


YESTERDAY'S
ISLAND
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In search of her past - she found her future! Hagrown up in England,

Caroline Murray couldn't explain why she felt aa gart of her was missing.
Then a dear friend's legacy led her to her birttggladNantucket Island,
where the father she'd never known had tragicadlg.dClaiming the house
she'd inherited in the U.S. was like finally comingme. And nothing its
co-owner, the arrogant sea captain Hawkesworth Qabwell, could say

would ever make her leave. She didn't know thatriemd's will had led her
to the one man she'd be willing to follow anywhere!



CHAPTER ONE

CAROLINE was still reeling from the shock of losing her jedhen another
blow fell.

Watching the television news, she was startledsaattiened to learn that
Kiki Lawrence, once a great star of stage and sctesd died at the age of
eighty-four in her luxurious house at Palm Beadbriéa.

Kiki had been godmother to Caroline's mother. Oh€aroline's earliest
memories was of the unexpected arrival of a glan®r@oman wearing a
black fur coat with beads to match (the famouskofaarls) and bringing all
kinds of exciting presents for everyone, includinigrilliant green malachite
egg for Caroline, a French knitting dool and a iiéauvery old box, all of
which she still treasured.

Kiki must have been sixty-six then, but she haskeimed like an old person.
Nor had she seemed old last summer when Carolaspent a week with
her at the lovely house at Antibes on the Riviarhpuse left to Kiki by her
second husband, a French marquis. There had besm tlnsbands and
many lovers in her life; but, after falling in lowehen very young, and being
persuaded by her parents that the man Was hopelas$ibible, she had
never been able to give her heart to anyone else.

Within ten days of Kiki's death, there was a ttaudprise. It arrived by malil
from New York; a letter from a firm of lawyers infaing her that the late
Mrs Katharine Lawrence had bequeathed her a hdusethe Addison
Mizner-designed house on North Ocean BoulevardnFa¢ach, or the
spacious white villa at Antibes. A house on the Agsn island of
Nantucket.

Caroline was at first incredulous and then, alnmosbediately, overjoyed.
For years she had longed to return there—her batlkepand her father's
favourite weekend place. However, because of #iggdraccident in which
he had lost his life when her mother was eight im®mpregnant, the island
had been somewhere which was never mentioned.



Even though, for more than twenty-two years, heth@iohad been happily
married to an English landowner, by whom she haltinaee more children,
Caroline had grown up feeling that Nantucket wésb@o subject.

Only to Kiki had she confided her interest in thland. Which she wouldn't
have, had she realised that for Kiki also the plaeld unhappy memories.
But it hadn't been until their last meeting thakikihad mentioned that
Nantucket had been the scene of the youthful Ifkegr avhich had left her

heart permanently scarred.

Before Caroline had finished reading the lawyetsél— the mail came late
and as she had been out all day, job- hunting, as wow early
evening—someone pressed the bell- push outsidedbe of her flat. In
spite of her American parentage, she had growmupngland and never
re-crossed the Atlantic, so she thought of theelabere she lived as her
flat rather than her apartment.

She opened the door to find a young man with seadiled hair and a
tanned complexion standing outside. He was weaxiRgench fisherman's
jersey of navy blue oiled wool with buttons on aieulder, and an old but
clean pair of jeans. A bulging nylon backpack olight alloy frame was
propped against the wall beside the doorway.

'Rob!"Her grey eyes lit up at the sight of the elden@f two half-brothers.
He stepped forward to give her a hug. 'Hello, Chimy are you?'

Tine. I needn't ask how you are—you look as fiadisldle. You must have
had much better weather than we've had while ydaeen away.'

'Yes, marvellous—only two wet days. I'm hoping Yldat me sleep on your
sofa tonight. I've one or two things to do hereobefl go home." As he
spoke, he lifted the backpack and dumped it infidedoorway.

'Of course. It'll be lovely to have you,' she samrmly.

Although, at twenty-one, he was three years heiojuthey had always
been very close. From the beginning she had fouhdbgy brother much



more fun than inanimate dolls. When he could todste had kept so close
a watch on him that he had been in danger of ok@egtion. But later,
when he was nine and she twelve, it had been Rabhat sensed that she
was the one member of the family who wasn't happlarseback, and who
had helped her to overcome her secret mistrustodnimals which most of
her school friends adored.

Because, physically, they both took after their-&inned, blonde mother,
many people didn't realise that Robert and Caroleee the children of
different fathers. Occasionally, with her polo-pfay stepfather and
horse-mad young brother and sister, she was carss@b being, if not
exactly an interloper, an alien who did not reabglong in their
environment.

With Rob she never felt that. Although he was are#i&nt horseman, horses
were not an obsession with him. He had a gift fBorguages and was
currently at a university. This being the Easteraten, for the past three
weeks he had been on a walking tour in France.

While they were drinking coffee in her small butdortable living-room,
Rob suddenly broke off his account of the tourag, $You're thinner, Caro,
and you've got what Nannie used to call your "pé#dgk. Is something the
matter?'

Reluctant to mention the disaster which had befdiker within days of his
departure, she said lightly, 'l only look pale hesmayou're so brown.'

"Your cheekbones are sticking out," he said, withHerly candour. 'In fact,
on closer inspection, you look like hell. What's trouble?"

Caroline had always been slim. Since losing hergold with it her appetite,
perhaps she had lost a few pounds. She had beeelyagvare that her
waistbands were looser than usual, but had not aegmarked change in
the face reflected by her mirror when she put ahtaok off her make-up.

She had always had prominent cheekbones and aeabhjc square,
stubborn chin with a dent in the centre. Her fdthehin, and her father's
cheekbones, presumably.



Her mother's face was the classic oval. Still lgvat forty- four, at

Caroline's age Barbara Halland must have been isigin@aroline missed
being a beauty because, although she had Barlengesdark-lashed eyes
and pretty nose, below it their features were diff¢, not only in the

resolute firmness of the daughter's chin -compaséth the mother's

rounded one, but in the shape of their mouths. &atb lips had the
symmetry of a lipstick advertisement. Caroline'suthowas too wide for

perfection, the lower lip fuller than the upper.

‘The worst thing is that Kiki has died," she toichireluctantly. 'l thought
you might have heard that in France.'

He shook his head, looking distressed. 'No, nob@w/\Vhere did it happen?
In Florida?'

‘Yes. During her afternoon nap. Her maid went t&evaer up because she
had guests coming to tea, but Kiki had died indhegp. We ought to be glad
for her—no illness, no real old age. But oh dear,are going to miss her.'

Rob murmured agreement. After a pause, he said,dDoemember the last
line of Nancy Mitford's biography of Madame de Paupur?’

She shook her head.

'It wasAfter this—referring to Madame de Pompadour's deaghvery great
dullness fell upon the Chateau of Versaill@dhat's how we shall feel
without Kiki. You said that was the worst thing. ¥lelse has happened in
my absence?'

'My job has gone down the drain. I'm out of worlotfor long, | hope, but it
has been rather traumatic to find myself unemployaceryone knew a
merger was imminent, and that some people woutddendant, but | never
dreamt that my boss would be axed. Naturally, noyyent with his.’'

'l can hardly believe it," said her brother. 'Yeemed set for life—or at least
until you got married.’



His sister had been personal assistant to a serexgutive with a large
company which, until recently, had seemed to be afnhe most stable
businesses in the country.

'It's not the end of the world—at least not for mvéh a family to/all back
on. But I'd rather not ask Mummy and Daddy for hélpcan avoid it. If |
can't find a job which appeals to me, | shall jnave to take one which
doesn't.’

Rob nodded. Although he would eventually inhergearenteenth-century
manor house in the beautiful county of Gloucestezshkhich the Prince and
Princess of Wales had chosen for their country hamegher he nor his
brother and sisters had been over-indulged by gaeents. From childhood,
he and Caroline and the younger two had supplemetiteir modest

pocket-money by doing various chores in the houaskegaounds.

Both by nature and training, Caroline was a pemsbo would tackle any
difficulty unaided unless there was absolutely mgiam but to turn to
someone else for help. He could remember how ddéggéeé had endured
falling off her pony. His mother had had no ideatthafter a lesson in
jumping, her elder daughter had been in the hélpétming to a hiding place
in the garden, there to cry in secret. It had beenho had guessed that
every jump had been an ordeal which, for a reagohdan't understood at
the time, she had not dared to baulk.

'Oh, | almost forgot,' said Caroline. "When youwesd | was reading a letter
from Kiki's lawyers. She's left me a house, woubd ypelieve? A house in
America which I didn't even know she possessddatdh't find a suitable job
here, | might try my luck over there.’

'What a strange thing to leave you. | should thyok'd have much rather
have had a few of her jewels, wouldn't you?'

'She'll have left those to Mummy, | expect—or sashthem. She had a lot
of other godchildren, remember; not to mention tak godchildren's
offspring. For someone without any direct descetglashe had an
enormous "family" of people she loved, and who tblaer.’



While she was speaking, she had walked througkrtdiry kitchen to fetch
the letter she had left there. As she came badkehes skimmed the
paragraphs already read and continued further diogypage. Then she gave
a muffled exclamation, causing Rob to ask, 'Whhgsmatter?'

Without looking up, she answered, 'l hadn't reasl tit before. | seems that
the house isn't mine—at least not completely. ydrave a half share in it.
My co-owner is someone called Hawkesworth Cabot dlbwhe Third.

What a mouthful of a name! | wonder who he is—ard/ Wiki left the

house to both of us? They say here that neithersatan dispose of the
property without the other's consent. Wait a bitlevh read the whole
thing—this American legal jargon is as complicassdhe English version.'

The letter covered two pages. It took her a mioutevo to digest it. When
she looked up her eyes were very bright, and hexewsas husky as she
said, 'Shenasleft me one of her jewels—an antique diamond andrald
brooch in the form of a lovers' knot. Oh, Rob, waatarling she was! You
wouldn't remember, but she wore that brooch onearsyago, when she
came on one of her flying visits and Mummy was mgva dinner party.
Everyone else was in long skirts, but Kiki woredissilk trousers—she
called them pants— and a black silk shirt with flalsulous brooch pinned
on the collar. It was the most beautiful thingdicer seen, and she let me try
it on. I was about thirteen or fourteen. Fancyreerembering how | drooled
over it! I'd completely forgotten until now.'

'She was—to use one of her own expressions—a \&iygcperson,' said
Rob. 'You're a lot like her. Caro. Look at the tsteuyou take to find just the
right birthday presents for all of us—and to giw®ple unbirthday presents
if you see something you know will please them. Wieu come home for
a weekend, you spend half the time listening torfi@mittering on about
Daddy's teething troubles, or reading books abdmRoyal Family to her.'

He was speaking of Miss Edith Pell, a children'sawriginally engaged by
his grandparents, who now, after caring for twoegations of Hallands,
was comfortably ensconced in a cottage on Sir $diland's estate.



'‘Not all her conversation is about babies,' saitbliee. 'And think of the
hours and hours she spent reading to us when weetaisr | like sitting with
Nannie.'

'I'm damned if | do," he said frankly. 'She's ashmag old bore, and you
know it. You sit with her because you've a mucleni@ture than the rest of
us. Look how you put up with all the incessant betedk which goes on at
home. Nobody ever talks about the things whichréstieyou.’

'One person doestei, mon frer¢ she said, with an affectionate smile.
'Would you like to have a bath while | rustle uprsthing for supper?'

They spent a companionable evening, mostly remmgs@bout their
teenage visits to Kiki's house in France, and disitig the unusual terms of
Caroline's inheritance and the identity of her eozer.

'Maybe Kiki had it in mind to do a spot of posthwmsanatchmaking,' Rob
suggested, as they had a late snack of what wasfldéfe Camembert and
crusty bread he had bought in France that morrfgitgg seems to have had
connections with lots of America's first familieslawkesworth Cabot
Lowell the Third sounds no end of a grandee—mayilenaire to boot.
Nobble him and you won't need to find another job!

Caroline laughed. 'l think if Kiki had wanted taganise a "good™" marriage
for me, she would have tried it before now. Actyalhe shared Mummy's
views about marrying young— but for different reasoMummy is against
it because she thinks people aren't mature umyl'rd at least twenty-five.
Kiki's view was that girls should do what men halgays done—have two
or three lovers before committing themselves to paeson for the rest of
their lives.'

Her brother gave her a thoughtful glance. She gukeks was wondering if
she had followed Kiki's precept. She had certatlmyl the opportunity,
living on her own in the small flat, answerableyotd herself.

But if he was curious about her love life, or lamkit, Rob did not ask.
Presently they went to bed; he in his sleepingdrathe sofa, and she in the
double brass bedstead—brought to London from heapfather's



attics—which several young men would have likedhare with her, but in
which, up to now, she had always slept alone.

At the crack of dawn, or so it seemed, the telephrang. Usually, Caroline
left the door between bedroom and sitting-room oow it was closed,
muffling the sound of the bell. The telephone wa®poe of the end tables by
the sofa, and she didn't have an extension onigket table.

Also the bottle of wine which she and Rob had dhahéring the evening
had made her sleep more heavily than usual. Byitte she reached the
other room, the ringing had ceased and Rob waseaimgythe call for her.

Evidently it was not—as she had half expected—somaunisdialling a
number.

She arrived to hear Rob saying, rather irritafdllyjs is Robert Halland. Yes,
you have the right night, but Caroline is asleep-rmast people are at this
hour.'

He saw that she was now awake and ready to takdloveall. 'It's for you.
A call from Barbados.' He handed her the receiver.

At work, alert and efficient, she would have anssdean overseas call with
a brisk, 'Caroline Murray here. Who's speakingagpd®' But, still groggy
from being wakened out of a deep sleep, and bekeitdby a call from
Barbados, she reacted with a puzzled 'Hello?'

The voice which answered was male, American, andinasively
businesslike as hers would have been in otherristances.

It said, 'Good morning, Miss Murray. I'm sorry ¢ broken into your
beauty sleep, but where | am it's four o'clockhi@ mnorning and I'm up this
early in order to catch you at home. | don't haserynumber at work.
Maybe you don't work?"



Caroline was about to retort that of course shekadyr when she
remembered that, at present, she didn't. A glantteealock showed that in
fact it was not unreasonably early to receive epiebne call. It was eight
o'clock. What with going to bed later than usuald anot having set the
alarm which normally roused her at seven, she hadstept.

Before she could explain that she happened to tveeba jobs, the voice
continued, 'My name is Hawk Lowell. It seems tha ynd | are joint heirs
to a house which belonged to Kiki Lawrence. Have yeceived details of
the bequest from her lawyers?’

For a few seconds after he had given his namehatie't connected it with
the Hawkesworth Cabot Lowell the Third who was &{#'s legatee. But
now she was beginning to pull herself together, endespond with her
usual quickness.

'Yes, | received them yesterday, Mr Lowell, butdrdt expect to hear from
you as soon as this. Kiki has never spoken of ymal her will doesn't
explain why she left the house to both of us. Reshau can throw some
light on that?

‘None at all. I've never heard of you either, dnddqually baffled,’ was his
answer.

'Do you know the house? Have you ever been to Naat@'

'Yes, | know the house—I once lived in it. | have daesire to repeat the
experience.’

The questionWhy no? trembled on the tip of her tongue, but remained
unuttered. Her English upbringing made her hesitatgout a personal
question to a stranger.

What did he look like, this fellow countryman whasvwspeaking to her from
an island in the Caribbean? Perhaps he wasn't agriéan. For all she
knew, his accent might be Canadian. She could resedhe drawl of the
Deep South, but the other regional variations @& timimaginably vast



continent of North America were as unfamiliar to &s the many variations
in British voices were to people from across thiaatic.

What she knew of her homeland had been gleaned thentinema and
television, and from reading American novels. &rdi enable her to 'place’
Hawk Lowell either geographically or socially, imet way she could have
placed an Englishman merely by listening to hintrentelephone.

'Do | gather that you haven't seen it? was his rexark.
‘No, | haven't, but—'

‘Then take my word for it, Miss Murray, neither theuse nor the island
would appeal to you. The house, even when | liede, was in a bad state
of neglect; by this time it's probably falling apaks for Nantucket, it has its
enthusiasts, but it also has many disadvantagesa Btart, it's thirty miles
off Cape Cod, which, as you may or may not knowhésnarrow peninsula
which sticks out into the Atlantic from the southseé corner of
Massachusetts.'

There was a crackle on the line, but the conneeti@sstill good as he went
on, 'Nantucket isn't as accessible as Martha's ydiok the larger and
better-known island in the same area. In winternbt unknown for the
harbour to be frozen solid. In summer the town #m waterfront are
infested with day-visitors who come over from Hysnon the Cape. The
place is only livable in spring and fall, and evken it's basically a small,
isolated New England town where everyone knows yever else, and
where, unless you were born there, you'll alwayssbeneone from off".’

Caroline almost sailwas bom thereBut again something made her keep
silent. Was it merely that he didn't like Nantuckathad he some devious
reason for trying to put her off the island? Thet that Kiki had liked him
enough to include him in her will was some guaramtehis integrity, but it
was such a strange bequest, and--

Her train of thought was interrupted by the cresgthoritative voice saying,
'My advice is that we should sell it.'



"Your advice may be sound, Mr Lowell, but | shoaldeast like to see it
before deciding to dispose of it.’

'‘By all means. Why don't we meet there? Could y@kenif four weeks
from now? | have no free time before then.’

Caroline had often organised short-notice tripsres@s for her boss. The
arrangements, as such, were no problem. But hééea travelling at the
company's expense. If she made the journey to Ameshe would have to
pay for it herself, and she wasn't sure she cofitddait. She had always
tried to manage her salary sensibly, but, withgwimcketing all the time,
there was never much left in her account at theoéice month.

Recklessly, because although she knew her cunredit ®alance she had no
idea how much it would cost to reach Nantuckethaw long she would
need to stay there, she said, 'Yes ... yes, | @rage that. Four weeks from
today—that will be the twenty-fourth of May. I'bbk forward to meeting
you, Mr Lowell.'

He did not return the courtesy, but said, 'My agws to your ... friend for
disturbing him. Goodbye'—and rang off.

The sardonic tone of this parting shot was notdosher. But it wasn't until
she had slowly replaced the receiver that she stwwt what he had
thought when Rob had answered the telephone addial that she was
asleep. Because their surnames were differentalletdken Rob for her
boy-friend and thought they were in bed together.

A flush of annoyance and chagrin tinged her cledambnter-pale skin. Her

life-style was none of his business. Why shouldrsived what he thought?
And yet, for some reason, she did mind; and woalclgiven a good deal to
be able to ring him back and clear up the misurtdiedéng.

That afternoon she went home to Gloucestershite gt brother. They had
telephoned their mother to expect them, and Ladyahid was at the bus



station to welcome them, driving her large estatength two of her six dogs
in the back.

During her twenty-two years in England, Barbaral&tad had embraced the
English way of life with the fervour of a religioa®nvert, and by now had
scarcely a trace of her American accent.

As a much younger man, Sir John Halland had beiagaent visitor to
Kentucky where he had friends among the horse-brgddaternity. It was
there that he had met his wife, at that time a tywene-year-old widow
with an infant daughter. She had been living wigh parents, and was only
gradually recovering from the shock of her firsshand's death followed,
within a few hours, by a difficult premature birth.

The child had been in the care of a nurse. To tmearn of her parents,
Barbara had shown no interest in her baby. Althaggured by their family
physician that this was a temporary reaction totwgha had been through,
they had felt very worried about her.

However, the advent of John Halland had markedbinginning of her

recovery. Ten years older and of a different tempent from the husband
she had lost, he had quickly won her parents' ajahrdVithin a year they

were married and, with the birth of her son, Baabhad become more
maternal towards her first child.

The conversation on the drive to Thornbridge Mamas mainly about Kiki

Lawrence. As Caroline had predicted, she had left llack pearls to
Barbara, and a Faberge box to Sir John, to addketadllection of Faberge
objects he had already inherited from his granderotho the two younger
children, Jack and Rebecca, with whom she haddsstd do, Kiki had left
funds to be invested on their behalf.

‘There's a letter from New York waiting for you, iRddave you heard from
the lawyers yet, Caro?' her mother enquired.

From his place in the back of the car, Rob leaeddrd. 'Enough of this
talk of legacies! Don't you want to hear about myr?’



He began to describe his experiences. Carolindhdthshim a grateful
glance. She did not want to broach the subjecteoflégacy until later.
Perhaps her mother would not be as anti as shanethgBut the one and
only time in Caroline's life when her mother halked about Nantucket at
length—and beseeched her not to marry young andliieepeat her own
mistake—she had ended by bursting into most uncterstic tears at the
memories the subject had evoked.

That had happened five years ago, when Carolinenimaseen and involved
in what Lady Halland had seen as a budding romanckct, like all her
relationships with the opposite sex, a promisingifi@ng had eventually
come to a standstill because, on Caroline's slikrethad always been
something lacking; whatever it was which gave figmp the wings to fly to
the higher plane of love.

The opportunity to test the subject on someone Wwi@wv her mother's
history but had not been involved in that tragidqeeof her life came when
Caroline and her stepfather were the first to abserfor drinks before
dinner.

With evening had come light spring rain and a oiess which had made Sir
John put a match to the drawing-room fire. The Mvgse beginning to burn
in the blaze from the kindling, and her stepfatlias standing with his back
to the wide brick-lined hearth, and sipping a glaspale dry sherry, when
she joined him in the large, slightly shabby rooithvits English country
house smell; a combination of beeswax furnitureéspolold books in worn
leather bindings, and the pot-pourri, in porcel@mwls, which Lady Halland
gently stirred with her fingers whenever she pasisech.

As soon as he had given her a glass of sherryliGartold him about the
loss of her job—which she had kept to herself ntibpe of quickly finding
another one—and about her legacy and how, unpreéparend somewhat
flustered by Hawk Lowell's telephone call, she leadmitted herself to
going to Nantucket in May.

'‘But | don't want Mummy to be upset,’ she concludBd you think my
going back to Nantucketill distress her very much?"



Her stepfather was a man of medium height, welltbwvith thick,
steel-grey hair. He was fifty-five, eleven yeardes| than her mother.

His light blue eyes studied Caroline's anxious famrea moment or two
before he said, 'How very odd of Kiki to leave yoplace there. Still, she
always was an eccentric, unpredictable woman. lieénk your mother is
bound to be upset by this news. She dislikes angtiore of that time.
Perhaps it would be a good idea for me to haverd wih her in private ...
give her a chance to take it in before we discuasdinner.’

'Oh, yes, if you would,' she said thankfully. 'llveen trying to get her alone
ever since we arrived, but with Rebecca around @aaple telephoning,
there hasn't been a chance.'

On his way from the room, he gave her a pat orshtioellder and Caroline
felt a responsive upsurge of affection— as if heenteuly her father. But
although he had always been kind to her, there seasething missing
between them, a lack of the deep-rooted affinity f&it sure would have
existed between herself and her natural father.

Rob came into the room, looking buoyant.

'Kiki's left me the library at Antibes! Not the nop but all those fabulous
books from her second husbanthsiteauLord knows what I'm going to do
with them—unless whoever has inherited the villeviliing to house them

for me. Of course, they may not be too pleasedthigabooks aren't included
with the villa, but presumably she thought | wasrenlikely to appreciate

them.’

He went to the side table where bottles, decaataigylasses were arranged
on a large silver tray.

‘Think of it! Two thousand vols of French antig@aritreasures! It will take
me a lifetime to read them all. Kiki, wherever yawe, | drink to
you—raising his glass in the dirction of the calin

His mother, when she heard, was not delighted.



'I'm beginning to think Kiki must have gone slightiaga in her last months,'
she said, frowning, if whoever has inherited tHiawvon't continue to house
the books—and, if we don't know them, why shoulkelyth—they will have
to come here, and where can we put them? Your bedrs already like a
second-hand bookshop, Robert.'

'We'll find somewhere, m'dear,' her husband saadhsogly. 'Perhaps we
can weed out some of the stuff in our library.’

‘Certainly not. Robert will have to fix up one dfet attics for his French
books," was her answer, expressed in a much mdreoae than she usually
used to her husband.

Caroline sensed that it was her legacy, not Rahevtiich was the cause of
her mother's sharpness. An old wound had been medpé&ike anyone in
pain, Lady Halland was easily annoyed.

'What did you get, Caro?' Jack asked her.

Dark-haired like his father and Rebecca, he wabte&n, soon to leave
school and go to an agricultural college to leaanming and estate
management.

‘A diamond brooch,” Caroline answered. Her uncerigliance at her
stepfather being acknowledged by a slight nodehiad, she added, 'And a
house in America.'

‘Then you may have room for Rob's books,' suggdstedixteen-year-old
sister. 'Where in America?"

'In Nantucket, which is an island off the Atlanticast,” Caroline explained,
knowing that Rebecca's geographical knowledge veadireed to places
famous for horses.

Although the two youngest members of the familywrbat she was their
half-sister, with a green American passport instefad navy blue British
one, neither of them had ever been inquisitive alboeir mother's first



marriage. Nantucket was a place of no special esteor significance to
them.

She turned to her mother. 'Does the name Hawkesv@abot Lowell the
Third mean anything to you, Mummy?'

Lady Halland shook her head. 'Nothing. But | thihk&t to leave you a half
share in a house there proves that Kiki waootpos mentiwhen she took
that idea into her head. I'm surprised that heryéa® weren't able to
dissuade her from making such a ridiculous bequasir father says this
man Lowell wants to sell the place. | shouldn'hkhit can be worth much, a
tumbledown house which Kiki herself never bothesgti. | should write to
the lawyers, tell them you agree to sell, and l¢heen to handle the whole
thing. There's no necessity to go over there ydiurse

'‘No, there's no necessity. Except that I've saudilll.. and | want to,’
Caroline replied quietly. 'lt's the place wheredsaborn. | can't help being
curious about it.'

Her long-lashed grey eyes held a silent appeaattylHalland not to oppose
her in this, the first important decision she haeréaken without consulting
her mother beforehand.

She had been quite a small child when someone &i@dssmething to
Nannie about Caroline being a living reminder agedy to her poor
mother. Whoever it was had been swiftly hushed bgsMPell. But that
unguarded remark had made the child grow up feéthag if she didn't take
care, she might lose her mother's affection for her

Consequently all her life, and particularly duringr teens, she had stifled
the impulse to do anything which might incur BagbaHalland's
disapproval.

They had been regarded as having one of the fewndraous
mother-and-daughter relationships in their cir@aly Caroline knew how
much that harmony had depended on her forcing liéocssubmit to her
mother's choice of clothes and activities.



On leaving school, she and a close friend had watdespend a year
working their way round Europe. Her friend's paseimad been agreeable,
but her mother had vetoed the plan, and Carolimkdp&nt the year at a
secretarial college, laying the foundation of thecer at present interrupted
by the aftermath of the merger.

'If I had still been working, | shouldn't have besdie to go—or not until my
holiday in August,’ she went on, when her mothet sathing. '‘But as I'm
not working at present, and may have to forgo asanholiday when | find
a new job, | might as well take a break now.’

"Your father told me this man was unable to meeti yefore the
twenty-fourth of May. Surely, with your excellenaiaifications, you will
have found another post long before then?' saidniogner.

'Perhaps ... I'm not sure. There are a lot of eedlified people out of work
at the moment. Anyway, talking it over with Rob i train, | thought |
might go straight away and have a look at New Yamki New England
before making the meeting with Mr Lowell the grdimdhle, as it were.’

She waited for her mother's comment. When none featcoming,
Caroline's square chin lifted slightly.

She said, 'This morning | went to see my bank managd showed him the
letter from Kiki's lawyers. In spite of my beingemployed, he agreed to let
me have an overdraft to cover my expenses. If Itligre and back by
standby, and travel around by bus, the trip shouddist a fortune.’

‘There was no need to ask for an overdraft, Caaid' her stepfather. 'You
know you mother and | will always help you with dimancial problems.’

She smiled at him. 'Yes, | know—but I'd rather dtam my own feet.
Twenty-four is too old to be anyone's dependant.’

Much later that night, Rob came to her bedroom.



'‘Good for you! | didn't think you'd stand your grnolwhen Mummy
withheld her blessing on, your expedition. Doret dwake changing your
mind, Caro.'

'l shall probably lie awake, but I'll concentratewhat to pack,' she assured
him. 'All the same, | hate not having her approParhaps it's too much to
expect when you think of what she went throughdahken Nantucket, |
mean.'

'‘But it was twenty-four years ago, and she's hadpy life ever since.’

He sat down on the end of her bed and looked théulbhat her as she
leaned against the headrest, her Victorian- stylghtgown and
shoulder-length mane of fair hair making her lookcim younger than she
did in her neat office suits, with her hair confiria a coil at the back of her
head.

"It will do you good to get away and do your owmithfor a change. Even
though you've been living in London for severalrgegou've never really
cut the apron-strings. You don't need Mummy's aggdrany more. You
shouldn't need anyone's approval. As you said ptfuas dinner tonight,
twenty-four is grown-up. Being grown-up means doivigat you think is
right even ifeveryoneelse is against it.' He grinned. 'Sez |, withwhgdom
of twenty-one!'

'‘But you are wise, Rob," she said seriously. 'Muider about life than | am.'
She leaned forward, clasping her knees. 'Losingpimyvas a terrible shock
at first. Now I've had time to think about it, It sure | want to go on being
a P.A. But what else can | do?"

'Perhaps you'll find the answer to that in Ametica.

Nine days later, Caroline sat in a crowded busiostatn midtown
Manhattan, using the time before her bus left fostBn to scribble a letter
to her brother.



N. Y. is completely different from the way | vissed it, she wrote.The
streets arenot like narrow canyons between the skyscrapers.h&lllong
straight north-to-south avenues are very wide, genty of sunshine
reaches the sidewalks. The layout of Manhattamtsia so simple that, in
two days. | felt at home here. I've walkades,and am sad to be leaving. A
week isn "nearlylong enough to explore this fabulous city.

The departure of the woman sitting next to hertledtseat vacant for a few
minutes before it was taken by a man who, to Hexfrevas not one of the

many drop-outs who seemed to frequent the staBlorfar, the only thing

about New York which she hadn't liked was the sybwghe was beginning
to think that the bus station, where many seat& wecupied by unwashed
men and women who looked like alcoholics or woveas not a very nice

place either.

However the man who had seated himself beside hsmgibly clean and
well-groomed. He was wearing a grey chalk- stripi and a pink cotton
Oxford cloth shirt with a button- down collar. Stezognised the source of
the shirt because she had been into Brooks Brgthieeselite store on
Madison Avenue and had bought an identical shig piesent for Rob.

He caught her glance, smiled and said, 'Hi.'
'Hi," said Caroline politely.

He looked nice, and would probably chat if she gaweencouragement. In
general she liked chatting to people, but at thenerd she wanted to finish
her letter before the bus journey in order to catre¢e on the scenery.

It wasn't until she had writtednother bulletin soon. Meanwhile, best
love—Carolinethat she noticed her neighbour was also busy pathand
pen.

But he wasn't writing a letter. He was drawing akampt youth who was
sleeping on a seat a few yards away. From what@hle see of the sketch,
her neighbour was no amateur artist but a profaakio



His absorption in his task enabled her to study imore closely than she
had at first. Probably in his late twenties, he tladk but fine mid-brown
hair with a lock which slipped across his forehedmen his head was bent
over his sketch pad. His eyes, she had seen, veed; land his features
were good but not handsome. He had a pleasambleliace, and an air of
good standing which made it a little surprisingttha should be travelling
by bus rather than in his own car. Unless he w#g ainthe bus station to
make drawings of winos and their kind.

'What do you think?' he asked suddenly, showingthersketch of the
youth.

Startled, she murmured, 'It's very good.’

In fact she thought it was brilliant. Every deté&ibm the youth's long
bedraggled hair to the down-trodden heels of heakars and his dirty
fingernails had beep captured by the quick, suokes of the artist's pen.
He gave her a long smiling look which brought affdiush to her cheeks.
She couldn't be sure whether his scrutiny wasdh#te artist or the man.
Either way, it was disconcerting to be studiedrgeritly, even though she
herself had been guilty of staring at him a few reats earlier.

"You sound British," he said.

'l know | sound it, but actually I'm not. I'm an &nican, although I've never
lived over here.'

‘There can't be many Americans who can say "agtudte that!

She laughed. 'Probably not. | must try to stopregit.’

'No, no—don't change a thing. You're perfect jnstway you are. You also
smell great—which is more than can be said for sohthe people around

here," he added dryly. 'What's the perfume you&arimg?'

This was flirtation at a faster pace than she wasstomed to, especially in
a public place.



