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Hired by telegram -- and by mistake

Valancy Adam-Smith had never even heard of nov@l@lfrey Carmichael
when she applied by wire for the job as his seryeto his fury when he
discovered "V. Adam-Smith" was female both started intrigued her.
Who were the women who had so bitterly disilluswhen?

And why, Valancy wondered, should it matter to thext Godfrey's former
fiancee had returned to New Zealand, obviously mgpor a reconciliation.



Author's note: For the sake of those readers wketb visit the scenes |
write about, Inchcarmichael and Badenoch, of cquaseimaginary, but if
they visit the Purakanui Falls in the Catlins desfrthey should be able to
imagine themselves in Carmichael's Bush.



CHAPTER ONE

THERE was nothing else to do but give in her notice avialy loved this job,
but it wouldn't be possible to go on working sidedide with Justin, her
ex-fiance. The whole staff would be wondering, Watg, gossiping. She
could just imagine the whispering and the surmikegould make her stiff
and unnatural with him. The ordinary, joking givedatake of the office
atmosphere would suffer. It could, even, upsetidastarriage. Greer
herself could know doubts.

That girl was a brick, to take on nursing Justintther. That stroke had left
her so dependent upon others, and there was no sitheor daughter to
relieve Justin and Greer in this duty they werdltag. Justin hadn't been
able to do anything else but ask for a transfek liacthe Christchurch
branch from Wellington.

He and Greer, when his mother had made that moasuketurn from long

unconsciousness, had come to see Valancy. Shehknben they'd rung

her what it was they would have to ask of her: R&sion to come back. So
she'd made it easy for them. She had said, quitkhysure they'd give you

a transfer. And it's not as if you've bought a leous there, is it? You're just
renting a flat, aren't you? | know it won't be edsyt your mother's house is
so large, you'd still have some privacy of your oWmly she can't live

alone, that's for sure.'

They had gazed at her, astounded. Greer had feemebite first. ‘And you
won't mind . . . working with 'Justin again? It t®we awkward. We
wondered --' her voice had trailed off.

Words Valancy hadn't meant to say had come fronip&r'ln any case, it
won't be long. Look, naturally I've said nothingvairk yet, but I've been
thinking ever since—I've been thinking for somediimmust get out of the
rut I'm in. One job during the whole of my workitifg is a bit stodgy. I'm
rather tired of proofing dry-as-dust textbooks dnahg all that research and
verifying. I'd rather work for a firm more varied its publishing ... a bit of
fiction, or autobiographies .. . but all these tachl terms and statistics and
reports . . . they've been getting me down. Askyéar transfer, Justin, and



we'll take it from there. | shouldn't be with Andens much longer. Do it
right away, in case Hughsie makes a quicker regotfem you think, and
needs to come home.'

They'd been almost embarrassing in their gratitbdé,Valancy had the
knowledge that she had done the right thing, eenwardly, she bitterly
resented the fact that this had once more turnedifeaipside-down. At
the time, when Justin had broken it to her thattwddn't marry her, she
had felt so sorry for his sincere distress, shegnatended in a magnificent
flight of imagination that she was really relievédat she'd fallen out of
love with him but hadn't summoned up the courada¢ak it off.

But to keep this up was different. To work sidedige with the man you
had been engaged to, more than that, had deadd lovasn't to be borne.

There had been a note from Justin yesterday. Bihe i his writing, even,
had given her a pang. It was to say the Head Offias releasing him
sooner than expected. So now she must give indterenand get it over.
Mother and Dad, though they'd loved having ondneirttamily still home,
had looked at the whole thing from her angle, atiitfwould do her good
to spread her wings and take off. So she mushéglboss right now.

Mr Anderson was marvellous. His regret at losingwas so genuine, but
their long association made him admit she was dihiagight thing. 'We'll
give you the most splendid references, Valancyatn I'll start making
some enquiries of my own among other New ZealanuastiMost are in the
North Island, though there is one in Dunedin, afrse, nearer home for
you.'

'It doesn't matter how far away—in fact the furttiex better. I'm inclined to
be homesick, and it's too easy if you're within ay'sl journey of
Christchurch to hop in the car and come up forvleekend, and, as you
know, Justin was always .. ." she stopped.

He patted her hand. 'He was always the boy next.'dde cleared his
throat. 'Devilish situation. And you were the onleoshad to make the best
of it. I admired you frightfully—I felt damned regpsible. | was the one
who recommended him for the job in Wellington. btight he'd get



promotion that way, and could return to a highesifian here. If he hadn't
gone he might never have met this other girl anddre

Valancy managed a grin. '‘Don't be embarrassedinith it for you—I'd
have been married to Justin by now. Mr Andersathjik it was just as
well. This might have happenedter we were married. | think Justin just
drifted into our engagement. I'd always been arotital had to come up
against the real thing to recognise that. I'd rathelean break than a slow
disillusionment, you know.'

Mr Anderson said nothing. Valancy said, '‘And | @nil hate Greer. | tried.
But she's a really super girl and a fine nurseglielve, which is what Mrs
Hughes needs now. You'd almost think it was meabgt'

Mr Anderson snorted. 'Valancy, don't be too magmanis ... don't do
violence to your natural feelings, trying too haodbe philosophical." He
paused, then said, 'l don't usually tell anyons, tikis too long ago, but I'd a
broken engagement myself. That was why | left Emgjland came to New
Zealand. | was a highly-strung young fellow in thatays." He grinned.
'Never think it now, would you? | thought my lifeaa completely blighted.
It wasn't, just a bit frost- blackened round thge=d | used to write a bit of
poetry, had a few things published in magazines+ufately under a
pseudonym. If my wife had read 'em, she'd haveghbme the victim of a
hopeless passion, and herself second-best, for sure

'l thank God whenever | think of it, which isn'tef, that the first one did
fancy someone else and left me cold, because mwith Theresa has been
more than | could have hoped for. | wrote a poenworlater. I've felt like
guoting one verse to you ever since Justin broke ymgagement, but |
didn't have the nerve. But | will now. | found ititofor myself and | think
you will too, if you seek fresh pastures, as I'did.

He looked down at his desk and said, without logkather,

' "Sweet is the season of forgetfulness,

Succeeding thus the passion and the pain,
The healing time, the quiet time of pausing
Till, in God's wisdom, you will love again." "



He cleared his throat. 'Take the rest of the dédyM#dlancy. Go home and
tell your people you've given me an indefinite ocetiand when you've
found yourself another job, or we've found it fauy you can leave. And,
Valancy, for a redhead, you've been a little togquaescent . . . too
accommodating. Throw your weight round a bit m@dd thing to say, |
know, but . ..

Valancy rose, bent over his desk, dropped a kigspwof his head and said
unsteadily, 'Thank you ... | appreciate the vefsn.glad you had the
courage to tell me what you did, to share thatlagg sad time of yours. |
hope some day | can usey sad time to help someone else. See you
tomorrow, Mr Anderson.’

As she put her hand on the door-knob, she lookekl &rad said, 'And would
you write that verse out for me? It could help me through the next little
while." And she was gone.

She had a terrible sense of loss. Not just becaludestin and the dreams
they'd woven of their future, but at the thoughtseftering the ties with

Andersons. Firms of that integrity were few and bbatween. Only rarely

were there upsets among the staff or disruptidre! boiled down to the

calibre of the owner and management. A happy sbip the captain down

was the saying, Valancy thought. She got her lite out of the staff

car-park, had to concentrate on the traffic, ansl g¥ad to find herself in the
quieter streets of St Martin's, just below the Polis.

Mother would be on her own today. She'd be glacave@y had taken the
first step. She turned into the drive, roundedlieed, and saw beside the
front door that ancient, perfectly-kept Fiat thagéant Great-aunt Cecilia
had driven down from beyond Springfield, among tbethills of the
Southern Alps. She was a grand old sport, but \¢glaould have done
without her right now. She'd probably say to conpeta her and Uncle
Robert, and help them with a bit of shepherdingsoft of compensatory
holiday for a broken heart! Never mind, Valancyyou go.

She was guided by the sound of voices in the lmMiagm and paused as she
heard Aunt Cecilia's decided tones. 'Of coursemhbst leave that firm.
She's been through enough. She mustn't be thaugktwearing the willow



for that fellow. Horrible situation! When | got yoletter | said to Robert |
must come down. | wanted to be here for the Woolkgla meeting,
anyway, but | was terrified the lot of you, incladiValancy, would be all
stiff-lipped and stoical, and decide to carry #tad if it didn't perturb you in
the slightest.

'l thought if she stayed here she'd be fool endogio in to sit with Mrs
Hughes to let Justin and his wife have a night IbH. possible to béoo
forgiving. We might have been told to turn the otti@eek, but it was never
said to let the enemy go on slappin@dt infinitum.She needs a new job,
new people, new surroundings entirely. And I'venidthe very thing for
her! It's tailor-madelf we can get her to apply for it.'

Aunt Cecilia paused for breath and into the silem®eice, Valancy's, said,
'What job is this, Aunt? I've just given in my re&j so I'm all for it.'

Both mother and aunt jumped. Valancy managed aktfwutyou could
have said worse, so don't look so guilty! What job?

A bland smile overspread Aunt Cecilia's face arnicbba huge black leather
bag she drew a newspaper cutting. 'This was in apgpat the motel this
morning. Look!"

'Motel, Aunt? But you always stay here, there'sli$oaf room. How come?'

'l thought your mother might be caught up prepatmget Mrs Hughes
home, and I'd make extra. But your mother tellsstm&s not coming home
till Justin and that girl come down.’

Valancy said calmly, 'Justin and Greer, Aunt. Dgp&ak of her as if she
was a snhake-in-the-grass . . . she's a thorougbéygirl. These things are
always happening. I'm only clearing out becausanitdace the boggling
eyes and the whisperings. And | love Hughsie. lld@t resist going in

frequently to see how she is, and that wouldnidmed for Justin and Greer.
So I'm off to pastures new. What advert did youisgébe Press?Then she

said hastily, 'But it's no good to me if it's in r@&church, or even in
Canterbury. In fact I'd prefer the North IslandeTarther away the better.’



'‘Well, it's the South Island, but the Far Soutljdsher aunt, 'Beyond
Dunedin, on the coast, which ought to take youcyawith your love of the
sea. It's on a sort of delta formed by two brandidise Motuara River, like
that part of the Rangitata at the mouth that tfelyRangitata Island. And it
has quite a few farms on it.'

‘Yes . . . with the main road going over two brigigtae north branch and the
south?"

'Well, they don't call this Motuara Island . . eyhcall it Inchcarmichael,
same as a similar formation of the Clutha is Inati@d, because of that
province being largely settled by the Scots. Bat@armichael part is after
the pioneer family there, the whole Inch is onatest

'Wait a moment...I'm not a qualified landgirl!" pgeted Valancy. 'What bee
have you got in your bonnet now. Aunt Cecilia? Vhewuld | fit into this?
Is it a big sheep station? Do they want someoikeép the books? But that's
not in my line, I--'

"Listen to this!" Aunt Cecilia's voice was triumpitalt could have been
written with you in mind. "Author needs an efficiesecretary, expert in
typing and shorthand, not afraid of a somewhaatisal existence, excellent
private quarters provided, with meals at homest@add salary to the right
person. Some experience of farming life an advantag not essential.
Apply to Mrs Helen Armishaw, Inchcarmichael Stati&tural Delivery 5,
Badenoch, South Otago."'

Aunt Cecilia stared hard at Valancy. 'What couldrimze ideal for you? All

those holidays up at Rimu Bush with us, helpinghvaverything on the
farm; you're a natural for a country existencgou've even worked for a
publisher. You'd be a godsend to this man.’

'‘Man?' Valancy boggled. 'It says: "Helen Armishaw." I'vever heard of
her, much less read one of her books. So--'

Something flickered in the keen blue eyes in frohther, so that for a
fleeting moment Valancy wondered what her great-awas up to. Then it
was explained. 'You'll think me an interfering edrhorse, but | rang this



place, and got this Helen Armishaw. The authoeisgneat-nephew. | said |
wanted to know a bit more about it, that I'd a ypuelation who could be
interested. | said no more than that, so | gotsglskwhen | found out it was
Godfrey Carmichael, author of those powerful piomeebased novels.
They show signs of developing into sagas.'

Valancy looked blanker than ever. 'I've never heditdim either.’

Aunt Cecilia was shocked. 'Well, you'd better rsadne pretty damned
quick if you're going to work for him. Never doadmit that.’

'‘Aunt! You're going too quick for me!' protested|afacy. 'There may be
umpteen people after this job.'

‘Not with your qualifications and eminent suitatyiliNot a lot of people
with publishing experience, and especially one waithertain amount of
rural expertise, or not minding isolation; and tatlins district can be
isolated.'

Valancy knew this was true. She took the clippidg tould want a male
secretary. That's probably his idea, putting in éldewantage of farming
experience. He mightn't consider a woman.'

'‘Well, of course these days, you aren't allowed discriminate in
advertising. Perhaps just as well in this casealbse it would have
discouraged you. But if that man has any gumpti@hl zand he sounds as if
he has by his books, he'll jump at you.'

Valancy's heart lifted. That was possible. Oh,d@@tvay from here, to start
a new life! She thought of something. 'l wonder whgays to apply to
Helen Armishaw. | find that odd.’

'No mystery. He's in Canada at the moment, cheaking chunk of early
history there. His novels have a basis of fact. family he's writing of

emigrated to Canada from the Highlands first, ttteNew Zealand. As he
has a bit of a blackguard in it, he had to make $us fictional character
doesn't come too close to the bone in reality. Arghhave to be aware of
the horrible chances of coincidence. He'll be afeayhree weeks yet and is



desperate for secretarial aid for when he gets.badhlct he's got the early
chapters so well revised, he's left a huge pilenahuscript ready for
re-typing. They want the application in letter forRight—get cracking!

Her mother protested, 'She's going to have somehldinst. Over here,
Valancy. We've had a bacon-and-egg pie with salad, there's a good
wedge left over.'

Valancy enjoyed it, but was bustled off immediatshe downed the last
mouthful, by her managing but lovable great-aunt.

She'd said, 'That must have been quite a convensagtu had, long
distance. Better let me pay you for it.'

Aunt Cecilia looked scornful. 'l don't waste timwittering about the
weather on toll-calls. You don't, anyway, when yeualking to strangers.
Don't be absurd." Again Valancy had a sneakingrfgehe old warhorse
was being too bland. But that was silly. It wast jaslf-satisfaction at
pulling a possible job for her out of the hat.

There was a sun-porch Valancy and her father shasea@ sort of study
when they had letters to type. Aunt Cecilia sat dosaid, ‘No need to wait
for the testimonials you'll get, you can state y@wtill working, but are
desirous of taking a position in the country andt thou've had holiday
experience-all your life on your uncle's high-caynsheep station in
Canterbury. Another thing—don't sign it Valancy Ad&mith. Just use
your initial.'

Valancy blinked. 'Why? What's that got to do witlything?'

'Well, | always think they'd have been better teengiven you a good plain
sensible name like Jane or Mary or Anne. Sound® ik a secretary . . .
now don't look at me as if I'm daft, of course blanthey didn't think about
what you'd do for a crust, but Valancy sounds sadhlly sort of name,
more like a film star.

Valancy burst out laughing. ‘Aunt, you're crazytBaod fun. That's just an
association in ideas.’



Aunt Cecilia looked puzzled. 'What do you mean?'

'Well, the frill round a bedspread is called a nakl But all right. I'd like
this job, and if V. Adam-Smith sounds more busitikssso be it." Now
buzz off, my dear aunt, and stop breathing down magk. I'll rough
something out.'

'‘And bring it through to the living-room when yoe'pencilled it out . . .
before you type it. You'll probably play down yayralifications, and that's
a stupid thing to do when applying for a job.’

Heavens, the old dearaskeen on her getting it. Perhaps she thought some
complimentary copies might come her way from thihatd However, both
she and Valancy's mother approved the composkiath,Valancy returned

to the desk to type it. Aunt Cecilia came in befeine was finished. 'Now,
address it and I'll post it in town. I've got totgahe Main Post Office in any
case.'

As Valancy drew the envelope out of the machineahet said, ‘Love, I've
got a parcel in the boot of my car for your motiieake my keys and get it
out for her, will you? Ten to one I'll forget itiifs not done now.'

Valancy went out. Her aunt picked up the immaciyatgped letter, looked
down on the signature, V. Adam-Smith, and a lighaile touched the
corners of her mouth. She picked up a typing erasdrquite deliberately
erased the hyphen. Then she folded it with grestigion, slipped it into the
airmail envelope, stuck it down, put the stampand rose.

'Oh, thanks, Aunt,’ said Valancy, blissfully unaeaiyouare sold on this
job for me, aren't you?'

Her aunt looked at her in a way Valancy had negenser look before. She
said drily, 'I've no desire to see you waste asynyaars as | did, attached to
the idea that I'd lost my true love. Certainly minas by death . . . but I'd no
right to hug that grief so long. | nearly lost Rabever that. He'd waited a
long time hoping I'd come out of my trance. It wasii my grandmother
told me, quite untruthfully, that he was going tdf Australia, instead of
staying on in New Zealand, that | came to my sertldes-Robert—was the



better man, anyway. If the experiences of our owatly can't help the
younger ones of this generation, they've been wdaste

Valancy chuckled, something she'd not felt likendpsince she'd known
Justin was coming home, next door, then she gave Bacilia a hug and
said, 'Anybody ever tell you you're a perfect adey Fancy you even
admitting your grandmother lied! | can't sgeu doing just that, though.
You're a tell-the-truth-and-shame-the-devil sortcbfracter, aren't you?
You just told me to get on and get out, you digiot and devise.'

Just as well she didn't see the interesting old &scAunt Cecilia marched
out of the room ahead of her. Well, rubbing outyphHen wasn't to be
compared with telling a downright lie! Nevertheleshe only hoped
Valancy never got to know how she and Helen Armishad schemed. If
things worked out as they hoped, surely they caulchmon up enough
acting ability to pretend they'd not met since ith@ng-ago schooldays and
hadn't had the faintest idea of each other's nthnanes!

Valancy was amazed to get a night-letter telegrafivered at her home
with the mail, three days later, simply addres8édA. Smith." It said:

'ON RECEIPT OF YOUR APPLICATION WITH OBVIOUSLY ACCERBLE

QUALIFICATIONS FOR THE POSITION | TELEPHONED MY NBE#EW IN CANADA

AND WISH TO ADVISE YOU THE JOB IS YOURS STOP YOU NMEHIONED YOU HAD

OWN CAR SO WOULD LIKE YOU TO START AS SOON AS PO$IE STOP ROAD IS
SIGNPOSTED FROM BADENOCH STOP PLEASE WIRE DAY OF RFVAL NOTHING

MORE NEEDED

ARMISHAW'

Close on the heels of this came the news that MrghEs was leaving
hospital, so Greer was coming down ahead of Justireceive her. Mr
Anderson released Valancy immediately and she lsenbwn telegram.
They seemed casual folk, had accepted her quiSkig'd reply in kind.

'LEAVING HERE EARLY NEXT SATURDAY ARRIVING APPROX FVE IN EVENING

SMITH'



Nobody in the family ever used the hyphenated nenzetelegram. Well,
what were best done were best done quickly ...latewer that quotation
was ... it applied not only to murky deedsMiacbeth but to situations like
this.

She loaded up the Mini on the Friday night ando$etThe goodbyes had
been brief, even nonchalant. Mother and Dad hadsgakat the feeling of
desolation that had assailed her that last nidietv&as sure, and had been
determined not to do anything that might causdadbrim over. She'd been
far too long at home.

She had never wanted a flat of her own . . . mdebause all her dreams for
the future had been with Justin, and it was so )aaaating him just through
the garden hedge, and all her plans had been daowad that ideal house
in the same suburb. What a good thing Dad hadn'tfugther than the
foundations when it seemed as if Justin might bempaently in
Wellington, and providential he'd found a prospextbuyer who felt it
couldn't be improved upon. She blinked rapidlyValancy, this is to be a
clean cut. Don't look back in anguish! You're oe thighway, spinning
along to a new life. In seven hours or so you'Néhé&eft the Canterbury
Plains behind, crossed the Border of the WaitakeRinto mountainous
Otago, gone through Dunedin to Balclutha and tutoeards the coast and
Inchcarmichael. It's a glorious morning in mid-si with all the lovely
October flowers out, daffodils and narcissi linggrihere and there, and
hawthorn hedges breaking into white and coral a@dtslossom, fruit trees
showing pink-and-white, and the glorious gold ofvkai on trees bordering
the road.

When at Clarkville beyond Dunedin, six hours laséie passed on the west,
the turn-off to Central Otago, she was, at last ooadway she didn't know,
and a sense of adventure quickened her pulses. Waseall unknown
territory, here was her new life. She even ceaseattdad meeting Godfrey
Carmichael, stopped wishing she'd been able toviete her prospective
employer before meeting him.

Her dreads, she knew, had been coloured by sontleedfesty textbook
authors she had met in the years at Andersonaho flew into rages over
misprints, never seemed to understand that puloisbiices were prone to



gremlins, always thought their own works shouldéhprecedence . . . she'd
even wondered if an author writing fiction—wellctibn based on fact—
might be even more temperamental . . . but now|ypder spirits rose.
Inchcarmichael, here | come!

She went across the enormous bridge that crosse@lItliha River, fifth
fastest in the world, into the town of Balcluthaldreyond, then turned east
to the coast. The tarseal became shingle, witresdmd corrugations that
bounced the little light car . . . like a road tiawiere. A road that would stop
at the sea. Before the sea, in fact, because Istne&dto cross a bridge on the
Inch itself. Strange to be on a river delta thas \all one estate, with two
houses on it, plus men's quarters.

The sun still was high in the sky, but then sumaset twilight would linger
here, because the farther south you went, the tdhgesvening.

The farms looked prosperous, the pastures lusiekhghey might be. South

Otago had a fair rainfall. Valancy saw willows wing about on her right...

the Motuara must lie over there. She pulled inWwicer strip of verge and

took out her make-up kit. First impressions counfduat was why she'd
worn this severely-cut suit; it toned down her gieblouring a little. It was

oatmeal, with brown corded pipings and a demur&Hap cream blouse

under it, with a simple Peter Pan collar addetécefffect. Her make-up was
discreet, not blatant, her nails tinted a frostgrpband almost unnoticeable.
She subdued her coppery fringe, combed the siddsdser her ears.

A signpost said Motuara East Bridge, so she wadyniteere. The river had

huge stopbanks, indicative of flood-risk, then sf@s going down a steep
gradient to the bridge, sturdy rather than beay@find the banks were high
and ferny. She knew so little about here. It wagdly a forgotten coast, off
the main tourist area.

She left the hollow-sounding bridge planking, arekwon the Inch. Coming
over she'd seen where the two streams divided readtsed how apt the
Maori name was, meaning 'Island in the path ofdaeoe." Any canoe,
coming down the narrowed gash there, would be leatbr the centre
point, and would have the choice of eitimeaui or katau. Sometimes the



current would determine that choice . . . the deie looked the stronger, so
mauimight have been the one more used for water-traffi

The road verges became more silty and the landsgepted as the

horizons closed in. The trees seemed taller, tiveeeen't so many

sweeping/. broad paddocks, and it gave the immmessia small world of

its own. Then, surprisingly, because she'; sheepcattle this far, were

acres of market-garden produce and glittering sjsref glasshouses. Now
a modern house, ranch-style, low-set, with cedadyzsnt and white sills,

a pillared patio and a bright garden. So closehw road too. Not the
homestead she had expected.

She slowed up. It had some Gaelic-sounding name&hengate and
underneath, L. Birchfield.

Half a mile on she knew as she saw the carveddahistad on one gatepost,
the acorn and oak leaves on the other, that tHesith was the homestead of
Inchcarmichael. She'd looked up the name Carmidhaék big reference
book at Andersons and found they belonged to tee&t clan, whose plant
badge was the oak and the thistle. The trees ofitlemue almost met
overhead, magnificent limes. Her heart lifteda.live in a place of trees,
wide paddocks, and within sound, if not sight of #ea, would be an ideal
existence.

She turned a bend and the sight that met her eyesed her foot to release
the accelerator momentarily . .. oh, no, what Pimiéshad done this? Who
had cut down the giant trees that must have clothat stark, square
homestead with leafy beauty, and surrounded it ittisong? Only huge,
ugly stumps remained. And what magnificent andedhatrees they must
have been. Even the debris hadn't been clearethyuin huge mounds,
ready, she supposed, for the burning. It strucladir® her heart. What
manner of man was this Godfrey Carmichael to lajhdaveliness waste?

Sometimes a tree had to be felled, if it was ropkanhouse of light, or
wrapping its roots round drains, but this was dasmh, vandalism. A
shrubbery at one side looked as if the growth ofiynancaring years was
being stripped away, and a huge ploughed strip nmgdan preparation for



a flower garden, but the trees, by themselves, avbave softened the stark
outlines of this ugly duckling of a residence.

All Valancy's dreams of one of the gracious spmegdinomesteads of
yesteryear, with gables or cunning dormers, aneép&eclad porticoes,
disappeared in an instant. She'd seen a few exarapthis type of pioneer
architecture round Canterbury, uncompromisinglyasgutoo tall for its

width, but there, to protect them from the fieraa Wwinds that swept over
the plains, great shelter-belts of pines and bluegyhad redeemed the
harshness. This was painted a dingy cream and hed eorrugated iron

roof.

She gave herself a shake. 'You aren't buying tieephalancy. You're only
going there as a secretary. You're far too semsitio beauty of

surroundings— comes of having a builder for a fatheu're there to do a
job and it doesn't have to last for ever. Now, on go, up to that centre
door and ring"

She mounted the steps and pulled at an old-fasthimgly bell. It stuck
and kept on jangling. Valancy felt her face goiad.rThey'd know it wasn't
her fault, but it made one feel, and look, impadtieshe heard someone
positively running, a thump, another thump, and lieé subsided. Then
someone began to wrestle with the handle. Wresttettie word. She ought
to have gone to the back door, which was custornnailye country.

A young voice called out, 'Would you mind pushimgnii the other side?
Push really hard."

Valancy pushed, but it didn't budge a fractionmirech. She stepped back,
charged it, it stuck on the doorstep, then gavd, e shot through, past
whoever it was but who skipped nimbly backwardsl pasitively hurtled
through into the hall by several feet, fetchingagainst an arch hung with
curtains. She hastily disentangled herself fronsthieling folds, and turned
to behold a slim imp of a child with hair as brigist hers.

Two startled brown eyes met her blue ones. 'Ohsorry . . . you see, I'd
thought you'd be the new secretary and have biy bebulders.'



Valancy boggled. 'Big hefty shoulders? Why?'
A grin dawned. 'Men do have them . . . mostly.'
Valancy's brow creased. 'Buainthe new secretary. Why--'

The ten-year-old looked more surprised than ew&yu'can't belYourname
can't be Adam!

Valancy grinned now. 'l think you've got things e love. My name is
Valancy Adam-Smith--hyphenated. | mean the Adamt®snms. Mrs
Armishaw couldn't have told you that.’

There was a giggle, then a sobering up as the chajgped rueful hands
over her mouth. 'That's torn it! He certainly didwant another woman
secretary. Nossir!'

Valancy knew an instant dismay, then pulled hetsgjéther. '‘But my aunt
rang Mrs Armishaw before | even applied. | thafie'llknow. You're mixed
up. But not to worry, it's easy to do. I'd better--

Ginger-top darted down the bare hall, opened a,dwalted out, ‘Aunt
Helen ... itis the secretary, but he's not a man, he's a girl"

Valancy advanced, prepared to chuckle with Mrs Atraw over the
youngster's mistake, and was relieved to see a evnaitred
gracious-looking lady emerge, but she wasn't sayiran't be silly, dear, of
course it's a girl. I knew that,' she was wearingqually bewildered look,
and said uncertainly, 'Oh, dear, are you reallysdg@etary, or do you mean
Adam Smith couldn't come and you're his substit@h?yes, that'l be it.",

Valancy stopped dead and said in a firm clear voMg name is Valancy
Adam-Smith, with a hyphen. Adam-Smith is my surnarits been a
surname in my family for hundreds of years, lonfpleany of them came
to New Zealand. But yomustknow ... | mean must have known from the
start that it was a girl who was applying. My graaht saw the
advertisement, cut it out and brought it to me,ldmfore even that, she rang



you to get a few more particulars, and told you herce could be
interested.’

Flakes of pink she hoped weren't signs of angeeaga on the beautiful

old cheeks. 'She didn't, I'm afraid. She said angaelation of hers might be
interested. She asked where this property was tihauthor was, and said
this relation of hers had all the qualities requijrbad stayed on her own
sheep station for months at a time and could hasiddep like an old-timer,

but didn't know much about cattle. So naturalljzdught you must be a
man.'

Valancy felt as if the stuffing had been knocketafther. She remembered
now. Aunt Cecilihadused exactly that phraseology when she'd repéated
to Valancy. Trust Aunt! She always had the notiloat ther hearers knew
exactly what she was getting at, even when shejected some totally
irrelevant topic into existing conversation ..its@as to be supposed that on
a long-distance call she'd be terse and not elabatall!

She spread her hands out in a despairing gestheeolfler woman came
forward, took those hands in a warm, helpful gestmd said, 'My dear,
you've given up your job in Christchurch to takestbn . . . dear Godfrey
will just have to put up with a female secretargolhope you can prove to
be so good that he completely reverses his opiniorvomen in the
position.'

The redheaded imp, whose eyes were positively Bpgnkith excitement,
said with great relish, 'That'll take some doinghis last one was a real
trimmer!

Mrs Armishaw said, '‘Rachel, if your mother couléhgou she'd sit on you!
So | suppose | should too . . . though to be quatedid, she certainly was a
trimmer," and she giggled as helplessly as anyatgamn

Valancy repressed a mad desire to join in, but watidl despair, 'If only I'd

taken no notice of Aunt Cecilia and put my full rmmstead of V. Adam-
Smith, all would have been well, but she had thaimudea that Valancy
sounds a frilly name and secretaries ought to be daAnne or something.



Quite stupid really, because | daresay Mr Carmichamrild never have
heard of bed-frills being called valances.'

'l hadn't heard that myself," said Rachel, to whitds Armishaw replied
squashingly, 'The dictionary's full of worgeuhaven't heard of, Rachel.’

'l know, and Mum says she's surprised some of twenm the dictionary,
but it's awfully good fun going through it to fildem.’

Mrs Armishaw sighed. 'Now, don't sidetrack me— y@uailways doing it.
Valancy, bring your things in, and we'll help. Bure everything will be just
splendid when we get it sorted out. Godfrey'sdeftack of typing for you,
so I'm sure when he gets back to find it all ddvewon't care what sex you
are. Besides, it's my fault. My eyesight can't begaod as it was, if | can
overlook the hyphen in somebody's hame. But Ifustight: Adam Smith,
how lovely for me."’

Valancy blinked. She felt she was going to do aolopuzzled blinking
following Helen Armishaw's conversation, to saymiog of Rachel's. "Why
lovely?'

A look of tender pleasure crossed the face in fadriter. ‘My husband's
name was Adam. | thought I'd get a great dealedglre in using the name
again.’

Valancy felt a warmth towards her. 'Perhaps youdctalk about him to me,
sometimes.'

'I'd like that. But you must tell me if | overda iThat can be one of the
biggest losses, not being able to use a persoms aaery day.' She glanced
towards Rachel. 'This child's a great outlet for. Bke mops up tales of
what she calls the olden days."

"You lucky thing, Rachel,' said Valancy. 'Some ygaters are cut off from
earlier generations and their lives are pooread & gem of a grandmother
who was a born story-teller. Now . . . I've gobidf stuff. | brought my own
typewriter in case | didn't like Mr Carmichael'sdasome reference books,
and quite a lot of my own favourite books for radmg. | can't live without



them. And winter and summer clothing, because ad i can be cold
here, even in midsummer.'

Rachel said, 'Very wise. Because though Inverdaigjifarther on. the
Catlins district is really the farthest south, th@tom of the South Island
slants west, so the winds from the South Poleditrst.’

Mrs Armishaw said severely, '‘Don't be so off- mgti I'm quite sure
Valancy will love it here and my great-nephew wiime to think it a happy
mistake.' Valancy had serious doubts.



CHAPTER TWO

RETURNING, laden with things, they went through the kitchiemned right
on to a sunny, glassed-in verandah, and out aatdbe far end, turning left
along another verandah that ran the length of \appeared to be a small
cottage, one-storeyed, set at right angles todbk bf the house. This made

trellised and festooned with creepers.

It was a complete contrast to the ugliness in freletre no vandal hand had
been permitted to destroy. It was so sheltered @ahatdy the summer
flowers were budding, bees sounded busily, andeagain every colour
blazed among the smaller plants, pansies, primalgssum.

Their burdens were too heavy to stop to admire, theg passed some
French windows, standing wide open to the stilblar. Mrs Armishaw
waved at the room. 'That's Godfrey's study, two lsmeattage rooms
knocked into one . . . you'll see it later. Thattsere you'll work. The rest of
the cottage is all yours.'

Valancy stopped out of sheer amazement. 'You dogdn it ... a wee
house of my own? How lovely!"

Mrs Armishaw said shrewdly, 'Well, don't expect raodlines . .. there are
inconvenient steps up and down and the bathroomlbathing that gurgles
like a dragon, and the bath isn't built-in yet it. stands on old-fashioned
iron legs, horrible to dust under . . . and therberh ceiling slopes a bit low,
but at least you'll be able to get away from us faonch your atmosphere of
work. Everyone needs some privacy. This is yotingiroom.'

It had a black-leaded register grate, with qudihtites surrounding it and a
fire set ready for a match. It would throw out anderful heat, Valancy
knew. There were two shabby but comfortable-lookamgchairs with

winged sides and high backs, a ditto rocking chaith a crocheted

antimacassar on the back, a beaded hassock, tatherany small tables
for most tastes, but Valancy loved them. Always satmere to put your
book down, a magazine, your knitting.



She approved a drop-leaf table she could use fatsifeentertaining, and a
davenport where she would write her letters honteyTtook the cases
through to the bedroom, Rachel pointing out detslshey went.

It was blue and white, but not cold-looking becaitgaced north-west so
would get the sun all day. It had a honeycomb wgiidt with a fringed
border, but a huge eiderdown rolled at the foathefbed was covered in
gay chintz, rose, cream, lilac, and green. A spadisage led to the kitchen
which had, praise be, a table-size electric steweell as the kitchen range,
which Valancy knew nothing about whatever. Beyanad scullery held a
combination refrigerator/deep-freeze and an obWonsw bench unit all
laminex and stainless steel.

'We can give you all your meals with us if you wibht if you prefer it, you
can draw supplies from our storeroom and see to gan breakfast and
lunch, or, if we should be having midday dinneniiyown tea. Dinners, of
course, always with us. Dinners take time to preard Godfrey works
his" secretaries hard, so that's the best way.'

'‘Sounds lovely to me. But tell me, how much helpydo have in the
house?'

'Rachel's much older sister is a landgirl here giués me two full days
inside. She does all the vacuuming, most of theimg and washing, and
Godfrey gets window-cleaners out regularly.’

'Do you do all the meals?’

'l like cooking and housekeeping. I'm not readytgetetire to my holiday
home at Lake Wanaka. I'm very happy doing it, anteiped Godfrey
realise’ his dream."’

'His dream?"' queried Valancy.

'Of buying back and living in the house his pionaecestors built. They
worked the property till the rabbits drove them, affiined. But now

Inchcarmichael has come back into its own. Now $tpwt the last touches
to the dinner. | hear the men coming,' Mrs Armislzalded. 'You've half an



hour to settle in. | left the kettle filled, andnse cookies under that throw-
over. I'm sure you'll want a cup of tea. Rachemeavith me. You can talk
Valancy's head off later, and fill her in with ahe should know and
probably a bit she shouldn't.’

'Yes, Aunt Helen,' said Rachel with surprising nresss.

Mrs Armishaw turned back. 'You don't mind me caliyou Valancy, do
you? | like it—so euphonious.'

Valancy felt that what ever the formidable Godfregs like, she had allies
in Mrs Armishaw and Rachel.

There were two men, Rod Forsyth, in his mid-twentend Bill Watson,

nearer fifty, who seemed to have been on the dlacgears. They quite
openly chuckled that Adam Smith had turned outeahyirl. 'l hope I'm

round when the boss finds out,' said Rod. 'His feidebe a picture! Never

mind, personally, I'm all for it. He'll mellow. Adt all, no one could have
the ill luck to be landed with two like Carlotta.'

Bill Watson smiled at Valancy. 'Not to worry, laggart from your hair,
you're nothing like that one. I'm not a great hadran first impressions, but
| can tell that. For one thing, she had nothing lur experience. She was
a typist, nothing more, and carried away by the flaat one of Godfrey's
books was to be filmed. Thought he was on the todoing a millionaire,
and set her cap at him.'

Valancy felt more and more dismayed. 'My great-tavas shocked I'd not
read one of his books. Evidently she loves thent.ifBuwas a film | ought
to have known something about it. What was it dallénd was it filmed
here?'

Bill shook his head. ‘It didn't come off. Godfregdked off.’

'‘Backed off? Isn't it usually the film company ddleat? Finds out costs are
too dear or something.'



‘The script writers wanted to change it too mucladigally, he dug his toes
in and finally withdrew the option. Even wanting ney as badly as he did,
to restore this place, he wouldn't come at that.'

The dismay lifted a little. Anyone with enough sigéh of will, moral guts
if you liked, to do that, must have integrity. Alsane hoped, a sense of
justice, and wouldn't take it out of her for notrigea man. But of course it
could just add up to pigheadedness.

Rod said, 'So he's burning the midnight oil trytogcatch up on what he's
faced with. He'll do it too, he's so thorough is fesearch. That's why he's
away now. And he'll come back brimming over withpieen new ideas
too, I'll be bound. Have all his typing done fomhby the time he returns,
and he'll not care tuppence that you're femalemadée.'

Valancy determined she would do just that, begignat first light
tomorrow. She was a little surprised when, an hafter the meal, Bill
Watson tapped at her sitting-room door.

'l won't stay long, | can see you're busy settimgHe indicated the cartons
of books she was emptying.

'I'm not worrying about getting my recreationaldig on the shelves,’ she
told him. 'I'm just sorting out my reference books the office we all had
extra meanings and jottings in the margins of thekis we used most.’

He nodded approval. 'l don't recall ever seemingqterfere in anything
before, like this, it's not in my nature, but I'mging you'll take it well. . .
because I'd like this to work this time. The boseds someone like you to
help him. That Carlotta, she fair put the cat amibregpigeons—very vain,
very much with an eye to the main chance. Tryingéke an impression on
everything in trousers. Very conscious of herselfpu know what | mean.
It irritated Godfrey, | could see that. | guessatt of interrupted his train of
thought. He lives with his stories. Make allowarioe Godfrey's natural
annoyance at discovering you aren't a man afteaadl be on your guard. |
.. . heck, I don't know how to put this . .. yowlmbget mad. Well, what |
mean is, play down your charms. Keep to business.'



To his great relief she didn't take umbrage. Sltetlie opposite, as if a
warmth flowed out to him, guessing it had cost Bomething to come. She
put out her hand and grasped his. 'Thanks, Billsdfatl appreciate that. |
take it you're quite fond of your boss. That | fikewas fond of mine. Point
taken.'

He said, turning to the door, 'It's a hell of &«the's taken on here. He needs
someone at his right hand to grease the wheelstondisturb things.
Goodnight, Miss Adam-Smith ... all right, then, ®iaty.'

