go to Ardenfields, artht@ returned without
him would have been to admit that it had all beeong, that it was over.

The golden haze of summer faded over the rooftbpseccity, but still she

sat on, her mind selecting images for inspecticanening each one and
then bringing forward the next. Two funerals... timoa month, and each
with its burden of shock and remorse...

It was quite dark when she stood up. She felt atifb board and hungry as
an adolescent, so she had a quick shower and patean jeans and a
loose muslin shirt. Restlessly she hovered in fk&hé&n, trying to decide
what to eat, then with a toss of the head she ghlblsweater and her car
keys and a moment later drove off towards HaglegdRo

She attracted a few glances as she ate at a tabdeé in a restaurant still
crowded, although it was after eleven. Slender,dgoiskinned, her
immense dark eyes ringed with faint shadows, shmed oblivious of the
curious stares and projected an image of resergefragility. Fragile or
no, she ate an enormous meal, but drank only PeNight driving in the
XJS demanded a clear head.

She walked out of the restaurant purposefully, igekinown since she left
the fiat what she was going to do next. Switchingtbe engine, she
headed for the Cowper development. What better tnbid it a silent

farewell than at midnight under a full moon? Sheulddhave felt a fool

doing any such thing in broad daylight, but the rwaanonymity of

darkness gave her the courage to be sentimental.

She stopped the car quickly some distance fronsiteeand walked down
the slope of the approach road. The three great thaktered their leaves
with weary dignity as a faint breeze passed, angni them the water
gleamed fitfully beneath the willows.



Leila stopped by the fence. Work on the site hdbhstrdly begun, apart
from digging the footings and the inevitable chdimg for pipe-ways. A
nightwatchman’s hut, snug and silent, was by the,gand was that music
she could hear?

She edged further along the fence, by now cross gtself for coming

and skulking around in the dark, and surprised shetd let the overgrown
site get to her the way it had. She soon realisatithe music was coming
from the big caravan where she’'d seen Matt Pathatl day three weeks
ago. She moved along and saw dim lamplight thrabghwindows. Was

heliving in it?

She could hear the music clearly now; it was Braghmse of the
symphonies. It seemed to her strange and ratheerving to hear the
controlled thunder of Brahms on a deserted builditg at midnight, with
only a night-watchman and a towering circle of Ba#lers for audience.

She stood there as if bewitched, until the symphoaiye to an end and
she saw. the figure of a man rise from a seatariaimplight and move into
the depths of the caravan. It was Matt.

Abruptly she realised her position, standing pegwer a building site
fence at dead of night. Quietly she turned awaywendt back through the
shadows aware for the second time of that straitiige dche beneath her
ribs.

The insistent ringing of the doorbell dragged hemf sleep the next
morning. It was eleven o’clock! She grabbed hererabd whirled down
the spiral staircase, remembering that it. had lleeze a.m. before she’d
climbed it to go to bed.

The bell rang again and she smoothed her hair éefpening the door. A
man stood there in a dark suit, immaculate shid a@ and holding a
briefcase. A mop of brown hair curled tightly oves head and confident
dark eyes looked her up and down. ‘Is Mr Rose at¢foMr J .T . Rose?’



She could have groaned. He was from Cowper, angl $teg was still in
her robe at eleven in the morning. ‘Come in," slid guietly. ‘It's me you
want. I'm J .T. Rose.’

The man ran a hand over the abundant curls witbeeming to realise he
was doing it, and the gesture rang a small bethemory. Where had she
seen him? But he was over the threshold with acfdegap and was right
behind her as she led him to a seat. ‘Please wihdshe said. ‘I'm afraid

| was still asleep when you rang the bell. | wag/ Vate last night--’

The alert eyes watched her every move as she pasid@ him and she in
her turn noted the dull sheen of fine worsted mduit, the gleam of gold
at his cuffs, the silk shirt and tie. She hopedilggt to the point quickly if
he was going to tell her she’d come second, anddemaa if she should
admit that she already knew.

He bounced to his feet again. ‘My name is Robin @emw+of the Cowper
Foundation. You haven’t seen your mail this morpiNiss Rose? It is
MissRose?’ His glance flicked to her fingers and asldy away again.

‘I haven’t been downstairs to collect it yet. Whiid you have news for
me?’

He smiled with considerable charm and an obviousaedge of how to
use it. ‘Congratulations, Miss Rose. You've wonsffirprize in our
Landscape Design competition!’

If he expected astonishment he wasn’t disappoinW®adn it?’ Leila felt
her cheeks go cold as colour left them. ‘But | déhnink--that is--how--’

‘You'll know as soon as you open your mail that yeeren’t actually first

choice,” admitted Robin Cowper ruefully. ‘The conttee have been up
half the night making phone calls and arguing. ¥ty we sent letters to
all, the runners-up and a telegram to the winnerh@ lives in Cumbria we
asked for verification of his Midlands birth in @rdto fulfil the terms of

the bequest--we thought of it as a mere formalityat's where the trouble
began. He rang back to say he’d bring in his bighificate in person--it

stated that he was born in South Cheshire.’



He sat down again and stared at her, his well-ats estarting to look a
trifle wild and woolly. She waited, outwardly calras he went on, ‘He
really believed that being born in that part of €iee entitled him to
enter, but the Foundation couldn’'t agree. We've toadisqualify him-not
a happy experience for either side, needless toTd®t led us to the joint
winners of second place--yourself and a Mr Digbye3on

‘Joint winners,' Leila repeated dutifully, as iiwias the first she’d heard of
it. Inwardly she shuddered--she’d have to work vdtgby...

Robin Cowper jumped up and loped across the roonth ®Wflourish he

whirled round on her. ‘We were faced with the pexdpof our joint

second-prize winners working together when thesigles were entirely
different. We contacted Mr Jones first thing thisrmng, to find that he’s
just signed a contract to work in Saudi Arabia.I'8ohere to tell you it’s

all yours. Congratulations, I've come hot-foot iargon as | couldn’t get
you on the phone.” He swivelled his head from sa@side as if unable to
credit that there was no telephone in the Hat.

‘I'm still waiting for it to be installed,” explaiad Leila.

He ignored that. "Please, please don'’t tell me uaurrently working in
Edinburgh and were born in Istanbul.’

She smiled with a touch of restraint. He was a¥é@rpowering. ‘No, don’t
worry. | was born in Birmingham and | live here nb®he crossed to the
drawers where she kept her documents. ‘Here’s mtly bertificate.’

He held out his hand. ‘Great! So what does the stand for? No--let me
guess--Juliet, of course... Juliet Titania--howisittfor a Shakespearean
double?’

‘Just a minute," she put in hastily. ‘The J.T. Rsspuist a pseudonym.” All
at once she was uncertain about whether such @ tiasid been allowed. ‘I
hope that doesn’t mean you’ll disqualify me as well

He looked carefully at her birth certificate. ‘L&ilGarland,’ he said
consideringly, ‘a pity--1 could have called you RosWell, it's OK.



Pseudonyms are accepted. Can you come back withom@ A working
party is standing by to meet you.’

She stared at him. ‘But how did you know you'd fime in? Surely they
aren’t waiting there on the off-chance of you tgkme back?’

‘No, not really. It's the weekly get-together ofl aur key people;

architects, surveyors, builders, the Cowper finaingizards and anybody
else who's useful.” He stood there, impatientlyftaig his weight from

one foot to the other.

‘Perhaps | could offer you coffee while | get readyhe asked. He
accepted, then sat back, opened the briefcasecakdout theFinancial
Times

Twenty minutes after he first rang the door-bdiey left the flat together;
Leila outwardly cool and self- possessed in a dahkslaeved dress of
ivory cotton. He led her to a red Aston Martin--a8VVantage, and she
concealed a smile--a Cowper would hardly drive adoin a Mini! She
eyed the instrument panel, impressed. It was m&eedn aircraft than a
car.

He drove the magnificent car with the restless gnaevhich had so far
characterised his every action; crouched over theeely revving
impatiently at each hold-up, tooting a melodiousrnhat unwary
pedestrians and tossing snippets of informatidreatlmost nonstop.

‘Call me Rob,” he instructed when she addressed d&sniMr Cowper. ‘I
can’t stand the name Robin--it's only suitable dader-fives. “Christopher
Robin is saying his prayers™--ugh!

Leila clutched her seat as they sped round a cdmaehe continued his
briefing on the Foundation without a pause. ‘Oldwdad B, the original
millionaire, was my grandfather. His children arg father, my uncle and
my aunt. Between them they administer what's |éfthee money after
about five hundred charities have had their whack.’

It was somehow endearing to hear him talking sanlypef the Cowper
millions. ‘Various uncles, aunts and cousins hamgiad,” he, went on, ‘as



financiers, accountants and so on. | qualifiedampany law with the idea
of making myself useful and if possible indisperisabAll the key
positions are kept in the family, you see.’

The Cowpers were no family of idle jet-setters,uthiat Leila. Howard B'’s

money might provide them with a luxurious lifestyleut at least they
worked for it. She found herself watching him, fasted yet slightly

repelled. Seen in profile his face was typicallygksh, clear-skinned and
lean; but when he turned towards her the broadh tiggekbones and full-
lipped mouth gave him a foreign, almost Slav appees. His eyes,
confident and assessing, looked into hers far femndor a man driving a
powerful car in heavy traffic, but his behaviourwards her was

scrupulously correct. Odd, she could have sworhahzass was imminent
the moment they seated themselves in the car.

He zoomed below street level to a car-park undeofice block behind
Colmore Row; left the car at the entrance and théise keys to an eager
attendant, then led her briskly to the Cowper radingas noisy and very
hot, with brilliant noonday sun killing any shaderh the buildings, but
indoors all was quiet and orderly. The same cldcket the peaceful
minutes away; the same elderly clerk rose to gite&in from behind his
highly-polished counter. It seemed to her an inappate background for
Rob Cowper; glass, chrome and concrete would hatedshis personality
better than mahogany and Victorian figured glass. °

A moment later they were outside double doors erthird floor, ‘Right?’
he asked encouragingly. A little push from behiadyarm hand on her
arm, a flourish and: ‘Ladies and gentlemen, mayekpnt Miss Rose, our
Landscape Designer.’

There was a full minute of silence, all eyes ond,dollowed by subdued

murmurs around the table. Then they all beganlkoaiaonce as she was
introduced. Afterwards, she could recall ten ofmheight men and two
women, but the events of the next half-hour renthiogt of sequence in
her mind like random snapshots of a hurried busites. The way Rob

announced her by the J .T. Rose pseudonym threwonapletely; that and

the sight of Matt Parnell, cold-eyed and wary afterfirst stare of

undisguised amazement.



Much later she admitted to herself that Rob hadhbaéght to use that
name. The group of people waiting there had alresabn two finalists
eliminated from the winners, and were expectind.JRose to be a man.
Oh, she had known at once what that awkward silesigmified;
astonishment and dismay that she was a woman. hgdiack she could
see that it would only have made things worsefigéragresenting her when
they all expected a man, he had introduced her bgmae that none of
them knew. None of them except Matt Parnell.

‘It was utterly gruesome,’ she said that eveningDee’s flat, sipping
celebratory champagne bought hurriedly by Sam atldbal off-licence.
‘There was Rob Cowper, all bounce and bonhomie)endveryone else
looked sick at the sight of me.’

‘Including your friend Parnell?’ asked Dee shrewdly
‘Oh, he looked astonished, and then livid,” adnditteila.
‘But weren’t there any other women there?’ Sam inagyued.

‘Two. Both members of the clan, | think. One wadeely, wearing little
half-specs and a twin-set; | think she’s secretaype Bequest Committee.
The other was a financial consultant. She was gugeblack hair,
creamy skin, turquoise eyes.’

‘Turquoise?’ Dee sounded sceptical.

‘Blue-green, aquamarine, like sea over golden darglioise. They were
lovely and so was shé&nd she has a braiand she can use it. | think she’s
Rob’s cousin.' Leila yawned widely. It had beereatit day.

‘Honestly, Leila,” said Dee, sounding like a proparent with a brilliant
offspring, ‘I do think it's marvellous. You've laad the design job of a
lifetime, it's exactly on your wavelength, and ym’ mixing with
millionaires right, left and centre.’

‘I don’t know if any of them are actually milliona&is now, said Leila,
yawning again. ‘But they're all loaded. Christoplwbin drives a brand
new Aston Martin, and Turquoise-Eyes was weariggaanond the size of



a pea on a platinum chain round her neck. The t@ahwas a misery,
which might make things difficult. He looked dagg@rhen Rob presented
me like a ringmaster with a high-wire act.” She Isghisuddenly. ‘High-

wire act-very apt. | expect that's what it'll feldte with Matt Parnell and

the architect on one side, the Cowper family ondtier and me trying to
keep my balance in the middle. Why didn’t | look #ocosy little number

with a local authority?’