She said, 'Excuse me, | have to go now or | mayg mig bus. Goodbye.'
Picking up her small soft-topped suitcase, she edliiskly away.

She had already discovered that the long-distanusesbtook on their
passengers from a lower level of the concoursesh&smade her way there,
a glimpse of her reflection in a mirror made hernder if her former
colleagues would recognise her.

At the office she had always been shod in wellgh@d leather shoes with
fairly high heels. Throughout her week in New Yagkcept in the evening,
she had gone everywhere in the comfortable bladkndnite running shoes
which had made it possible to walk all over Mandmatvithout becoming

footsore.

In place of the coil, she was wearing her hair plaat which started almost
at her crown and ended between her shoulder-blétdesked casual and
young, but was tidier than completely loose haiainity where the high
buildings created strong gusts of wind.

As for her clothes, instead of suits and silk shighe was living in grey
flannel pants—more adaptable than jeans in a whedrpared to a
minimum—with a couple of Liberty print shirts and grey cashmere
sweater. If it rained, she had a black showerpbtmison which, rolled up,
went in her shoulder bag.

About a dozen people were already standing inflinehe bus to Boston.
Caroline joined the queue and unzipped the comgautof her bag which
contained a guide to sightseeing in New England bght budget.

When the line began to move, she put the book andypicked up her case.
However, after several people had boarded thehmre tvas some kind of
commotion inside it and boarding stopped.

This delay—apparently caused by the loss of sonigecoatact lens—didn't
bother her. She resumed her study of her guide hou#, presently,
boarding continued.



The search for the missing lens was still goingasnshe made her way
towards the rear of the bus. As she was hoistingtitcase on to the rack, a
man said, 'Let me help you with that.'

To her surprise, she discovered the traveller imately behind her was the
artist.

‘Thank you.'

Having taken a seat next to the window, she wasuqirised when, after
stowing the case, he said, 'Do you mind if | site®é—indicating the seat
beside hers.

She shook her head. Where was his baggage? shemdnderhaps his
suitcase was too large for the overhead rack awdgaome in the main
baggage locker underneath the bus. His only hagddue was a leather
satchel which presumably contained his sketchingpegent. She didn't
think he had had a case with him in the waitingpateut he might have
checked it in somewhere before coming to sit bythere.

'If we're going to be travelling companions for ftvours, maybe we should
introduce ourselves. I'm Todd Blackwell." he oftehés hand.

'I'm Caroline Murray. How d'you do?'
'‘Now you can tell me what that perfume is,' he sasdthey shook hands.

'It's English ... something | get from a shop ahlleArtisan Parfumeur in
London.’

'Is that where you live, Caroline? In London?' Wiséie nodded, he said,
'I'm a New Yorker. | live in a loft in SoHo. Havey been here long enough
to find where that is?"

Again she nodded. 'lt's the area south of HoustaeBwhere a lot of artists
live and work. | explored it the day | went to loakGreenwich Village. But
what is a loft? Is it the same as an attic?'



'No, a loft is larger than an attic. In the ninetidecentury SoHo used to be a
commercial district with warehouses and factorielsictv artists have
converted into apartments and studios. | don't reeést of space for my
work, the way a sculptor does, but | like to haveamyway. | have
twenty-four hundred square feet, most of which isliving-room, with a
kitchen and bathroom in one corner.’

Caroline said, 'l don't know the floor area of npadgment, but | should
think it would fit into your loft a dozen times avd'm at the top of an old
house, in what used to be the roof space beforewimers put in partitions
and windows. | have to hang some of my picturetherdoors because there
isn't enough room on the walls. You would thinkeitribly cramped, but |
like small rooms and clutter— provided it's ordezlytter.'

'We may have different ideas about living spacé,'ou sure we can find
something in common.’

His eyes held hers for some seconds until, distulyethe intimacy of his
glance, she turned to gaze out of the window.

She liked the look of him, and was even rathergadahat his destination
was the same as hers. But she didn't want tawlint him. It wasn't her style.

'‘Goodness! | shouldn't have thought the loss abraact lens would have
called for four policemen!" she exclaimed, seelrgdrama going on outside
the door of the bus.

In fact only one of the officers was actively engdgn the incident. He was
taking notes while his three colleagues, and the tuver, stood by,
listening to an agitated outburst from the ownetheflens, an elderly man,
and his even more agitated wife.

To see what was going on, Todd Murray had to ldasec to her, his

shoulder pressing against hers, his cheek inclmsa fier temple. She
thought he protracted his inspection of the sceymoa deal longer than was
necessary.



"You mentioned your pictures,' he said, as he aelt.dDon't tell me you're
also an artist? No'—as she shook her head—'thathviaye been too good
to be true.'

What did he mean by that remark?

Aloud, she said, 'My pictures are paintings I'vekpd up in junk shops, or
prints cut from magazines—anything which | like egb to justify the
expense of having it framed. One of my favouriteBhe Magic Apple Tree
by Samuel Palmer. Do you know it?'

It was Todd's turn to shake his head.

it's the painting I'd most like to own,' she went But even if | were a
millionaire, | couldn't. It's in the Fitzwilliam Maeum at Cambridge.'

He said, 'You mean Cambridge in England? Therd¢esrer eleven places
called Cambridge in the United States, including m@Gadge,
Massachusetts, right next to Boston.'

'Yes, | meant England's Cambridge. A couple of yeago | made a
pilgrimage there to see the original of the pamti's not very large. Just
this size'—demonstrating with her slim, capabledsarBut to me it's the
most beautiful watercolour in the world.’

'If | ever get to that Cambridge, I'll make a pahgoing to see it. Have you
looked round any of our art galleries here in Neark?'

'Only two. There wasn't time for them all. | chake Metropolitan, and the
Frick which | thought was stunning. More like avate house, which of
course it was originally, than a museum.’

'How long are you here for? Or have you come baditdy now?' he asked.

'I'm not sure yet. It depends. | must say thalikd where I'm going as much
as I've liked New York, | shall be very temptedstay on.’

'Where are you heading? To Boston itself, or soneggvhearby?’



'I'm spending a few days in Boston, but I'm realtlymy way to Nantucket.
Do you know the island?'

It seemed to her that a strange expression flickaceoss his face when she
mentioned her final destination.

But his tone was normal as he said, 'Yes, | know'st a delightful place.
About as different from New York as your little afmaent from my large
loft. Do you have any special reason for going emticket?’

"Yes—it's my birthplace. | guess'—already she wegrining to use | guess
in place of | suppose—'people are always curioosiihe place where they
were born if they left it too early in life to haa@y memory of it.’

He smiled, if they were raised there, they mosé#g'icwait to get away. |
was born in a small town in lowa. If it weren't faisiting my parents, |
doubt I'd ever go back there. It's not my scene.’

Caroline surprised herself by saying, 'l don't knetwat my scene is yet.'
Quickly she brought the conversation back to aneirspnal plane by
saying, 'One of the things which has impressedsrtba New York Post
Office. Not only does it look like a Greek tempbeyt it has that marvellous
inscription on the facad&leither snow nor rain nor heat nor gloom of night
stays these couriers from the swift completionhefrtappointed rounds.
Who wrote that, | wonder?'

' don't know, but I can find out. Where will yoe Btaying in Nantucket? If
you'll give me your number, I'll call you.'

Inwardly amused by his quickness, she said blar@ly, | shouldn't dream
of putting you to that trouble.’

It will be a pleasure." he produced his sketch pad pen, and looked
expectantly at her.

She said, 'l can't give you my number because It dmow where I'm
staying.'



'You've no relations or friends in Nantucket?'

'‘No, none. I'll stay at an hotel or guesthouseh&gs, if you've been there,
you can recommend one?'

'Sure | can.’

Instead of using a leaf from his pad, Todd produxedllet from which he

took a business card. As he wrote on the back béisaid, "'The couple who
own this guesthouse are nice people. You'll be odatble there, and it's
inexpensive if you're watching your pennies. It nieymentioned in that
guide book you were studying a while back.’

‘Thank you. Yes, | am watching my pennies veryfcdlg' she admitted.

Having read the address he had written, she tuthedcard over and
discovered that Todd was Design Director for a mamgashe had seen on
all the news-stands. No doubt that accounted fershjle of dress being
more like that of a business man than an artist.

At this point the bus started moving and, tuckihg tard in the outside
pocket of her bag, she prepared to take leaveedfitit which had given her
such a favourable first impression of her nativella

Todd proved an agreeable companion. He seemeahse sieat she wanted
to spend part of the journey not talking, but dyietdmiring the low,
rolling, wooded hills and the large stretches ottewavhich in England
would be called lakes and in New England were Wglkabwn as ponds.

Here and there she caught glimpses of villagescandtry towns, but the>
bus was travelling by the Interstate highway armthtlipass through any
places, not even Hartford, the state capital ofr@aticut, of which she saw
only its rooftops and a golden dome.

"You should go there some time,’ Todd advised'feu must see the Mark
Twain memorial. It has to be one of the most exttemary houses in

America. A lot of the original decor, including seramazing silver stencils,
was designed by Louis Comfort Tiffany. After a perdf neglect, the house



has been very beautifully restored to the way it widnen Twain and his
family lived there. Are you familiar with Tiffany\sork?"

'Oh, yes. | saw some of his stained glass windowghé Metropolitan
Museum, and so-called Tiffany lamps are becomidg@orator's cliche in
England. | think most of them are rather bad cqmiething like his original
designs.'

‘That's also true here,’ he agreed. 'lI've seen satroxious objects
masquerading as Tiffany designs. If you want tosseee of his best work,
go to the Episcopal Church on Fair Street in Naggtid@own. Behind the
altar there are five little Tiffany windows call¢ide Nantucket wild flower
windows. And the three west windows were also madhis studios in
1902. Are you interested in needlepoint?’

'Very much.’

Kiki who, during her screen career, had whiled atatime between takes
by stitching pillows and rugs, had been needlepayra stool cover the last
time she had seen her. Caroline's mother did neewtieand had instructed
her daughter in the simpler stitches when she. quate small. Unlike
learning to ride, needlepoint had been somethingclwiCaroline had
enjoyed from the outset, and still did.

‘The Episcopal Church has some excellent kneefedssaat covers. They
were designed by Erica Wilson. Maybe you've heéattkeo?’

'Yes; she's a big name in embroidery circles. spd$er shop on Madison
Avenue. | couldn't afford to buy one of her caneas$ut | had a long gloat
at the designs."

"You can gloat again in Nantucket. Her first sh@pight on Main Street. In
the summer she lives on the island and holds alewetk seminar. She's
British, you know, not American.'

'Really? | didn't know that. I'd love to go to tbeminar.’



'‘Go in the shop and talk to her," he advised. fitireonce with a girl-friend.
Mrs Wilson's a charming person—tall, good-lookingdavery friendly.
She's lived in America for years, but she still hasBritish accent.’

"Tell me more about Nantucket,' invited Caroline.

‘No, | don't think I will,"” Todd replied. 'If youdve two good friends who
haven't met, and you want them to like each oftisrisually a mistake to
praise one to the other beforehand. What | likeutibantucket may not be
what you like. It's better you find out for yoursilit's your kind of place or
not.'

Thinking about the man she was going to meet tlsfiewas tempted to ask
Todd if he had heard of Hawkesworth Cabot Lowed Third. Even if he
hadn't, working on a leading news magazine he st access to files on
or directories including almost every person ofenwmt the United States.
Even if H.C.L. the Third had no personal claimamg, he sounded as if he
must be the scion of a distinguished family.

However, upon reflection, she decided not to merttis name. Todd would
naturally be curious to know why she was interestethe man, and her
English upbringing made her reluctant to confida stranger, however nice
he seemed.

Before setting out that morning she had fixed Heesenack for the journey
consisting of wholemeal pita bread stuffed witheslied Iceberg lettuce
and salami. Every day since her arrival she haéneatmilar picnics

wherever she happened to be when her appetité¢old was lunchtime.

Sharing the picnic with Todd—Iluckily she had filleglo pita pockets and
insisted on his having one of them—she told himplaees where she had
lunched while she was sightseeing.

'l think the two best were the observation rooftloa seventh floor of the
R.C.A. building in Rockefeller Center, and a tinybfic garden which |
discovered at the end of Riverview Terrace. Do ymow it? It's a
cul-de-sac of small, old-looking houses off Sut®dace. There was rather a



lot of noise from the traffic on the Queensboroiylige, but the view of
the East River was lovely.'

'Yes, | know the spot. I've drawn those houses. &utften as not in
secluded places like that you'll find a wino ouakie asleep on one of the
benches. You could have been mugged down thereli@art

‘There were a couple of other tourists there. Intad risk," she assured him.
' know New York has a high crime rate and parts afe better avoided, but
| must say | always felt as safe as | do in Londéweryone was polite and
helpful. | thought New Yorkers had excellent maistier

'‘Maybe you brought out the best in them.’

Once more he gave her the warm look which madégeésuddenly shy of
him. To avoid holding his glance, she rummagedentiag for the apples
she had brought to complete her meal.

They were nearing the end of their journey whenasdked him, "What takes
you to Boston? Something to do with your work?'

Todd slanted an amused glance at her. ‘No, astamoétfact my secretary
was quite startled when | called her and told hercéncel all my

appointments. As I've already mentioned, I'm makimgseries of drawings
of society's misfits which is a project of my owmgthing to do with the

magazine. Mine isn't a nine-to-five job. | oftekk¢avork home, but also |
may take an hour during the day to do my own thiigt's how | came to be
at the bus station this morning. There arealwaysesmteresting studies
there.'

He paused, his hazel eyes quizzical. 'Howeverytdta person who caught
my attention was a very nice-looking blonde ginné&naged to strike up a
conversation with her, but then she had to go dagclbus. | wanted to go on
talking to her, so | caught the bus too.' -

Caroline stared at him blankly. "Y-you can't beaes!'



'Why not? if | hadn't got on the bus, | might neharve seen you again. |
didn't know then that you would be going to Naneickvhere | happen to
have a weekend place.’

She still found it hard to believe that a man megponsible position would
impulsively shelve all his commitments to pursudance encounter with a
girl—at least when the girl in question was somebke herself with no
claim to be stunningly beautiful.

"You're frowning, Caroline. Are you angry?"
'l ... I'm incredulous,’ she said helplessly.

‘There's no reason why | shouldn't have followed, ys there? You're not
already taken? | saw you weren't wearing a ring laassumed you were
free. But maybe you have an unofficial relationshkipshould have
considered that possibility. You're too special tmthave some kind of
involvement, | guess. I've probably made a foahgtelf.'

He sounded so genuinely downcast that she fourséliesaying, ‘No, you
haven't—I| am free. But what a crazy thing to doWHaill you get back?'

‘That's no problem. I'll take the bus back—no, hitd'll rent a car so that |
can take you to dinner and drive myself back to Nenk. | have a small car
in Nantucket for going to the beaches, but | flglband forth to New York
and there | don't need one. If it's further thatkimg distance, | take a cab or
use the buses. | can take you to dinner, can't 1?

How could she say no when he had ditched his appeimmts and made an
unnecessary journey in order to get to know her@ 8as flattered and

touched. But also a little uneasy about encouraging because when she
had left him in the waiting area she had had nonasve feeling that she

was walking away from a man who might have beeromant to her.

'Yes ... yes, if you wish,' she agreed. '‘But firsiust find myself somewhere
to stay. I've made a list of telephone numbers nipguide book says that
accommodation can sometimes be a problem in Boston.



However, the bus station at Boston had a Travékedsdesk where the man
on duty recommended an inexpensive guesthousegbmhoned to make
sure they had room for her. It was not far awayddrcarried her case to the
door, then left her to unpack and change while éetwo organise a car.

While she took a shower, Caroline debated whatearvior the evening. If
she was going to see him again, when she got ttulsket, it would be time
enough then to dress up a little. For the predemfeadt it was wiser to keep
things as casual as possible, which included amab\effort to look more
glamorous. She changed her shirt for a clean anshbd and re-braided her
hair, put on slightly more makeup and left it atth

It was still only mid-afternoon when Todd took hethe Quincy Market in
an area which had once been a waterfront slumwasdnow one of the
city's most attractive places, with granite blockv@ments and benches
between the old market buildings housing dress sty craft shops,
restaurants, food stalls and bars.

Later, after strolling along part of the city's fans Freedom Trail—red lines
painted on the sidewalks to lead tourists pasbhesbuildings—they dined
on chicken verdicchio in a small Italian family tesrant.

It was not late when they said goodnight.
'I'll be using my place in Nantucket every weeké&odn now until late fall,’
Todd told her. 'I'll look forward to seeing you tbe Goodbye for the

moment, Caroline. Take care of yourself.'

Giving her a gentle pat on the cheek, he climbaaltime car and drove away.

After a day looking round Boston on her own, thetngay she went to
Concord, mainly to see the house where Louisa MagtA author otLittle
Womenhad lived.

The small town, not far from Boston, was a bealfifiace of fine old
houses, green lawns and tall trees. It was theo$itee first battle of the



Revolutionary War and, as well as seeing Orchardsdpthe home of the
Alcotts, she walked to the North Bridge spanning@oncord River, the
place where 'once the embattled farmers stood,fieed the shot heard
round the world.’

These lines by Ralph Waldo Emerson, another of tven's famous
inhabitants and one of her favourite poets, weseribed at the base of the
statue of- the Minuteman, a broad-shouldered yaabgnist representing
those who had fought against some of the eight teahBritish troops sent
to seize the war supplies stored in the town.

As Caroline stood on a replica of the wooden briggeh had separated the
colonists from the redcoats, she wondered if gpahg morning in 1775 had
been as perfect as today. Everyone knew aboutahegjof New England's
maple trees in the fall, but she had been unprdp@rethe beauty of the
flowering dogwoods. Their white or pink blossomseveverywhere; both
in the open countryside and in the well-kept gasdafithe gracious town.

Her enjoyment of the slow-flowing river and the wled meadows which
surrounded it lacked only one thing— someone toeshar pleasure.

Thinking of Todd—still amazed at his impulsive act— she wondered if
she would like him more or less when they met agairst impressions
weren't always reliable. And he, when he knew legtel, might find that,
far from being special, she was really quite ordinBut the fact that, if only
for a day, he had thought her worth following tosBm was something she
would always remember, whatever the eventual outcoftheir encounter
might be.

His hire of a car to get back to New York madewender if the cost might

be lower in America than in England. Next mornihg snade enquiries and
found that it was—much lower. She also discovehed, for an additional

charge, she could pick up a car in Boston and drofd somewhere else.

The drop-off place had to be fixed in advance. @acstudied her map and
debated which way to go, and when and where to thendar in. In the time
before May the twenty- fourth, she couldn't possuit all the six states in
New England, or even explore one of them thoroughly



In the end she decided to rent a car for one waekhich time she could go
to Plymouth to see where the Mayflower had lané&g|ore Cape Cod and
hand in the vehicle at Hyannis, there to take dreyfto Nantucket. She
would then have ten days on the island before tr@vaner arrived; time to
get her bearings and reach her own judgment abbether the house
should be sold as he had suggested.

Ladies and gentlemen, if you look to starboard-keéoright— you will see a
school of dolphins.

Caroline was already leaning on the starboardwhgn the voice on the
public address system directed the passengerstiatte¢o the half dozen
sleek dark shapes leaping from the calm, sun-boca few hundred feet
away from the Hy-Line ferr8rant Point.

The boat was named after the lighthouse, a smalbde structure, which
was already in view. For almost two hours the féiag been cruising south
across Nantucket Sound. Now the island which, enntlap, was shaped
something like a lamb chop, was only minutes away.

Its outline, which she had been watching emergm fitee sea for the past
half an hour, was a low one. The island, a prodfithe Ice Age, was the
terminal moraine of a great glacier. It had no ¢éffs or high hills. What
she saw was a shingle-grey town built on grounshgigently from the
harbour, its roofs interspersed with trees, itdiskymarked by two steeples,
one a pointed white spire, the other topped witticane.

From the dock where the ferry berthed it was ontywa minute walk to a
cobbled square, surrounded by shops, which seemled the heart of the
town. The sidewalks were shaded by elms, with ntamygfortable benches
for shoppers to rest on. Cars moved slowly overctblgblestones which,
where there were side-streets, gave place tould&eed crossing stones.

Caroline asked a woman to direct her to the guestoecommended by
Todd. Less than ten minutes later she was beingirshoto a pleasant
bedroom with ruffled white curtains at the windoarsd a patchwork quilt
on the bed.



While she was unpacking, she noticed a map onréesishg-table. It was a
street map of Nantucket Town, and it showed trehthuse Kiki had left her
was not far from where she was staying. As,sooshashad emptied her
suitcase, she set out to see her inheritance.

She had already learned from her guide bo'ok ti@tdwn was a unique
example of the style in which a maritime communitygde prosperous by
whaling, had lived in the eighteenth and nineteesttturies. But what she
had read had not prepared her for street aftee'stad the beautiful
architecture of the past, with little or no modbuilding to mar the sense of
stepping back in time.

The house, when she came to it, was much largersika had expected. Its
sides were clad with cedar shingles, but the fwead once-white clapboard,
the paint now flaking away from the wood beneath it

When she had collected a set of keys from Kikig/ers in New York, they
had told her that the place had come into Mrs Laegés possession about
three years earlier. At the time, they had suggetstdner that it should be
repaired and kept clean, but she had chosen tegdist this advice.

Wondering what state the interior would be in atteree years' disuse,
Caroline climbed one side of the double flight t#ps leading to the front
door and selected the largest of the keys forimgrdttempt to open it.

Although the drawn blinds at all the windows galve house a mysterious
air, she felt no misgivings at entering it by h#érseven her co-owner's
somewhat ominous statement that he had once Ilhexd and did not wish
to repeat the experience did not worry her. Sheofdly a strange sense of
expectancy.

The hall had the musty smell of a place long clagedShutting the door
behind her—a fanlight enabled her to see— she adwha few steps to
open the first of several internal doors. As she duaticipated, this was the
entrance to the living-room or parlour, or whatethex principal room was
called in Nantucket.



Here it was both musty and gloomy until she puillpdhe blinds at the two
tall, many-paned windows. As she turned to inspectsurroundings, she
drew in her breath.

Hanging above the empty hearth was a large, gifttéd oil painting. It was
a head and shoulders portrait of a man—a man witbsd-black hair and
extraordinarily piercing blue eyes.

He seemed to be fixing Caroline with a stern aitccat stare. As she stared
back at him, her heart gave a queer little lur¢te Bad never set eyes on him
before, yet she felt she knew him—had always kndwn. It was the
strangest sensation; this instant feeling of rettmgn Particularly when she
realised that the clothes he was wearing were tbbske distant past, a
black silk neckcloth, a dark coat with many brastdns.

Meeting those fierce, vivid eyes, she was conscigiusliisappointment
because she would never meet him. He had livedi@odong ago, perhaps
at sea—she felt sure he had been one of Nantucketsy
master-mariners—or perhaps in a room in this house.

She had forced her gaze away from his face, angingsg to re-focus her
attention on the room and its furnishings whendh&as a sound which,
after a moment, she identified as someone knoakintpe front door.

When she opened it, she found a small, grey-hawadan standing at the
top of the steps. She looked Caroline up and dafore she said 'I'm Mary
Batson from across the street. | saw the blindgggand thought | should see
who was in here. Sometimes, in the season, youaple@dreak into the
empty houses—»but | can see you're not that kihd,aslded with a smile.

Caroline guessed that Mrs Batson had seen her luthecdoor, and was
curious to know who she was.

She said, 'No, I'm legally entitled to be here—ibutas neighbourly of you
to check me out, Mrs Batson. My name is Carolinerisiyy How do you
do?' She offered her hand.

Taking it, Mrs Batson said, "You're British, argrou?’



Forseeing that this was an explanation she waggoihave to repeat many
times, Caroline answered, 'No, I'm an American, Ibug never lived in
America.'

The woman's glance slid inquisitively past heregeminto the hall. Caroline
did not feel disposed to invite her inside, but slas prepared to satisfy her
curiosity to a certain extent.

She said, 'This house has been left to me.’

'Oh? Is that so? We wondered what would happen t#tione time we
thought the old man would have left it to Hawk. Wéveer their differences,
the boy was the only kin he had.

But, as my husband says, Hawk may have died b#iereld man did—he
was too wild and reckless to live long. What digypean to him?'

'He's alive, but that's all | know about him. Yooeks him when he lived
here?"

'l wouldn't say we knew him well. We saw him comargl going, and we'd
speak to him sometimes. He was always very wellrmaesd, and so he
should have been. He went to Deerfield Academygclwvig one of the best
schools in Massachusetts. Later, he went to Hartégdvas very clever, by
all accounts. Then he and the old man had a fighitfor the first
time!—and Hawk left and never came back. We neeardh what became
of him. There was more than one girl in Nantuckkowost her heart to him,
poor thing. He was a devil for the women; not agilys of his own age, but
older women, summer people from New York and Bas®ine clicked her
tongue disapprovingly. 'Are you and your husbarzhping to live here?'

'I'm not married, Mrs Batson, and, as for livingdnd doubt it. It's a much
larger house than | imagined. But | shall be hereat least two weeks, so
we'll see each other again, | expect. Goodbyeh®ptesent.’

With a friendly smile, Caroline retreated and ctbsiee front door.



Three days later, when the house had been airecharidnger smelled
musty, she spent her first night there, after wagrthe Batsons not to be
alarmed by seeing lamplight shining through thedsi The house had no
electricity.

She had to admit that it was a little eerie goipgtairs by the flickering light
from a candlestick because the oil lamps were heavgarry. All the
bedroom doors had old-fashioned thumb-latches witloks or bolts. Not
that there was any need'to lock her door when stseaone in the house and
the front and back doors were locked. But it wdudete made her feel more
secure as she lay in the antique bed, listenitiggcainfamiliar night-sounds
of a very old, timber- framed house.

By the time she had discovered that it had beeh uil829 by Captain
James Starbuck, one of the many descendants ofréE@&tabuck who had
been among the ten partners taken by the nine Fusthasers. It was
Captain Starbuck’s portrait which hung in the rdmetow her bedroom.

She had been correct in guessing him to be a maséginer. Since then she
had learned that he had been among the most redoeinthe whaling
captains, winning his command at an early age awdral times returning
to Nantucket with more than two thousand barrelspaefrm oil on board his
ship, Damaris.

Of his personal life she had yet to discover angitte But the house was
full of his presence, not only because there weaaynmementoes of his
voyages, but because every time she went intodheyr she was sharply
aware of his harsh, rawboned face looking dowreat h

Not only was the portrait far superior, technicatly most of those she had
seen in the Whaling Museum, but the man who hadasat had been
unusually striking—not handsome, not even goodidlogpgkBut somehow
extraordinarily compelling. A man born to commarties men; to give
orders rather than to take them; and, by the psmidf his head and the
disciplined firmness of his mouth, to inspire a yvaspect in everyone with
whom he had dealings.



What of his effect upon women? Caroline only knbat tshe couldn't stop
thinking about him . . . wishing she had known him.

The other man who occupied her thoughts was HawielloBut thinking
about him was like working on a jigsaw puzzle witlbst of the important
pieces missing. She didn't even know how old he bemuse she hadn't
thought to ask Mrs Batson when he had lived heénmaidht have been ten
years ago, or it might have been twenty. None ®bigdrooms showed signs
of having been a boy's room. Perhaps, after thergjughe old man—his
father? his grandfather?—had deliberately dispadeevery reminder of
him.

A devil for the women, her neighbour across theeithad called him. Was
he still? Was that what he was doing in Barbadds&s{Dg the golden girls
to be found in all those winter-sun places? Or—&md was a more
disturbing theory—pursuing some rich, bored oldemman because he
enjoyed the fleSh-pots but couldn't afford thaedifyle out ofhis own
pocket? The fact that he was a philanderer wouldive put Kiki off him.
She had always had a soft spot for a rake.

If he's that kind of man, she should have left tiien Palm Beach house, or
the villa in France, thought Caroline. She begawaader if ‘the old man'
had been the one whom Kiki's parents had dissuagleflom marrying, and
if he had left her his house as a sign that heahadys loved her.

If so, she would have left Hawk his share becaeseds the logical heir to
the property. But she might have known he wouldtwarsell it and had
included Caroline in the bequest simply as a meabseaking the taboo on
Nantucket and forcing her to return to her counfrgrigin.

For several days she divided her time between expldhe town and

putting the house in order. This was a task caliamg lot of elbow-grease.
Clearly it was years since the fine old furnitueeltbeen properly polished,
the wooden floors thoroughly swept and the hookegs rtaken out and
shaken.



One night, tired by her exertions, she went todsatly, intending to read for
a while. During the day she had come across oree mitevidence that her
co-owner had lived in the house. It was a copyefgreat American classic
Moby Dick.On the flyleaf, in a bold, clear hand, was writtee nameHawk
Lowell.

After reading only two or three pages of Herman\Miel's masterpiece, she
must have fallen asleep. She was woken by a sotiahwas not made by
a mouse scuttling beneath the floorboards, or bydbf trusses expanding
or contracting. For some seconds the sound haguraled. Then, with a
gasp of dismay, she realised that someone was gaewaut on what she
was learning to call the first floor instead of jm&ngland, the ground floor.

Sometimes, in the season, young people breakhaterhpty houses.

As she sat up, listening with alarm to the slow-mgvootsteps downstairs,
she remembered Mrs Batson's excuse for knockintherdoor. But the
season wasn't in swing yet; and, as her lamp wabwwining, it could be
seen by anyone in the street that this house wasn@oof the empty ones.

Whoever had broken in appeared to be looking rotha first floor,
presumably with the aid of a flashlight. It seem@daroline that any man
who forced an entry into a house which he knewg@tcupied must have
some motive other than theft. Could it be that som@easant character had
noticed she was living here alone and, knowingethgas no telephone,
meant to ...

Her heart thumping, she scrambled out of bed, Bedtwp her dressing
gown and thrust her arms into the sleeves. As shedithe garment around
her, her eyes searched the room for somethingwtitbh to arm herself.

At first there seemed to be nothing she could $sa defensive weapon.
Then she remembered the window sticks.

Although they looked as if they would operate bghsaords, none of the
windows in the house opened and closed by this saddre upper sashes
were fixed. The lower ones had to be propped opéim avlong notched
piece of wood which, when not in use, lay on thedew-ledge.



A window stick was not as sturdy a weapon as shddwveave liked, but it
was better than nothing. Wondering if the Batsowsild/ hear her if she
screamed for help, she trod into her slippers aadda herself to confront
the intruder. She had never been more frightenéeiitife.

When she opened the door, the glow from her bedsldamp illumined
part of the landing, but not the dark depths of hlaél at the foot of the
staircase.

At that moment the intruder was emerging from wéla¢ had mentally
dubbed Captain Starbuck's room. His flashlight waamed on a fine
antigue barometer which hung near the front dotirsie could see of him
was the outline of a very tall man with shoulderpiioportion to his height.
A big, powerful man against whom if he once got l@hds on her, she
wouldn't stand a chance.

It was then—too late!—that she knew what she otmhiave done. On the
roof of this house and many others there was wilaatkmown as a walk. It
was a look-out platform built over the ridge andrsunded by a wooden
rail.

If she had turned out her lamp and felt her waytaiphe third floor, she

could then have used her own flashlight to climithte walk where she
would have been safe. One loud yell from up theyald/rouse not only the
Batsons but the neighbourhood. She was wonderihg/s still possible to

get up there when the light swung away from theingter and up to where
she was standing near the head of the stairs.

Momentarily hypnotised by the narrow beam of ailice now focussed on
her frightened eyes, she said sharply, 'There'shwalred dollars at the
back of the centre drawer in the kitchen dressakeTit and get out.’

It wasn't true. Her money, all in dollar travellesheques, was in her bag in
the bedroom. But it was a desperate attempt totggveelf time to reach the
comparative safety of the roof walk.



The beam fell away from her face. A voice she heakth once before said,
'Miss Caroline Murray, | presume? Don't be friglgenl'm not a burglar.’
As relief flooded through her, he began to coméhepstairs.

It wasn't until he reached the top that she was &btee him clearly. Only
when he stepped into the area lit by the oil lamghe bedroom were his
features revealed—and recognised.

For it was no stranger from whom, instinctivelyeshacoiled. Since her first
day at the house, those penetrating blue eyeshamauiline nose and lean
cheeks had become as familiar to her as the feawirdver brother or
stepfather.

'‘Captain Starbuck!she whispered hoarsely.

At that moment, in the aftermath of terror, shé¢ fieat no living man could
be the image of a dead one; and that somehow,itkiriy about him and
feeling that, if she had known him, she would héeed him, she had
conjured up James Starbuck's spirit.