Helen Armishaw came through later, to tell her wétad was expected to
do, and show her the study. The desk allotted towaes large, the light

came through on the left, and the window it shdweugh looked right

through two sloping hills, and it seemed as if lgred beyond must drop
right down, for only the tips of some distant pinesre visible and the
afterglow had stained the sou'west sky with ambdrrase.

She needn't have brought her typewriter; this astrec and as good as
they come. A manual one stood on the author's esh.d

‘That's usually up aloft. He uses it to compose .omwhich is a good thing,
as his thoughts fly so fast it makes his writingchtor him to read again
when he's revising, ready for final typing. He Bkeolitude for the first

spinning of the story, but he's been weeks witlhalp so he brought that
machine down here. Now on this side table aredhapters of the book he
wants typing. He's left instructions on top, weeghtlown, and if you're in

any doubt about the presentation, carbon copiésrwfer books are in that
seven-drawer file over there.

'He hoped I'd get someone quickly, and said iasd.the chap were speedy,
then there are the notes of some trips to be cageedrou'll find typed
copies of similar ones in those folders there—Ifraid those in longhand.
He jots continually as he travels or as things keappmportant details in
those to beunderlined in red, as indicated. | deuyipose you'll even get
that far, but if you do, this concertina file ofwspaper clippings needs
classifying. Some are on aspects of farming, santetdivided into areas,
first into provinces, then into specific features might be writing about.
Dear me, hope I've got it right.’



Valancy looked at her with respect. 'l think youlrenderful. In fact spot
on.'

Helen Armishaw's lips twitched. 'I'm glad you didsay "wonderful for
your age". Most people spoil a compliment with t&abdfrey never does,
bless him, even if he's careful to see | don't dweBut to him I'm still a
person in my own right, not just an elderly relatiAnd he knows that for
me it's a dream come true too . . . Inchcarmiclaeling back into our
family. | knew | couldn't achieve it, That sortrmbney was beyond me, and
anyway, my husband was a teacher and we movedarblitile dreamed
when Godfrey was born that he would become the atiasccounterpart of
all 1 ever wanted to be. I'll tell you some dayt bight now you must be
tired and wanting to settle.'

Valancy found herself patting her hand. 'I'll Idokward to hearing about it,
and your Adam. I'm going to turn in soon, thougbkcduse | want to be up
early to get on with the job. | believe I've gontake myself indispensable.
Oh, you said he did his rough manuscripts up aladtyou mean in one of
the rooms in the big house?’

'No, | should have shown you. That's not a glasstéd cupboard over
there, it's a tiny staircase. It was put in whenhily house was first built and
the verandahs weren't glassed in, to give access Wie weather is bad.
The room it leads up to is a funny shaped one eickto the angle of the
back of the house, and gives a view of the sed fleeeto go up there. Only
never go into the room it leads into ... on theargiorey of the big house.
Godfrey's made that out of bounds to anyone but benause it leads into
his sleeping quarters. And, by the way, my deae loo sleep over the fact
he wanted a male secretary. The fault was entmahe.'

It was a good thing for Valancy's peace of mind #ie didn't see Helen
Armishaw stop on the verandah when she left theystout her hand over
her mouth to stifle a giggle and say to herselfellwhot entirely . . .oh,
what fun!'



Valancy set her alarm and had done an hour's tyipefigre she made her
breakfast. Never mind if Sunday was one of her addfyshe was going to
use it to good advantage and hoped the pile ostyj® she would achieve
would impress the woman-hating Mr Carmichael.

However, by the end of that hour she was definitegllowing. She liked
his style. He was also practical. He had left aimes of the preceding
chapters, and a list of his characters and the#s aapd colouring and
relationships to the others, beside her typewrA@other good thing was
that she herself was an exceptionally fast redfiémmeant she had to stay
up half the night, she was going to read thosegalieg chapters in full. The
story gripped her so much, she just had to knowhall had led up to this:
the emigration of the heroine's family to New Zedlao what they'd hoped
would be better conditions, and were, in the reafrfreedom, but not in
ease of living. She was glad Andersons had puldligee many factual
pioneer histories, she wasn't covering completely ground. For a man
not over fond of her sex, he wrote well when he waising from the
women's viewpoints, and understandingly. Now wagiseobservant or ...
or did he know women very well?

Rachel came to ask her to go out exploring with #emt Helen says you
aren't expected to work Sundays, and I'd lovaiitkkeping her company at
nights just now, but when my chores are finishetdfiee.’

'I'd love it too, Rachel, but if Mr Carmichael'sdpewithout a secretary for
so long, I need to get as much done as possiblararl noticed he's got a
lot of notes piled up upstairs for another novel| guess he wants this one
off his plate quite quickly.’

"You're probably right,' said the child gloomily.

'‘Anyway, as it's the combined parish church sertoday, which is too far
for us, we're staying home. We only go when it'Batenoch. Dad said if
time was hanging on my hands | could go over honaefimish my project
for school. It's not to be in till Thursday, but$ra demon for being ahead.
I'd rather he was happy-go-lucky.’



‘Then you'd always be in a flap,’ Valancy pointed. 6Thank your lucky
stars your father isn't a putter-off. I'm the saswscram. I'll explore with
you when I've earned time off. Mr Carmichael habaaconsidered first.'

'‘Aren't you going to call him Godfrey? Everyone siloeven me.’

' will if he asks me to. | always called my formtsyss Mr Anderson, never
David.'

'How old was he?' Rachel grinned shrewdly.

Valancy grinned back. 'Too old to be asked his &yg!then | don't know
how old Mr Carmichael is.’

‘Thirty-three.'
'‘And you don't call him uncle?’

'He's not my uncle. Dad works for him. We run therket garden part. But
I'm so much younger than the others, | like beiagrdere. Theyboss me
round and Godfrey and Aunt Helen don't. She's nptr@al aunt, just a
mannerly one.’

‘You mean a courtesy aunt.'

'Yep. Thought it sounded funny. | say, did you kngwir door locks? The
one that leads into your sitting- room? There'syik the other side. | love
rooms that lock. All old houses have locks on ew#ogr. Modern ones
don't, only handles. You get no privacy, especialith older sisters and
brothers.’

'l daresay your father would put a tiny bolt on ieide for you. As long as
you didn't abuse the privilege and lock peopleibybu're in a bad mood.’

'‘Never thought of a bolt. | should have when | €avdfrey putting a bolt on
his bedroom door. The one that leads into the ralwft. | said why, when
there was a key, and he said because keys were/éyobolts only one. |
wonder what he did it for.'



Valancy was certain Rachel knew why. She thoughddieit would have
been to keep Carlotta out. Well, he'd never nedodoa door against her .
.. she'd show him one woman was only interestdxbing his secretary!

'I've no idea, Rachel, and it doesn't matter. eltalking to you, but | can't
type and talk and | dare not make mistakes, so--'

'So scram,’ said Rachel cheerfully. ' 'Bye ...\g@me at one. | forgot to tell
you. We always have midday dinner on Sundays.,lwauldn't you rather
write stories yourself than type other people's?’

'‘Go!" ordered Valancy, pointing to the door.

In three days she realised how much more integg#tis was than the work
at Andersons. She felt completely caught up insipe! of this story ... it
had everything . . . adventure, challenge, passiaagrity and a subtle
something that made you long to keep typing, toetorthe end of it.

She'd read all the preceding chapters in her awa &nd never once fallen
asleep over them. Now she was reading his veryloek, published six
years ago. The personal details on the back afdher intrigued her. When
he'd written it he was a shepherd on a high countny Dragonshill, in

South Canterbury, son of an accountant, who haduited the big cities,
but had returned to the pastoral activities of fi@neering forebears . ..
those ancestors hadn't prospered as had someadblttelen ruined by the
introduction of rabbits.

She was impressed when an excerpt from a reviebweoback of his second
novel said it had—despite the difference in thairsgt—a touch of the
calibre of The Forsyte Sag&he agreed. She wondered when and how he
had bought this property back again. But she wouédk. Aunt Helen fairly
doted on her great- nephew, you could tell, and oveyg too eager to chat
about him, but Valancy felt it was not the thing gossip about one's
employer. She'd form her own estimate.None of tbekb carried a
photograph of the author, so her image of him lwaldet wholly a mental
one. Perhaps that was good. It would be of therinram, that way. Despite



the very real apprehension she knew whenever siapated their first
meeting and he had to face the unpalatable faththhad another woman
secretary, she felt herself being disarmed as stteup that picture of him.
It was like a skeleton unclothed with flesh, ashie were analysing his
mind, quite divorced from any animal magnetism baren he might
possess.

She gave herself a mental shake. Just becausékgonHat he writes, the
characters he builds, don't mesmerise yourselftmiding him other than a
curmudgeon she told herself. Keep what's probaislyrbe image in front
of you ... a harsh man, impatient, rather ruthlesas witness those trees
sacrificed for money. Aunt Helen had said oncekstggher head over the
ugliness . .. 'but one must understand the moneydeaperately needed.’
Odd, in a man who wouldn't compromise about hikbdm&ing made into a
film. Well, she was prepared; be he ever so satarand scowling, she was
ready for him. Coolly efficient, entirely uninteted in him personally.

She laughed to herself. He could be a meek littlan,mwith a
depressed-looking walrus moustache ... or bumptiousor merely
cross-grained. It was plain stupid to fit any o$ hwvell-drawn and very
masculinely attractive heroes to himself. He migitwriting of all he ever
longed to be.

Mrs Armishaw protested at her hours, at her reftsa@o into Badenoch
with Rod to a dance, to go shopping when Bill Wataent in for stores.
"You're driving yourself mercilessly, dear Valaricy.

'l want as much done as possible for his returrs Aimishaw. Especially
as it's awkward working for an author who's absewery writer makes
some mistakes, and though I've typed a lot, thexrs@veral pages that will
have to be retyped, if what I think needs checkifiy-kim—is found to be
in error. But | admit there's less of this tharntiidught | might find. And his
filing system | can't fault. This Carlotta may nwdve suited him, but |
couldn't fault that.'

Mrs Armishaw burst out laughing. ‘It was hopeles&wshe left. He had to
completely reorganise. And once when he had todspere in the shearing
shed, and she couldn't get on, she put the timsaimanging his bookcases.



Thought they'd look nice in the shelves, with boaksthe same size on
every one! Some she even sorted to colour! Poofrégdrhe very earliest
days, pre-colonisation, whaling, etc., were all @iixip with farming in the
eighteen-eighties and World War One. That's only @xample. He got me
to help him after the final showdown when he seamtgacking. It took us a
week, and it was a nightmare. Have you really gdaaas that, love?"

Valancy sparkled. She knew she'd worked hard astddad this praise was
sweet. She thought it hardly likely that Godfreyri@ehael would enthuse
like this.

Then she said ruefully, "The only thing is that #fraid Mr Carmichael will
think I've let the cats get into very bad habitsniply can't keep James and
Sue out. | like to work with the French windows npand all the scents of
that courtyard garden coming in, but the cats thiskan open invitation.
James takes the seat at his desk, even, no mawtdritunt him off on to the
window-seat at the far side. And Susie ... théeliginger minx . . . even
curls up on the desk—mine! But perhaps they knaay'thhave to vacate
when Mr Carmichael comes home.'

Mrs Armishaw burst out laughing. 'He's as soft agds with them. I've
known him reluctant to disturb James, and get Himsee of those
dining-chairs out of your sitting-room. He vows yite slave-drivers, the
perfect cats for an author . .. they only get higppettled when he starts
typing. They purr like mad then.’

‘That adds up,' said Valancy. 'They even make sgtiote little squeaks
when | stop typing to check something. | thoughiak imagining it. They
must like the rhythm of the keys."

She told herself she must have a horrible natuhe'dSbuilt up the
curmudgeon image in her mind . . .

the saturnine hooknosed being with a permanentlsmoWwis brow . . . and
he was too softhearted to push that huge grey-&uk-Istriped animal,
James, off his chair! She herself didn't want tbesotowards him. She was
going to show him she had about as much time fan ae he had for



women. . . . Mrs Armishaw was still oohing and aghover what she had
done.

Valancy nodded. 'By the day after tomorrow | shdugdable to start typing
up his notes of various trips, though there wasetbimg | should consult
you about. Up in the sanctum, in the jottings hedeady for his next book,
there could be things he wants checked. | dide@ttlh start reading it, some
authors are very sensitive over their first rougdiftd but | did notice he had
a jotter beside the notes, with questions on é:liks Cape Kidnappers in
Hawkes' Bay the only mainland nesting-place inwheld for gannets?"
and "Find out the price of butter-fat then as ogepfifty-five", and 'When
were headers first used in South Otago?" If | hadrypermission to go
through what he's done so far, | might find oth@ngs to verify. I've
attended to the ones specified.'

'Go right ahead," said Aunt Helen firmly. 'Nothiogt good could come out
of that. | give full permission. If he's not pleddedon't mind being on the
carpet forthat:

Her emphasis caugMalancy's attention\What do you mean? Oh . . . you
think you'll be brought to book for not making sufemy sex? It wasn't
your fault. It was due to my not using my full nanrefact I'll lay it at my
Aunt Cecilia's door.’

Aunt Helen said quickly, ‘Don't mention your aunt.'
'Why not?'

'Well, it could give him a thing about aunkde not making sureyour aunt
not even letting you write for a job yourself—yonow.'

‘I don't know. It's absurd to study a man's warpgithions like that. Aunts
are women. | daresay if an uncle had made the keidta'd have thought
nothing of it. If he feels he can't take anothendée secretary, he can jolly
well advertise again, and | just wish him well ofing to word it so that he
gets applications from males yet doesn't get ackakdiscrimination. Oh,
what a mad, mad world!



The older woman chuckled. "You'll be very goodGardfrey. You can stick
up for yourself. And for me too.'

'l should think so," said Valancy wrathfully. Th&me giggled. 'This passion
of mine to rush at the work probably reveals aibtgmature—a real flaw. |
want to show him no male secretary could have aeldi@anything like as
much as thisAndif there's time I'm going to paint that summerteousof.
Rachel said Godfrey was going to do it and thaptat's been sitting there
for weeks. Then | could tack the trellis back onan't till the windowsills
are painted the same colour as the roof, and ksl@evful with those rose
branches trailing on the ground. Outside and intielp he wanted, and
outside and inside help he's going to get!

Aunt Helen went away happily sure Godfrey wouldrdnt to get rid of this
one. She was more likely to fight with him tharrioto lure him. Though of
course, Cecilia and she were hoping they'd faleteh other. But oh deatr,
how she wished he was back and the explanatiornrs ove

However, next day a cable from Canada announcedéheas delayed. It
would be next week, but not till the Sunday. Valatyped and researched
and filed, rushing madly and happily on. She fieship every single thing
in the study, and began brushing down and sandipagpéne peeling
summerhouse- roof.

She said to Rachel wrathfully, The men turned downoffer to help talil

the lambs, stupid things, so at least | can showClhmichael I'm capable
of sprucing up the place. And Rachel, if | starttiugp motor-mower, would
you mow the lawns? Mrs Armishaw is going to trire #dges.’

Fate decreed she was not to start the paintinget.day's mail brought in
the proofs of his next book, a large volume. Vajébeart sank. She could
pick up printer's errors, but all authors likegptoof-read theirown work in

the final count. Some mistakes only an author cpudl up.

She looked at the deadline for return and saidafeid Armishaw, 'If | go
through these thoroughly twice, at least I'd pigkthe obvious stuff and
could send his publishers a cable to say we ccetithgm to London, after



his return, three days later than specified. I'quick reader. How is he?
Would that be okay?'

It was the best they could do. It was very clegoycbut she was dismayed
to find at least two mistakes that could be attedisolely to the author. She
didn't relish having to point them out; he'd redesrtdoing that. If he'd been
here and found them himself he'd not have lost fatal, she'd have to tell
him to save him time. Added to everything he'd plaip be suffering from
jet-lag, and that would improve nobody's temper.

She had a headache herself when she finished andjth gladly that

tomorrow she'd be out in the open air, paintingvds Saturday and turned
out a glorious day, giving promise of the summaeit thas just round the
corner. Rachel arrived over and to her delight wi®wved to paint the

trellis. It was a small summerhouse and Valancy hagood head for

heights.

Mrs Armishaw wouldn't allow her to wear even hedest jeans to be
smeared with paint, and brought out a pair of naluy overalls that a youth
who'd once worked on the place had left behindialé evident he'd done a
lot of painting. They were liberally bedaubed wittd, blue, yellow, and
now Valancy had added an incredible amount of gi@ersitting on a
newly- painted strip. She'd found her shoulderdemgd hair kept swinging
across her eyes, so she'd fished out a piece o finom the pocket, and tied
it back, and the only pity was she'd not wipedhwerds on the overalls first;
getting paint out of hair was a hideous task. Shg wearing old gym shoes,
also not hers, and very disreputable at that, asmch&, equally shabbily
clad, was behind the summerhouse having a mangtioe.

Valancy called out to her, 'I've a feeling | misseyglvocation in life ... love
painting. And on a roof it doesn't matter if youkaa mess, does it? My
father's a builder and so fussy you wouldn't belidy He'd never let me
loose on any of his painting jobs. This is heaven!

She came down two rungs of the ladder she was bmnghifted her pail of
paint to a better position on the stand Bill hagyed up for her and dabbled
her brush again. At that moment a surprised vaiom fbelow her said,
'Who in the world are you? Painting that roof?'



She'd heard no footsteps, and she gave a tertddit; saught her brush on
the edge of the pail, saw it rock and made a mightyill-judged clutch to
save it. She only succeeded in knocking it cleénSife yelled: 'Look out!
Look out!" and made a grab as it overturned.

She had an impression of a big fair man leapinglynagt of the way, a
cascade of green paint positively jetting out ef lucket, then realised she
was slipping and slithered down the unpainted ieoral with a superhuman
effort, managed to clutch the last rung of the slaatder that was hooked
over the ridge-pole. This saved her from a bruisialy but left her
ignominiously hanging from it, with her feet in thendescribable plimsolls
dangling over the edge on a level with the visiteyes.

She turned her head, said, 'Oh, thank heaven tin¢ mpgssed you . . .
dressed up like that . . . though to be candid, gon't deserve your
incredible luck, creeping up on me like that andrsxg the life out of me.’
Then she yelled, 'No ... don't touch me!—I'm coddrepaint. I'll manage
to get down myself, thanks!'

She saw a sardonic grin spread over the squaréeddace. 'Oh, will you?
Well, it'll be interesting to find out just how ytlunanage that.’

At that moment Rachel, scrambling madly over ras@thes, arrived from
the back of the summerhouse and exclaimed, 'Snff@ows and bulls! It's
Godfrey himself!'

Valancy gave an agonised wriggle at this piecenfdrmation and uttered
an indescribable sound. Rachel said, 'Hang omo, Godfrey, leave her
alone. She's as tough as old boots, she won't'f&lgot a stool.'

She was back in a trice with it, plonked it on pla¢h, and Valancy stretched
her toes till she reached it and came down.

She turned to face him. She shut her eyes agdiasudrror of this first
meeting. Talk about impressing him with her effidg! Would she ever be
able to eradicate this first impression?



He looked as stunned as she felt. He said to Rd@teb's this? Another of
your scatty ginger cousins?'

Rachel said with dignity. 'Waren'tginger. We'reauburd And she's not a
cousin, it's your new secretary. Only she isn'‘eadhe's a her. She left the
hyphen out.’

It had to be said that Godfrey Carmichael boggldd. repeated in a
sarcastic voice, 'She left the hyphen out? Of edidew why didn't | think
of that? It explains everything.’

Valancy came to life. 'I'm sure | didn't leave thghen out. After all, I've
been putting the hyphen in ever since | could wstece | was five years
old. That's twenty years. It must have been félat's all. Yes, faint.'

Godfrey Carmichael said, 'l feel faint myself. Wha hyphen got to do
with it?'

Valancy said coldly, 'My name is Adam-Smith. Mysame. Hyphenated. |
signed my application V. Adam-Smith. The V starais\falancy.

He still seemed dazed. 'Valancy? I've never heaat name before. But
what a pity you hadn't put your full name. ThatIdooever be taken for a
masculine one. What about references, didn't they i? Oh, my dilly
Aunt Helen!

She found herself saying ferociously, 'She's nditetdolamed for it. It's all
this stupid business about not being able to adeetdor a man because of
discrimination. Let me tell you I'd never have aasyd the ad had | known
you wanted a man, had | known you were a womarr-hate

Rachel said, 'Oh, Valency, you could have usedltvaly word we had in
the crossword last night . . . you could have $aid you known he was a
misanthrope.’

It threw the other two off their argument. Theydsaimultaneously, It
doesn't mean woman-hater ... it means hating mdnkirgeneral." Then



they stopped and blinked at each other. Valancyahdidgruntled feeling
her last statement had lost its impact.

But he made a lordly waving-away gesture. 'l kndsvagainst the law to
advertise for a man, but | thought the wording wiitle bit about some
experience of farming life an advantage, but ngeesal, wouldn't have
Contravened any standards but to anyone with gemgtivould have been
obvious | wanted a man.’

Valancy's tone was tart. She had nothing to Idseak obvious this man
wouldn't retain her in his employ. 'Women can madu good farmers. My

great-aunt Cecilia, for instance. She lives on almmore remote property
than this, a high-country sheep station in theHitistof the Alps. She can

muster as high as any of the shepherds . .. evsraige . . . and socan I! |
spend all my holidays up there. It was she who thenadvert, and believe
me, she had no doubt whatever that the positiontai@s-made for me."'

Godfrey Carmichael lost the dazed look, said firmly said it was
non-essential, the farming bit. But | certainly egfed to come home to find
my secretary in the study reducing the stack okwieft to be caught up on
to manageable proportions . .. not painting a surnmese roof. You seem
to have no sense of priorities.'

Valancy cast a scathing glance round the slopeab#dlem, denuded of its
trees, and said, 'l know, of course, that beauspiabundings seems to have
no priority here, but in any case you're entirelpng. Every bit of work
you left is up to date, plus some you hadn't goaited, but which | ferreted
out for myself.All your handwritten notes of trips have been typedngb
your clippings, which | found were in a very mudtikate, have been filed
and cross-referenced. | got all that done befalid b thing outside, except
what | did in my own spare time like helping in thegetable garden and
feeding the poultry if the school bus is late hdme.

Rachel felt she must put her oar in to help bodstMay's stock:And’ she
said, '. . . you ask Bill ... he says she's neaslgood as a vet. One of the
lambs dislocated its shoulder and she got it bac#,Aunt Helen says she
beats you hollow when it comes to worming the cats you never saw



anything like it . . . they just submit. Even Su$é&e pops the tablets down
their throats, they give one gulp and then evenl'pur

Godfrey Carmichael put back his head and guffawathncy felt her own
mouth crumbling, and the next moment was helpl&achel looked
offended. 'Well,' she said with dignity, 'it's..it's a—a qualification.’

Sobering up, he managed to say, patting Rachel®, l'eo it is. If only I'd
thought of it I'd have put it in the advert. Wetl, your spare time, Miss
Adam-Smith, we can get you drenching sheep oritrg#tem for foot-rot.'

Valancy found herself saying, 'I'm most relievedital you've a sense of
humour. | thought you would have, from your books.'

He held a hand up. 'Now . . . please don't tellyoe adore my books. It's
not necessary in a secretary. You'll probably bl t& death of them as you
type on.'

She decided on frankness. 'l have got to confesgel/er even heard of you
till my aunt arrived with your advert, Mr Carmichaldow, | can't leave this

job for another quarter of an hour. There's onlg arore strip of iron to

paint, but I must clean up this horrible mess aghving-stones, though
fortunately it's water- based paint. Rachel willph&o if you go up to the
house now I'll be with you in half an hour, wherelcleaned myself up.’

She looked down at her torn and paint-stained digethe tatty sandshoes
with—oh, horrors—one big toe peeping through a hvlkeel far from the
image of the perfect secretary. But perhaps iittteimstances that doesn't
matter, Mr Carmichael.'

Rachel said anxiously, "You're not going to camyvath this Mister and
Miss business, are you? Out here at the back afrfagyt sounds stupid.’

Valancy turned swiftly upon her. 'Go and finishkiag up the roses, then
get me a bucket of wateRight now."'

Rachel stood not upon the order of her going.



Godfrey looked astounded. 'Well, that's somethmgpur favour—you can
manage Rachel.'

Valancy frowned. '‘Can't you? I'd have thought--'

He made an impatient gesture. 'Of course | cant iBhahen she doesn't
beguile the heart out of me. But few other peopkns able to do so. But let
me regain control of the conversation. You and [Rhbktween you seem
bid fair to create diversions. Exactly what did yongan when you said that
in the circs it didn't matter you were so far froime image of the perfect
secretary?'

She shrugged. '‘Because | can't imagine you keepegn.'

The penetrating grey eyes studied her intentlyu's@an because | caught
you looking like this? And doing this?'

'l mean because I'm a woman. Don't worry, | woa'tgund complaining
about discrimination; | reckon you've a right tauy@wn preferences. The
whole thing was an unfortunate mistake. This catebgorary, till you get
a man.' Before he could reply she swept on, 'Ttag sound high-handed,
but I'd prefer you not to go into the study tiltdn go in with you. I've
several matters awaiting your attention that ltheéayou didn't touch till |
can explain them. | imagine you've got a bit oflgg and that Mrs
Armishaw will want you to have something to eatdbefyou settle to work.'

He bent down, picked up his case, looked down oaihe his lips twitched.
Yet he said very coldly, 'l had an idea that thedjmaid the piper and called
the tune. I've gone to a great deal of troubletiv@one day earlier than I'd
said. I'll start work when | decide it, not you.'

Valancy stood looking after him. Then she grinreelérself, and muttered,
‘That's what you think, Mr High-and-Mighty, but whgou don't know is
that the urgency of those proofs will demand yoosenat the grindstone
right away. And while | doubt if you'll finélve made any mistakegpu've
certainly made a couple of bad blueys in those flage



CHAPTER THREE

VALANCY lost no time in finishing, cleaning up the spikimt, giving
Rachel precise instructions on how to tidy up, said she was to go to her
own home, help her mother with her chores and nointerrupt Mr
Carmichael for a single instant during the daytoltd you about those
proofs. They're absolutely urgent, and this exénaid a godsend. You must
wait till he sends for you.'

To her surprise Rachel said with no demur, 'l knbye. seen him in a flap
before over deadlines. And the dear Carlotta wediyithe one to cope with
emergencies. See you tomorrow, | hope.'

Valancy took the path to her own quarters, leftghmt-saturated garments
in a bucket, took a two-minute shower, slid ingray pinafore dress with a
white, blue-spotted blouse beneath it becausestdeanure, but which, had
she but known, brought up the vivid blueness ofdyess, left off make-up,
swept her hair back severely and tied it with & bé&eck ribbon at the nape
of her neck, and put on large spectacles whicthahdly ever needed save
in strong sunlight. They were slightly tinted, agave her, she knew, a
faintly owlish, secretary -like look, then she wadkbriskly to the kitchen.

Aunt Helen didn't look as if she'd been scoldede &oked like any
great-aunt would, whose favourite great-nephew hatsirned from
overseas, faintly pink and shining-eyed. She bean®dah a blessing |
made that huge batch of cheese scones . . . vitasrovidential, Godfrey,
getting that earlier cancellation? Though mind ydalancy, I've not told
him about the proofs yet. | thought he neededffomg before plunging
into work!'

Godfrey looked aghast. 'Proofs . . . that's thrags'dwork ahead of me! |
always do them twice. Hell, what a homecoming!

Valancy said calmly, 'lI've done them twice. Oncaenshould be all they
need from you. I'm experienced in proof-readinguraly, coming from a

publisher's office. And while one always picks bp bdd printer's error one
has missed, the second time round, the last readamg by you, should be



accomplished much more speedily, with fewer coiwestto make in the
margins.'

He scowled, 'Sounds good, in theory, but so oftenet are errors only the
author can pick up, especially in fiction, wherehas the deeper knowledge
of his characters. Right, let's be at it.'

Aunt Helen watched with a smug expression. Sheitewo dear Cecilia
tomorrow and say first hurdle taken. She wouldn'ention the
circumstances of their initial meeting . . . and gaint!

In view of what Godfrey Carmichael had said abouy @authors picking up
certain errors, she wished she didn't have to pmihto him the ones he'd
missed himself in his actual manuscript. She mustnind cocky. It would
only irritate him at a time when he was still stivat he'd been landed with
another woman.

The atmosphere of the study calmed her a little. Ieigs felt less shaky.
This was her rightful sphere. She was no longewalty ginger urchin of
the wrong sex. She was a secretary, and it woulddaese of false humility
if she didn't know she'd done a jolly good job iam, working all hours.

She said crisply, 'l think I should clear the deblsshowing you what |

could cope with, in other things, then the proddhé pointed to a pile of
letters. 'That's non-urgent. Those are from reagene of whom seem to be
expecting an immediate reply, or indeed, any. Timegtly apologise for

taking up your time but want to say how they enyoyr books. Three

needed answers, because of questions, and Aunt Heleed me with the

information needed.’

She could have bitten out her tongue when shesezhihe'd used the name
the older woman had asked her to use. But he madeomment. She
rushed on, 'The carbons of those answers are hdgtletters. Upstairs | took
the liberty of going through the memos you'd maatechecking, for your
new book—the gannet colony and the price of butteat that time, which
was incredibly low. For that | had to put a cafiaibigh to my former office.



We did a lot of factual pioneer stuff and I coutdrérify anywhere else.
The trips are typed and in alphabetical order,llaiso took a note of the
dates you made them. I've also made out a datsessbn list in case you
are referring to them in the future.'

'What do you mean? Date and season list?'

'Well, you'll know your farming and mountain backgnd backwards, but
as you bring in the pioneer women's work a lot, #yedr gardens, I've done
this into Summer, Autumn, Winter and Spring, witbtalls of what's
blooming or ripening when, if you get me. I'd likger—if I'm here—to
record approximate temperatures, times of sunsiseset and tides, too.
Quicker than having to pause in a fine flow of ative and look these
things up. You might be wondering if it would rgdble dark still at the time
when hero and heroine make their getaway ... otwaee-you . . . and in
New Zealand with a thousand miles between the FeathNand the Deep
South, the twilights and dawns differ so.’

She thought, and hoped, he looked at her with oesp&here did you get
that idea?"

She felt more confident. ‘It wasn't my own. Oneof authors, a woman,
got me to type up a lot of this for her, from #ditnotebook she'd kept for
years, which was falling to bits. It was mainly @abury stuff, but even
there, as you probably know, they lamb on the cpaatly three months
earlier than just below the Alps. She allowed m&ake an extra carbon of
her notes. | did them at home and didn't chargebkeause | felt that in
checking other books, it could be handy. Over tigetlee amount of typing
I've done, that you left for your new secretame Eorrected each day's stint
as | finished it. I know it will all have to be gemver again when finished,
and then, | suppose, by you finally.'

He flicked through the stack of manuscript. 'Looksy to me . .. now the
proofs.’

They crossed to the small wheeled table she haw time He picked up the
pad on which she had scrawled some queries. "Wh#hese two . . . ringed
round in red? Looks ominous. Have they transposgggor something?'



Valancy hesitated—and wished she'd not had to sa@mdrritatingly
efficient about all she'd accomplished, then sluk feerself to task. After
all, you wanted to impress him, didn't you? shd tarself.

She said unhappily, 'Er—no. Not their mistake. EBhaery easy to do.
You'd have picked it up yourself if you'd been dpthem first. | mean, it's
easy, | imagine, in the throes of actually prodgcinstory not to realise.
You've—you've--'

He said impatiently, ‘Come oh, what did | do? I'titdrink myself infallible.
Did I give a minor character on one page blue eged,forty on, endowed
him with brown? Though | do note all descriptions.'

She swallowed. 'You've got two full moons in the anonth.’

He stared. Consternation sat heavily upon himdyor . how stupid! And |
never picked it up.' All of a sudden, to her gredief, he burst out laughing.
'Looks as if the editors at the firm missed it toowhich is unusual for them.
But you can bet your boots dozens of readers wdalde noticed it.
Blinking nuisance, though. If I've made too muchhaf second full moon, it
could mean alterations that would make a shamblesweral paragraphs,
and that would upset any printer. | loathe tryindtpars of the same length
in, getting it down to the corresponding printsggaces and measurements.’
Valancy took a page from the bottom of the piladid this, sir. | didn't
replace that page with this idea of mine, becatisan awful cheek, a mere
typist thinking she can re-write an author's worlve always walked warily
over that, at Andersons, but | had time, you seé tlhough you may wish to
do your own version of it, naturally, it may be neaough to give you a few
short-cuts. | started with the hero saying "We ra&i a moon tonight, but
it has its advantages ... you can't object to mgigg you over this rough
terrain.” That was exactly the size of the sentgrmed started with ... in
bright moonlight. And | doctored the rest of theldgue to fit, yet be
suitable for the absence of that moon. That's ithetmought | had a nerve in
doing . . . but if it only gives you an idea foethize of it, it may save time.
And | felt soau faitwith your characters, | dared do it.'



He took a sharp look at her, pulled out a chait,deavn, scrutinised it
thoroughly, and the page before and after, thekddaup and nodded. 'l
couldn't improve on that. Decidedly clever.' Hep#d it to the proof sheet
and made notes on the margin.

She turned the proof pages, leaning over him. 'Kere are bringing in

characters from a former book. This one, Erik Rassen, you said had
been named for his uncle, the Conrad Rasmussepuofsgcond book. But
in that book you had Conrad as not having a silnglegy relation other than

his married sister in Denmark. So her son coulpo4sibly have been a
Rasmussen.'

This time Godfrey Carmichael clutched his forehead looked really
rattled. 'l must be going out of my tiny mind! Iddnave a distracting time
about then, but | feel that's unforgivable.’

His new secretary said coolly, 'I've known far veonsistakes than that, and
don't they say that even Homer nodded? And thatakescould easily
remain undetected. Not in the same book.'

He scowled at the page, then swung round on hew ¢bmeyoutwigged
it? You said you'd never read a book of mine, maesk heard of me!

Valancy sat down in the basket chair beside thétabd crossed one
elegant leg over the other. 'l hadn't when | apidice the job. But naturally,
faced with those books on your shelf, | read thieHRost | read the pile of
manuscript of the current book before | went onrtgpt, to make sure | was
familiar enough with the story to detect errors esntinued. Then—but no,
I'll leave it at that.'

"You won't, you know. Finish what you were goingsty.'

The blue eyes sparked. 'l didn't care for the waytpld me not to tell you |
adored your books, that it wasn't necessary irceet®y. So if | told you |
found them compulsive reading once | started, ythirk me insincere. But
| nevertoady to people.’



They measured glances. 'My tone was merely becduster experience,’
he explained. 'My former secretary gushed over thaththey just weren't
her type of reading. Makes one wary.'

Her eyes were still hostile. 'Don't you ever takege as you find them? If
you're going to regard all my sex as tarred withl@&'s brush, you're
going to have a miserable existence. How wawiscriminating of you! I'd
have thought an author wouldn't have been likedhatl. Better watch it . .
. that cynical streak might show up in your boaks] thus far your women
have been very likeable.

'If you're going to get all cagey about the fensde, you'll lose fifty per
cent of your readers. I'm told your books are sowudter by both in an
unusual wayl've met up with some twerps of men. Indeed, it coulddnd
that one man let me down very badly, but | domitplall the male sex as the
same. If | hadn't liked your books I'd have saieytiveren't my cup of tea,
but that wouldn't have meant they weren't any gdbémlv what are you
grinning at?'

The brown cheeks that were in such contrast tdanssun-bleached hair
creased into lines even deeper. 'You amuse més #tlafTo hear you talk so
bluntly to me, nobody would think you wanted thib jdespite all you'd
done in my absence to convince me you're invaluable

She said clearly and distinctly, '‘But | findlbn'twant the job. With a slant
like yours on the subject of female employees, uln't touch it with a

bargepole. I'll see you through this transitionigerthat's all. You'd better
re-advertise, Mr Carmichael, and to get round tlediscrimination

handicap, you would be wise to state full namesregeired and pray to
heavenno man gets turned down because he happkasdamne of those
names that are for either sex, like Beverley, JogeHilary or Evelyn.

There are more pitfalls than just faint hyphens andts who don't always
wear their spectacles, believe me!’

He stood up and seized her wrist. 'You gave upaal gab to take this on,
didn't you? When my aunt rang me she said the @pyliwas still working
at Andersons.’



'Yes. What—'
‘Then isn't it important to try to hang on to thize?’'

‘Not at such a cost. I'd find it a strain workinghwou, Mr Carmichael.
When | got such a setback on my arrival here, fomth Rachel and your
aunt, | made up my mind you wouldn't want to makg appointment
permanent. Okay. I'm not crawling to anyone foola j'll find another.’

‘Then what you've done over and above the caluof diasn't a desperate
attempt to convince me you were too valuable te20%0 her annoyance he
grinned again and said, 'And don't look down thaty\charming nose of

yours in such a disdainful manner! | find it unnag:'

'l dofeel disdainful, and see no reason to hide myrfgel | was engaged to
do a job, so I did it. | got interested enoughtitoifeel it must be done well.
It was a challenge to have it all ready for youwyonr return, but | certainly

don't feel obliged to work permanently for anyosgeejudiced and warped
as you are. Get your advert in as soon as postibiteay take a month or
two, especially with Christmas not so very far awayd the New Year
summer holidays taking most of January. When tlieman comes I'll bow

out a day or two before his arrival.'

‘Like hell you will," said Godfrey Carmichael. "Yanay not find it easy to
get another job. Times aren't so good."

'‘But my qualifications are," she pointed out.

He banged with his fist on the proofs. 'l think f@jjust got your dander up.
You're as prejudiced as | am in your own way. Da tlink you can just
walk back into your former job?"'

He saw her instant recoil. ‘No, | can't do thagt Moice was harsh.

'Any particular reason?’



'Yes. Particular and personal. | wanted to cut aftay the only job I've
had since schooldays, because to remain, owingtaftransfer from our
Wellington office, would be embarrassing, or maghien dangerous.'

The grey eyes went keen. 'The twerp who let yourddw

'Oh, hewasn't a twerp. Let's say theanwho let me down. But he couldn't
help it, | suppose. He found someone else andh@ddurage to admit it.
Much better than a broken marriage. But | couldn'ton working beside
him as we'd always done.’

The angular fair face softened incredibly. His woahanged. 'Haven't had
much luck in the men you've worked with, have yd@h't develop a
hang-up like mine. | went sour on it. | think webtleared the decks. Perhaps
we've got a chance to develop a working partneristeppective of male or
female. You know what | mean ... as sexless asavdykes. Just workers,
producing books, not honey. Will you give it a go?'

For some reason—security, she supposed, she knennaanse relief. 'I'll
give it a go," she said.

She had to credit him with a fine power of concation. He'd had a flight of

several hours from Toronto to Los Angeles, fivédtmolulu, she recalled,

and about eight to Auckland where he'd arrivedygais morning, then had

two domestic flights within New Zealand to reachngdin Airport, where a

friend, farming nearby on the Taieri, had garageaar during his absence.
It was surely an endurance test. Now he was taghlijob demanding a real
quality of application, without much moaning.

To her tentative, 'Won't you need to catch up anessleep first?' he had
said curtly, 'l slept well on each leg of the joeynl don't believe in letting
strange surroundings interfere with the rationsleép one needs.’

She resisted the temptation to say, 'How nice twlieand able to command
sleep like that,' and contented herself with a hatant 'Jolly good," and
said, 'then Il go into my sitting-room and conn with this



cross-referencing. That will mean I'm handy if yoeed to query any
corrections I've made, yet not be disturbing.’