Dee poured them all another glass of champagneabsently plonked a
kiss on Sam’s shiny head. ‘Because you're destiimedhigher things,
that's why; You know you were always the girl wonde the course. And
you can stay on in the Hat, as well.’

‘Yes,” said Leila, ‘though | shall miss you botlkdi anything if you move
away.’

‘When, not if,’ said Sam gently. ‘It's either geaépractice and a house in
the country or the final grind towards a consuliaat the hospital with a
house nearby. We've got to decide which, haven'tlexe?’ He gave Dee
a look of such tenderness that Leila averted hes,efgeling an intruder.
‘Either way,” he concluded, ‘we’ll be moving withthe year.’

Leila smiled at them both, outwardly at ease. fjust have to keep my
fingers crossed that you stay in this area, wai'she said lightly.

Soon afterwards she left them and went back neat dith Sam’s final
remark lying like a stone in her heart. She was akdd on a very
demanding career, surrounded by strangers who aeelldprove hostile,
and the only people who cared if she failed or seded, lived or died,
were three elderly servants and Dee and Sam. ¥f theved away she
would be on her own. Birmingham was a big city am® knew many
people there--but not one of them intimately.

She climbed the stairs to her flat, her back vérgight and her chin high.
It would soon be Monday. It was time to look forekeshe’d finished
looking back.



CHAPTER SIX

LEILA slept badly the night before she was due tartswork. She was
nervous, and as if to underline her tension a spatdr thunderstorm
raged over Birmingham.

Not a good omen, she decided, lying there watchinmgg lightning and
trying to ignore the din of a violent electricalosh. The rain was so
torrential that she envisaged the site being likeaof mud.

Restlessly ‘her mind went back over the last fewsd&here had been a
meeting with the architect, Martin Deeds, a thiceld redhead who exuded
contempt, something which didn’'t surprise her. 8h@me across other
architects who regarded landscape designers ascessay interfering

busybodies. Many architects did their own landsogpand usually the

ones who didn't believed their buildings to be sagmificent that the

surrounding land was quite unimportant.

And she had lunched with Rob Cowper at the Alb&tyistopher Robin,
as she still thought of him, had been pushy, bed&igdnt and correct. It was
probably her own edginess that had led her to éx@@ass every time he
opened his mouth.

Then there had been a rather fraught session hatBequest Committee
and several key people in the Foundation. Perhdgesd sbeen too

optimistic in imagining that she’d already won fapproval for her design.
After all, if they'd thought it without a fault tmepresumably they would
have awarded it first prize. Whatever their motjvidgy put her through a
kind of third-degree which made the three-hourisess gruelling ordeal.

Only Rob backed her, not from any knowledge of tmaghe design, she
felt sure, but because he fancied her. His behavigght be restrained,
but the look in his eyes was only too easy to rébslenergy and optimism
had been no match, though, for Martin Deeds analhisLarkin, the site-
agent for Parnells.



The body of Cowper men were more concerned witlegeedrding the
terms of the Bequest than with anything too tedipibut there were
several professional men present, and she collth&lDeeds and Larkin
had made their views known before she arrived.

The architect had protested that her plans forisedaterrace linking the
indoor and outdoor swimming pools invaded his owsvimce of building
design. He dug in his heels and insisted thatéhade was removed from
the plan.

After that, one question followed another. The ootdsports specialist
gueried her siting of the tennis courts and finaliykin announced that her
earth-shaping proposals were a little late as mgldoundations were
already being laid.

Quiet, controlled, Leila prepared to do battle. tBurely you realised that
any competent landscaper would watdme earth-moving? Wasn't it
rather rash of you to start on the foundations teetbe winning design
was examined? Earth-shaping was one of her spedalts; hadn’'t she
lived it and breathed it throughout her teens, miiteextra time and study
on her course? Point by point she went through glams, checking
elevations, depths of top-soil, positions of dransg culverts.

At last, silence fell on the men bending over thblds. ‘Well--perhaps,’
conceded Deeds grudgingly.

‘Let it go, then,” agreed Larkin. ‘I'll tell Mr Parell we’ve been into it all in
detail.’

Leila longed to ask if Matt had backed them or edesamed up their
proposals himself, but she kept quiet and concehtdsatisfaction at
winning the battle. She saw Rob looking acrosseat then he closed one
dark eye in a conspiratorial wink.

Thunder crashed, lightning speared the darkneste \whila recalled the
meeting in minute detail. Surely her sex hadn’trbdee reason for all the
niggling, the fault finding? She hadn't the sligtttgoroof of any such
prejudice. Only instinct guided her. Nobody haddsaiword about her
being a woman, but she hadn’t missed the suddsh & Martin Deeds’



glasses and his stare when she started on theidalities of the flow of
the main culvert, or Larkin’s disgust at havinggige way about the earth-
shaping. It was instinct which told her that thieasl been more behind his
attitude than a natural resentment at being thdarte

But why? Her design had been accepted, hadn't ? sAcond-best
admittedly, but it had been chosen by men who ktieawr jobs. Wearily
she reviewed the landscaping profession. Of cowm@®en were gaining
degrees in it every year, and other qualificatiasswell, but she didn’t
know of one working on a large site comparable ¢ov@er's. Schemes of
that size were still almost exclusively a male pres. Their attitude could
only mean that they resented having a woman ojothe

It was some time later, while rain still drummed the roof, that she
wondered for the first time if perhaps they haderesations about her
because of her lack of experience. Deeds and Lar&e probably in their
forties; one a qualified architect, the other al@agineer. Was it really so
surprising if they were wary of a landscape designbo hadn’'t even
worked since gaining her degree? Wouldn't they Haltgust the same if
she’d been a man?

With a sigh at her own blindness, Leila gave héowia final thump. She
must guard against imagining that her being a womas behind every
criticism or complaint. ‘Do the job,” she told helfs ‘Do it with all your
skill, energy and judgment. After a week nobodyl wilen notice whether
you’re male or female.’

With that she turned over and fell fast asleep,levbverhead the thunder
rolled reluctantly into the distance and the firays of sun cleaved the
departing clouds.

At the stroke of eight that morning she parked X3& and crossed the
guagmire outside the gate of the site. She wadtande by rules and with
nothing laid down about her hours of work, but sbald hardly wait to
get started.



Men were already busy pumping out flooded trenchesextricating

equipment from the mud. Some of them glanced atimeously but didn’t

ask what she wanted. It was possible they couldvén tell she was a
woman. In Wellingtons, jeans, cotton shirt andraight denim jacket, and
with her hair top-knotted under a hard hat, shekddolike a slender
teenage boy because the clothes she wore conceededutline of her
breasts and hips.

She had decided that her first priority must bexamine the areas where
earth-levels were to be altered and then ensurethieawork would be
carried out.

She clumped across the site, astonished at thehtveigher heavy-duty.
wellies when, after only a moment, they became gdgdgwith mud. She
soon found that by stepping from one tussock osg@ the next she
missed the hollows in between and was less lilkelyet bogged down, and
made her way to the stretch of water to assessitite natural slope of the
land. Her plans for the sloping banks would haverad until the cleaning
and dredging had been done, and the sluices edttdl keep the water
fresh. She pulled out her notebook and carefultyegb down ideas to
which she could give thought later, when she wak bathe hat.

The sensation of being observed made her turn lzem@,tfollowing her,
was the unmistakable figure of Matt Parnell. Ineof all her resolves she
felt her shoulders stiffen defensively. Guilt stilagued her about not
telling him she’d entered the competition.

He came within two paces of her, and she saw thedidy he had a smear
of oil on his chin and streaks of mud on his sistte waited for him to
speak. If he was pleasant then she would be the.ddim beautiful mouth
softened briefly. ‘Leila,” was all he said in greet

‘Matt,” she replied non-committally. ‘Good morning.
‘We like new arrivals at the site to make themsglkaown, not to go

wandering about at will,” he said evenly. ‘Larkindal were expecting you,
but not quite so early.’



‘Oh!"” How could she have forgotten such an elemsntaurtesy? Fool.
‘I'm sorry, Matt. It wasn't deliberate. | just ditrthink of it.” She was put
out to find herself apologising in the first fivamtes.

He nodded again, then said: ‘I didn't get the cleatacsay much the other
day at the Cowper rooms, but my congratulations.’

If ever there was a suitable moment to explain aibeu secrecy, this was
it. But his manner didn’t encourage confessionsapologies. He was
polite, mildly pleasant, but he was distant. Edghge let the opportunity
pass and said nothing beyond an awkward ‘Thank$ieé Imentioned the
competition later she would explain then.

‘If you'd like to come back with me I'll show youowr office.'

She looked up. The morning sun was behind him,regdhis face and hair
darkly against the sky. Only the eyes were unchéingeey, level, and at
that moment distinctly chilly. She wriggled her alders, but answered
brightly enough. ‘I didn’t expect an office. In takcenvisaged keeping all
my stuff in the car.’

He walked at a leisurely pace, his long legs congtine sodden turf easily,
while she slipped and slithered in an effort togkpace with him, her feet
feeling as if they each weighed a ton. He staregndand waited, an odd
expression on his face, but made no attempt tetdssi. For that she was
grateful; the last thing she needed was the bdginlgeher along as if she
was a wilting Victorian miss. But he had one sutjgeso make.

‘Wouldn’t you be more comfortable in wellies thae dess heavy? The sort
you’re wearing are fine for men but | should haveught--’

‘I'm used to them,’ she said swiftly. ‘I've worneim before, you know.’
‘For a full day?’ he asked mildly.
‘Well, perhaps not,” she conceded, ‘but for sevalrs at a stretch.’

He shrugged. ‘Just a suggestion, that’s all.’



They were back at the hub of things near the matraece and Matt began
to explain the uses of the various huts. They Idokside the canteen; a
long, low building filled with tables and chairsadked by a kitchen where
a grizzled old man rattled pots and pans. ‘The masn’t bad,” said Matt.
‘The days when navvies used to fry eggs on theadep are over, as I'm
sure you know. Jacob is an ex-navvy--his food'gtobut very enjoyable.’

Past two identical huts next; small, neat and pdint dull blue like the
canteen and the big Parnell sign. Notices on tHewrs said,Martin
Deeds: Architectand Peter Larkin: Site Agent:Pete Larkin’s always
around somewhere,’ said Matt, ‘but Deeds is onlhgleecasionally.'

They then came to his caravan. It was modern, gspacand the same blue
as the huts. ‘Parnell’s colour,” he said, readieg thoughts accurately. ‘I

live here for a few days at a time if things aretlee | often do that in the

early stages of establishing a site, and | vigtdthers by helicopter. The
caravan’'s my office and | take my meals here. a0 has his meals
over in his place, and | want you to do the samnté wours. The men need
to relax completely in their canteen, you see.’

She nodded in agreement. ‘They’'d feel a bit awkwhtdvent in there, |
realise that.’

‘So might you,’ he said drily, ‘if you heard théamguage.'

She looked at him curiously. In some ways he waprsingly old-
fashioned. Lance and his friends had used fougfletiords as everyday
speech. At times it had irritated her but she gyiddlecame used to it.
‘That wouldn’t bother me,' she said.

‘Maybe not, but it would me. And the men wouldn& bt ease. Keep out
of the canteen at all times, Leila. Now, to yowagd.'

They moved on and arrived at a little rustic cafiade of logs set at the
far side of the main gate. It was charming, witlbig picture window

shaded by a wooden verandah, and was so diffei@mntthe plain Parnell

huts that she viewed it with astonishment. But s&ie nothing, not even
when she saw the hand-painted sign by the dbtiss J.T. Rose:

Landscape Designer.



Matt unlocked it and they stepped inside. It wadl-eguipped for an
office, but for a building-site hut it was positlyduxurious. The walls
were lined with pale pine boarding, there was & pwrkbench, a drawing
board, a swivel chair and two leather-covered easyrs. There was even
a calor-gas cooker and full crockery cupboard. Maiinted to the rear
door. “Your own individual toilet block,” he saifl.take it you don’t want
to sharghat with the men?’

‘No, of course | don't,; she agreed. Had been wondering about it, |
admit.” She looked round the cabin and felt deepigasy. ‘Matt, what's
the idea of all this? It's lovely, and thanks a, lotit it's not necessary. |
don’'t expect fuss-special treatment--luxury evewmst jbecause I'm a
woman. What on earth made you do it?’

That odd expression was there again, a sort delddtok. She glimpsed it
before his eyelids came down. ‘I didn’'t; he saldtly. ‘Left to me you
would have got a blue Parnell hut with a table eimair and the little loo at
the back.’