She swayed, feeling suddenly dizzy. She had neweteld before, but she
knew that she was going to now.

Before her legs sagged beneath her, the specB@difuck stepped forward
and, with warm strong, flesh and blood hand*, miaeesit on a chair and
pushed her head towards her knees.



CHAPTER TWO

'DoN'T move. I'll get you a glass of water,' he said,iaute or two later,
after helping her to sit up.

Caroline had no wish to move. The giddiness hadgquhseff, but she felt it
might yet return if she attempted to stand.

‘There's a glass by my bed,’ she murmured. 'ldsik in it.’

She watched him go into the bedroom and return motronly the glass but
also the oil lamp which he carried with ease in baed. He placed it on top
of the tallboy where its light spread over the lagdand, when he opened
the door, into the bathroom.

She heard him running water, rinsing the glassfidlimg it. By the time he
reappeared she was beginning to feel annoyed wigeh for entertaining,
even momentarily, the idea that he might not bd. r8he was not a
superstitious person, certainly not to the extéridadieving in ghosts. Her
only excuse for so foolish an aberration was thattsad had a bad fright.
Also it was pretty incredible that, after so mampgrations, a descendant of
Captain Starbuck should bear this uncanny reseroétamnhim.

However, when he brought her the water, and thatedehimself on the
blanket chest opposite where she was sitting, ahelsat in fact he was not
as exact a replica of his ancestor as she had lhoug

Their hair was the same, and most of their stroagboned features. But
whereas the Captain's heavy black brows almostddransingle thick bar
across the breadth of his forehead, Mr Lowell'sbey®s had a space
between them. There were other subtle differermgsshe could not define
them without studying him; and, as he was scrutigiber, she preferred to
keep her gaze on her glass.

'‘God knows why my grandfather didn't have the housed at the same
time as he had the bathroom installed. Oil lampgghtriiave their uses when
the power's cut, but having nothing but oil lampsridiculous,’ he said
crisply. 'What made you move in here, rather thayisg at a hotel? When |



came by and saw the lights on, | thought we haahaxfficial tenant—one of
the barefoot brigade who make a nuisance of thereséh most resorts in
the summer.'

'For one thing, it seemed a waste of money toistaynotel when there were
eight perfectly good bedrooms here.'

'‘But no comfort to speak of,” he said dryly. 'Areuyshort of money,
Caroline?'

‘No, but I haven't any to waste. | admit | do nais®ot bath. But that could be
remedied if | knew how the boiler in the basementked. Meanwhile |
manage with kettles.'

‘Talking of kettles, would you like me to make ysame coffee? Or tea, of
you have any with you. Tea is what the British cérir shattered nerves
with, isn't it?'

She said, for the umpteenth time, 'In spite of mgeat, I'm not British. I'm
as American as you are, except that | haven't limedimerica since | was
fifteen months old. | was born right here in Narkic

'l see. That makes Kiki's will a little less incorapensible. Why don't you
go back to bed, and I'll make us both a cup ofemfiThen I'll go pick up my
bag from the White Elephant and tell them I've dehmy plans. I'm
staying here.'

'‘But you can't do that!" she expostulated. 'I'neh&/e can'bothstay here.’

'Why not? It's my house, too. After the fright yaujust had, | don't think
you'd sleep very soundly if | left you here on yawn for the rest of the
night.'

'I've slept very well, until tonight. If you thougthere was someone up here
illegally, why didn't you call the police?' she adk 'And why were you
looking downstairs before coming up to the roomhwiite light on?’



'If I'd had any reason to think that the persoméne might be dangerous,
maybe | would have called the police. But | fetbuld probably handle the
situation," was his answer.

Glancing at him, she had to concede that there dmitube too many
situations someone of his size and physique cdtidndle.

He had probably dined at his hotel, a modern resworiplex on the edge of
the harbour away from the historic part of the to&men if there wasn't a
strict dress code in force there, most people wolnéss for dinner more
formally than at the guesthouses. He was wearmayvg blue blazer with a

button-down Oxford-cloth shirt and classic greyfials. The well-tailored,

conventionally Prep clothes played down but didoriceal that he was very
fit, with long muscular thighs under the flannetslastrong, sinewy wrists
showing under the half inch of shirt cuff which exdled below the edge of
his coat sleeves.

'l was looking round to see if anything had beexest or vandalised," he
went on, in answer to her second question. 'Isedhat must have made it
more frightening for you, and I'm sorry about tH2ut you know what you
should have done, when you heard someone downstatshave pushed
something heavy across the doorway, and then yédledielp from the
window. A window stick'—he bent to pick it up frothe floor where she
must have dropped it when her head started to swisn‘tany protection
against a burglar.’

'l know. But it was the only thing to hand. Perhapggin't act sensibly, but
most people's wits aren't at their sharpest whewy'th just woken up. I'd
been reading, and had fallen asleep with the bghAnyway, this isn't New
York where break-ins seem to be commonplace. Frbat Wgather, there's
very little local crime on Nantucket. What theragamostly committed by
the summer transients. It's quite unnecessary tmr to leave your
comfortable hotel on my account. Besides which b I'm sleeping in is
the only one which has been aired. All the otheespaobably damp."’

As she rose to her feet, she added, 'I'm feeling &égain now. I'll come
down and make us some coffee. What time did yavearMr Lowell, and
how did you get here?’



He picked up the lamp to light their way down tlars. Before moving

ahead of her, he said, 'Don't you think that, @mndls of Kiki, we can count
that our introduction and call each other by orstfhames? | intend to call
you Caroline.'

'Very well . . . Hawk,' she amended.

‘That's better. You sound almost friendly." Hislenhield a hint of mockery
before he turned to lead the way.

Flushing slightly, she followed him down the stase, noticing the way his
thick, crisp, almost-black hair showed an inclioatto curl into ducks' tails
at the back of his deeply bronzed neck.

'l flew in from New York," he told her. 'I'd been $ee Kiki's lawyers. They
were holding various other keepsakes which sheldfadne—a very fine

piece of scrimshaw which | had admired, and argaetsextant. TJiey told
me you'd called in about two weeks ago and werenghg to look round

New England. | didn't expect to find you here When did you arrive?'

She told him. 'l found this was the place | moshtigd to see, so | cut short
my tour on the mainland. | did drive the lengthG#pe Cod. | didn't like
Provincetown much— although it has a marvellous enos—but
Sandwich and Chatham were delightful. You knowGage well, | expect?’

‘Not really. | know Rhode Island better. | speftaof vacations there while
| was at college.’

'You were at Harvard, | believe?"

They had reached the hall and were on their wapnéokitchen, and her
remark made him check and turn.

'Who told you that?' he asked.

'‘Mrs Batson from across the street. She came beaddy | arrived. She was
curious to know who | was, and what | was doingeler



'She would be," he said sardonically. The womapiofessional busybody.
What else did she tell you about me?"

'Not much—where you'd been to school, that youduaatrelled with your
grandfather and never come back to Nantucket.h8sitated before adding,
'She seemed to think you might have predeceased3fiendescribed you as
very well-mannered but too wild and reckless te lieng.’

He gave a short, harsh-sounding laugh. In the &itdte set the lamp on the
table and set about lighting another lamp whiclohgéd there.

He said, 'Anyone who doesn't have a streak of wgdnn them when they're
young is going to be a dull person later.’

What does that make me? Caroline wondered, remémgbehner
unrebellious teens.

'l wasn't that wild," he went on. 'l got smashedeoar twice. But as | only
had a bike, not an automobile, | wasn't a danganymne but myself. | had
a few midnight dips in other people's pools. Thaghhseem wild to Mrs
Batson who's never had kids of her own, and whagghew was the
studious type who preferred ice-cream to beer aveémlooked at girls. As
for smoking tobacco or pot, | never did either. yivgere too expensive.
Every dollar | earned in the vacations went intolmgependence Fund.'

He finished trimming the lamp and replaced the gsade. Caroline had
already noticed his well-kept brown hands. They eveot the huge,
thick-fingered hands of some very tall men. His eavksan, showing their
bone structure, with long square-tipped fingerschiad dealt with lighting
the lamp with a deft economy of movement.

He went on, 'My education was paid for by one of aunts. But my
home—such as it was—was here with my mother's fatinél | could

afford to support myself. Ben Chase was a tough todive with. | was

twelve when my mother died, and | promised her ulMdive with him.

Seven years later he threw me out. Mrs Batson nsigihhe was justified. |
think otherwise—although | was happy to go. Perhyms should defer
judgment until you know me better.’



She made no comment on that, but said, 'You cgthed grandfather Ben
Chase. | had assumed his surname was Starbucle Wasn't a direct
descendant of Captain James Starbuck, how is fityba are so like
him?—the Captain, | mean.’

'‘Ben was directly descended from Starbuck. The &alptonly son was lost
at sea and the house came down to his daughtem&tied a Macy, and
her daughter married a Chase. Not so much nownhlhbe past there was a
great deal of intermarriage in Nantucket. Husseysried Coffins and
Macys married Swains until practically everyone ehavas cousin to
everyone else.’

'l see. But your other grandfather isn't, or wasnlantucketer?’

'‘No. My mother married "someone from off" as they saround here.
Nantucket is a pretty important place—to Nantudisst@e added dryly.

As he had picked up the box of matches on the tablight the lamp, she
had not been able to put a match to a burner ohuteme gas stove.

Now, as he attended to- it for her, she said, $hla€ way most people feel.
Their place—be it only a dot on the map—is the biithe universe.'

'Where's the hub of your universe, Caroline? Lorrdon

She shook her head. 'No. Nor is it my family'sagk in Gloucestershire. |
think the hub of my universe might be here, whamas born.'

His left eyebrow lifted, it was love at first siglias it? That's as risky with a
place as with a person. Sometimes picturesque Plaaee hidden snags
which the new arrival doesn't know about—or chodeegnore.’

if you're trying to put me off Nantucket, my mothers beaten you to it. I've
already heard everything there is to hear agamesisiand.’

"You said you were born here. Is your mother a Nekdter?'



'‘No, she's from Kentucky. She grew up surroundetdrges, as she still is
in England. Unfortunately, at her coming out darstes fell in love with an
equally obsessive yachtsman.'

'Why unfortunately?'

'By the time she realised they had almost nothmgdmmon, they were
married. She spent six months trying to whip upérest in sailing—while

being seasick if the water was even slightly cheppy which time she was
expecting me. My father was drowned when she wgtg eionths pregnant.
The ghastly irony was that it wasn't a sailing deot. They came here
almost every weekend except in midwinter. Thatipaldr weekend she had
made a fuss about being left on her own while hetw with his yacht

club cronies. So he chucked his sailing arrangesnant took her for a
picnic at Great Point. While they were there, sobathers got into

difficulties.’

She paused, remembering the day when her mothetoldhdher the full
story.

'‘And your father brought two of them ashore—the wwomand the
child—and then went back to help the man, but tveye both drowned,’
said Hawk.

'How did you know? Were you here when it happened?'

He looked about ten years her senior. But it wad tabe sure how old he

was. Now, in the brighter light from the two oild@s, she could see that,
although there was no hint of grey in the hainatémples, there were many
fine lines fanning out from the corners of his eyasd two more deeply

engraved laughter lines running down his darklyneghcheeks.

'No, | first came here several years later. Butagedy of that order isn't
quickly forgotten—or not in a small place like this

The kettle was boiling. Caroline made instant caffend offered him milk
and sugar. The latter he refused.



Sitting down at the scrubbed pine table, she daihderstand my mother's
detestation of the island, and perhaps yours ak B that isn't to say |
couldn't be happy here. My father adored it, atirik I'm probably very
like him.'

'Do you sail?’

‘No, I've never set foot in a small boat. But | Wndm not seasick like
Mummy. I've crossed the English Channel severatginonce when it was
fairly rough.' She remembered his mention of theagd Kiki had left him.
'‘Are you a sailing man, Hawk?'

It seemed to her that his blue eyes narrowed ardehad. He stared at her
for a long moment before he answered, 'I'm not ekeed sailor as your
father was. The sea is my livelihood.'

So he wasn't a Caribbean playboy, living eitheruaearned income, his
wits or rich women.

'‘What do you do?' she enquired.
'Like James Starbuck, I'm Master of a square-rigger

'Really?’ she exclaimed; in astonishment. 'How wexjraordinary—that
you should not only look like him, but also be astea-mariner. But you
can't be a whaling captain, so what does your squgger do?'

'She's a cruise ship, with sails instead of funnélsd it's not that
extraordinary for genes to jump a few generatidingre's a British writer,
Monica Dickens, who married an American Navy mameylused to live in
North Falmouth, which is one of the nicer townsQape Cod. She was a
great- granddaughter of Charles Dickens, one of goast famous authors.
Sorry—I forgot you only sound British! But thereeanany other examples
of a talent or a vocation reappearing in a famiig.| Most of my ancestors,
on my mother's side, have been seafarers. Islasjlgpgenerally were; they
didn't have many alternatives.’



'l suppose not. But if you went to Harvard you laddinds of alternatives.
What made you opt for seafaring?'

'Have you ever heard of the Sail Training movenient?

Caroline shook her head. She had once had sewates @ith a man who, at
weekends, had been what was known as a forededkagaoneaning an

unpaid crew member on an ocean-racing yacht. Duhiegweek he had
worked in a merchant bank in the City—London's eagjgnt of Wall Street.

A suave young man who always wore a dark red camat his buttonhole

and bought his shirts at Turnbull & Asser in Jern8treet. Every Friday
night, from March to October, he had rushed dow@awves, on the south
coast, to spend Saturday and Sunday in a teesstdrshorts, or oilskins,
crewing a millionaire's yacht.

That short-lived friendship with Giles—he had neteken her to Cowes
with him because the entire weekend would be sgaming to the French
coast and back—had been the closest she had cotime $port which had
been her father's passion and her motlets noire.

'Sail training was the brain-child of a man calernard Morgan," Hawk

explained. 'He thought that learning to sail wagad way to teach young
people self-reliance and cooperation. If they wadse able to race against
crews of other nationalities, after the races thauld meet and make
friends. Most countries have sail training ships] avery two years since
1956 there've been international tall ship racdedeast half the people on
board have to be between the ages of sixteen atyive.'

He paused to drink his coffee.

'When 1 was seventeen, | spent the summer vactdking part in a

transatlantic race from Boston to Kristiansand orway. By the end of the
voyage | knew that sailing in tall ships was theywawanted to live.

Everyone thought | was crazy, including my granufat He wanted me to
become a lawyer. For a while | toyed with the idégractising marine
law—it's an interesting field, and highly profitablBut long before |

graduated, | knew it wasn't what | wanted. So fidarvard | went to sea,
starting as crew and gradually working my way up.'



'Where is your ship at the moment?' she asked.

'‘Normally she would be on her way to the Mediteeam for her summer

cruises. But this year the company that owns hereméered her in a race
from Newport to Portugal which starts in early Juigfore that she has to
have a refit at Baltimore, which is where | left hider first officer is also a

fully qualified yachtmaster, with ten years' expage in tall ships. He takes
over when I'm on leave.’

Having drunk the last of his coffee, he pushed baslkchair and stood up.

'It won't take me long to collect my gear.' He edrback his cuff to check
the time, it's a quarter after eleven. I'll be bbekore midnight.' Seeing her
open her mouth to protest, he added firmly, 'Sawa Yreath, Caroline. |
don't know what state you found the place in, Bstreasonably habitable
now, and I'm going to stay. As you said yourseliyvepend money on a
hotel room when there's a choice of bedrooms here?

'‘But, asyousaid, no comfort to speak of. Anyway, the hotdl @harge you
for staying there tonight—no doubt you've alreadgdithe shower—so you
may as well get your money's worth. If you want rtmve in here
tomorrow—fine. I'll go back to the guesthouse whieneas before. There's
no way we can stay here together. It's not on,'estued, her own tone
equally firm.

The teasing glint she had seen earlier, afterdraesvhat reluctant use of his
first name, reappeared in the vivid blue eyes logkiown at her unmade-up
face and probably untidy hair.

‘Are you afraid I'll make a pass at you?' he asked.

‘That has nothing to do with it, she said stiffiyor all I know, you may be a
married man with several children.’

His mouth quirked. 'That's no guarantee that awon't get out of line. If
there were any statistics on the subject, | shealthey'd reveal that as
many passes are made by married men as by singte—gossibly more.
However, at the risk of making you even more nesydill admit that I'm



not and never have been married. But even thowghbleen at sea for
several weeks, and you're an attractive girl, ievel I'll be able to restrain
myself from making advances—at least until you ¢ate that they're
acceptable.’

He was openly mocking her. Clearly he took hertfa kind of girl who
thought no man could resist her. She couldn't- Qe of that sort, and it
annoyed her to be mistaken for one.

Striving to keep calm, she said, 'I'm sure the awimé your ship wouldn't
employ a captain who was an inveterate lecher|'andertainly not under
the impression that I'm irresistible. That isn& point. Nantucket is not like
New York or London, where more or less anythingsgde you said when
you telephoned from Barbados, it's a small New &mdjltown where
everyone knows everyone else, and where standegdsrecter than in big
cities. I'm sure Mrs Bailey wouldn't approve of ataying here together,
even if we are co-owners.'

He shrugged. 'l don't care what Mrs Batson thittkseturn this lamp to
your room and leave the other in the hall for wheome back. If | continue
to use the back door, and sleep in one of the badkooms, Mrs Batson
won't even know I'm here.’

'Oh, don't be absurd! Of course she will. She'sndoio see you around
town. Anyway, it's not only her reaction which bets me.'

You think your boy-friend wouldn't like it?'

He was mounting the stairs by this time, havingg@ththe second lamp on
the hall table.

Caroline remained at the foot of the stairs. She saignantly, 'If by my
boyfriend you mean the man who answered the teleghee happens to be
my half-brother. He was born when | was three. @eéry close. He was
spending a night on my sofa on his way home froamé€e.’

Hawk paused, half way up the stairs. From that Higigith his eyelids
half-closed and the angle of the light accentuahisghigh-bridged nose,



there was something about him which reminded hérebird of prey from
which his name derived.

'l see. A natural mistake on my part, in the cirstances. Would you like
me to apologise?"

'‘No, but | think it might make you more careful abgumping to
conclusions in future.'

He made no reply but continued his way up the cda@ leaving her to
wonder if he really meant to check out of the WHikephant. If he did, there
was nothing she could do except dress and go tgubsthouse. But why
should she let him drive her out at this hour ef tight?

Actually she had been surprised when he told hertittne. When his
footsteps had woken her up, she had thought itomasor two o'clock in the
morning.

He reappeared, coming swiftly and lightly down st@rcase. He said, 'Do
you know about the disc in the centre of the tofhefnewel post?'

Caroline had one hand on the post. She movedglatice at the disc of a
paler substance embedded in the volute of the hdn8he had noticed it
when cleaning the banisters of dust and cobwebs.

'Isn't it just ornamental?’

'It's a whalebone button, said to have been atbegrthere was no mortgage
on the house. You'll see them in many of the hobses.'

She was interested, but at the moment she wasceonoerned about getting
rid of him.

'l let you out,' she said, moving towards thenfr door.
Her hand was inches away from the large old-fagddtey which she left

in the lock overnight when his fingers closed roined wrist and drew her
arm down.



''ll go out the back way and through the gardés quicker. When you lock
the door after me, take the key out or | shandlie to use mine.'

Still holding her wrist, he added, 'If it's crosgipour mind to leave the key
in deliberately, think again. My grandfather usedbick up and go to bed at
nine, and he expected me to do the same. Thergeaesal ways into this
house, other than by the doors, for anyone who knoas intimately as |

do.’

He-had touched her before, when he had made rawwsit and, by pushing
her head forward, had stopped her from losing donsoess.

But the way he was touching her now, holding heistwioosely but
inescapably in the circle of his fingers and thumés different. She felt her
pulse start to quicken and longed to wrench it.free

'Very well, but | hope you realise that | think y&ubehaving abominably,’
she told him stonily. 'Don't think that because yawe me over a barrel in
this instance, I'm going to let you ride roughshodll our dealings. I'm not!

He released her. 'I'll bear that in mind.'

After he had stepped through the back door, biddegrga bland goodnight
as he did so, Caroline shut it and locked it. Skdendt think he had been
bluffing-in saying there were other ways he coutthgadmittance if she
tried to lock him out.

She had noticed the absence of a bolt on the uddeo$ the trapdoor
leading to the roof walk. She felt sure that whiile difficulty of climbing up
there by way of the outside of the house wouldrdetest people, it wouldn't
stop him.

If he had crewed on sailing ships, he must, attione, have been well used
to swarming up and down rigging and working onhighest yard-arms. A
good head for heights, and steady nerves, mustdangal in that job.



Fuming, Caroline went back upstairs. Should shesdamd spend the night
somewhere else? Demonstrate, from the outsetshigatvasn't a girl to be
coerced?

Had it been Thursday or Friday, she wouldn't haesithted. But the
proprietress of the guesthouse had mentioned évaty out of the high
season, they were usually full at weekends.

In the end she climbed back into bed. Knowing iswaeless to attempt to
sleep until he came back, she tried to calm heat@x by taking up the
book she had been readiftjs book, confound him, she thought crossly.

After a while the power of Melville's prose did gt her from her angry
thoughts. He had served before the mast himselfaasdwriting from first
hand experience. When she came to the chapter dhéalgtucket,her
interest quickened.

What wonder then, that these Nantucketers, bora loeach, should take to
the sea for a livelihoodshe read. And, further 'oifthe Nantucketer, he
alone resides and riots on the sea; he alone, meBanguage, goes down to
it in ships; to and fro ploughing it as his own spa¢ plantation.There is his
home therdies his business which a Noah's flood would néérnapt,
though it overwhelmed all the millions in China. kes on the sea, as
prairie cocks in the prairie; he hides among theves he climbs them as
chamois hunters climb the Alps. For years he knoeisthe land; so that
when he comes to it at last, it smells like anotherld, more strangely than
the moon would to an Earthman. With the landledk tihat at sunset folds
her wings and is rocked to sleep between billoves;as nightfall, the
Nantucketer, out of sight of land, furls his sadsd lays him to his rest,
while under his very pillow rush herds of walrusesl whales.

As she rushed the end of the chapter, she heark Ifzemter the house.
Quickly she turned out her lamp, which he would r@ve seen,
short-cutting up the lane at the end of the garden.

All the interior doors had glazed panels above théfhen he mounted the
stairs moving quietly so that, had she been' shggmhe wouldn't have



wakened—she could see the light of the lamp asbeqa by and climbed to
the top floor.

Normally her last action, after extinguishing thenp, was to slip out of bed
and raise the blinds, but if she did that the fiwould creak and betray that
she wasn't asleep. It was almost full moon. Thatrigfore, she had fallen
asleep while watching the silvered leaves, andi#ink shadows between the
branches, of a large maple tree. Tonight, unabke&out, her last waking
thoughts were of the man preparing to sleep iroaron the floor above.

How horrified her mother would be if she knew that daughter was about
to spend the night in an unlocked room in a hous®se only other
occupant was a man she had just met!

She was woken by the first of the many chimes mwrggy morning at seven
by the Portuguese bell in the tower of the Unitar@hurch on Orange
Street.

They were repeated at noon, and again at nineeireviening, the curfew
hour in the days when most of the islanders had b&&t Quakers. For the
rest of the day, the bell struck the hours normally

It was no longer rung by hand and something seemédve gone wrong
with the mechanism which controlled it. At .thogeesial times it was
supposed to chime fifty-two times; but after caligfkeeping count, she had
found that two extra strikes had crept in. Probabé/Nantucketers were so
used to the bell that they no longer noticed tleagdnt, old-world sound
which made it Unnecessary for her to set her atdork.

At first even the fact that the blinds were dowd dot remind her of what
had happened the night before. She lay in a draargpr, conscious that
she had slept more soundly than usual.

Then footsteps marching upstairs brought everythiagk with a rush.
Before she had time to collect herself, there whask rap at the door and
Hawk walked in.



'‘Good morning. Breakfast will be ready at half paesten, but | thought you
might like some coffee to get you feoing,' he sajbroaching the bed and
putting a cup and saucer on the night table.

‘Shall | open the blinds?'
'‘G-good morning. Thank you. Yes . . . please do.’'

Considerably disconcerted by this unforeseen ilovasi her privacy, she
struggled into a sitting position, pulling the bkdkes up with her, although
her cotton voile nightdress was neither transparentevealingly decollete.

Sometimes she had difficulty in making the blind8 up fully. Evidently
there was a knack to it. At Hawk's touch they ilg at once, letting in a
flood of sunshine. She had chosen this bedroonellatgecause it had a
fourposter bed with a fishnet canopy, and a lovalg eighteenth century
mirror hanging between the two tall windows.

‘This wasn't your grandfather's room, or your romas it?' she asked.

'‘No, this used to be my mother's room. You keegery shipshape. Most
women have bits and pieces everywhere'— lookinghatalmost bare
dressing-table.

'l haven't many things with me, and there's masks®rage in that tallboy,’
she answered.

As if he had every right to linger in her bedroddawk strolled-to look at
the painting of a ship which hung above a chesiraivers.

'This is Starbuck's whaleDarmaris,' he told her. 'She was named after his
wife. Not long after their wedding, he went away ti@o years. In fact she
never saw much of him until he retired. Sometinmeswhaling ships were
away for as long as five years. In their husbaalsénce, Nantucket women
had to take responsibilities and make decisionghlvivould normally have
been a male prerogative. In that respect, womea Wwere ahead of their
time. Where do you stand on women's liberationp{iae?"



She sipped the coffee he had brought her befotgmgp

'My stand is for everyone's liberation,' she shaughtfully. 'l believe a lot

of people, of both sexes, go through life as sqpags in round holes. Some
people only ever do what they really enjoy at niglhsses, or weekends, or
after they retire. I'm not sorry for the girl whamts to be a scientist or an
engineer; if she's keen enough, that's what shd&uilThe people who have
my support are the wives who want to stay at hand,cook and sew and
give a lot of attention to their children, but wban't because rising prices
make it hard to manage on one income. And | fegf gerry for the man

who's discovered, too late in life, that he'd nelike to be a gardener or a
cabinet-maker, instead of which he's stuck in &lmaran insurance office.

She stopped short, suddenly realising that shééad talking to Hawk as if
he were Robert.

Nearly all her opinions had been tested and honed i
discussions—sometimes spirited disputes—with hethler. It wasn't often
that she aired her views with other people. Ususiilg listened to theirs,
agreeing when she could, seldom arguing when siretdi

'Where do you stand?' she asked.

'In general, like you, I'm in favour of both sexksng whatever they want. |
even go along with the idea of the woman beinghiteadwinner and the
man the housekeeper if that's the logical arrangeént¢owever on a

personal level, if 1 ever marry my wife will have tmake most of the

concessions. | couldn't give up my way of life, astouldn't be prepared to
see her as infrequently as the whalers saw theesviShe would have to
live on my ship with me.’'

'Did the whalers' wives never go with them?”'

‘A few did. There was a girl called Nancy Wyer whas only sixteen when
she married Captain Charles Grant. Soon afterwaedsent away for four
years. When he came back, she insisted on goirfgsonext voyage. She
had her first baby on Pitcairn Island, deliveredadbwoman called Annie



Christian who was said to be a daughter of FletCHaistian, the leader of
theBountymutineers. Later on that same voyage, Nancy wiadalslaim a
twenty-dollar gold piece which her husband hadrefleo the first man to
sight a whale. The story goes that she was hamginthe baby's diapers and
noticed a whale before it was seen by the mastlwekaut. She had two
other children, one born in New Zealand and themith Samoa. When the
two eldest needed to start their schooling, shie¢lefn here with her mother
while she went on travelling with her husband.’

He glanced at his watch. 'I'll go run your battlit the boiler an hour ago, so
there should be plenty of hot water. It may rurtyad first, but that should
clear pretty soon.'

Before she could speak, he had left her.

It was twenty-five minutes to eightbefore eight, she corrected
herself—when Caroline hurried downstairs to find kitchen table laid for
a much more substantial breakfast than she usataly

It was difficult to remain in a state of high oreevmoderate dudgeon with a
man who had organised hot bath water and—with hctith wrapped
round his lean hips to protect his clean jeans—atdke stove, scrambling

eggs.

Also, although she wouldn't admit it to him, shesknthat his presence in
the house had been the reason she had slept withugihg at every loud
creak.

'Drink your juice. These are almost ready,' he,saith a glance which took
in her Liberty shirt and blue denim skirt.

She couldn't resist saying, 'Aye, aye, sir," befre sat down at the place
with a full glass of orange juice standing betw#enknife and fork.

Hawk had already drunk most of his fruit juice.h&tr saucy reply, he turned
and looked at her again, a slow grin appearing.v&lbe rim of the glass as



she raised it to her lips, her grey eyes dancedsponse. She put the glass
back on the cloth. 'My bath was lovely. Thank youlighting the boiler.’

He said, 'Last night, while you were glowering a¢,nh said you were
attractive. When you smile, you're more than atitvac

Her breath seemed to catch in her throat. Shetleltsame quickening
pulse-beat as when he had caught her by the wrist.

Oh, no! I mustn't—I mushot, she thought, before he returned to his task.
Her gaze on his broad-shouldered back, now cladxhite cotton shirt with
the sleeves rolled up, she knew that, in spiteenfamger the night before,
she was in very real danger of losing her head toan she didn't even
know.

The eggs he had cooked were fluffy, moist and ael& As well as the hot
buttered toast on which they were served, he had bat to a bakery and
bought some Portuguese rolls which he had re-heatbe oven.

'For a captain, you seem a great cook,' said @axdliiVhere did you learn to
do such super scrambled eggs?'

'My mother taught me how to cook. She was confitted wheelchair, so
she couldn't spoil me the way a lot of mothers lwirtsons. | had to do
things for her. Women do boys a disservice by wgitbn them hand and
foot. A man who can't sew on a button and presswisshirt is as much at
a disadvantage as a woman who can't change a ityttee avasher on a
faucet.'

'Why was your mother in a wheelchair?"

'She had a wasting disease which eventually kiled My father had a
drinking problem. When he was sober, he was amae, and | liked him
very much. He was knocked down in the street aleonfpyears before my
mother died. You know about Kiki Lawrence and mwargifather. My
parents were victims of the same situation, bueverse.’



‘No, | don't know about Kiki and your grandfath@r. only that she was in
love with a young man here whom her family consdarnsuitable.’

Hawk split a Portuguese roll and spread it withtdndand honey. 'How much
do you know of the history of this island?'

'Only that two centuries ago it was the greatestling port in what were the
Colonies, but that even before the great Fires8#6la depression had
begun. People couldn't afford to build new housespalate old ones, and
that's why the town is as it is—a lovely relic bétpast with hardly any ugly
Victorian intrusions.'

‘That's right, and the depression lasted until 2860s when Nantucket
began to be developed as a vacation resort. Havégen over to 'Sconset
yet?' 'No, | was planning to walk over there inag dr two. It's only about

seven or eight miles away, isn't it?'

'Yes, it's not far, if you like walking. But thead is more or less straight and
not very scenic. You'd do better to rent a bike.yMawe should try a
tandem. More coffee?'

'Yes, please.'

As he refilled her cup, he went on, 'Originallyd8set was no more than a
group of huts used by fishermen during the seasdren the fish were
running. Then it became a summer place for peagpha Nantucket Town,
and later, in the 1890s, it began to be known asthors' colony. Everyone
who was anyone in the New York theatre spent platthe summer there,
including Kiki's parents, who were both well- knostage people in their
day.'

At this point someone knocked at the front door.

Caroline's eyebrows contracted. 'Who can be calinthis hour? It's not
eight o'clock yet.'

Hawk put his napkin on the table. 'T'll find out.'



'No, no—you're still having breakfast. I've finisheating. I'll go.’'

The elderly man she found at the top of the stajus $500d morning, Miss
Murray. I'm John Batson. You've met my wife.’

'Oh, yes. How do you do, Mr Batson.' She shook saiwdhat can | do for
you?'

'My wife insisted | come over and check that youevall right." From his
tone, and his choice of phrase, it sounded ashBldecome under duress and
was embarrassed by his errand.

'I'm fine, thank you, Mr Batson. Is there any reaady | shouldn't be?"

'Well . . . this is kind of a big old place for @man to stay on her own. It's
been standing empty a long while. Some young ladmdd find it a mite
scary ... specially at night. But you're not thevoes type, | guess.'

Remembering her fear the night before, and howhstte almost fainted
when the light had revealed a face so uncannilg tike portrait in the
parlour, Caroline felt rather ashamed of claimingrencourage than she
possessed.

But in the circumstances it was simpler to say, T¥o not.’