The thick brows that were only a little darker thi&we smooth fair hair
above them came down. He said suavely, 'You westlid me in the least.’

Valancy got the point. Not even the fact she wagman. He preferred a
man, but she was simply a cog in the machine. Wk, suited her. She
removed herself to a table near the files. Sheerahkpected him to be a bit
sticky over some of her corrections, but he wabke'tlidn't even grunt over
them. Two hours of solid work passed, then AunteHedently turned the
door-knob and peered in. 'Dinner will be readyan tninutes, but it can
stand waiting if it's an awkward time.’

My word, Valancy thought, he had her well trainétH looked up, smiled
and said, 'Thanks, but this is a good breakingpofiht for me. We've
worked long enough. Come on, Miss Adam-Smith.'

She rose, said, 'You can leave off the Adam iflja We have to use it for
signatures and so on, but brevity saves timenivebjection to Smith on its
own.'

He drawled, 'I've an idea I'll never be able tmkhof you as anything else
but Adam-hyphen-Smith, I'm afraid.'

His Aunt Helen said, 'You're being very childisipdiey.’
He grinned. "Nothing like an aunt for cutting ormach to size!'

Valancy unbent a hale and grinned back. 'Don'okkit! My Aunt Cecilia,
the one | told you brought me the advert, is areexat shrinking egos. We
were never allowed to get above ourselves. Sperstinrgany holidays up
at Rimu Bush was very good for us. It was never a case of tidero
generation spoiling the children. Unless we weok,ghen she positively
coddled us.’



Godfrey sounded quite human. 'Sounds like a twirl 8D Aunt Helen. It
just could be that if you were brought up that wagu might suit this
set-up.'

Aunt Helen had scurried away. Perhaps she wasdas@anething would
burn. Despite this more homely touch Valancy cotildesist it; she! said,
‘That decision isn't yours alone. It might not soé.’

He made no reply.

She had a sense of unreality all through the niealas so ordinary. She
might have been a welcome guest in the companyieids. Rachel had
come over to help the older woman with the dinmer dished potatoes and
vegetables with an air of great importance. Godieg two packages
beside her plate. 'Pity to wait till we've finishied you to open these. One's
personal, one for your room.’

'Oh, | love things for my room. I'm doing it up éka bedsitter, or a
bed-study. Can you have bed-studies, Godfrey?

'l should think so. | like that. Does it mean yeuplanning to do more
homework? It wouldn't hurt you.'

She gave him an impish grin. 'Always a moralbut.yes, I think at last I've
got motivated. And Valancy has suggested | get @agut a bolt on the
inside of my door, like you have on your bedroomri&odfrey.'

Valancy felt her colour rise and said hastily,idrdt suggest a bolt like his,
Rachel. | suggested a bolt—full stopouwere the one who who said you
wondered why you'd not thought of it when you samQdrmichael putting
his bolt on.'

Rachel, fingers busily unwrapping, said, 'Well, @hshe difference? Oh,
Godfrey, Godfrey, yoare a darling!

She brought into view some maple leaves cunninghggrved and set in
what looked like alabaster but was, no doubt, sooreposition. It was a
long panel for her bedroom wall. The small packettained a pendant of



maple leaves rimmed with gilt. When they had fintshieeir coffee Rachel
said, '"You'll have to work on, | suppose, Godfrey?'

Unexpectedly he answered, 'No .. . I'm going te early tomorrow to go on
with it. Enough is enough. What | really need immeacomplete relaxation.
After we've seen the news, we'll go on with thesshessons, Rachel, we've
got some leeway to make up.'

Valancy couldn't hide her surprise. He still hadtttrawl in his voice that

made her want to take him up sharply. 'In your emdar to impress me

with your efficiency,' he told her, 'I'm findingtlie easiest proofing I've ever
done. A short good sleep tonight and I'll rise il b giant refreshed and
finish it tomorrow.’

She didn't reply.

It became a homely scene, Aunt Helen in her cloaking and knitting, the
huge fireplace filled with leaping flame from theagnt terra-cotta coloured
logs of hundreds of years ago that were broughfrouat the dense bush that
clothed the cliffs by the sea-shore. Valancy, negdit the other side of the
hearth, found herself getting sleepy. It had bedong day with physical
effort and plenty of fresh air on that roof, anslceh disturbing one. She was
feeling the reaction. She would find it humiliatitgbe the one to doze off.

She got up, went into the little sewing-room beyt@melkitchen, came back
with a huge darning basket swung on a wooden frianstand beside her
chair, took out wools and scissors.

She slipped a darning-egg into a huge pair of Neosel farm socks and
began weaving wool in and out of a non-existent.&edfrey looked up.
'‘Good heavens, there's no need whatever to dasooks too . . . that isn't
what secretaries are for!'

She looked at him levelly. 'They areyiur socks. I'm not making a further
bid for popularity, if that's what you mean. These Bill's and Rod's. | was
horrified when | found they were wearing two paifssocks under their
gumboots. They were most cheerful about it, sagdhtbles rarely came in
the same places, but | felt this was somethingulct@o. I'm the most



hopeless knitter, but my Aunt Cecilia saw to itttheould darn. | reckoned
she used to save up all the holey socks at Rimudtithe holidays.'

'‘Crumbs,' said Rachel, 'I'm glad | haven't got antdike that. | loathe
mending of any description.’

'l like it. | find it soothing.’
'Why are you a hopeless knitter, Valancy?' This #ast Helen.

'Too temperamental. The tension varies with my mdode stretch of
knitting will be so tight it doesn't give at alhg next is baggy.'

She caught a faint look of surprise on her empleytace. 'What an
admission! | thought you were far too disciplinecaimit to moods.' Then,
'Rachel, you're letting your attention wander. Lediat you've let me do.’'

Rachel was staying the night in the small room thas$ regarded as hers
here. She went off to bed dutifully at nine. Gogfdzew up another chair,
dead-centre to the fire, picked up a book, wasitogtfor not more than a
guarter of an hour, then suddenly it slipped agains of the arms, his head
fell sideways against the high-backed wing, anddhg journeying took its
toll of him.

'The dear boy," said his great-aunt fondly. Degribdeed! thought Valancy
Adam-Smith.

She heard Godfrey moving in the study at five-yhiméxt morning and an
unwilling admiration stirred in her. He was a denfonwork! She should
match him. He's said yesterday that having heaatthelped. She'd show
him she didn't mind unorthodox or early and latarsoAn author couldn't
always work from nine till five.

She donned dun-coloured trews, with a cream paoked sweater, slipped
her feet into lambswool slippers. The morning, tfiout was late spring,



was decidedly nippy. No make-up . . . that woulskistupid this hour of the
day. He might like coffee. She'd ask.

Silently, because of the slippers, she padded tjirdwer sitting-room. Also
silently, because the lock was well oiled, sheedrthe key, but surprisingly
the door didn't open. Like a flash she realisedl ttia too must have a bolt
on the inside like his bedroom door from the uppem.

With even more care to remain silent, Valancy waantk to her kitchen,
made herself coffee, and, thoroughly awake nowapuatch to the kitchen
range, and settled at that table to write lettérstery long one to her
parents, one to her sister in North Canterbury,toriddr Anderson.

At a quarter to eight she heard a loud knock onsiténg-room door. He
must suppose she was still sleeping. He lookedisegwhen she opened it
so promptly, looked so wide awake, was fully drdsse

'‘Aunt Helen has breakfast ready,' he told her. 'Rod Bill had theirs
earlier. They're off today. Don't you have a sleefundays?'

‘Sometimes. | woke at five, decided I'd had allgleep | needed, so thought
I'd write to the family and my former boss. Thehlde at your elbow the rest
of the day if needed."

'I've done a couple of hours and more on the prdefs got three or four
gueries re the corrections, but they all seem tthbeones you'd doubted
too, because you did those in pencil. Thanks.' ¢dd&dd at her keenly.
'What did you find to write about? Aunt Helen voyeai've not been off the
place since you came. It might sound a dull extdor a girl your age, to
your parents.’

'I'm no fledgling. I'm twenty-five, It might be dub a teenager. Life in the
country is never boring. I've found great variegrdr+—secretarial work
which | enjoy, my own quarters, a little farm wosken I'm allowed, and
beautiful surroundings apart from that scene ofad&tion in front of the
house.’



Valancy took a surreptitious look to see how haleth that, but he merely
nodded. 'Then you've been down to the sea?’

'‘No, merely back to the bridge and along both rbeatks. I've not had time
for more.’

‘Surely Aunt Helen didn't give you that impression?

She said drily, 'Seeing | was expected to be a méait that only a lot
achieved beyond the bounds of duty would be anymeeendation. Oh, I'll
take my days off now, it would be daft otherwisen ho extremist. Just
because, in the space of a very short time, my evivebrld turned
tapsalteerie and | decided to cut and run, thenddld been engaged under
false pretences, it doesn't mean I've lost my comsaense.'

Author-like he seized on a word little used. 'Tdigsaie?' That's very much
a Scots word. Was your mother Scots?'

'No, my father. At least of Scots descent. Whatengal think it had to be
my mother?'

"Your father's name.’

She laughed mischievously and naturally. '‘Both ddarof his name are
Scots, Godfrey Carmichael. The Adam brothers, @éineolus architects and
interior designers, were Scots, of course.' Shéedaan expectant twinkle
in her eye. They were halfway along the verandathisytime.

He rose to the bait. 'But the Smith?'

She giggled. 'Tell me, do you ever listen to thaiz programmeAsk Me
Another?'

He nodded. 'Always, if I'm home.’
'‘Well, perhaps you were in Canada when this cameé\arontestant was

asked what was the most common name in Scotlarelh&th three stabs.
Macdonald, MacLeod, Stuaifthe answer was Smith.'



He roared. 'One up to you, Miss Adam-Smith! | cee gou're going to be
an acquisition. Any more tags of information tuckeday in that brain of
yours?"'

She said, quite seriously, 'l don't know. Have gwar thought we all have
grains of knowledge buried deep that we don't km@know, and it takes a
bit of mining by someone else to dig them out. @a yollow me, or do |
sound woolly-headed?"

'l follow. An interesting thought. | think you comacross that in
whodunits—the person in danger because of what doest know they
know.'

They came into the kitchen still talking about it Helen felt reassured.
The hostility and distrust were disappearing. Shtdbopcon and eggs before
them, and toast, and sat down with another cupaherself.

'‘Can you give me any instances, Valancy?' he coatinand her given
name sounded natural on his tongue.

'‘Well, like just now. You recognised tapsalteerseaaScots word. | didn't
know it was because as a family we've always useéddther had Welsh

parents and we all use the lovely wiichethfor nostalgia, homesickness.
It sounds more wistful than the others, | thinkheSaughed at herself. 'Is
that too fanciful? After all, words are only letteof the alphabet strung
together. Though | can't help thinking some lookeneeautiful as well as
sound sweeter.'

There was no hostility in the square face now.tSlsmething I've always
thought myself, subconsciously | suppose, but yopiu it into words. Yes,

words can be euphonious or harsh. So | guessasifle for some words to
please the eye with their shape. Does this mearwmudn't agree with

Shakespeare that a rose by any other name woultlasrsveet?’

Valancy swallowed a piece of egg, considered #&nthaid, 'l believe the
author ofAnne of Green Gablaesce said she was sure it wouldn't if it were
called a skunk-cabbage . . . hard to know, isw't it



He nodded, 'Yes, and we quote these things outrdegt. | don't suppose
Shakespeare really thought that, but his charactarm . . . Juliet, wasn't
it?—She thought it. because she was so tired ofGhpulets hating
everyone called Montague and the Montagues hdtm@apulets.’

Valancy nodded back "Stupid things, feuds." Thenrsished on, because
her relationship with this man had a smack of fegdibout it, 'One of our

authors said once she was afraid to express amytiklislike in her books.

Just because she once had some character saymgféeed savouries to

finish a meal with, instead of desserts, a woman védad her books gave
everyone else pavlova and served her salmon cregliet

And she adored pavs.' When the laughter died detha,added, 'I've read
that in writing, the sense of smell, describedhis most evocative of all.

That it's better to say someone paused by a hiag by a bush. The reader
gets the perfume.

'So | suppose we've associated a rose for so lathgte/ perfume it would
be hard to transfer the picture it calls up withirgiccabbage! Because the
word skunk makes most people wrinkle up their nasedisgust. . . even
here where we've seen them only on films. But saorels are so lovely. If
you say a leaf has turned reddish-brown, it'stadégcription. If you say it's
russet, you can see the autumn tinting the trégsul say the artist mixed
red and blue to paint a robe, you have no mentali@ of it, but if you say
he dabbled his brush in rich purple for the robm) gee a king in all his
glory. You can even see the ermine edging withcentioning it.'

Godfrey Carmichael got up, strode to the kitchezsser, seized his aunt's
jotter-pad for grocery memos and started to sceidbmust get that down,’
he said.

Valancy felt a glow out of all proportion spreadittyyough her. She'd
scored! Without trying. Suddenly Aunt Helen chokspluttered, rose up,
pressed a hanky to her lips and muttered, 'Exceseamd hurried out of the
room.



Godfrey looked at her plate. 'Didn't realise shgld more toast. She must
have choked on a crumb.' He went to the door, dallg, ‘Aunt, are you all
right?'

A muffled, 'Yes, I'l be back soon,” came to hinmdasome hasty
throat-clearing. He wasn't to know his Great-auated had collapsed on
the edge of the bath and was wiping tears of simeh away. If only her

old school friend Cecilia were here to see howgbkiwere going! How right
they had been to bring this about. And no one meed know about their
little plot. When they met, as meet they surely msmsme day, what
exclamations they would make. Say: 'What a coimmde. .. fancy

Godfrey's great-aunt being at Rangiruru with ValesitLosing touch, not

meeting for all those .years . . . not even knowa&agh other's married
names! Oh well, the last bit had been true .Il. a tnonth or two ago.

Now it looked as if Godfrey was going to stop havsuch a scunner at
women secretaries and in time he'd forget Carlartich the mischief she'd
made . . . and, which was more important, he would could forget
Kathleen. If only the latter hadn't had the namé¢hefearly Godfrey's first
love. Godfrey might look upon himself as an autiwbo was too practical
by far to be over-impressionable, but he wasn'atTact that that rather
sweet and gentle girl had borne that name hadigotriiddle stump. If this
Kathleen had been of the calibre of the pionedr give'd have believed
Carlotta was lying, not Godfrey. And in the circuerxes Godfrey had no
way of disproving it. That was where men were masdnherable. Aunt
Helen fervently hoped that Kathleen the Second dmget somebody else
during her stay in England, and return here married



CHAPTER FOUR

FIve hours of solid work with a quick break for a ligabhch saw the proofs
finished. Godfrey had said that if they had thesual Sunday midday
dinner, they'd both be somnolent before the taskdwme. Rachel had gone
off with her family to visit her grandparents arfiey had a sense of
isolation. The men were away and there were ombetpeople on the huge
river delta. The house was big and barn-like, ict ta&vo houses in one;
outside were the wide tracts of rich river-siltdamnd there was a certain
loneliness in the knowledge that their far bamis a wild, unpredictable
sea stretching down to the bottom of the world Inelyfearsome cliffs, and
only at the westward point where the big river Ineeahe two rivers was
access to the rest of Otago.

Godfrey, exulting in the freedom a big task comgdebrings, brought his
aunt in to see the finished package of proofs rdadgo airmail from
Badenoch next morning. 'Let's have a cup of teaaasihck, then Valancy
Adam-Smith and myself should take to the horses.nég a good gallop
and so do they. Bill told me she's very much at @amthe saddle but that
she's not given herself much time to enjoy it. Wedke for the sea and go
round a few of the sheep on the way there and back.

Colour ran into Valancy's cheeks at the thoughe Sinetched her arms
above her head. 'Splendid! That was close workingiin Christchurch we

were never far from the sea. That was one reasgnl Wdund your advert

attractive, once | knew where it was. The sea dmrething for me.

Especially if I'm in a restless mood. | loved myn&si high-country run, of

course, but for me there was always something ngs3ihat glimpse of the
sea when you climbed a hill. But in town | misskd horses. You can hire
one, but it's not the same. Here. . ..’

'Here,' said Aunt Helen, 'you can have the bebbtti worlds.’

A strange feeling assailed Valancy. It made hepdrer eyes. The older
woman bustled out to see to her roast. Godfrey ©€hael reached out a
hand and tipped up his secretary's chin. 'Got yoa gore spot, didn't it?
Aunt Helen wouldn't know, of course, your reason l&aving your job.



There's this guy you care for, won't risk workinghw This can hardly be
the world you'd label best, could it? Without hiB&rry about that. Want to
talk about it?"

Suddenly the most inexplicable anger flared withen. She looked up and
said fiercely, 'What's this? Looking for copy?’

He stared, then the dull red of masculine angetarg his brown cheeks.
'Of course it isn't! I've enough imagination, thauki, for a score of books
without wanting to probe any woman's feelingsdenough experience of
my own, come to that. In some things, heartbreak @isillusionment,
there's not any difference between male and ferhalas let down too. |
made an overture of sympathy, fellow-feeling if yiike... and you've
slapped my face for it, symbolically. Set me baokmy heels. Right, Miss
Valancy Adam- Smith, back to the business footimgust be mad! Mad to
soften up like this.'

She clapped a hand over her mouth in a child'sihgesture and said, 'I'm
sorry—oh, how sorry | am! That was dreadful of fit'e.just that . . . well,

I'd got over what happened, had for months. Butlsaty with the return of

this man to the firm ... | had to flee. It's cut oféfrom home too ... for a
while at least. And we've been so close-knit a kan#ind | was the only

one left at home.’

His face, so forbidding and angry a moment ago,tlgénin a most
unexpected manner. '‘Okay, sorry | lashed backd'dght. Heaven knows
| ought to understand. You're still raw from theund. But tell me, if you
didn't want to leave home why didn't you just getother job in
Christchurch?'

She looked away a little, then said slowly, 'Beeaiisstin was always the
boy next door. His mother was like another motbene. When Justin was
transferred to Wellington for experience there het @reer.' She turned
back and met the grey eyes steadily. 'Don't mistaée-I don't hate Greer,
don't resent her. | admit | envy her. They're veappy, very suited. |
wouldn't want Justin to be otherwise. But Hughsiis, mother, took a
stroke, lay for some time unconscious, but is skeéidhting her way back,
so she was being discharged from hospital. Graensrse, and was still



working, to help them buy a home later. She knew there was only one
answer. Justin asked to be transferred back, @eser up her position and
the three of them at&ving next door: There was also only one thingrfoe

to do. | could so easily fade out of the picture. Ondipn't' fee! like going
home for a weekend too soon, in fact not even farsimas.’

What a devilish situation!" he commented. '‘But yparents can come here
to see you. Why not Christmas down here? It's i@ngly ... the rata is out
in the bush . .. flings scarlet blossoms all owerdther trees.’

She flushed with pleasure. 'That's a very geneoffes, especially seeing |
flew at you a moment ago, but the rest of the fa@ilvays come home for
that, from the North Island, and Cheviot, and itame a lot to the
grandchildren. They adore Christmas at home. Bamkbé. Normally I'm

pretty tough. The longer I'll be away, the eadiavill be.'

'Does your father have his holidays in January?'
'Yes. All his men have three weeks then.'
‘Then get your parents to come down for ten dageedn it.’

‘That would be lovely! | had thought of asking themrcome halfway, say
Oamaru. But I'm not fond of hotel life."'

‘That's settled, then.' He chuckled. 'Don't lookssgprised! | know that
yesterday | seemed an ogre, but that was only Be¢auhave preferred a
man.'

'l wasn't looking surprised over that. Only thatyaman could be so
understanding.’

His snort of laughter was unamused. He shruggeds'be all novelettish
and say it's because | too have, loved and lasstlll raw myself. That can
explain my seeming . . . what did you call me& hater of women. I'm not,
just of women secretaries in a situation like thibere the formality of an
office relationship can so easily slide into tooamdiamiliarity. It was my

former employee, one Carlotta, who made troublevéenh myself and the



woman | loved. | wasn't believed. Yet if anyone hald me that my girl
had been unfaithful to me | just wouldn't have aetlit. It's as simple as
that. | vowed never to put myself in a positiorelithat again. But do you
know what? I no longer care a damn. My chief godife is what it's been
always ... to own Inchcarmichael and bring it baxks former grandeur,
by sweat and blood and my pen. Some day it wilineetgage-free and its
beauty restored. Listen, | sound like some pompandowner!" he said
ruefully. 'Let's get out on the horses and galloghe hard sand. The wind
and spray will blow our problems away!

After being confined to the house area so long Malahad a sense of
adventure as they cantered along a cart track thasstables, skirted a
grassy slope and rode out to the open country lekyidrere was a boundary
of willows in full spring green where the southestm took its way to the
sea. Beyond that were the spreading coastlandd@md-like countryside
of what they called the mainland.

They bore round to the left, into the centre of'tbland’, still following the
rutted track. 'The old dray road really," said GegfCarmichael, 'where my
great- greats used to come to dig loads of shifayl¢he road they were
forming out to the river-crossing and down to tleadh where we still get
shingle for the fowl-runs because it's impregnate crushed shells, so we
never buy grit. Occasionally for the fun of it metschool holidays we make
it a dray trip to recall the old days, harness o of the draught-horses and
slip back to the leisurely days of last century.abit careful now ... the
track's rough here, the rock crops through. Lotsvofk to be done here,
when we get to the unbelievable stage of being #blepare time for
something that doesn't bring in money.'

They were side by side now, on a slope of turfavial/ glanced at him and
her eyes were keen. He interpreted it. 'Soundshpemny, | know, but this
is a huge estate that was allowed to go back twous conditions and it
costs money—eats money. All we make has to be pkdigoack in

improvements.'

She felt rebuked Sorry . . . one is so apt to jutigevalue of a place by its
acreage and fertility.'



'‘Aye. It's got all the potential, but has a greedy mouthe price of

fertilisers, weed control projects by helicopteg spraying from the air,
labour, upkeep of farm buildings ... so the houas to wait till the new
woolshed is paid for. That was top priority. Anmanani was too much for
the old one—dangerous. It's going to be sheer pteasome December
when we do our first shearing. Oh, do excuse thmé' pe grinned.

Her heart lifted. Not such a curmudgeon aftertédi.was a dedicated man,
one with a purpose, bringing back the acres higstocs had wrested from
this wilderness, then lost, into full productionaag And for what? No
doubt he had dreamed of bringing the woman he |duethis estate, of
rearing sons to inherit. What a devilish thing kfeuld be, putting a period
to one's dearest dreams! As she herself knew—knieriyp. No wonder
he'd not wanted another woman here in the closmacy of study work.
Perhaps he hoped that some day this girl would dmswck to him, believe
him. But she might find all doubts revived if steaihd yet another woman
installed, another redheaded one. What bad lucKl, \Merhaps she could
do a short spell of work for this man, get a cougfiébooks on their way,
help him to get settled with a male secretary asphd if there was any hint
of his love returning, so nothing could shadow itleunion. Valancy saw
herself as a healer of breaches, and in a fineimatige flight, prided
herself she'd find great compensation in that.

They crested the hill and she reined in, a cryadigtit breaking from her.
Towards the north branch of the river dipped aneag the most glorious
area of native bush, beed¢btara, rimu, miroand a hundred other trees not
identifiable at this distance. It was garlandechvateepers, white-starred
native clematis predominant, and dotted with théemp@reen of tall
tree-ferns. It was cool, dewy-sweet and grotto-likeok at it," she exulted.
'‘New Zealand as it was before so much of this bdektfelled and burned
for grazing. A primeval forest in miniature. How gmificent! How
wonderful for you to own an enchanted forest.’

Godfrey had brought his mare to a standstill toe.rtédded. That's the
greatest asset on Inchcarmichael." The satisfaatidone hit her with a
horrible fear. She turned swiftly, ‘Mr Carmichael..youwouldn't,would
you? It would be a crime.’



The square jaw set. 'Wouldn't what?'

'Let them mill it? Oh, no . . . whatever needsdktate has, wouldn't justify
that!'

Again she saw the dull red of anger in his che&ksw dare you even
assume I'd do such a thing! Some of the Southlaedhes there are eight
hundred years old. Seedlings when the Magna Cartsaswgned.

Saplings when Edward the First presented the Frstce of Wales to the
people at Caernarvon. What sort of an arch-vanolgod think | am? This
is part of my heritage. At one time | thought | wboever win it back for the
Carmichaels, for my sons and my sons' sons to fahis.is the reason why
| had to buy the estate before | was in a positbatho so . . . the reason why
| had to raise too large a mortgage ... to save lhish, the heart of
Inchcarmichael. | just stopped the milling contrgaing through.'

Valancy felt her face grow hot. She dropped hersetge her gelding's

stubbly mane, then made herself look up and megttigry look. Her tone

was convincing. 'I'm truly sorry. That was an ewtedy thoughtless and

ill-judged remark.' She paused. She dare not kv ‘could | dream that

the man who sacrificed the trees of the homesteaddnfeel so deeply

about these native trees?' It must have been sleeessity that had made
him sacrifice those, to make up the deficiency leetwthe amount he could
raise and what was needed to buy it. It must haenlihe lesser of two
evils.

He waited for her to say more, his flush dying do®he said, 'lt was the
sudden realisation of what a unique treasureshimy whole heart cried out
for its preservation. You see, there was a magmfigpatch of bush we
played in as children, near my aunt's estate. B, ther neighbour's. It was
sacrificed. And that was unforgivable, because tha didn't need the
money to save an estate as you might have beendeértgppdo. He could
have set out whole hillsides in forestry, quickwgmg pines, to benefit
generations to come. Instead he lost it in deatiesiwithin a few years, or
his heirs lost it." She looked at him quite feaslgs'But I'd no right to
assume you'd ever even think of allowing a mikkéone in here.’



His face cleared instantly. "Thanks for that apglodnd | think that after
all, I'm glad you feel that way.' He laughed. "Wgtainly clash, don't we?
Must be too alike. But at least you hit hard arehaly. | like that, | can't
stand evasions or subterfuges.’

Her eyes danced. 'l must tell my former boss thée'd be most
surprised—and pleased.’

'What can you mean? Surely he didn't want his sagréo fight him all the
time?'

‘Not him. But he thought in other ways | was toqescent, and he told me
not to be in future.'

‘At the risk of being told it's not my businesdjnd that intriguing,’ said
Godfrey. 'What could occasion that?'

He saw the clear colour rise. Valancy bit her lim speaking without
thinking. He—he meant in my personal life. He thioudg bent over
backwards to make things easy for Justin and Gféat wasn't nobility on
my part, though. | don't want to sound all smug famdiving, but I thought
there was nothing else to do. Mrs Hughes had ttotleed after. It was
going to be tough enough on a newly-married cowpthout a former
flancee complicating things.’

His look was keen, probing. 'l won't think you smifgu've got almost a
man's way of looking at things. Already | recogntisat. Even though our
dealings have been only in a business sense. ¢ tké the absence of
vindictiveness. Even when we are disillusioned &apeople, we can still be
concerned for their happiness, can't we? Oh, takeatice of me, it's the
author complex. One wants to dig deeply withoulisewy it. You'll accuse

me of copyhunting if I'm not careful!"

She lifted her chin to look up at him. 'l don'trtkiso this time." She almost
added that she felt he spoke out of his own reyéraehe would still desire
the best for the woman he loved. But she musthi. i8ust remember he
didn't really want to be involved personally wittwaman in his employ.
She said, waving a hand towards the magic of utespdorest, "There's



something challenging and mysterious about the Kealand bush in its
density, its sense of not wanting to yield up @lisecrets.’

‘That's so. | promise you it will never be felldts to be a reserve. By the
way, there's a taboo. No one is allowed to go tlwereheir own. The
undergrowth, in places, in impenetrable, and iebidnexpected gullies and
underground streams, with sheer sides, disguisesbbggy moss. In an
area like this not far from here, long ago, in tiifes, | think, a
three-year-old child was lost a day and a nightyFieople were out all
night looking for him. He was found alive by reasdrsheer tiredness—he
lay down in a wee clearing and slept the nightulgio His uncle found him
at nine next morning. He sat down and wept at igfiet ©f him just waking
up. The child rubbed his eyes, sat up, and saidlcH. . did Daddy get the
horses yoked up all right?" An older child wouldvégpanicked. Even
Rachel obeys that taboo. Now, we bear right andectanthe shore.'

They went through huge grazing paddocks lookingasioral it was hard
to believe that behind them a primeval forest dreduof a thousand years,
something that made connections with the early mwhattations of this

wild coast seem to have happened only yesterday.

They got their first glimpse of the sea, a glitbgrblue-green that dazzled
their eyes from the bright yellow gorse on the leads to where it met a
lavender horizon beneath a serene sky fleckedtuiyiclouds.

'‘Before we go down to the shore,' said Godfrey]l'ge up that rise, to the
south, the highest point on Inchcarmichael. Froengtyou can get a far-off
glimpse of the farthest point south in New Zealdhdurves rack westward
after this. There's Tautuku Bay Tautuku Peninsald lcong Point where
the Mandta waswrecked in 1927. There are still people arounck lveno
remember helping rescue the passengers from Alastveb had to crawl
up those cliffs there was no loss of life. Fronréhihe view is to the South
Pole.*

He said it exultantly. They dismounted, staredtowgea. The magnitude of
the view stilled the words in Valancy's throat. Stteod there, braced
against the strong sea-wind, in bottle-green trevith a golden cashmere
top outlined against her, chin lifted to the taf¢he salt air, eyes searching



out headland after headland till the coastline adklinto infinity, the
shoulder-length copper hair blowing back from heseShe couldn't know
Godfrey's trained eyes were upon her and he wasgseer in the light of a
book character . . . she had something in her stahthe figurehead of a
Norse ship ... he could have a modern- day hemsireewas a reincarnation
of a Viking forebear of long ago, from Orkney, dre8and.

She turned, said simply, 'Unforgettable,” and pert foot into the stirrup
again. Godfrey led the way down a very easy tragkrhore sheltered beach
at the far side where rocks gave way to hard sdrad,made a splendid
surface for the horses. 'Well, that's it he saydu've explored the
boundaries of the estate. Tomorrow we'll settle sbeady working routine.
| think you'll suit me very well as a secretary.’

That was the way he wanted it. The way she wanted\ iworking
relationship, as sexless as worker-bees, he'd Saeld see he got it that
way.

By the time ten days or so were over she knew hawessly Godfrey
worked himself. She said one day, conscious hd'dnpwo hours before
breakfast, 'Have you got some deadline?"

'Not editorially. A farm deadline. Time, tide angesring wait for no man.'

Valancy suggested he might like to dictate to Heen leave her to do the
entire lot of typing, the first rough copy, thertinal one, to save him those
long solitary hours when he plugged away up aloft he vetoed that
sharply. Then he watered down his brusque re&mine can do it, but not
me. The written word, not the spoken word, is mydime. To me the
spoken word can be diffuse, woolly. Can you un@ed? But when it's
formed on the typewriter in my first copy, | cauélpencil it mercilessly,
slash out the repetitive stuff, crisp up the dialegBesides, till you take it
for the final typing, it's all mine, my own creatiato brood upon. A sort of
privacy of thought.'



She nodded. 'l can understand. You don't want anpiérson horning in on
your thought processes at that juncture. It hdeetall yours.'

He nodded. 'You've got the idea. He looked dowrnhenpage he'd been
going over. 'Although I'm not altogether sure #éth true now.'

'What do you mean?"

He was at the long table with her, where they wodrlside by side

occasionally checking things. It had room for mesfgrence books. He was
very close to her and his grey eyes stared downhet blue ones. 'This
particular chapter has a lot of you in it." His é¢oseemed meaningful,
deliberate.

She kept her look purposely vague. A warning sid¢iaal sounded for her.
She shrugged. 'l think you mean because | saidthate/ou could bring in
an allusion to the age of the young Queen Victurifix in your readers'
minds, the year your MacClymonts came to South @tdgst a little fact,
not inspiration.'

He shook his head. 'l don't mean that, and | tigmk know it. My heroine
has become more spunky .. . lasguiescentAnd the age of the Queen has
nothing to do with my Catriona's sudden surge ¢ gbhe was—in my very
first draft—a gentle little thing with acorn-colad hair and soft brown
eyes, a product of her times, a mere echo of h&ydnd with about as much
animation as a straw-stuffed scarecrow! Then oghtnjou began telling
Aunt Helen about your Aunt Cecilia's forebear wblboived her man to the
Alps. You gave three anecdotes .. . lordy, butveae a spitfire! My heroine
sprang to life in these pages, not demure and arapt but full of deviltry.
In fact, she developed a tongue like yours. I'tereforget how you raked
me down when we first met. No hopeful employee &lyou there, wishing
to please ... so she acquired red hair and blug with tawny lashes and
brows

His fingers came to her chin, turned it up so hela¢cdabulate her features
one by one,".. . and a nose almost classical, dwgdsfrom the tedium of
perfection by a funny little irregularity at theden. a very expressive mouth,
a sprinkle of freckles under your eyes, and sligbtboked teeth that for



some reason soften your severest strictures. Isdltamed that book in, you
know, back in July, because | was bored with thet €atriona.’

Suddenly Valancy realised she was acutely cons@binés nearness, the
cool feel of his fingers under her chin, the sfirhtss breath against her
cheeks. He was close, too close to maintain thikevebee status.

She said irritably, 'Stop dissecting me. | feel linder a microscope. And it
would look very odd if someone came in. Oh, heayvemisieonés coming!'

She sprang up, and the next moment Bill Watsonetdmnd came in,
bearing mail. 'l was across the bridge and gotrtag. By the look of it, we
won't be getting much help come shearing. Looksnto like a lot of
fan-mail and something from your publisher.' He atted, put it down on
the table and departed.

Valancy said, 'I'll open this at my desk. You'llm@do go on with what
you're busy on.'

His hand came out. 'No, you won't. Sit down agaig)ll go through it
together.’

'Secretaries are supposed to save their bossdsoh tione opening and
sorting mail. I--'

'‘And bosses, as | told you once, call the tune. @&tvn, Miss
Adam-hyphen-Smith!"

Valancy sat, sorted through with practised spedekirig them into piles.
There was a lot of farm mail. She put the publishietter in front of him.
‘Priority . . . you'd like to open that.’

Godfrey drew out a one-page letter and uttered xafammation that she
could only take for delight or achievement. 'Helslsny book for magazine
serial rights prior to publication . . . they pag acceptance, the malil
transfer is on its way to the bank. This isn't catted to anything . . . it's a
bonus...’



He pulled her to her feet, whirled her round anghah She had to laugh. He
kept hold of her hands, said exultantly, 'I'll ardiee bulldozers in right
away.'

She tugged him to a stop. 'Bulldozers? To do what?'

'‘Can't you guess? To clear out those unsightly gsurdust imagine—a
clean sweep. And room to plant all the trees | vearat haven't dared order.
| had to keep my head above water with the estats @and mortgage!

She moistened her lips. 'Now | can forgive yoif you hadto do it . . . yet
had a plan to replant. | realise how necessarad.\w

He stared, mystified. 'Had to do it? Had to do Wwhahd what am | being
forgiven for?'

'For cutting down the trees in the first placeglt {ou could have done less
on the estate and kept all those oaks and chesindtgums. But when |

realised you'd had to raise money to buy Inchcaragtbefore the owner

cut into the forest, | understood, a little. Buydu'd already planned this . .
. what are you looking like that for, Godfrey?' sts&ed curiously.

'Like what?"
'Explosive. Like thunder. As if you'd like to thumpe.'

'l wouldlike to thump you. Youwouldn'thave believed was the one who
slaughtered those trees? Surely you've not worled with me these
weeks sharing my thoughts—on paper—in a very regland thoughthat
about me?’

She said falteringly, '‘But—but those stumps lootergly hacked down.
They're still oozing. | thought only you could hdve

He was really scowling. 'Recent? Well, not as reasrihat. Tree scars heal
slowly. They stay bright a long ::me. It was lekart two years ago. My
predecessor -as a shocking manager. Actually, keal lthe horses too
much—racing, | mean. He thought no one would —take the place off his



hands, so he tried to do something to pay his deldgimber was the only
asset here by then. | heard that as soon as tisadoves, the mill was to go
into Carmichael's Bush. I still awake from nighte=m which | dream I'm
too late to save it. How could you think that ofthe

Shebit her lip in real distress. 'Godfrey, I've huoiterribly. It's horrible to
be misjudged. I'm sorry, | think it must have béecause | dreaded your
coming back so much. | knew you were going to b®és | wasn't a man.
| pictured you a real ogre, all beetling-browed andwling, bad-tempered
and devilish to work for. | saw you as a woman-hadechauvinist, an
arch-vandal when it came to trees. | didn't knoantiwhat odds you'd had
to fight against, how you'd put all your writing mey into the estate, what
terrific loans you'd had to raise. But since I'@eme to know that, I've
excused you . . . felt it had been imperative lllmaayou to buy it at all.

'l wanted to stay here so much, | didn't want & @b again, but | was
determined not to crawl to you for my job ... | goyself into a tight, tight
knot inside, determined to think the worst of y@in, dear," she found she
was having to blink back tears, 'I'm getting allational! | suppose that's
why you'd have preferred a man. I'm sorry, I'lllpoyself together .. . give
me a moment and I'll get back to the status weealgu@on ... a worker-bee
state of affairs.'

The cloud of anger disappeared from his face arghlie a great bellow of
laughter. His hands tightened over hers and hegtiér to him. He shook
his head in mock reproof. 'Oh, Valancy Adam-Smythy'll be the death of
me! Right, | can see how it added up . . . let'gdbit and just rejoice in this
stroke of luck. I've just got to kiss someone, Aunkht Helen isn't here . . .
you'll do instead!

His very chuckle was audacious. His mouth came dowhers while she
was still too surprised to step back. Valancy wasra of the most
conflicting feelings. Nobody had kissed her singstih had said goodbye
to her when he left for Wellington when they weti# engaged. She hadn't
wantedanyone to kiss her. Why then was it that there magic in this?

She suddenly realised she was responding, and ghingimeback and said,
‘There now . . . you've got your moment of wild ijabon over, Mr



Carmichael' What's the name of the bulldozer filtthget the number for
you.'

He said solemnly, 'I've a vague idea | mightn'tehissed my aunt quite
like that.'

She heaved a truly exasperated sigh. 'l had @ ldbtwith authors before
coming down here. | found some of them very tempergal, but at least
our interviews were always in the office and in thrain my boss
waspresent. And if they were told they'd sudderdpeginto best-seller
figures, they didn't go mad and kiss me.'

'Sounds pretty tame to me,’ said Godfrey Carmiclaael reached for the
phone. 'I'll do it myself. This is a bit of luck fane—the timing. I'll
probably get them here before the shearers. Thegyhaee to be put up
here. How would you fancy helping to cook for the@rdo you feel it's not
in the contract, even if you don't object to thetsuf farm-work?'

'It's entirely over to you. I'd enjoy working witklrs Armishaw for a
change.'

‘Tongue like a shrew," Godfrey remarked to thermgihs she left the room.
'‘But | prefer it to cooing like a dove as the faarlotta used to do.'

He joined them in the kitchen in ten minutes, whieeefound Valancy

hunting in the bookcase for something while Auntddavas mincing up a
vast quantity of carrots for soup. He looked ldased than so short a time
ago. Valancy asked, 'What's wrong?"

'‘Can't get them out here for three weeks . . .lthed in the middle of
shearing, blast it.'

Aunt Helen said, 'Get who?'

He looked sharply at Valancy. 'Haven't you told?hkethought that's what
you rushed off to do."’



"As if I'd be so mean! | wouldn't steal your thunde news as exciting as
that. Go on, tell her.'