She took off the hat, and her thick silky hair,asng from its top-knot,
fell down to her shoulders. Absently she twirledptagain and pushed in a
few pins to hold it. It gave her a most comfortsensation of relief to hear
that he hadn’'t been so insensitive as to lay orlukerious cabin for her.
‘I'm glad it wasn’t you,” she said impulsively. ‘Buit was Cowpers,
then?’

‘Robin Cowper in person. The cabin came Friday nmgrnit was fitted up
in the afternoon, and the rest of the stuff camé&aturday.” He gazed out
of the window. ‘I refused the carpet. Sent it baxkhe shop.’

Leila felt a strong desire to giggle. Rob Cowpeaindi know much about
building-sites, that was evident. Then annoyanak tover. Had he no
senseHere she was, determined that within a week everyeould have
forgotten she was a woman while he was busy makung they all
remembered.



‘He’s mad,' she said shortly. ‘I shall feel an dbs®fool using this place.’
She saw the sceptical expression still on Mattte fand it seemed to her
that the high-bridged nose was lifted in a veryeali@ying manner.

‘It isn’t my doing, you know,’ she said rashly. ‘@te’s no' need to look as
if there’s a nasty smell beneath your nose.’

‘Nasty smell?’ he repeated with infuriating calrfaf from it. You smell
delicious, as always. | didn’t imagine for a momgrdt it was your doing,
although having seen the two of you together labely thought it was
Cowper’s.” He looked towards the cupboard. ‘Hapl®rided you with a
vase?’

She looked at him blankly. ‘A vase?’

‘For the Bowers. When they arrive. As I'm sure thait before long. The
Cowpers of this world always send flowers, donéy®

‘I wouldn’t know,’ retorted Leila coldly. ‘I've nesr had dealings with the
Cowpers of this world until now.’

‘Really?’ He walked to the door, then detachedkesr from a huge bundle
and laid it on the worktop. ‘I'll send a lad to oad your gear from the car,
then when you've settled in perhaps you‘d comesxcto the caravan and
we’ll discuss plans for the coming week. Ten 0’&loc

With that he walked rapidly way. There had beeriWdl that suit you?’
or ‘Is that convenient?’ she noticed. It had beem@er. On this site there
was one boss--Matt Parnell.

A small white van stopped outside the gate. adwimed to go back inside
the cabin. Matt strolled across to it and she siamvibok across at her. The
driver got out and looked dubiously at the sea ofiyrand as if taking pity
on him, Matt took hold of the long florist's box dagcame back to her,
carrying it with exaggerated care.

He put it into her unwilling arms while she clampeer jaws tight shut.
Fury made her cheeks burn and her eyes smartwiinyRob Cowper as



well as the man in front of her. ‘I'm sure you'linfl a vase there
somewhere,” he said smoothly. ‘See you later.’

Seething, she rushed inside, hoping none of the mdnseen. Helplessly
she looked at the great sheaf of roses; long-steinaneamy, perfect. She
fought and overcame the urge to go out and thr@mtbn the vast pile of
rubble near the bulldozers.

The card was addressed to Miss J.T. Rose, andwasitvritten in ,a large,
flamboyant handWelcome to Cowper’s. Have a good day. Rob.

Pete Larkin opened the door of Matt's caravan. @aty she thought. The
day had begun badly and looked like continuinghengame way if she had
him to deal with as well as Matt. Light-blue eydsserved her, cool and
hostile. It was the first time she’d seen him &gjparate person rather than
half of the Deeds-Larkin duo. Unlike the architdog, was thick-set and
beefy, with the weather-beaten complexion commosotonany building-
site workers. ‘Good morning,” she said, scrupulpysblite. He returned
the greeting civilly enough and departed, leavhimgtivo of them together.

‘Sit down, Leila. Pete’s been telling me the reswdt your little contest
with him and Deeds about the earth-moving. You wdrear. Pretty good
going--they’re both very experienced men.’

‘So | gathered. | might have won that particulampout | had to give way
on several others. Did he tell you that?’

He held up a sheet of paper. ‘Yes, Pete’s notHimpt efficient. He runs
the site when I'm not here. Don’t let his mannesetpyou, it's just that
he’s a bit wary of amateurs.’

‘But I'm not an amateur,” Leila pointed out tenselymight be lacking in
experience, but | have professional qualifications’

He sighed. ‘Sorry, sorry. A tactless slip of thagoe. It remains, though,
that for Larkin youare an amateur, whether it's an accurate descriptron o
not. Time will perhaps prove him wrong, let's hogpe Now--I've jotted



down several points. First--are we to leave theaphate on your office as
it stands, or are you reverting to your own name?’

‘My own name,” she said promptly. ‘Rob Cowper knothst perfectly
well. | can’t think why he insists on using the @tlone. Besides, most of
the Garland men who work for you know my real naih&ill seem mad
if they have to use another one.’

‘A rose by any other name,” he quoted, allowing shadow of a smile to
touch his mouth. ‘We could tell them you’d decidedkeep to the J.T.
Rose for professional reasons.’

She hesitated. There was one quite compelling nefousing her own
name and she might as well admit it. ‘I think myh&r would have been
pleased to see a Garland on site,” she said qui&that's the real reason,
Matt.’

‘Right,” he agreed gently, and all at once she saWwis eyes the warmth
and understanding she’d known so briefly in Haw&liie was hardly aware
that her own eyes shone with sudden tears; shetfbrey determination to
keep free of involvement with him, and before shew it she was talking,
gabbling almost, the words spilling over each otfhdrer eagerness to say
them. ‘Matt--about the competition. | feel so awabout keeping it all
secret and telling you that stuff about going tarfee or Italy or wherever
it was.’

‘Well, why did you?’ he asked reasonably.

‘| told myself it was because the name Garlande#i-known in the trade.

| didn’t think I'd win and | didn’t want a Garlanth be a loser. It seemed
absolutely vital at the time that nobody shouldwnbwas mixed up and

unhappy, and the competition was what | neededetonyself back to

normal. It seemed a sort of--of goal--’ Her voicaled off and she bit her
lip. Oh dear, what a rigmarole. No wonder he lookedildered.

For a moment he stared at her in silence and slseramainded of their
time on the coral island, when he had listenedeiods they lay on that
glistening sand. She realised that he had thefdoncentrating his whole
attention on whatever was being said to him, aeddnciful idea came to



her that if the caravan collapsed about their ehes,would still lean
towards her, intent and deeply interested.

‘If it was a “sort of goal”,” he said, ‘then youachieved it, haven't you?’

‘Yes, | suppose | have. But I'm surprised by it andit overwhelmed, you
know. It's the first time in my life I've worked-e first time I've earned
my living, that is. Mad, isn't it, at twenty-fivePhe events of the last few
days have shown me that it isn’t going to be easygh.’

'Easy? Who wants life easy?’ he asked. ‘If youggle for something and
finally achieve it surely it means more to you thait falls into your lap
without effort?’

She found herself nodding. What he said was sooolyiso true, it made
her worries about the job seem unreal and a trélérotic.

‘One last question,” he said, ‘and then we get déabusiness? The phone
rang. He stretched out a hand, lifted the recemed, without bothering to
find out who was calling, said briskly, ‘Ring agamten minutes.’

She was intrigued. ‘Suppose it was something Vital.

He shrugged. ‘If it's all that vital they’ll ringgain before ten minutes are
up. You said a moment ago that when you enteredcdngpetition you
were mixed up and unhappy. “Were"--the past tem¥@es that mean
you’re not unhappy any longer?’ He was watchingihtmntly.

She considered the question, knowing quite wellt thlae was very
different now from the tense, guilt-ridden womanowtad gone to Hawaii.
Even so, she couldn’t blithely dismiss the leademarse which still
weighted her down, still haunted her dreams.

Beyond his shoulders she could see a gang of warkmkading bags of
cement. She watched them for a moment, her todvbeiges enormous in
the smooth golden oval of her face. ‘I'm still & biixed up,” she admitted
at last, ‘still a bit unhappy. But it's getting bet all the time. Thanks,
Matt.’



And then he smiled. It really was the most devagjasmile she’'d ever
seen; probably, she told herself, because it waareo'l'm glad,” was all
he said.

Then he crossed behind her chair to where the aaraall was covered in
designs and detailed blow- ups of Martin Deed’ddig plans. Her own
design was there; just the small-scale plan ofwthele site. They stood
side by side, each in stockinged feet, with the dbd_eila’s head just
below the line of his shoulders.

‘Have you brought all your own copies of your desigth you?’ he asked.
‘Good! I'd like you to do me a new one, devotedebplto the earth-
shaping. One plan--large scale--all the earth-sttaj detail. Can you
manage that?’

‘Of course,’ she said stoically. ‘How soon?”’

‘Wednesday morning. Until then we’ll be laying thrin drain here...and
here...and putting in the footings of the main dinigs and the pools.” A
long finger touched the plan between areas shadbhlie. She looked at it
carefully. 'But you've already shaded in the arsateduled for re-
shaping,’ she said, puzzled. ‘Do you want it danenore detail?’

‘Oh yes,” he said decisively. ‘I only marked thaorh memory. | want
earth levels laid down iexactdetail. With luck, your ideas won't affect
what we’ve already done. The only foundations westaated are the ones
for the main hall, and that's so massive the lesehevitably that of the
basic bed-rock. Next--the alterations you've agréedwvith Deeds--the
terrace, etc. I'd like the full set of your plandjisted accordingly as soon
as you can. When you've done them all, put thesequence on the walls
of your office. Right?’

‘Right,” she said, mentally bracing herself forl@ast seven or eight days
of detailed work.

‘Finally, the water. I'm arranging for a specialfsin to send someone to
discuss the dredging and cleaning, so that it @puh under way in time
to make ready for autumn planting. Will you be #akle some time this
week to talk to the chap when he comes, along khatkin and me?’



‘Yes.” She had the sensation of being swept alon@ lyale-force wind.
What was more she felt sure she hadn't made a keafanore than one
syllable for at least five minutes. This was thkeotside of Matt Parnell.
Dynamic, decisive, a bit ruthless.

There was a knock on the door and the old man trecanteen came in
with two mugs of coffee on a tin lid. ‘Leila--meelacob, our site cook.
This is Miss Garland in charge of landscaping.’

They shook hands ceremoniously. Jacob’s face wases and pitted, his
white hair cropped almost to the scalp. Small lrighes watched her
warily, then he turned to the door. ‘Don't let ib gold,” he said to Matt,

with a nod at the coffee. He darted a final glaacéeila and gave a quite
audible sniff. Leila smiled ruefully. Jacob and A&gmmight be poles apart
but they had a few things in common.

The coffee was hot, strong and delicious. Leilpsiphers and wondered
if Matt had dealt with all the items on his listhd phone rang again and
this time he listened. ‘Speaking...oh, hello...yesyas busy...no, that's
OK... of course...I can leave here at five...Rigkg you then.’

His telephone manner was nothing if not brief andthiie point, she
thought. ‘Is there anything else, Matt?’

‘No, that's all for now. Let either Pete Larkin one know if there’s
anything you need. Oh--a phone will be laid onyflou tomorrow.” He shot
her a blandly innocent look. ‘As far as | know iillvibe just an ordinary
one--not black onyx or gold-plated or anything ltkat--’

She finished her coffee and went to the door. Tinkghtly, she warned
herself. ‘By the way, you were quite right about flower-vase,’ she said
sweetly. ‘There was one in the cupboard. Cut clyatal justiovelyfor the
roses.’



CHAPTER SEVEN

‘I'M shattered,” admitted Leila, reclining on oné the settees that were
her belated wedding present to Dee and Sam, ‘Ithuasliating really. By
lunch-time | could hardly drag one leg after thieestthrough the mud. My
back was sore, my head ached and I'd have givethiagyfor a cold
shower.’

Dee counted stitches with what seemed to Leilaetoliisessive care. She
was knitting a cricket pullover for Sam, who playied the hospital term.
‘You're bound to find it tough at first,” she sasdmfortingly.

‘I know, but my legs felt as if they were aboutdimp off at the hips, so in
the lunch hour | drove to the shops and bought thgsene lightweight
wellies. Three pairs. Pink, yellow and blue.’

Dee looked up at that. ‘Three pairs?’ she saidethalously. ‘They sound a
bit--dare | say it--feminine.’

‘I know,” agreed Leila morosely. ‘But what are pasthaded wellies
compared to ye olde log cabin and a crystal vasgflowing with long-
stemmed roses?’

‘You didn't tell me that!” squealed Dee, 'Rob Cowgent youlowers?To
thesite?In avase?Then he does fancy you. | knew it.’

‘Yes,” said Leila, ‘but don’t get excited, it's notutual. No, the flowers
didn’t arrive in the vase. That was just there, waiting, in theboapd.
When | see him | shall have to tell him | don’tdik.’