‘That's good ... that's good. If you had been—neyd mean—it might
have upset you to tell you what my wife thinks she this morning. To tell
you the truth, it upsdterso bad that she had to take some of her pills and g
back to bed. Normally, 1 would have told her shestrhave imagined what
she claims to have seen, Miss Murray. But it sgpkap that, last night, |
saw something strange here myself.'

'What was that, Mr Batson?"

'l went to bed later than usual. When | looked @futny window | noticed
this house was in darkness. But then, just a fewrsks later, while | was
still standing there, a light appeared in your\wail. A short time later it
reappeared on the second floor, and then againheotop floor.'



She could have told him a white lie—that she haghlmarrying the light he

had seen. But, apart from the fact that even wWigisedid not come easily to

her, she felt it was prudent to find out what Mrgtébn had seen before
embarking on an explanation.

'What was it which upset your wife?' she asked.

'She was looking out of the window this morningd @ahe said to me, 'John
that's unusual. The blinds are down in the roontivMiss Murray is using.
They've never been down at this time since she thovd hope she's not
sick." | said | thought that was unlikely, and thieliary gave a kind of
choking sound and | saw her put her hands to hestclh helped her to a
chair. When she could speak, she told me she tedtlse blinds raised, not
by you but by someone who used to live over heleng time ago—the
person she saw was a young man called Hawk Lowellwas old Mr
Chase's grandson. He'd be around thirty-five nowhel§ still alive. You
told my wife that he was; but she feels that se@ingat the window must
be a sign he's passed on. Now I'm not a supetsitizan, but it does seem
strange that we both have seen something peculiar.’

‘There's a mundane explanation for both phenomédn8&atson. What you

saw was Captain Lowell, as he is now, going upetd &fter his arrival late
last night. Far from dying long before his time'sheery much alive and in
excellent health. I'm sorry his appearance at nmdeiv gave your wife a
bad shock. The reason he was raising my blindsbeaause I'd overslept
and he had kindly brought me a cup of coffee. Nibwou'll excuse me, |

must go and do the washing up.'

When she returned to the kitchen, Hawk was butjethie last of the rolls.
'‘Could you hear that conversation?' she asked.

He nodded. 'You should have said you had to daigtees. On this side of
the Atlantic, to wash up means to wash oneself.'

She drew in a sharp, angry breath; the ire fettdaght rekindling.



'You are an exasperating man! You don't seem te adnoot that you've
probably ruined my reputation in the eyes of thi&retown!

'As you'll only be here a short while, does it reatthat they think?*

'On the contrary, | intend to be here a very lantet I'm planning to live
here," she informed him.

The announcement surprised her more than it seargdprise him. Yet a
second later she knew the decision had been gerngreat the back of her
mind from within a few hours of her arrival.

'‘And just as | couldn't stop you from moving here, you can't make me
moveout,' she added, lifting her chin.

He regarded her thoughtfully for a moment. 'Theciicalities may defeat
you, Caroline. You haven't thought your plan thiouli's a pipe-dream
which may not work when you try to put it into ptiae.'

'l don't see why not. I--'

He interrupted her. 'Last night you said you wergmort of money but that
you had none to waste. When we talked on the telemhand | asked you if
you worked, you didn't answer. | assume you liveaorallowance. It had

better be a large one if you're going to keep a&dhis size up. The Exterior
urgently needs painting. The old boiler needs @ptawith an immersion

tank, which means having the house wired. Ther¢saes you will have to

pay. | don't believe you've considered any of thosdlems.'

‘No, | haven't—not yet," she admitted. 'But in $eme way you were
mistaken about my relationship with Robert, yowreng if you imagine
I'm someone who has never done anything but ergeself. Girls like that
don't exist any more. I've worked for my living feix years, and it isn't
because I'm no good that I'm out of work at the mimMy boss was axed
too, and he was a senior executive. If | hadnttriog job, perhaps | might
not have come to Nantucket. But | have come anddmto stay—whatever
the problems involved. I'll find some way roundrthe



He rose, beginning to clear the table. 'l won'wuargvith you now. Later
today | shall be in a better position to make yeea sense. Why not go up
and clean your room while | do the dishes? Thefi g@'down to A. & P.
and buy some groceries.'

'Very well. Shall | make your bed, too?"
'It's made already,’ he answered.

It would be, she thought, a bit grimly, as she tleé kitchen. Clearly he was
super-efficient; a man of great energy and driveo elkpected everyone
around him to match the exacting standard of his parformance.

She was efficient herself—during her working howBst she felt that, at
home, it was possible to be too much of a perfaigiolt didn't apply in her
mother's case because Barbara Halland had stafélieve her of the
household chores, but Caroline had had a schoamdriwhose mother's
mania for tidiness had made her family's life aenis As a guest in that
immaculate household where nothing was ever oyllaife, Caroline had
resolved never to become like that herself.

As she climbed the stairs to her room, wonderirggiivk was going to turn

out to be a male version of her friend's mothee, gmembered that less
than half an hour earlier she had been concernedt ddsing her heart to

him.

The fact was that, very foolishly, she had done twhanagers did with
pictures of movie and pop stars. She had let Hemszke-believe that the
man in the portrait in the parlour had possesskithalqualities she hoped,
one day, to find in a real man.

Probably James Starbuck had been nothing likedearof him. He couldn't
have been or he wouldn't have left his bride beh#edwould have taken her
with him and made passionate, demanding love torhétre privacy of the
Captain's quarters. How could any redblooded mawelghe girl of his
choice on a voyage which might last several years?



Probably, taking advantage of the double standdrti® day, he had
expected Damaris never to glance at another manglhis long absences,
but had himself enjoyed as many pretty South Saadsgirls as came his
way.

It was only a few minutes' walk from Captain Stanls house to the Pacific
National Bank, the handsome brick building, erected1818, which
dominated the upper end of main Street Square.

Caroline had been inside the bank to change allees/echeque, and had
seen the large murals depicting the island in thelay of the whaling era.
But she hadn't known, until Hawk told her, thanfrthe roof of the bank, in
October 1847, a Nantucket woman, Maria Mitchelld hdiscovered a
previously unknown comet which had made her fanmmi®nly in her own
country but throughout the world.

'She became the first professor of astronomy asafashich, as you may
already know, is one of our leading women's cobggee said, as they
passed the bank. 'For such a small island, Nantunase produced quite a
number of outstanding people. You've heard of Macy'New York, the
world's largest department store?'

'l spent a week in New York at the start of my.ttippoked round Macy's
and Gimbels.'

‘The man who founded the store, Rowland Hussey Maag the son of a
Nantucket sea captain. He went whaling himself gsung man. Then he
tried his luck in California during the Gold Russ a lot of Nantucketers
did. But it wasn't until he opened a small stord~onrteenth Street that he
began to make his fortune.’

His knowledge of the island's history—which was netessarily known to
all its inhabitants—prompted her to say, 'You saidhe telephone that you
had no desire ever to live here again. But now ybatre back for a visit,

don't you feelsomeresponse to the charm of the place? Surely it mest
unique? Or are there other towns in America whieeeatmosphere of the
past is as pervasive as here?'



They were about to cross the mouth of Orange StheetHawk's palm
cupped her elbow, he said, 'They say this streetibeinique in housing one
hundred and twenty sea captains in the space erftany.’'

But he chose not to answer her first question.

They had come to the shop witMitchell's Book Corneron the fascia
spanning the width of the two twelve-paned windalgplaying a selection
of new books. No longer holding her arm, Hawk cleelchis stride to look at
the volumes on show. In doing so, he passed Rslbest of a civilised man.
In her brother's estimation, anyone who could @assokshop without
pausing to look in the windows was not worth knagvin

‘This is an excellent shop. Was it here when yeedihere?' she asked.

‘No, it opened the year after | left. But someoneter me about it. It was
started by a couple from New York who had been traci;g here for a
number of years and thought they would like toreeliere, but still have
some occupation. Now it's run by their daughtem,tbld.’

As they walked further down the street, past thelyleopened ice-cream
parlour, Caroline wondered who it was who had emitto him. One of his
many girl-friends, perhaps.

Even as the thought crossed her mind, a womarte ailed out, 'Hawk! It
is you. For a minute | thought | must be halludimgit When did you get
back?'

Both Hawk and Caroline turned in the directiontwd voice. It belonged to
an attractive woman in her late twenties or edrlsties. She was casually
dressed in a pink shirt and matching pants, andoaaying what Caroline

recognised as a Nantucket lightship basket.

These oval wickerwork baskets, their lids ornam@énteth small ivory
carvings of whales or seagulls oh a wooden plagees on sale in most of
the towns gift shops. They were extremely expenstviees seemed to start
at four hundred dollars, rising to several thousfamné large basket with an
elaborate piece of modern scrimshaw on the lid.olde thought the



baskets delightful, but over-priced to the pointabsurdity. However, she
had noticed that many of the local women, as opptsdhe day visitors,
carried baskets which had clearly been in use flang time, and which
probably hadn't cost a fraction of the price thetglied now. It was such a
basket—the wicker weathered from a pale colour tonach darker
tone—which the woman in pink had on her arm.

She said, 'Hawk, you look great. So tanned! | efirybudidn't spend most
of the winter shovelling snow. Oh, it's so goodgée you again!

As she reached up to kiss his cheek, he bent hikdad to receive her
affectionate greeting,'lt's good to see you. Hosvyaru?"

The woman stepped back, her eyes twinkling. 'ltdmiieve you know who
| am. | saw that blank look in your eyes." She kadjand, turning to
Caroline, said, it's a terrible moment when somegmeets you, and you
don't have the faintest idea who they are. Havehamithat experience? |
have.' She turned back to him. 'But sixteen yeaadang time, so I'll forgive
you, Hawk. I'm Nancy Lake Allen. | hope that riregbell.’

'My God! Little Nancy Lake, all slimmed down andgm up and gorgeous!
No wonder | didn't recognise you. The last timemaet you weren't looking
like this'—his glance skimming her excellent figure

She gave an exaggerated shudder. 'Don't remind Ismehis your
wife?'—with another smiling look at Caroline.

'No. This is Caroline Murray, who sounds Britisht BIAmerican.' He left
their connection unexplained, asking, 'Do | knowybusband, Nancy?'

She shook her head. 'No, he's from off. We're biele for the weekend. |
must run—the family is waiting for me to get ba@¥e're taking a picnic to
Quidnet. Why don't you and Caroline stop by forialdthis evening? | can't
ask you to dinner without consulting my mother, buhow she and Dad
would be delighted to see you, Hawk. Say around' six

'‘Can we take a rain-check on that, Nancy? I'd tikeneet your parents
again—and the lucky Mr Allen—but we already hawage tonight.'



'Oh, too bad. Maybe next weekend, then? Chuck amdyl live sixt/miles
away, and the kids just adore it here. Unless Wheeterrible weather
forecast, we come most weekends. It was nice ngegtin, Caroline.'

She hurried away in the direction of Murray's Taggehop. They strolled
towards Nantucket Looms where Caroline had alreadynired the
designer-quality tweeds woven on looms in backefdlegant showroom.

'What is our date tonight?' she enquired.

'l felt it might be better to avoid contacts witital people until we've come
to an agreement about the house,' he told her.

The lower end of Main Street Square was known astenant Max Wagner
Square in honour of a young officer killed durihg tAmerican involvement
in the Philippines in 1899. The drinking fountaar horses in the centre of
the cobbles was a reminder of the time when Nawetieck had tried to opt
out of the automobile age. It had not been until8.%¢hat, by a narrow
margin of votes, they had allowed cars to superberjeles and horses.

Dominating the lower end of the square was a lgidif mellow pink brick
with the date 1772.

‘That was originally the counting house of Willid&otch, a Quaker whaling
merchant," Hawk told her. 'Later on it became theifie Club, a meeting
place for shipmasters. From that building, theyardd Bedford for her
voyage to London. She was the first ship to hdistAmerican flag in the
Thames after the Revolutionary War.'

Glancing up at his hard, sun-tanned face, Caralemsed that, although he
might not acknowledge it, the island and its cdmition to America's
maritime history had been a strong formative inficezon him.

The A. & P. was a supermarket close to the watetfraot far from Straight
Wharf where Caroline had landed. Apparently mangnges had taken
place there since Hawk's time. Before they wenppimy he had a look
round the area which now combined modern boat basid shingle-clad



summer cottages built over the water on piles wheetore, there had been
only run-down fishing shanties and coal sheds.

Most of the craft using the new berths that weeksade expensive motor
cruisers equipped for game fishing. But Hawk maeledee the waterfront
as it had been in the great days of whaling; astavétall masts and, ashore,
sail lofts, rope walks, warehouses piled high wa#sks, coopers' shops,
chandlers and the heavy whale oil drays which, Madh Street not been
laid with cobbles, would have reduced the road tmldy sand.

Inside the supermarket, he took charge of the aad began selecting
groceries in the manner of someone well accustamelding the catering
when necessary.

Caroline had fallen a short distance behind himmdmmneone close behind
her said, 'Good morning. | was coming to find ysusaon as I'd finished
shopping. What are you doing in here? Aren't tleeging you properly?'

As she turned to find Todd Blackwell smiling at hehe realised that
although she had spoken aboilt him to the promsstrof the guesthouse,
since moving to Captain Starbuck's house she hagtten his existence.
Moreover, instead of feeling pleasure at seeingdmgan, her reaction was
close to dismay.

‘Todd ... hello,’ she said, mustering a smile. "Wihel you arrive?’

‘This morning. Sometimes | get down on Friday nighit last night |
couldn't make it. When did you get here?"

She told him, conscious that Hawk had noticed me&onversation and was
returning to join them.

She introduced them. 'Todd, this is Captain Lowell Todd Blackwell
works in New York and comes here for weekends, Hawk

The two men shook hands and exchanged civilitibéspagh, as she had
anticipated, Todd did not look enthused at findshg wasn't alone.



"Your first visit to Nantucket, Captain Lowell?' bsked. 'In a place this size,
most regular visitors know each other, if only Ighs.’

'I've been here before, but not for a long timeyvd answered. 'How do you
two come to know each other?'

Caroline felt certain if he discovered the circuamses in which they had
become acquainted, he would have some sardonic eatarto make.

She said briefly, 'We met in New York," and wenttorgive Todd a brief
account of where she had been since last seeing him

This was cut even shorter by Hawk, who said, 'E&aue, Caroline, but |
think it would be better to postpone this conveosatntil we've finished
our shopping. More people are coming in now, andskauld move on or
we'll cause a bottleneck. Why don't we meet outsidd have coffee
somewhere?"

'‘Come to my place for coffee,' Todd suggested.rilght around the corner.’
'All right—fine. We'll see you in a little whileshe agreed.

As she turned away to resume her inspection ofvtle stocked shelves,
she guessed he was wondering why she was shopgméiawk.

After studying a wide choice of fruit-flavoured yats, she decided that
none of them would be as nice as natural yoguft fugsh fruit.

Todd's arrival was going to complicate an alreadydht situation. It wasn't
the moment for analysing the reason why she fak;tbut she knew there
was definitely no future in the tentative relatibipsbegun on the bus to
Boston.

Somehow she had to convey that certainty to hiroredhis feelings were
hurt. Unless it turned out that, seeing her agam,revised his first
favourable opinion. She hoped very much that ithihlge so. For Todd to
feel a warmth towards her which she couldn't rexate would give her no



satisfaction. Some girls seemed to enjoy beingyadgy men for whom
they cared not a jot, but Caroline shrank fromgtaspect.

His place turned out to be the white-balconied ufiper of a house on the
wharf called Old North, once the headquarters afkess running to
Baltimore, Norfolk and even to New Orleans.

A grocery bag under each arm, Todd led the wayhamutside staircase to
the landing outside his door. Today he was casuhigsed in a madras
cotton shirt and very pale pink canvas pants witifiscat the ankles.

'‘Are those trousers Nantucket Reds?' Caroline askething up the
weathered treads behind him.

'Yes, | bought these the first year | came hereyMear for ever. Have you
invested in a pair?'

‘No, | thought they were only for men. | haven'ebénto Murray's Toggery
yet, but | heard some people at the guesthousagadioout them as one of
the good things to buy here.

'l think they're a much better souvenir than thidgletship baskets which
only the nouveau riche buy now,' he said, dumpiadpags down in order to
unlock the door. 'These pants are brick red whey'ita new. Breton red, it's
called. The colour and the hard-wearing canvas wera by fishermen in
Brittany in northern France, and then by internaloyachtmen, some of
whom used to come to Nantucket. Back in the Fifties man who owned
the store wanted to stock these pants, but atithathey were only made in
Britain. So he had an American company copy somhifo, and since then
Murray's is said to have sold thirty thousand pdisw, each year, the
present Mr Murray has between five and ten thouseamnds of the- stuff
specially woven for him. The women's pants doniteheuffs. My sister
bought a pair recently. They were twenty-five daavhich is a lot better
than those crazily expensive baskets which, acegitdi her, aren't as useful
as a shoulder bag anyway.'

'l agree with your sister—the .lightship basketsuldde fun if they were a
reasonable price. But when | was exploring the Loast Side of New



York, | saw an alligator bag for less than four tied dollars. Besides, I'm
worried about the ivory decoration on the lightshgskets. Where is the
ivory—Oh, Todd, what a lovely room!"—this as shessed his threshold
and saw golden reflections of sunlit water gleantinghe walls and ceiling
of a room furnished in the colours of a beautifid Ganton platter which
hung facing the doorway.

‘Thank you. I'm glad you like it. Please sit dowmdamake yourselves
comfortable while | unload this stuff and fix theftee.’

'First, | want to look at your pictures,' she saigining to the wall on which
were massed various studies of the waterfront b@dawn. Pen and wash,
watercolour, pastel— Todd had used almost everyiunedo capture the
place in all its aspects.

As Hawk joined her in looking at them, she expldihew their host made
his living.

'What does your title signify, Captain Lowell? Ayeu a Navy man ... an
airline pilot?' Todd asked, from behind the breakfaounter which marked
the boundary of the kitchen area. »

'I'm the Master of a cruise ship.' 'Not a linera.sailing ship," Caroline
amplified. Then she wished she hadn't, because daeikk brows drew
together in a way which made her feel she had spoleof turn.

She was glad when Todd said, "You were talking tivouy, Caroline. That
was something which worried Julie. .. my sistere 8las strong views on
wild life preservation. According to her, Americarimed all imports of
ivory, whalebone and tortoiseshell in 1980. Shekepto a number of
shopkeepers who told her that the carvings ondlkdis and the scrimshaw
piece were made from ivory which the carvers hatlihatock at the time of
the ban. But Julie wasn't convinced that they wdwddle had such large
amounts on inventory. She thought a lot must beggied, and that anyone
who buys ivory souvenirs is encouraging the slaeigbit African elephants.'

'l see you have a piece of scrimshaw,' said Capficking up a whale's
tooth with an elaborate design scratched in thiaserof the ivory.



'l bought that tooth in a yard sale when | wasda kthink it cost a quarter,’
said Todd.

'‘May | see?' Hawk took the piece from Caroline aurded it between his
strong fingers to examine the design scratchedarsurface of the ivory.

'It's an unusual piece. When colouring is useceratiman black, it's usually
dark blue or red. This sepia colour comes from ¢obguice,’ he told her.
‘This is an example of what collectors call "orgirscrimshaw” which
means it was made by a Yankee whaleman during thée@ Era between
1826 and 1865. It's been estimated that, during peaod, up to two
hundred thousand men passed the time at sea nthkngg like this.’

'‘Are you a collector?' she asked, remembering &ikinor bequests to him.
'l have a small collection—yes.’

Todd said, 'lt's America's only important indigeadolk art, apart from
Indian art. But | didn't know that when | boughe ttooth. I'd never heard of
scrimshaw at that time; it was only an interestigect. Had you heard of
scrimshaw before you came to Nantucket, Caroline?'

'Yes, | had, as it happens. I've seen pieces ireums in England. What sort
of scrimshaw did Kiki leave you in her will, Hawk?'

'It's a busk which, as you probably know, is gpstfibone intended to stiffen
the front of an old-fashioned corset. They weremthieginners' pieces, but
this one is particularly well designed and it hagese on itin many a gale
has been the whale in which this bone did rest.tidie is past, his bone at
last must now support thy breast.

'How many teeth does a whale have?' she askede'8on't have any. Some
whales have plates of baleen which act as a strameseparate the
organisms they feed on from a mouthful of watedeBa is what's* usually
called whalebone. It's not bone, it's more likenhdyut very flexible. |
remember reading somewhere that at one time oivdradlebone brought
back from the Pacific by Nantucket ships "lit taenps and laced the ladies
wherever there was civilisation.™



He put the tooth back on the shelf from which shd lemoved it. 'That
tooth belonged to a sperm whale which, if it wdsgaone, would have had
about fifty. They range from four to ten inchesdoAs well as being left
whole, like that one, they were cut up for much kgnabjects such as
umbrella handles and bodkins.’

They continued discussing scrimshaw, the originatknand its modern
imitations, while drinking coffee. Presently Hawtosd up, saying, 'I'm
going to take the groceries back to the house,tlaeal | have a couple of
calls to make. I'll rejoin you in about an hour r@me.’

'He has a house here?' asked Todd, when he was\aitnher.

' Wehave a house here.' She explained Kiki's wille'sou related to each
other?' was the next question. 'Only in the sehaewe were both part of
Kiki's adopted family. | don't know the full stoyet, but it seems she was in
love with Hawk's grandfather when she was a gidr Ebnnection with my
family began when she and my mother's mother ntegledebut together at
the Assembly in Philadelphia. They wore long wikit gloves and pearls,
as girls did in London at one time when they wessented at Court. But all
that has died out in England. | expect it has here.

'l believe it's still quite an important ritualtime South, but less so here in the
north-east. | don't know too much about it. My fgnwas never on the
Social Register. Captain Lowell could probably tgibu. Lowell ...
Winthrop ... Cabot ... Forbes . .. Adams ... thaee all V.I.P. names in
Boston, like Coffin and Hussey in Nantucket.'

Caroline forbore to mention that Hawk's middle namaes Cabot.
‘Although being captain of a cruise ship seemsrdikely occupation for a
Boston Brahmin,' Todd went on. 'But | guess ifatsailing ship that makes
it okay.'

‘A Boston Brahmin?' she queried.

'It's a name for Boston's upper crust. The Brahranesthe highest caste
among the Hindus. Get it?'



'Yes, of course. Slow-witted of me not to get ibme."'

'How come Captain Lowell's wife wasn't shoppingwitm? Is she sick?' he
asked.

'He's not married. He doesn't want to keep thedydust | do. Neither of us
can sell without the other's consent, but on therdtand | don't know that |
could support myself in Nantucket. | should think bpenings for P.A.s and
secretaries must be strictly limited. Anyway, | ddeel | want to go on

working in an office.’

In spite of her immediate reaction on meeting Todthe supermarket, it
was good to have someone with whom she could dideersproblem. They
were still talking it over when Hawk returned.

He was not alone.

The front door was standing wide open. As the sonindis voice made
them look towards the doorway, the person to whemas speaking came
into view.

She was a very pretty girl, younger than Carohmigh a spectacular figure
emphasised by a tight white tee shirt—but no brad-aawhite skirt split up
one thigh.



CHAPTER THREE

TobD had already risen to his feet when the girl inte/lpaused on the
threshold, looking from him to Caroline with a séypression which didn't
accord with her head-turning outfit.

Her hair was a wild mop of curls, dark brown wimina- red glints. She had
brown eyes, and sun-tan which made Caroline cousdlmat, although her
own exposed parts were browner than when she teftidn, she was still

pale under her clothes.

'Emerald, this is Caroline .. . and Todd,' said Kaspeaking over the girl's
shoulder while at the same time propelling her fodv 'l thought you

wouldn't mind my bringing Emerald back with me, o&he's come over
for the day from the Cape, and she's on her own.’

‘Not at all. Glad to know you, Emerald. Let me yizu a cold drink," said
Todd, shaking the girl's hand and giving her hsnidly smile.

Caroline felt certain he must be thinking, as sks:WVhat an astonishing
person for Hawk to pick up!

However, as Todd had, she kept her surprise toeliesaying warmly,
'Hello, Emerald. You've been on a spending spreeel’ For not only was
the girl laden with parcels, but Hawk was carryangouple of the largest
ones for her. 'What nice things have you been ly#in

'Oh ... you're English." The girl looked pleaseédcdme from Yorkshire.
Where are you from?'

‘London.
As Emerald was visibly delighted at finding herselfthe company of
someone she imagined to be a compatriot, Carokoeldd to postpone her

usual explanation until later.

'Yes, | think the shops here are super,' the gid,$n answer to her question.
'l bought myself two or three outfits, and a couplk the lightship



baskets—one for me, and a bigger one for Mum—amadiraature gold
lightship basket to wear as a pendant. It's loviehgally is. Have you been
staying here long? have you seen them?'

Caroline shook her head. Remembering what Todd daad about the
baskets being bought mainly by the nouveau richeadays, she was
careful to avoid catching his eye.

Emerald rummaged in her white shoulder bag for allgmackage which she
unwrapped to reveal a jeweller's box. Inside whasyareplica of a lightship

basket without a lid. It was a well made little bk and obviously

expensive.

it's charming,’ said Caroline politely, althoughwas not an adornment
which she would have bought, even if she could ladferded it.

Her own taste was for classic pieces—gold chainkhkamgles, gold hoop
ear-rings—or inexpensive fun things such as theteai ribbon and chiffon
necklet she had bought from a craft stall in thexdaty market near
Columbia University in New York.

'It's cute, as they say here, isn't it?'

Taking the pendant between a frosted-pink fingeatig thumb, Emerald
held it against her golden skin. It was a gestunelwdrew attention to the
vee of her tee-shirt and to the bouncy young bosotiined by the flimsy
cotton.

It was not a provocative gesture, Caroline felesum spite of the way she
was dressed, there was nothing deliberately seduictiEmerald's manner.
The fact that she had plumped herself down on ¢ife isext to Caroline,

rather than choosing to perch on a stool at thakfast bar, the better to
display her legs, was evidence that the impressi@ngave at first glance
could be misleading.

But even if, by holding the pendant an inch or abomve her cleavage, she
had not intended to draw the men's eyes to hests,daer action had that
effect.



Glancing at Todd, who was coming towards them,llagtass in either
hand,. Caroline saw that his eyes were on Emetalds albeit with a hint
of amusement. Hawk, too, was eyeing her curvegkadly visible nipples.
However, as Caroline looked at him, he shiftedyaize to her face, meeting
her eyes with an inscrutable expression which skémot interpret.

How in the world had he < and this naive little qgeof Yorkshire
cheese-cake got involved with each other? she weddéor the second
time. She had no doubt he had the aplomb to pickdgwvager duchess if he
wanted to; but Emerald seemed the kind of girl whauld view with
suspicion an approach from a stranger so much tidershe was.

'Oh, ta .. . | mean thank you.' Her cheeks flusétd embarrassment at
having let slip the idiom of her native county, Eald accepted the drink
Todd offered her with one hand, while putting awlag pendant with the
other.

it hasn't got vodka in it, has it?' she asked, ft@efasting it. 'l can't drink
vodka—it gives me a headache. As for those Bloodyyslwhich everyone
drinks where we're stayingneof them makes my head spin. Have you tried
them, Caroline?"

Again, Caroline had to shake her head. 'l usuaitk $o wine or spritzers.'

‘There's nothing alcoholic in that," Todd assureteEald. 'What about you,
Captain Lowell? Will you have a beer or somethitrgreger?’

As Caroline was wondering why he persisted in béammal when Hawk
addressed him by his first name, Emerald turndebt@nd said, ‘It was such
a surprise meeting Hawk here. When we went oniaecan his ship, | used
to call him Captain Lowell, but he says I'm to dath Hawk now. Dad was
still alive then. In fact the cruise was his ideum didn't really want to go
because she gets seasick easily. But it isn't rougte Caribbean. The sea
was like glass. It was super. We went to the islahd/lustique where
Princess Margaret has a house. She lets peopld,rgoti know. Dad was
going to do that the next year, but he had a letatk and died.’



'I'm sorry," Caroline said gently, seeing the wag girl's pretty face fell at
the memory of her father's sudden death. 'Are yere in America by
yourself, Emerald?’

'Oh, no—I shouldn't like that. I'm with Mum, butes still not too well and

she didn't feel up to coming today. Last winternemreted a lovely house in
Florida. Then | wanted to look at New York, so wek a flat there for a

month. Then Mum caught the 'flu. When she didrckpip, the doctor

suggested the air on Cape Cod might be bettergiorSo now we're renting
a house in Hyannisport. It's where President Keynséd to have a home.
It's given her ever such a thrill to stay near weheeg lived.'

By now it was clear that Emerald's father had testwidow and child in
extremely comfortable circumstances. Caroline woedlef Mum was as
naive as her daughter.

Yorkshire people had the reputation of being waranteel, down-to-earth
and, in matters relating to money, shrewd andtthrdfudging by Emerald's
purchases within a short time of arriving on thdyegerry, thrift was not a

dominant factor in her youthful outlook on life. Bii could be that her
father had been so rich that the purchase of tglidhip baskets, a gold
pendant and more than one 'outfit' would make digiblg hole in the

fortune he had left his widow.

'Where are you going to go next?' she asked.

'l don't know. We haven't decided. Mum still igeally well yet.'

'Perhaps she's homesick for Yorkshire," Carolingested.

‘No, I don't think it's that. She loves America—sbie did before she had the
flu. I think not having to stay in the house whehe and Dad lived together
has helped her get over it faster. She hasn't dmeories here that she would

have had, staying at home.'

Hawk had moved from a chair to the breakfast bare/he and Todd were
discussing the redevelopment of the waterfront.



Glancing over her shoulder and seeing the two nmgiaged in a separate
conversation, Emerald said confidentially, 'SH&llthrilled to hear I've met
Hawk. He was ever so nice to us on the cruise. Surtihee passengers were
a bit stand-offish and snooty. Once or twice Dadat lost his temper. He
didn't mind people not being friendly to him. 'Sug blighters. | can buy
and sell them twice over," he'd say to Mum andBug it made him ever so
annoyed if he thought the women were being bitalwyhér. Captain
Lowell—Hawk, | should say—had a way of smoothingl@@wn before he
got really stroppy and came out with somethinghaukin't.'

She leaned closer. 'To tell you the truth, | hadwsh on him. | was only
eighteen then, and he looks even more good- lookimgn you see him in
uniform, with gold braid on his cap and on his dpteas. He looks
smashing, he really does!" She rolled her eyes tgsxand licked her lips, at
the same time giving a shiver of simulated ecstasy.

Caroline couldn't help smiling, which made Emersdg, 'Don'tyou think
he's dishy? Or do you prefer the other one?’

‘They both seem very nice, but I've only just ntegnt," was Caroline's
guarded reply.

'l think it's Fate,"” Emerald said earnestly. 'Inthive were fated to meet
again. It was in my forecast for this we@&. reviving an old acquaintance
you may find you have a great deal to gain on @iterm basis. This is a
good week for getting out and about and for taldrogyeak from routine. Try
to find time to do the things you really enj@hat's what it said in my
horoscope. I'm Aries. Which sign are you?'

'Libra," said Caroline, who admired the skill withhich horoscopists
worded their predictions, but who didn't take thisim seriously.

Clearly Emerald did. She said, 'That's Mum's ksrgm. Your horoscope for
this week wasCareful handling of a relationship is necessaryati wish to
keep the peace. Try not to let the situation upeat and avoid arguments
with a partner or colleague if you can.’



The first part was certainly applicable, thoughtdlae, glancing at Hawk's
tall figure standing by the bar with his back tertin

'What time are you leaving Nantucket?' she askedr&ich

'I'm on an Extended Day Round Trip, which meanslitban stay till the last
boat if | want to. That doesn't leave here till hiyefive minutes past eight,
but I think perhaps | ought to take the three-fift}l be almost six o'clock
by the time | get back to Hyannis—say six-thirtygeet to our house—and
that's a long time for Mum to be on her own. | lafteight- thirty this

morning.'

Caroline looked at her watch, if you only have & feours here, it's a pity
not to make the most of them. Why not leave youcgla here—I'm sure
Todd won't mind—and walk up to the Three Bricks.'

‘Three Bricks? Just three ordinary bricks? Thatsdbesound very
interesting,' Emerald said doubtfully.

it's the local name for three identical brick haiséhich Joseph Starbuck
built for his three sons. Directly opposite there awo magnificent white

mansions put up by his son- in-law. They're thetrassonishing buildings

to find in a small town like this. They make onalige how rich the whaling

merchants were. You should see them, Emerald.’