His eyes lit up again. 'Aunt. . . I've sold a siérRaid :n acceptance. The
money's on its way; we can start on re- al of taengs. | thought it might
have to - al the middle of next year. But | capttipe dozers in—not a show
with either firm. And it's late enough in the year it is for planting trees,
even with our terrific rainfall. What foul luck tmiss out by so little!"

Aunt Helen scooped up the orange-bright fragmeiitsaorot, dropped
them in her stock-pot, stirred, and said refledyiveHow about using a
more old-fashioned method? This man does it foe lo¥ his job and
because he's attached to his old monster of amehgi

Godfrey looked blank. 'What the--'

"You know the man who's the officer in charge o tbrest nurseries at
Milton? You've got his book there. In fact Valarscylst hunting for it, that's
what reminded me, though | didn't know what she te@nt for. On
beautifying farm properties with trees?'

'Yes, but I've already got it worked out, from thabk, what | want to plant,
what'll give the best shelter, grow fastest, anebsolt's the removal I'm
worried about.'

'I'm coming to that. Last week | drove down to Miltto see Kitty and he
dropped in, and while we were having a cup of teartentioned Hoick
Westerby.'

'Hoick Westerby? Hoick? What sort of a name iszhat

'If you wouldn't make so many interruptions I'd getut. | think it's a North
of England word—I'm not sure. A nickname in thiseabecause he hoicks
stumps out of the ground like magic, like pulliegth. Hoick means to pull
out with a jerk. I looked it up in the dictionady.could take longer than if
you got bulldozers in, but quicker in the starstilwo men.’



A frustrated look passed over her nephew's faad. What does he do it
with? Giant forceps? A sort of super- dentist?'

She cast him a withering look. 'He has a steamineng's eighty-odd years
old—came into New Zealand at the turn of the cent@ne of the
machinery museums want it, but Hoick says its usefs is not yet past, so
he won't put it out to grass. He has it in Balciythnd doesn't take it beyond
a certain radius. You're just within it. He wagiwaka with it not long ago.'

'Sounds just the job,' said Godfrey, then he pidksdaunt up, hugged her,
dropped a kiss on her cheek, said, 'See, Valamnd gews always makes
me kiss the ladies!

Her face flamed as Aunt Helen looked from Godf@eyér and said slyly,
'What a good job your new secretary was female!'

Valancy slapped the book down on the table and %&litat an anti-climax!
| was going to surprise youby producing this boolgsickly, to help you
choosing your trees.’

He said, 'Never mind, it was a kindly thought. Bt devastation has
haunted me ever since | was able to buy this Hawkd that chap out here
within a month of arriving, Valancy, for his advickve got the plan he
drew me. I'll show it to you when | get hold ofghman Westerby. He may
have to stay here. | expect he's got to get a gead of steam up before he
starts. What fun. Much more exciting than modeamtirend loaders with
scoops and drags.' He smiled at her. 'Valancy, o mwriting today. All
hands on getting the secondary growth away fronmdailnose stumps.
We're well ahead, anyway. I'll revel in enjoying finuits of my brainwork.'

His aunt said, 'Good idea, you'll need Bill and Rodet the ivy off from
round them.'

Godfrey frowned. 'But that'll come out with thersips.’
She shook her head. 'He was telling us the tougbledtioick ever struck

was at a country manse where a fifty-year-old mzamma hedge had to be
pulled out. All went well till they struck a cornatere ivy had grown into



it. He put in a terrific effort and the big steamgene lifted its front rollers
in the air like a dog begging, and crashed downh&teto pay for repairing
the bitumen on the Main South Road. You'll havitsen the ivy first. Do
you two good to be outside,’ she added. 'Valancskebfar too hard to
prove herself to you, and you've driven yourselmdurance levels the last
eighteen months and for long enough before. Céytgiou look better than
you did nine months ago, but you need to.'

His tone was short. 'That wasn't overwork and yoovkit, Aunt Helen.'

'Sure | know it, but you've still some way to gauvdid too much after it on
your lone. I'd like to see you back to your oldgmerality come February.'

'‘Come February? What's so important about Februafy& bee have you
got in your bonnet now?"

She chuckled, though Valancy could have swommas an effort, as if she
was trying to minimise the importance to cover g 'Just an idea | had.
Let it go-'

Fortunately he was so full of the idea of getting steam-engine out he did
let it go. He crossed to the kitchen phone.

He turned from it jubilant. 'He's going to run ¢atook at it this afternoon.
Says the job could take several days and they'dldk of quarters here.
Good job | knew what weight that bridge is allowkdok, I've got the plan
up aloft. I'll get it.'

Valancy couldn't believe it when she saw not onplan to scale, with the
kinds of trees all numbered and with a key to tiiaibers at the foot, but an
extra sketch, large, of the dream homestead gadbee, by the man who'd
illustrated the book on tree-planting. There wasagnificent shelter-belt of
macrocarpas, gums, Douglas firs, spruce, larchs,dawthorns, limes and
chestnuts, all kinds of poplars, silver birch, beec

A wide bed for a herbaceous border followed theewf the drive and had
flowers sketched in, from delphiniums and CanteybBells down to
pansies and thrift, and in a vast lawn provisiansiarubs, rose- beds, plots



of annuals, and even a fernery, which Helen hadtet upon, hollowed out
like a sunken garden, with rough river-stones wigdin and out of it for
paths.

Valancy was caught up in the enchantment of it, TDdan see it so vividly
in my mind's eye that | can smell the pungencyheffiines and gums, see
autumn turning the poplars to living gold, hear thees among the
hollyhocks and rhododendrons ... see those ferdsnawsses silver with
dew. And you've got thousands of ferns in your dowgh.’

Her eyes mirrored the mental pictures. He lookeayawaid, 'Let's hope that
the trees will soften the outlines of this hougts. $0 uncompromisingly
rectangular. The windows stare out like uncaringseYOh, too fanciful, |
know, but the second Carmichael married a woman waoted a grand
house, which to her meant size and solidity, ncaube of line and
architecture. | don't think there's much we canadionprove it.'

Valancy said slowly, 'l know what you mean. Thedassis lovely, those
arches and ceilings, but the little annexe | havéar lovelier than the
house. Nevertheless'—she stopped dead.

'‘Go on, don't be tantalising! If you've some ide#is have it.’

She shook her head. 'lt's not for me to suggedhangyyto do with the
house. It's different with the garden, you've aseplanned it.'

At that moment Aunt Helen disappeared. Godfrey,Séithy not?'

Her tone was a little reluctant. 'This is your drefor posterity, isn't it?
You spoke, down at the shore, of winning it baaktfee Carmichaels, for
your sons, and your sons' sons. That means aamiteit would be a wife's
place to suggest things to soften the outlinesarsscretary's.’

He went across to the window, drummed his fingershe sill. Then he

turned, and said, 'A figure of speech. We say tltluisgs. What about you?
When you lost Justin did you automatically stopnkimg you'd have

children some day? Was it as final as that?'



Oddly, it didn't make her wince. She was surpriskeoiigh, to hear herself
laugh. 'Evidently not, because the other day tinas a little boy called
Michael in a book | was reading and | found mysleifking "I'd love a
wee boy called Michael" and wondered if it's evesgble to preserve that
as a name and not have it shortened to Mike.'

He chuckled. 'At school | was always Mike. The kid&ed at shortening
Godfrey. Much easier to shout "Run for it, Mikeli the cricket field, than
"Run for it, Godfrey!" Look, Miss Adam-Smith, yoa'sidetracking me' he
added. 'You were about to suggest house improvement

'Was 1? | thought I'd decided against it.'

| shall choke it out of you if you don't tell meloD't be mean. It could have
been somebody's prerogative months ago. She fmifeitat when she

wouldn't believe me. There .. . satisfied? Wouldrymeas be within my

financial bounds?’

"You'd better aim at another serial! Though somehdf could be done
reasonably. You've got some of Beverley Nicholglksoon your shelves. |
don't think this one is ther®erry Hall. It was a square Georgian house. He
thought the windows looked blank. They should hhad small-paned
windows, not big ones. Oh, | know they've hardecléan, but they give a
house such an air. He changed his, and it madeelllifference. If you
added shutters too it would break the lines. Haeentcurved at the top.

'‘Add an arch at one side, with creepers. Not it'g;tbo destructive, but

small-leaved Virginia creeper and a wistaria, dreht on the other side, as
you could afford it, a conservatory. Does that sbotd- fashioned? It's

been haunting me. With a slanting roof and douldssgydoors facing the
front with a curved fanlight over them, and anotfalight, also curved,

over that slab of a front entrance.’

The eyebrows shot up, the grey eyes gleamed. Goskéiered a writing pad
out of Aunt Helen's kitchen drawer, and a ballpaamd began to rough in
the outline of that house that was too tall forviigith. Valancy watched
fascinated as it grew beneath his fingers, the esuand trellises she'd



dreamed in her own mind. In they went, the smatigghwindows, the
shutters, the wistaria, the conservatory, the dgmlover the door.

''d no idea you could sketch like that," she saidmazement. 'If you can
produce such a likeness in lightning strokes, whatild you do if you
spent time on it? Look, on that book you plan taewiound Inchcarmichael
.. . the pioneer biography or saga, you oughottad-pieces yourself to the
chapters.'

She saw the idea take hold, rivet his attentionnTie laughed. 'Valancy
Adam-Smith, everything you're saying, the needdlb another serial to
soften the lines of this ugly house, suggestingpiaces for my own family
saga, is designed to keep me at my desk Firstgtiimgt... a steam-engine
is about to descend upon us . . . come on, gitlyengot to tackle that ivy.'



CHAPTER FIVE

REMOVING stubborn ivy from round three stumps was backiongawork,
but Rachel joined them after school, and her fattzeted all the debris
away to the tip on the farm.

Hoick was as good as his word and had driven oassess the job. Hoick
sounded a rough bushman, so they were surpriskdvi® him arrive in a
Daimler, immaculately dressed in an outfit thatesiithe antiquity of his
equipment, navy blue trousers and jacket, with evpiping, and a peaked
cap sat jauntily on his crisp grey curls, very mgeptain of his ship. He
was as enthusiastic as they were. 'The weatherdst's good. We'll be out
day after tomorrow. Should get it through in thdegs.'

Valancy said, 'Show him the plan, Godfrey. How almmming in to have
some tea, Mr Westerby? Seeing you know the foresimyser, you'd be
interested.’

They all went up to the house and Hoick was geatifvhen they accepted
some suggestions that hadn't occurred to themneglevas glad the men
had gone back to their work and taken Rachel whey saw him off.
Hoick said, 'I'll give you a discount on this. Whidmeard you'd taken it on,
an author-bloke, | thought you must be mad but lmateart of gold. My
grandfather remembered this when it was a showplexter the old
Carmichaels. He told me when | was a nipper. kiew, he'd like to think
| had a hand in restoring it. I'm told you're doadfright with the farming
too. How come?'

Godfrey grinned. "l was a high-country shepherchwvaitscribbling knack.
Worked for years on Dragonshill in the Mackenzieirdoy. Know it?
Beyond Lake Tekapo.'

Hoick stared. 'And | thought authors were soft peop a sedentary job!
They don't come any harder than

Dragonshill. | went to a field day up there oncefdoe the river was
bridged. Were you up there before that?'



Godfrey nodded. 'Went up there when | was nineteesd-a hut of my
own, and long nights to write in. Only farming aléis then, but always with
a purpose, buying this back.'

Valancy said, 'And he still does a dual job . . anaging the estate,
overseeing his men, working long hours at his desk.

Hoick tipped the peaked cap at her. 'Well, my dedh a wife like you at
his side, in both capacities, he'll be able toaresinchcarmichael to what it
was, that's for sure.' The engine sprang to littt@was away before they
could correct him.

Valancy felt swept by a strange feeling. She gaweak laugh, picked up a
long strand of ivy, flung it on one of the heaps aaid, 'Let's hope he
doesn't spread that abroad—it could be embarrassing

Godfrey didn't answer. When she turned he wasirstrig the others.

They worked on in the long twilight, had a late inead by the time they
washed up, they had but one thought in their minioise-'"But no matter
how late | am | always read,’ said Valancy. 'lv&t ffinished that last James
Herriot book. | got so into the spirit of it | didrknow if | was in the
Yorkshire Dales or the Inchcarmichael Delta. | ngettmyself something.'

Godfrey hesitated, then said, 'Would you—no, it ld@aeem too much like
work.'

'What would?"

'No, | was daft even to think of it. You can retwhioffice hours some time.
Otherwise you'll find this job too demanding.’

'Please tell me,’ she begged. 'I'm intrigued.’

‘Just that you mentioned | might do some tail-peéar the story of
Inchcarmichael. I've got a fair bit of it roughedtoVery bitsy as it was



sandwiched in between other books | was writingently to provide
money for this. | was going to suggest you stadwsing through it,
but——

She was starry-eyed. 'You give it to me right awadn't think of a lovelier

end to a very exciting and satisfying day., | miadgte after Dad. He's a
builder, as I've probably told you. Anything to dath planning a house
thrills me. I'll probably fall asleep over it, | auk, but at least | can start it.
I'm like James . . . licking my chops at the védrgught of the chicken liver
to come. Isn't that an elegant simile for a traisedretary to produce?’

The three of them laughed. 'If you're sure,’ hd.sai
'Where is it? In the study?'

'No. On my bedside table. | was looking it ovet kaight. | thought I'd get
on to it again when I—when we—finish the currentgloCome on up. You
can go through the sanctum from my bedroom into goarters.'

Valancy caught a look of surprise on Aunt Heleatsef She came upstairs
with them to her own room. Godfrey left his dooreap crossed to the
.bedside table, from which he took a springbackidnland put it into her
hands. 'I'll come through with you and put thetigh for the little staircase.’

As she went through the door in his wall that et the sanctum, her eyes
were drawn to the bolts, top and bottom, that cdakten it against all
intruders from the study ... or the secretary'stgus

He caught the look, grasped her arm and said, r& davking at the bolts
and wondering why.'

She said defensively, 'Look, it's nothing to ddwite. They caught my eye,
that's all. I don't have to know all the historytioé house. All homes as old
as this have secrets.'

You're going to know this one, because I've ngh hide and nothing,
now, to lose.' She thought his tone was bitter.



'You don't have to, but you're a thrawn man in mamys, as my Scots
grannie used to say. If you've made up your mingitane, | don't think |
could stop you.'

His lips twitched. He was very close to her. Halsdirun the risk of you
thinking me vain, even a bit of a cad to give a vaomaway. It was to keep
Carlotta out.'

He saw the blue eyes widen. 'But the harm had deee by then. Unknown
to me she'd been dropping sly hints in a certasrtgu. One day the girl |
was hoping to marry drove out when | wasn't heegld@ta saw her coming,
took her up this way into the sanctum, on someegtetr other. Oh, she'd do
it very cleverly. She was extremely devious, héldiafor that sort of thing.
But before she'd gone down to bring her up, shelgeti some of her things
over that basket chair— pantie-hose, a bra. Shemathy of trying to hide
them, then trotted out a feeble excuse of haviogdint her washing up that
way, and heard someone arriving. Did it all looknglty, | expect.

"That put the cat among the pigeons! Carlotta stadker story in front of
me, that it was washing, | lost my block and acduSarlotta of doing it
deliberately and very ungallantly said she'd alyetigkd to get into my
room but | wasn't having any. | never really credithat | wouldn't be
believed, eventually. A man's so helpless in the faf an accusation like
that.'

Something hot, that was resentment on his behatéd up inside Valancy.
She could have slain not only Carlotta but thisnavn girl who had had
Godfrey's love yet not had trust in him.

The next moment the heat had ebbed and a stragdeaid seemed to
squeeze her heart because he looked so bleakw@heveed, 'Where is she
now, this girl? Isn't it possible that as time goasall she knows of you will

add up to believing you after all? | mean, sheasl rgour books, too, and
they don't add up to someone who'd deceive. Andksée that your innate
honesty wouldn't even allow you to change your bibak was to be filmed,
because you felt the change was too radical tougetb your characters.
Oh, she's bound to realise it was a put-up job!lIShess you, want you,

come back.'



‘Not now. She's in England, has been for montlesshinugged.
'l don't know what to say, but at least | know witiatlike.'

His fingers were still about her arm. She'd neeensa look like that on his
square, ridgy features before—a tender look. "Ye@alveady said the right
thing. That as time goes on all she knew of me adll up to belief. That
means out of the littlgou know of me, you don't believe it. It's enough.
Valancy, she wouldn't even believe what Aunt Hdled to tell her.'

Valancy checked her question. She mustn't ask.aMetlse look and said,
"You want to know how Aunt Helen could possibly eted me? Fair
enough. Your curiosity is whetted, naturally. Thneights before this
happened, Carlotta came up through the study andtwsa into my

bedroom. Corny situation! | woke, snapped the lahtlt's two-way, so she
switched it off on that wall. | won't go into dd&ail jumped out of bed on
the opposite side, opened the door into the passagiealled out, "Aunt
Helen . .. come and help, Carlotta's sleep-walking

Valancy stared for a moment, then she collapsed latughter, loud
laughter. She said, 'Oh, Godfrey, please forgivelbaewhat an inspiration!
How extremely clever. I'm proud of you!'

Godfrey didn't join in immediately, then, irresdti, he did. 'Thanks,
Valancy. That's the first time I've been able te #® funny side of this
business. It puts it into a truer perspective.’

He took her through the little sanctum, put thétigabove the mini-stairs
and gestured her down. She on an impulse, 'Willdmsomething for me?"

'Yes. surely. What?'

'‘Come down to the door that leads from the stutty mmy sitting-room and
bolt that too. | can see now why you wanted a nsaleretary. Sorry |
messed that up for you, all over that silly hyphBat if those bolts are
always shot at night, then when this girl returns, nord®aof further
mischief being made because of me.'



He came down, opened the door, put her light oth,samprisingly tookher
hand. He said, with utmost compassion, 'Your Justirst have been an
utter fool to let you go for someone else,' thetéet his head, brushed his
lips across the tips of her fingers in a most ueeigd gesture, let her hand
go, closed the door, shot home the bolt.

As she heard his steps retreating she leaned agaertsack of the door, and
found slow tears falling down her cheeks. Why? Neicause he'd
mentioned Justibut because Justin didn't matter any more.

An hour later, as Valancy sat reading avidly, isviapossible to believe
that she had been dog-tired when they'd come imw&isn't going to sleep
anyway, she was too disturbed, too aware of chéeings.

Now she was one with Godfrey's history of the p@n@armichaels. The
first pair, though they faced incredible odds, Abelid, and Effie, had
known true love, an unfailing companionship, andharriage that had
lasted nearly sixty years. Their son, Godfrey, kadwn bitter anguish in
his adulthood. His present-day descendant hadiagtgen, and Valancy
again felt tears running down her cheeks, but foroll sorrow and a
betrayed love of nearly a century ago.

Effie and Archibald had taken a little girl intoeiih home, Kathleen, who
had been orphaned in tragic circumstances. Whewabgrown, Godfrey
had fallen in love with her, desired nothing mdrart to make her his bride
and keep her in this very cottage where Valancy hawher quarters.

Till someone had made mischief, had told Kathldeat the story of her
adoption had been one made up to hide Godfreyerfatlapse. That
Kathleen was Archibald's child, fathered on a yowagnan of the district
who had gone away, leaving the baby in his carat Hffie had made the
best of things, and brought the child up. Godfeayg the mischief- maker,
was her half-brother.



Kathleen wouldn't disillusion him about his fathio good could come of
telling him. She had laid her plans, pretendedfshehe’d made a mistake
in betrothing herself to the man she had grown b, that she needed to
get away, to make a new life for herself. Thattshe mistaken affection for
love. She had gone right up to Auckland, a ternbgage by sea in those
days. Valancy made a moan of protest when she\dised that Godfrey

had been caught on the rebound by the mischief-m&ke worst of it was

that this was fact, not fiction. Unalterable.

It was Agatha who had had the grand ideas, who ¢raded this
four-square house, made it a place of disharmonypuse-proud, vain
woman whose sole ambition, it seemed, was to ceeateial position in
the community that she never achieved. At thisestdglancy felt quite
dismayed. She didn't want the present-day God&rdetthe descendant of
a woman like that, iron-hard, shrewd, a liar.

She turned a page and was relieved. Agatha Carslidied died at

thirty-eight, unloved, unregretted. Long beforettblae had talked in her
sleep and given herself away, had been questioyeddufrey and

admitted it.

Kathleen had never married. Just five years aftedff@y had married
Agatha she had found out the truth, when she nmaesne who had been
her parents' neighbour when they had lived on theriTPlain, and who had
rescued their little daughter when her parentshesh swept away when
the Taieri River had had one of its disastrousdtod he story Kathleen had
believed a fabrication had been true. The neighbbowed her the account
of the baby's rescue in tii#ago Witnessf the day.

Effie Carmichael had just lost a little girl, haeldm distraught with grief till
the orphaned baby had been brought to her.

A year after Kathleen had been told of Agatha'sldesne had made up her
mind to take a coastal steamer to her old homejhhakaring to hope
Godfrey might have retained any of his old feefiogher. She didn't think
she could tell him of his wife's treachery, but bivedensome silence hadn't
been necessary ... the day before she was to takdos Port Chalmers,
Godfrey had arrived in Auckland.



Oh, what a magic pen this present-day Godfrey bachuse he had caught
all the singing happiness of that moment when Kathlhad opened the
door of the house where she lodged in answer twaks Godfrey had just
looked at her, smiled, caught her in his arms and, sShe lied, heart's
darling, she lied! You were no kin to me. Will yoaome home now?' There
hadn't been the money to build another house .dbelgn't afford a grand
gesture like that. Godfrey's parents, who hadlaidliAgatha so much they
had retired in Balclutha, came back to live in¢b&tage, and Kathleen had
filled the big bare house with warmth and love Endyhter, bright curtains
and cushions, and soon, children to delight heb&d's heart, and his
parents' hearts.

Valancy was glad this house had known years ofinagp. But she wished
that—for Godfrey's sake— the cruel coincidenceistidny repeating itself
hadn't separated him fromms Kathleen. Would that happiness ever be
restored?

Surely Kathleen would feel lonely in England, mha® horribly, see things
with clarity . . . come to believe that Carlottadiger own devious reasons
for driving a wedge between them. She was comigg taher home in the
Catlins district and she would find Inchcarmich&kmestead lovingly
restored, improved beyond imagination ... as foride.

Godfrey himself might not know it, but she, Valaneyas sure all he was
planning had Kathleen in mind. At which thought &faty suddenly
clashed the manuscript down on her bedside tatdg@ped off the light and
pulled the bedclothes over her head. She hopeg skrme suddenly and
deeply.

Hoick and his offsider, one Clint Forbes, arrivethick puffing happily
along on his snorting machine: Clint, who'd lefhdoafter him, driving a
huge modern truck that would haul the stumps awtya quarry- hole in
the centre of the Inch that needed filling. The nhefh their jobs and
gathered to watch.



Hoick, with his cap at an even more dashing arlgkpt from his steed,
came straight up to where Valancy was standing ®itdfrey, doffed his
cap, made a slight bow and said, 'Mistress Carrsiclyau are about to see
the beginning of your heart's desire come truegt your service!'

The men roared as Valancy coloured to the rootiseofbright hair. She
stammered, 'Oh, Hoick, what a delightful speech but—but I'm not his
wife, just his secretary, I'm afraid.’

Clint, a tall young man in his mid-twenties, gavgreat guffaw and slapped
his whipcord trouser leg delightedly, 'First timemy life I've ever seen

Hoick at a loss for words. You'll have to think apother gracious oration,
mate.' Then to them, 'He talks like this all tmedi. . . everything's twopence
coloured to him. And he likes redheaded women.’

Godfrey chuckled. 'Hard not to like 'em. My curréetoine's got red hair. |
hope my readers like redheads too.’

Hoick recovered himself. 'Is she spunky with it?riatch her hair, | mean.
| do like my heroines spunky. If the hero is fergloff fearful odds, | like
the woman to snatch up a huge vase and wade éBliladicea or Queen
Elizabeth the First.’

When they'd finally got down to the business ofdhg, Valancy's eyes met
Godfrey's in perfect understanding. "You're thiigkire's straight from the
pages of a book, isn't he?'

He mock-groaned. 'Why is it when you meet a chardigte that . . . handed
to you on a platter ... they're always larger thinand would tend to be
judged as overdrawn?’

'Yes, one of our authors at Andersons knew thaigl ¥alancy. 'He was
doing a biography of his father and his fatheiisnil came into it. Some
time in the nineteen-thirties. He was told this maas in the wrong
generation. The author was so indignant. He remesdid@m himself, as a
small child. This man did say things like: "Gad!"sand "Hurrumph" and
"Stap me." He was a survival of last century, hadrbin Queen Victoria's
Horse Guards . . . and in actual fact some of loiglezand expressions were



pure Regency, carried over from his own father gnaeshdfather, | suppose.
His father had hunted with the current Prince ofilé§ain Derbyshire, the
one who became Edward the Seventh. To hear thi®atalk about him
gave me the feeling that the years had rolled wiglaat a generation or two
was no time at all.’

Godfrey handed her some clippers. 'Take that lasewth off, will you?
Hoick wants this higher stuff off. I'll get up dms box. It'll make it easier to
get his grappling gear on if it's clear, he s&y®m the box he looked down
on her. 'When he said Mistress Carmichael it madenish that form of
address had never gone out. Much nicer than thesoginding Mrs, don't
you think?"

She bent down to snip a shoot off. 'l suppose Ithadn't thought of it.'

She hadn't wishethat. The knowledge hit her with unwelcome force. She
had wished it had been true. That she was Mis@€assnichael . . . and that
hers might be the right to choose certain treesstofor a sundial on the
lawn-to-be, for a flagged path to wind in and outhe little copse of silver
birches he was planning, to ask was it possiblesdb up a suitable
framework among the young chestnuts for a swingliddren to play.

How stupid! How crazy! Why, just six weeks ago dghdéed from
Christchurch because she couldn't bear to workgside Justin, to live
next door to him and Greer.She thought wryly, aslsiicked and clipped,
that all the advice columns recommended knowin@a really well before
marrying him. She had known Justin from the daykesffirst awareness,
and where had that got her? And for Godfrey whoenheld known so short
a time, she would have gone, trustingly, to theseoidthe earth. A man
whose dreams were all bound up with a girl namethli€an, longing for
her to return to say she now believed him. This tsstuff of which
fantasies were made, mere gossamer and stardusho@® sensibly, the
result of working in close contact day by day vatiman who spun fictional
romances out of the people who had colonised Nealadid last century, a
man who was so kindred no wonder she was in tats!st

In three days the homestead area at CarmichaeleHeas transformed. It
was unbelievable what a difference the removaho$¢ ugly stumps made.



Bare, yes, but no longer mutilated. Valancy saydseshining, 'Why, it must
have looked like this when Archibald and Effie fickeared the land sloping
below their cottage and began planting their fgaplings, so carefully
nursed on the voyage out. It must have been a guegtise to them to find
how quickly trees grow here, and how magically timange of season
worked its own spell on them, disregarding the @& and turning their
leaves russet and flame as the cold weather Set in.

Godfrey nodded. 'And for them, at first, it woultbk even worse, because
theirs was the job of burning off the bush to ged for grazing and sowing.
They'd look out on hideously blackened ground. Wdngbb they'd have
getting out the charred stumps! But he'd scattesgygseed in the warm ashes
and in this Catlins district, with such a rainfatlwould soon germinate.
How strange, we feel we've stepped back into ths Ipacause we used a
steam-engine instead of a bulldozer, but they'ceHawvked onthat as a
minor miracle.

'Well, I've had my dip back into the past... | abhteel | should put a horse
and plough in to finish it, but I won't, Rod cart gee tractor out—it makes
short work of it. | rang the nursery at Balclutmalahey've got in touch with
a man who'll sow the lawns and mark out the flobedls. Shearing's too
near for us to do that. We'll be mustering next kvdes late for lawns
anywhere else, but our rainfall will bring it onobt think it's always like
this, Valancy. It's been a phenomenally dry periteaven send it holds till
we get the sheep shorn. You and Aunt Helen argggoibe let off the hook
as far as the cooking's concerned. With that nevolshed with all
conveniences, I'm having contract shearers andithieyg their own cook.'

'What a difference that serial made,' smiled Vafaien so glad for you. It's
one way of celebrating— getting stumps out and &imrd

Godfrey looked sideways at her. 'No, I'm planning own celebration,
thanks, a much more orthodox one. The Royal ShalkesgCompany is on
at Invercargill, and I'm taking a girl to s&evelfth Night.'

Valancy gave a vicious chop at an inoffensive foxgl close to where a
stump had been. She managed to sound perfectlyahd@ood for you! |
was afraid you were going to become a recluse Ilsecgau got let down by



Kathleen. | almost warned you about it when yod tak what Carlotta did.
| may have cut and run when Justin was returninipecfirm, but after he
broke our engagement | didn't forswear all male gamy. | went out with
quite a few men.’

'‘Good," he grinned. 'Because you're the one I'nmgak hope you don't
mind a very late night, because it's not far offumdred miles each way,
which we think nothing of in this little old neck the woods when we want
to see something very badly. We'll go down by thbtay coast road

because we'll leave early and have dinner at d ficdg but we'll come

back via the main road, make more speed. Tomoright'a the night.’

Valancy concealed her ecstatic delight, simply ,saitake it | don't get
asked if I'd like to go.'

The grey eyes glinted. 'l knew you liked Shakespeard particularly
Twelfth Night.And you can hardly plead a prior engagement. Bxfmp
shopping in Badenoch, you've hardly been off tlaeql

She looked impish. 'Did Aunt Helen suggest this?'

He looked squarely at her then, said, 'If you arewareful, Miss
Adam-hyphen-Smith, I'll pick you up and dump youhat stump-hole . . .
and it's got blackberry in it still! | don't askrigi out at my aunt's instigation.
And don't dare suggest Rachel comes with us. b¥eeats for her parents
to take her when the show's on in Dunedin. Lordy/'m ready for a spot of
relaxation after all these months!" he sighed.

She looked innocent. 'Didn't manage to hit anyefttigh spots in Canada?'

‘They had the red carpet out for me, certainly,llwas still a loner, among
the crowd.’

How different from going to the theatre in Christoth, when a half-hour
drive from home sufficed even for parking and ¥lancy dressed in a
simple yet elegant sapphire blue velvet frock, athedging of white nylon
fur at the scooped-out neckline and elbow sleeshs.fastened a fine gold
necklet with tiny sapphires set in it that her &tlhad brought her from



Singapore last year above that soft neckline, aakéd swinging earrings
in to match. Rachel's mother, who had been a lessér, had set her hair,
catching it up on top, and letting the curled-undeds fall from a blue

enamelled clasp. She picked up a white camelhair icoa loose style to

wear coming home. Godfrey said it could be codtsn.

As she came into the kitchen where Godfrey wasinggiRachel clasped
her hands together and said rapturously, 'Valanyoy look simply
ravishing, doesn't she, Godfrey?’

Valancy and Aunt Helen chuckled, but Godfrey, tai's delight, took
her seriously, said, 'Indeed | think so. That'srtgkt word, Rachel, so full
marks.'

Rachel flung her arms round Valancy, sniffed and,s& that a French
perfume. It really sends me!'

'Not a bit of it, my angel. It's sweet and wholegorvardley's Old English
Lavender. Never use anything else.’

They were over the bridge and heading south bé&aodfrey referred to it.
'Old English Lavender—I like that. May | use itarbook some time?"

'Of course. I'm flattered. But how?"

'Hero tired of being enveloped in an aura of exstients with ridiculous
names .. Seduction . . . Provocatioand so on. All artificial. He prefers
something more wholesome.’

She didn't reply, simply because she didn't know fthout sounding too
pleased. He said sharply, ‘What's the matter? @antet like being called
wholesome any more? Too tame? Too insipid? Becaudbat dress,
Valancy Adam-Smith, you look exactly what Racheadisa . ravishing. Not
wholesome at all. If you'd used a seductive saembjght have been just
too, too much.'



She gave a ripple of laughter. "You absurd maeites of being an author,
you love words so much, you can't resist them.jlist Valancy Smith,
going off as a reward for hard work, with her enygio’

She sensed the smile in his voice as he answémedyou? That's not the
way I'm thinking of it." She felt her pulses sfiteady, Valancy, don't get
carried away! One hint that you were looking on hamantically, and he'd
retreat into the layer-down of laws that he wagoatr first encounter.

He said, 'l meant to tell you. I'd asked Aunt Hedgjies ago for your letter of
application to see for myself why the muddle-headkedddarling thought

you were a man. But she vowed she couldn't finBut. a few days ago |
found it pushed under some bills in a drawer inkik&hen. | meant to show
it to you.'

'Why? | wrote the darned thing. Why should | waat gee it? And
something's just struck me. You said sbevedshe couldn't find it, but you
found it pushedunder some bills. You said it meaningly as if ybaught
she didn't want you to see it. What possible reasaitd she have for that?'

‘That's what | asked myself. She was being cageguld pick it. But like
you, couldn't understand it. | smoothed it out souk it upstairs. The light
was stronger up there. | looked to see if you'dsedghe hyphen out like she
said, but you hadn't. Wasfaint because it had been erased. Only the dent of
it showed up—you could see the rubbing marks. Vilbatou make of that?'

Her tone was sheer astonishment. 'l make nothing. ofou must be
mistaken. Why would anyone do that?' Then she &mtifrey, | don't in
any way want to spoil your celebration night, batmething about this
makes me feel angry . .. with you. I--'

His hand came out to clasp hers as they lay irbher velvet lap. 'Don't,
Valancy. Let it go. It intrigued me, that's all.'

It seemed as if he left his hand on hers, waitimgaf return pressure of
reassurance, but she didn't give it. He took ityavPaesently, in a milder
tone, she said, 'lI've got it! | think she must healeworse about making the
mistake than | thought. She must have felt resjpta$or landing you with



me. Perhaps she was a bit sensitive about her nye@tater folk can be. |
guess she took the letter out again, found the dryplasn't faint, and
because she thought you might be cross aboued, v make it fainter.’

She was glad he laughed. 'l think you're dead righerlock. So simple!
Forgive me for making such a thing about it.’

They had been cruising on a rough road betweenshbairtkick bush, moist
and shining green so every leaf looked newly enktheterns of a myriad
varieties springing from mossy tree-trunks. Thesstd the tree- ferns, in
paler green, made it look like a carpet. They capt@ll out of the stillness
to a flaming sunset in the sou'west over the sedfr@y drew into a wider
space where a tiny headland ran out. He exulted he'd arranged it
specially.

Valancy said, 'What sheer magic! How fascinatinthtok that we're so far
south . . . because of the bottom of the Southdskearing away to the west
here, that we can see the sun rise from the seaeatnover the sea. I'm
twenty-five and I've never seen that before. Livimgthe east coast, our sun
always sets behind the Alps. I've seen a sunrige Begasus Bay many
times and a moontrack, all silver, when we've besnbling among the
dunes, but never till now, this. | wish Grannie Icbliave seen it.'

'Why particularly Grannie?'

'‘Because Grandad died before she did, and she sis@y she felt he was
just beyond the sunset. She felt nearer him thieat Junrise meant another
day without him, but sunset made her feel he wsistiere, waiting for her.'
She added, a little defensively, 'But | don't meha moped. She was such
fun to be with, a real giggler.'

He chuckled. 'Oh, Valancy, you make me laugh! Yioei tip so quickly in
defence of those you love.

Don't think you know you're doing it.' He addedakly, 'l like it. It smacks

of loyalty, and to me loyalty is one of the suprenreues. | think it's Barrie

who speaks of courage as one of the lovely virtoiespeople who are loyal
are courageous too. It takes grit.'



She was silent. Was he thinking of his Kathleenb\Wadn't been loyal to
him? Who had accepted the word of another befos® 8o she was
surprised when he said, 'l could imagine you apikgdoyal to Justin, even
when he was failing you. Did you?"'

When she didn't answer instantly he said, 'Soron'tdanswer that. I'm
probing, which is unforgivable. Forget it.'

Her voice was so even he was surprised. 'That tvaby' | didn't answer
right away. It didn't seem like probing to me, Gegf more like a caring
concern. | was just trying to honestly assess raljrfgs—my feelings at the
time. | sensed a withdrawal in his letters, andadde me wonder. So it was
almost a relief when his letter telling me what thegbpened, arrived—no,
not a relief; | was horribly upset. All my futuréaps fell to bits in that bolt
from the blue. Dad was building our house slowliimspare time. Only the
foundations were in.

'‘But now | come to think of it | suppose in a wayas loyal, in that |
understood. Justin was always so open, you seeohbldn't have hidden
this. Greer didn't know he'd written. She'd toldnhshe wouldn't be
responsible for a broken engagement. She was goiteave Wellington.
He said it was beyond him to carry on as if he ladat her and loved her.'

She looked up, her every feature revealed by taatihg sunset striking off
the sea. 'Don't condemn him. Godfrey. That wouldt mie. This was
something he couldn't help.'

His eyes flickered over the bright hair that swegtk from a widow's peak

on the creamy forehead, the eyes that were thedblner dress, the hollow

at her throat above the slender gold chain, tha faint of cleavage, the

curve of her lips over the crooked teeth. 'Washdaitiful?' he asked almost
as if the question was jerked out of him.

Her mouth crinkled at the corners. 'No, not redlllyat's what made him so
sincere. She's a little mousey girl, most endeariagnost plain. | was all
prepared for a siren-type, so it was quite a shockne. | went up to
Wellington to make quite sure it wasn't an infaituatin case he made a
mess of his life. His mother asked me to.'



Godfrey made an exclamation. His tone was harsle. ifad no right to ask
that of you! | see what your boss meant about bieingcquiescent. Sorry,
carry on.'

'l didn't want to,' said Valancy, 'but it was tawsatisfactory, finishing it by
letter. Somehow, soon as | met Greer | knew sherighs for Justin. She
had something for him that | hadn't. | can't expi&— some things you just
know. I'd always been there, from babyhood on. But fostid some
essential ingredient was missing. The only one whderstood was my
Great-aunt Cecilia. She muttered something aboud @wving in a
mysterious way His wonders to perform and said $ wamned lucky to
have a chance to get a fresh start in life unaiedtdy the old and to get at it,
begin to live. And I realise she'd never wantedtonearry Justin.'

'‘And have you? Begun to live, | mean.’

She considered that. Then her smile flashed oatptte dimple. 'Do you
know, | think | have. Having had the one job sife&ving the commercial
college and living in Christchurch all my life, corg here to
Inchcarmichael does mean a new life.’

'Not quite what | meant. Thatishereyou're living. | meant auality of
living. But perhaps I'm getting in too deeply. léwlon't move, we'll have to
rush our meal. The day will lose its light soon &ther on it's not a road to
make haste on.’

She laughed mischievously, 'In the first few momewhen we met, |
couldn't have imagined having a conversation like with you. | thought |
was going to be thrown out on my neck!

'For which many apologies. Mind if | ask somethaige?’

'I'd rather it wasn't about Justin.'

'It's not. Just that | don't remember mentioninghiken by name to you, but
you used it the other day. Had | mentioned it?'



'l don't think so. | think you just said the gidyd hoped to marry. But Aunt
Helen did.’

'As a point of interest, in what connection?"

Valancy said, to give herself time, because thidatbe a touchy subject, 'l
wasn't questioning her, Godfrey. Not gossiping.'

'Heavens, girl, I wouldn't think that! I've askealyfar more personal things.
Knowing Aunt Helen, it could have cropped up any lebw.’