‘You can’t do that! In any case, | thought you likerystal.’
‘Dumbo! | mean | shall have to tell him | don’t &kall the fuss. | feel an

absolute idiot in that luxurious cabin and Peterklrapositively sneered at
it this afternoon.



‘And what about Matt Parnell?’” asked Dee. ‘Did hpositively sneer” as
well?’

‘Yes he did, as a matter of fact. And he told mgeb some lightweight
wellies, so he’ll think I've rushed to do his biddi But | think he’ll be all
right to work with, or rather worfor. A bit of a slave-driver though, given
half a chance.” Then she added, ‘He’s going aromitidl Turquoise-Eyes."

‘What, the financial wizard? Well, well.’

‘She rang Matt up this morning and then calledhat gite for him at five
o’clock. He strolled out of his caravan lookingdikr Universe in tennis-
gear.’

‘Well, well,” said Dee again. ‘You're not going aehkdy?’

‘I've got work to do on the plans,” said Leila, dimg rather wearily.
‘There’s more to this earning a living than meéis ¢ye, it seems to me. |
say, Dee, Turquoise-Eyes was on Hawaii.’

‘You saw her there?’

‘Yes. It dawned on me where I'd seen her beforenndtee came to the site
with her hair up and wearing big sun-specs. ThHad\w she looked when |
saw her in a beach-buggy with Matt the day | flevmie.’

‘Well, well,” said Dee for the third time.

The motorway was already busy as Leila drove to dite early next
morning. She’d been awake since live thinking abdig railway
embankment beyond the tennis-courts, but had beehle to check her
design as that particular sheet was still in héirceShe moved over to the
exit-lane, slowing down with her eyes on the road half her mind on the
site.

The energy she’d felt when she jumped out of beaperated rapidly as
she approached it. Deeds and Larkin were right-eshddn’t handle it.



She’d taken on more than she could cope with. iltr so she didn’t
carry sole responsibility--Martin Deeds and Matl t¢hhat, with Larkin as
second string, but she had to fulfil the promisehef designs and the
knowledge of what that entailed lay like lead asrber slender shoulders.

Before she switched off the engine she could hearhiirsh clatter of an
aircraft overhead. Matt’'s blue-and-white helicopteas about to touch
down on the playing-fields. Some game of tennis, thlought wryly; more
like a night-long session with Turquoise-Eyes.

She felt a little self-conscious, arriving at sex®@dock and was relieved
to find the site still deserted. As she unlocked tloor of the cabin her
heart lifted at the scent of new wood and leatheq of her favourite

smells. All at once the luxurious surroundings se@riess unreal and out-
of-place than they had the previous day. Sometimiriger that was purely
feminine acknowledged that it was good to be inhsacwell-appointed

office, instead of a Parnell hut with just a talaled chair. From her
window she saw Matt making for his caravan: he émbkemarkably at

ease for a man who was badly in need of a shavevaadng full evening

dress at seven in the morning.

Leila raised her eyebrows; the latest working gkmarthe successful

builder, perhaps? She spread out plans on her emkh and fastened the
one she’d brought with her to the drawing boardntlstarted on the

intricacies of earth-shaping around the subsiduanidings.

At nine-thirty she made herself coffee and was kiinigp it at the work-
bench when she saw Ben, the ex-Garland crane-dgeguast her window
carrying a huge mug of tea towards one of the eadters. She ran to the
door and called him, ‘Ben--how lovely to see yoont in for a minute.’

The grey-haired Tynesider halted facing her, buheao nearer. ‘My,

Miss Leila, but the lads are right pleased to hav@arland on site again.
We weren’'t expecting you, though, because of threenan your door. It

was only when Shorty saw you going in the bosstavan yesterday that
we knew you were here.’



‘Oh, that,’ she waved at the name-plate, ‘it's jastname | used for
entering the landscaping competition. It's goingbt altered very soon.
Won’t you come in and have your tea with me?’

He shuffled his feet. ‘Well, no, the boss might hiae it.’

Leila brought her coffee cup and sat on the s&phere for a minute then,
or do you want to get back to your mates?’

‘Nay, bonnie lass. It's just that the boss saysmuestn’t bother you. No
whistling after you, no swearing when you're around talking, even, not
to you, that is.” He took a drink and wiped his rfowith the back of his
hand.

Leila stared at him, half-amused. She'd known hintes she was a child
and he wasn'’t to be allowed to talk to her? ‘| ddhink Mr Parnell meant
you, Ben. He probably doesn’t know you’re an oldrid.’

‘What the boss says, goes,’ he told her, uncondin@ut we’re right glad
you’re doing the fancy stuff on the site. Your Daould ha’ been proud.’

The unpredictable tears stung her eyes as he wehisovay. Most things
left her dry-eyed, but the unexpected kind wordl@daring on the tears.
He was right. Her father would have been proudet Iser on site ‘doing
the fancy stuff ’, having won the job on her merits

She watched Ben as he leaned against his cab,ugannhand, eating an
enormous sandwich. It would have been good tottalkim for just a few
minutes. She looked across at Matt’s caravan,ipgjutting ominously.

Later that morning she was intrigued to find duckiols being put down
across the worst of the mud. After hours of wrenghier feet in and out
of sodden ground it was almost like walking ontaitread the firm boards
when she went to see the foundations of the maidibg to check on the
sub- soil. As she returned, the sound of a powerfigine caused her to
look towards the main gate. Rob Cowper was theagkipg his Aston

Martin.



Cringing mentally, she edged back to her cabin. [@kething she needed
was him around making a fuss of her. He hadn’t tsdoher, so with

interest she lingered to see how he negotiatedulbkboards in his Gucci
shoes.

Typically he walked with as much aplomb as if hesvg&rolling through
Chamberlain Square. He looked round, then ignoredi's/caravan and
made for her cabin, smiling when he stopped bydpen door. ‘Hello,
there! I've come to take you out to lunch.’

Leila looked at him coolly. ‘I'm sorry, Rob. | eatsnack lunch here on the
site. In any case I'm not dressed to go out anyaher

The confident dark eyes flicked up and then dowssesasing her slim form.
She was wearing a yellow cotton shirt with her Qens and her hair was
piled up beneath the hard hat which was compula@ar for all workers
out on the site. He grinned easily. ‘You didn'tiaerin all that gear, did
you?’ he asked. ‘Go and change, there’s a goodIjisvait.’

‘Of course | arrived in this gear,’ she said. ‘Teese my working clothes.’
‘Oh, my God,’ he said in disgust. ‘You doiiaveto wear them surely?’

‘I do if 'm to be comfortable,’ she said evenlyhis is a building site, not
a fashion show. And while we’re on the subject, dlidve you're
responsible for this office and its furnishings?’

He looked round, smiling with a touch of complacen¥es--1 planned it
myself. What do you think of it?’

‘It's comfortable and convenient and | appreciatery-your kindness. But
| have to tell you that this cabin is out of pldwre. It's ostentatious and
far too luxurious, and | wish you hadn’t done it.’

He stared at her in stupefied silence. ‘What's misbe went on, ‘the
flowers you sent embarrassed me terribly. Pleag& do anything else to
make me feel conspicuous.’



‘But most girls would--" he began.

‘I'm not “most girls”,” she interrupted quietly.’th me. And as | recall it
there’s nothing in my contract to say that | mubBova myself to be
embarrassed on this site by any member of the Qovgmaily who
chooses to make a fuss of me. | don't like it, Rob.

His mouth tightened. ‘You’'d prefer a-kaut? Like those over there?’

She hesitated caught off-guard. She wasn’t auadl that shevould prefer
a bare Parnell hut to her luxurious cabin.

Rob didn’t miss her hesitation. ‘Come on, Julikeé truth.’

She bit her lip. ‘This cabin is comfortable and ddo work in. But it's
made me feel conspicuous and emphasised that iwonaan among the
men.’

‘And that needs emphasising?’ he asked derisivédh, come on. |
apologise, though. | just saw it as a little gestirwelcome, that's all.’

It wasn’t easy, to stay annoyed when he stood thertbe floor of the little
gesture, smiling and completely unrepentant. ‘Welb, long as you
remember in future,” she said weakly.

At that her wrists were caught in a surprisinglsosty grip as he leaned
forward and kissed her firmly on the mouth. It wasmtirely unexpected,
but she felt as violated as if he’'d attempted thestnintimate caress. No
man had touched her lips since Lance, and sheedcl too vividly that
this last kiss had been devoid of any tenderness.

Rob smelt expensively clean and his lips hoveredrnw and full,
expecting response. When she gave none he lebhéklgright,” he said,
‘| get the message. No touching you here on thee Bib fuss on the site.
No--’

She felt rather than saw the shadow in the dooravedywhirled round to
,see Matt there. He looked big and rather grubbgt e the immaculate
younger man, his face and hair dark against thebsght sky. ‘When



you've finished here, Leila,” he said, ‘come owverthe caravan, will you?’
He walked away without waiting for a reply.

Rob stared after him with more than a hint of snasgnin his expression,
while Leila scanned the site in front of the calddinany of the men had
seen that little scene! She sank limply into thedrair and eyed Rob with
distaste; how could she ever have found him likeabli¥ou've got the

message?’ she said icily. ‘Not all of it, appargnif's this: no touching me
on site, no fuss on sitey anywhere elsel won that competition on the
merits of my design, right?’

‘Right,” he agreed.
‘I owe you no favours, right?’
‘As before,” he said tightly.

‘Then leave me alone,” she said shortly. Brown eylesial, she met his
gaze. ‘l don’t want you here, Rob. | have a joltlto Leave me to get on
with it.’

‘You don’t understand, Juliet.” His voice was vdbgenooth. ‘I always get
what | want.’

‘Not this time,” she said. ‘And the name is Leilaila Garland. I'm having
the name-plate altered.’

She saw faint colour rise beneath the broad chewmdydhen he shrugged,
and without another word strolled nonchalantly aveayoss the boards.
She saw him head for Matt’s caravan, where the-twthem conferred in
the doorway for a moment. Then, still at a leisyhce, he made for the
gate and his car.

She would have liked to postpone the talk with Mttt he’d said: ‘When
you've finished here, come to the caravan.” What de imagine she
needed to finish? A passionate love scene?

Hat removed, she found herself releasing her hair @mbing it, then
examining her face closely. Suddenly still, sheestaaccusingly back at



herself in the mirror. Why the sudden urge to checkher appearance?
Uneasily she let her mind run on a track other ttiat of the job, and
seriously considered her emotional state.

For someone determined to stay uninvolved with may she had landed
herself in a strange situation--the only girl amanigundred men. It would
be no hardship, though, to stay uninvolved with Réd was a pain.

But that one little kiss had set off its own cheafrphysical reactions. All at
once she was acutely aware of the men around lodrs Riss had left her
unresponsive, but she could still feel his lipsll simell the expensive

cologne, still see the smooth angle of his jaw. dlgushe was aware of
Peter Larkin striding over a mound of excavatedhear hundred yards
away as he directed the bulldozers. She could se@dwerful, stocky

form as clearly as if he was beside her, his weathskin, hard blue eyes
and grey-streaked hair.

As for the man she must now go and see, imagesofanirled around
her mind. His gaze, clear and grey as he watchedahd Rob from the
doorway; his body, tanned and heavy with musclehascrossed that
Hawaiian beach towards her; his hands, firm ancensgnal as he towelled
her dry, and that astonishing smile when they thtkgether in his caravan
the previous day... Heavens, what was wrong witt? t&he grabbed a
notebook and pencil and made for the door.

Shirt tucked in neatly, wearing Hat shoes for omstead of her wellies,
she walked sedately along the duck-boards. Itgedtd to have the sun on
her hair; she wasn't yet accustomed to coveringth protective headgear
all the time.

Matt was speaking on the phone at his desk by thdow. He waved her
in and pointed to a chair as he finished his cosatéon in the brisk
incisive manner she’d noticed before. He hung bpntswung his chair
round to face her.

The first thing that registered was the lack ofresgion on his face. He
was annoyed, she thought. He was going to be wg¢aShe found her
jaws aching from being clamped together too tighgmething which



often happened to her under stress. Consciouslyetireed and sat there,
outwardly calm, waiting to hear what he had to say.

It came as a surprise when words seemed lost to Hisngaze wandered
absently over her face, her hair, her lips, butdmeained silent. Then he
opened his lips to speak, but changed his mincerAftmoment he shook
his head slightly and said, ‘l want to discusswa f®ints about the boating
lake before the chaps come to see us on Friday.’

‘Oh,” she said flatly. It was a bit of an anti-clx after nerving herself for
a scene.

‘You sound surprised,” he said drily.

At that, irritation flared in her. He knew perfectivell that she was
surprised, and why. ‘I was expecting you to be eaphnt about Rob
Cowper kissing me,” she said steadily, finding avpese pleasure in
bringing it into the open.