'Oh, all right, if you think so—but couldn't | gettaxi instead of walking?'

it's no distance from here; not five minutes’ walkshouldn't -think.

Although your heels are rather high for sightsegi@groline conceded,
looking down at the thin white straps which encatbedgirl's baby-plump
feet and looked as if they were already causingbere discomfort.

'l don't usually do much sightseeing. Mum and | 'doeally care for
museums and churches and suchlike. We prefer kortmod the shops and
have a nice meal. Where's the best place to eatldwmu say? | thouht
Cap'n Tobey's Chowder House looked quite nice.'



'l don't know. | haven't eaten in any of the restats yet. Todd will know.'
Caroline took Emerald's empty glass and carri¢al ihe bar. Waiting until
there was a pause in the men's conversation, ghélsald, where's the best
place to eat?'

‘The Chanticleer over at 'Sconset, but there aresgood places in town. |
was hoping you'd have lunch here. You, too, Emerdigou'd like to," he
added, smiling across the room at her.

'Yes, I'd love to," she answered, with a beam. @gno join them, she
looked up at Hawk. 'Have you been to these houaesli@e says | ought to
see?' s

A few minutes later—Todd having said it would otdke him half an hour

to throw a salad together—all four of them stroligrdthe Square to where
the Pacific Bank separated the beginning of Mareedtfrom the bottom of

Liberty Street.

More precisely, three of them strolled while Emeéralok short, jerky steps
on her high, spindly heels. This time it was shemtHawk steered across
the side-roads, an attention which obviously gaee & great deal of
pleasure.

Caroline, walked behind them with Todd at her sisiaw the glowing

upward looks which Emerald gave her tall compambenever he took her
by the elbow. She found herself feeling an almaostemnmal concern for the
younger girl's artless vulnerability—as if she wéwace Emerald's age
instead of a mere four years older.

Could the little thing—for without those ridiculohgels she would be about
five feet two—really believe that she and Hawk wdestined for each
other? To Caroline they seemed to have nothing dmnoon, either
physically, mentally or socially.

| hope she doesn't take it into her head to cone bere every day, she
thought. If she does, she'll be inviting a pairgeidown. I'm sure as soon as
Hawk realises what's in her mind, he won't hesittde send her
packing—and perhaps not as tactfully as he hankérdfather on their



cruise. He had been dealing with a passenger Weh.his crew, and in his
private life, he might not mince matters.

On the other hand, Emerald is an exceptionallytygitl with a stunning
figure. Maybe he won't mind her chasing him. Mayi&l take her to
bed—but hot in my house, she added mentally—anusiently laughed at
herself for sounding like a strait-laced landlady.

A landlady!

That's the answer, she thought, assailed by aveaai which all at once
seemed so obvious an answer to her problem thatoshén't imagine why
she hadn't thought of it before.

She had always liked cooking. Even housework wésa'bore to her that it
was to some of her friends. To turn the Captaialssh into a guesthouse
was the perfect solution. She would even callaptain Starbuck’'s House,
and perhaps have his portrait copied for an inn g&agwing above the door.

‘A moment ago you were looking worried. Now yowsmailing to yourself.
What's going on in that blonde head?' Todd asksdhig hold of her hand,
not because they were nearing a crossing but asesiurg of
companionability.

'Oh, | just had a bright idea. I'll tell you abautater on, but this isn't the
moment,’ she answered.

It was then, as they were walking with linked haridat Emerald paused to
look at something in a shop window, something slistrhave missed on
her first tour of the Square. Hawk also paused)ayiey back at the couple
following behind.

Why his glance should make Caroline want to snaghhand free from
Todd's light clasp, instead of freeing it more edisuas she had intended to
in a moment, she didn't know. But that was thectfiiehad; and when he
turned away she felt a pang of vexation that helaggpened to look back at
that particular moment.



The cobblestones covering the square continuedeep lined Main Street,
although its name was misleading as it wasn't p@hg street but an
avenue of elegant houses. Soon, by the cornereaskht Street, they came
to the two white mansions, each with four massiekirans rising from
porch to roof level and supporting a classical pestit.

Caroline, who had walked past it several timesgaaly knew that the
mansion nearest the corner, now known as the Ha®tetter Memorial
and open to the public, had been built by WilliaradMen, a silversmith
who had come to the island in 1820. After his na@yeito Eunice Starbuck,
he had made investments in whaleships and latex o partnership with
Nathaniel Barney, the husband of Eunice's sisté&zaESoon, as majority
shareholders in the shignterpriseandAlpha,the two men had made their
fortunes. In the 1840s, William had spent partisfdn erecting the great
white house inspired by the Temple of the Winds.

'l think what makes it more striking is its being dose to the street rather
than at the end of a long drive as houses of tizis gsually are,’ she
remarked, as the four of them stood on the bricth gzetween the

cobblestoned street and the white balustrade swimg the mansion's

small front garden.

'Who does the other belong to?' asked Emeraldjigakt the neighbouring
building, almost a twin to the Hadwen house exdbpt it had a hedge
instead of a balustrade, and the capitals at fheftds columns were in the
Corinthian style whereas those on the Hadwen haese lonic scrolls.

‘The Hadwens had no children of their own. Theypéeld a niece, Amelia
Swain. William built the house next door for hedarer husband, George
Wright," Hawk told her. it's known as the Wright Mgon and it's still in
private hands, although the present owners aremé¢lid's descendants.
These two houses are sometimes called the Two &ilestause of their
neo-classical style. It's said that Hadwen wantedutdo the Three Bricks
built by his father-in-law across the street."

‘Later on, they were both outdone by Jared Coffimse mansion is now a
restaurant,’ put in Todd. 'Personally | preferdhdier houses built when the



Quaker influence kept ostentation in check. Bus¢hivo are impressive

symbols of what in whaling days was called "grlasik".

They went up the steps to the entrance and Havektpaifee for admission.
Two pleasant middle-aged women were on duty toeguisitors round and
point out the most interesting features of a hofiiked with fine old
furniture, portraits, chandeliers and antique nesdfk.

When Caroline entered the room to the right of lth# and saw that it
opened into a second room which led to a thirdh &iview over the large
garden at the rear of the house, it was easy faiohenagine the parties and
other entertainments which would have taken plaeset Having grown up
in a house built even earlier than this one, shddceeadily visualise the
clothes and manners of past generations.

However, she noticed that Emerald was not realjynggaattention to their
guide, and that her brown eyes spent more timeystgdHawk's dark
features than the portraits on the walls.

'It must have been terribly dull in the eveningshwut television,' was her
comment to Caroline, as they left the house.

‘They had books and embroidery and conversationnamsic. | shouldn't
think they were bored,' said Caroline. 'Have yoy lambbies, Emerald?’

'l used to like drawing at school, except that thkyays gave us dull things
to draw. Boxes to teach us perspective, and baitiesold boots ... things
like that.'

'What would you have liked to draw?'

'People. | like drawing faces, but it's difficuit get anyone to sit still long
enough. I'd love to draw Hawk,' she murmured, ioveer tone. 'l did some
good sketches of Dad, but his face was fat, yoldedtueally see the shape
of it. It's the same with Mum. She was always pluapd she's put on
weight since he died. Hawk's face is more bonye Bloked sideways at
Caroline and giggled. 'He's got ever such a sexytmdiave you noticed?’



‘No, | can't say | have,' Caroline answered, rashertly.

She was torn between being touched by Emeraldi®teaand finding her
immaturity irritating. In many ways she was moikela girl of sixteen than
one of twenty.

In case she had sounded too crushing, she addmadshould talk to Todd
about sketching. He's an artist—a very good oneatWlia you do when you
left school? | gather you've given up work to tdlavigh your mother.'

'Oh, | never worked," Emerald said airily. '‘Daddsiiwould be silly, when
he had plenty of money to keep me until | get neakri didn't do very well
at school so | wouldn't have been able to get tarasting job. | wouldn't
have minded going to art school. But my headmistres proper old dragon
she was—said | wouldn't get a place. Anyway, | beéng with Mum. We're
like sisters really—except that I'm an English sea@and she's an eighteen.
| might bring her over next week. Will you still bere?’

'I shall, but | don't know that Hawk will.'

Back at Todd's place, Caroline helped him to prephe lunch while the
others sat on the balcony drinking Bloody Mary® ¢ime Todd had made
for Emerald having less than the statutory twodnsgof vokda in it.

In addition to the salad ingredients he had bowghthe A. & P., his
refrigerator was stocked with good things to eainfra SoHo delicatessen.

'l keep my weekend clothes here. The only luggdgeng is a cool-bag,’ he
explained.

Emerald looked doubtfully at some of the unfamiliedicacies he served
with the salad, and at the dark pumpernickel bréagkemed that she and
her mother, although they liked eating, had yesample the delicious

foodstuffs and dishes brought to America by eactcessive wave of

immigrants and now melded into an exciting inteora! cuisine which had

its apogee in the restaurants and delis of New York



There was just enough room on the balcony forahe éf them to eat there.
By the time they had had coffee, and then moreeeofit was time for
Emerald to think about catching her ferry backhi® Cape.

Evidently she hadn't said anything to Hawk abourtding her mother to see
Nantucket. While the boat was discharging its intmnpassengers, he said,
'If you're not doing anything tomorrow, I'll comgey and see your mother,
Emerald.'

‘That would be super. She'd love to see you aifdaoften talk about our
cruise.'

'‘Give me your number. It might be as well to calliybeforehand. If she
hasn't been well lately, she may not want a vigdgarorrow.'

'She'll want to see you,' she assured him.
When the outgoing passengers had boarded, Todd's&imbw you two
have a lot to discuss concerning this house younkierited, but | was

wondering if you'd mind if | took Caroline to dinniis evening, Hawk.'

‘Not at all, but shouldn't you find out how shelsegbout it?' the taller man
said dryly.

'Yes, you're right." Todd looked slightly embaress'Would you care to
have dinner, Caroline?'

She smiled at him. 'As Hawk cooked my breakfast youl organised my
lunch, why don't | cook dinner at our place? Ydike to see our house,
wouldn't you?'

'Yes, very much, but--'

'In that case I'd better hurry home; and put orajgron. We'll see you at
seven-thirty.'

'l don't know the address.’



Caroline told him how to find the house.

After Todd's way home had diverged from theirs, Kasaid, 'Was that
invitation a polite way of sliding out of a dinnardeu® Do you want to
keep him guessing a while longer? Or did you featight be impolite to
desert me on my second evening here?'

'l didn't have any of those reasons in mind," st [gghtly. ‘It just seemed a
good idea to return his hospitality, show him tleeige, and do my share of
the catering. You never finished telling me aboiki Knd your grandfather.
You had got as far as 'Sconset becoming an actiosly in the 1890s, and
then we were interrupted by Mr Bailey.'

'Kiki's father was a theatrical director. Her mathes an actress with the
same upper-crust background as Katharine Hepburarsgse Kiki's debut
with your grandmother. She started coming to Netgtiat about age three,
at which time my great-grandfather on the Chasewiks making a living as
a gardener, working mainly over at 'Sconset in dhedens of the rich
summer people. When Ben Chase wasn't at schowlptiel help his father
and that's how he and Kiki got to know each othes-kids before the first
World War. | guess her parents should have foresdet would happen
and put a stop to it earlier. But they didn't—nnotiluKiki and Ben were in
love and planning to marry.'

'Was he still his father's assistant?' asked Gaoli

'No, his father had died by that time and Ben wasymg on the business
and doing well at it. He was a hard worker and rieiteed to recoup the
family fortunes. You might think that no one eveades much money
gardening. But your friend Todd was telling me tm®rning that Mrs
Walter Beinecke Senior is rumoured to have paiditensand dollars a year
to have her garden on Sankaty Avenue at 'Scongetirkggood order. He
mentioned it a propos her son, Walter Beineckeajuthe man responsible
for rebuilding the waterfront area and backingteofoother preservationist
projects.’

Caroline had not missed his reference to Todd asr 'yriend Todd',
implying that there was something more between ttiem friendship at its



most casual level. She supposed that was the rekliis seeing them
walking with clasped hands.

'However, it wasn't only because Ben was a worgarglener as opposed to
a landscape designer that Kiki's parents brokepjt he went on. "They
felt—rightly, as it turned out—that she had a higufe in the theatre or the
movies. She suggested to Ben that they postpoirestigagement for two
years, but he wouldn't agree. It had to be nowawen as far as he was
concerned. It was foolish to make her choose betwea and the exciting
career prospects her family were dangling in fiarter.'

'How old were they then?'

‘They were both nineteen—a crazy age to marry iy @rcumstances.
Twenty-one isn't much better, and that's when Bearried my
grandmother. Kiki's parents had sold their house,H®it somehow she got
wind of Ben's wedding and came running over toliegnot to go through
with it. She was ready to give up her career for.lHe said he couldn't back
out and make my grandmother a laughing-stock. pettsshe was already
pregnant. My mother was supposed to have beemaapues baby. Maybe
she was, maybe not. Anyway, she wasn't the sonhBdnvanted, and his
wife didn't have any more children. She was onlgrity-six when she died.'

'‘By which time Kiki had married the first of her $hands, | suppose,’ said
Caroline.

‘That's right. After turning down innumerable prepts, she had finally
succumbed to the most persistent of her suitoesyiin who gave her black
pearls and had Addison Mizner design Casa Romatfatidzer.'

'She left the pearls to my mother. | wonder who imdeerited the Palm
Beach house? Have you been there?'

'Yes, I've stayed there a couple of times. The @édsslf is delightful. It has
lawns running down to a private beach of fine wisaead. You can lie in a
hammock strung between two Royal palms and watetp#iicans diving
into the ocean. Mizner also designed the inteflar.achieve perfection
down to the smallest detail, he had a factory bdiltwas called Las



Manos—the hands—because all the ceramics and raethlwoodwork
were handmade to his designs.'

‘The beach sounds gorgeous. But Kiki never suntathé she? She always
sat in the shade and wore hats or carried pardsslppose that's why she
still had a perfect complexion even in her eighties

'l imagine a couple of face-lifts and a lot of empwe beauty treatments
were contributing factors,' he said dryly. 'Ben Wnker before she had
acquired the star image. She was lovely, but gi@mour girl. By the time

she was in her late twenties, she had becomeexdtiff person. Her appeal
was mainly to women. She represented their idehiisgon of themselves,

which isn't the same as a man's idea of the ideatam. | was fond of the
Kiki I knew. But, judging by photographs I've seéahouldn't have lost my
heart to her when she was a younger woman.'

'‘As you're still unmarried, presumably you've nelsst your heart,’ said
Caroline.

‘Not irretrievably—no,' he agreed.

They had reached the gate leading into the garkehe pushed it open and
stood aside, Caroline said, 'Thank you. Tell me abaut your parents. You
said this morning they were victims of the sameadion as Kiki and Ben,

but in reverse.'

in their case it was my father's family who triedput a stop to it," he said.
‘They had a summer house on Hulbert Avenue, andgnaydfather

gardened for them. The Lowells had three dauglatedsone son. The two
married daughters used to come down from Bostamthéir small children

and the children's nurses. One time one of theeswgs sick, and Mrs
Lowell asked my grandfather if he knew of a relelalcal girl to substitute
for her. He suggested his daughter, Maria, andstltw she and Skip
Lowell, my father, met each other.’

He took out his keys in readiness to unlock thelohoor. 'After losing her
mother, my mother had been very sheltered ... hotved to play with
other kids except in school ...made to spend aliree time studying. | don't



know why Ben suggested her for the job at the Ltsivplace, unless it was
for the money. She was starting college that fall &e had been losing
customers. He was what Nantucketers used to caltigetty”, meaning
irritable. A free-lance gardener needs to be a gnodoured man.’

if your mother was going to college, she must hbeen clever," said
Caroline.

‘Not clever enough to realise that my father's pre/ould never accept her
as a daughter-in-law," was his sardonic reply.yTdieady had a bride lined
up for him—Alice Adams, one of the Boston Adamsedsovall claim
descent from our second President, John Adams.’

'‘But even so your mothelid become their daughter-in- law?'

'Yes. But with the result that my father was disedby his parents, and
Ben told her never to come back here because shiemiobe welcome.'

'How could he be so cruel?' she exclaimed distuélgsfAfter suffering the
same thing himself?"

'He was an embittered man. Bitterness is a canketweats into people's
souls and makes them cruel. My mother wasn't blesseShe didn't tell him
what she was planning to do. He learned that stieloped from a letter she
wrote him, knowing what a shock it would be andt tslze was the only
person he cared for. It was an act she regrettedda.’

'‘And which she made you atone for by coming to lwth him after she

died," said Caroline, trying to visualise him ad®ay in his early teens;
already taller than his contemporaries but withtbatproportionate breadth
of shoulder he had now, and certainly without tineftotal self-assurance
which emanated from him today.

'l had nowhere else to go,’ said Hawk, shrugginmpuld have been worse. |
was only here on vacation. Most of the time | wiaschool.'

‘At one of the best in Massachusetts, accordidrsoBatson. How did that
come about?’



'My youngest aunt was particularly fond of my fathend she had some
money of her own. She saw my parents occasioratly,she paid for my
education, thinking my grandfather would eventua#ient. He did. When |
graduated, he offered me a place in his bank. Bvemadn't found my
vocation by then, | shouldn't have gone to work fiam. A man who
disowns his only son for making what he consideredesalliance has his
priorities wrong.'

They had entered the house and Caroline went Hitedthe kitchen to start
preparations for the evening meal. As she washetldmals, she said, "You
mentioned that your father had a drinking probl®ao.you know why that
started? Did your parents seem to get on well wioenwere a small boy?’

'l believe so. They didn't have rows. But | think father would have done
better to marry the Adams girl. He'd been raiseal¢ertain milieu. When he
found himself excluded from it, he went slowly teges.’

"Your mother's illness can't have helped,’ she saitpathetically.

'‘No.' For a moment his lips were compressed andhshght his whole face
seemed to harden. Then he said, 'That's enough lifienhistory. Let's think
about dinner.’

‘Leave me to think about dinner. You relax in thequr, or go out and work
up an appetite. | like to have the kitchen to miysdhen I'm cooking
something special.’

'‘Are you sure you can cope with that stove?' hea@slo you have the
ingredients you need?’

'l think so. If | haven't, | can always pop downAoé& P. The stove is no
problem.’

'‘Okay, I'll leave you to handle it, while | do somverk in the yard. The path
to the back gate needs clearing. I'll be in arairdo freshen up and fix you
a cocktail.'



By now it was half past four, which gave her thhesirs before they sat
down to eat. During that time she had not onlyrepare and cook the food,
but also to find and clean the necessary cooking poad three place
settings.

Up to now she had managed with a minimum of kitabgmpment and very
little china and silver. But tonight she was pari#ely anxious to produce a
simple but perfectly cooked meal and serve it wgityle. Why it was so

important to do the thing well was something shénfidime to analyse.

When Hawk strolled into the house a little lessttvao hours later, he found
Caroline on her way upstairs.

'Everything is under control. I'm just going upcteange,’ she told him, her
calm smile giving no hint that more than one momanpanic had been
weathered in his absence.

The Portuguese bell in the South Tower had chiregdrso'clock when he
joined her in the parlour, the clothes he had whmng the day exchanged
for the shirt and grey flannels in which she hastfseen him.

She had decided to put on a dark red skirt of yipédated wool crepe with a
silk shirt to match. A wide belt cinched her slendaist, and there had been
time to put her hair up.

Hawk's blue gaze took in the details, includingsheer pantyhose and the
classic black patent pumps.

Slightly to her disappointment, he didn't say amghcomplimentary, but
merely asked, 'What can | get you?'

'l needed some wine for the cooking. The rest théendecanter over there.'
She indicated the drinks tray set out on a sidietdbl have a glass of that,
please.'



After he had gone out for his walk, she had noteedrton of liquor on the
kitchen dresser. He must have bought it and caitiédbme during the
morning.

The red wine she had bought, the day she move&he. had needed
something to revive her at the end of her stintspoing-cleaning. It was the
bottle she had opened this evening which had cawesesbme hassle earlier
on. The only corkscrew in the house was an oldifesd gadget with
which she had bungled the uncorking. The cork Ipditl $he only solution
had been to push it down into the bottle, decamtiime into a jug and fish
out some crumbs of broken cork. Then, becauseuth&gasn't the kind in
which wine could be served, she had had to seancla fglass decanter.
Fortunately there had been several on the top shaltupboard. Although
some had had a film of irremovable-looking resioiughem, one had needed
only a rinse with hot water to make it presentable.

'Oh, lord! There's no ice for your drinks," shelakoed, in abrupt dismay.

'Yes, there is. Seeing Todd's refrigerator thisnimy reminded me there's a
primitive but usable ice-box down in the basemétayk told her. 'l put a
large bag of cracked icein it, and a couple oflbstbf white wine as | heard
you say you liked spritzers.'

'How thoughtful of you. You had a busy time in tottis morning.*

'‘And learned something to our mutual advantageugxaene while | fetch
some ice, then I'll tell you what | found out.’

In his absence, Caroline sat down and sipped hez irst raising her glass
to Captain Starbuck and wondering if he would dsape of having a copy
of the portrait displayed outside his front door.

In England, innumerable inns had been "and stileneamed after kings,
gueens, dukes, admirals and generals. Howevarsfieshad to sell the idea
to Hawk, and tonight's dinner would—she hoped—Dbepractical
demonstration of her ability to feed her payinggsavell.



Her eyes on the stern, black-browed face in theyhgdt frame, she found
herself remembering Emerald's murmured aside abawk's mouth.

There was nothing to suggest an amorous naturéeinctt of Captain
Starbuck's lips. Both were thin; the line betwdsem straight. Nor had he,
she noticed, the deeply engraved laughter linestwhirrowed Hawk's
cheeks when he grinned.

A moment later he re-entered the parlour with allsgpadystyrene tub for ice
which must be something else he had bought thatingpr

She looked at his mouth—and could see what Emeeaddneant. Both lips
were fuller and more curved than those of his aonce3aken out of the
context of his other features, they might havethaddecadent sensuality of
Lord Byron's mouth.

Set between the strong, high-bridged nose andgihars- boned jut of his
chin, the impression was sensual but not dissolLaeoline was startled to
find herself wondering what it would be like to kissed by him.

‘After I'd been to the liquor store, | called atoauple of real estate offices,' he
said, as he put some chunks of ice into a glasgpandced rum over them.
'What would you judge the value of this house t@b¢he market stands at
the moment?’

'l really have no idea. | don't know how Americasube prices compare
with those in England. This place needs such ddotg to it. | don't think it
can be worth much with no power and only one baiim.6

Hawk strolled across to the fireplace and restexlasm on the mantel.
'‘Because it's in a particularly good location, avek built by one of the
island’'s outstanding whaling captains, this house-+#a&tands—is worth

upwards of a quarter of a million dollars," he tbét.

Caroline did a swift mental calculation to conwvéollars into pounds. The
result was startling.



‘A quarter of a million? It can't be!' she exclagmaghast.

'‘Check it out for yourself on Monday. Or buy a cagyThe Inquirerand
look at the ads. Houses in the historic part oft@en't change hands too
frequently, and a lot of rich people from the mand would like to retire to
Nantucket. According to one realtor | talked to,tle years since | left
Nantucket prices have soared to the extent thiagifsland needs to bring in
a coof to fill some specialised vacancy—say, aheaor a nurse—they
have a problem finding affordable accommodation tfeem. A coof is
Nantucket slang for an off-islander," he added.

Caroline was still stunned by the value he hadgulamn the property. She
was accustomed to the astronomical prices of hoasdsapartments in
London. She also knew that in Guernsey and theolsMan prices were
artificially high because both places were tax Ingve

However, as far as she knew, people who came ttubleet didn't escape
American taxes. She had heard that some yearsh&ge had been an
attempt to secede from the Commonwealth of Massattsd+—jokingly

known as Taxachusetts—at the time when the stgisldéure had first
moved to do away with the island's individual reygrgation. At that time
there had been some Nantucketers who had talkegcading from the
United States and setting up an independent governm

However, the Massachusetts sales tax which madestleverything she
bought slightly more expensive than the price @t#g was proof that even
Nantucketers had not been able to throw off thérotsordained by Boston
and Washington D.C.

'Supposing we take a conservative view and saytibdiouse fetches only a
guarter of a million," Hawk continued. "Your splibuld be one hundred and
twenty-five thousand dollars which, at presentgatd interest, could be

invested to yield an income of about nine thouspadnds sterling per

annum. | suspect that's a good deal more thanymeeé before losing your
job.'



'Yes, it is—much more," she admitted. 'But | wagipgtax on my income,
and the tax on unearned income is higher. At léaésin England. | expect
it's the same here.’

True: but even after tax you'd be left with a cortdble
allowance—enough to support you if you managedsely.’

'‘But my capital would be depreciating every yedne Thouse is an asset
which should appreciate.’

'‘Not necessarily at a better rate than an invedtmiére place could be
rented, of course, but not without a substantiallaguof capital for
modernisation.’'

'People who rent houses don't always take careewih fproperly. They put
glasses on polished tables and let cigarettetalof ash-trays. | should
hate all this lovely old furniture to be left teetinercy of renters. If the house
were sold, as you suggest, what would become obitsents?"

'We'd get someone from Sotheby's in New York toeamd appraise them.
They should also fetch a good price. Some of thatfure is older than the
house. Starbuck must have inherited pieces. Thg maple highboy in the

room above us looks late eighteenth century tolhmeust be worth at least
thirty thousand dollars.’

‘But it's an heirloom," she objected. 'A family nipi handed down by
generations of your forebears. You can't sell thiliige that. It's sacrilege.
They should be treasured for your heirs.'

Hawk drank some rum. 'l live on board a ship— retoer | don't need a
houseful of heirlooms—or even half a houseful. Mgire—if | have

any—may not care for these old thingf. They mayfgremodern

furnishings. Making plans for the next generatignai futile exercise,
especially a generation which doesn't yet exist,ranay never do so.'

Caroline gave him a long thoughtful look, her clgegy eyes troubled.



After a pause, she said, 'l should have thought puwould carry a very
good income. But perhaps you have some speciabmefas needing the
money this house would fetch? Is that why you'vaars to sell? Are you in
pressing need of funds?’

He did not answer immediately. Then: 'If | were uldbyou agree to sell?' he
asked.

'It would depend on the circumstances. No, probabtybecause if you had
a good reason for needing a lot of money quickky cauld raise a mortgage
on the house.’

'How would you suggest we repay it?—If you havgainp and | am already
short of cash?' was his dry enquiry.

'I—I don't know,' she confessed. 'But if one isprate enough, there are
usually ways and means to do things. It dependsrhogh money you need.
Perhaps we could raise it by auctioning a few @eddurniture. At a pinch,

| would sell the diamond brooch Kiki left me. | wduather not, but | don't
suppose I'll wear it very often. What about youllezttion of scrimshaw?
Have you thought of raising money on that?'

'Certainly not,' he said adamantly. 'l intend tad &d it, not dispose of it.
When | asked if you would sell the house to helpomieof a difficulty it was
a theoretical question. | could use more money. \&hddn't? But | learnt
very early in life to adjust my needs to my resesrdt was generous of you
to contemplate selling your brooch, but that sa&i¥von't be necessary. I'm
not in any urgent need of funds.’

She felt a surge of relief. She had thought hegadtsg to produce a reason
which would make her feel morally obliged to conedth his wish to sell
the house. But in the absence of any such pressure

She said, 'In that case, I'll repeat what | saisl tthorning. I'm going to live
here.'

‘Caroline, you're talking nonsense," he said,pataonising tone.



She was not in the habit of losing her cool. Shelyéhad cause to be angry;
and the teenage years of tempering her personalitye pattern prescribed
by her mother had been an excellent training irenailtowing her temper to

rise above simmering point.

However Hawk's casual put-down was more than shddcendure.
Springing up from her chair, she said hotly, 'Ofm, kindeed? We'll see
about that. Captain Lowell, | am not a member afry@ew! The sooner you
get back to Baltimore and start giving orders togte who are paid to say
"Yes, sir—no, sir—three bags full, sir," the beitewill be for both of us.’

For an instant the vivid blue eyes held a gleamctwvhnade her quail
slightly. But he only said softly, 'Well ... welko there's a spitfire lurking
behind that cool blonde image you present to thedvbhad a feeling there
might be.’

Leaving his drink on the mantel, he crossed thetshstance between them.

‘This is not a docile girl's chin,” he said, puitinis clenched fist beneath it
and tilting her face slightly upwards. 'Nor a pants mouth,' he added—a
second before he bent to kiss it.

As a way of extinguishing the sudden flare of l@nper, it couldn't have
been more effective. Rage gave place to the pamglyscredulity of being
kissed by a man she had known less than twentyHours.

Nor was it a fleeting caress. He touched his lgiysto hers and she felt his
warm breath on her mouth and smelt the tang afuimeand a faint aroma of
shaving cream.

But that was only the beginning. An instant latest only had his fingers
opened to take her lightly by the throat, but lys lwere pressing more
firmly, confidently exacting a response from her.

At twenty-four, Caroline had been kissed many tigmed in many ways. But
never like this. Never with an insolent authoritlyigh took her surrender for
granted.



And, to her subsequent chagrin, she did responel.c8uldn't help it. The
feel of his thumb gently stroking the side of heck and the sensuous
movements of his mouth made her react in a wayatenever experienced
before, or not with such shattering intensity.

With one kiss—and he didn't even have his armsadwer—Hawk made
her whole body tremble with a wild, almost frighiteg excitement.

She was so far gone she didn't even hear the sahioctd made him raise his
head and say calmly, 'Our guest has arrived.d'tugd let him in.’

As he left her and went into the hall, she hadctimeous floating sensation
she associated with drinking too much wine. Nott thhe had much
experience of that condition. Once, five years agen she and another girl
had given a party at the flat they had sharedeatithe, after the last guest
had gone they had finished up a jug of Sangria hvisitl had several
glassfuls left in it. Later, for the first and ortlyne in her life, she had gone
to bed slightly tight, and woken with a headacheé ametermination never
to repeat the mistake.

But she hadn't known, until now, that kisses, Wkee, could go to the head
and leave one out of control. It seemed there Wisges and kisses.

Some were like spritzers; enjoyable, even euphbtitunlikely to become
intoxicating. And some—such as Hawk's startling skisvere as
dangerously heady as Sangria when the wine wagl lac# Spanish
brandy.

Trying to recover her sangfroid, she listed tortien greeting each other.

‘This is a fine old property you have here,' sherthd odd say.

'Yes, but in a bad state of repair. It's goingdstdhe next owners a lot of
money to put it in order.’

"You're definitely going to sell it?"

'My co-owner is resisting the idea at present.|Bt@he round.'



The casual arrogance of this statement was prgciget Caroline needed
to pull her together. It did more than that; itireked the anger she had felt a
few minutes earlier when Hawk had told her she tatksng nonsense.

Forgetting her intention to keep her relationshifhwodd on a low key, as
he entered the parlour she gave him a radiant smile

'Hello, Todd. Welcome to Captain Starbuck's hou3éis is the
Captain'—with a gesture at the portrait, as if sleee introducing them.

Todd, who was carrying something swathed in whategp, looked up at the
painting and, taking his cue, gave a bow as he %abd evening, sir.’

He did a double-take. 'Good God! What an amazikgnkss!' His glance

travelled swiftly back and forth from Hawk's facethat of his ancestor. His
trained eye spotted the differences much fasterlteas had. 'The eyebrows
are different, and the mouth, but 'otherwise itfascinating example of

heredity." He remembered the thing he was carrgnd handed it to

Caroline.

It was, as she had guessed, a pot plant—a whiteaaza

'It's lovely. Thank you very much, Todd. | hatedisappear the moment
you've arrived, but there's something on the stadvieh needs my attention.
I'll be right back.'

She stayed away from the parlour for ten minutestlypbecause she did
have things to do in the kitchen and dining- ro@mg partly to compose
herself.

However outrageously Hawk had behaved, there wagason for her to
follow his example. For the next few hours hertfdsty was to make Todd
feel at home and give him an enjoyable evening wnitinkling of what had
been happening when he arrived, or that a fieraewould break out soon
after he left.

When she returned, Todd was talking about the tspaing restrictions
which would come into force from mid- June untildaBeptember but



which didn't prevent the centre of town becomingksd with traffic to the
detriment of its present tranquillity.

‘That's a beautiful colour you're wearing tonigbaroline," he said, as she
picked up her glass. 'And very becoming to youoaohg.'

‘Thank you.'

As she had not sat down, both men were still oin fbet. She said, "Would
you like to have a quick tour before we eat?'

'Very much. Shall | bring my drink with me?"'