She was relieved. 'Well, it did. We were doing the jam cupboard, and |
said what neat writing on the labels. She said kathhad done them, and
added that she was the girl you had nearly matried.

She certainly did not add that Aunt Helen had saiakow that ot out. She
overdid the sugar. It's all crystallised. Bit liker, too sugary by far.'



CHAPTER SIX

SOMETIMES they drove by wide and wild deserted shores, ewssers,
wound round lagoons and swamps where waterbirdseckd, a lost, lonely
land for the most part. There were prosperous-tugpkarms, sheltered from
the winds of the sea by huge shelter-belts of ntacpa, leaning away from
the elements, the ode group of fishermen's hwgssrtiall township here ar ¢
there. Then suddenly they were into the large simgecity of Invercargill
with its wide streets and beautiful houses scatteng on the Southland
Plain.

Before they got to the main shopping avenue” thgyped at a low modern
tavern and entered a rigtdecorated lounge. She found pleasure in having
SO personable escort. He took her to a secludeetcaaid, 'I'll see you get
something to drink in a moment, but first | wantsege the manager to ask
him if | can leave the car in the private park s ean take a taxi to the
theatre so we don't have to walk too far. We'll edmack here for supper,
anyway, because with a drive as long as that aloéads we'll need
something. | won't be long."'

He was longer than he thought. Not that Valancycedtit, for she was only
just settled when she was joined by someone. Statlded a group of
women, probably workmates, she thought, out foretvening, and saw a
tall redheaded girl detach herself from them antk wavards her. She was
most surprised when the girl dropped on to a dheside the low table in
front of Valancy and said, 'Hullo, Valancy SmitrerRember me?'

Valancy blinked, then realised last time she'd deemthe hair had been
nut-brown, and said, 'Oh, of course— Carol Latter§&éoodness, it must be
seven or eight years since we last met. Are yoaadiin Invercargill?'

Carol nodded. 'Yes, | gradually worked my way ferteouth trying out all
sorts of new experiences. However, next month Bimgyup to Auckland.
Time | saw more of the sophisticated North.'



That sounded like Carol. Valancy remembered heia adiscontented,
ill-natured student at commercial college. Bornlgaa and possessive.
Still, she must be polite.

Carol asked, 'Are you living here too? Married iogke? | know you were
keen on the boy next door.' She made it sound ¢porin

Valancy managed a laugh. 'Not any more. It didotknout. But I'm a bit
north of here, doing the same sort of work as ateksons really. Only the
Players weren't coming to our small town, so weeamdown here.’

"Someone with you, then? | was going to ask yojoito us. Don't think |
saw you come in.’'

'I'm with my employer. We've been flat out latedp, he thought we could
take a night off.’

'Oh, lucky you. That's the sort of employer to hdsde interesting? | mean
... well, you know. Eligible? Young?'

Valancy felt the same aversion she'd always feltHis girl. What typical
guestions! 'l think | could say so- so to all thogeries ... but still merely
my employer.’

At that moment Godfrey came through an archway.céi®e up behind
Carol Latterson. Valancy looked up, saw his browich together in a
typical male gesture of annoyance and she subdggith.aShe said, over
Carol's head, 'Oh, Godfrey, this is someone | iasokege with, Carol
Latterson.’

Carol swung round, half rose, then subsided.

Godfrey Carmichael's voice was deliberately calde've met before," he
said. 'Good evening, Carlotta ...isit?'

Very plainly he considered it a good evening naykm



Valancy had the feeling he was going to say nothmoge, just stand there
and look grim. She herself felt riveted to her ssmad quite incapable of
uttering, but she forced herself to step into tteabh, swallowed, then said,
‘Carlotta?Carlotta? But her name's Carol!"

Godfrey smiled thinly then. 'l can only suppose sheught Carlotta
sounded more exotic. Her mind runs that way.'

Carol's voice held a sneer. 'Dear Godfrey—so olkesploSo incapable of
hiding his feelings. | wouldn't have waited hadsée dimly suspected my
old chum had you for her boss . .. and escort.’

His tone was cutting. 'Wouldn't you, Carlotta? inkhyou would. You
would have contrived in some way to instil mischigb Valancy's ear. But
not into her mind. Oh, no, she's a cat of a diffeteeed from the gentle
Kathleen. She's got discrimination, and spunk.dshave turned you inside
out. And if she knows you, she may easily have yoeasure.

'She knows all about what happened at Inchcarmiidiemause of you and
is only indignant that Kathleen hadn't the loyadtyd gumption to see
through you. Now | suggest you go. You have noglacour lives, either
mine or Valancy's.'

He stepped back and made a gesture of dismissall £aod up, two spots
of bright red humiliation on her cheekbones.

But she didn't creep away. She said, "Your life ha? How interesting.
Linked, are they? Well, well, you didn't lose muhe consoling yourself,
did you?'

He was more than equal to her. 'No, | didn't. Wtientrue gods come, the
false gods go. I've been a very lucky man.'

Carol said over her shoulder, trying to look malis rather than worsted.
'Kathleenwill be interested. Perhaps you acted in too much.Hagippose
you know she's coming back in February?'



'So what? And don't tell me she's got the pooetastkeep in touch with
you! Oh, well, they say there's one born every t@ndlow, if you don't
mind ... on your way!

Then he dropped down beside Valancy, grinned aiad 'Sdew! But what

satisfaction. I've been longing for a chance tosdmething like that for

months. | must be grateful to you, Valancy. | sag you sure you'd not
rather have a brandy than that lime-and-soda Ireddi®r you?'

Valancy's eyes were dancing. 'Lime-and-soda wiljus fine. Godfrey,
please keep on talking, say anything. She's faggngcross the room and |
have an awful feeling I'm going to giggle my hedfd lbloathed that girl at
college. She broke up two promising relationshiggadw of and goodness
knows how many | don't. And not to worry, she talé that next month
she's off to Auckland to live. She'll be gone Idrgjore Kathleen returns to
New Zealand.'

'What's that to do with anything?' asked Godfreyn@ehael. He leaned
across, his eyes full of deviltry. "You say sheaahing? Do let's give her
something to see and it's a good way of stoppigmgle!" He brushes his
lips across hers. Valancy shook an admonitory finge him as he
straightened up, a playful gesture that only siiok here! to any onlooker
Godfrey patted her hand, and said, 'Oh, you beidut g. you caught on
very quickly. Oh, here are the drinks.'

That was all he said about the encounter exceptthan they were duly
installed in the dining-room, ‘Now . . . this i®teeason of forgetfulness. In
other words, let's enjoy our dinner as we were me&anWhen | take a
woman out | don't want unpleasant reminders crappm such as Carlotta
or Kathleen. | can recommend tteheroasoup,' he added. 'They get the
toheroadrom Oreti Beach. Dig them up themselves and adyay a few in
the deep freeze for V.I.P.s. Gus, the manager, fedhe had some left
when | rang to book.'

It gave Valancy a feeling of being very, very spécsomething she hadn't
experienced in a very long time. They couldn't S=zelotta from their
secluded table in the dining-room. No doubt Caal@tould be glad of that,
afraid Godfrey would slap her down again in frohher friends.



The whole evening took on an added sparkle beaafube confrontation.
As far as Carlotta was concerned, she thoughtyeps her under the rug.
Finish. She hoped, though, that it hadn't broulginigs back too vividly for
Godfrey, recalling how successful had been Casttdagem . . . something
that had sent his Kathleen, perhaps desolategteritls of the earth.

If that was so he hid it most successfully. He wasy attentive, except
when the acts were on, something Valancy liked. t&ttenever wanted to
hold hands during a play or film. Between acts s time to share
appreciation.

'What a beautiful Viola,' said Godfrey, at the esfdhe second act, 'and
she'll be even more beautiful in her woman's garb.'

Valancy turned to him, eager, sparkling, 'Oh, hoawely, you're
anticipating! Oh, but | do love to see Shakespesaite someone who loves
him too, and who knows the text so well. Isn't thet! right at the end?"

He smiled down on her. 'Well, not the last lingt, ¢huring the last act." Then
he said bluntly, 'Didn't Justin care for Shakesp@dxo, but he was gallant
about it. He always accompanied me, but it didrdcdy add to my
enjoyment.’

'Was that mean of me . . . bringing up his name?’

'Oh, it doesn't matter a bit. We must be naturabiathings.’

To her vast surprise she found that it truly dianétter, not an iota. She
shied away from analysing that.

'‘Good. Something's just occurred to me. Carlotigh Kathleen was coming
back to New Zealand in February. Aunt Helen samething about being
back to my old self by then. Any connection, do ylonk?'

'Shouldn't think so. Unless

"You've had the same thought. Aunts are shockingchmzakers! She
needn't bother wasting her time. No hope of theath ever being healed.'



Valancy put a hand on his sleeve and continueaginvhisper, 'Godfrey you
mean because Kathleen wouldn't believe you. Bedéaegit could be just

pride. You really ought to be able to forgive th8he could have been
racked with jealousy.’

His face hardened. 'Who'd want a wife who woultho'st you? So many
things can threaten a marriage. They do less Hamrie's trust. My father
got manoeuvred into a sticky situation once. Mymeotidn't hesitate for a
moment. She went down to the office and made miee¢mf this woman's
innuendoes. But what pleased Dad most was thadbnatmoment did she
doubt him.'

Valancy's eyes glowed bluely with appreciation. d&dor her! | like
women to fight tooth and claw for their men!'

Godfrey forgot where he was, and gave one of l@atgyusts of laughter, so
the people in front swung round. She choked her mwth back and said
seriously, 'But then we aren't all the same. Yoothar might have been
more confident about your father's love than Kahlevas about yours.
Poor girl"

He said soberly, 'She had enough time to consitien; indignantly, which
surprised her, 'What are you trying to do, anywagll me the idea of a
reconciliation? In your own way you're as bad astAtdelen. Not that | ever
thought shewas keen on Kathleen. She was far too polite tothebe
natural." His hand came up to cover hers whetdlitas/ on his arm. 'Blast,
they're coming back just at this interesting point.

'Heretic! You're worse than Justin!" and in thatyv@aoment Valancy knew
that her own season of forgetfulness had doneidis, that she no longer
cared, because Justin belonged to a past whichasheo wish to revive.

The play whirled on in the true Shakespearian spssshes of romping and
delicious foolery interspersed with moments of eandss and longing, till
with its satisfying end, Viola not only finds herst brother, but the Duke
Orsino realises where his true love lies and seea$ia woman.



Godfrey reverted to the topic while they were hgveupper. 'Valancy, |
want you to understand one thing. | don't want kKeath back. But by
heaven, | would like an apology from her. I'd liker to admit she knows
Carlotta lied, that's all.’

He chuckled then, as he handed over his cup forencoffee. 'We're
supposed to be celebrating my serial and the rehodthe stumps. | don't
usually take a girl out and talk non-stop about predecessor! Don't we
argue splendidly? | find it very stimulating. Andattleen didn't like
Shakespeare either. I've never enjoyed any plag tian tonight.’

For early summer it was very cold down there atkib#om of the world
when they emerged. Valancy was glad to snugglehetdleecy white coat,
pull its high collar up round her ears. Godfreyhéd in the back seat and
drew out a rug in the Carmichael tartan. There were compulsory
seat-belts for passengers in the long front sdwet.ll@gan fastening the one
by the door around her, but his hand arrested her.

'Don't be ridiculous! You dubbed me a woman-hateuafirst meeting, but
it was never true. | only wanted a nice safe maetary who wouldn't
intrude personal feelings into study hours. Movi ithe middle seat,
chump!

She made no fuss about it. She wanted to, anywayudkled the belt and
tucked the rug about her. She was cross with Hdveehuse she had the
maddest longing to turn round and nestle into hssaWatch it, Valancy,
she warned herself. It's sheer physical chemi&wy. her voice sounded
quite natural and amused. 'Now | know who your efecy was, I've every
sympathy with you. | can just imagine how she'dyab up the wrong way.’

'Uh-huh, that sure describes it. But we aren'tgtariet thoughts of Carlotta
intrude onour night. There's a hint of late frost, don't younk#'

She giggled. 'What a lovely safe topic—the weath&st a change of
subject, you can't beat it.'

He glanced at her sideways and his look had a giint. '‘But then the
weather can often be used to advantage. Like Spales used it. That



frost, my girl, makes the night even more beautifile clear sky with only
a puff or two of cloud, with such bright stars amdnoon Shakespeare
wouldn't have scorned to describe. He was alwayst, avasn't he?
Describing moonlight, | mean. "How sweet the mogimiisleeps upon this
bank . . ." Tell me who said that to whom, ValanB®gh't let me down. I've
come to rely on you at my desk, why not here?'

'Um . .. Lorenzo to his Jessica near the end of leeMerchantThe scene
that starts: "The moon shines bright ... in suchight as this. .." It's well
done, isn'tit? It recalls so cleverly many ottenbus scenes. It was the first
Shakespeare we ever did at High School. We had aeftaus teacher. She
loved Shakespeare so much, did Miss Robertsonhératark eyes used to
light up like candles and we all got imbued wittoge of it. She said that
those lines had a magic that ought to make usupdke other references. A
good many of us did.'

'I don't think I'm as good as you, memory-wiseid $aodfrey, 'but | recall
one night was when "Troilus, methinks. mounted Tmejan walls, and
sigh'd his soul towards the Grecian tents, wheres€id lay that night.”
Good picture, isn't it, of a man yearning to joia love?'

She sighed happily. This man, naturally, as anautimad a magic touch
with lines he loved. He said, 'That was a very eoted sigh, dear secretary.’

She said, stretching herself like a cat, 'l justight how like my grandfather
you are. He quoted and quoted. | do miss him.'

He put back his head and barked with laughter. \&dlancy, you're so
unexpected! Talk about cutting a man down to SfZab wants to remind a
girl of her grandfather?'

She said with spirit, "You ought to be proud ofrigglikened to my mother's
father. He instilled all his grandchildren with @& of books, of poetry.
That's why | went into the publishing world. | dantite myself, | haven't
the qift, but | love working with words."

'‘And you have a devastating way of using them. Tred| what did your
grandfather do for a crust?'



'He was a minister, a Methodist minister, thouglreveresbyterian because
of Dad. A Welsh Methodist, with all the fire andsgan and poetry and
song that that entails. Sometimes | can't beahittk tof that melodious
voice of his being stilled.’

His voice lost its teasing note. "It isn't still&#hlancy. I've a firm conviction
that no beauty, whether of sight or sound or toighyer lost.'

She couldn't speak for a moment, then, 'Thank @ndfrey. | shouldn't
have said that, of course.'

He said gently, 'l think you only meant you camabto think you'll never
hear it again on earth. But I'm sure that just ascan conjure up pictures
from long ago, in our mind's eye, so we can reaapounds loved, in our
mind's ear.' Then, 'What are you doing, Valancy?'

'Scribbling that down. You could use it in a boakng day, to delight
readers. | can just see them, taking out their [mieygke pictures, their mind's
ear sounds | think that anything that brings bdekloved past for people,
who, through age or disability, are not able tatuisose places now, is
worth while.’

Godfrey waited till she had written it down on ati pad from the glove
compartment, writing it by feel, then he said, #meldeepened timbre of his
voice showed how he was moved, 'You are quite tlustnkindred
companion I've ever known, man or woman.'

She didn't reply; she felt she didn't need to. dswquite a flawless
compliment, one from mind to mind. She mustn't r@éagthing more into it.
The miles went by.

There came the time when they turned eastwardiwasek As they slid
down the hill towards the bridge, she looked actbedividing waters and
said, 'Gateway to the little world of Inchcarmichiae

'Is that what it seems to you, Miss Adam-Smith? Whéhink of how |
dreaded introducing any secretary into our livessome people rub you up
the wrong way, and even a man, supposing he haglgddications, might



have jibbed at the isolation. How could | have dred as you slid down
that roof towards me, splashing paint in all di@ts$, that here was the
ideal secretary erupting into my life?'

They slid the car quietly into one of the implemsinéds so there would be
no banging of doors and came across to the housteoslopes that now
lay smoothed over for the lawn seed. In the mobnlte curves of the

flowerbeds-to-be were plainly visible.

They halted on the ridge above the cleared landifr@p said, 'This time
we're not recalling scenes, Valancy, we're evokiisipns of the future
when this will have red gums in flower, and the avimill sing in the pines
and the oaks, and the aspen poplars will be pahetaguiver. And there
will be birds, and nestlings.'

He slipped his arm about her and she was contestatml there, dreaming.
What matter that it was three in the morning? Tleeldvwas theirs. Time
was standing still.

She said dreamily, 'And at this hour, in midsumrttex,dawn chorus will be
starting.’

'‘And we'll build that fernery, and plant a new aauh over there. The old
one suffered badly from frost when it lost the potion of the big trees.
Some few survived.'

He'd said 'we'. How much did that mean? She mustmgber that the
relationship he wanted from her was, as he'd agidexless as worker-bees.
All this feeling of togetherness tonight was jusuage of emotion resulting
from his dream of restoring Inchcarmichael comiagtér because of his
serial sale.

She turned to go inside and was caught againstHknsaid, "You know the
other day | said to you, re that chapter we wergluat | just wished there
was some other way of describing kisses?"

She nodded, her voice seemed to have desertedéeras smiling and he
was so close his breath was warm on her cheelaudgéd teasingly, 'Don't



draw away. I've got to assert myself physicallgiatieing likened to your
grandfather! Did you pick the way Shakespeare desta kiss tonight? He
called it "the holy close of lips,™ and at thatmment he put his mouth down
on hers.

The sweetness of it fired a pulse in Valancy's se$he had never, ever,
known such a response to a kiss. This was far rethrem that exploring

of each other's minds they had experienced togeifles was sheer,

physical attraction and there was a subtle magig¢ she'd not known

before. Perhaps because of that closeness of gpatithad preceded it.
There was nothing of the worker-bee syndrome ist thi

Godfrey lifted his head a little, still holding heo that she was moulded
against him, her back arched a little with thenstsy of his embrace. She
saw his lips part in a faint smile. Then, as itigant to end it, he brushed
his lips backwards and forwards gently across hees.released her,
steadying her.

Valancy had a moment of not knowing what to sagntgave a shaky laugh
and said, 'What Shakespeare ... and the moorrespsnsible for?'

His answering chuckle held real mirth. Oh Shakespeaas it? Now|
thought it was meJUs.'

They walked up to the house, went in through tbatfdoor, shut it very
quietly, hardly pausing as they said goodnighthatfoot of the stairs, he to
ascend, she to go through the kitchen to her ovanteps.

The good weather held, the shearers arrived and wamceeded with
incredible speed, the epitome of every farmer'amte/alancy had revelled
in the rounding- up, not a hard task here as ughénhigh country, and
mostly done on horseback. She loved Rufus, the itbey now regarded
as specially hers.

'Of course he's always been a lady's mount,’ sadfr€y. Then, in response
to her enquiring look, he said. 'He was always emddy one of the



governesses up at Dragonshill. She left abouitie ltbought this place, so
| brought him with me. He's a bit beneath my weigimbugh.’

It was heavenly after the close desk work, whicls s@ brain-fatiguing, to
be out in the yards, or in the far paddocks ofuti@, with the tang of the
moist green bush in the air, the tinge of salhmwinds that blew from east
and south, being teased by the men, and the gmtsworked as fleecies at
the great round revolving table that was such aeléent feature of the new
woolshed. Good to tumble into bed at night, dogedti and happy, and to
sleep from that moment to cockcrow, sometimes betyon

Never a thought of Justin or Greer disturbed herept when her mother's
letters came in. Mrs Hughes was recovering wedlrdier stroke. Valancy
was glad about that. She had no regrets for theidbnew beautifully
designed home in St Martins ... an architecturdigde... it would have
presented no challenge as this did ... to creaaatpavhere only ugliness
had reigned, to make a living out of an estate thdtbeen vandalised.

They settled back into the writing routine, thougbdfrey was able to spend
more time on the farm, leaving much more respolisitio Valancy than
he'd ever dreamed he could to anyone.

One night the three of them were relaxing afteratening meal prior to
washing the dishes when the phone rang in thediitdBodfrey answered. It
sounded like a person-to-person call, which wasibnon a property this
size, where you could be a couple of miles distargbably a bookseller.

No ... it was for her. Godfrey had a strange, waok on his face. 'lt's for
Miss Adam-Smith. Justin Hughes calling you.'

She looked mystified, then alarmed. 'What bahave to say that Mum or
Dad couldn't say? Oh, | hope nothing's wrong wiin!" She held out her
hand for the receiver, 'Well, I'll soon find out.’

She was glad that Justin's voice meant nothingetolhcould have done.
She said quickly, 'Nothing wrong at home, is the#e® Mother and Dad
okay?'



He said. 'Not at your home, Val. At ours. Mothersvpmogressing so well,
though a little vague. But suddenly she's becomeerawvare of all this has
meant. She was making splendid strides in speeahement, everything,
but now she can't be bothered. Just lies in bedymgy. She's got you on
her mind.'

'Gotmeon her mind? Whatever for?'

'She's got it into her head that you're desperatahappy, that you're eating
your heart out away down there in that bleak coside. We just can't stop
her fretting about it. She's at it all the time—eeWwears the postman's
whistle but thinks there might be a letter from y&e keeps saying she
wishes she'd never recovered from the stroke bedhes you'd not have
had to leave home. And your job. We're at our vetsl. It's pumped her
blood pressure up and they're afraid of anothekstr

Oddly Valancy seized on the one minor thingsiittbleak countryside! It's
the most gorgeous place. It's like living on aansl, river on two sides of a
triangle, sea on the other. In the centre we haxesaof the most unspoiled
native bush, waterfalls and all. And I've got mynowork to boot,and
sheep, and a horse to ride. You know meniyskind of country.’

Godfrey hadn't heard what Justin had said, bueh@ialy gathered she was
flying to the defence of Inchcarmichael. Instinetiv he came to stand
beside her.

She said, 'Justin, can you tell Hughsie all thiad @ou convince her I'mot
eating my heart out? That I'm having the time oflii@? Why hasn't Mum
shown her my letters? | rave!

She listened. 'She has? And Hughsie thinks I'mrauét brave face on it for
my parents' sake. Oh dear! What on earth can wé ldef? eyes met
Godfrey's over the phone.

Justin said, and now Godfrey could hear him, thle a lot to convince her.
In fact only one thing will. | hate to put this you, Valancy, but nothing
short of seeing you will do. | think she imaginesiya pale wraith of your
former self. Is there any chance you could fly op the weekend from



Dunedin? We'll pay your fare, meet you, anythinige Svas crying in her
sleep last night about it. It would give you timghayour parents.'

She found herself saying, 'l don't really wantpgersd any time at all away
from here. We've got a big tree-planting projeatdirg a lot of attention
and we're getting on fine with my employer's curt@wok, but | can't really
say no if Hughsie is as bad as you say. When sks se she'll be
convinced. I've put on seven pounds. Yes, | kn@ould stand it, but you
aren't pining away if you've put on weight. I'm doing. Nothing less like
anyone suffering a broken heart could be imagidedt a moment, I'll ask
Godfrey if he can spare me.’

She put her hand over the mouthpiece. 'l don't wargo, but | must, |
suppose. She's just got muddled with this strdlehardly fair to Greer.'

‘To hell with Greer!" retorted Godfrey. 'I've gobatter idea. Why don't we
go up by car? What better way of disabusing Mrshésts mind that you're
pining for Justin than to turn up with another swiai tow?

Into the stunned silence that greeted this brigldion Valancy's part came
the sound of soft clapping from Aunt Helen. 'Sugder,’ she mouthed.

Valancy came out of her trance. She said. 'Will.dwfer closed with," and
turned back to the phone 'Justin, this is Wednesdg/ll drive up on
Friday. Tell Mother to prepare the spare bedroomGQodfrey will you?'
There was a suggestion of the dimple deepeninigsh bf mischief in her
eyes.

The next moment Godfrey had the phone off her rhetspeak to Justin,
Valancy.' She watched him a trifle apprehensividig.eyes were positively
dancing. 'That you, Justin?' he said coolly, 'GegfCarmichael here. This
is a good idea. I'll add to what Valancy said. Woyibu tell her mama that
my Aunt Helen will be with us? We've been thinkit'g high time my

people and Valancy's met, so this will be a goldpportunity. Too bad
your mother started to worry like this, but I'matinis weekend will dispel
all that. You'll have her on the high road to remgvbefore Christmas. Did
you know the Smiths are coming down here in Jariudiym. Valancy

flatly refused to go home for Christmas, so thegwoening here for New



Year. Tell Greer it'll all be plain sailing soonolY don't want to say any
more, do you, Valancy? Right, we'll leave early andve at Smith's for

dinner and come in about seven-thirty to see yanther. Good show ... see
you then.'

Valancy faced Godfrey, her knees shaking. 'l hapengalise what you've
done! You've committed yourself to something yogmiregret Weknow
it's just a bit of mischief, but—well, all rightphexactly that, but pretence,
but like in everything, you overdo it.'

The grey eyes were still dancing. 'You're not cstesit. Only the other
morning you told me my lovemaking was far too rasted.'

There was a distinct gasp from Aunt Helen. Valamag cross. She actually
stamped her foot. '‘Godfrey! For goodness' sakgduf said that in front of
anyone else it would sound terrible . . . sounddar. . Aunt Helen, | said it
of his hero'slovemaking! He was being gentle and understandingn he
ought to have been masterful and overbearing with dirl he loved.
Godfrey said who was writing the book, him or mmag &got mad with him
and said I'd never make a criticism again, thhad been jerked out of me
because | knew instinctively that it was the wroechnique.’

Aunt Helen was helpless, dabbing at her eyesn'locdy say that if you go
on like this in front of the Hughes family, you so convincing you'll find
yourself wed to each other before you know it.’

'We will not' said Valancy quickly and hotly. 'It's all tieg with the
creative temperament. It's a dangerous thing fgrmaan. His imagination
works so quickly he invents a situation before hews it, like the other
night in Invercargill.’

The older woman, eyes eager, said, 'Like what? \Naapened?'

Godfrey grinned. 'l didn't tell you—you froth atethmouth at the very
mention of Carlotta. But Valancy's blown the gaff.'

She looked unrepentant. 'I'd no idea, Aunt Heldremwyou all talked about
her, that you were on about a girl | went to catlegth, because that one



was called Carol, not Carlotta. | suppose she thbtlge Spanish form of
her name sounded more exotic. Godfrey took medbtdvern, left me in
the lounge while he went off to see about parkidpng came Carol,
plonked herself down and asked where | was living.

'l was cagey, simply said | was doing the same vesrlat Andersons but
privately. She asked who | was with that nightaidamy employer, and off

she went. Was he young, was he eligible? She eaaltiate people except
on those terms. So | said, "Oh, so-so, but stily omy employer.” She kept
her eyes away from Godfrey's She resumed. Therir&odame through

behind Carol, and | made the introduction, callieg by her full name. Talk
about a moment! | could have gone off into a gotudfashioned swoon

when he called her Carlotta.'

‘And ...?"

Valancy threw out her hands in an exasperated igesfund his imagination
got going. He more or less hinted that his inteness fixed on me now.' She
swung round on Godfrey. 'What's so funny aboutlia as good a way of
putting it as any.'

He went on chuckling in the most maddening fashidwunt Helen,

temptation yawned and | went in boots and all. Tiodd | was glad she
hadn't known who Valancy was working for, becausd khe known,
undoubtedly she would have tried to instil poisarhéer mind though it

wouldn't have worked because Valancy was a catdifferent breed from
the gullible Kathleen, too much loyalty and gumptito believe such
things. Then | told her to go!'

How like her great-nephew Helen Armishaw was! Hersetoo disappeared
into slits of mirth, the same lines grooved down ¢teeeks. 'If only | could
have been a fly on the wall—oh, how | wish youghe had turned slightly
towards Valancy, but came to a full stop. It wagadasing.

Godfrey looked expectant, said, 'Go on . . . yoshwrhat?'

Aunt Helen's look was superseded by a blank, gateexpression, almost
as if she wiped the other off deliberately, th@h,' Adam always enjoyed



situations like this ... | just knew an overwhelgiwish that he could be
here.'

Her nephew looked suspicious. 'I'm pretty surengooking evasive. Uncle
Adam wouldn't have caught on for another quartearohour. You know,
Aunt, he may have loved you deeply, but he wasrad like a hen with a
duckling . . . wondering how to keep you on drydaikle was always
hauling you out,, of the deep end.’

She shrugged, said, 'But he always enjoyed a gaaghl when he fully
understood things. He'd have loved to see that oGarlget her
come-uppance. He could see through people. Neved,mvhat fun it's
going to be. I'm so glad you've included me. Eldble to see some of the
old Rangi-ruru girls in Christchurch and I'll enjtanding authenticity to
the plot. Now, | must get myself a handkerchief.’

Alone Valancy said to Godfrey, 'You're a recklesmm-but kind. | won't
involve you too much, won't take too much of a sesmkeen. We mustn't
be too definite.'

Godfrey sighed. 'What's bugging you? You seem ne&xvib's only fun, you
know, to set Mrs Hughes' mind at rest.’

"'l tell you what. You're a public figure whethgou like it or not. You get
involved with publicity. | know you dodge as much@ossible, and prefer
to be left in peace to write and farm, but you osenething to your
publishers. One hint to the press or the T.V. #tdast this wily bachelor
who writes pioneer novels with a strong love inséie falling himself, and
it could be very embarrassing.’

He shrugged. 'But it would certainly reassure Mughkks.' Then he sensed
her serious concern, came across and took her sJbgalancy, you said
yourself I've a vivid and fast imagination. If ahytg like that crops up, I'll
be able to handle it. I'll rely on spur-of- the-m@&mh inspiration. Listen, |
made shameful use of you in front of Carlotta. Td¢vslld be my way of
paying a debt.’



"Well, if that's all it is and you don't let it geut of hand," she said, and
hoped her tone didn't sound flat.

This inexplicable man laughed again. Why? Nothungnfy about that. 'I'm
sure no harm will come of it. In fact some aspeaftst could be most
enjoyable, like this . . .

His mouth was on hers before she could pull awhg.t8ed not to respond
... but didn't quite succeed.

When he released her, she schooled her voicestebdy. She said, with a
well-simulated hint of amusement. 'Just as wedl had such an experience
of volatile authors. All these experiences aretgaghe mill, | know.'

'‘Rather," he said unrepentantly. 'l look forware tew more. It promises to
be a capital weekend.'

Valancy went off to her own quarters without a vaakd look.



CHAPTER SEVEN

WEDNESDAY was a very different day, severely businesslikiésihours and
in her employer's attitude. Godfrey was out ongheperty with the men,
attacking a vast amount of work to justify a longekend off, Aunt Helen
happily baking for Rod and Bill, and washing ar@hing, and Valancy was
set a tough typing job.

In the few odd moments she had, she felt she miovad unreal world. Was
it possible she was to see Justin again and tsueaslughsie by pretending
to a degree only a little short of an engagemattshe'd met the love of her
life in Godfrey Carmichael? Because that was howatild appear, with

this big fair man, with the fertile imagination artde eagerness of a
schoolboy playing a prank. How different from theman-hating ogre of

her first imaginings! In her mind, then, she hadredubbed him the Wolf of
Badenoch! Though at first he'd certainly made é@acltheirs was to be a
business relationship only. Was this, now, the Godfrey? The extrovert ..
. fun-loving, not cynical and bitter? Was this astmd been before the
warped Carlotta had turned his gentle Kathleen stimething hard and
disbelieving?

With the first Godfrey and Kathleen, time had takeme of it, but there
must have been a time when it had seemed impogsihlatangle. Was
there still hope that this might resolve itself?fidrshould be more really,
because in this, neither had taken the step ofymarsomeone else. So
there was still a chance. Kathleen was coming lacklew Zealand's
shores, and who knew what mood she might be inpossibly a contrite
one.

Valancy stared at the page on her typewriter amavidnat she had it in her
power to convince Kathleen there had been notmingif she told her that
Carlotta had always been noted for breaking up rm@s That in this case,
she might realise Carlotta had acted with even nvereom than usual,
because she'd been the woman scorned. Valancy tougine been exalted
at the thought she could do this for Godfrey, Iha wasn't. She felt bleak.
She uttered an impatient exclamation and returodett typing.



Half an hour later she made another exclamatiakitg at the page she
was copying from. It coincided with Godfrey comiimgo the study. 'What
is it, Valancy? Have you lit on a mistake? Good jaame in right now,

then.'

She turned round, 'No . . . just a phrase thataste me. My former boss
used it once and you did, the night you sortedd@i@rbut. | think it must be
a quotation, though I've never come across it.'

He leaned over her, a hand on her shoulder. Sheggowith her finger.
‘That's it. .. "this was the season of forgetfudnabat great healer of the
wounds of the spirit." Where is it from, Godfrey?'

She turned to look up to the face so near hers.h@deto resist a mad
impulse to touch her lips to the faint scar on lei cheek that was a
memento of falling down a spur of rock among theuntains of
Dragonshill. She looked back quickly at the typedg 'Darned if | know,
Valancy. It could be a quotation, if you say yoos$ used it too. In what
context did he put it?'

She hesitated only fractionally. 'He was telling aiean experience in his
own youth. Like many publishers, he was a journdilist—wrote poetry,
articles, etc. And he quoted this one verse totha's all." That was meant
to be final, but Godfrey rarely let a matter gbhi pursued it to the end.

'Don't hold out on me! You know | like to glean sdirts of bits and pieces. It
could be something | could use sometime.’

'l hardly think so. It—it was so very personal. Andt a verse you could
acknowledge with thanks to the author, naming hibecause it was
something he didn't want his wife ever to read.’'

The grip on her shoulder tightened as he laugkd. Valancy, it's just as
well you're saying this to me! That sounds damning. something a
secretary can know, but not a man's wife.'

She laughed. 'Mm. No wonder we get ourselves imtklgs! I'm better
explain. He fell in love as a young man, had a brokngagement, took it



badly, and wrote some poetry—rather agonising dy&rtunately under a
pseudonym, so his wife has never seen them. Helsatidtherwise she'd
have imagined him having an undying love for tHiseo girl. Whereas he
loved her so much he never failed to thank God the otherbvaken up.

And he quoted this verse at me.'

'Go on, | want to hear it.'

'He wrote this later, when he'd proved it, but slidin't show it to Theresa,
his wife, in case it set up doubts.

"Sweet is the season of forgetfulness,
Succeeding thus the passion and the pain,
The healing time, the quiet time of pausing
Till, in God's wisdom, you will love again.

His hand left her shoulder and came to her lefekhm a perfect gesture of
understanding. He said gently, "This would be wy@mr own engagement
was broken, of course.’

‘A little later. In fact, the day | gave in my nodibecause Justin was coming
back. He thought it was good that | was makingofmstures new, just as he
did when he came to New Zealand.'

He said slowly, 'There's a great deal of commoisesémthat.' He took his
hand away and left her, but the warmth againstheek remained.

They drove up Friday, after a substantial brealkdast with a picnic lunch
packed so they needn't waste time on the wayestaurant. Certainly what
ever Godfrey did, he did well ... the big Holdeat&tn wagon was packed
with big chilli-bins full of fresh farm mutton andmb and cartons crammed
with the best of Rachel's father's market prodtardyoth the Adam- Smith
and Hughes households.

The countryside was shimmering now with the heaearly December.
Down here the hawthorns and guelder roses, or satsvbs Valancy



preferred to call them, and the rhododendrons, wtteén vivid colour, but
the further north they went, those flowers wouldplast their best, because
of the quicker approach of summer there, and ra@sek lavender and
poppies would scent the air.

There was always the feeling of crossing the Boesethey bridged the
Waitaki River between Scottish Otago and Englisht@dury. They swept
through sleepy little townships, through prospertarsilands in hill and

dale, skirted the white-frilled cobalt Pacific, thdeyond Timaru settled to
the monotony, yet grandeur of the Plains, bordbyeithe magnificent chain
of the Southern Alps on the west.

As they entered the fringes of the spread-outdait¢hristchurch, Godfrey
looked to the right, eastward, where the Cashmdlie téared above the
city, and said, 'There you are, Valancy, your lofisiome.’

It was nicely said, yet in a way it was a shock,ifothat moment Valancy
knew they were no longer that to her ... the lofleer childhood home, yes,
but now the hills of South Otago were her true hdmtls. The hills that
surrounded the mighty Clutha, the low rolling hitsinchcarmichael itself
ending in sheer cliffs where in the Blowholes tka swept in to funnel up
like geysers and all the force of the Pacific haiitself against the rocks.

She was experiencing what so many daughters feettonning to their
childhood scenes after long years of marriageisa&adn that the hub of the
universe had shifted!

She was sitting between Godfrey and Helen. He ldakdner swiftly when
she didn't reply and his left land lifted from thbeel to touch hers lying in
her lap. just briefly.

'Getting to you a bit, is it? Not feeling nervoase you. because there's no
need? Leave it to me.'

There was a trace of indignation in her voice.dbwt e -en thinking about
that. It's just a nuisance. It's a busiest timgeair back home—I mean down
south.



Godfrey, the British Pavements corner is comingifuyou turn right there
you can go through Halswell and Spreydon to readWastin's. Dodges the
city traffic.'

'‘Good for you, partner,' said Godfrey. 'That'sgpgit.'

He was commending her for not admitting to nervessn Well, she
certainly couldn't tell him that it no longer mattd to her. That anything
that had happened before she went to that isotkd-land between two
rivers and the sea seemed to have happened inearifeh

Godfrey's eyes roamed over the hills above hempgireome and he said,
‘A lovely setting.'

'Yes, if you must live in the city it helps to hakidls so near. Though we
lived for our holidays up at our aunt's place i tfoothills. It was

practically a high- country estate. Not like theesrnyou shepherded on,
Godfrey, in the Mackenzie Country, but near enaiogépell Paradise to us.'

Aunt Helen asked, 'Where exactly is this place?’

'Rimu Bush, up behind Mount Torlesse and KowhailBusl tussock and
mountain streams and dry hot weather and deep siMdwaunt, Father's
aunt really, is very vigorous. Eccentric too, ie thatter of cars. She drives
an ancient Fiat, attends all the veteran and ventag rallies. But despite
being up there she holds the whole family togethr father adores her,
says she's got such gumption.’

‘The one commodity you can't do without," said Adaten. 'I'd love to meet
her some time. Does she take kindly to strangens@an, she's obviously-
hospitable to her own kin. Could you wangle merasitation?'

'She'd love it. You'd be two of a mind, althougkhé stopped.

Godfrey took a quick look at her face and chuckledor Valancy, she's got
a feeling this mad Carmichael family is rushing h#o an embarrassing



situation. It's one thing impressing Justin and gany, isn't it, and another
to have her whole darned family jumping to conausi It's okay, Valancy,
| won't let my impulsive aunt draw in the entirarc/

She looked at him gratefully. Thanks. | don't wAnoht Helen to feel hurt,
but I don't want to make too much of this. ThefssdfAndersons are bound
to hear of it and they're in the publishing wottts Godfrey I'm thinking of.

| have to protect him.'

He slowed up for a stop sign on this country raadigave a guffaw. 'Protect
me! Do | look in need of protection?'

'‘No, you don't look it. But I've an idea that.er.. . . inwardly you're still
pretty vulnerable.’

At which he laughed still more, but she was serieosugh. She turned to
Aunt Helen, 'You understand, don't you? I'm grateful to Godfrey for
entering into this to help relieve an intolerabtaation for Justin and Greer
and to ease poor Hughsie's confused mind, buah@iblic figure. He may
think it rather fun, at the moment, but it couldjbst one more complication
for him eventually and create as much misundergtgnds the Carlotta
skulduggery did.'