‘Unpleasant?’ he repeated, as if that was a wordétlwbould never be
applied to him in a thousand years. ‘Why unpledsarbu’re a grown
woman, he’s a grown man--or so I've been led taelel If he’s helped
you forget your sorrow over your boyfriend then Igtad.’

She gaped at him, speechless, and he went ona8ybu’'ve mentioned
the matter, | admit I'd prefer it if you could botkave the amorous
interludes for elsewhere. | don’t want the menrdided.'

‘There won’'tbe any amorous interludes, in private or in publghe said
tightly. ‘What you saw was--unexpected. At leasire.’

‘That isn’t the version Cowper gave me before lig’ lgaid Matt briskly.
‘Maybe not but it's the version that happens tdribe. | owe Rob Cowper
nothing. | got the job on my merits, not becausdiof. | don’'t want him

here when I'm trying to work, and I've told him leave me alone.’

He leaned forward, intently. ‘Is that so?’ Theresvealook on his face, not
disbelief, but what? Scepticism? Wariness? Beftwe lsnew it she was



replying to his earlier remark. ‘And he doesn’t raake forget about
Lance, either.'

Black lashes dropped, shutter-like, concealing whatclear eyes might
have revealed. ‘No, of course not. Sorry.’

It was hardly the time or the place to explainititecacies of her feelings
about Lance, but she had one more thing to clearBgn Ford, on the
heavy plant, tells me you've forbidden the mendwehanything to do with
me. Why is that?’

He sighed audibly. ‘Because you're one woman amotgf of men,” he
said patiently. ‘Some of them are pretty rough sype

‘But I've known the Garland men for years!

‘| daresay, but | can’'t have half of them chattymy up and the rest not
allowed to speak to you. It's got to be all or noth So--it's nothing.’

Nothing... She swallowed painfully, her throat dmothing. It was
impossible to tell him she felt in desperate neé@ driendly word, an
encouraging remark. If she aimed to be treatedhasyaal of the men how
could she whine that she was lonely and a bit scate the bargain?

He took her silence as a protest. ‘I'm sorry, Lelbait I've worked on
building sites for almost twenty years and | cootdint on one hand the
women I've seen on site in that time. Most of mynnaee. decent. A few
aren’t. | employ them for their working skills, ntteir chivalry. You're
very attractive, beautiful in fact, and whether ymlieve it or not you're
potential dynamite on the site. Here, what | sagsg@nd | say you keep a
low profile and don’t encourage any familiarity finathe men. And that’s
final.'

He hadn’t raised his voice or spoken sharply betrelcognised the note of
authority. She found herself nodding wordlesslyagreement. Then he
stood up and added abruptly. ‘That means no mdrehds with the
Cowper heir on my site.’



It was too much for Leila. She turned on her hed left the caravan. If he
wanted to speak about work let him come to her.

She marched back across the boards to her cabinsaatthing up her
plans and her drawing gear, bundled them all t@getbhe would go back
to the fiat and work there, free from distractiods.moment later she
roared off in the XJS with quite unnecessary nase, was half way home
when she remembered that Matt had said she watifaeau

‘Huh! she said aloud, and zoomed on along the my.

By mid-evening she was feeling better. Working amle had its
drawbacks as well as its advantages, though. Téaaplan for Matt was
almost finished but she still ,needed two sets edsnrements which could
only be obtained by checking the foundations whigtre already dug
against those on her own plans.

Frustrated, she stared out at the chestnut trdesgi®@at! Either she must
go back now to the site or be late in submittinggdbmpleted plan to Matt.
Her pride decreed that he must have it first thigednesday morning’ he
had said--so he would have it at eight a.m. ifaffert of doing it reduced
her to jelly.

Taking her notebook and measures she set off lmathket site. Surely at
this time it would be deserted except for Chatle night-watchman? As
for the boss, doubtless he would be giving his Exertlothes another
airing-at least she sincerely hoped so.

As she approached the site she began to have miggigbout her abrupt
departure earlier in the day. She’d steamed off &k overwrought prima
donna because Matt had annoyed her. Ruefully shewed the events of
the morning. She’d better watch it in future if steln’t want to be
labelled as a temperamental female.

Charlie looked up from his evening paper and calteter affably as she
passed his hut, otherwise the site seemed des&thiedscent of newly dug
earth hung on the still air and somewhere a thagslhed out his evening



song. Quickly she went to where mounds of excavatath marked the
foundations of the swimming baths. No duckboardee,hshe thought
ruefully, scrambling on hands and knees.

She couldn’t help thinking that evenings were adytime to examine,

without an audience, what was being done on sits. dtlick eye could

pick out which foundations belonged to the variquesrts of future

buildings, and as always she was impressed bypbedsand accuracy of
the work. By chance she had been there when tleenfom jotted down a
set of measurements on a grubby scrap of paperhamdwas the result,
accurate to a centimetre.

At last, satisfied she'd got what she came for, &heed to climb back.
There above her, his back to the darkening sky, Reds Larkin, looking
anything but pleased to see her. ‘Oh, Mr Larkihadl to come back to take
a few measurements for my plan of the earth-leitsParnell wants it in
detail by tomorrow morning’

‘Oh yes.” As usual, he sounded civil but unforth@ogn

‘Yes.” Sparkling conversation, thought Leila. Andhat was he doing here
so late? Had he no home to go to?

‘Miss Rose,’ he said, ‘or Miss Garland, whateveu yash to call yourself.
Don’t you realise that we can’'t have you wanderalmput here on your
own so late in the evening?’

‘But I'm doing no harm. I'm accustomed to buildisges. And my name is
Garland. The name Rose was just a pseudonym Ifasdte competition.’

He looked at her and said heavily, ‘I'm not thingiaf youdoing harm but
of comingto harm. If you should hurt yourself or have aoyt ®f accident
and Charlie didn’t know, you could lie here for l@uMatt wouldn't like
that.” The choice of words implied that though Matbuldn't like it, he
himself would remain unmoved if she lay injuredragiht long.

Leila kept silent and thought rapidly. It would i her no advantage
whatsoever to be constantly at loggerheads wittkihabecause if he so
chose he could put stumbling blocks in her pathnelieur of the day. She



resolved to swallow her pride, and dredged up desnhispoke to Charlie
as | came in,” she said pleasantly, ‘and of colinseuldn’t wander about
the site on my own if nobody knew | was here, banhks, anyway.’

The hard eyes widened slightly and he waited wkihe joined him.
‘Thought I'd better spell it out, just in case,” baid awkwardly.

‘I want to do a bit more work when | get back, 8bsly good night, Mr
Larkin.’

‘I'm off as well.” He trudged at her side with tleasy, tireless tread of a
man used to rough heavy ground.

‘You're here late yourself,” she ventured amiablyo you have far to
travel?’

‘Solihull,” he said shortly. ‘I haven’t much--the--I'm in no hurry.'

At the car she turned to him and smiled. ‘Good nhigbain.” She bent
down and changed her footgear. He didn't reply wad still standing by
the gate when she looked back through the mirrdoulky, thick-set man
in black cords and a checked shirt. Something albiwaitsolitary figure
touched off a small fount of sympathy in hide looked lonely as well.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IT was a plaintive letter from the family lawyeidr Dobbs had tried for
weeks past to contact Leila regarding her fathers. Probably, she
thought, because he knew she hadn’'t been listeniven he read it after
the funeral. He’d written to her in Scotland, Aasitr, the south of France
and Hawaii, he said, and had rung Ardenfields @tylto check on her
whereabouts. Now that he’'d at last been given beect address, would
she contact him at once regarding the terms offaier's will? The
precise wording of the letter conjured up a pictoféir Dobbs, with his
disapproving manner and scrawny red neck.

Leila sat at the breakfast table and faced thepgisof seeing him again.
It had been quite beyond her to take in the coatehthe will after her
father’s funeral, and two weeks later, when she stdisnumb with grief,
Lance had made such an issue of it that she hadthchey heels and flatly
refused to contact the lawyers. That had led to thst bitter quarrel, and
the quarrel had led to Lance’s death...

Sighing, she pushed the letter into the pocket &f tlean jeans and
resolved to ring Mr Dobbs later that day. For tliespnt she had other
things to think about.

She poured herself another cup of coffee and sah @gain for a moment.
The last two days had been busy. True to her ressie had presented
Matt with the completed plan at eight o’clock on ddesday morning. She
had found him already at his desk, deep in papers,whether or not he
realised how hard she had worked there was no wWaynowing. He
thanked her, pinned up the large sheet on theamallsaid: ‘I'll study this
for a day or two then you can have it back for devto get some dye lines
done from it.’

She was about to go when he said, ‘I'd still likeward with you about the
boating lake before Friday.” No mention of her glruleparture the
previous day, then? Somewhat relieved, she agreadliscussion late the
next afternoon when he came back from a trip rabedther sites.



After that all had been tranquil for two whole dayghe had worked
steadily on the revising of her designs; used lesvlyinstalled telephone
with an unfamiliar sense of pride; had her namé¢epédtered at last, and
seen nothing at all of Rob Cowper.

Apparently the boss’s word was law about chattiag up, and she found
she could go about her business on the site withdaging emphasised
that she was a woman, and different. She was ardwgeasantly and
politely if she asked anything about work, otheews brief greeting was
all that was offered. What was more, Pete Larkid $oken to her twice,
not only civilly but almost affably. She found helfshumming as she
pinned a new sheet on her drawing-board.

Outside the cabin the smell of damp earth was awklby diesel fumes
from the heavy machinery. Men were shouting, ergjirevving, cement-
mixers chugging. She looked out and saw a scenggahised chaos.

It was at that moment, a set-square in her hapieaf drawings waiting
to be altered, the coffee-pot on the stove beherdthat Leila felt content.
It was a sensation that had escaped her for alangsar. The last time she
could recall feeling real contentment had been wdiengained her degree
in landscaping. Then, her future had been takingpsh.work on the
Garland sites, and perhaps in time a partnershiparfirm. She had joked
with her father about it being ‘George Garland &=adighter’. Everything
had seemed so right, so satisfying, until she atdnon that remote
Cornish beach and met Lance...

She worked on her plans until late, waiting for ¥ateturn. All the men
had gone home. It was uncannily quiet, until thattet of a helicopter
ripped through the silence.

Minutes later he came across and stood in the dogrnene hand up
against the frame, looking tired and a bit irrimbBlack beard-growth
shadowed his jaw and his shirt was torn' from dieulto buttons,
revealing congealed blood mingled with the tightkdaair on his chest.
‘You're still here then?” He sounded surprised. Haal forgotten he’'d
asked her to wait for him?



‘Yes, still here. As I've been for eleven hoursfao today. | thought I'd
better hang on for a while as you’d asked me spgci@he eyed his chest
uneasily. ‘You seem to be in need of first aid.’

‘Oh, it's not as bad as it looks. Some fool on tigsv roadworks tried to
move me out of the way in a hurry with a J .C.Bé kfted his mouth
ruefully. ‘He almost succeeded too.’

She stared at him. Being accidentally shifted bg ohthe giant diggers
could have been dangerous, even fatal. But he tdégd@m to want a fuss.
‘You're building a road, then?’ she asked with ret.

‘Just a stretch of dual carriageway for a town Isgyahe said briefly. ‘I'm
sorry I've kept you waiting, Leila. | hoped to rirygu but | was too tied
up. Are you in a hurry to get away?’

‘No,” she said, and all at once it was true. Thgeuto get home had
disappeared.

‘Give me ten minutes to shave and change, then amress, will you?’

He looked at her for a minute, taking in the supaked hair pinned up
loosely on-the crown of her head and escaping movendrils round her
face. His eyes flicked to the drawing-board, andntho the piled-up
designs on her work-top. She imagined that his maatftened for an
instant, then he ran a grubby hand over the thiakkbhair and went back
to the caravan.

She took across a fresh pot of coffee. After alldHooked as if he could
do with some. She tapped on the open door and hardaall to her to
come in, so she made for the tiny kitchen and petdoffee-pot to keep
warm. It was very clean and neat, like a ship’seyalin fact the whole big
caravan put her in mind of a boat.

Matt came out of the bathroom, dressed in cleanntemut without a

shirt. His hair was still damp and she saw thatutled wetly against his
neck. Heavens, she must be staring like a goggtd-agolescent, but if he
went round displaying that impressive chest...



‘It took a bit longer than | thought to get it aeahe said, dabbing
bloodstained gauze at the gash. ‘Does it lookigifitito you?’

Her legs moved slowly, heavily, as if they were madl lead, obeying her
subconscious objective to keep well away from himthat instant she
knew she’d been right in thinking she was beconsiexgually aware again.
Panic gripped her. She wasn’t yet ready for it. &ftainly she hovered in
front of him.