'Why not?' She led the way into the hall. "You#lesthe dining-room
presently, so we'll start upstairs. You'll noti¢eatt we have a mortgage
button'—tapping it with her finger as she passedwel post.

'So far I've only cleaned the parts of the housielvhuse. The rest r§ still
thick with dust, although not as musty as it wasdhy | first came here,' she
explained. This is the bedroom I'm using.’'

'You mean you're sleepingere—not at the guesthouse?' Todd asked,
looking taken aback.

'l only stayed there a few nights. It was very nhog this is nicer. Isn't that a
beautiful quilt? | wonder who made it.'

‘That's the Mariner's Compass,' said Todd, lookihthe red motifs on the
quilt's white ground. 'lt's supposed to be the ésirdf all the designs
because of the difficulty of sewing all these sharg@row points. I'm no
expert on quilts, but | used to have a girl-friamdo was. | went to quite a
few exhibitions with her.'

'She would have liked this house. All the beds hawvely old quilts on
them, and there are several spares in a chest. @othgee if you recognise
the pattern on the quilt in the other front bedrdom



Hawk had remained in the doorway while the othey emtered her room.
Now, as she turned to leave it, he did not at mtep aside but remained
standing on the threshold, the top of his dark veag close to the lintel and
his powerful shoulders almost filling the spacen®sn the jambs.

For the first time since he had kissed her, sheferasd to look at him; her
grey eyes cool as they met the faint glint of ammesat in his.

'Excuse me."' The polite hint for him to move heldealge of antagonism
which she was unable to control.

He looked so damned pleased with himself. As ikhew what had been
going on inside her while his mouth was on hersf e could do it again,
any time he pleased.

But he wouldn't catch her off guard a second ti8tee was going to make
certain of that, she thought furiously, as he staside and she was able to
sweep past him.

Having shown Todd all the principal bedrooms, shid,sNow | must go
back to the kitchen. It'll be about another tenutes before dinner is ready,
if you'd like Hawk to show you the view from the lwan the roof.'

As she went down the stairs, she wondered if Hawklavalso show the
other man his sleeping quarters, and what Todd dvogke of the set-up.
Would he share the Baileys' disapproval? Or, ba&hg different, less
convention- trammelled generation, would he thiokhmg of it?

She wondered if the antique quilt expert had belwvean girl-friend who
had shared his SoHo loft with him. There must Hzeen women in his life.
It would be unnatural for a nice-looking man of hge not to have had at
least one or two close relationships.

Most people would probably consider it strangedagirl of her age to be

inexperienced. However, curious as she was to kmbether physical love

was all it was cracked up to be, she knew thah@&rthe state of being in
love was an essential prerequisite to making I8wel she never had been in
love.



Until now.

The thought was as petrifying as if, in a room vehrere was no one but
herself, someone had spoken to her.

For a fraction of a second before she realiseddlece of the thought, she
almost glanced round the empty kitchen. Then sleavkhat it was her own
mind—at an almost subconscious level—which hadgmtesi her with this
unwelcome suggestion.

Don't be ridiculous. You can't love a man you dkntiw, she apostrophised
herself. He's a stranger. This time yesterday yagnth met him.

But Kiki had known him well. She had known themiyand she must have
had a reason for leaving them each a half shateihouse. Could it be that
Robert had been right when he had suggested thaildiady had had it in
mind to do, as her brother had put it, a spot etipamous matchmaking?

If that had been her intention, why leave it titea her death? Why not bring
them together in her lifetime?

A more plausible explanation of her unusual bequest that, wanting
Hawk to inherit the house, but knowing that thecpledhad unhappy
associations for him, she had cast about for a wwagrevent him from
selling his inheritance. Her solution had beemtiude someone else in the
bequest.

Knowing me, she probably guessed | should lovéathuse and want to keep
it; but it would have been a lot simpler to leavi®ihim with an entail which
prevented him from selling it, ever—thought Carelias she halved the
avocadoes which, with a home-made shrimp dresgiage to be the first
course.

To her relief, the meal was a success. The arraegeatf the table wasn't
perfect because there hadn't been time to find landder the damask
napkins which she felt sure were somewhere intlusé Nor had she found
a pepper mill which, at home, she used both fokitmpand on the table.



But apart from these two deficiencies, the tabtkéa very handsome set
with white and gold china, old silver and antiqusevglasses. She had
found enough flowers in the garden to make a lavtrepiece, and on future
occasions she would have candles to light as W ghesk. For there was
going to be a future—of that she was fiercely dateed.

The avocadoes were followed by chicken cooked witme and
mushrooms, and accompanied by baked potatoes ®ithiutter and a side
salad.

At the end of the first course Todd has askedefwbuld like help bringing
in the next one, but she had smilingly refusedffsr, saying she preferred
to manage single- handed.

'You're a Cordon Bleu cook, Caroline. The chickeas--' He made a circle
with his forefinger and thumb to express his enjegin

‘Thank you. But | can do better than that with moogice and a better
equipped kitchen. When I'm more settled in, I'llokoyou one of my
specialties,” she promised him, wondering if Hawkuld make any
comment on this statement.

He chose to let it pass, saying only, 'Yes, if the saying is true, you
shouldn't have any trouble finding your way to antedeart, Caroline.'

'I don't think she'd have trouble even if she cnitldook,' Todd added.

It was said in a tone of lighthearted gallantryd aste laughed, saying,
equally lightly, "You'll turn my head if you arecareful!

Having no dishwasher in her tiny kitchen in Londsine was accustomed to
doing the dishes by hand. Long ago she had worlked system whereby,

while her guests were too busy chatting to noticghart delay between

courses, she would quickly wash the dishes fromptie®ious course. It

meant that, at the end of the evening, she didveho tackle a drainer
stacked high with plates, either then or the follmymorning.



If there had been time to make pastry, she woulet lgiven them the
pudding which most Englishmen loved above all athenld-fashioned
treacle tart. But pastry baked in an unfamiliarroeeuld be a disaster. She
had settled for another favourite male dish; baqgales stuffed with raisins
and served with sour cream. She had baked fivangdpe men would be
able to manage two each.

'Do you know what I'd do 'if this were my houseittisTodd, piling cream
on his second apple. 'l'd retire from the New Yaskrace and open a
guesthouse—not year round, in the summer only. iltew I'd paint. Of
course the success of a guesthouse depends ondoalilge food is. | can
only do steaks and salads, so I'd have to hireol. @®ut you would only
have to hire help with the cleaning, Caroline. Yoentioned this morning
you were tired of being an office worker. Why ngtyour hand at being an
innkeeper?'

She could have jumped up and embraced him, b&adsthe said, in a calm
tone, 'That idea had occurred to me, too. Do yaunktthere's scope for
another guesthouse in town?"

'Definitely. There's always scope for anythingtfirate. With the kind of
food you've served tonight, and this authentic wigakra atmosphere, |
don't see how you can fail. What do you think, Hawk

'l think running a guesthouse is no sinecure; amdniot sure the guests
would appreciate the authenticity of waiting indlito use the one and only
bathroom," Hawk replied dryly.

'Sure, you'd have to install more bathrooms, battsmo real problem.' Todd
turned to Caroline. 'With this house as collatetts, bank would lend you
the money to modernise. You'd need a couple ofrad®wn and Country
and maybd&he Connoisseuo attract your first guests. The word of mouth
would do the rest. You remember what Emerson wrole o, maybe you
wouldn't, as you grew up in England.’

'Were you going to quote#-a man write a better book, preach a better
sermon, or make a better mousetrap than his neighliteough he build his
house in the woods, the world will make a beateh fmhis doorshe asked.



He smiled at her. 'Clever girl! | thought Emersoigim not be read much in
England.'

'He's one of my brother's favourite philosopheraids Rob who said | must
go to Concord and see Emerson's house and his.'grave

Todd said, 'But you must be an admirer, too, orwouldn't be able to quote
him. A girl with your looks, who can cook, and is@an intellectual, is a
rara avis,in my experience.'

This time he was not being playfully gallant. Bdtis tone and his look
made it clear that he spoke with sincere and se@omiration.

Conscious of Hawk looking on—probably with a sandogleam in his

eyes—she said, 'My brother would fall about at ttih@ught of my being

classified as an intellectual! | think moderateaitelligent would be a more
realistic rating.’'

'‘Brothers are notoriously unappreciative of theéstess' qualities. | would
say "very intelligent”," Todd amended.

'l would disagree,’ Hawk said casually. When Tatiked surprised and put
out by this intervention, he added, 'Any girl wheasg serious consideration
to the idea of starting a guesthouse in a househwhit were sold, would
provide her with a reasonable income, is not evederately intelligent.
She needs her head examined.’

Caroline saw Todd's mouth tighten.

She said hurriedly, 'l don't think we should embi@dd in our argument,
Hawk. If you two will adjourn to the parlour, Itiring the coffee there."

Hawk pushed back his chair. 'I'll make the cofféeu’'ve done enough work
this evening.'

This was not the way she had planned it. Whilecthféee was percolating,
she wanted to wash the dessert plates and thengedish, leaving the
kitchen tidy so that, as soon as Todd took hisdeakie could go directly to



bed and avoid another tete-a-tete. If Hawk was lapaf behaving
outrageously at the beginning of the evening, thes no telling what he
might do late at night, with a stiff rum, sever&gses of wine and perhaps
some more rum under his belt.

'Yes, come and keep me company while he does are st the work,' the
younger man urged her.

Realising that she didnhaveto clear up in the kitchen before going to
bed—tomorrow was Sunday and, even if it had begeekday, for the time
being she was no longer one of the world's worké&zareline acquiesced.

As soon as they were alone in the parlour, Toddl 4deel Hawk's approach
to your difference of opinion about this propegyarbitrary, to say the least.
Maybe | shouldn't say this, but | didn't like thayhe talked to you just
now. You said you were not related except by yamection with Kiki
Lawrence. Have you known him all your life? Is thdty he feels free to
talk to you that way?'

As she felt that sooner or later he was sure  @at that she and Hawk
were virtually strangers, she said, 'No, as a maftiact we met for the first
time last night. | thought it was an intruder mayiabout down here .and
was very relieved when it turned out to be him.Hdd seen the light on in
my bedroom and thought | was an unofficial tenant.’

'l don't like you being alone here at night. | thiyou should have stayed
where you were," he said, with a frown.

'I'm not alone now.. Hawk is staying here. Did®@tdthow you his room up
on the top floor?'

‘No, he didn't'—And I can't pretend that reassunesDoes it reassure you?'
Before she could answer, he went on, 'For Petkds, €2aroline, he could
take advantage of this situation. You say he'snmatried. At his age that
means he's either gay or a womaniser.'

‘That's overstating it, Todd—Ilike calling me aneitgctual. You're not so
much younger than Hawk. How would you like it susfgé that you came



in one of those categories? There are other reasbysnen of your age,
and his age, aren't married yet.'

He did not reply for a moment or two, and then tngssed her by saying
quietly, 'l should have been married four years. &dg fiancee and her
father were killed in a highway accident a few wedélefore our wedding
day.’

'Oh, Todd—how dreadful for you! I'm so sorry.’

They were sharing the mahogany sofa and, instielgtishe reached out to
lay her hand on his arm.

He covered her fingers with his. it was bad attittne, but I'm over it now. |
loved Louise very much, but | can't spend my Idemourning for her. |
didn't believe | would ever love anyone else. Rbofaus there is more than
one person in the world with whom we could liveharmony.’

There was a look in his eyes as he said this winalde her feel deeply
uneasy. She attempted to withdraw her hand, bietalismay, he lifted it
from his forearm and raised it to his lips.

He was kissing the back of her hand when Hawk vebike



CHAPTER FOUR
CAROLINE felt her cheeks flame under the mockery of higesta
'l hope I'm not intruding,' he said blandly.

Todd released her hand and stood up. 'Of courseheosaid, somewhat
brusquely.

Hawk said, 'The coffee will be ready in a few mesitMeanwhile let me get
you a drink.'

'l haven't finished my wine yet,' said Carolingjigating the glass she had
brought with her from the dining-room.

'What about you, Todd? Brandy?'

'No, thanks. No more for me. I'm not much of a kiein' He turned to her. it
was a drunken driver who was responsible for thaident | was telling you
about.'

As Hawk poured himself a glass of brandy, he sRieople who drink too
much are a menace. On the other hand, I've neveamabstainer who
wasn't an odd fish. I'm in favour of enjoying dietpleasures life has to
offer—including butter on my potato rather than gaame and, when I'm
ashore, a brandy or two after dinner.’

'Don't you drink at all on board your ship?' shieeas

'‘Not when I'm in command of her. As | told you, ssiimes the first officer
is in charge."'

'‘But only when you are on leave, | thought?'
‘Sometimes | don't take shore leave. | stay ondbddany of our passengers

are extremely interesting, influential people withom it's rewarding to
mix. In fact if it wasn't necessary to come ashfaven time to time, | could



happily stay on board for years—as he did'—lookipgat his ancestor.
'Excuse me. The coffee should be ready by now.’

As soon as he had left the room, Todd said, if geisg over to the Cape
tomorrow, why don't you and | take a lunch to ohéhe beaches? The sea
won't have warmed up enough for us to swim yetweitan sunbathe. Or,
if you prefer, we can go for a walk on the moofsking her assent for
granted, he asked, 'What time shall | pick you W@ld ten o'clock be too
early?’

Caroline had reservations about spending a wholerdais company. The
scene which Hawk had interrupted had revived heryabout encouraging
Todd to think she felt as warmly towards him aséemed to feel towards
her.

She said, 'Twelve would be better. | must do sormeeroleaning and sorting
out tomorrow morning. There's no inventory of tlemtents of the house,
and | think there should be.'

'‘Can't the sorting out wait till Monday? | shall tetching the Wall Street on
Monday morning, and | won't be back until late Bgichight or Saturday.
You'll have all week to work hard. Sunday shouldalsfay of rest.’

'Tll enjoy the afternoon more if I've done somathiuseful before lunch.
Come at twelve, Todd. What is the Wall Street?"

'It's the seven a.m. flight to New York. | don'tdkm of anyone here who
commutes to the city every day, but there are aflMark Cross briefcases
on that first flight on Monday.'

Hawk returned with the coffee. They drank it iresite until, in an effort to
keep a conversation going, Caroline said, 'To teteryour passengers,
Emerald was telling me this morning that you wesedyat smoothing her
father's ruffled feathers when the other passenggsst him. Did he take
umbrage unnecessarily? Or were there some who wgreasant to him
and his wife?'



'Emerald'’s father had a genius for making monethbdound it difficult to
learn the rules of the world his money enabledtoi@nter,’ said Hawk. "The
first rule being that it's not done to brag aboné's riches. Albert Wigan
was a kind, generous man who never advertisedtiietfat he gave a lot of
his money to public and private charities. Unfodtaty he never stopped
boasting about his expensive possessions. Thatbinech with his loud
voice and smoker's cough, made him less than popitlaa lot of the other
people on that cruise. Mrs Wigan has a weight gmbhnd an unfortunate
partiality for fluorescent colours. But she's aenperson. Would you care to
come over and meet her tomorrow?'

‘'Todd has invited me to go on a picnic to one eflikaches.’

'l see.

There was another silence.

Earlier in the day, and at dinner, the two men dpatdalong well. But since
Hawk's remark about Caroline needing her brainsedesand Todd's
discovery that the other man had moved in, thahftiness had evaporated.
Todd's hostility was now almost tangible; while Hawhe felt sure, was
saying nothing because he derived a perverse aneas&mm watching her
discomfiture.

As captain of a cruise ship, he must have an extengpertoire of
conversational gambits, she thought vexedly. He jusisnot making any

effort.

‘Tell us about some of your other passengers. avehad any famous
people on board?' she asked.

'Yes, many internationally-known people have crdiiséh us. But | make it
a rule never to discuss them. Gossip spreads faeterfire, and one of a
captain's duties is to be discreet.’

‘Can you ensure that your crew is equally discteet?



‘They know that if they aren't they'll soon be lmakfor another berth," was
his dry reply. 'Of course | have no jurisdictioneovthe passengers. If we
have a celebrity on board who causes gossip anhenggissengers, that's his
or her lookout. But what anyone does in the seatusf their stateroom—or
someone else's stateroom—isn't leaked to the gasdigmns by any
member of the ship's complement.’

When he paused Caroline thought that, unless stepgted him with
another question, the conversation would collajgséna

However, to her relief, he went on, 'The trickipgatt of my job is striking a
balance between giving the passengers a tasteedhtii of sailing in a
square-rigger, and not making people such as MgakMiuncomfortable or,
worse, seasick. That's why | enjoy the tall shgzes, because then we have
no one on board who isn't prepared to be seasic&déssary, and we can
sail her as she was meant to be sailed, oftenheittiull spread of canvas.’

'How many sails does a tall ship carry?' she asked.

'It depends on her rigpamarisis a four-masted barque with twenty-nine
sails, making a total of more than three thousajgue metres of canvas.'

'‘Damaris? Didn't you say that was the name of Captain 8tk'b ship?’

'Yes, it was. The preseamariswas built in 1929 at the Castellamare di
Stabia shipyard in Italy. She was built for and edmafter an opera star of
that period. The company which owns her now decitede-name her.
Ships, as-you know, are female, and | suggeBtaarisas a pretty name
with historic associations. | was, and hope to namier first American
master."'

He looked at Todd. 'Enough of my job. What abouirg@ You spoke of
retiring from the New York rat race. | would havetght your work must
be extremely interesting.'

‘There's a great deal of pressure involved—as tisene any occupation
which is governed by a deadline. Like most artist$ters and musicians, |
would prefer to do my own thing. But that might maty the rent, and my



muse isn't strong enough to make me prepared teestar my art," Todd
answered.

Plied with questions by Caroline, who was dreadimgmoment when he
would leave her alone with Hawk, he talked at sdemgth about the
demands of his job. He was interesting, as any talaimg about his work
was interesting. Yet somehow she didn't find tisggint into the workings of
a weekly news magazine as exciting as the conddpimgy aboard a great
sailing ship.

Perhaps it was that, as Todd himself had admitieavas not doing his own
thing and was therefore not totally fulfilled.

Hawk was a man who had realised a boyhood dreamship of which he
had command meant so much to him that he stayeatdber even when he
was on leave. He had said that if he married hie would have to live
aboard with him—and share his heart with the vesdath was his other,
perhaps his primary passion, she thought.
'You're tired, Caroline. | must leave and let yet @ bed,' said Todd.
Embarrassed that she had let her inattention slosvsaid hastily, ‘No, no
. it's early yet. Have some more coffee. Chang#e ynind and have a
small brandy. I'm going to now.’

He shook his head, it's an hour past the old-tianews and | know you're an
early riser," he said, standing up.

‘Thank you for a delicious dinner. I've enjoyedtavening very much.’
She rose. 'Thank you for the gorgeous azalea.'
'My pleasure. I'll be back at noon tomorrow. Bké care of lunch.’

Hawk was also on his feet. It was he who openedrtm door to let their
guest out.



After they had said goodnight, Caroline lingeredret top of the steps,
watching Todd walk along the quiet, well-lightedest.

Behind her, Hawk said, 'Oil from whales caught bgnNicket ships was
lighting the streets of London before the end efd¢ighteenth century, but it
never lit these streets. That would have been dravagance, and the
Quakers didn't approve of extravagance. Did younktiat for a long time
they were the leading sect here?'

It was a question which suggested he was no ldngbe mood to repeat his
behaviour before dinner.

Relieved, she turned to go in, saying, 'Yes, mylguiook mentions them
briefly, but | don't know a great deal about thaihy were they called
Quakers? Their proper name is the Society of Fagisd't it?'

'Yes, but their founder, George Fox, is supposdwt@ told a magistrate to
guake at the word of the Lord, and that led tortheikname. As religions
go, | think their ideas make more sense than nimst,the Nantucket
Quakers were a law unto themselves. Instead ohgalgou, as Quakers did
everywhere else, here they said thee. And they wartcularly severe
about disowning members who disobeyed the rulesy fibt only disowned
all the forty-seven Quakers who fought in the Ratiohary War, but they
also chucked out a man who went on board an armedi@ negotiate an
exchange of prisoners. That's carrying pacifisitiéopoint of absurdity.’

'l knew they were pacifists, but what other beldifs$ they hold?'

‘They thought women as well as men were entitlqatéach if they felt like
it, but that silent meetings were the proper forirpwblic worship. Your
friend Emerson would have approved of that. Waish& who wrote—-like
the silent church before the service begins béftt@n any preaching?'

‘I don't know. If he did, | agree with him. Whiokminds me, Todd told me
to look at the Tiffany windows and Erica. Wilsoredéepoint in one of the
churches here, and I've forgotten which one.’



Hawk had locked the door and was following her thi parlour as he said,
'l don't think you should flirt with him, Carolinéle could get serious about
you. The harm may already be done.’

She had been collecting the coffee cups. On hertavétye tray, with a cup
and saucer in each hand, she stopped dead.

i havenotbeen flirting with Todd! I—I barely know him.’

In the act of picking up his cup, Hawk slanted ackiiog glance at her. As he
placed it on the tray, he said, "You barely know g you let me kiss you
before dinner.’

'O/i"" Her cheeks flamed with angry colour. 'l didiet you. You .. . you
forced that kiss on me.’

He arched a dark eyebrow. 'Forced? | don't recaligforce. As | remember
it, 1 walked towards you, like this, and | tippedw chin up a little
and—whoops!

The exclamation came after her hasty step backweadlslislodged one cup
from its saucer. Before it could hit the floor whjgust there, had no rug to
cushion the impact, he caught it.

if you don't want to spoil the set, you'd bettet fhose down," he suggested,
the lines round his blue eyes crinkling with maddgramusement.

'‘And you'd better keep your hands off me!" she toid furiously. 'This is
valuable porcelain. If you come any nearer I'lothrit at you. You know
damn well you forced that kiss on me. | think it svabsolutely
contemptible!’

"You seemed to enjoy it at the time. | certainly.dihat luscious mouth isn't
just window-dressing. It feels as good as it looRseft . . . warm . . .
delicious,' he told her, his gaze fixed on her.ligven now, when you're
grinding your teeth, your mouth looks ineffablydable. If | had been Todd,
| wouldn't have wasted time kissing your hand—drthe back of it. As I'm



sure you know from experience, a kiss on the palodyces much more
reaction.’

Caroline's rage was exacerbated by the fact thatlynby looking at her
mouth and talking about kissing her palm, he wakingaher pulses race
and causing a flutter of excitement in the pit ef ftomach.

'Englishmen don't have the gall to kiss people dbiw't want to be kissed,’'
she told him frostily.

'How do they know unless they try? Don't tell meytlask permission. That
| don't believe,' he said, smiling. 'And althougluymay not have wanted to
be kissed—or not consciously—before it happenedyef hadn't been
interrupted we might still be kissing—probably undéne mariner's
compasses by this time.’

At first this last remark was lost on her. Then,she remembered Todd
telling her the name of the pattern on the antiqudt on her bed, fresh
colour swept up from her throat.

‘That's insulting!" she flared, her grey eyes slyagkwith anger.

He said mildly, it may be more precipitate tharEamglishman's approach to
the matter, but there's nothing intrinsically inigg in telling a girl that you
find her very attractive and would like to go tadbeith her. It's what your
English men friends would have been thinking fréwa dutset, even if they
took longer to get around to telling you. Anywapuyre an American. If
you're going to stay here you'll have to adjushmaerican ways.'

'Speak for yourself, Captain Lowell. I'm sure viaw Americans share your
conviction that you're one of God's gifts to wonard none of them can
resist you!

He laughed, showing his sound white teeth.
'A crushing indictment—but not true. It was becauseasn't sure of my

ground that | put it to the test by kissing you. idghat point | hadn't been
certain if the feeling | had was mutual. When weskd | knew it was. We



arebothquite powerfully attracted to each other, Missdllae Murray'—a
teasing riposte to her icy formality—'And if yougeing to tell me that what
you felt was revulsion, | won't believe you. Yoyayed that kiss and you
know it.'

But although it would have given her great satisfe to puncture Hawk's
amour propre, she could not look him in the eye @fdte his claim. She
would remember his kiss all her life—and not oy its effrontery, but for
the slow frisson of pleasure which had radiatedugh her body as, with a
light hand on her throat and the pressure of higtmdie had held her
captive for several minutes.

'‘Good! I don't mind a little feminine prevaricatidout | don't like a liar,’ he

said approvingly. He picked up the tray. 'Put thttsags on here. They
won't protect you, and you don't need protectiomfme. | don't take kisses
or anything else by force—or not more than a woergoys.'

As, feeling that her face must be almost as reaeashirt, she put the two
saucers on the tray, he said, 'How about that grgod were going to have?
Shall | make some more coffee?'

Caroline swallowed. Without looking up at him, sed, 'N—not for me,
thank you. | don't want any brandy either. I'm gpio b—to my room.’

As she turned towards the door, he said, 'In &sitfarward world I'd come
with you, and we'd both sleep a lot more soundintive will staying on
different floors. But | guess it won't hurt to dglhings if it makes you feel
better.’

She looked at him then. 'I'm not delaying. I'm sgymo. Not tonight . . . not
ever.'

As his mouth took a quizzical twist, she went dhyobu think that's a
challenge, it's not. If it will bolster your egdmlprepared to admit that | did
enjoy it when you kissed me. I'm a normal girl 3o0d are a very attractive
man. But | haven't spent the past five years liagisither men's passes to
hop into bed with you, Hawk. I'm not looking forcks, as you are. I'm
waiting till | meet someone who will be my besefrd ai well as my lover. |



don't want a man who tells me | need my braingtedtwant one who treats
me as an intelligent person whose ideas deserai hefaring— not lordly
dismissal. You told me that Nantucket women wereadhof their time in
taking responsibilities and making decisions whiabuld normally have
been a male prerogative. By birth I'm a Nantuckatnan, and I'm not about
to let the side down by letting you treat me asagthing to take to bed, but
not to take seriously downstairs. Goodnight!'

She was awake half the night, tossing and turmirogndering how it would
have been if she had let Hawk spend the night eth

Bliss? Or a disappointment?

Was he as restless as she? Racked by unsatisa@d&omehow she
couldn't imagine Hawk losing sleep over anythingasteof all a girl.
Clearly he was a man who had enjoyed a great mamyen, and who had
taken for granted that she was far from inexpegenc

Now he's probably decided I'm under-sexed, shegifiounhappily.

But the memory of his kiss on her lips, and tharagtonging it evoked, was
proof that it wasn't an innately unpassionate matuMhich had made her
resist, for so long, the casual amours indulgedbyn many of her

contemporaries.

She was longing for love, eager for it. But she t@drthat rare form of love
defined by Jane van Lawick-Goodall whose studypelseCaroline had read
in her last year at school. In the same year, #r@os girls had been
encouraged to start a common-place book of thirgs twished to
remember. After school she had kept up the halihamw possessed several
notebooks filled with snippets of poetry and prddee night before she left
London, she had skimmed through the pages of tsiebibok, refreshing her
memory of what had impressed her at seventeen.tidbtshe had ever
forgotten the words which had formulated the magpartant of all her
youthful ideals. They were engraved on her heart.



It may be that what we think of as true love—antemavhich embraces
both the body and the mind of the beloved, whicloms with time and

brings about harmony of living, which removes aegds, in the man or the
woman concerned, for another sexual partner—isafiee rarest of human
heterosexual relationships.

Although, before saying goodnight, she had morkess accused Hawk of
having a mind which repelled her as much as hiy latidacted her, that was
not strictly true.

She had several reasons to believe that mentabrapas not impossible
between them. She had liked the way he had spokéegoor friend
Emerson’, showing that he understood the sensemimcinion one could
feel with a favourite writer—even one who had deecentury ago.

She liked him for taking the trouble to visit onkehis former passengers
who was now a widow and not well. By the soundtoi¢ and Mrs Wigan
had very little in common, but he was preparedpensl four hours on the
ferry to give her the pleasure of talking about lage husband to someone
who had known him. That was an act of unselfisldkess which went a
long way to counterbalance the arrogance of hidé towards herself.

She wondered if, as he had yesterday, he would whke with a cup of
coffee. After lying awake even longer than she laatl night, it was likely
she would oversleep again. Last night ... it seeurdgklievable that Hawk
hadn't entered her life until the last hours ofdag before yesterday.

When she went downstairs the next morning, thén&iictable was laid for
breakfast for two, but he wasn't there.

A few minutes later she saw him striding across gaeden with what
appeared to be several newspapers under his arm.

Finding her in the kitchen, he said pleasantly,0o&onorning. I've been
down to the Hub to pick upMew York Times.'



'‘Good morning.'

She watched him unfold the bundle of newsprint aegarate it into
sections, arranging them in a neat row at the empdlyof the large table.

"Take your pick," he invited. 'I'm going to fry lmecand eggs.'

Caroline had watched some television newscastg $iac arrival, but she
hadn't bought any papers. In England, when shet ghenweekends at
Thombridge Manor, there was a choice of Sundaygaperead, but none
had more than three or four sections and a colgquplement. However, she
soon realised that much of the bulk of this Suneldiyion of theNew York
Timeswas either advertising material or news, suchpasts, of no interest
to her.

By the time Hawk sat down to eat she had lookeédeamain news and was
ready to hand over that section and look at another

For the most part they breakfasted in silence. dsmit until they were
clearing the table that he said suddenly, 'Let mespmething straight.
When you said last night you had spent the pastyears resisting passes,
did you mean you had never let anyone make loyeu@'

Before meeting him, she couldn't remember thetlast she had blushed.
Now, all at once, she was blushing as often a#f-@@escious teenager.

She nodded. 'Does that make me a freak?'

‘Not a freak. It must be unusual—particularly fogid with your face and
figure.' His glance skimmed her slender shape. asat have had to resist
a hell of a lot of guys. Why? I'd like to know why.

'l told you that last night—I'm waiting for Mr Righshe answered lightly.

'Do you expect him never to have slept with anyelse?’

'‘No .. . what happened before we met each otheldnvloe my concern. I'll
wash the dishes this morning. Which of the feramsyou catching?'



‘There's one which leaves at a quarter after elebMebe back here soon
after eight and we'll eat out tonight.’

‘Todd may ask me to have dinner with him.’

‘Tell him you're sorry but you and | have busingesgiscuss. Which we will
have. When a Nantucket woman demands to be takeusly, it takes a
braver man than | to defy her," he said with a.gAfter you'd gone to bed, |
thought the situation over, and maybe a comproisig®ssible. But we'll
thrash out the details over dinner at the Woodbdwch Todd says is one of
the better restaurants. I'll reserve a table fersécond sitting at a quarter of
nine.'

'What sort of compromise had you in mind?' she cskarily.
But Hawk was not to be drawn.

After he had left the house, giving her an hour arftalf to spare before
Todd's arrival, she could not resist going up ® titp floor to see which
room he was using.

All the doors on that floor were wide open, andesals windows were
propped on the lower notches of their sticks.

The once-white muslin curtains-were stirring sliglin the breeze.

In his room the curtains had been removed and iseivbere. Caroline
decided to take them all down and leave them tk Boeold water to loosen
the accumulated grime which made them look grey.

But before she tackled that task, she stood orthteshold of his room
which was now swept and dusted. There were twolsiwaets, probably
full of the accumulated belongings of many generai The hanging bag
which seemed to be his only piece of luggage, dmad dothes it had
contained, were suspended from knobs attachedloacastrip of wood
spanning one wall. These hanging strips seemed &f&ature of the house.
She had noticed them in other rooms and in thes lasak-in closets.



She was surprised to see that, as well as theesltth had arrived in, he had
brought a well-cut grey suit and a tropical dinjaeket. She would not have
expected him to possess one. If she had thoughit dhshe would have
assumed he would have a dress uniform for formakwa the cruises; and
that, when he was ashore, he would move in cirlesre a coat and tie in
the evening were sufficiently formal.

She had the impression that, in America, blacletients were confined to
the very richest strata of society, stage and scpeemieres, and political
galas. Why Hawk should consider it necessary togoa dinner jacket to
Nantucket was a puzzle. Unless he was going sonrewlse before
rejoining Damarisat Baltimore.

There were two books on the table by the bed. Alghashe felt she ought
not to be looking round his room in his absencepli®e succumbed to the
temptation to see what they were.

The uppermost volume had no dust jacket and loaised it might be at
least as old as she was. The title 8asgling Eagle.The author was Alan
Villiers, a name which would have meant nothindhév before her visit to
the town of Plymouth on the mainland. There, vigjtihe modern replica of
Mayflower,she had learned that her master during the vdyageEngland
to Plymouth had been an internationally famous nasyiAlan Villiers; a
man who had gone to sea as a boy of sixteen awldviery kind of sea-life
from Portuguese cod-fishing in the Arctic to traglinetween the Persian
Gulf and Zanzibar.