Godfrey negotiated a wide crossing at the Halssldpping centre where
the road began to run through suburban houses ebdier spoke.
'Misunderstanding between whom?"

‘Godfrey, you must know what | mean. Carlotta d&adhleen is coming
back in February. Imagine if this becomes commoovwkadge. It might
stop any possible hope of a reconciliation dedtkitracks.'

Godfrey uttered a sound of complete scorn. Valaaay quickly, ‘It had to
be brought up. | feel I've been bowled along tasi.fa

Aunt Helen's laughter was so mirthful it stoppedititlash immediately.
'‘Dear Valancy, if you knew Godfrey as | do you'd g to protect him. He
needs it as little as a man in armour. He alwaysesoout on top. Let him do
what he wants to do. Now both of you stop being@owant to create an



impression on arrival that everything in the garderovely, but if you
arrive with thunderclouds on your brows, it wondnk. Now, get all the fun
you can out of the situation.’

But Valancy knew that he hadn't always come oubpnthat it still rankled,
Kathleen's disbelief. But the main thing now wasdovince Hughsie she
wasn't suffering from a broken heart.

They got a warm welcome. Valancy's father had cthoime early and
hugged his daughter first, then reached out a tan@pdfrey and to Aunt
Helen. Dilys Adam-Smith had been on the phone,heappeared like a
whirlwind a few seconds later. Godfrey gazed ataref said, 'What a very
young-looking mama you've got ... | think she ratdgss," and put his two
hands round her mother's suddenly pink cheeks issddkher.

A sparkle came into her eyes. 'Dear boy ... 'meaeidugh to appreciate
that!" Valancy knew unease. He would vanquish ewegy she knew. He
was going to overplay his hand. It wasn't as itidiend Greer were there, to
be impressed by this instant rapport.

She said so when she showed him his room, butiheegr unrepentantly.
‘That's a two-storey house next door, thoughtdd all the local colour |
could. Greer might have been watching.'

She said scathingly, Theirs is the other sidené-storey.'

He only chuckled. It was exactly as she had fedbedpite the phone call
she'd put through to her mother so that the faknigw it was a hoax, she
could sense the weighing-up glances that flickefrean her face to
Godfrey's at times. Aunt Helen made it extremelyra; she chatted away,
praised Valancy for the way she'd fitted into theusehold at
Inchcarmichael.

Dilys beamed. 'l thought that advertisement sourtdiar-made for our girl
... the work she was trained for, plus a farm sgitHelen, are you sure it
won't be too much for you having us there in Jayriar



Godfrey said hastily, 'Dilys, don't dare put a spaokthat wheel. I'm being
very crafty. When Valancy mentioned that her fathas a master builder, |
thought he might be able to give us a few expexasdon the alterations.
Besides, | feel so guilty about her almost complatk of time off, this
would com-pensate. She's so far away from you pihictically amounts to
being on duty all her waking hours. She's got spnetty nifty ideas on
what would soften the stark severity of the line€armichael House.'

Her father raised his brows at Valancy. She sagdilga’'Well, it's not really
for me to suggest improvements, but | did think kmpaned Georgian
windows would break the staring look. But my ideasild seem paltry to
you, Dad, you're the expert.’

'l don't know. You're the only one in my familytiave a flair at all for line
and design. Godfrey, I'd love to give it a go. Miglven be able to start
something for you while I'm down there. There'sipfeof timber available
down South.'

Godfrey jumped up, ran up to his room and came btk a folder. 'l
brought up this photo of the front of the house alsd an aerial photo. Plus
this sketch | did when Valancy first suggestedva tleings.'

Fergus Adam-Smith caught on immediately. They spréaout on the
cleared table and bent over it. Godfrey put owing larm and drew Valancy
to them. He left' his arm about her shoulders. Dlyoked at Helen and
without a word they departed kitchenwards.

Fergus nodded. 'Lass, you've done well, you'vetgotight idea—the arch
one side, the conservatory the other, it reducesh#ight, and breaks the
angular look. The fan-shaped transom over the dosplendid, but I've
another notion. It's over to Godfrey, of coursal ould be an extension of
the same idea. Know what this house wants? A reterandah. The short
side on the right where you put the arch ... itlddae a continuation of
arches. And bring it right along almost to the s)flthe conservatory. Use a
trellis effect.

"You can do it in wood. In years to come if you carer afford wrought
iron, you can replace it. At each pillar you groveepers, clematis in all



colours, wistaria perhaps honeysuckle at first beeat's quick growing
and if it gets too rampant later you can cut itkoaasily. Those steps are
uncompromisingly squared off Wepuld curve them out. You might be
able to pick up a couple of stone figures, secondhtor the foot of them.
With all the curved flowerbeds and shrubberies rgoplanning, this could
become a very lovely house. Ever seen any pictafesarly American
Colonial houses? That's what | mean." His fingewved busily. He
sketched in a couple of hollyhocks at one sidepldelums at the other,
morning glories. Godfrey was fascinated.

As the pencil stopped, he turned and caught Valap¢iiugging her. Like a
stage cue the French windows on to the patio opstiédvider and Justin
stepped in just as Godfrey kissed the tip of Vajfannose. Her toes were
still a foot from the floor, caught up in this exarant embrace. He swung
her round and put her down, and only then seemeddome conscious of
someone standing there, grinning.

No doubt it was a grin of relief. At any rate thevas no tension. Justin
asked, 'What's going on?"

Godfrey didn't wait for an introduction but saidljstin Hughes, | presume?
Come and have a look here. My house is the plainesse you could
possibly imagine. Valancy proposed a few ideashbupapa has just come
up with a bobby-dazzler of a notion. Look .. . refa . and after!’

Valancy felt absolutely nothing at seeing JustiaiagGodfrey went on
explaining with that endearingly keen note in hisice. He said,
straightening up, 'Fergus, any chance of startinghe left end of the
verandah first, Valancy's so keen on the conseryatiea I'd like to have
that finished before anything else.’

Her father's heart warmed to this man. Valancy éab&s she hadn't for a
long time, his own lighthearted sparkling-eyed @igain. 'Sure it can be
done. I'll take a month off instead of three weeéks,a job after my own
heart. I've a young chap who'd love to assist ndehane a spell on a farm at
the same time. How about that?'



Valancy reflected that they were two of a kindt father and her ... her
employer. You just couldn't hold them back. Godfregs punctilious, he
asked after Justin's mother. Justin replied, 'Sonetter physically. In the
hospital she was nervous of slipping on the potisth@ors. At home here,
on carpet, she has a lot more confidence, andalLislpanelled halfway up
and she hangs on to the ledge that runs alontsijukt been that fretting
over Valancy has held her full recovery back. Thetdr says it sometimes
happens— some fixed idea becomes uppermost initiek @reer feels the
whole upset possibly brought on the stroke in tts place, and she would
do anything to dispel it.'

Valancy said, 'l do hope she's not developing & gamplex. | guess her
blood pressure was high long before it happenledpé it hasn't made Greer
feel unwanted.’

'It could have done, but Mother is so grateful ¢o for the care she's taking
with her that | think Greer realises it isn't rgatlersonal. Anyway, she's
pinning all her hopes on you.'

Godfrey said, 'Then let's go in and start the heggtrocess. | take it you've
prepared your mother for my arrival with Valancy@n@ on, sweetheart,
let's be getting at it.'

SweetheartThe little intimate word for the one and only.

All of a sudden her sense of humour came to heiSdid giggled, picked up
the photos and sketches, and said, 'If we shovihese, they'll convince
her. Lead on, MacHughes!

They came, laughing together, into the big drawingem next door,
through French windows, to find Greer with Hughseadfrey's arm was
conspicuously around Valancy's shoulders, and stet fherself from it
and, because Greer was nearest, kissed her\iisy, ‘Greer, it looks as if
you've done wonders for Hughsie!

Hughsie looked up from her chair. 'Indeed she hastrained nurse in my
very home, how lucky can a woman get?' She adé&ed,How areyou,
dear?'



Valancy laughed, spread out her hands and sala; this . . . country life
always suited me. Oh, Hughsie, it's all | ever dred life could be. Added
to the farm life it's got the sea at its back daod two beautiful rivers. We
even canoe down them. And as far as the eye careasg west, north,
south, it's all ours.’

She caught Godfrey's eye. 'And this is Godfre§gadfrey Carmichael, the
author.'

His eyes gleamed. 'l could have thought of a bétteoduction than that,
Mrs Hughes. I'm not just an author, I'm Valancysdey. And I'm like a
crossbred sheep . .. part author, part farmer.’

Hughsie said, 'l only started' reading your bodksué a year ago. | got such
a surprise when | came out of hospital to find Yialahad taken off away
down south to be secretary to you.'

'I've got my great-aunt with me—Aunt Helen ArmishdW bring her in to
meet you tomorrow. Thought it might be a bit muicivé all come tonight.
Look, I've brought in some photos and sketchesyofreat barn of a place.
Valancy had the ideas for softening the outlinesl, Bergus has thought of
even more. He's coming down in January to hel@uy them out. I'd better
explain that it was out of the family hands for sygend the man | bought it
back from hacked down the century-old Europearsttiegt had surrounded
the house since my great-great-grandfather's denceSvalancy came,
we've had the stumps yanked out and the groundd¢aped and already a
good many trees—saplings—have been replaced.

'See here . . . the windows are to be small-panéd shutters, a return
verandah added, and Valancy's conservatory, herpgict, is to be added
here. And the steps curved.'

Betty Hughes's cheeks were pink, her eyes glowshg. reached out, took
Valancy's hand, rubbed it against her cheek antj ‘$ai so pleased for you.
This is so right for you. I'd no idea. | only knetwwu'd gone away, alone.'
They could almost see her making up her mind "y rsa more. It had
registered.



They stayed an hour, promised longer next timenThey went out into the
kitchen with Greer, leaving Justin with his moth@rteer's eyes were
shining. 'l can't tell you what this means! Her wes were actually
retarding her full recovery. Her doctor will beitled." She stopped, looked
appalled, said, 'Oh, I'm supposing Godfrey knoveswvtthole situation. Oh,
dear--'

Godfrey slipped an arm about this little brown ,gimigged her and said,
'‘Godfrey does . . . and only thanks his lucky stiaedl happened as it did,
otherwise Valancy might never have answered his@d®h, there you are,
Justin. | was just telling Greer how grateful | #mat this fell out as it did,
otherwise | might never have found the perfectetecy .. . and my true
mate ... all in one.' He peered down at Valancly, @arling, you're blushing
again! Can't take all this flattery, can you? Newend. | still can't believe
my incredible luck. I've got another aunt," he afjdeot an old duck like
Aunt Helen, this one's a thin, vinegary one. Sheen@approved of my
attempting to buy back Inchcarmichael. She evesh SBuy that and you'll
probably stay unwed all your life, my boy. Who watd live on the edge of
the world between two rivers and the sea, with @nbyidge for access to
civilisation?" Lovely nature, that aunt!" He paused looked at Valancy
with the sort of look she wished she didn't knovewinply play-acting and
said, 'But Valancy sees it through rose-coloureectgeles. We went to
Invercargill for Twelfth Nightrecently, but it didn't set her yearning for the
high spots . . . she said as we ran down to thagéercutting, "Ah ... the
gateway to my little world of Inchcarmichael." Coime, love, we've got so
much to talk over with the older folk.'

Just as they reached the hedge between the twerpesp Valancy got
overcome with delicious laughter. Quiet laughteodfeey grasped her by
the elbows, drew her under the thick five-foot wialeh in the dense
macrocarpa hedge, a gap where Valancy had run dnoan since her
toddling days. He held her, laughing with her,dlle subsided.

She would have moved on then, but he relinquisteecibows only to put
his arms right round her. She said, on a threasbofnd, "You don't have to
keep it up. There's no one to impress now, Godfrey.



'l don't feel in the leastbligedto keep it up, you cold-blooded female! Have
you any idea how you look in that white sleeveldssss . . . with your
bright coppery hair and your blue eyes? Sapphimeyaur jewels all right
... | love that necklace and your little danglyreays. I'll buy you a ring to
match for Christmas.' He put a finger against hetgsting lips. 'Just a
bonus for all the extra work you've done on my tsdfou look delectable.
No wonder a fellow wants to kiss you. But--' hisSoedeepened, 'l was so
proud of you tonight. | can guess what it cost ydnd you were so sweet
with Greer. | admire your courage. Everything iatttboom must have held
a memory—yet no one would have guessed.’

Her feelings were chaotic. She was moved by higrstdnding; even if he
was only play-acting himself; perhaps he'd gotrgo the way of it he

couldn't stop. But she mustn't take him too sehoushe must analyse it.
Because he'd been through the mill himself he wading his own feelings
into hers. Some of it, too, could be regret thad lggzen her such a hostile
reception to begin with. Part of it, she was afrads that he found this
situation smacked so much of the plots and twistkked to write about.

He gave her a shake. 'Maddening creature, youne o a trance! Didn't
| just say | wanted to kiss you?"

The laughter bubbled up in her and in the starliggt eyes danced as
merrily, as provocatively, as his own. 'What's giog you?' she asked
calmly. She didn't know what the tone of his langgant as his mouth came
down on hers. After a little while he lifted hisdtkand said, 'Want to know
whatwasstopping me?'

Her eyes were still gleaming mischief. 'Yes, | dapset my reckoning of
you. From your books I'd taken you for the mastdsfpe ... in fact a little
bit thrawn, like your heroes. One hint of oppositeind you'd crash in!'

There was sheer enjoyment in his chuckle. 'Googu're so businesslike
and cool when you're typing my most tender scelnggught they hadn't
stirred you at all. But I'm going to tell you whyvkited.'

Her curiosity was thoroughly aroused now. 'Theh'tel



'l thought you might have taken the initiativd wanted very much to kiss
you, and | hoped it might have been reciprocaltba wanted it too.’

She tried to keep it light, but that was hard tovdeen her heart was
thudding like a trip-hammer. 'My, the big words yage, boss!

He ignored that. 'I'm waiting, Valancy.' At that ment she felt a little
tremor run through him, and knew an exultancy afitsghe'd never known
before. He really wants it, she thought. She pudrad on each of his upper
arms, raised herself up, kissed him fairly and sgjyan the lips. Godfrey
drew in a deep breath, gathered her closer anérgltieen turned her head
into his shoulder sideways, and she felt his lipser chin, her cheek, her
ear, her eyelids ... and down the hollow of hevdlrThen he rested his chin
on her hair, lust holding her.

Then she knew beyond shadow of doubting that tha&tiemshe'd felt for

Justin, the boy she'd grown up with, was a paleitiwrheside the

flesh-and-blood-and- mind longing she had for thesm who held her—her
boss, who through strenuous years of shepherdiddtmt the midnight

oil to realise a dream, the man who had been kedrand disbelieved by
the woman he'd loved. What a fool the gentle Kathlead been!

Presently he moved. As their clasp loosened Valéelty terrible sense of
loss, as if an indescribable strength and warmth veang taken from her.
Godfrey said. 'We must go and tell them how clevermarvellous actors
were lost in us.'

Actors? Was it just acting?
She said, 'Yes, of course. Come on, Godfrey, winatd tell.’

She didn't say tell thewml about it. Not all. Not this. Something I'll always
remember.

Three expectant faces lifted towards them as tla@yecin and Valancy's
father snapped off the television. Godfrey did fuBtice to the way they



had performed. 'It must have been a darned goow,slsaid Fergus,

chuckling. 'Thank heaven for that! We've been closghbours since
Valancy was born. It's been very painful, espegisdleing Hughsie so lost
in that sort of half-world of vague impressionstiNog we could say would

convince her you were all right, Valancy, and lagvindown there. But this

certainly has.' He stopped, looked wicked, and tywgrars younger. '‘But
tell me, I'm dying to know, Godfrey, is the lipdtion your collar part of the
local colour? | mean, was it put there purposely?. @'

Valancy felt a blush rising from her very toes, Gatdfrey said calmly, 'No,
sir, | never thought of it on the way there. Whaitg. No, this is the result
of a ten-minute delay under the arch on the wak.bac

Laughter swept them all except Valancy, who pressed fingers to very
hot cheeks. She didn't particularly relish the ewidpleasure and surmise
on the three faces in front of her. She sprang mgh said, taking a
photograph from an inconspicuous place on a boekcAsnt Helen, I've
talked about my great-aunt Cecilia Thorbury a be one up in the
mountains. Here's a photo of her and Uncle Robert.’

Mrs Armishaw took it with a great show of interesipked, then looked
closer. 'Well, I'm blessed . . . can it be? Yesutst be, name and all. Tell
me, was she Cecilia Murray and did she go to Reungi?"

They were all delighted. 'She certainly did," dagtgus. 'She was my aunt
on my mother's side; now if she'd been Adam-Snothid/have tumbled to
it long ago. Did you know her well?'

The reminiscent grin on Helen's face gave themirapge of an impish
schoolgirl of more than half a century ago. 'Weengartners in crime for all
one year,' she confessed, 'then my people mowbe tdorth Island and we
lost touch. How truly amazing! I'd love to meet hagain. Valancy
mentioned her several times, but | thought the l@ddinew had married an
Englishman and lived over there. | heard it atumien.’

Fergus nodded. 'That adds. Robert Thorbury camasatfarm cadet to a
friend of his father's, and lost his heart to thghhcountry. His people
advanced him enough to buy Cecilia's sister oteofhare of the property,



so he settled there, but took her home for a honeyrShe'll be delighted,
especially as she was the one who brought Valarewdvert. I'll ring her
right now. What a surprise she's going to get"

There was a phone in the lounge. Fergus got his ragint away. 'Aunt,
you'll never believe this . . . you know this jotuymade Valancy apply for?
Well, the author's aunt is none other than a ame-schoolmate of yours!
We've just discovered it. She recognised your phSte'd thought you
were living in England. Yes, she's here and dyingpeak to you. Godfrey
brought his aunt and Valancy here for the weekéfalv about you and
Robert driving down tomorrow? You could? Great! ySthe night, of
course. Well, here's the lady in question . .. yang-time partner in crime,
she styled herself . . . Mrs Armishaw, it's all gg@u

Godfrey, sitting on the arm of Valancy's chairgsai her ear, 'How odd . . .
Aunt Helen is the opposite of shy, but she looksafbthe world as if she's
nervous. ..'

'Pure imagination, Godfrey. She's never in a flapmetimes vague, but
never scuttled. Not even when she found she'd exghg wrong person as
a secretary! Knowing her woman-hating nephew weolar the vials of his
wrath upon her when he returned.’

'If you allude to me just once more as a womanrhalkslit your beautiful
throat, Valancy Adam-Smith!

The moment Aunt Helen spoke to Cecilia she losnleevousness, if it had
been that. They oohed and aahed over the coin@dasdf such things
never happened, reckoned up how many years siregdtimet, and
finished up with eager hopes for their meeting toow.

Valancy said in a whisper to Godfrey when they singtl the ten o'clock
news on, 'l want to see you alone before bed.’

His eyes gleamed fun. 'Ah ... an assignation! Véinatwe about to do now?
Plan an elopement? Now that would be really conmgd/Nhat a pity your
grandfather isn't still alive . .. very handy thitmhave, a minister in the



family when eloping. Did he come out from Wales,tbg way, after your
mother married a New Zealander?'

'Yes ... he and Grandmother both did, so | haghtivlege of knowing four
grandparents. Godfrey, will you be serious? | nsest you alone.'

He cocked an eye at her. 'l have a feeling yowiegto dress me down.
Don't bother, it won't make any difference.’

He managed it neatly, said, when they'd had tlasir 4nack, 'Now, off to
bed, all of you. Valancy and | will wash these upvegus a chance to plot
more of our campaign.' His laughing eyes belied. tRargus gave him a
conspiratorial grin as one man to another. 'Ontyna, my boy,' he said.

As her father closed the kitchen door behind hirntaNey gritted her teeth.
'‘Godfrey, you're being so outrageously successfthis, it's going to your
head! You've got my family just about believingtlvis darned attachment.
It's humiliating!'

She plunged her hands so vigorously into the sudf$ af them splashed up
and settled on her left eyebrow. She shook her.hledwh't want soap in my
eyes.'

'Stand still." He drew out a handkerchief and gewiped it off, 'Oh, you
nice thing. You thoroughly nice thing! But tell mehy humiliating?’

She picked up the dishmop and attacked an inoffensiip with vigour.
‘They're too keen by far. A family ought to be saya deception like this
could get us into trouble. It's stupid!

'It's not, you know. Mrs Hughes was really distegsd_ook turn round to
me.'

'l can't. Not without drying my hands.'
'‘Well, look over your shoulder . . . that's bettkdike to see people's

expressions when I'm talking to them. Listen, loxa)'re just embarrassed
because everyone likes this so much. You're afteagl'll take it for real.



What's the matter? Can't you stomach the thougmmeoés a husband if you
get pushed into it?'

Valancy looked wary. 'That doesn't come into it. —well, | thought you
could feel . . . pursued, nudged into somethingnlyy Dad hadn't invited
Aunt Cecilia and Uncle Robert! Aunt is so black avidte, organises to the
nth degree. | feel terrified. She hates shilly-Btiad), so she's one of those
dangerous people liking everything cut and driedlafling, but a menace.’

Godfrey said, seriously, 'I'm not worried. | hatdlg-shallying myself. As a
rule 1 go straight to my goal, but occasionally,itifmatters terribly, |
hesitate.’

She looked puzzled. 'Is that relevant?"

He took the two hands she had dried as she finjsékedhis thumbs free and
ran them gently across the insides of her wrists fi@ather-like tantalising
caress that set her pulses throbbing. 'Yes, mast relevant. But to me, not
to you, so it's nothing to worry about. Leave dred, will you? I'll tell you in
its own good time."'

Wondering, Valancy let it alone. He shook his heagr her. 'l think
because Mrs Hughes accepted our apparent attacemgutckly you felt a
little embarrassed. Was that it? As if you thoutitety'd exaggerated her
condition and you felt you'd used me for nothing?'

She nodded. Godfrey said gravely, 'Then don't gianother thought. |
proposed it. And I'm enjoying it. It only shows h@anvincing you were.
And don't forget I'm getting free advice and laboarwhat to do with an
ugly white elephant of a house."

She said quickly, 'Don't call it that. Fundamentalls got something. And
the inside is so mellow. And soon——

'Soon it will have an outward loveliness, all daeybu.' Then with a quick
change of theme, 'Tell me, Valancy, have you ewa&r & nickname, or a
diminutive form of your name?'



'Oh, | have been called Val at times. Why?'

'‘Because I'm going to have one for you, but nats® in public. Just when
we're alone. I'm going to call you Lancy. | likeath-Lancy. Come on, we'll
say goodnight upstairs.’

She went willingly, bemusedly. Godfrey paused atliexiroom door. The
uncurtained landing window, open, was just bedidehey looked down on
the sleeping garden. Their eyes were drawn to ighe that showed next
door, a bedroom light, that suddenly went out. 'DRiswore Godfrey with
feeling.

Valancy was startled. 'What's that for?'
'I'm a clot, | never thought. That's rubbing it 8orry.’

All of a sudden she got it. '‘Oh, you mean thiesr light? Oh, Godfrey, you

nice, nice man, caring like that! In case it upset And so unnecessarily
too ... it hadn't really registered. The landinghaéow's open and | was
wondering if Mother's night-scented stock is out y&he always grows it
below here." Instinctively they both turned to twéndow, pushed the

casements wider, leaned on the sill, and sniffedarne to them, delicate,
hauntingly sweet.

They laughed quietly, not to disturb the othersmglthe passage. 'l think I'll
give you something to think about," he said. 'lugfiat earlier 1 might have
done it to blot all thoughts of Justin and Greet; but now it seems | don't
need to do it for that reason. Better still, beeauge can do it for sheer
enjoyment..." Valancy found herself clinging to hiHe said softly, 'Don't
spoil this moment by analysing it, just take iglia gift from the gods."

A sweetness pervaded her whole body, a feelingthatto go with her into
the realms of sleep. What if she had a questitineabback of her mind that
this most of this . . . could be because he wrotmaments like this that
touched the heights between two people? That itldoe all experience to
be woven into some unwritten-as-yet chapter, tgteteaders all over the
world. It didn't matter what it was, it was sheagic.



'‘Goodnight, Godfrey,"' she whispered, 'and thank'yand she was gone,
closing her room door behind her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

SATURDAY was a still, hot, typical December day in New Zeal. Aunt
Helen and Dilys vowed they could manage the prejpa®sfor the midday
dinner they were preparing for the folk from RimudB without any help
and sent Godfrey and Valancy out by themselvebetout of their way,
they said.

They drove down Ferry Road, and after crossingHleathcote River,
continued round the road that skirted the hills #mel estuary where the
Avon joined The Heathcote just before reachingsétee They passed Shag
Rock, sticking up in the narrow waters that divided Brighton sandspit
from this highway, and Godfrey marvelled that stiladn't been bridged. 'l
believe my maternal grandfather—no, great-granéfatitho lived here all
his life, agitated for it. It's bound to come soday.'

They came to Sumner, with its beautiful curvingrehander the hills, that
treacherous and ever- changing bay, guarded by Ratk that brought

memories to Godfrey. 'On hot days my grandmothaxlevtake us inside

the Cave at low tide, to get shade for our luncheiascinating place with

its small exit into the sea at the other sidesédito give us a sort of fearful
joy to stay with her there till the tide came swmigl in. At the age of ten |

wrote my first story about that, but of course lopled Sumner with

smugglers and pirates, instead of the true hazeafrde early colonists

attempting to cross the Bar and use Heathcotdaglang-place.’

Valancy loved hearing things like that, it built agife image of him in her
mind. It was so hard to dissociate him from Inchuahael as a rule. She
had to keep reminding herself that it had only beegague dream once, that
not till he was quite grown-up had he ever seenriver-island of his
ancestry. His parents had lived in Timaru then, dngh-country
shepherding had been his goal, the place wherenacmad have a hut of
his own, solitude for writing, and little to speh& money on. A spartan,
rugged, sometimes dangerous life, but it had paidiehds. Now he had
made a dream come true, bought back Inchcarmiahnaslglorious setting,
with its endearingly ugly house . . . good for him!



They went to the end of the road where it finishgdinst great cliffs massed
over with a tangle of brightly coloured geraniunml ayellow and white
daisies. 'Let's leave the car here and walk upl®caugh Head, Valancy,'
suggested Godfrey. 'I've always loved that hill.’

She turned a glowing face to him. 'l hadn't redligeu knew my birthplace
so well. I like you knowing and loving the hauntawy life.'

'l loved Scarborough best of all in our August Halis, when winter was
giving way reluctantly to spring. The air was shangl the tussocks yellow-
ochre, but it was sheltered here where the hitis tineir backs to the bleak
south. We always saw the first wattle blooming heremember | wrote a
poem about it and, greatly daring, sent it off ie evening paper. | just
about burst with pride when Granddad opened itthe, at the foot of the
second page, was my poem with my own name undBioitnhoment has
ever equalled that."

By now they'd climbed above the houses, taken & shbup some steps cut
in the clay bank, and over a stile that led to &ing track. Just above it
Godfrey paused. 'Jove, that's the very stile logato compose it. Mother
gave me a paper bag we'd had bananas in, to woite with a horrible blunt
pencil stump.'

Valancy took two steps down, patted the roughnggly wood on the top
and said laughingly, 'Now that you're becoming ohlew Zealand's most
famous sons there ought to be a bronze plate Herethis spot, Godfrey
Shakespeare Carmichael composed his first publigbenh." '

He put an arm round her shoulders and said, 'Oh,

Valancy, you make everything such fun! When | thivakv | hated you that
moment | first beheld you and thought | was studkanother scheming
female of a secretary, | feel | didn't deserve mgkl What a felicitous
mistake that was!

She disregarded that. 'Can you remember the poedfrey?'



He thought, made a face, then said, 'l can onlyereber the last line. It
began with a lark singing in a cloudless sky, dreldweep of all Pegasus
Bay, a hundred miles or so of it, and the last\as. "And golden bursts of
wattle on a tussock-covered hill."

She said softly, 'I've seen those bursts of wakllew those trees have
grown! Mother loves it. She grew up in Waldgyt used to holiday in

London, and one of her fondest memories is of Lorfthwersellers selling

mimosa from the South of France. When Dad brougitdut here, she
found a tree she'd never seen before in the gamdérDad told her it was
wattle. Their first spring she rushed to meet hayirsg, "It's not a wattle, it's
a mimosa!"

‘Then when she comes down we must take her todhé branch of the
river. You've not been to the wattle grove yet. Aoke hillside is covered
with old and young trees. Tell her next year shetmame down in August.
What are you looking like that for?'

She said soberly, 'Am | likely to last as long leet?’

He said shortly. 'That's absurd. We'll considemisaid. Must you spoil an
idyllic morning?'

She was abashed, murmuring, 'Sorry.’

'‘Okay, forget it. Don't let what Justin did to ymake you so insecure. Come
on up to the top of the hill. Good job you've jeans—I| reckon we'll have to
slide down, sitting."

Valancy was wearing a loose silk shirt over theme of her brother's, in
cream, and it clung to her in the slight breezé ties springing up. He
looked at her appreciatively; the outlined cunths,sea-blue eyes, and the
little tendrils each side of her brow were sheear-geld in the sun; she
caught him at it and liked his male appreciation.

He said, 'Jolly good scenery wherever you look! tBig view,' he waved at
the huge bay, ‘'was, till | bought our land back,fenourite. It was here that
my other grandfather told me that an even moretifahane could be had



from the cliffs of Inchcarmichael, that nothing coaned with being able to
look south over countless leagues of ocean todktern of the world. He'd
been taken to visit there once. | made a vow thgttdat I'd bring it back
into the family. Oh, here's a handy rock to sit énwas high enough for
their legs to dangle and had a contour that mdueck rest.

She felt moved. They were where his dream had fiegn born. Now
Inchcarmichael was his, but to what purpose? Heldted it for his sons
and daughters, and their sons and daughters, ahteEa had come into his
life, and had departed, leaving it empty.

That thought was uppermost in her mind, so it wpgya when Kathleen's
intangible presence was with her, that Godfrey sfghkn. He turned to her,
caught her farthest away hand in his so she hagroto him and said, 'l
told you to forget about wondering if you'd stik lat Inchcarmichael in
August. But I'm bringing it up again, nevertheldsdon't meant to let you
go, Lancy. You're so perfect for Carmichael Houseeed more than a
secretary. Why don't we delight everyone and mélke mock-up into

reality?’

It was just as if he had stabbed her. Oh, whaidbareams she had known
last night! Dreamed that suddenly he might conreadise that he loved her
as she loved him, a love that made her former lattieat to Justin seem
pallid and feeble. She had even wished that hepmparison, eventually,

might find her more satisfying than the gentle Keth.

Yes, everyone would welcome it . . . what sort akason was that for
marrying? For giving oneseif entirely to anothei@ey needed more than
a secretary ... oh, yes, a mother for the sonsdeeled to rsherit his
river-island. Someone who'd come to love even tlgy duckling of a
house ... oh, yeshe was suitabléVhat a reason for marriage! Hawld-
blooded! A fine fury rose up in her and was indtastibdued. She kept her
eyes on the horizon.

How patient he was ... he knew she was considéringa man who loved
her, who hungered for her, desired her, would HmBeen more demanding,
especially this man, with all the depths, passeratd idealistic, withal



disciplined, whom she knew so well, because dagr afay, week after
week, she had typed compelling words that came frisnmnermost being.

The amount of control she had to exercise senhaanirollable shiver over
her. Godfrey withdrew immediately. 'All right," Isaid harshly, 'you don't
have to tell me. It was all eyewash last night,mita when you pretended
that seeing their bedroom light go out meant ngthio you? You're
shuddering at the very thought of marriage with Wau reallyhaven'tgot
Justin out of your system yet, have you? Yet | douhve sworn--' He
stopped.

In the very twinkling of an eye he changed to a passionate tone. 'Oh, I'm
sorry—I'm a clumsy fool! It was bound to upset ybis weekend. | thought
| was being so sensible, felt | could equate mgeria. . married happiness,
with kindred interests. We work well together, ldlie same things, laugh at
the same jokes, strike sparks off each other oacally in a physical way,
our people get on well together . . . like | sdliah, a fool. Forget it.'

He was surprised to see tears standing in her &msturned, clutched at
him. 'Godfrey, don't. Thank you for asking me." $ja@e a watery smile.
'Sounds like a Victorian novel—thank you for thenbor you do me, sir.’
Her grip tightened. 'l don't feel a thing now farstin, and | want you to
realise that. You must. | want that very intendelysome reason. Can you
understand?'

He said slowly, 'l can, when you speak like thaiuound convincing. But
you shuddered at the idea . . .’

'l didn't,’ she cried passionately. 'l mean, thasmit what | shivered at. |
can't explain that. It wasn't revulsion. How caru yhink that, when last
night. . .' she stopped, confused, and the delicaleur came up in her
cheeks.

In spite of himself he smiled, the lip corners gung up. 'Well, thank
heaven for that! My male ego was bruised.’

Valency bit her lip. 'If there's one thing | dowant to do it's to hurt you in
any way.' She stumbled over the next words. 'l-b#'sause responded to



you like that last night, under the arch, that #fraid of this situation. In
spite of that, Godfrey, | don't think it's enoudth-oh, perhaps it's different
for men. But it's a total commitment with womenddrjust can't think of
making do with second-best. If | can't be sure-that

She wanted to say 'If | can't be sure you love snd@ve you, | can't risk it,’
but she hadn't the courage.

His lips thinned out again. 'All right, | get it.odr love for Justin was killed
stone dead when he turned from you to Greer but sgeyou won't settle
for less than you once felt for him. All right, \&alcy, it was stupid of me. |
thought we might have been commonsense about itle naasplendid
partnership, but it's not fair to expect that framighly-geared girl like you.
It's got to be all or nothing, hasn't it? Right,tejydack to the old pretence
for the weekend. Let's get as much fun out of g@ssible. Are you game to
slide down this hill on your bottom?'

What a very prosaic end! That showed that thougihteght marrying her
might have neatly tidied up his long-term planslfmhcarmichael, it wasn't
going to break his heart that she wouldn't. Heabably find someone else.

They arrived back to find Aunt Cecilia and UnclebRd there. They'd
driven down in Robert's late- model car or they ldolt have made it so
soon. Valancy saw that Godfrey knew he was beisgdaoted by both and
that he had won instant approval.

He said to Valancy on the quiet. 'Think how muchrenshe'd have
approved, your aunt, had we come back engagedprEtence turned into
reality. It would have made her day. You oughteabhamed of yourself. It
was practically your duty.’

"You're impossible!" she said, but had to laught iMeardly she sighed. If
ever anything proved it hadn't gone deeply, thés @unt Cecilia almost
flirted with him. She won his heart by knowing blsaracters well. She even
said to Aunt Helen 'It must have been Provideneg piat the words in my
mouth when | rang you. If I'd said "My niece" instiof "a young relation of



mine" none of this would have happened and poorhisiegwould always
have been convinced that Valancy was nursing aeordieart.” Oh, dear,
Aunt Helen must have told of her reception. Wakkytd been bosom friends
once. Aunt Cecilia went on, 'l don't like thesel-gmd-boy-next-door
romances. Much nicer to meet someone who's a siramgl can see one as
a whole personality, not just a member of a farhily.

'l couldn't agree with you more, Aunt Cecilia .can call you that, can't I?
After all, Valancy calls my aunt Aunt Helen.'

'Of course . . . might as well get used to it.'

Oh, dear, Aunt Cecilia was going to try to pushithaver the brink of no
return. After lunch, because of that, Valancy ercuthem from going in
with Aunt Cecilia to see Hughsie. Otherwise shdal up the situation
outrageously, and Valancy didn't want to be therset it.

Godfrey wanted to go over the plans with her fathemt Helen had gone
with Cecilia and Robert. Valancy settled in a coffioe a good yarn with her
mother, the two men worked at a table and askeddwice now and then.

The phone rang, Valancy answered. Her voice warn@a,. hullo, Mr
Anderson. | was going to give you a ring. | knewtituwould tell you. Oh,
she's much better. Had this bee in her bonnet lavagiishing, but that was
dispelled when she saw me. Country life suits mieatdid you say? | don't
know, I'd have to ask him. We had intended goinckiMonday.' She put a
hand over the phone, 'Godfrey, Mr Anderson, my farimoss, knew you
were coming. He has a friend who's a bookselleni of the larger shops
in town. They've just got a stack of your formewk® in, reprints. He
knows the notice is too short for a signing sessmrtime to advertise, but
he wonders if you could call in on Monday and digem so customers can
have the pleasure of a signed copy. Could we gtayesday?’

Godfrey came to the phone, he agreed, chatted dméshed by saying,
'‘Sounds good to me. It'll give her the chance efrggeverybody. I'll bring
her in about ten. I'd like to meet the staff sheked with, too. I'll go into
your friend's shop after that. We can easily trénaelk on Tuesday. Valancy



has worked like a Trojan ever since she came tbhckrenichael. See you
then.’

He grinned. 'Might as well convince everyone in ayj@ The whole

situation is getting hilarious. I've no doubt thafsSwere rather against
Justin over it. Now they'll think it worked out fdne best. Isn't that vain of
me? As for those two aunts . . . anybody wouldkhhey'd brought the
whole thing about.' His eyes were on Valancy asdie it.

She nodded, 'l know. Just because Aunt Ceciliatbawadvert and Aunt
Helen missed the hyphen. What a pair! Instead ofgoa couple of old
muddle-heads they're fancying themselves as thieuments of Fate. As
long as they don't carry it too far. This isn't fare-ordained conclusion
with a fairy-tale ending.'

Godfrey chuckled, 'lt's because of their formepasgion, | suppose. When
they were upstairs doing themselves up for goingt weor, they were
giggling together like a pair of schoolgirls plotjisome ghastly prank.’

Valancy looked alarmed. 'l hope not! Especially ihvolves us.’

Godfrey put an arm about her on his way back talwsr. ‘Oh, not to worry,
we can cope,' and he cropped a light kiss on heml.he

She said, 'For goodness' sake, you don't havesterna when the folk next
door aren't about.'

'Perhaps not," he said coolly, 'but very nice fastsame.’

Her father burst out laughing. "You can't call tinee with this one, Valancy.
Let him do it his way.'

She scowled at her papa. 'l can't help it, cane&rf§ he pays the piper. |
wish you'd all remember he's my boss.’

She made no impression. Her parents and Godfréjaughed.



Hughsie was so much better on the Sunday aftersbenactually came
through the arch, walking with two sticks, and sat on the patio with
them, for afternoon tea.

Greer's delight was touching to see. The two alouked after Hughsie
while the rest of them went to the evening servitewill do Justin and
Greer good to be off together," Aunt Cecilia saidhile we're here.'

Justin said quietly to Valancy, "You know, thisastounding. | thought that
Aunt Cecilia was the one person who'd never forginge I'm glad. She's
such a good sort.' His eyes met hers smilinglyctdfrse | can realise why.
She thinks Godfrey is the better man. And so h#'ssall so right for you,
Valancy, isn't it, the man and the setting?'

She lifted candid eyes to him. This wasn't preteBte said simply, ‘That's
the way of it, Justin.' Because it was, only hendikinow this part of it was
make-believe. She saw Godfrey watching them, amdofece did the
sensible thing—walked straight across to him, & Window embrasure,
put her hand in his, turned so their backs werthéoothers and said, 'He's
just told me you're the better man. | agreed.' Mgtimore could be said
then. They had to get ready.

Sitting in the pew they had always occupied witle tHughes family,
between her father and Godfrey, with Justin anceGae the other side of
him, Valancy had the strangest feeling that sheamfsdreaming this.