‘Come on, Leila,” he said impatiently. ‘Do | lookké a sex maniac? |
remember the first time we met you treated me dikkgotential rapist. All
I’'m asking you to do is look at this scratch to ske& needs any more
swabbing.’

Leila went scarlet. She could hardly explain thed was scared of her own
reactions rather than his. Meekly, she went closkim and peered at the
ugly gash on his chest. He spelt of antisepticsadp and peppermint
toothpaste. At least she was to be spared exotie pgafume. ‘I can see
what looks like specks of rust,” she said uncelyaifwould they be from
the J.C.B.?’

‘Probably,” he said wearily. ‘Get 'em out, if yoarm. The first-aid box is in
the bathroom.’

She found it in the still steamy little room. ‘Do want to come in here?’
she called, adding antiseptic to warm water inviash-basin. He strolled
in and she saw that the tiny, functional space hagly big enough to
accommodate them both. '

He stood at her side and looked down. ‘Relax,'dé gently. ‘I've never
yet tried for a girl on the rebound and I'm notrstegy now. I'll leave that
to Cowper.’

Gently she probed with the swabs, appalled at ithestdl embedded there.
‘Rebound?’ she repeated, without looking up.

‘It’s still only eighteen weeks, isn't it?’



Amazed, she raised her enormous eyes to his, the gbout Rob
forgotten Sheknew it was eighteen weeks since Lance died, Isecthe

remorseless calendar in her mind crossed off thes @d weeks, and
never let her forget them. But tHat should know it!

‘Yes, it’'s about that,” she acknowledged quietly.

For a while they were silent; she delicately swagbihe wound, Matt
staring studiously over her head. She found it mimate and oddly
disturbing confrontation. At last she leaned awag arushed damp hair
from her forehead. ‘It looks much better now, the £dges need holding
tightly together if it's to heal. Have you any $tsirips?’

He rummaged in the box and found a new pack, blitsse hesitated.
‘They'll get all tangled up with the hairs,’ sheipted out.

‘Cut them off, then,” he said easily. ‘There’s soswgssors.’

Carefully she trimmed the curly black hairs on eitkide of the gash. Her
face was so close to his chest she imagined sHd bear his heartbeat,
regular but surprisingly rapid. She pressed thessaf the gash together
and fastened the strong sterile strips across itobsctiously she sighed
with relief when she’d finished.

He took hold of her hand and held it tightly in me&arm hard grasp.
‘Thanks, Leila. You don't like hairy chests, do yolm sorry about that.’

She jumped guiltily. It wasn’'t so very long sindee& thought so, too.
‘Not at all,” she protested. ‘I don’'t mind in thedst.” But he was still
holding her hand. Uneasily, she wiggled her fingersemind him, and he
let go at once. ‘Can | get you a drink?’ she asked.

‘Of what?”’

‘'ve made you some coffee and brought it acrogsp€&haps after all that
you could do with a brandy?’

‘Coffee will be fine. I'll have something to eatda. Jacob said he’d leave
a bite for me.” He looked in the fridge and Leilemgpsed a mountainous



stack of sandwiches; great slices of brown breattlick pink ham. Used
to seeing navvy’'s food, she wasn’t too surprisethatsize of them, but
thought it an understatement to speak of suchtaefplas a ‘bite’.

She poured coffee for them both and they sat attdbke by the side
window. It' reminded her of the breakfasts theydred in Hawaii, and
she said, ‘This is a bit like the morning we mety't it?’

‘A bit,” he agreed, watching her.

As they drank their coffee in silence she realigede again how very little
she knew about him. He was a successful builderdaweloper, he lived
in Coventry, appeared to be unmarried, and was giigbmore than
friendly with Turquoise-Eyes. That was the sumltofeher knowledge of
him. Why then did she have this crazy feeling obwimg him very well

indeed?

‘Matt, the woman who called here for you the ottlay, | think | saw her
on Hawaii.’

He regarded her, unperturbed. ‘Iris? Yes, she Wwasetwhen we were.
You met her at Cowper’s that day, though, surely?’

‘Yes. | was introduced to her, but | was so on elthgé morning that |1 soon
forgot her name. Is she one of the family?’

He nodded. ‘On her mother’s side. She’s Iris Hawniltactually, and Rob
Cowper’s cousin.’

‘She’s very lovely,” said Leila sincerely. ‘Clevas well, | imagine.’

‘Yes. Iris is bright,” he agreed non-committallye khicked up a clean shirt
and shrugged into it. Leila watched the musclesisfchest expand and
contract beneath the taped-up gash.

‘Matt, do you want to leave it for now, the stutbaut the boating lake?
I’'m sure you'd like to rest.’



‘Rest?’ He repeated the word as if it were fronuaknown language. ‘No,

let's get it over with now so that | know exacthhat you have in mind.’

He went to the desk with her plan and pored ovinténtly. In the silence

Leila thought of his almost total recall of hertbaevels, and decided that
by comparison he was making heavy weather of thés o

‘The island you suggest, Leila; do you want it eodurely ornamental?’

‘Yes, solely for its visual appeal. | thought angvmus access would
encourage youngsters to land there and let theitsbgo floating out of
reach and so on. As for the far side of the laksed it built up on a slope
with shrubs and vegetation right to the water’'seeddhope to plant some
semi-mature trees there, as well.’

‘Mm. Go on. The same for the island?’

‘Rock-based, | thought, then rubble for drainagep Foil to a good depth
for trees and shrubs, and spring bulbs in drifte laed there.’

‘We have plenty of hard-core and rubble to get dff he said
thoughtfully, ‘more than we’ll need for levellingffounder the tennis
courts. All that can be done by us, of course. @&btial cleaning and
dredging of the water I'd like done by experts.’ejhdiscussed the
enlarging of the lake and various methods of altethe shape, then he
said, ‘Come here, Leila,” and dragged forward ardioa her.

‘These little sluices to keep the water fresh. Yathow the inflow ducted
from the drains from the playing-fields and alsonirthe rain culverts in
the main car-park?’

‘That’s right. Then the outflow from the lake feetle stream that goes
through the grounds in front of the sports hall abahgside the picnic
area. Finally, it goes back into the lake inflovae’

‘Ingenious. But the drainage from the car-park wal tainted with petrol,’
he pointed out gently. ‘There’s bound to be a higtrol content in any
such inflow.’



‘I know,” she said; ‘That's why I've specified theetrol interceptor.” With
an effort she kept her voice free of resentmend. i see her as a novice
to .neglect provision for the tanks which wouldtéeil out the petrol?
‘Look.” She leaned across and pointed. ‘Here.” Heouth opened in
dismay. ‘Oh,” she said weakl§gheknew where the interceptor was to be
installed, but nobody else would. Because she hasimwn it. Fool!
Colour crept up under her delicate skin. ‘I'm soiatt. | haven’t detailed
that, have 1? I'd planned it just here.’

‘Good. That's where | visualised it as well. Perhapu should put it in
before morning?’

It occurred to her then that this little sessiod baen fixed for her benefit
rather than Matt’'s. Whether or not that was so Isa\ded her from looking
an incompetent fool in front of the experts. Shié figrious with herself.
‘Why on earth didn’t | notice that I'd missed it t3U she muttered to
herself.

‘I's a small omission, Leila, and you’d have rentered it soon enough.
Off you go now, home.’

She picked up the plan. He'd been incredibly tdc#nd considerate.
‘Thanks, Matt,” she said earnestly, and bestowetiionher radiant smile
at full voltage.

He stood up and looked at her, his eyes in shat¥oa. should smile more
often,” he said soberly.

‘And so should you,’ she answered as she left.

It was Friday afternoon, the end of her first watkiweek. Leila sat on a
mound of dry earth and looked out across the ungiaomstretch of water
which was to become the lake. Her vivid imaginattonered the opposite
bank with a green tracery of trees and shrubsesedt the water-line with
rushes and saw how the little island gave serdnitihe sparkling water.
The meeting that morning had gone well, with thpesis accepting her



ideas and only questioning one or two minor poimatt seemed pleased
and Peter Larkin had showing a hint of lukewarmraypal.

The weekend beckoned, leisurely and inviting. Saas playing cricket so
she and Dee had planned a shopping session. Th&umiay she was
having tea at Ardenfields because it was _Agnesteday. Over the years
she had always had tea with her on that day. Shpgd to her feet, ready
to forget all about the site until Monday.

Matt waylaid her near the main gate. ‘Rob Cowpbgsen trying to get you
on the phone,” he said, ‘but you were out on the Somewhere so he rang
me.’

‘Oh, did he say what he wanted?’

‘To invite you to a barbecue at the Cowper placet ISaturday evening.
It's one of their dos for all those connected wilie Foundation. The
family are keen on entertaining anybody workingBaguest projects."'

Leila felt a little more enthusiastic. It might nbe so bad if Rob’s
ebullience was subdued by the presence of his yammd he’'d hardly try
any cave-man tactics with them around. She coulittosome social life.
‘Where is their place?’ she asked.

'It's a Georgian mansion off the beaten track betwé&Varwick and
Stratford. Very swish.’

She couldn’t help feeling curious. ‘Is it Rob’s he®
‘Yes. | think he has a Hat somewhere in the citywall. His parents live
there and various members of the family. | told hiou'd ring him on

Monday and that seemed to pacify him.’

‘He needed pacifying?’ asked Leila drily. ‘All righ’ll ring him. As it's a
Bequest thing | suppose I'd better go.'

‘With me?’ he asked. ‘I'm going as well.’



‘But what about Iris?’ she asked curiously. ‘Wowgtiu want to pair off
with her?’

‘No,” he answered calmly. ‘Not if | take you.’

Leila’s ideas on his relationship with Iris remainenchanged. The sixth
sense which could be a curse as well as an asddtdothey were lovers.
But the idea of having him with her as a bulwarkiagt Rob held distinct
appeal.

‘I'd love to go with you, Matt. Thanks.’

‘We'll fix up about times, etc. next week. Have @og weekend, | expect
you're ready for it.’

‘I am,” she agreed ruefully. ‘What about you? Witlu be at home?’

‘Yes. | want to go to the office tomorrow and om8ay | must calculate a
tender for a local authority.” She glanced at h&awan, perplexed.
‘But--do you have an office?’

‘Of course | do. In Coventry,” he said in amusemédb you think | do all

the paperwork in the caravan? No chance. | can ded) with oddments
here. It takes a fair-sized staff to look after fiven for me. It's quite

complicated, running several projects simultangousl

Minutes later she headed the XJS for the motorvwalyreome, wondering
why it hadn’t dawned on her that Matt must run aybaffice, in addition
to overseeing the sites.

She was ready for bed before she realised thatlladdy had passed
without her having had a single remorseful thowsdaut either her father
or Lance. Her mind seemed to be filled with Mattrfedl and work, in that
order.

‘Well, you've put a bit more flesh on your bonedgclared Agnes, after
accepting Leila’s birthday wishes and her gift twf-tashioned underwear.



Arlene was in London, so they shared a birthdayitia Maisie and Jack
in Agnes’s sunny sitting room overlooking the onchd_eila was touched
to see her favourite cakes and savouries on tHe, tabd thought that it
was more a tea-party for her than a birthday tedgmes.

‘Maisie, it all looks lovely,” she said warmly. “YX&e encouraging me to
make a pig of myself.’

As usual, Maisie smiled placidly and said nothimdhile Jack, also as
usual, ate with concentration. Agnes, however, gt on giving Leila
the third-degree about her job. “You mean to sayrngothe only woman
on the site?’ she asked, outraged. ‘Well, | doKkhirseems a bit--forward.’

‘Better than seeming backward,’ Leila reasoned mild@here were never
any women on Dad’s sites, Agnes, apart from a cmyk and again.’

‘How many men work there?’ asked Agnes.
‘About a hundred. Many hands make light work. Safatnumbers, you
know.” A slight curve of the lips indicated that Ags was amused. She

knew Leila liked to tease her about her fondnessjfioting proverbs.

‘It's not suitable," she decreed. ‘But we must movih the times, |
suppose.’

‘Enter the twentieth century,” agreed Leila gravely
‘And after all, itis Mr Parnell’'s site.” The housekeeper's double chin
became still for a moment as she considered thpeicas'He isn’t the one

to let anything happen to you.’

Leila was amused. ‘He’s obviously made a great @sgion on you after
only one meeting.'

‘Two,” said Agnes. ‘Two meetings. We had a nicddichat when he was
here on Wednesday.'



Leila gaped. ‘Here? On Wednesday? Matt Parnell hexe?’ It was an
effort to avoid squeaking. ‘What on earth for?’

‘To view the house, of course. Didn’t he tell you?’

‘No,’ said Leila thoughtfully. ‘He didn’t.’