Clearly a man like that would be one of Hawk's lestrd@ut his interest in the
other book was harder to understand. The title@@porate Cultures: The
Rites and Rituals of Corporate Lif&/hy he should want to read about that
world was a puzzle. Unless the book had been lefb@ardDamarisby
some top-level executive and he had picked it umbidle curiosity about
the world of boardrooms and power struggles.

She was wearing a bikini under her shorts and gimein Todd came to pick
her up. He had brought a map of the island sostfatcould see where they
were going.



'‘As you'll notice, all the place names are IndWauwi- net... Pocomo ...
Madaket," he said, as she spread it on her lapréfMiere Algonquin Indians
here long before the first European settlers adrive 1659, two of the
sachems or chiefs sold the rights to most of thd ta an English colonist,
Thomas Mayhew, and his son. They paid twelve podogs) and fourteen
pounds the following summer. Which, incidentally,a lot more than was
paid for another Indian island—Manhattan!'

'‘Are the names only names? Or do they have medtisige asked.

'‘Nantucket means The Faraway Island which, way baak, it was. Not any
more. | think Yesterday's Island is more apt. Bttt name of a souvenir
newspaper which is given away free to visitoron'tlknow who thought up
that name for Nantucket, but it's certainly—to ddagp French
expression—e nom justeln many ways time has stood still here. In certain
parts of town, you get the feeling that, if youss#d your eyes, you might
open them and find yourself back in the 1880s erlffi80s. It's a shame the
place gets so crowded in July and August. It'srmosv, out of season.’

Caroline was only half listening.

‘Yesterday's Island ... where | want to spend myr&y' she murmured
dreamily, looking at the fine old houses on bottiesi of Pleasant Street
which was their route out of town.

She turned to Todd. 'By the way, after you left ldght, Hawk and | had a
verbal sparring match. This morning he said we mighable to reach a
compromise. But he wouldn't tell me what he hachind.'

'l don't know, but | can guess why he's gone tadape to see Mrs Wigan.
For Emerald to buy all the stuff she took back vién, they must be loaded.
Two lightship baskets, for God's sake! And thedat@nd fanciest at that. If
Hawk is so short of cash that he's ready to selfdmily home, he may find
it easier to sweet-talk Emerald and her mother tbgrersuade you to sell
your share. The girl is already dazzled by him.'Slkaepretty kid. If he
married her, he could quit his job as a chartetataand have a big yacht of
his own.’



'Oh, Todd, that's a crazy idea,' she expostul&tzdvk loves what he does
for a living. It's more than a job, it's a vocatidrdon't think he's short of
money. He wasn't happy when he lived here witlgrasdfather, and he has
no need for a house. He told me that, if ever heigg his wife will have to
go to sea with him. As for marrying Emerald, thaidicrous. She's much
too young for him and she's .. . well, not his kafgerson. On his father's
side he is what you said he might be—a Boston BrahBmerald is a dear
little thing, but she's right at the other end lué social scale. She doesn't
dress or behave in the way expected of a captaifés She wouldn't be at
ease in that situation.’

'She's young enough for him to mould her any wayiaats her—and
obviously she has enough money to buy clothes tfmrbest designers if
someone pushed her in their direction. Or if shetw@the fashion director
of one of the top New York stores and said, 'l havwhousand dollars to
spend. Make me elegant. Give me style,’ they wdaldhat for her. No
problem.’

'Yes, they could make her look the part. But henmea would still be very
gauche. Anyway, I'm positive that, whatever-elsertay be, Hawk isn't a
fortune-hunter. He's not the type. By the time éfe Harvard, his Lowell
grandfather was prepared to have him back in #refcom which his father
had been excluded. He could have had a job indahk&,bnarried some rich
Brahmin girl, and been set up for life. He didnant/that.’

'Maybe not then. He might now. That must have llerryears ago or more.
People change in less time than that. When | veshfout of college, | was
going to be an independent artist by the time | thasy. I'm not going to
make that ambition. In the meantime, I've realisatbn't have enough
creative energy to hold down a demanding job asd @lit back on sleep to
spend more time on my own work. Also I'd like aevdnd children, and
they'll have a more secure future if | stick tortlgea design director than they
would if 1 went free-lance. But if | were a differekind of guy, and a
millionaire's daughter took a shine to me, | migbrisider resigning. | might
jump at the chance.’



'How do we know Emerald's father was a millionairfE?may have been a
moderately rich man whose wife and daughter hareadl squandered a
great deal of what he left them.'

They had reached a traffic circle on the outslafteown. Todd took a road
which had a bike path alongside it. Presently tiueged off to the left on
another road signposted Polpis.

‘Tell me more about the early history," Carolinggested, wanting to turn
the conversation from the disquieting idea that Klawnotive for going to
the Cape today might not, after all, have beemltfiaterested kindness with
which she had credited him. 'Were Thomas Mayhewhasdon the first
two First Purchasers?'

‘No, after the Mayhews had settled up with thedndj they then re-sold
most of the island to nine other men. The price thasy pounds and two

new beaver hats for Mayhew and his wife. Those niueee the First

Purchasers, and they were followed by the halfesipartners, who were
mainly the craftsmen which the settlement needbd.uhdeveloped land on
the island is sometimes referred to as the moard,semetimes as The
Commons, from when the first settlers agreed thahould be shared
pasture for their cattle and sheep. In a littlelevhill park the car and we'll

walk along one of the dirt roads which cross Then@mns."'

There was a wild, windswept beauty about the iatesf the island which
contrasted sharply and pleasingly with the talesregreen lawns, brick
sidewalks and white picket fences in town. Heredhsere only a few
isolated houses in a terrain inhabited by rabhid pheasant, birds and
butterflies.

in the fall, the colours are superb. But you havevatch out for poison ivy,’'
said Todd, as they returned to the car to driveodBconset.

There they had their lunch on the beach and aftelsvéay down and
sunbathed. Because she had had a poor night, @arelil into a doze.
When she woke up she found Todd at work with pehsketch pad.

'Don't move for a minute,’ he said, as she opepe@yes.



She realised he had been drawing her as she ldyeomack, one arm
cradling her head, the other lax at her side.

Had it been Hawk who had been studying the contoungr almost naked
body—the lime green cotton bikini she had boughfrance the previous
summer had white cord ties at the hips and a vdoitd halter—she would
have ignored the instruction and sat up at oncd. é&en though she
suspected that Todd felt a warmth towards her whiarly soon she must
make clear she could not reciprocate, he did rak & her in the unnerving
way which Hawk did. With him, she was always awafdéeing shorter,
curvier, physically weaker than he was; and thatzag much taller, his long
bones armoured with muscle and his shoulders altmosé as broad as
hers.

She had never seen him without his clothes, bugshssed from the way he
moved and carried himself that his body must haeelithe symmetry of
Michelangelo'dDavid.

Todd was above average height and looked fairly beelt with his clothes

on. Without them, his arms had a softness whichfeted less attractive
than Hawk's tanned and sinewy forearms; and althhdwe couldn't help
being pale- skinned at this early stage of the samine had an under-
exercised look which, in a few years' time, cowtediorate into flabbiness.

Caroline was no athlete. At school she had detestgahised games. But
for the past couple of years she had realisechératainly sedentary life at
the office could damage her looks if she didn'sdmething about it. Now,
three evenings a week, she attended an exercise atla work-out studio.
The other four days she jogged round the park bdfoeakfast. It was an
effort, but it made her feel great afterwards.

She could tell that, although he had drunk more héght than Todd, in
general Hawk took better care of his body.

How he managed it, living aboard ship, she haddea.i MaybeDamaris
had a gym, and most of the time she would be spilinwaters where
swimming, snorkelling and windsurfing were possible



'‘Okay, you can relax now," said Todd.

As Caroline bent her knees, clasped both handstdtar head and rolled
into a sitting position, she remembered the stoditioing sit-ups when she
had started exercising. Her tummy had always b&dnlut now it was
firmer and the obstinate pads of puppyfat at thes tof her thighs had
disappeared.

'‘May | see?' she asked.

He handed her the drawing.

It confirmed her fear that she was doing him aetigse by spending most
of the day alone with him. Only a man in the gripubat she hoped would

prove to be a transient infatuation could havedtad her to this extent.

She had no illusions about herself. She was shyppassably nice-looking.
Todd had drawn a girl who was beautiful.

Somehow without enlarging her breasts or chandiegshape of her hips
and thighs, he had given her the voluptuous quaditich she recognised in
Emerald but had never seen when she looked atihi@erige mirror.

'It's marvellously flattering. Perhaps instead oawdng drop-outs, you

ought to be making your fortune doing portraitsioi women. May | keep
it?'

'No, | want to keep that one. But I'm hoping tcedot of sketches of you this
summer . . . maybe even a full-scale portrait.’

'If | can get Hawk's consent to the guesthouse, idshall be too busy for
any more lazy days like this, Todd.'

'You'll have to have some time off.’

‘Not very much, the first year. | expect to havevtwrk very hard to make a
success of the project. I'm longing to get at éiegf scraping off all the old



paint which spoils the front of the house. | wonidlérwas always white. I'd
like to restore it to exactly the way it was in @ap Starbuck's day.'

'Dull red was a popular colour at one time, butyofdr the windows
surrounds, not for a whole facade, | wouldn't thifikere's a book you ought
to get hold of. It's by an architect who lives harel has made a study of
Nantucket houses. His name is Duprey. | borrowedtok from the library
when | first had a place here. Have you been ifiltinary yet?'

Caroline shook her head. She had passed the haadSoeek Revival
edifice with ATHENEUM written in gold above the lencolumns and
below the fine double pediment, and had thoughteit another of the
architectural marvels of a unique small town whiell once been described
as an 'unknown city in the ocean.’

"Il go in tomorrow," she answered. 'Now can wekioound 'Sconset?’

Todd took her to see the old village pump, no lengeed to draw water
from the well dug in 1776 but preserved by the Neket Historical

Association. Then they walked to the little cedaingled cottage called
Auld Lang Syne which was the most ancient of thigial fishermen's
cottages, having been built before 1700. The streathich it stood was
called Broadway, a name given to it by the theatrjweople who had
summered in 'Sconset long ago.

Caroline thought of Kiki who had come here fromldhood to the brink of
womanhood, never guessing there was heartbreatorne, and fame, and
three husbands who between them had given hertbiregya woman could
want—except the capacity to love them.

For the first time it struck her that she didn'dlinhow Kiki and Hawk had
become acquainted. She must remember to ask highton

She wondered what she should wear, regretting ithgations of her
wardrobe and wishing she had brought the apricdtochshort summer
evening dress which Kiki had insisted on buying lier in an expensive
boutique. But who would have thought she would reekdock-out dress in
Nantucket?



Why did she need it? she asked herself.

The answer was no longer one from which her minddcehy away. She
was in love with him. Even though her intelligentéd her that love
couldn't come into being as quickly as this, herhtold her that it had.

'You're very quiet. You don't have a headache, @i, aroline?' Todd
asked concernedly.

‘No, I'm fine . .. just woolgathering. It's onerafy bad habits, I'm afraid,’
she answered lightly.

He smiled at her; a smile of such patent affectioat she longed to
say—Don't, Todd. For you to love me is as hopedsdsr me to love Hawk.

But how could she warn him off except by avoiding bompany after
today?

Later, on the drive back to town, she thought alwloy she felt loving
Hawk was a foolishness which could never have pyhamutcome. She
supposed it had to do with her feeling that he 'tithke women very
seriously; that onlyDamaris,the great square-rigged ship he commanded,
had a lasting hold on his heart.

It was on the drive back, moments after a privateaft had flown overhead
on its way to land at the airport, that Todd sdithought of taking you to
the Brotherhood of Thieves tonight. It's a strangme for a restaurant, isn't
it? As you probably know, the Quakers were alwayasrest slavery. In 1841
they had a three-day anti-slavery convention in theket. One of the
speakers was Frederick Douglas, an escaped stayanather was Stephen
S. Foster-not the Stephen Foster who wrotewanee River—who
denounced the churches for not taking a stronggntaad against slavery.
Later on, he wrote a pamphlet call€de Brotherhood of Thieves: A True
Picture of the American Church and Clergnd that's how the restaurant
got its name."



‘Todd, I'd like to go there, but | can't tonightawk wants to discuss this
compromise he's thought up, and he's booked a saltlee Woodbox. I'm
sorry.'

'Oh ... Isee,  he said disappointedly, i assuneagiduldn't be coming back
until late. How about next weekend?"

'‘Could we leave it open for the moment?’
'‘Okay," he agreed reluctantly.

'If you've been coming here for several years, ymst have made quite a
few friends, haven't you?'

'l know several people . . . acquaintances rattaer friends. | get along with

people all right. At work, | have to. But, asidert the demands of my job,
I'm not basically very outgoing. Parties bore merefer a quiet dinner such
as we had last night—and | should have enjoyedkibh enore had there been
only the two of us," he added.

One of Caroline's closest friends in England wisraer school friend, now
assistant to the Personnel Director of a large banstore. She had told
Caroline that a good way to smooth an antagonigmdsn two employees
was to take each one of them aside and tell themhinghly the person they
disliked thought of them.

Even when it's not strictly true, it works like lzacm, Suzy had told heit's
hard to sustain a dislike of someone who thinksrgdbe tops.

Caroline felt this was a good moment to try outy&uechnique. She said,
it's kind of you to say so, but | know Hawk wouldhave enjoyed the
evening half as much if you hadn't been there. iAer'g impressed by the
paintings we saw at your place, and by your aclmrg in reaching your
present position before you're thirty.'

'Oh, really? Maybe | got a little too hot under tda#lar about what he said to
you at dinner. It could be he didn't mean it the/ \Wwa sounded. | guess any
kind of ship's captain has to make a lot of fasg-man decisions rather than



working in consultation with other people. That kkb@ccount for his
seemingly overbearing attitude. But if you stoodtagim later, and this
morning he seemed more cooperative, maybe you ognsemething out.'

Inwardly amused by his more conciliatory attitudbe said, 'l certainly
hope so. | feel he has much more right to the hthesel have, but already |
love the place. | felt at home there the momemepzed inside, and it's not
only the house. The town as well seemed ... to acgbme. That may sound
silly and fanciful. It's a difficult feeling to eXgn. Perhaps it has something
to do with knowing that my father loved Nantuckiéte always suspected
that I'm much more like him than like my motherdayet, because she's
seldom spoken of him, he has always been slighyistenious. | think my
curiosity about him has been what adopted childeeh about the natural
parents they can never trace. But somehow, beiNgitiucket, | feel | have
traced him.'

'Do you: have a photograph of him?'

‘No, | haven't. | wish | had. Unfortunately aftewhs born there was an
estrangement between my mother and his. His fatlzer already dead.
After Mummy remarried, she and her first mothetaw had nothing more
to do with each other. | once thought of. writimgnhy grandmother and
asking her for a photograph, but I didn't know address, and anyway it
would have seemed disloyal to Mummy. I'm sorry I'm rambling on
about something which is only of interest to me.’

'On the contrary, everything about you interests kMaybe you could get
hold of a photograph of your father even now. Dalltave brothers and
sisters?"

'Yes, two sisters. Kiki told me that. But they batrarried men whose
careers took them overseas. Goodness knows wlegraith now.'

By this time they were back at the house. Althosigh felt he was hoping to
be asked in for tea or a drink, she said, "Thankfgo a very nice picnic,
Todd. | have no idea what the situation will benext weekend, but you're
always welcome to drop in.'



She disliked having to give him even the gentlegsb-off. But it would be
even more unkind to allow him to hope that she niighbeginning to feel
more than liking for him.

Having plenty of time before Hawk came back, shehed her hair and
decided to wear it loose for a change. Luckily @dhplenty of natural
movement and, not being able to plug in her poetaloier, she sat in the
evening sun on the back steps, letting her haindtyrally and encouraging
it into a good shape with her comb and her fingers.

She was ready by eight o'clock, wearing the saptbe$ as the night before,
but having taken extra care with her makeup and.naast night, producing
an appetising meal had been her chief concern foslge wanted to look
what Kiki had used to cafloignee—a term used by her generation to denote
perfect grooming.

At eight-thirty, when there was no sign of Hawkureing, she checked the
timetable she had kept since her own crossing. Sikdéen p.m. from
Hyannis should have docked at eight- ten and thiegeweren't usually late.
The walk from Straight Wharf to the house couldake more than ten
minutes, especially on Hawk's long legs.

They were due at the restaurant in fifteen minutésere was he?

She remembered what Todd Had said to her befoohltihe girl is already
dazzled by him ... If he married her, he could dust job as a charter
captain and have a big yacht of his own.

There was a later ferry which left the Cape at sahaty p.m. and reached
the island at nine forty-five. Gould it be that Hawad decided to spend
extra time with the Wigans? Perhaps to stay ovatfig

But surely, having no way of letting Caroline knoWany alteration in his
plans, he wouldn't just leave her to stew?

Wouldn't he? How did she know what rules of conchectived by in his
private life?



For the next fifteen minutes she stood at the parndow, peering down
the street and experiencing, for the first timétre agonised suspense she
had watched her girl friends endure during therelaffairs.

By a quarter to nine she had made up her mind ttmdbe restaurant by
herself. In the unlikely event that the ferry hakb delayed, he could join
her there. She would leave a note on the hall tdibhe had left her in the
lurch, she was not going to spend the evening gngdier teeth over a
solitary pot-luck supper. She might as well goand enjoy someone else's
cooking.

Fortunately the restaurant was among those listeen New England guide
book, otherwise she would have had no idea whefiaddt. It was on Fair
Street, not far. On the way there she passed tips 8im, a house not unlike
hers and Hawk's except that the exterior was itebegpair and there were
four dormer windows projecting from the roof, presmbly a modern
addition to the original structure.

At the Woodbox she was shown to a table for twg hasding explained that
her companion might not be able to make it,ivaggia menu.

Asked if she would like a cocktail, she said, 'NM@nk you, but I'd like to see
the wine list.'

Having chosen her meal, she ordered a bottle aofdArgvine. It was fairly
expensive and, if Hawk failed to turn up, she waitilde able to drink it all
by herself. What was left, she would have to takeé.

She was not expecting the meal to make a hole inbbdget. He had
suggested they should dine here. If he stood hehapeast he could do was
to offer to pay the bill—an offer she would have compunction in
accepting, she told herself.

By the time she had drunk half a glass of Burgundyaving asked them to
bring it straight away—the soothing effect of gosthe, and the pleasant
early Colonial style of the restaurant, had gonmesavay to calm her
vexation.



Yesterday, she would have tried to delude herketfit was disappointment
at the postponement of their business discussiachwiad made her angry.
Today she could admit that it was dinmgleuxas much as hearing what he
had to say about the house, to which she had lbe&mg forward.

'Sorry I'm late, Caroline. | was unavoidably de¢ginDid you think I'd
missed the boat?' Hawk took his place on the oppsgie of the table.

Had her face lit up at the sight of him? Hoping pkefasure and relief were
not too apparent, she said, 'Yes, | did. Was ét dativing?'

‘No. I'll explain in a minute'—this as the waitreggproached and said,
'‘Good evening, sir.'

'‘Good evening.' He took the menu she handed himhBuquick eye had
already noticed the bottle of wine. 'You've ordelezkpect. What have you
chosen?' When she told him, he said to the wajttdsfiave the same as
Miss Murray.'

‘No, the ferry wasn't late," he went on, when tiveye alone. 'But there was
an old lady on board whose friend hadn't turnetbupeet her. As the friend
was also an old person, who might have been tdlkéfeit | ought to check
it out rather than leaving her in the hands ofxadaiver. We'd been talking
most of the way over, and it seemed discourteossiyayoodbye and walk
away. You may think that was being inconsideratgoofr feelings, but | felt
my being late for our date wouldn't upset you ashras she was upset.'

'l wasn't in the least upset. | merely assumeddhg had broken down or
something,' she said casually. 'Was the friendgtik?'

'Yes, there'd been some minor catastrophe whicldakged her. Nothing
serious. | wondered if I might find Todd here. Whelidn't turn up on time,
you didn't think of asking him to join you?'

'No.'

'Enjoy the picnic?’



'Very much, thank you. How was your day with Emeér@ahd her mother?"

‘They've agreed to my suggestion. In fact they waready thinking of
coming over here before | suggested they shoujdveth us.’

'With us?' she echoed, her eyes puzzled.

'‘Before giving you my backing in the guesthousgguty | think you should
have a trial run. Mrs Wigan and Emerald are willimgbe your paying
guinea-pigs, as it were. Their present lease entlsa weeks. They'll then
come here for a month. If you can cope with theow'liyhave proved your
potential capacity to handle a houseful of people.’

Her immediate reaction was to tell him he must laelnthe house couldn't
possibly be ready for guests in two weeks' timd,@tpecting her to cater to
the Wigans—people accustomed to every comfort—enlthilding in its
present state was expecting the impossible.

However, as she drew breath to expostulate, itlstner that more than once
her ex-boss had expected the impossible of headtnever occurred to her
to remonstrate with him.

Hawk had no power of hire and fire over her; butwes in a position to
frustrate her wish to keep the house. Therefostead of being instantly up
in arms, she would serve her purpose much betteedsting as if he were
her boss.

'Very well," she said levelly. 'If Mrs Wigan and Erald are willing, | have
no objection to that.’

It seemed to her that, for an instant, his astlite byes held a warmth she
had not seen before; a look which had nothing tfevith her being a young
and not unattractive female with whom he might aerhisself.

But perhaps she only imagined it. Seconds latevdeelooking at her hair,
saying, 'You should wear your hair like that a#t time. The way it was last
night is too severe. | like this better'—as if hedha right to approve or



disapprove of her hairstyles, and to let his gast on her mouth as if he
would like to be kissing it.

She ignored the flutter inside her and, studyirggablour of her wine, said,
'Of course you've warned Mrs Wigan that we only éhail-lamps at
present? If Emerald uses lots of electrical gadgétsated rollers for her
hair, and-so on—she won't be able to with us.’

'‘As soon as they agreed to the scheme, | calleduspeople | used to
know. Work on the wiring, and on improvements te #itchen, will be
starting first thing tomorrow. By the time Emeraléts here, the house
should have plenty of power for her stuff, andyour kitchen equipment.’

'In two weeks?' she said, with raised eyebrovehduld have thought that . .
. unlikely'—substituting this last word for herdirchoice which had been
'impossible’.

'It's amazing what can be done if you have thet ightacts—and if you're
prepared to pay for immediate service.'

'l don't doubt it—if money is no object. Bui | chafford to pay a high
premium for speed. Surely the usual procedure isadk for several
guotations and accept the most competitive one?"

'‘Don't worry. I'm prepared to pay all the billglais stage of the operation. If
the scheme works, you can pay me back out of prdfiit doesn't, we can
add the cost of renovations to the selling prick.also arrange for a
telephone to be installed as soon as possible fanthe exterior to be
painted.’

She said, 'That was something | was planning td tillke painting. | could
be doing up the outside while the electricianshargy inside.'

‘At the top of a twenty-foot ladder? | think nddawk replied firmly. "You
can do some interior painting and decorating, il Yige, and | think you
should make an inventory for insurance purposes.'



By this time they had finished the first course #mel waitress was serving
what in America was called the entree, althoughngland that term meant
a dish served between the first and main courses.

As the days passed, Caroline was discovering medenaore linguistic
differences between the two countries. Most weispartant; some could
cause misunderstandings and perhaps give unint@htéfence.

From a menu of classic dishes she had chosen ttieadlorange and, for
some minutes after its arrival, they concentratetheir food.

'What | don't see,’ she said, at length, 'is how lyenefit from the scheme?
Are you expecting to share the profits of the ghestse? If I'm going to do
all the work, | don't feel inclined to share theggeds. They're not going to
be very large for the first year anyway. At the sdime you're giving up the
income which you would have had if | had been wglio sell the house.’

'‘But retaining a property which should appreciate value and—I
hope—keep pace with inflation," was his reply. arswer your question:
No, | don't expect to share the profits. | wonteypress you to repay your
share of the renovation costs until you're comfaytastablished. If, in fact,
you get to that point,' he added, with a hint a@cism.

'If you're not completely confident that | shallhyvagree to my plan in the
first place?’

'‘Complete confidence is over-confidence. One oftthiegs I've learned
from associating with top level businessmen is thay always assess what
they stand to lose if an investment is a flop. Tiegority of unsuccessful
businessmen have only thought about what they stoodain from a
venture. In this instance, I've nothing to lose aedhaps a great deal to
gain.'

He raised his wine glass to his lips and drank fitpims blue eyes narrowed
and enigmatic as they met her look of enquiry.

'In what way?' Caroline asked him eventually, witeseemed he didn't
intend to enlarge on his statement.



Her puzzlement seemed to amuse him. 'At this dtageot ready to say.
Ask me again in a few weeks. By then | should kriomsure.'

"You're talking in riddles. I'm baffled,’ she saidth a shrug. But the germ of
a nasty suspicion was lurking at the back of herdni

'‘One good thing has already emerged. You are happie, and less hostile.
Shall we drink to the success of your ventureh@spoke, he refilled their
glasses.

'l think it would be better to wait until the entiray probationary period to
do that,’ she said cautiously. 'Have you discusseds with Mrs Wigan?
Are they expecting full board, or bed and breakdsuy?

‘They may want an occasional evening meal, bueireal they like to eat
out at night. They expect a cooked breakfast dightlunch.’

When he told her the terms he had given them, @aralid protest. 'But
that's outrageously expensive! They could sta@aRitz Carlton in Boston
for that amount, | should imagine.’

'Very possibly; but so can anyone who can affard @ur place will be far
more exclusive. With only eight bedrooms, you sbaim at being able to
pick and choose your guests.’

Seeing that she wasn't convinced, he went on, Véan a world where a

great many people believe that the more a thintsdbg better it must be.
It's not always true, but it's what they think, amai should take advantage
of that belief.'

Caroline finished eating, touched her napkin lighd her lips and leaned
back in her chair.

‘All right: so there are plenty of idiots who thittiat if anything costs an arm
and a leg it must be better than something lessrestpe. But I'm not sure |
want them in my guesthouse. I'd rather cater tontbee intelligent types
who want really good value for money and don't gddr conspicuous
extravagance.'



‘Then you'll never make your fortune," Hawk saigylr

‘That isn't the object of the exercise. | only wemfpreserve a lovely old
house and be gainfully and happily employed. Ydile to tell Mrs Wigan
you made a mistake. Perhaps you could say you lgawvéhe rate for full
board in the high season. Even so it would be ggtate.l'll tell her what
my rates are . .. when I've worked them out.'

'As you wish, but you'll be a fool if you give yaeitf too little profit. Agnes
Wigan is a very rich woman. She's used to payipgiwlar for everything
and may feel she should move elsewhere if you gakecharges too low.'

'How much is a cruise on your ship?' she asked.

‘At present, one of the staterooms used by thénadigwner and her guests
is twelve thousand dollars for one week's cruisévio people.'

'My God! You can buy a car for that!" Caroline extoied.
'Our passengers already have all the cars they'need
'What do they get for their money? Caviar at eveeal?’

‘They get a king-sized bed, antique furniture, gulted faucets, the best
food and wines and well-organised, interesting slexcursions. When we
went to Barbados recently, we arranged to borr®aldian-style mansion
built by Sir Ronald Tree on the west coast aboutyfgears ago. It's a
magnificent house with a fine garden and we laicaa@upper party there.
You don't get that sort of thing on the regularilagan cruises.'

After a pause, he added, 'Nor does an ordinargetuier look likeDamaris
with her masts and rigging alight and reflected ftat calm sea. When she's
lit up at night, she's almost as beautiful as shender sail by moonlight.
Sometimes, when she's ghosting, | take a few gbéissengers out in one of
the launches and show them the view from aheaerf h

‘The wondrous sight of the ivory Pequod bearingrawon her boats with
outstretched sails, like a wild hen after her sengag brood,'she quoted.



It was a passage she had read that afternoon, diyileg ‘her hair in the
sun.

"You've readMoby Diclke' For the second time since his arrival, it seetoed
her that his eyes held a friendly interest whicld m®thing predatory in it.

'l haven't finished it yet. | found a copy in theuse. It has your name in it.'

'l have another one now. It's a book which bearsentisan one reading.
What do you think of it?'

'Dull in places .. . riveting in others. What ddlks term ghosting mean?'

it means when there's almost no wind and the shgiding along at two or
three knots. If you hadn't committed yourself tis tjuesthouse project, you
could have joined us on the voyage from BaltimayeNewport. The
staterooms aren't normally used when we're takamgip a race. You could
have had one of them—free.’

Caroline felt a pang of regret that she wouldn'able to avail herself of the
opportunity.

'What would the owners have to say if they found you were letting
someone enjoy all thgrand luxefor nothing?' she queried.

'They allow me absolute discretion.’

She couldn't help wondering if she was not the ¢n$ he had invited to sail
on Damaris when she wasn't cruising, and if there were aersiings
attached to such an invitation.

'Is Baltimore her home port now?' she asked.

‘No, she's registered in the Cayman Islands, iflgmw where they are?'

'‘Somewhere in the Caribbean, aren't they? I'm exdaimn where.'



'West of Jamaica, which used to administer thenmceSishe became
independent they've been a British Crown Colonywhieir own tax rules,
and therefore a haven for companies which can tbirbdetter things to do
with their profits than handing them over to goweamts to be spent on
stockpiling bombs and building fall-out shelters lbareaucrats.’

'How many philanthropic projects does the compahicivowns your ship
support?' she asked, with a rather sceptical smile.

‘At the moment, every cent of their profits is spen restoring another
barque. It's a costly business to recom- missicexasting vessel. To lay the
keel of a new one— which is what they hope to dotrés a
multi-million-dollar investment.'

It was about half past ten when they left the testat. Hawk suggested they
should cut through Martin's Lane and Plumb Alleyst@tch their legs in a
walk round the waterfront.

Some of the yachts and cruisers which had beewe therday before had
returned to the mainland, but others were stithatr moorings with their
owners and guests relaxing on deck, or strollinguakhe catwalks.

Caroline could not fail to notice the interestecrgles which her tall
companion attracted, especially from women. Sheeskthat some of them
were wishing themselves in her place, and probablydering why he was
not with a girl of as striking appearance as his.ow

Near the Pacific Club there was a restaurant c#tledClub Car which was
housed in an old railway carriage.

'‘Nantucket used to have a railroad,' Hawk told Wwhen she remarked that it
was a strange thing to see on a small island thiitgs off the mainland.
‘The first line ran from here out to Surfside, owarthe south coast, and the
first run was made on the Fourth of July in 188Aaflwas also the year of
the great Coffin Family- Reunion—five hundred o€, all descended
from Tristram Coffin, one of the first Purchasexsd his wife Dionis. They
had a party which lasted for three days, with anblake and speeches and
photographs. It must have been quite an occasion.’



As their leisurely, roundabout route brought thesarer to the house,
Caroline began to wonder if he would kiss her.

If they hadn't been sharing a house, she would hiaee him to kiss her.
However, she felt that, in the circumstances, dmstarted kissing it might
not be easy to stop him.

He was an experienced man, accustomed to gointhalivay. But she
wasn't ready for that yet. Being in love with himsm't enough. She had to
know that he cared for her before she could givediito him.

They entered the house by the front door, leavirgpén so that the street
lighting illumined the hall while he lighted an d&éimp. As its soft radiance
fell on the glossy patina which strenuous rubbintpwax polish and soft
clothes had restored to the furniture in the telsaid, 'Shall we have some
more coffee?'

She shook her head, if we're going to have workareing first thing
tomorrow, | think I'll-turn in. Would you light mgandle for me, please?’
She would have done it herself, but he was stlling the box of matches.

‘Surely.’

He did as she asked. There was nothing in his nmaompeepare her for what
happened next.

As she moved near the table to pick up the olditexsu candlestick with its
drip tray and ring-shaped holder. Hawk intercepitedhand. His other arm
slipped round her waist, pulling her to him.

As she drew in her breath, excited but also apmstie, he looked down at
her quivering lips and unsure grey eyes.

'l would rather light the fire inside you,' he tdidr softly.
His arms tightened, pressing her closer. His hairdsv hers upwards,

uncurling her fingers, exposing her small, softasled palm. He stroked it
gently with his thumb, the light sensuous touchdssgma delicious sensation



streaking along the whole length of her arm. Wherhéld her hand to his
mouth, and she felt the warm pressure of his Igasrest her palm, and the
hardness of his jaw beneath her fingertips, everyeain her body vibrated
in response.