Later that night Godfrey said to Valancy, that heswmow glad for Justin
and Greer's sake they'd played this charade.rndl it was for your sake
and for Mrs Hughes, because I felt you were thevam&d had the thick end
of the stick, but | can see the frightful strairyhvere under. They must
have felt so guilty, not just in the neighbourhaod in the church, but in
the office too. That's why | thought it a good ideago into the firm
tomorrow with you.' He twinkled and the grey eyesked more blue than
grey. 'Mr Anderson will be quite convinced now thiatvas a very short
season of forgetfulness.' She blushed vividly. "YBtush so enchantingly,
Valancy.'



She said, with feeling. 'It's a great drawbacle &lways wished for an olive
skin, that | had a poker face, that | didn't betrayfeelings so quickly.’

'l don't know that you do, Lancy. I've no idea whiaat blush meant.
Blushes can be for pleasure, warmth of feelingmbarrassment. Even the
dread of blushing can make the colour rise. And ewmon't have that on
their own. Young boys can dread colouring up. Anywaomen who don't
blush or don't cry are cold creatures.’

She blinked. 'You surprise me, Godfrey.'

His look was whimsical. 'l hope to surprise yoteaftLet me tell you this ...
when Aunt Helen speaks of Kathleen as the genttbl&n, she doesn't
mean it as a compliment. She only appeared genfiesa In actual fact

she's as tough as they come. | never remembeiusdrifig or crying.'

Some innate honesty made Valancy say, 'Godfrey,nwdtee thought
Carlotta had been sharing your room she might kearamed back the tears
in front of you. She might have cried at night,reo

He looked at her in the most exasperated fashitreré are times, Miss
Adam-Smith, when | could beat you! You're a contrkitle devil. You
always want to find excuses, to patch things up #ma beyond repair.
When you're on that tack, there's only one wayilemee you.' He kissed
her, not gently.

Valancy put nothing into that kiss. They were &t lottom of the stairs and
she was acutely aware that at any moment someaihe @apt from a door.
The aunts did, from the kitchen. Aunt Cecilia wagetiajestic hand, 'Don't
let us interrupt you, we're just passing through.’

‘Thanks very much,' said Godfrey just as calmlyt lile sure to close the
living-room door, won't you?'

Valancy turned and fled upstairs—and heard hinowllAt her door she
turned to face him. "You devil" she exclaimed;dh see wedding-bells in
my aunt's eyes. And it's all your fault.’



He caught her hands. 'Why should that worry me®rAdtl, | asked you,
only this morning, if you'd marry me.’

She bit her lip, then said coolly, 'And | turneduydown. Said that
second-best wasn't enough for me.'

For the first time she saw him look really hardgman 'l know it's too soon.
But you might, in fact must, consider it.’

'‘Must?' Now shewas furious. (She longed to hurl hot words at tiorsay:
'Why?' then add, 'No, don't tell me, | know so welly! Because you want
to found a dynasty at Inchcarmichael .. . and Heagirl on the spot. And
suitable.")

But she didn't. She might give herself away.

His fingers dug into her shoulders. He'd like talghher, she knew. For one
horrible moment she exulted in the fact that sheeuset him. How dared
he do this cold-blooded thing to her! As if she'drng for less than love!

He said between his teeth, 'Yes, you must. Any deserves an answer, an
answer after careful consideration. Give me a datdike to plan my life
ahead. | have for years. I've achieved one gohivant to know what the
next goal is. So give me a date for your answerai@ryou frightened to
consider it?'

‘All right," she flung at him. 'You seem to thinknlight turn you down flat
now and live to regret it. What an extraordinary--'

'Well, | do. | think this whole false, strange weak has been too much for
you. It's coloured for you because of that felloexihdoor. You've said

you've no feeling left for him and | could accdptt but the trouble is, he's
the one you planned to live your life out with.new that when | saw—oh,

let that pass. So I'm being fair. I'm giving yowcleance when you're far
enough away to look at it dispassionately, to aersmy offer again ... if

you're brave enough to do it.’



'Right, I'll do that. I'll consider it till MarchNot a day earlier than the first of
March!

Her mind had seized on that date. Kathleen wasrgback to Badenoch in
February. Time enough before the first of Marchneet and to know
whether or not they could live without each other.

Godfrey's brows were a straight line over blaziggse That's a hell of a
way off. | like things cut and dried.’

'Well, you aren't going to get them cut and driedoesn't seem long to me
to decide something that must last a lifetime."

Suddenly his anger evaporated. 'Right. The firsg d& March. The
beginning of autumn.’

Valancy couldn't bear him to have the last worce S&id stiffly, 'Of course,
if you change your mind, let me know. And be graltéd me. You'd better
give it long, long thoughts too.’

She went to open her door, but he reached outtapdexd her. 'Oh, no, you
don't! You're not going to upset those thoroughilyerpeople below by
letting them have the tiniest whisker of suspictbat we've quarrelled.
They've been through the hoops already, haveny?théour people

agonising over Justin jilting you; my aunt goingaigh the same when
Kathleen ditched me. Pin a smile on, hold my hamd, come downstairs.'

She pinned the smile on, slipped into the pretelacghed and joked for
what was left of the evening. She'd rather haveglamto what she thought
was her righteous anger. This sort of thing waslisarming. He was so
much a family man, so obsessed with the continuahadamily estate, that
she believed all he proposed sprang from a desipgetase the family in
marriage too. Her last chaotic thought as sheafddep was: '‘And so do |,
and so do I’



There was a certain poignancy in the way the gtattted her next morning,
and a sting in it too. If only it could have beem feal! Some of them had
read Godfrey's books, and were delighted to mesadithor in the flesh, but
mostly they were glad for Valancy's sake. Godfriayed it beautifully, just

conveying by the occasional intimate gesture, dsual references to their
sharing of the author/farmer occupation, his ushe®fvord 'we' frequently,

that his interest in their former colleague wasertban that of an employer.

She refused to go with him to the signing. 'Someadriee shop might know

someone in the press, and ring him up. I've se&nhiéppen with some of

our authors. If so, I don't want to be linked withu. You know the aunts are
having morning tea at Ballantyne's . . . I'll joivem there. Not to eat, seeing
Andersons were so lavish, but just to chat. Youmak us up there. | must

go. They'll be spinning out their coffee as it is."’

They had a corner table and by the look of themewstll sharing

reminiscences. They ordered coffee for Valancye$d she look lovely?
asked Aunt Helen fondly. 'I've always liked bluelavhite stripes and that's
a darling suit. Hasn't this been a happy weekendieiNis the dear boy
joining us? Oh, dear, I'd better not let him hea call him that! He's
thirty-three.'

Suddenly Valancy started to giggle. The two "oldiéa joined in. 'What a
weekend!" smiled Aunt Cecilia. 'I've not enjoyedythimg so much for
years, in fact, not since Rangi-ruru days. I'verbbeard to say modern
youth is lacking in romance, but when it comes oeatablished author
involving himself like this, there's hope for thend.’

Valancy sobered up, 'But it's becauseden author he thought of it. When
you're used to pushing your characters round on stiage of your
imagination, you can't help it spilling over inteat life occasionally. I'm
sure you could put it all down to that.'

Two pairs of disbelieving eyes confronted her. TAent Cecilia said, 'Oh
... was that all it was?' in a mock scornful voice.



Valancy regarded them sternly. 'l think you two hadtter stop
manipulating things too. Godfrey and | know exagtlyat we're doing, and
it's solely for Hughsie's sake. It's over, we'va@dt played it out.'

But they hadn't. They'd been too engrossed to sagea@ne threading
through the tables to them. So they didn't lookillighis slim, middle-aged

woman stood over them. Valancy had her back tsm#vecomer, but saw
Aunt Cecilia register an odd look . . . guilt? harror? Valancy turned,
decided she was getting far too imaginative, bexdese was someone
from the Rimu Bush area, a dear friend.

The dear friend pulled out the vacant chair, satrdesaid, 'No, thanks, I've
had my tea,' to Aunt Cecilia's quick query, 'butdiameeting you two here
in this very spot again.' Sherned tovValancy. 'Hullo, | didn'expect to see
you too ... on holiday, are you? Or have Anderdehgyou have an hour
off?' Then, to Valancy's dumbfounded surprise, l&JiMrs Armishaw, you
and Cecilia having a reuni@gain?'She turned to Valancy. 'l was actually
present at the very moment when they met for tts¢ fime for over fifty
years, two or three months ago.’

Valancy gave a weak smile, managed, 'Fancy thatv there was no
mistaking that look on Aunt Cecilia's face for gulh a quick glance she
found it mirrored on Aunt Helen's. She said quicktybridge the moment
for them, 'I'm not at Andersons any more. I'm sicyeto an author in the
Catlins—Godfrey Carmichael . . . you've probablardeof him, though |

admit | hadn't till | answered his advertisememtddypist.’

Each old lady drew in a deep breath, each triegppéak, then both stopped.
In pity for them, Valancy continued, 'I'm up fon@ekend, so Aunt Cecilia
came down too. Nice that Mrs Armishaw could coms wWeekend too. It's

always good to meet up with old schoolfellows. Genhow is Basil? Last

time | saw you he'd broken his arm. Did it mendight?'

Connie chatted away, asked Valancy when she wasgam Rimu Bush
again. Valancy explained that she'd not be abt®toe for some time, her
employer had a book to finish, and it was a busgton his estate, too. Yes,
it was quite true, her employer's aunt was Mrs Afrawv.



Connie West thought it was so interesting, 'l dayakthese two hadn't met
by pure chance that day here, you might not nowbkking for one of
Basil's favourite authors. | suppose it was throtiggm you heard about the
position?’

Valancy fixed her eyes upon the pair opposite and gery deliberately,
'Yes, | think you could put it down to nothing elggunt Cecilia heard
Godfrey needed a secretary, that he preferred soengsed to country life,
and she recommended me for the position. I'm nayesutéful to them.' She
smiled sweetly at the two poor darlings sitting enédbly dumb.

Connie rose, said, 'lI've got to meet Basil at teetiirty, so | must be on my
way. It's been lovely seeing you, Valancy. And yddrs Armishaw.
Cecllia, I'll see you back home—bye-bye.' And watfflick of her elegant
skirts she was gone.

The aunts were left gazing at Valancy. For oncddmr gave nothing away.
'‘Aren't you the lucky ones! Her leaving before Geglfarrives. Then the fat
would have been in the fire!"

Never had she seen Great-aunt Cecilia at suclsafoslly she swallowed
and said, 'Then you aren't going to tell him?' laadvoice actually croaked.

'‘No, nor anybody else. | realise it was all cookpdetween you to get me
to Inchcarmichael . . . and | can guess your e@ons, you matchmaking
old horrors, but he'll never hear it from me. Whiglmore than either of you
deserve.’

Aunt Helen breathed again. 'Valancy, you darlingbuldn't bear him to
know. And it could have spoiled a lovely relatioimsh mean between your
family and ours. Oh, thank you!

Valancy said sternly, 'Don't thank me, just lebé a lesson to you. My
motives aren't as pure as you might think. It cddgif he ever got to know,
that he might think | was in it too, and | just &inlt bear that," and to her
horror her own voice wobbled.



The two old faces looked stricken, and Aunt Helard s'Cecilia, we've
upset her . . . oh, the dear, darling child! Suseé/could convince him if
ever he got to know that you know nothing about it.

Valancy said miserably, 'l think he always thougglitinny | signed it with
just my initial. But he accepted that. Then one ldayold me he'd found my
letter shoved down under some old bills in the Hett drawer and he
thought the hyphen had been rubbed out. It wagsttfaint. | told him |
thought Aunt Helen had felt so bad over the mistake'd rubbed it out to
be convincing if he ever demanded it.'

Cecilia was recovering. 'l might as well tell &ldid it. When | sent you out
to the car for that parcel. Thank goodness yourherotidn't come this
morning. We can keep this between the three ofMaancy leaned her
elbows on the table and her chin in her hands,laoked at them. They
looked steadily back. Then her mouth crumbled amel gave way to
laughter. '‘But because | can see the funny sideibtloesn't mean Godfrey
would. | know I'm innocent. He mightn't.’

They told her all. About Cecilia's niece beinggdt Godfrey falling for a
girl who wouldn't believe him over a bit of manufa®d scandal. The idea
hit them simultaneously.. if only the pair of them could me8&ut they
couldn't imagine how.

Then Aunt Helen produced an amazing belief. 'ThesviBence took a
hand. Godfrey asked me to advertise while he w&aimada. | rang Cecilia
on toll, and she made sure she was in Christchwicbn the advert
appeared. It really was clever.'

‘It was diabolical,’ said Valancy, 'the devil hadre to do with it than
Providence!" and the next moment the three of tivene helpless. Godfrey
came in, found them, and sat down. Saved by thekcltbey all thought.
'Still giggling?' he said sternly. He turned to &faty and said, 'l reckon
they've giggled more this weekend than for thefiéigtyears.'

'Exactly,’ said Valancy. 'I've just been hearingneoof their pranks, and
believe me, they've shocked even me!’



CHAPTER NINE

THEY played the farce out till the very moment they tbé next morning. It

had a bitter-sweet quality for Valancy. She cheiksimost the hour they
spent on the Monday night with Hughsie. It was swotiv while, because

Justin and Greer left them alone with her, and @ydfvas sweet with

Justin's mother. He talked to her of his earlygites in being accepted for
short stories and articles, written in his lonelyt lon Dragonshill, his

successes since. He gave her an autographed book.

Hughsie turned to Valancy. Her speech was stittla Elow, but improving
every day. 'And you love it down there?'

Valancy leaned forward., This wasn't acting. 'like Isomething out of a
Disney film. Lovely dells and glades, deep in Camaiel's Bush, and
streams wander all over the place, and the contwarsuch that it makes for
dozens of little tinkling waterfalls and cascad¥su may have seen the
famous Purakaunui Falls, not far away. These &eethat in miniature,

coming down in a series of steps.

'It's never under threat because it all belon@addfrey, so there's no danger
of fire or depredation or milling. If he hadn't Inegble to buy it back when
he did, that too might have gone. Every time | labkhe toweringotarasin
the bush, | thank God he got it before the handbee¥andals fell on it. To
picnic in a little glade and know nobody can comwithout permission, so
there's no need for even a litter-bin, is just le@avNobody on the property
would drop as much as a nutshell.

Hughsie said, 'I'm so glad. It sounds ideal for.you

'ltis. It's the sort of place that takes hold ofiyand will never let you go. I'm
unashamedly lyrical about it. The variety is amgzieven at the shore. At
the south we have sheer cliffs, with the sea sugrtip into the Blowholes,
and then, a mile or two north of that, the mostguibathing beach, where a
stream wanders down from the bush and forms a fagetore it enters the
salt water. Rachel and | spend hours swimming thehenever my stern



taskmaster spares me from pounding the keys.' 8bleed saucily at
Godfrey.

He grinned. 'The pair of them entice me away froynowvn brain-grind far

too often to join them. Most of the summer theoétherata vines mingles

with the green of the native bush and hangs dowm fthe banks of the
lagoon, and in spring the native clematis sprinki@gth white stars. And

the wading-birds are there in legions. You musteamd see it for yourself
some time. Fergus and Dilys could bring you. | migan

Hughsie said, "You don't know what that does for lingeople can plan for
me, then | know | have a future, and modern medicoan keep

blood-pressure at bay so well now. God bless ydh.bdalancy went to

bed with the knowledge that if Hughsie did come daWwe masquerade
would have to continue.

But when they left next day on the six-hour plus to Badenoch, all
pretence dropped away. Perhaps Godfrey had foueahidusting. He'd
certainly put everything into it. But perhaps hesvpdaying it fair. Valancy
had asked for time in which to make up her mind sinel was getting it,
unswayed by the intimacy their pretence had swegttinto.

The tempo of life at Inchcarmichael, as everywher€hristian countries,
guickened as Christmas approached. Godfrey's ganeht had retired in
Auckland, were spending Christmas with his marseder in Fiji. 'We'll
spend next Christmas with you, son," Esther Caragchad written, 'but
possibly we won't be able to restrain ourselvemfeolate autumn visit to
you when you've done all these fascinating addtionthat great stark box
of a place. They sound just right. How fortunates weere in getting a
secretary with the right ideas and a builder féataer. Order the creepers
now as a present from us. | so like living presénts

This meant that Christmas was celebrated withthste who lived there.
Aunt Helen invited the Birchfields for dinner, anficourse the two single
workers, and they planned a bathing picnic at #g@dn in the afternoon
with a barbecue tea to follow.



The week before Godfrey and Valancy really sloggethe study, which
was bliss for the two cats, James and Susie. GotHrghed, ‘At one time
they used to fight over my chair, now Susie remamsole possession,
while James takes over yours. A boy for you, afgirime, as the old song
goes. Well, we're doing well. | always like to alehe decks before
Christmas as far as desk work goes, and it's impbthis year, so we can
leave January free for the alterations. The memeamage the farm work,
in the main. In February I'd like to be able to wan the Carmichael
history, getting it into shape, while you type ¢ tturrent book. That, of
course, depends on my getting all the revisionsedbdon't like retyping
started till they're all complete. Sometimes, iearthanges the end, the
beginning needs changing too.'

Valancy was fascinated with all this. At Andersoasgcourse, they'd just
dealt with finished work. Just as well the work én@vas so demanding.
Since coming home Godfrey had never held her handh less kissed her.
Even their constant talking lacked the sparkle, ¢ine and take of
something that had held all the raillery of man-vemmrelationship,
provocative, titillating. This was back to the s=sd worker-bee syndrome
with a vengeance. Was she being punished for nioiggalong with his
dreams for founding a new family strain for Inchoarhael? She wished it
didn't seem so cold-blooded, so—so Gothic!

She wished sometimes to simply yield. Every insturged her to accept
him, every warning signal told her she might ndwesatisfied with less on
his side than the overwhelming love she knew far."\Vould she become
bitter if he never loved her as much? Anyway, slas @etermined not to
decide till he met Kathleen again.

There were a few nice moments. Godfrey's Noventealties didn't reach
him till the last week of December, but they wepegsod his spirits rose.
'Look, Valancy, translations into Italian, Japanes®al Hungarian, beside
the others I've had earlier. Extra revenue for xtoaewriting. That's what
Inchcarmichael needs!" Inchcarmichael . . . alwthisriver-island.

'‘Now | can bring that area between here and thé mie production for
barley and oats. | can afford more aerial topdnggsnore weed-spraying
by helicopter. | can reduce some of the loan lechi®r the woolshed.' He



grinned. 'l can even raise my secretary's salamgotopensate for all the
extras she does, for her unpaid work in gardenratite drafting-pens. I've
been wanting to for some time.'

Suddenly Valancy was enraged. She stood up, ptt liert hands on her
desk that was in the middle of the room and glatddm. "You'll do nothing

of the sort! I've never saved so much as sincegdesne. Any extras | do for
love." She added quickly, 'For love of Inchcarmah& ou don't have to
have the blood of the Carmichaels in your veinot@ a place like this,
isolated from the world. Plough your translatioreclb into the land.

Transform Carmichael House into the gracious hoeaekit ought to have
been always. Plant trees on a big scale. But diorgtv it away without

reason!'

She turned to rush from the room. Godfrey stoodapbruptly he caught
his desk-trough with the cuff of us jacket and Keextit on to the floor.
Unforgivably she laughed, 'I'll come back when Iy@& over being mad
with you. | don't do thigustfor money any more than you do,' and before he
could skirt the tumbled mass of books she was éuh® door, rushed
through the kitchen, mercifully empty, and thougk'd have loved to fling
herself on Rufus, he wasn't saddled, so she wrenopen her car door,
thankful it was standing outside the shed becawgseHad moved it earlier
and left the keys in.

She jumped in and shot off, down the road to thégler Her anger lasted
her till she got to Badenoch. How dared he thinlcheld pay for all her

services! It was a delightful small township, bigtjean a village, but had
something of village charm. Plans for it had beeanth up by an early
settler from Surrey, and he'd grouped cottagesd-aurnllage green that had
a pond in the middle of it.

Off the main road as it was, it had never had toesuler its sleepy hollow
air to motorways or through traffic. There had beetime when the old
cottages had fallen into disrepair, but as priose rfar-sighted people had
restored them, some for holiday homes, some toitiv8wo darling old
sisters ran a library and tea-shop, that had arwvoltd charm. It was
becoming renowned for its crumpets and bran muyffitss Devonshire



cream teas. This morning a tourist bus was drawanglpwhen she entered,
it was full of tourists en route for the PurakauRalls.

One table was empty. She sat down and, as she haghtknown, felt her
anger evaporate and contrition set in. What orhdaatl possessed her to go
off like that, half-cocked? It had been a generaupulsive gesture on his
part, wanting to share his windfall. And she'd §unhback in his face.

She knew, but he couldn't, that it was part of ¢teaotic feelings .. . she
really didn't want to take his already more tharcaate salary at all. She
wanted to be his wife, standing shoulder to shawdéh him in all his
endeavours. To share everything, his home, hisdbaad his bed. Oh, if
only she could make up her mind to take what heoff@sing her! Not all
men went in for impassioned declarations of undyioge when they
proposed marriage. No-0-0. But it was to be exmethat a man like
Godfrey, with his love of words, whose herakd propose like thatyould.

Miss Mabel Crumstane brought her a pot of tea, esgojam, cream. Miss
Edith paused, passing by, to say hello. Then somappeared at her elbow,
saying, 'May | join you? Because there isn't agtabit.’

Valancy looked up, liked what she saw, and nodded.

'Of course. It's not often so crowded, but themndais spreading, and no
wonder.'

'Yes, aren't we lucky in a place as small as tbifilave such a tea-rooms?
And a jolly good pub too. I find it quite fascinag that the pub is actually in
the hands of the same family as pioneered heren&uy places have
changed hands it's good to find that continuity.’'

Valancy nodded. 'Yes, it warms the heart, doesh'My employer is an
example of that. His estate went out of the fanfidy years, and was
practically ruined, but he was able to buy it backl is doing wonderful
things to it. He's Godfrey Carmichael of Inchcarnaiel, the author, and it's
a river-island, on the coast.’



The woman looked startled for a moment, waited Miss Mabel had
brought her tray, busied herself pouring out andl, 8&/hat a coincidence! |
know him well. In fact | was thinking of calling dnm. My husband and |
have been away on a world trip, visiting our daegimt England.’

'Is she married over there?'

'No, she's not married. She's been working at #grekB®f New Zealand in
London recently, though she had some months inrpo@, nursing. She's
coming home next month. As a matter of fact, witreeeming gossipy, but
you probably know, my daughter was once engagé&btifrey. Well, near
enough. Only my silly girl believed a bit of spiiéfgossip a former
secretary of his made. | never believed it mydgither does Kathleen
now.'

Valancy felt just as if a giant hand had takenhesrt in a bruising grip. She
forced herself to say calmly, 'Oh, yes, | knew. Th@u must be Mrs
Rissington.'

The woman nodded. Apart from the unwelcome newsitaBathleen's
soon return, Valancy felt quite drawn to this womlaecause she, at least,
had never believed the gossip. Mrs Rissington naet, 'l don't want to
butt in, because it's a delicate sort of situationly Godfrey felt so terribly
about Kathleen not believing him, | felt I'd likenhto know she's come to
the conclusion that that Carlotta lied. | suggesteel wrote to him, but she
didn't feel she could—said it might look as if sh@nted to make it up. She
wants me to tell him. Then if they meet when shme®home there'll be no
awkwardness. She wanted me to tell him that novs sheught it out, she's
sure Carlotta deliberately engineered it.'

Valancy moistened her dry lips and said firmly,éStad. She's the most
devious creature I've ever known. | knew her quigl. | went to college
with her. She broke up several promising relatigmshknow of. She could
attract men, but never hold them because they ahfiaglly saw through
her shoddiness, her petty jealousy, her possegsgsenShe isn't really
called Carlotta. you know. She adopted that, | ssppbecause it sounded
more glamorous than Carol. I'd no idea that thdoftarthey talked of at
Inchcarmichael was the one and the same as thenmuis Carol.



| just wish your Kathleen had seen the lovely show Godfrey had with

her, in front of me, in an Invercargill restauraBhe saw me sitting alone
while he was fixing something up about the car. & no idea who | was
working for till Godfrey returned . . . oh, it wasost satisfying! He told her
to clear out. I'm almost ashamed to say | enjoydeispecially when | knew
here was the creature who'd ruined the romanceedeetviGodfrey and

Kathleen.'

Mrs Rissington sparkled. 'l just love you for besgghonest. | wish I'd been
there myself. What's your name?"

Valancy added that her great-aunt and Godfrey'dbad at school together
but hadn't seen each other for years. 'l workedaunblisher's office and was
dying to get away to the country. Otherwise | dom'hk Godfrey would
have risked another woman secretary.” She someltbw dant this nice
woman to have an inkling of the true circumstan&esnething in Valancy
was forcing her to take this line. Kathleen nowidadd Godfrey. She,
Valancy, loved him dearly, too dearly to take hemohappiness at the
expense of his. If there was any chance that Kathleontrite, might return
to him, she must foster the chance. The constneband her heart was still
there, but this was the only way for Valancy.

She chatted on, telling her of all Godfrey was ddior Inchcarmichael, of
the landscaping of the garden, the replanting®tithes, the new woolshed,
the softening features to be added to the househé and Father will be
down soon, with a young workman of Dad's ... a ebivorking holiday.'
She wanted this woman to feel it was a family affie long association of
the aunts. Nothing more.

Mrs Rissington watched the delicate colour come gadin Valancy's

cheeks, observed the glow in the deep blue eyesrigaging sprinkle of
freckles, the less- than-classical nose, and waadel'm enjoying my tea
more than I'd hoped to. | only dropped in to posgpthe ordeal of going on
and telling Godfrey this. | didn't know how he migtake it—very

chicken!'—Would you do it for me? Tell him when hglgte alone. | feel

you would be the one to tell him. You're so calmsensible.’



Calm! Sensible? Valancy looked away, looked banH,said briskly, 'Yes,
I'll tell him.'

'l can't thank you enough. | was terrified he'@f®up on me. And I'd rather
not have him probe about Kathleen, it's so hah&gwer for other people.’

Valancy knew what that meant. She didn't want rskirey did her daughter
still care. She wasn't sure, that was obvious.#iped, on the way home,
that the felicity of the message she had to givelldv@verlay her own
inexplicable burst of temper earlier.

He wasn't in the study as she had hoped. Aunt Hetédwd up from setting
the table. 'He's in the stable mending that leastrap for Rachel. Said he
wasn't in the mood for writing.'

Oh dear! As she got to the open half-door of the sthble her courage
suddenly failed. If he still had that anger in hagainst her, he'd be in no
mood to listen about Kathleen. He might even befis that she'd been
babbling to Kathleen's mother about his affairst s she went to withdraw
her hand from the lower door, he turned.

He had a steel punch in one hand, the strap iatttex, and slanting through
on his fair head was a ray of sun. She saw sunbdantsng in that beam of
light. He smiled at her, the slow smile that alwéfged the corners of that
well-cut mouth first. '‘Come in, Lancy ... got ittaf your system?’

She came in, not knowing how scared she looked,thoamt.

He laughed out loud then. 'You look about fifteénfloesn't matter, you
know. Anybody can lose their block unexpectedlyuY®e so even-tempered
for a redhead, except when you fly to someonesetidence, that I've often
wondered how you'll be able to put up with a terapental chap like me,
when—if—you take me.’

That brought her across the straw-covered flodvirtm "Oh. Godfrey, how
sweet of you! I've no idea why | flared up liketthanless it's because you've
done so much for me . . . like on that weekengb. l.resented you offering



me a rise. | still won't take it, of course, butmas dear of you to offer it.
That's all." She actually gulped.

‘That's not all, you nit, there's this." He drew toehim, bent his head. She
instantly turned hers away to the side. He laugbkadl, 'Well, | can always

kiss your ear," and proceeded to do so. Then hgpetband said, rich

amusement in his voice, 'l can keep on doingl il turn back, you know.

Look, what is it?'

Valancy turned her head into his shoulder so hdédotkiss her. 'First I'd
better tell you that my burst of temper isn't alel done this morning.
There's something else. It all seemed right andearat the time, but now it
seems a nerve. I've been an interfering sort ajatmder. 1 got all carried
away and she was so nice and rather distressedsahdffered and she
leapt at it, but now--'

Godfrey gave her a shake. 'You've got yourselftizza I'm sure there's no
need. | know it's a tizz because as a rule youtiosids an example of
beautiful clarity.

Now it's as clear as mud. Come on . . . you weppased to laugh at that,
and relax. Perhaps you'd better tell me now anghldater, huh?'

She lifted her head and he saw tears in her eyes.
'Who leapt at what, Valancy?"
'Kathleen's mother.’

This time he did look startled. 'Kathleen's mothaft?at the hell's she got to
do with anything? Besides, | thought she was inl&rd)’

‘She's back. There was a bus load at Miss Mabelshe sat at my table, and
asked who | was. | told her | was your secretahershe said her daughter
and Godfrey Carmichael had almost made a match lodti his spiteful
former secretary had jinxed it . . . and the giily had believed the scandal
she created.’



'‘Well, you knew all that It was no surprise to ytfuyou think I'll be cross
because you gossiped about me, I'm not. | knowthewgs occur. Besides,
it was common knowledge. Carlotta saw to that.'

Now was the moment. She rested her chin on topsostoulder so she
didn't have to look at him, said, 'Mrs Rissingtassweoming out to give you
a message from Kathleen.'

She felt him grow rigid. He said, 'Right. Then widhe matter with that?
Except if it's to be today, we've got a busy atbemon.’

Pride, of course. 'She isn't coming now. She was&vous—was afraid
you'd think she was interfering or that you'd freep.’

'She needn't have been nervous. | always likedStex.believed me—she
told me and told Kathleen that.'

‘Godfrey, listen. The important thing is that Katih herself doesn't believe
what Carlotta said now. It must have taken herrgylome to think it
through, | admit, but she's come to that conclusiot wants you to know.
She couldn't face writing to you, but now she's icgnback, and wanted
you to know that before she returns. So asked lo¢ihento do it. Godfrey,
what are you swearing for?'

'‘Never you mind. Surely a man can swear once iftua tmoon without
having to say why except that he's relieving hdifgs. Is that really all
you were het up about?'

Valancy felt and sounded indignant. 'All? Isn&mough? You wanted very
badly for her to admit it wasn't true. | even betst up their belief in you by
telling Mrs Rissington what Carol was really likehink when she writes
and tells her daughter that, Kathleen'll feel abletter.’

‘That's nice,’ said Godfrey suavely and sarcastichlow, turn your face up
like a good girl and let me kiss you properly.' Whe released her words
failed her. But not him. 'And we're not wantingitoss this afternoon. Your
father rang. The young man he's bringing says hesmomind working
during New Year holidays, so they'll be here ddgrabmorrow, wench!



Valancy gasped, 'But Godfrey, it'll cost more.tideéw Year working paid
triple rates? That's throwing money away! And yoeedh it all. The
restocking of the trees cost a fortune and the fasheats money.’

'‘Well, if I'm not allowed to give you a rise surdlgan pay triple rates for a
couple of days, especially when your papa has edfiis take a penny!
Besides, the farm is starting to pay for itself{tse translations can stand a
verandah and conservatory.'

'l feel guilty about that conservatory. It's alfniot a necessity.’

'Stop it this moment!" he nodded. "You sound lilgatha, the first Godfrey's
first wife. Look at the shell of that house, plaimaight lines, stark and ugly
... you and I. girl, are going to make Carmichidelise a thing of beauty
and a joy for ever. We'll have to slog in the sttitig afternoon and finish
everything before your people get here.’

Valancy didn't speak. She was wondering for whoran&ually, would that
transformation be made?

They had two nights and a day of heavy rain aftat, tso the saplings were
noticeably benefited by the time the three visitmsved. She found it was
wonderful to have her father and mother here, anohg Dave

Sinclair, who chummed up instantly with Rod anda $e& hardly counted it
working when he could go off to the bathing beadtemwhe finished work,
or ride, explore the bush, fish in the rivers, t&achel's sister Cynthia to
Balclutha, even to Dunedin, in the evenings.

Rachel was disgusted. 'Cynthia's been the onlydmewasn't sloppy over
fellows, and now look at her! She's lost her serigeimour and she's like a
moonstruck calf. Thank goodness you're past thrab$thing, Valancy.'

Godfrey roared at the look on Valancy's face. Radbetunately, made
amends. 'Oh, | don't feel you're past falling imele-1 mean it doesn't take



you the same way. Cynnie wouldn't see a joke agordf it slapped her in
the face. Honestly!

Godfrey said in a would-be consoling tone, 'Shemag®alancy, that you
hide your unholy passion for me under a matteragf-éxterior. Don't glare
at me like that! That's carrying it too far. Doydu think so, Fergus?'

Her father burst out laughing. 'You take some awiks, Godfrey. | can
only hope you make it up to Valancy in private.'

She gave her father a look that nearly slayed kinen when Rachel and
Godfrey had gone off together she said, 'Dad, ybettier forget all that

nonsense we put on for Hughsie's sake. We'll agdynrect that when she
comes down south. Seeing Godfrey's set on givim@glveeek or two here

come harvest.'

Fergus looked at his girl with eyes of love. 'Lasdi's blind you are. Can't
you see Godfrey means to have you? He told mehelsto you seriously,

that for some reason you want time to think it overan understand it. A
lesser man let you down. But | wouldna make it lnmger than March if |

were you. He's doing these alterations for youdowabt about that.'

But she did have doubts. He was doing it for Inctmehael. Everything he
did was for that, even to wanting to provide theakswith sons to follow
him. If one girl wouldn't have him then another Wwbuo.The glorious,
untypical weather held, day after day. The verandesmt on, brown
decramastic roofing covered it, shutters in browpeared at the upper
windows and the small panes were set in only tipeupalves of the sashes,
because Fergus said that way you got appearancepbld still have an
unimpeded view of the superb sweep of countrysia the second storey.
One day a plumber's van arrived out from Badenoch.

'Is that for the spouting round the verandah?'dska@ancy,

Godfrey shook his head. 'Not entirely. | can se®h't be able to keep it
secret from you. I'm extending your idea of thessmatory. Dead centre of
the glass doors from the old drawing-room whicbpéto furnish some day
is to be a path of crazy paving leading up to klitig little fountain in the



middle. A man who has a plant shop in Balcluthadshold of the very
thing for me. It belonged to an old homestead iag0t destroyed by fire
half a century ago. Quite Grecian, with wroughtniracanthus and
grapevines round the rim of the bowl, and very satefloor-level pool to

make it a risk to toddlers.’

She felt her colour rising. 'A delightful idea, Gay. It will sound so cool
on hot days like this." All day the image of thigdi tinkling fountain that
would be safe for toddlers went with her. Mid-afi@on she went for a
walk, past the saplings. Already the flowerbedsenstowing promise. Her
mother and Aunt Helen were on kneeling-stools jpignobut pansies and
London Pride, pinks and petunias.

They looked after her as she disappeared intartteslof the winding drive
that had been spared when the others had beeficgatrHelen said, 'She's
restless, isn't she? What is it, Dilys? Is shengyio resist falling for
Godfrey?'

'| think she must be. If so she's not succeedimgpider why. | could swear
she's not got an atom of feeling left for Justiexiaps being ditched by one
man makes you wary of taking on another. But tleegt right for each
other.’

Valancy came to a bend in the drive where you ctndél back and see the
house. From here you could see the raw unpaintedass of the additions.
She screwed her eyes up so that the surroundirgsled and only the
softened outlines appeared in her vision. It waagto be beautiful, like
Dad had said, early American Colonial, with thelgpdd posts of the
verandah adding to that illusion. She could alniesir that little tinkling
fountain . ..

She heard a car! Rachel's father's. He leanedaidt,'l was just coming up
with the mail. You'll save me time.'

She went up to the house with it and sorted it Guie of Godfrey's was a
request for the source of a quotation he had use'd. given only the name
of the author.



She went out to Godfrey, busy with the plumber titight for a moment.
'Up in the sanctum is that small grey file ... aegedrawer one. The two
bottom ones are bits-and-pieces for future booltgnk it's the third one up
that has the quotes already used. Thanks very much.

Valancy loved the sanctum. It was so irregulamotherwise too orthodox
house. It had this splendid eyrielike view. Sheld@ge that glorious swathe
of the horizon where sea met sky. Oh, lovely, lgvaland of the
Carmichaels!

She found it without much difficulty. She'd posaway tomorrow, typing it
out in full. Meanwhile she'd tidy this drawer. Al these had been used,
Godfrey must have just stuffed scrap after scrapapler back in. It was at
the very bottom of the drawer that she found somgtélse. What book had
he used this in? It was done in letter form, bat thasn't unusual. Much of
his early colonial fiction was based on old diargesl correspondence. It
was in his handwriting, so perhaps he'd copiedratnf some library,
probably from a New Zealand section of ancient paffet were allowed to
be perused but not borrowed. By now she'd readhiallbooks, but she
couldn't recall a situation like this.

It was good. Every line betrayed the pain of tharabter who had penned
these lines originally. Of course it could be adrsl, a first draft. She must
ask him. It could possibly be used in another bapken similar
circumstances.

Not till she got almost to the end of it did shalize what it was. It wasn't a
love-letter written by one of his characters. Wharfew lines from the
bottom, the name Kathleen leaped up at her, she beyond shadow of
doubt that Godfrey had written this to Kathleen dRigton. Had she
suspected that she'd never have read beyond shérfe or two.

She sat with it in her hands, and despite thetfattthis was January and
midsummer, the room got colder and colder.

'Dearest and Best,



It doesn't seem possible that you've gone leavingddress, that |
can't reach you. I won't, | can't believe that jm@&ver come back. |
gave it time, thought you would come to your senbes even tried
to forget you, but | can't. In every story | redtelr your voice in the
dialogue. Did | ever tell you, heart's darling,tthbove your voice?
It's got such allilt in it, as if you could burste song at any moment,
anywhere. | can't post this. You've cut yourseffsaf completely.
But only in writing this can | find any solace & any relief. It's just
not possible to cut a person out of one's life lkat, no matter
what's happened. Everything reminds me of yohe.bboks we've
read together, the waterfalls in the bush, evengsureminds me of
the ones we've watched together. You've made ifird. No
address. It always comes back to that. I'll keég tievertheless, in
case you ever come back. Then you'll know how miuwstdiil love
you.

Rufus is getting too fat for want of a rider. WheaeI'm in the
paddock he comes running up and nuzzles my pockethie
sugar-lumps you always gave him. He misses youKat)leen. |
don't see how | can bear the winter without you.

You thought you'd like daffodils under the limeselplanted them.
Will you ever see them? If only | knew you'd seenthsome day,
and read what I've written.

Yours for ever and aye, Godfrey.’'

Valancy read it twice. Oddly, what hurt most ..tk moment, was that
Kathleen had ridden Rufus too. That was absurd. t&ttelooked upon
Rufus asherhorse. He still looked for sugar lumps. Godfrey thadned her

only last week not to overdo them. How stupid tahieking of that now!

She roused herself, put the letter in his stroragkolwriting back in the
drawer the way she'd found it. He must never knle&idsfound it. It would
never do, now, to leave this drawer so tidy. Slokeud up the neat piles
she'd sorted the clippings and notes into, rutihesn up, stuffed them back.
Oh, damn that person who'd written for the quomataamn him, damn him!



But she was resolved in one thing. No doubt th&eddnad been written in
the first unbearable anguish of her departure gne might have softened
the sense of loss, and certainly he tried to teibkIf he no longer cared, but
Kathleenmustcome to see him on her return. The strength obtmal that
had once lain between her and Godfrey must bedteStee herself couldn't
give Godfrey his answer until they had seen ealklraigain.