‘| think the lady liked it just as much as he disiiid Agnes judiciously.
‘Oh.” Leila bent forward to cushion the shock ofifgestruck by a brutal
fist right under the ribs. It was half a minute dref she realised that
nobody had touched her, and that the others wetehimg her curiously.
‘A--a lady you say? Was she dark and beautiful wutiguoise eyes?’

‘Yes, that’s her,” said Agnes.

‘But--did they give you the impression that theyrevéooking for a house
for them both?’ It was odd but she couldn’t frante tquestion more
explicitly,

‘You mean did they give the impression that thegoeng to get married?
That | couldn’t say. After all, your stepmother sleal them round. | just
chatted to Mr Parnell for a moment while the ladiese in the kitchen.’

‘Oh,’ said Leila, again, inadequately.



CHAPTER NINE

DRAIN-PIPES, bulldozers and cement mixers werevatly well, thought
Leila, but they were a bit lacking in aesthetic egdp The scene outside her
window was composed of ugly shapes in brown or ,geeyd the only
splashes of colour came from the garishly paintetthimery. She felt
starved for the delicacy of leaves and petals, hurigr beauty. Cut
flowers were out--Rob’s crystal vase was pushedh® back of the
cupboard--but she could have some potted plants...

With a variegated ivy and a pink pelargonium onWwerk-bench the next
morning she felt so cheered that she decided toghbin some more.
Already she felt different on the site becauseasfdex and her little luxury
cabin, so would it really matter if she made hdreeén more different by
having flowering plants cascading past her windang pots of fuchsias
by the door? She decided it wouldn't.

The wooden verandah with its upright supports mtedian ideal home for
both climbing and hanging plants, and soon it wassformed by bright
flowers and greenery. She knew though, that shet massrain herself.
‘Enough’s enough,’” she said aloud as she stood ohaa watering the
hanging baskets. ‘I will not bring in one more gdlan

‘Quite a little bower you've made for yourself, romented a familiar
voice behind her. It was Matt, standing in thatepgively lazy attitude,
watching her.

For a moment she thought he was objecting. ‘Youtdoimd, do you?’

‘No,” he said easily. ‘I can't see the men rushtogfollow suit. But I've
been wondering what’s happened to your dislikeedfidp different.’

It was a good question. She stayed balanced ochthie with the watering
can still outstretched while she considered it.nTebe jumped down and
faced him. ‘I've realised that | am different wheth like it or not. I'm
happy here on the site, but | dossplants and colour and pretty things to
look at. So--I've provided some--that’s all.’



He began to answer that, but saw Pete Larkin conawgrds them, and
waited to see what he wanted. The site agent apipeda frowning with
concentration on some unknown issue. Then he walk@atjht past them
without so much as a glance in their direction.ld.sighed, exasperated.
She had thought she was making some headway waith hi

At her side, Matt watched the departing figure tifatully. ‘Don’t let him

get you down, Leila,” he warned. ‘He’s worried abdis marriage, or
what's left of it. | don’t think the men know yeubthey've all realised
he’s not his usual self. He doesn’t say much, letg binder a lot of strain.’

She stared after Larkin’s broad back, her hearhelred by sudden pity.
He wasn’t an easy man to get along with, but hasimé already sensed a
loneliness about him? A need?

‘He’s worried as hell about his wife and childrewent on Matt, ‘and I'm
worried as hell about whether he’ll keep on tophef job.’

She glanced at him quicklyie was worried? That calm, decisive manner,
of his gave no hint of it.

‘About tomorrow evening, Leila. Shall | pick you apout eight? It will be
an hour’s run from Edgbaston to the Cowper place.’

‘That'll be fine,” she agreed, ‘although it's a pmway round for you to
come to the flat. How about me driving to Coverdand we’ll both go on
from there?’

He shook his head reprovingly. ‘We both know yow'daeedpicking up,
Leila; but when | take a girl outthke her. Even when it's connected with
business. Eight o’clock. | have your address.’

With that he went towards the playing-fields, ant@ment later she heard
the helicopter start up. She stood there, stilicting the watering-can. He
hadn’t yet said one word about visiting Ardenfieldsh Iris Hamilton, and
she certainly didn’'t feel like asking him about Were he and Iris
engaged? Were they looking for their future home?



Engaged or not, he was aiming to take her, Ledldhé Cowper barbecue.
He’'d just made clear, though, that he saw it a®@ing connected with
business... With an impatient shrug, Leila wenidaesand started work
again. She was leaving early to keep her appoirttmeh the lawyer, Mr
Dobbs.

Leila climbed Bennetts Hill and made for the carkp&he’d been with Mr
Dobbs almost an hour, during which she’d learntat and said very little.

Because she felt guilty about his fruitless attemptcontact her, she’'d let
him drone on uninterrupted, prepared for a lectumeher extravagance
during her time with Lance. Eventually it becameat| that far from

remonstrating with her about how much she’d speatwas gently

congratulating her upon her thrift!

She was baffled. ‘Mr Dobbs, will you please tell mvbat I'm worth? In
total. The lump sum from the takeover, the reajsnfi the annuity, .the
stocks and securities, everything.’

Mr Dobbs stretched his long neck with some satigfac‘l contacted your
accountant several days ago, anticipating suchestiqu. As at 4 p.m.
yesterday, a total of four hundred and sixty-nineusand, seven hundred
and fifty-one pounds. That is, of course, excludthg amount in your
cheque account and your No 2 deposit account.’

Leila sat there and tried to look intelligent. slta lot more than |
anticipated,? she said at last, limply.

‘Your father was a very meticulous man.” Mr Dobbada the statement
sound like the highest accolade he could offer. @Dagain Leila was
caught by a mental picture of her father workingtloa draft of his will.
She felt horribly close to tears as Mr Dobbs wetd imore detail about her
investments.

‘Yes,’ she agreed, ten minutes later, ‘yes, go dfaal invest the capital as
you think fit. And you’re quite certain that Mr amdrs Binns and Agnes
MacLean are well-provided for?’



Reassured on that point she prepared to leave.di®@y Mr Dobbs.
Please ensure that you are suitably reimbursegbiar efforts.’

Leila strode through the busy streets, torn betviears at the evidence of
her father’s concern and laughter at her ‘ensungl @eimbursed’. The
legal jargon had got to her, it seemed. But alnmast a million! And no
provisos about her future... no mention of her giag... no instructions
about how she was to handle the money... All aepas clearly as if he’'d
spoken at her side, she knew that her father waagsahrough his will,
‘It's your life--make something of it--it's up tooy.’

If she wished, she could buy Ardenfields from Aderf she’d been in
England at the time of the takeover maybe she doaN@ bought Garlands
and run it herself. If she felt capable, she cduwlg her own small building
and developing company... If... if... if...

Deep in thought, she made her way through the Btregts, but within
minutes her mind was back on the problem of algetime shrubbery
around the main building.

The site was deserted except for Charlie, but Leilnted to finish
revising her plans. She would enjoy her weekenthallmore if the whole
sequence was finished and up on the walls as Mdttdéquested.

She needed one last look at the foundations ofmthie building, where, at
Martin Deeds’ insistence, she was altering herioaigplan of raised beds
of shrubs in the angle of the walls.

She clambered across the trenches and mounds tbf &=ling a little
guilty. Pete Larkin had warned her about beinghensite alone in case she
had an accident, so she moved with care to wheoeatvgles formed the
sides of the entrance.

Moments later she still stood there, her measureemhand. Surely the
two sides should be exact right angles? And hahgtchecked it as 0.4 of



a metre above ground level and the head of the lategie ramp at exactly
one metre?

She stood there, biting uncertainly on her lowpr TThey couldn’t have
done it wrong. Pete Larkin supervised all bricklymeasurements as he
must surely have supervised the footings, and--Pedekin! She
remembered his expression that morning. Withdraw@mote, intent on
some unknown issue. No-she was mad. Who was sheety the work of

a civil engineer and a gang of qualified bricklaer

But suppose she was right and thieael been a botch-up? She couldn't let
the men carry on. On impulse she went and askedi€ler his key to
Matt’'s caravan. ‘It's just to check on the big blayw of the architect’s
plan,” she explained. ‘I don’t think Mr Parnell widumind--’

‘No,” agreed Charlie placidly. ‘He wouldn’t. He tbime you can have the
run of everything.'

‘Oh. That's--that’s nice,’” she said faintly, andlacked the door. Her nose
twitched. It smelled of Matt. Clean, unscented, uelyg antiseptic. She
smiled. It was the 'antiseptic that reminded hehiaf. He’'d told her his

chest was healing well. It was some consolatiortHerharrowing session
cleaning that gash.

Carefully she examined the blow-up. She saw at ¢inaeshe was right,
but she’d have to check on Larkin’s copy as wel. ghe turned to leave
she noticed something on Matt's desk by the windbwas an old issue
of a surfing magazine, one she remembered well.cdker showed Lance,
lean and golden, riding the towering surf on onethed Thai beaches.
Inside that issue, she knew, was an interview Wwith, and photographs,
one of which showed her and Lance laughing togetker a cook-out on
the beach. Why had Matt goRitHow had he got it? By accident? She
shook her head, baffled, and hurried to ask Chéoti¢he other key.

Both sets of plans tallied with hers. She pictuxattin Deeds' reaction if
he should visit the site unexpectedly. And shouid &ll Pete Larkin or
Matt? She decided to tackle the site agent dipsatiaps she’d manage a
private word with him at the barbecue.



* % %

Leila sat at Matt's side as they sped along the W\ road. He was
driving a four-year-old Ford estate with a few deahd scratches on the
wing and a smell of new timber inside it. She wapsgsed, having half-
expected him to arrive in the sort of car a wealblwginessman would
drive for pleasure. His money went into the compaagparently. No
Aston-Martin for him.

He had rung the doorbell just as she fastenedigbrheeled sandals. She
was wearing a leaf-green silk jump-suit with boo#latraps, bought on her
shopping spree with Dee, and for once had spem éimher appearance;
reflecting that apart from lunch at the Albany wRiob, this was her first
outing with a man since Matt had taken her to traldsland.

‘Leila,” he said. No ‘Hello’ or ‘Hi’ or ‘Am | too arly?’ Just ‘Leila.” For a
moment he hesitated before crossing the thresh@alear eyes observing
her slender form in the leaf-green silk, noting #ain-smooth shoulders
and the hair falling in its deep, honey-gold wavs always, she wore the
heavy gold chain that her father had bought her.

His devastating smile flashed out, and at the saiittshe felt her heart lift
as surely as if a set of strings and pulleys hategaoto action inside her
chest. *You look very beautiful,” he said quietind followed her inside.

He was wearing cream slacks and a copper-coloungti and looked
expensively casual. She was so used to seeingrhworking clothes she
was fascinated, just as she’d been that morninghkereturned to the site
in evening clothes.

He accepted a vodka with lots of ice and lookedhat split-level room
with a professional eye. ‘A good conversion,” henooented. ‘Will you
show me round?’

She led the way up the spiral staircase and sawshite again when he
saw the Victorian bath with its fat pink roses. &8s, roses all the way,’ he
said musingly. ‘A rose by any other name... J.Ts&ka. Do you know

what | call you?’



Startled, she looked up at him. What was cominghow

‘Capability Rose,” he said gently. ‘It suits yowpw know. The feminine,
up-to-the-minute-version of Capability Brown hinfsel

She passed it off with a chuckle, but secretly wfas touched. It was a
terrific compliment. They went back downstairs avidtt crossed to her
easel by the rear window. A big painting was thé@f-completed, her
mental vision of what the site would look like whigmvas finished and all
the trees and plants were established. She liketydeater-colours, and
had often used the medium to advantage in her degpek.

He examined it closely. “You have a very clear idéavhat all your hard
work will lead to, don’'t you? Is this destined toleellish your office the
same as your plants and baskets?’

She smiled. ‘Yes. A foretaste of what's to come whis all done.’

Those few minutes of easy companionship had stéreedvening off well,
she thought, stealing a look at the no-nonsendéegoat her side. They left
the main road and entered a network of countryslaltevas still daylight
but the shadows were lengthening over the lushngiieds, with the sun
picking out an occasional half-timbered cottagala &It a warm glow of
contentment. She was with a man whose companyrgbgeel, driving on

a warm summer evening through her home county. Bked the

Warwickshire countryside, the rich earth, the gestbping hills, and the
ancient villages with their half-timbered houses.

‘Nearly there,” murmured Matt, driving alongsidehggh wall and then
slowing for a lodge-gate. A burly man with an Alaatdog at his side
examined the car’s occupants and waved them oognésing Matt. It was
Leila’s first reminder that they were entering moitlaire territory. A mile
further on they passed through a second secuhickcand soon the house
came into view.

It was very large, very white and very beautifuh @sing ground, with
open country all around and the pink-tinged Avomving lazily across
distant fields under a reddening sky. Leila pickgdthe gold leather gilet



she’d bought in Australia, a last-minute additienhter outfit when she
realised belatedly that barbecues were held odbofs, even in England.

A uniformed maid took them both to the rear of timuse, where a big
sitting room was open to a huge terrace bright \dtiterns. A crowd of
people were there, some of them at a long buffaetaothers collecting
steaks from the glowing grills.

Matt was still by her side as they stepped outsihel immediately Rob
bounded forward. He was wearing a pink shirt aratlblRalph Lauren
cords tucked into cowboy boots. His hair was alye@defying control and
stood out in wild disorder all over his head. Lddand herself liking him
again. She thought he resembled a large ten-ydgptaying at cowboys;
he only needed toy six-shooters and a plastic giin-b

The look in his eyes was hardly that of a ten-yadr-though, as he took in
her appearance. ‘Great to see you, Leila. You teatfic.” His warm hand

on her wrist said what the welcoming words left.olitsaid he was
prepared to forget their last meeting and toldthat the restrictions she’d
imposed at the site didn’t apply in his own homs.i#just noticing Matt,

he said, ‘Oh, hi there, Matt. Let me get you botlriak.'

He dragged her off on a tour of introductions, baed firmly clamped on
the soft flesh above her elbow, while Matt stoodnal by the grills,
waiting. She soon found that the Cowper family weuenerous, pleasant
and without exception knowledgeable about the waifrkhe Foundation.
She met Rob’s parents; pleasant, middle-aged pe&datileno evidence of
extreme wealth about them apart from their clothes the relaxed way in
which they watched their guests enjoying hospytahthich had cost a
small fortune. The name Hamilton registered, andalL&und herself
facing an older version of Iris--her mother, pluropt still lovely with
Iris’s exceptional eyes set in the faintest netwafriwrinkles.

A maid came to Rob asking him to take a phonefoath New York, and

as soon as he’d gone Leila made her way back tb Maeem to have met
a hundred Cowpers in ten minutes,’ she said ruyeflilen a minute, that’'s
too many. Let’s wander away while Rob’s on the ghon



Matt looked at her consideringly. ‘He doesn’t se@mbe leaving you
alone,” he Said coolly.

‘Leaving me alone? Oh, you mean like | told himatothe site? No, it
doesn’t look as if he got the message, or if hehédid decided to forget it.
Somehow he doesn’'t seem quite so objectionable hgaenst his own
background.’

‘No?’ He looked round, his gaze travelling slowlyeo the crowded
terraces, the sumptuous buffet, the chefs behied thowing grills. ‘But
then, it's a pretty impressive background, isr?t it

She smiled and nodded. ‘It certainly is, it's loudive never been in such
a magnificent house in my life.” Then the implicatiof his remark hit her.
Was he saying that she found Rob more attractive that she’'d seen
material evidence of the Cowper fortunes--seercthmntry estate in all its
splendour? Her enormous eyes sought Matt’s foricoation. She got it.
His were cold as winter sea under a leaden sky.

Sudden fury made her look away. Hawuld he imply that she was
influenced by the Cowper trappings? Some pervergrilse came to her
then, overriding her desire to explain to him inrdgof one syllable that
Rob’s money meant nothing to her, that, in facg sbuld probably match
his wealth with her own. If Matt judged her to ke gold-digger then she’d
give him something to confirm the idea. She todé&rgy slow drink of her
wine, twirled the glass in her fingers and said.ela set-up like this
could make a girl look favourably on a chimpanzeeildn’t it?’

Grimly pleased, she saw amazement register on dhbght battered

features; the high-bridged nose was lifted everhdrigthe shapely lips

pressed more tightly together. He stared fixedlpss the wide expanse of
terrace to where drummers and a limbo dancer vaiag their places,

and remained silent,

Leila felt shattered. More--she felt humiliated.eShust have been insane
to sit next to him in the car and imagine that slas going to enjoy the
evening. She turned to leave his side when a walisk voice halted her.
‘Matt! | didn’t know you’d be here!” It was Arlenglosely followed by
Bernard.



Astounded, Leila watched her stepmother, fairy-goétty in tight blue
pants and a white sparkly top, plant an enthusidssis on Matt's mouth.
Her warm smile cooled rapidly when she saw who m&4d to him. ‘Leilal

What are you doing here?’

‘I was invited, Arlene, because | work for the Cawfp-oundation. ‘I didn’t
realise you and Matt knew each other?’

‘Of course we do.” Arlene linked one hand througé &rm and the other
through Bernard’s. ‘Bern is accountant for one lué Cowper holdings
now, that’'s why we’re here. But Matt is an old frik aren’t you, Matt?’

‘You could say that,” agreed Matt pleasantly. ‘Aweand | saw a lot of
each other at the time of the takeover, Leila.’

Of course. She should have thought of that. Berfeaded towards her,
his arm still in Arlene’s grasp. ‘How are thingstiwviyou, Leila?’

She looked at him. The inevitable medallion swuggimst his chest and
the floral shirt was open to the waist. The amoraasountant. Bernard
was kind enough in his way though, and just nowhieiavy features were
full of concern.

For the first time in years she didn't proffer lobieek for a kiss on meeting
him. Those days were over. ‘I'm well, Bernard, tkenWorking at last.
For Cowper, on one of Matt's sites. Congratulationsyour new position
with them; are you--’

‘Let’'s get a table,” interrupted Arlene, ‘the threé us, there, under the
trees. Oh--Leila, aren’t you with anyone?’

‘I waswith Matt,” she answered quietly, ‘but there’s smne | know over
there, | think. I'll see you all later.” Without hackward glance she
threaded her way through the crowd.

The elegant cloakroom was deserted. She ran helsharder the cold tap
and dried them on a linen towel embroidered withlagk ‘C’. She twisted



it tightly before examining it as if it was vitalijnportant. Like the rest of
the Cowper possessions it showed taste; underdiatemnfident.

She sat in front of a mirror and stared dully at feflection. That waxy

look was on her cheeks. The colour left her faca murry whenever she
was upset. And she was upset now by two separeitdeints in the course
of two minutes. First by what Matt had said anchtbg Arlene’s attitude.

Why did it trouble her that Arlene didn’'t like her8he knew her

stepmother to be shallow and full of self-interestwhy worry about it?

She leaned back in the chair, considering the ppresPerhaps it was
because Arlene was her stegther The only mother she’d known since
she was a little girl... the woman her father haarrmad... the woman
he’'d--been fond of. She couldn’t form the thougtite woman he’d

loved'.

or ten minutes she sat there, cold in spite ofwthem evening. The noise
of the party was increasing now that the drummes $tarted. Why had
she come here? Why hadn’t she stayed at home antkgbanore of her
landscape? All at once that solitary occupatiommezesafe and secure and
infinitely to be treasured.

Two middle-aged women bustled in, talking non-stogila took out her
comb and tidied her hair, then renewed her lipstighe smiled at them
both and went back to the party, outwardly compa@setiself-assured.

The first person she saw outside was Pete Larknkidg at the bar. Her
heart sank. She’d forgotten all about the probleimthe foundations. But
he’'d seen her and gave a nod and a slight smileindirection. ‘Get it
over with,” she thought. ‘The evening’s a shambégeady, it can't
deteriorate much more.” He appeared gratified wkbe joined him.
Something in his attempt at nonchalance told hat tle wasn’t used to
being on his own at affairs of this sort. ‘Helloy Markin, have you been
here long?’

‘No,” he said shortly. ‘I've just arrived. You camath Matt, | believe?’

‘Yes. I'd like a word with you if it's convenient?’



‘Why not? Business before pleasure. A drink?’

‘Not now, thanks.” They found seats on a stone bamearby, but when
faced by the pale hard eyes Leila felt at a lossw Hlid one tell a civil
engineer that he was botching up the job?

She took a deep breath. ‘Mr Larkin. | know this'tisny business and I'm
probably, wrong anyway, but yesterday | had to labkhe foundations of
the main building to check my alterations to theubbery beds I'd
planned by the front entrance.’

He was looking at her blankly. ‘Yes?’

‘Well, as | say, it's none of my business but | kciot help noticing that
the line of the footings isn't like that of the plaand the height of the ramp
seems a bit funny...’

‘A bit funny?’ he repeated. ‘Don’t you think it's lait funny that nobody
else has noticed anything wrong?’

‘Of course | do. But | checked Matt’s plan and thiee one in your office,
just in case yours had been altered and not Maktien this morning |
wondered if perhaps you'd got mixed up betweennfan entrance and
the one at the rear of the swimming complex. Theg'bit alike.’

‘Why should | do that?' He sounded genuinely puzzle

‘Because--because you've got a lot on your mindadan!” Her voice
trailed off.

Without a word he left her and went back to the bl came back with
another whisky. ‘It's common talk then?’ he askaghtly. ‘Larkin can’t
keep his wife, eh?’

‘No, not common talk,” she protested gently. ‘Mitkd me in confidence
that you were having a little trouble with your mage." This was worse
than she’d anticipated.



‘A little trouble!” he echoed derisively. ‘And whadloes Matt say, in
confidence, about your ideas on the footings? Ume $ie’s been over there
to see them -for himself. How come he hasn't tatkhe yet?’

‘Because | haven't told him,’ she said.

Her heart twisted in sympathy at the conflict ofations on his face.
Surprise, embarrassment, humiliation. This waslfassfficient man, and
it was coming hard having a girl he despised watglover his interests.

‘Why haven’'t you? He’s the boss.’

‘You're in charge of the brickies, aren’t you? btight it might be-better if
| asked you first, that’s all.’

At that he turned his full attention on her. Shie tleat for the first time he
saw her as a person rather than a faceless, unnelamateur on the job.
He stared at her in silence, gnawing his loweg8pf lost for words.

Over his shoulder she saw yet another person shé&vee glad to avoid.
‘Here’s Martin Deeds coming our way,’ she said ladty. ‘I'll leave you
together.” She walked away, nodding casually toattohitect and his bird-
like little wife. Deeds turned his carroty head gwpretending he hadn’t
seen her.

‘I's lovely to be so popular; she told herselftbity. ‘Why on earth have |
come?’



CHAPTER TEN

LEILA found that she was still popular with one g&n, however. Rob
grabbed her shoulders from behind and whirled bend. ‘So there you
are! I've been looking everywhere. Parnell’s sarmuihed between Iris and
some dizzy blonde and hadn’t a clue where you’'deg@md that Larkin
guy who's glued to the bar said he didn’t know aithe

‘I've just been talking to him. Did you take youalcfrom the States?’

He nodded. ‘It was our New York lawyer. It's fouclock in the afternoon
their time and he’s still in the office! | ask yoGlome on, they’re playing
an old-fashioned smoochy. Let’s dance.’

Making no attempt to look for Matt she let hersb# led towards a
specially laid dance floor on the lower terraceeTband was playing
softly, a full moon hung over the trees and theagrehite house glowed
warmly behind them, every window alight. She begarieel better, her
love of beauty responding to the sheer magic of dbene. ‘Even the
weather behaves itself for the Cowpers,’ she teased

‘Moonlight to order,” he agreed, laughing deligHtedAnd there aren’t
even any gnats or mosquitos around.’

‘Oh, we always get rid of those in advance,” hedsajuite as if the
Cowpers ordered the whole of the Midlands to beaygmt. ‘We don’t want
this lovely skin getting bitten, do we?’ He ran kxptory fingers across
her bare shoulders, grinning, then took her inalnms to dance. She found
it wasn’t unpleasant. He held her tight and resiechead against hers, but
he kept his hands under control. She sensed tlesgspent-up energy in
him, and thought that he would never be a peacednhpanion in a
thousand years.

He whirled, her round madly when the music finislsdf eager for action
again, and she laughed up at him. It wasn’t possiblbe unmoved by
Rob. One could either like him or detest him, lmtgnore him would be
impossible. At that moment she liked him.



‘Let’s go for some steaks,’ he said, holding handha

She saw Matt, then, leaving the Floor with IriseTdark-haired girl looked
stunning in a casually draped grey dress which reaveer up to the neck
both back and front, but was open at the sides stldown to the hips,
giving glimpses of taut, suntanned breasts. Hes lgre bare and she
wore flat pink sandals. She looked carelessly elegad very sexy, and
Leila caught sight of Matt’'s brown, hairy hand l&iehind her waist.

Moments later Iris herself appeared next to hénabuffet, loading a plate
with salad and lobster. ‘Hello, it's Leila, isnt?i Matt’'s been telling me
about your work at the site. I'm Iris Hamilton, hink we met at the
Foundation’s rooms some weeks ago.’

Leila looked into the dazzling a