She came down to the main study, rang Mrs Rissmgand asked for
Kathleen's address. Mrs Rissington said, 'Thatfseeiaing | can't give you,
I'm afraid. She's on her way. She left earlier thla@ intended, but she's not
arriving till the middle of February just the san&he's stopping off at
several places on the way, Rome, where she hana fiSingapore where
she wants to do some shopping, and then stayirtngother friends in Hong
Kong. Can | help in any way? | told her the mesdagbeen passed on to
Godfrey by his present secretary. | think it's adl@ff her conscience."Just
tell her, when she arrives, I'd like her to comélwere and tell Godfrey in
person. He gave nothing away to me. That's prideppose. Would you do
that?'

‘I will. I'll get her to let you know when she'srmamg out and perhaps you
could see they meet in private. Thank you, dear.’

Valancy put the phone down and stared at the Walte she couldn't do for
Godfrey, but this she did know, they must be gittem chance to meet
again.



CHAPTER TEN

VALANCY felt as if she lived on the surface of things frdren on. There

was great happiness in having her parents heszamg the harsh lines of
Carmichael House gentled more each day by cunapidars, the fountain

installed and connected up to its own water sufipdy came from a tiny

spring. She spent hours with her mother and Aurdemden the garden,

trundling barrowloads of sheep manure to the fldsds, planting out

boxes of seedlings to set patches of colour whareness still showed,
planning a fernery.

This was Helen's idea, and Godfrey got Rod andt8itlig it out so that it
was sunken, and bring flat rocks from the hillsiteeprovide a little path to
wind through it. They planted aromatic low-growiptants among the
stones, and brought tiny tree-ferns from deep wi@armichael's Bush so
that some day they would grow taller than the bah&g had created. There
wasn't the need to buy a single fern of any desanpthere were hundreds
in that bush. 'We ought to go into business," ¥athncy gloatingly, ‘and
advertise "Instant ferneries supplied by Carmiclodéhchcarmichael.™

Then she put her hand to her mouth as she remethbleeemight not have
so much longer here ... if the old alchemy workedem Godfrey met
Kathleen again. Of one thing she was sure, he'd ttaget a male secretary
then. For one thing, she herself wouldn't be ablecar to stay.

She turned to find Godfrey had come down into #radry. 'Did you want
me? Must | go in?'

He shook his head. 'Not to the study. Just toytailthe smell of paint from

the conservatory is all evaporated and your paphldrave decided the
other jobs are such that we can both spare youwesteof the day to start
filling it. Rod and Bill are cutting you those Higg troughs you want for the
ferns there, and they'll bring in the native plaans so on, but we're taking
you into Balclutha right now to choose the pot-pdaand shrubs for the
conservatory. The fountain is doing its stuff cogliit down and the

atmosphere is suitably moist.’



Aunt Helen and Dilys looked at each other and s@@;ll come too.'
Fergus chuckled, 'You haven't been asked!

Valancy rounded on her father. 'Don't be so meawklat their faces. They
haven't had so much fun for years. They're goinghtmose some of their
own favourites.'

'Of course,’ said Godfrey. "They're going to séat af that conservatory in
the years to come.’

Valancy turned swiftly away, said, 'I'd better geime of this dirt off me.
And make morning tea before we go.'

Godfrey said, 'Fergus, you drive Dilys and Auntétein the station wagon
and I'll take Valancy in the farm truck.’'

Valancy looked amazed. 'Godfrey, it isn't the Win@arden of the
Botanical glasshouse department you're stockingt'spn itsy-bitsy little
conservatory tacked on to a dwelling.’

'It'll take some filling just the same. I'll leaveom for shelves of begonias
and fuchsias later; I've got it all worked out, lbdoks so raw and new, all
fresh paint and glass panes, so | just can't vildiit tshows greenness
through the windows. Come on!" He climbed the stapbwent ahead.

Aunt Helen said, laying down her fork, 'lt's wonfdéto see him like this
again, eager as a schoolboy.' She turned to Valavioy're the one who
wrought this miracle. When are you going to givea lyour answer?"

Valancy said nothing for a moment. Her mother wahitemiling. Aunt
Helen didn't look abashed, as if she'd just saidetbing she must have
been asked to keep to herself. It was pretty cleatrif Godfrey had told
Dad, Dad would have told Mother and it was certlie and Aunt Helen
would have talked it over. So she said, slowlyrhBps it isn't as ideal as it
looks on the surface. I—can't—quite—make up my mind



Aunt Helen said, 'Did that Justin make you so uagdryourself? Godfrey
would never let you down like that.'

Valancy said, 'l know that.'
‘Then," said her mother, 'why--' she broke off.
'Helen, I don't think it's anything to do with Juasts it, Valancy?'

Valancy's blue eyes met her mother's dark onetsidign'No, it isn't. Justin
ceased to matter a long time ago. But--' her egisdm appeal.

Both older women recognised this, though neithetctcanderstand it. Aunt
Helen, with none of her characteristic vagueneaisl, SDear child, we're
blundering in where angels wouldn't venture taogbt-orgive me—I'm just
a foolish old woman and I'm so impatient to seepdie of you happy and
ceasing to waste time. Only he's yours for thengkyou know.'

'I've promised to give him his answer in Marche Igot my own reasons for
that. That's all, and thank you, my darlings, iathncy was gone.

But was he hers for the taking? If either HelenDilys had seen that
impassioned, agonised letter they'd have had ddobts

The fernery was finished, the conservatory a bavtgreenery that added
the last touch of elegance to a house that had catmés own. Each new
leaf those saplings put forth, each blossom thadrbked in those curved
flower-beds, spoke a promise of future days whereanore birds would
build nests and rear young, and bees would gathrezyhsweetness for the
hives Rachel's father tended so faithfully. Beforegy Miss Mabel and Miss
Edith would be selling the tourists pottery jarbdbed Inchcarmichael
Honey.

Fergus and Dilys and Dave Sinclair returned to €bthniurch the last week
in January, and Cynthia, Rachel's sister, appbedaind obtained a position
up there, to be near Dave. Rachel went back tooscBodfrey and Valancy



resumed study hours, and James and Susie werduheats ... the hum of
the typewriter lulled them, purring, to sleep.

Godfrey was pushing on with the history of Inchcaimel, and Valancy

was set some routine work that would save him niunc later, typing up

long lists of his characters from former books, times that were to have
sequels.

He sighed heavily one day. 'What is it, Godfrey®® asked. 'Something
going wrong? Inspiration flagging?"

'Frustration mostly.' He put his hand on the pfigottings on his left side.
'Some of this stuff, the diaries, the old lettéh® clippings, | can't use. So
much of it was never meant to be made public. ¥egot life- blood in it,
drama and self-sacrifice and a faithful picturéhafse days, but some have
menace in them, and spite and meanness. The diapasgicular were used
as wailing walls. When things were too bad to bebpl suppose. Makes
me feel as if I've been eavesdropping on converssiti wasn't meant to
hear. Perhaps I've been writing fiction too longeix though I try to be as
realistic as possible, | can, to a certain exte@nipulate the characters.

‘Take Agatha, for instance. Even she isn't whodlg,lthough she certainly
had her moments of sheer wickedness when she pHdt#deen and

Godfrey. There's a sort of household record boale,heill of times of

setting hens, and killing the geese and saltinghdetown, and curing
bacon. Then two pages, facing each other, with amlg entry. Look,

Valancy.'

He pushed it over to her. It was written with ackhpencil that had needed
sharpening. 'Hopes dashed again! If only | coulde gsodfrey a son for
Inchcarmichael!"

Valancy knew a fierce stab of pity for Agatha, whoheated and lost. Who
knew but what she'd paid over and over again? tequited love. She said
so. 'lt would be so terrible never to feel loved/as wanted to be loved.'

He nodded. 'l expect her conscience bothered herould rise up in the
night and hit her. | wonder if, but for that, iy she'd not made mischief,



but other things had parted Kathleen and Godfi@that he married Agatha
for companionship and family life, do you think thlarough the years they
might have reached the heights? Grown together2dnmgive me the
woman's viewpoint on that?'

She felt again that constriction round her heahisWwas too close to the
bone. She said slowly, 'l don't know Are you thimkof a situation like that
for one of your pioneer novels?'

Well, perhaps | am. In fact | must mean that. Dknédw why | should have
thought of it otherwise.’

(Valancy had an idea she knew why he'd thought )of i

She said, 'It would be very hard in the early y¢anse patient. Wanting to
give to the uttermost and not wanting to reveal hnuch one cared. |
expect you would yearn for a dreamed-of day wheldenly a man would
tell you that the other attachment meant nothing nothat you were his
true mate. But it would need an articulate man, ldiwtiit, and not all men
are.'

She wished those grey eyes would look away. Sée toi make it sound just
hypothetical. Perhaps she had succeeded for heedpldpt his own tone
academical. 'Thanks. | appreciate the way you tassis, Valancy.
Sometimes a man can be at a loss.'

'l expect it acts that way in reverse, Godfrey. W\\atwoman author. She
might wonder how a man would feel if he was newgtegsure his wife
loved him as a husband ought to be loved or—or ¢&r@ikafter someone
else.

His answer was prompt. ‘It would be hell. If yowulght you never got the
response you were looking for.' Then his face brotaea grin. 'Though I've
an idea a man would try to force the issue, trgnakeher care. Use storm
tactics.’



Valancy felt a physical tremor run over her. Shieva for lightness, said,
'Ever think authors get far too analytical? Mayibe is more simple than
that. That it ought to be taken at its face vahat,delved into too deeply?’

"You could be right. My trouble is I'm far too intately involved with these
dead-and-gone Carmichaels. | can't re-write thastohy for them.
Sometimes | regret | ever started it.'

She was appalled. 'Oh, Godfrey, don't give it upage! | couldn't bear it.
I've read only as far as the reconciliation of Gegfand Kathleen. Already
I'm longing to find out what they made of theirds: I've just got to where
Archibald and Effie come back to my annexe. | calildear it if | couldn't

read on to the end, especially when it's such @yhapding. Remember,
Godfrey, even if you can't see them from here, thahd the end of the
house, out there new trees are growing. The sanus kis the originals. It's
So satisfying.'

'Is it?" asked Godfrey, his brows down. 'It's naactly the sort of ending |
had in mind. I've always been like that with writinVhen | start a novel |
know the beginning and | know the end . . . whiglihe only thing that
keeps me at the hard grind of all the chapterslighéetween.' He stood up.
'It's no good, | can't write today. | think I'll beppier out baling that last
paddock of hay. Rod said the dew would be gonedonrand they could
start. I'll see what the reading is now.'

His abrupt departure seemed to make the room pleskpty. She looked
down at her desk and knew a great distaste fongygsiese boring lists. If
the men were going to be baling hay, it might beaiper to get the big
motor-mower out and do the old back and side laNoeshurry about these
lists.

The phone rang: Mrs Rissington. She spoke in avoiwe, 'Miss Smith?
Oh, Rhona Rissington here. Is Godfrey in the saomras you? Or anyone
else?’

Valancy's heart skipped a beat. ‘No, I'm alone.ffégts decided to help the
men with their hay- baling.'



'‘Good. Kathleen is here. She flew in from Singapostead of taking in
Hong Kong. She wanted to speak to you but didnitwa risk getting
Godfrey and having him recognise her voice. Heeeish

The next moment Valancy was hearing the voice &ydfiad described as
lilting. Not that it seemed that way now, but thiewas nervous. But it was
charming, low and husky. Valancy shook her thoudhte. She must
concentrate.

'Mother's told me that you feel | owe it to Godftteytell him face to face

that | no longer believe what Carlotta said hadpesed. | know | treated
him shamefully. It must be ghastly to be innocemdl aot to be able to

convince someone important to you that you are. Apgst upped and

offed. Didn't give the dust a chance to settldink it's very brave of you,

Valancy, to do this. I'll tell Godfrey it was brgv& he doesn't go you for
interfering. | knew | ought to have the courageee him face to face and
apologise, but | chickened out at the very thouBbt.when Mother told me

what you'd said, | knew | must.

"The main reason for being so nervous was thahge#s a whole year ago,
he might have changed completely and never wardeseé me again,
apology or not. Mother said you'd told him I'd chad my mind, that |

know now | ought never to have believed Carlot&ll e, how did he take
that? What was his reaction?’

In an instant Valancy's mind flew to that scenéhim stable when Godfrey
had sworn, then said, 'That's nice,' in a veryasic voice, and proceeded
to kissher.

She pulled herself together and said crisply, 'Hde @ bit stiff about it. You
know how men are. His pride was still hurt, | supgahat it had taken you
so long. But I'm sure it will be all right, facefece. But please don't feel too
rebuffed, if for the first moment or two he's d@lich. When will you come?
I'll fix it so that he's on his own, up here in stedy. Oh, and your mother
will have told you that if you'd known Carlotta bknew her, you'd never
have believed it for an instant. She's a shock&nelw her as Carol, of
course—the sort of person who told so many liesgeiteut of the way of
telling the truth.’



'Yes, Mother told me. Godfrey's been more thanyuclgetting a secretary
like you. Look, Valancy, I'll come out tomorrow nmimg about ten. If you
can come out when you hear me arrive and take rieetstudy, if ever my
shaking knees get me there, I'll be eternally ¢uéte you.'

When Valancy replaced the receivieer knees were shaking.

She decided she wouldn't, after all, do the mow@aydening gave you too
much time to think. Besides, when she got the tivihem into the study
tomorrow, she'd go out then, start up that roamgor and mow the lawns
for dear life. Meanwhile, on with this tedious task

Lunch was on presently, much as usual, with the radking farm
activities, pleased that for once all the hay,yeand late crops, had been
gathered in without a drop of rain on it. ‘We'llktabout this summer for
years,' said Bill, with great satisfaction.

Godfrey said, 'I'm sorry | won't be with you aftdk. Might manage it after
tea-break perhaps, but | clean forgot | had thogerds to get out for
Federated Farmers. Can't let them down. It shdutdké more than a
couple of hours, though. Valancy, you can contimien those lists. |
wonder if inThey Came By Sailing-shymu could trace their exact ages,
and work out how old their children and grandctaidwould be in World
War One. And jot down all their colourings, chaeaudtics etc. at the same
time, for the sequel.'Bill looked at Godfrey andlarecy with respect. ‘I
never thought there was as much in this book-vgritaper till | worked
here. Give me hay-baling or shearing every timell\¢eme on, Rod."

Godfrey said, 'I'll be in the farm office. If | getll into shape, I'll type it out
myself tomorrow morning. Just send my afternoonrtgame, please, Aunt
Helen.'

Valancy went along to the study. There was onegthilealing with dates
and ages, you simply couldn't let your mind wartdeomorrow and all it
could mean. A dull ache kept her company, but & Badn't been busy, it
would have become a stabbing pain. While Godfreg Haought of
Kathleen as hard and unbelieving, there had beenclmance of



reconciliation, but when she came here to him,rderind nervous and . . .
and sweet, because dted sounded sweet, anything could happen.

The afternoon wore on. She heard Godfrey go outitasounded as if he
was joining the men. So much the better. She dihnit him up here. In the
intimacy of these two rooms where they had shavedany happy working
hours, she might suddenly tell him Kathleen was iogniomorrow, even
find herself offering to bow out if he found, aftt, he still cared as he had
cared when he had written that poignant, unbearailger love-letter that
had never been posted. She wrenched her mind aweayif again, and
waded stolidly through the shockingly low prices$beep during the Great
Depression.

Presently she heard a car arrive, voices, Racletisanother's. Probably
her mama's, come over to see Helen. Rachel camemmsat days after the
school bus dropped her at the bridge, to feed lggaem horses, and half a
dozen other small chores which her soul delightedand which, in the
main, were paid for.

Valancy found she'd have to go up to the sanctuchéck about the change
of government in 1935 when Labour came in. Godfragt had the New
Zealand Encyclopaedias up there the other dayjoflee down some notes
and was almost down to the bottom stair behindlitie glass-panelled
door when she heard the far door open, people aartteen Rachel's voice,
loud and clear.

‘This room is much more efficient-looking than ged to be, don't you
think? Again it's Valancy's doing. Godfrey saysdtiéd can't believe his
incredible luck in getting someone trained in psifiing work. He wasn't
too bad—for a man—at keeping things tidy, but thas about as much as
you could say. But now, all he needs to do is $ngfingers and demand a
reference and Valancy has it on his desk in twaehaf a lamb's tail.'

There was a hint of laughter in the voice that arsd her, no doubt
occasioned by Rachel's old- fashioned precise Wapeech. 'How very
fortunate for Godfrey. He deserves that sort ok/adter that Carlotta as a
secretary. Some people would hate the isolatiog, Hmrt to get one who
doesn't and who appears to be able to landscapeardery add



conservatories, to say nothing of verandahs andedusteps, makes one
think he must have been born under the right stars.

Who on earth had the child brought up? Some visifoher mother's,

probably someone who wanted to meet the authand by the sound of it
knew the previous set-up here. This visitor woudyard her as an
unlikeable paragon. Whereas it was just a chilé'®-hworship sort of

complex. She'd stopped dead on the bottom sta&’d2hgood mind to go
back up till Rachel took this woman away. But theseden stairs creaked
abominably, they'd give her away. She'd have toma, but she would

disclaim all this irritating perfection.

But Rachel was fair. 'Well, in all honesty, thedaoaping was done by a
Balclutha man. Godfrey sold a serial. And it wadaviay's father and a
workman of his who put the verandah on ... thodghdonservatory idea
was Valancy's notion, Kathleen.’

That last word froze Valancy into immobilitikathleen.Oh, no, no! She'd
said tomorrow morning. This had to be another Kahl She turned that
idea down immediately.

But how could she face this girl with Rachel's al\ere praises still ringing

in her ears? Poor Kathleen, who, unknown to Raehalld have shaking

knees. Kathleen would be sure she had taken hee pla. had a chief

interest in altering the house, now Godfrey woulewér have the chance to
welcome back to Inchcarmichael the one he hadadllearest and Best',
the one he said he loved 'for ever and aye'.

But what to do nowPlease God, now Rachel's seen Godfrey isn't legre,
her take Kathleen down to the paddocks, the stallberever he is?
Please?

At that moment Rachel said, 'Oh, Aunt Helen museHaund Godfrey. |
can hear him coming. I'll go now. 'Bye!

Godfrey must have passed her in the doorway. St lem say, 'Thanks,
Rachel, for doing the honours. Hello, Kathleen. WHg&l you get back?'



There seemed to be a pause before she answeseehded as if there was
quite a distance between them. As if Kathleen wees the window, and
Godfrey no farther than a few paces from the dddéren would that space
narrow? Kathleen had yet to convince him she truly belielen.

Suddenly Valancy's knees would support her no longéh infinite care
she sat down on the bottom stair and leaned hek dgainst the little post.
She dared not mount those creaky stairs. She cofédae going into the
room, and, heaven help her and forgive her. shddeturesist the
temptation to listen-in. Only that way could sheresvaluate what Godfrey
really felt about Kathleen.

His voice was anything but encouraging. Hurt priti@t was all. Kathleen
said, 'l arrived two days ago. | felt | must atsieeome out to tell you | was
absolutely wrong to believe Carlotta. In actuat fae not believed it for a
very much longer time than | even told Mother. §buto have written long
ago.'

'Yes, you ought. Not much point now. And | knewstranyway. Valancy
told me—she met your mother at Miss Mabel's. Yalndihave to bother
coming out here.’

Kathleen didn't speak. Valancy could only guedseatfeelings.

Godfrey added, 'lt has ceased to rankle. It hadattered for a very long
time. In fact, ever since Valancy came here. Skachthe story, but even
before she knew that Carlotta was actually a remolwmischief-maker
she'd been to college with, accepted the factitivedis a put-up job. | can
understand that in the first horrible moment ofisgeCarlotta's clothing

draped over my bedroom chair, you'd think what gia) but not when |

gave you my word there was nothing in it.

'When Valancy first knew what had parted us, she wary comfortingly,
because she's a born peacemaker, drat her, tratondhought it out, all
you knew of me would convince you it wasn't trueut,Bto be brutally
candid, all that matters to me is that Valancy ékétsas no doubts.’



Valancy, sitting rigidly on that bottom step, arstdning with all her might
and main, didn't know what to think. Was this jhatt pride lashing out?
Dear God, what if it were true?

Kathleen didn't reply. Perhaps she couldn't.

Godfrey's voice came through even more clearlygiFe me, Kathleen, if |

appear to be taking your apology in a very churligy. but this is so
important to me that | must make it clear beyoridoabsible shadow of
doubt ... I want no complications at this stagee Bnly person | need to
believe me is Valancy. I've asked her to marryloue she wouldn't give me
an answer right away. She's having an inward figtit herself over it. I'm

content to wait till she resolves it. She's askedtowait till March, | don't

know why. In fact, though | say I'm content, | ddmow how to contain my
impatience. She was let down by the man she waagedgo. | might say
she behaved magnificently over it, even to saanditier job for the sake of
the happiness of the girl he eventually married.Hbping that in time | can
make her forget him. But if | can't, | shall newearry anyone!

Valancy almost cried out with sheer joy. This slaglto believe, the ring in
Godfrey's voice, the pain in it as he spoke—sonewasly—of her feeling
for Justin. She clapped her hands over her mouth.

Godfrey added in an entirely different tone," Sevh&athleen, now that
you know that, | gladly accept that apology. | extpes pride. Nobody likes
to be accused of something he hasn't done. Nowan we be normal? Just
chat as old friends meeting again after a yeaoawith one overseas. Did
you love England?’

Valancy could only guess at what the other girl trhes feeling, but she
couldn't subdue this tide of gladness that was gingeover her. Then,
unexpectedly, Kathleen laughed. 'Oh, Godfrey, brmedieved! I've more to
say than that, but | was terrified you might thihks meant | wanted to
make up. My apology wasn't complete at all. —I'sma@med now when |
look back and honestly analyse my feelings. I—awy ban | make it clear?
I've suffered a complete change of heart. Somesunght me to look fairly
and squarely at myself, at my motives. Oh, he tigi@ach at me, didn't
even know about this till | told him. | didn't tdim till I'd examined my



motives mercilessly. | had to tell him because Hhmught me so different
from what | really was. He had to know how meamature I'd been. Oh,
I'm telling this so badly. Do you remember hov. gnigvas with you when
you wouldn't allow that film to be made out of yobook. Do you
remember?"

i remember. That was when the rot set in, the ficgtbt.’

i don't wonder,' said Kathleen. 'l was hopelespbjled. Godfrey Too much
was spent on me. Oh, don't feel I' m shifting thera for my own rotten
nature. | can understand it. My parents lost tfiest child, then Mother had
two miscarriages, so | was doted on. | didn't warfall in love with you,

Godfrey. | did, but I didn't want to make any stces. | wanted you to live
in the city, and just write. You had this dreadfuillstone of a property
hung round your neck, this overwhelming desireriadpit back into the
family. You were working day and night to make aisgible.

'The thought of the mortgage repayments was likeghtmare to me. The
barrenness of the outside of the house and surimgsd. so different now .
. . and when, because of your scruples, you wdudiow them to change
the script, and turned down that offer that wouddhdr made it possible to
clear the debt, even to tear this down and buidodern house, | knew |
hadn't the grit to marry you. Oh, | was wrong. Yook was the child of
your brain. | know so many things | didn't know rthé couldn't face the
struggle to get Inchcarmichael on its feet. | didr@nt to be remembered as
the girl who gave you up for that reason. | ddmik | ever truly believed
Carlotta's story, except right at the first. Ordy & few moments. | just used
it as an excuse.'

It sounded as if Godfrey took a step or two neleeithen. 'This is amazing!
That's very courageous of you. It takes a lot foyame to recognise that
they've been in the wrong, much less admit it.glad. Because if you give
me permission to tell Valancy about it, she'll @grd never have the
slightest doubt in her mind at all, about you. Ndwek on you as the one |
ought to have married. I'm sure there's been sanggthere.”

Now gladness and ecstasy was sweeping over thedrapper at the foot
of the concealed stairs. She didn't deserve thise 8ad listened



shamelessly, avidly ... the proverbial fate of saveppers hadn't overtaken
her. Oh, bless him, he wasn't softening towards Klithleen he had once
called his dearest

and best, his only thought was for her, Valancy.

Kathleen had more to say, though. Now there remdly a lilt in her voice.
'Want to know what brought about the change, Geg@ftel like to tell you.'

'And I'd like to hear.' His voice now had more w#rm

'l went on nursing for a time in England, in Livegb. A doctor there was
taking a refresher course in tropical diseasess Biee of a team dealing
with refugees in Thailand, near the border—quiteggaous. Against his
life, his dedication, my own life seemed shoddyeptdor my nursing. He
made me see myself as | am. Actually, | hope &'d was. | feel I've

changed. I'm joining him out there after this halidvith Mother and Dad.’

‘Congratulations. When are you getting married?’

Her voice was a little rueful. 'He has decreed tmatto have at least six
months out there first to find out if | can reatke it. That's why I'm home
a bit ahead of time. | was going on to Hong Kongt, e flew down to
Singapore to see me, and | felt | couldn't wastetitine. | want to get this
six months over as soon as possible. | know iélltbugh, but if we're
married, there should be joy amidst the pain arfigsng.'

Godfrey laughed, a nice laugh, full of understagdand, Valancy thought,
relief. "You haven't any doubts about yourself hgme, about being able to
take it. Of course you haven't. You love him as peuer loved me, don't
you? A life like that takes far more facing up ban life here, mortgages
and all, so good for you!".

‘Thank you, Godfrey. Now | know you've really forgn me. | know why,'

a note of mischief sounded in her voice, 'becang®ur Valancy, just as |
have in Clive, you've found your true mate." Shggtpd. 'We've been so
intense, so uptight about it all. You know, | alwayspected you really fell
for me because my name was Kathleen. You lovecchrohichael so much



you wanted to write a fairytale ending for it. Badoh, what's in a name?
I'm going. I'd have loved to have met your Valan@pdfrey. Can | come
back and meet her. say, next week? So far I've imelyher as a voice on
the phone. Oh, yes, she arranged for me to contépimorrow morning,
not today. Only suddenly I couldn't stand it anyder. | want it all cleared
up tonight when | write to Clive so that when I'mitimmg I'm not all worried
about you and my apology. Can you really waitiirch to be sure of her?
I'l only be here another ten days. I'd love tonkhbefore | leave for
Thailand that it's all right and tight. Are you swghe still hankers after this
fellow?'

It was no good, it was too much for Valancy. Steedtup, flung open the
door, emerged, shining-eyed, 'She doesn't,’ skelsaidly and clearly.

The effect on the other two was ludicrous. Theymynstood and stared.

Valancy said, 'I'm that horrible creature, a shasglkavesdropper. I'd just
got to the foot of the stairs, Kathleen, when Radimeught you in and
started boosting me to you. Not that | knew it was at first. | felt too
embarrassed to come in. | dare not creep up thiase again because they
creak horribly. Then Godfrey came in . . . and gfliankly, | just couldn't
bear to. And now I'm glad, glad, glad | didn't"

Her shining-eyed rapture suddenly conveyed iteeddfrey. He took two
eager steps towards her, then checked and saidy&/e-you've just said
you're not still hankering after Justin. Is thaiet?'

She gave him a saucy look. 'For an author, Godjrey're mighty slow on
the uptake when it comes to your own affairs! been trying to hide my
feelings for you almost as long as I've been heuot,l had to wait till
Kathleen came home, | couldn't risk it otherwisdnad to be sure you
wouldn't still care when you met again. | told yinat. . . not about her
coming home but that | couldn't, wouldn't be safvith second-best.'

'You absolute idiot," he said, with the greatefaifon warming his tone,
'how ambiguous do you think that sounded? Naturilijhought you
couldn't— quite—forget what you once felt for Jasti



All of a sudden they became embarrassingly awakatileen's presence.
They glanced helplessly towards her.

She had both hands pressed to her lips, her egamglg with satisfaction.
She took her fingertips away, said, 'Don't mind fme,delighted. This is

even more than I'd hoped for ever since Mothernoédshe was strongly of
the opinion that Valancy had fallen for you. Ance simly met you once, so
that's pretty indicative. | adore happy endingthdught I'd made such a
mess of things, not just for me, for Godfrey. dt'sorrible feeling. I'm more

than sure at this moment that | ought to fade liligo down and see Mrs
Armishaw and Rachel. They might even give me axgtoup of coffee. My

knees have only just stopped shaking.

'Poor darlings, they were so frosty to me. Thougtchel did her best to
make me feel Godfrey had now found someone onijtla short of an

archangel, to restore the fortunes of Inchcarmichad mend Godfrey's
supposedly broken heart. Mrs Armishaw is down theoe, probably

hating me with all her might and main. But I'm susden | tell her that
wedding bells are about to ring for you two, shenlivbe able to do enough
for me. Right, I'm on my way."'

Valancy, as Kathleen passed her, put out a handhthers, bent forward,
and touched her lips to Kathleen's cheek. Thank'yshe said. 'If you
hadn't come here today | might never have beendug®dfrey.' Her eyes
misted over.

Kathleen made a face. '‘Don't kiss me . .. kiss'lshe said. 'l think he's been
waiting a long time for this moment.’

The door banged behind her. They stood stocktilhér heels stopped
tapping along the verandah and they heard theddatdoor close. Then they
were in each other's arms, as if they would nestegd.

When, finally, Godfrey lifted his mouth from hets said dazedly, 'l don't
believe it. | just don't believe it! To think itksathleen who brought this
about. Just a moment, I'm not taking the risk giae butting in. | wouldn't
put it past that Rachel.' He crossed to the damned the key, came back
and said, '‘Come on, sweetheart, up to the sanctum.’



She'd left the little glass-paned door open. H&éadaat the bottom step, saw
below it the papers she'd been bringing down, thek her arm and urged
her ahead of him.

This was the room Valancy loved best of all. Agaite far wall was a
chintz-petticoated old chesterfield banished lomges from downstairs.
There was no more comfortable seat in the wholesé&dbhe was swung off
her feet and deposited upon it, cradled in armmgtrcompelling. 'Oh, it's
so long that we've been at cross-purposes, Valdhay,it's unbelievable
that now we can kiss ... and respond ... and kjaghawithout any doubts.’

She said, 'Oh, what time we've wasted! | longeshtpyes that morning on
Scarborough. But you were so matter-of-fact.’

'l had to be. | didn't want to scare you off. Bthlawake for hours the night
before . . . longing for you, burning for you. | areafter that kiss under the
arch. Remember it?"

'Remember it? What absurdity! | lay awake half thnght, too, still
experiencing the delight of it." She cupped higfacher hands and kissed
him as she had kissed him then.

Godfrey said, foolishly, 'l hope you mean that.’

She slipped her hands away, said, 'Would you likitem proof?' He looked
amazed.

‘Just stay here, Godfrey, | won't be a moment.'slipped downstairs and
into her sitting-room, and came back, with a fa¢fyear diary in her hands,
one with a lock. She looked at him, sat down agathe crook of his arm,
laid her glowing cheek against his rough one flegyi and said, 'My
feelings about you were so chaotic, my darlingad bo pour them out in
here. Only briefly." She used the key, openedilitréad it to you. Listen:
"Saturday. Got up early this morning and thoughtdst my feelings for G.
by going round to see the house J. and | werewte Inzed in. Dad sold it,
thank goodness. | found it didn't mean a thing & Itis beautiful, | admit,
on its paltry quarter-acre section . . . dormerdeins, diamond-paned,
gracious gables, the lot. But how can it comparth Wiarmichael House?



As C.H. will be some day! Even now, what suburbectisn could match a
house with rivers and the sea to make its bounslariewhose only access
is by bridge? To guard its happiness like a mogtadge. A house with a
history, with a reserve of native bush, whose bdesbs are pre-Magna
Carta? There's no challenge about a house that'peidect. Carmichael
House has a whole future of change to enhanceoit.tiat any of that
matters, against the fact that it's Godfrey's hotligeone he won back from
thatuncaring vandaliser by sheer hard work. Whavalation this weekend
has been to me!" She laughed. 'Let myself go, idn'even wished | had
the gift to write a poem to Inchcarmichael. Coneidcmy love?' She put
two hands about his face, looked into his eyes.

He convinced her, but not only in words, then, $onglad you showed me
this. You see | saw you . .. hoped it was for arlyeaorning ramble,
wanted to share it with you, so | followed you. Bdten | saw you turn into
that crescent, | knew, and | was furiously jealddisought you trysted with
the past. | nearly let it out when | chased youaipsthat night but caught it
back.' Then, "You were such a foolish girl. Why dadi think | asked you to
marry me if | didn't love you? Like this?

She sobered. 'For Inchcarmichael. To have sorerty it on. But not since
you told Kathleen you'd never marry if | wouldnéave you. So that's
cleared up!

"You chump! Besides, we might only have daught®aancy, if our
first-born is a girl, do you imagine I'd be disappged? That's cruel . .. when
a parent resents the sex of a baby. | may hopeanctichael is handed on,
to a daughter or a son, but—Suddenly her eyes were full of tears. 'To
think | once dubbed you a woman-hater! This is lpv&odfrey, sharing
our dreams, like this. And to think that only aruhago, | was filled with
fear and anguish. Isn't it wonderful to be actuplpnning our family?*

He looked wicked. 'Sure is . . . because of ahtgils ... ah, how delightful,
you're blushing! Now listen to me. What on eartlsgessed you to get
Kathleen out here in person to tell me she no Indgabted my word? That
day you told me she didn't, my reaction to thatsistould have convinced
you once and for all. So why?"



It swept back on her again, threatening her new-mappiness. He saw the
shadow darken the blue eyes almost to black. '‘Game if there's even a
vestige of doubt left, let's have it.'

She said, 'l think I've got to tell you, thoughdnd like doing it. | realise
now that though at the time you meant every word, ou don't now.’

'What on earth--' She put a hand on his mouth.

'Don't stop me, Godfrey. You know the day a readsmrted a quotation and
you told me to look in that file over there? Waéllyvas at the bottom. Had |
known it was a personal letter I'd never have reddhought it was one of
the old pioneer letters you had copied some tina. tNl | got near the
bottom and read the name Kathleen. | thought thatnanyone who wrote a
love- letter like that, even if it was never postealld ever love anyone else
again. | didn't think | could take it. But now Ircd'll have to remember |
once thought I loved Justin.'

His grey eyes were puzzled, intent. 'l haven'tftiggiest idea what you're
talking about. Sweetheart, I'm sure it can be empth For one thing there
have never been any private letters in that fitegl #or another, as far as
Kathleen and | were concerned, during our fairigtessociation, she was
never further away than Balclutha. She was nurtiege. She was home
every weekend. We phoned each other in betweennéver written her a
love-letter in my life. And what do you mean, itsvaever posted?'

He saw the deep, painful blush rise up from the lowt neck of her pale
blue blouse, and said, holding her eyes, 'Darlyuy don't need to feel
embarrassed with me ever again. Go on.'

There was almost a sob in her voice. "You coukbrid this to her because
she'd gone away and left you without an address."

His fingers bit into her arms. 'Without an addrelsaficy . . . you're mixed
up somewhere. | didn't want or need her addregsote day | met her
mother in Badenoch, and she implored me to writ€athleen— she was
sure we could make it up. | knew that was beyorss$ipdity. | didn't want a
girl who wouldn't trust my word. But she insistadg@iving it to me, in case



| changed my mind. | could have written her anyetimwanted to, but |
never did.’

She freed herself, knelt before the file, rummagieelv it out, brought it to
him. She knelt on the floor beside him, put her amhis knee and said,
'‘Read it ... so you don't think I'm imagining ftybu've even forgotten it, it
can't matter any longer.'

He read it swiftly, then before he even finishedather anger, he burst into
one of his huge gusts of laughter. 'Oh, Valancyak@y, you'll be the death
of me! But didn't you recognise it for the letterthe rough copy of the
estate history? Oh, no, you'd got no further tha® teconciliation of
Godfrey and Kathleen ... | didn't know where to tisis, so | hadhat
Kathleen come across it months after they were igthrrit's my
handwriting, yes, but the original was on suchpgdger and was so creased
from lying at the bottom of an old cash-box, it telpieces. His writing was
too hard to type from, so | wrote it out.’

She looked at it numbly. Why was he saying this3Watrying to save her
pain? 'But—but it talks about Rufus coming up fagar-lumps to her.
Godfrey--'

He gathered her between his knees. 'Watch iou'llyoe as unbelieving as
poor Kathleen yet! Long before | bought back theates Dad had all the
family records. | was taken with the mention, indBey's diary, and in this
letter, with the name of his mount, Rufus, becdwsas shepherding up at
Dragonshill when | first came across it, and theshathey had for the
governess was called Rufus. He was under my welghtout of sheer

sentiment | bought him and brought him down heru Xnow v. hat | am

about names, how it led me into falling for Katmelenever thought it

would get me into trouble twice' I'll be very carkih future. Now, are you

satisfied?' He didn't need to ask. She was radild@tadded, "Kathleen
doesn't ride. Doesn't even care for horses. Omgy,tlyiour name is so

unusual, it certainly didn't influence me this tiime

She said, laughing with relief, because now alhpais gone, '‘Don't be too
sure! I've got a second name. Know what it is?'



'Does it matter? | wouldn't care if you were calfgghtha!'

'What a horrible thought! Poor Agatha. Darlings €atriona . . . not only
the name of one of your heroines but it's the aiel version for Kathleen
or Katherine. What do you think about that?'

'Oh, girl, we'll call our first daughter Catrion@h, listen to me, we're back
on to our family again and we've not even fixedwleelding date, or bought
a ring. We'll make it a sapphire ... the sapphirg you wouldn't let me buy
you for Christmas. But tell me . . . any more dasutnt confessions.’

'‘Not a doubt. A confession. Don't groan! That mognin Ballantynes |

found out it wasn't your aunt who rubbed out thpHan. It was mine. She
sent me out to the car for something, and hadaiesewhen | came back.
She and Aunt Helen had met, a few weeks beforthahsame spot, after
long years, and hatched that plot. That fiendisht. gDevils! They got

bowled out beautifully that morning, by a neighbfom Rimu Bush who'd

been present at the first meeting. Godfrey, youtdook surprised!

'l told you they were giggling their heads off lretbathroom that night. |
eavesdropped too. | was in the shower. Those waedis/ery thin. | heard
enough to piece it together. Aunt Helen even sajdst hope he stays this
way .. . with that unmistakable air of a man in love till that disbelieving
Kathleen gets back. He never looked quite like tbaher." But by then |
was so grateful to them | could have given themeaahfor their courage
and perspicacity. They said we were made for ettodr.ol decided not to
tell you in case you were mortified, whereas | doloave called blessings
down on their wicked old heads. Now, is that alét&use we can use the
time to better advantage till we hear Kathleen'sdeparting. Then we'll go
down and tell Aunt Helen and Rachel that we argirgetmarried next
month. Oh, yes, my darling, we are. Now we've wasteough time."'

When they heard her go, they went through his lwedrmto the upstairs
hall, to stand at the window that overlooked theamdah. On the clear air
they could hear the rhythmic ring of the crossawt sutting through great
logs for the fires of Inchcarmichael for the wintdre ripple of the little
stream that fed the fountain in the conservatdmg; green of new lawns
outlining the curving flowerbeds where already tddhioned annuals made



an Indian carpet of colour, and surely there weenanore leaves on those
saplings than had been there last week? Beyondaalthe glimmer of the
sea and that lavender horizon.

'‘Our little world of Inchcarmichael! said Godfrefipping her face up
towards his, and even the future of which they whes was lost in the
tumultuous and tender glory of the present.