He laid her hand against his chest. Then, with hatis round her, he bent
his tall head towards hers.

'Shall | do that, Caroline?' he murmured huskily.



CHAPTER FIVE

WITHOUT giving her time to reply—which she couldn't hawend, being
hypnotised by the undisguised flare of desire ia tlarrowed blue eyes
looking down at her—Hawk kissed her.

It was a different kind of kiss from yesterday'stinly was she locked in
his arms, but there was a fiercer demand in theimsynouth moved upon
hers. As well as her own rapid heartbeats, sheddeel the racing of his
blood.

When at last he released her mouth, it was onlyaibhis lips across the
smooth skin of her cheek to the soft place undeebeand, from there, to
the base of her throat.

Caroline made an indistinct sound and her head lsadkwards against his
supporting hand as his warm lips explored her sleuk. The pleasure it
gave her was almost painful in its intensity. Hemdands wandered over
his shoulders, feeling their solid strength bendaghcloth of his blazer.

When his mouth returned to her lips, they were dpemsoundless cry of
ecstasy. She felt his powerful frame shudder, Aedatm round her waist
gripped more tightly, straining her to him. Foriastant, she was afraid of
the blaze of passion which her parted lips seemédye ignited. And then,
just when she thought his feelings were out of mbr@ind she'd have to fight
her way free—if she could; if, indeed, she wanteéd-he jerked up his head
and put her away from him.

'No ... | think not ... not yet,' he said thickly.
They stared at each other for a moment. She cegldhe effort it had cost
him to stop kissing her; and the iron control heswaerting not to snatch

her back into his arms.

Thrusting the candlestick towards her, he said, t&ded. Goodnight,
Caroline.'



When they met for breakfast the next morning, h&ner was casually
friendly, as if their embrace had never happenetiad happened but didn't
change anything.

Before they had finished doing the dishes, theteted contractor and

several workmen arrived. During the morning Camlisorted out a

cupboard in which she found a set of five open-¢oppaskets, their sizes
graduated to allow them to fit together and forneat.

When, at lunchtime, she showed them to Hawk, ha, SBihey look as if
they're some of the original lightship baskets madke last century by the
crew of the South Shoal Lightship.'

He had spent most of the morning conferring withabntractor about how
the old house could be wired efficiently but unabively. Once or twice
they had canvassed her opinion on the placingakets and switches.

After lunch, she decided to take a couple of haffgo visit the Peter
Foulger Museum to see if they had an exhibit ofiantic lightship baskets.
At the museum, she found that Nantucket basketimgakiad a history
which went back much further than the nineteentituwg. Splint baskets
with woven bases had been made by the Indianscolection included
baskets made by Abram Quayr, the last descenddhé &figonquins who
had inhabited the island long before the settlarg?al.

The introduction of cane to replace hickory splimsi been a spin-off from
whaling. Nantucket's close contacts with the Padiad brought the new
material directly to the island. Gradually a distime type of basket had
evolved; made on a wooden mould, and with a wodi#ese to anchor the
ribs and produce a strong, durable container wahyses.

It was from this workaday product that the modeandbag had evolved.
First a basket-maker called Mitchie Ray, the grands a lightship captain,
had devised the lidded basket. Then, after thengeaworld war, Jose Reyes,
a Philippines-born Harvard graduate who had watddd/e on the island
but had failed to get a teaching job there, hadersmne more covered
baskets and found such a ready sale for them ¢éhlaath made a career of it.



The final development had been the addition ofyivatches and pins, ivory
dowels to attach the wooden handles, and ebonyiamg carvings of
whales, dolphins, seagulls and scallop shells enwthoden piece in the
centre of the lid.

One of the finest carvers had been a woman, Ay, whose tools with
some of her work were on display in a glass casgolide gazed with
delight at a pair of ivory ear-rings in the formtofy whales.

However, they didn't tempt her to look for a simpair in the gift shops. At
the time Miss Macy had been carving, and when Rsges had first
popularised the Nantucket basket as a chic acoessoong Ivy League
wives and daughters, there had been less widespaatkrn about the
extinction of whales and the indiscriminate slaegluf elephants. Nor had
the production of baskets become as over-commietihlas it was at
present.

Caroline had moved away from the basket sectiahyas looking at a pair
of silk stockings bought in Paris in 1832 by He@wyffin for his fiancee,
Eliza Starbuck, when Hawk appeared.

The sight of him, unexpectedly, made her heart givedd little lurch.

He said, 'I've had a telegram from Baltimore. Misha is seriously ill, and
| have to fly back there immediately ."There's @ tautside. Come to the
airport with me, will you? I'm in a hurry, but | wato talk to you before |
leave.'

She followed him out of the museum.

"Do you know what's the matter with him?' she asledthe taxi pulled
away from the kerb.

'Peritonitis. Thank God it flared up now, not ah.sSEven so it sounds touch
and go. If they can't pull him through, | shall bawst one of my best
officers and a valued friend,’' he said heavily.

'I'm not sure what a bo'sun does,' said Caroline.



'He's the officer—or sometimes a seaman—responfgbtee maintenance
of a ship's boats, and her sails, rigging, cordagbles and anchors. On a
sailing ship, he plays a key role. | don't know Howg I'll be gone. You'll
have to cope as best you can.'

'Of course ... no problem,’ she assured him.

'No, most likely there won't be; but if anythingositd crop up which you
feel you can't handle, | can be reached at thisraurrHe gave her a card. It
may not be too much longer before you have a nuiinteen call.'

He put his hand over her wrist. 'l want your pranthat you'll have a
careful check round the whole house every nightfrow on. Whenever
there are workmen in a place, there's always ahiskone of them will be
careless with a cigarette butt. | don't think #hdikely to happen—most
people here are fire-conscious—but it only takesdummy to start a blaze.
I'm not concerned about the house. I'm concernedtgtour safety.'

The tone in which he said this, and the way higdis tightened on her
wrist, made her disappointment at his going chaoge sudden surge of
happiness.

"Il be careful,’ she promised. Struck by a thdaughich she knew should
have occurred to her before, she asked, 'Is theyeirsurance cover? |
forgot to ask the lawyers about that.'

'l didn't. Yes, the place is covered, althoughtodhe extent it should be in
view of its current market value. If it's okay wibu, I'll call my insurance
brokers and get them to cover the house and itteotsn When you've
finished making the inventory, my brokers will pediby want to send one of
their experts to check the value of all the antqqund they may insist we
have special locks fitted. A more immediate condsrthe choice of new
kitchen fitments. | shall ha<e to leave that intybands. My feeling is that,
although it should include all the latest equipmém kitchen ought not to
look like the inside of a space capsule.’

'l agree. An ultra-modern kitchen wouldn't be ajppiate. | know just how
it should look. Don't worry; | shan't make a botght.'



'I'm certain you won't. Your good taste is obviobs,told her.

His praise made her flush with pleasure. 'What tdoes the New York
plane leave?' she asked, with a glance at her whtgyas clear that the
driver of the taxi had been asked to go as fabeasould.

'I'm not going via New York. I'm flying directly t@altimore. Luckily
there's a plane here 1 can rent for as long asd e

"You don't mean you're going to fly yourself there?
'Why not? It's the quickest way.'
'l suppose so. When did you learn to fly?"

‘A long time ago. It seemed a useful thing to ble &b do, as is proved by
the present emergency.'

It was only a five-dollar ride from town to the @art and, at the speed they
were travelling, it didn't take long to arrive.

'No need for you to get out, Caroline,’ said Haadthe vehicle drew to a
halt. He handed the driver some money. Then heetutrack to her.
'‘Goodbye. Take care of yourself.'

‘You, too.'

Her reply was husky, for she found she had a lumer throat.

He leaned towards her and kissed her lightly onmniweith—a fleeting
brushing of lips which nevertheless made her Ihggaet a convulsive leap.
An instant later he was on his feet outside the tax

She watched him stride away and disappear intaitpert building. Then
she noticed the driver watching her in his rearvieiror and realised that

her own vision was blurred.

'‘Okay to go back now?' he asked.



She blinked away the foolish tears. 'Yes, please.’

But had she been driving herself, she would havted/#o see Hawk's plane
take off. How far away was Baltimore? She knewasvwsomewhere along
America's eastern seaboard, but she had no ideartamwy miles south 'of
Nantucket.

When they were back in town she asked the drivedrap her at the
Atheneum. She had been planning to join the libbafpre long, and now it
was a matter of urgency to look at an atlas and #taproving her

knowledge of the geography of her homeland. From o, it was going to
be that in every sense of the word.

Presently she found that Baltimore was situatedhat inner end of
Chesapeake Bay, about a hundred and fifty miles fhe ocean, and not far
from Washington, D.C. Taking a direct line, it seshto be about three
hundred and seventy miles from Nantucket.

She wondered how long it would take him to readreéhand wished she
had some means of knowing he had arrived safelyddidt he was an
excellent pilot, but not all the other people fiyismall aircraft—and in
America, she knew, it was a much more common fdrselb-transport than
in Europe—might be as careful as he was.

She left the library with an armful of books andcard signed by the
librarian which readrhis card certifies that Caroline Murray is engid to
the privileges of this institutiorit was the first tangible evidence that this
was where her future lay.

But did it?
Now that she had fallen in love with Hawk, her figtwvas no longer in her
control. It depended on him; on the possibilitytth@ might reciprocate her

feelings.

He had admitted to being powerfully attracted to fie fact that last night
he could have gone much further but hadn't, an@ytdthd expressed



concern for her safety in his absence, seemed adiqate a growing
affection.

Long after he had sent her to bed on her own, allddin awake knowing
that, if he had chosen to seduce her, she woultiana resisted.

Why had he suddenly stopped kissing her? What keasdanty: No ...I
think not ... not yet?

She could only assume it was because she had edmitt being
inexperienced that he hadn't followed through bisaatage.

Maybe it was a matter of principle with him nevere a girl's first lover.

Not that it was a circumstance which was likelyatise very often now that
he was well into his thirties. No doubf there wetleer girls of her age who,
for various reasons, had never made love; but inbrtdhey were a

minority, and most of the virgins he encounterediddoe too young for

him.

On the other hand, if a man were beginning toifalbve, sex was not his
primary objective. It was part of love, an impottpart. But real love—the
kind which lasted a lifetime—could wait for phydidalfilment. Perhaps
that was what distinguished it from infatuation.

With these thoughts and hopes in her mind, Caralooiked herself supper,
and later obeyed Hawk's instruction to look roumal house and make sure
the electricians had left everything in good ordérey had worked late. She
wondered how much it was costing to have them dsha job.

The next day another team of men began work ometthecoration of the

exterior. This raised the first decision she hach#ke on her own. The man
who employed the painters wanted to know what cadoheme she had in
mind.

By this time she had read part of the Atheneumgs/ @ Old Houses On
Nantucketthe book recommended by Todd.



REFERRING TO THE EXTERIOR OF A TYPICWANTUCKET HOUSE OF A SOMEWHAT
EARLIER DATE THANCAPTAIN STARBUCKS, THE AUTHOR KENNETH DUPREY,
HAD WRITTEN THE SHINGLED WALLS ARE USUALLY LEFT TO WEATHERTHEIR
COLOUR VARYING WITH THE WEATHER AFTER A DRIVING NORTHEASTER
THEY ARE ALMOST BLACK, AND WHEN THEY HAVE BEEN DRIED BY THE SUN
THEY BECOME A SOFT SILVERY GRAY. THE TRIM IS USUALLY PAINTED,
ALTHOUGH THE PRESENT HABIT OF PAINTING THE TRIM WHIE IS A FAIRLY
MODERN INNOVATION. ORIGINALLY THE TRIM WAS A DULL RED OR WAS
OFTEN LEFT TO WEATHER LIKE THE SHINGLES

She thought it a pity James Starbuck had not hadatade of his house
shingled to match the sides and back. She coutdliaee revived the dull

red trim of earlier eras. However, as he had prefea clapboard front, she
decided to have it re-painted pale primrose yellaveelour which looked

well on several other houses in town—with white daws and a white

front door.

For the rest of that week nearly all her time wasated to sorting and
listing. But every afternoon she allowed hersethsdime off to pay further
visits to the fascinating miscellany of objectshe Foulger Museum, or to
continue her exploration of the environs.

One day, wandering among the early headstone®ialthnorth cemetery,
she came upon a horizontal slab inscribed with anonl verse. The
names of the occupants of the grave had gone,nauboboth of them had
been only twenty years old.

Standing beside their last resting place, wondewhg they had died so
young, Caroline read:

SPOTLESS HONOR AND UNSULLIED TRUTH SMILING
INNOCENCE AND BLOOMING YOUTH FEMALE SWEETNESS
JOINED WITH MANLY SENSE AND WINNING WIT THAT NEVER
GAVE OFFENCE MODESTY THAT NEVER WORE A FROWN AND
GOODNESS THAT MAY CLAIM AHEAVENLY CROWN IF VIRTUES
SUCH AS THESE DESERVE A TEAR HERE POUR THY GRIEFRO
THEY ARE BURIED HERHE



The cemetery reminded her of her father, althodghksmnew she wouldn't
find his grave on the island. When the sea hadgiyehis body, it had been
taken to the mainland for burial, Kiki had told her

That night she wrote to her mother, breaking thesnthat she meant to
remain in America; and also to her brother, askimg if he could spare a
weekend to pack up her most personal belongingsaamadge for her bed
and other furniture to be returned to Thornbridganist.

WITH HAWK AWAY IN BALTIMORE, AND MRS WIGAN AND HER DAUGHTER
ARRIVING IN TWO WEEKS, | CAN'T POSSIBLY LEAVE HERE AT PRESENTSHE
WROTE TO HIM HAVING PREVIOUSLY EXPLAINED THE GUEST HOUSE PLAN
KNOW IT WILL BE A NUISANCE FOR YOU, BUT 1 SHOULD BE SO GRATEFUL IF
YOU COULD HANDLE IT FOR ME WHAT NEWS OF YOUR LEGACY? HAVE YOU
HEARD WHO HAS INHERITED THEVILLA DES ANGES?

Kiki's house in the south of France had taken @@ from a piece of
mediaeval stone carving, depicting a pair of wingedels, which had been
built into the structure above the main entrance.

The next morning Todd reappeared. Inevitably, he astonished to find
the refurbishment of the house already advanced whe Sunday before
the scheme had still been in the air.

Caroline had expected him to be delighted that Haa#t agreed to her
wishes. Instead his reaction was lukewarm. Verysowas clear there was
something worrying him.

'What's the matter, Todd? What's on your mind?aslked him, at length.
He frowned. 'l don't like running anyone down, Gia but the fact is I've
found out some things about Lowell which make mshwyou weren't in
any way involved with him.'

'What sort of things? You mean he isn't who hentdatio be?'

'Oh, yes, he's everything he says he is. | hadchieeked out by a journalist
friend who came up with an article about him, dhea about his ship and



the kind of people who can pay twelve thousandadsifor a week of high
living at sea.’

'What did it say about Hawk that you find disquigt?’

‘That although he was a first class captain, he alss one hell of a stud
where women were concerned. The writer gave a It

passengers—actresses, models and other good-logkingen—whose
names have been linked with his. One or two of thietaally admitted that
a shipboard romance with the captain had been d¢lsé thing about the
cruise, and the writer of the article hinted thatell is more familiar with

the king-size beds in the staterooms than withsthgle bed in his own
quarters.'

'It sounds libellous to me. What rag was this tic?' was Caroline's first
reaction.

'‘No rag. It was a feature in one of the top glassie
'Did your friend get a copy of it for you? Did ybuing it with you?"

'‘No .. . no, | didn't. This was published more traryear ago. | know
someone in the magazine's New York office, and #regnged for me to
look through their file of back numbers. You daniagine I'd make up
something like this, do you? | can get a copy mslou if you want proof
of what I'm telling you,' he said, in an injurech&

‘No, | knowyou wouldn't make it up. But it sounds as if the wribé the
article might have exaggerated Hawk's amorous msapes. | shouldn't
have thought a ship's captain would have timerftanisive womanising. If
he isn't always on duty, he's certainly always @lh'c

'It's a cruise ship, not a Navy ship. | doubt tdedsturb him at night except
for a major emergency.'

Caroline said lightly, 'Okay, so Hawk is, or hagiewhy my old Nannie
would call a ladykiller. Most attractive men are—tilthey find the right



girl. If a beautiful actress made it clear she wabng to have a fling with
you, what would you do? Turn her down?"

'Maybe not, but there's a difference between haanmg relationships with
women and getting around the way he does. Whatecnaane is that
sooner or later he may try making it with you.'

'l doubt it. I'm not a famous beauty, I'm not thiogvmyself at him, and
we're involved in a business vfcnture together.ilBess and pleasure don't
mix. I'm sure Hawk knows that," she said, tryingéoind cool and detached.

But even as she stated the reasons why Todd'ssamas unnecessary, she
couldn't help wondering if it was the third reasdmnich had caused Hawk to
break off the embrace which might otherwise haweeligped into a heavy
and successful pass at her. Had it been, as sheedvam believe, a
chivalrous desire not to take advantage of hergaggnce which had made
him stop kissing her last Sunday? Or had it bedysmif-interest? Because,
for him, there were plenty of other pebbles onltéach, and he could afford
to pass up an opportunity which might complicatirtlassociation as co-
owners.

To her relief, Todd let the subject drop.

'‘Are you shopping at A. & P. this morning? If stil, Help you carry your
groceries home," he offered.

‘Thanks, but as they stay open late | did my weelslopping last night to
avoid the Saturday morning crush,' she explaihedhn ‘going into town this
morning, but only for a few odds and ends. | forgmtbuy toothpaste
yesterday, and | need some postcards and stamps.’

'If you're on your own this weekend, maybe youkes lio come to a party
tonight?' he suggested. 'The hosts are New Yorklosspend a lot of time
here. They have a large shingle-style house omahth side of town, and
they give a lot of good parties. They left a noteler my door inviting me
along, and saying | should bring my house-guesthiéd one. They'll be
delighted to meet you, and you'll enjoy yourselhey have a heated
swimming pool, and there'll be dancing, and Janis pn a great buffet.’



Had he asked her to dimedeuxshe would have demurred. But a party was
another matter, and she saw no reason to turn dovapportunity to widen
her acquaintance on the island.

‘Thank you, Todd, I'd like to come with you.’
‘Great! I'll pick you up at seven.’
They walked into town together.

'I'm going to ask the bookshop to order me a cdpie@Duprey book," she
told him. 'It's the kind of book you want to owrlrar than borrow, and also
| think a good guesthouse should have a colleaifdomooks for the use of
visitors who are interested in Nantucket's history.

However, although Mitchell's Book Corner had a roainthe back of the
shop devoted to the island's literature, she widshe title she wanted was
at present out of print.

'Is there anywhere | might get hold of a seconddh@py?’ she asked.
"You could try the Island Attic.'

When she asked for directions, Todd said, 'l knowli take you there,
Caroline.’

They walked down to the bottom of the square amdhdahe corner of the
building which had a large compass painted on tde ef it, with the
distance from Nantucket to cities all over the glaBresently they came out
on Washington Street, close to the southern shiotieeohuge landlocked
harbour.

Since Hawk's departure, Caroline hadn't bought aewspapers and,
without television or radio, had been out of toudth world events. As they
walked, Todd brought her up to date. Although sda'tlsay so to him, she
found she wasn't much interested in the latesstissand crises.



How much happier people must have been in the @hgs news travelled
slowly, and wars and rumours of wars weren't ayddigt, she thought to
herself. In Nantucket, by ignoring the media, isvp@ssible to recapture the
mood of earlier times when people had only had repgie with their
personal problems and not take all the world'sitiesion their shoulders.

Presently the tarred road swung inland and theesturte became a dirt
road. This led to a large barn-like structure, steop crowded with

second-hand furniture. The interior reminded hearmmfEnglish junk shop.
There were shelves of books near the door, inctusimme about the island,
but not the one she was looking for.

When she asked if they had ever had a copy dfatperson in charge said,
'Yes, we've had it, and we have a lot of enquines. But the second-hand
copies are much more expensive than the book wigsalty. They're
around fifty dollars or more.’

'Oh, in that case 1 can't afford it," Caroline gaigretfully.

As they walked back the way they had come, Todd, $alhy don't | give
you a hand with your back yard? | used to earn mgaedening when | was
a kid. I know which are weeds and which aren'fatt, if you'll fix me some
lunch, I'll get started on it right away.'

It was difficult to refuse the offer, especiallythe garden behind the house
was urgently in need of attention. Apart from therkvHawk had done in
clearing the path, the garden was a wildernessmaf grass and overgrown
shrubs.

'l can hire someone to clear the garden. You hatteruses for your time.
You should be painting, or just relaxing.’

'l can use the exercise. It will be good for my stime. I'd like to feel I'd
done something to help you get started."

With some reluctance, Caroline accepted his of&e wasn't easy in her
mind about it. But, short of being pointedly coolwrds him—and she



couldn't bring herself to be that— it was difficatt see how she could
discourage him from visiting her and being suppetti

From the time they returned to the house untilrstke evening, with about
an hour's break for lunch and a shorter break @t fdodd toiled in the

garden. Before a mower could be used on it, tHgytats which had once
been a lawn had to be slashed down with a longecublade which Hawk
had found and sharpened the Saturday before.

She had an uneasy feeling that, unaccustomed taiahébour and not
being as fit as Hawk, Todd would pay for his aftemn's exertions with
aching muscles and ligaments. However she failggeteuade him to stop
work earlier. When he went home to shower and obaadthough he looked
hot and his shirt was drenched with sweat, he dt seem unduly
exhausted.

An hour later he was back, refreshed and sprucaimgehis Nantucket reds
with a pink shirt and a navy blue blazer similaHawk's.

As he had said the party would be very informalf there would be
dancing, she had put on a dress bought at Maryinsaghop in South
Molton Street, a fashionable street in London. hgland Mary Farrin's knit
dresses were recognisable by the airy texture efahric—sometimes as
soft and fine as a Shetland christening shawl—anthé subtlety of the
designer's colours. Caroline's dress was the sam&ysgrey as her eyes.
She had changed the narrow cord belt for a widad led pewter ribbon
fastened with an eighteenth-century shoe-buckles Siine had bought for a
few pounds in a country antique shop because tgpaaion was missing.

Her ear-rings were more flamboyant than her evergitdd hoops. They
had been a present from Rob: pieces of turquoidearal interspaced with
small silver beads.

"You look gorgeous,’ said Todd admiringly.

‘Thank you.'



As they set out, she couldn't help wishing it wdesvk who was taking her
to the party, and wondering how he was spendirgy $laturday evening.
Perhaps at the bedside of his friend, if the mahrkaovered; perhaps with
the bo'sun’s widow, doing what he could to confiert

When Todd had referred to their hosts' house agkhistyle, what he had
meant, she discovered, was that it was claddedaeitlar shingles but was
otherwise larger and freer in form than the housethe historic area of
town with their pitched roofs, Georgian windows dhe extensions called
warts at the side of the original buildings.

Like the other large houses in the neighbourhdoel ,one where the party
was taking place had been designed to accommodaaent family and
their staff at the turn of the century. If, tod#ye staff had been replaced by
modern gadgets and outside caterers, the airlokatfe remained.

Todd received a vivacious greeting from his hostédisen he introduced
Caroline, Janie made her feel she was the mostomelcand interesting
newcomer to their circle in several years.

She herself was a slim, grey-haired woman dressad emerald silk shirt

and a skirt patterned with emerald, lime greenyatidw on a white ground.

During the evening Caroline saw several women wegatiresses and skirts
in equally striking combinations of vivid colour tem she learnt they were
all designs by Lilly Pulitzer of Palm Beach.

'It's an unusual name. Is there any connectiondmtviher and the Pulitzer
prizes?' Caroline asked the woman whose scarleth@ingink pants she had
admired.

'Yes, the prizes were endowed by Joseph Pulitherptoprietor of the
New York WorldLilly's first husband was his grandson. She didtatt
out to be a designer. Her stepfather was OgderpBhipe thoroughbred
owner, and she went to Miss Porter's School in Fagton. Connecticut,
with people like Jackie Onassis. Her marriage teiulitzer didn't work
out, although they had three lovely children, aitera doctor had advised
her to find something to do, she got into desigriggaccident. Now her
annual gross is around fifteen million dollars aryend you never go to a



country club or a yacht club without seeing someaarteer clothes. These
pants | have on are two years old, but, becausgéréhkined with white
batiste, they wash and wear forever.’

‘They're stunning,' Caroline told her.

‘Thank you. Most of her prints have her signatuilly x hidden in the
pattern. | guess the reason this print doesn¢caiise the pink flowers are
lilies.'

‘Can you only buy them in Palm Beach?' asked Geplvondering, why
K.iki had never worn them. Then she rememberediiabenefactor had
adored flowered English and French chintzes fop-ativers, and
flower-sprigged porcelain and flower paintings. But herself she had
worn only solid colours.

'‘Goodness, no! You can buy them everywhere. Exoeew York,
oddly enough. | think she has thirty shops, maimigesorts like Newport.
You can buy them here at Murray's new branch atidr®our House, and
sometimes they have them at close-out prices atayisr warehouse
outlet on New Street. But the Lillys there tend#in very big sizes, and
you're an eight, | imagine?'

Caroline was about to say that she was an Ametieanwhen their
clothes-chat was interrupted by a man who, haveenbntroduced to her,
began a lighthearted flirtation.

He had only been with her a few minutes when Taslppeared and
swept her off to have supper. He performed this oeawre with less
aplomb than she would have expected of Hawk inlaimgircumstances.
She didn't mind being retrieved—the other man resshlioo pleased with
himself to be likeable—but the possessive way Tiod# her arm to steer
her to the buffet table was a little worrying.

The large Roman-shaped swimming pool which waddbal point of the
garden was surrounded by a wide paved deck fumhiskigh many
comfortable blue-cushioned loungers and groups latemupright chairs
arranged around circular tables with sunbrellasdito them. The low walls



which separated the deck from the lawns providelitiadal seating and, as
it was a fine, mild night, most people chose totkair supper out of doors.

There was only a thin crescent moon in the closdigy, but the lights
beneath the surface of the pool, and cleverly caedeflood-lamps among
the trees and shrubs, provided plenty of illummratiTaped music, not too
loud, was a pleasant background for the murmuon¥ersation punctuated
by bursts of laughter.

Todd and Caroline shared a two-seater white cafe which probably
belonged in the glass-walled garden room which,témight, had been
cleared of everything but the buffet tables.

There were two canvas directors' chairs closedatiia. Presently a couple
they hadn't talked to before came and sat downrdgnetluced themselves
as Chip and Martha. The girl was Janie's niece lattlbeen coming to
Nantucket since she was a child. Chip was her graten of six months.

By the time they had finished eating, Caroline doidll Todd was tired.
Twice she noticed him stifling a yawn and guess$ed the hours he had
spent in her garden were beginning to catch up tiith However, when
she remarked that after an arduous afternoon h&wbteel like staying up
late, he denied his fatigue. To prove his energywhs among the first to
start dancing when the background music changedrteething livelier.

Caroline had always loved dancing. She had a stsenge of rhythm and
dancing had a champagne effect on her. After omeedghe was more
relaxed; after two she was beginning to sparkla imay which surprised
people who thought of her as a quiet, rather sergl—a good listener,
and nice, but a little lacking in bezazz.

When she and Rob danced with each other, otherlgoamp the floor

stopped to watch them. They were both crazy abloutap-dance movies
starring Fred Astaire and Gene Kelly, and had mickp a few of the
routines which, when they were dancing togethertaednusic was right,
they would try out, just for the fun of it.



At first, moving to the music with Todd, she watdhe see what kind of
dancer he was. There was no way of telling befaréh&he could think of a
friend of her stepfather, a burly man in his figtievho was a better dancer
than his sons.

Todd seemed to be about average. When, after decoljast numbers, the
tempo changed to something slower and sweeterydwe kder close, she
realised that this, for him, was the real purpdsdamcing—the chance to
hold a girl close and press his cheek against Rerhaps it wasn't always
his object; but it certainly was tonight.

Had it been Hawk who was holding her, the slow muasuld have gone on
for ever. With Todd it lasted too long. She couldalax in his arms for fear
of giving him the impression that she was enjoytimg contact as much as
he seemed to be. At the same time she couldn'tieskelf away from him
too noticeably. Striking a balance between yielding straining away was
as tricky as dancing with a much shorter man anthbdo sag at the knees
in an effort to reduce her own height.

To her relief the smoochy number was followed kg litielier beat of one
of her favourite South American sondhe Girl from IpanemaFree of
Todd's encircling arms, she surrendered to thedilbeat of the bossa-nova.

The soft folds of her skirt swirled into fullnesstzer slim hips swayed to the
rhythm. Her feet flew over the polished stone stefaf the dance floor.

Every part of her body—her shoulders, arms, haev=sn the swing of her

hair—expressed her response to the music. Unawearertuch of her inner

self was revealed by the fluid movements, the getiming and the glow

on her face, Caroline let the music sweep her away.

'My God, you really can dance! Did no one ever gsgjyou should do it
professionally?' Todd asked her afterwards, as Wyt to the bar where
two white-coated waiters were kept busy replenglglasses.

"You must be joking,' she answered. 'If I'd sugggstancing as a career,
both my school and my parents would have done é&viaeyto discourage
me. | did think about it at one stage, but notlumias fifteen or sixteen, by
which time it was too late. Anyway, I'm not thatoglo



'l think you're terrific-—and so did a lot of otheeople.’

To confirm his opinion, Janie came up behind theswyjng, "You didn't tell
me Caroline was a dancer, Todd.'

'She isn't, but you're right—that's what she shbalde been.’

Their hostess stayed chatting to them for severalites. Presently he said,
‘Janie, it's a great party, but we have to slipyegaly tonight.'

'Must you? That's too bad.’

After Caroline had made some complimentary remaldaut the delicious
supper and the attractions of the garden, Jani@dhaway to speak to other
guests.

"You don't mind leaving early, | hope,' said Todden, having finished
their drinks, they made an unobtrusive departuguéss | am a little tired
now.'

'l don't mind at all,’ she assured him.

As they drove the short distance back to Captaarb8tk's house, she
wondered if he meant to kiss her goodnight. Shedowt but, if he did, she
would have to make it clear there could never bghamg but friendship
between them.

However whether Todd had been intending to enct#eming in that way
was something she never found out. When the haase into view, the
parlour windows were alight.

For an instant Caroline wondered if they were albosurprise a burglar at
work. Then she realised that no thief would hat¢éhke lamps and left the
blinds up so that he could be seen from the hotrsss the street.

'Hawk must have come back!" she exclaimed excitedly



Todd muttered something under his breath which estgg that he didn't
share her pleasure at this turn of events.

When the car stopped, she didn't wait for him tme@nd open the door for
her. She opened it herself, swinging her feet éoglound before asking,
'Will you come in for a nightcap?'

'I don't think so, thanks. Not this time."

‘Thank you for taking me to the party—and for ~Dluyhard work in the
garden today.'

'My pleasure.’
'‘Goodnight, Todd.'
‘Goodnight.’

He waited until she had climbed the steps and tutoegive him a final
wave before he drove away. She couldn't be centainshe suspected he
was annoyed by the unexpected return of a mandbeuslied.

As she expected, the front door was unlocked. \Wigwift glance at her
reflection in the mirror above the hall table—sheuwd have liked to
retouch her lipstick but didn't want Hawk to comtithe hall and catch her
at it—she opened the door of the parlour.

He was seated in the high-backed winged chair enfah side of the
fireplace. He had been reading and kept the bdoked, in his hand as he
rose to his feet when she entered.

But her smiling 'Hello, Hawk' was met with a grimpeession which she
assumed must be caused by an unhappy outcome taphtis Baltimore.

Her smile fading in the face of his sternness,sseé, 'If | had thought you
might come back, | shouldn't have gone out thisieage What time did you
arrive?'



'‘Before dusk.’
'Have you eaten?'

‘Yes. When have you been?'—eyeing her dress andigitereflecting
buckle on the velvet belt.

'To a party. It was given by some friends of TodHs thought | might like
to start getting to know people. We came away elaelgause he's been
clearing the garden most of the day and | think pegtty tired.’

'l shouldn't have thought a little gardening wobhlre exhausted him,' he
said sardonically. 'Perhaps he hoped to contineegénty here, but hadn't
bargained for my being around.’

‘'Todd did more than a little gardening. He workaddor five or six hours.
That's a long stint for anyone who isn't accustotogahysical work.'

'Exactly. Which might make a less naive girl askskh# what reward he had
in mind," he said cynically.

All her delight in his return dashed by his unp&dsattitude, she retorted,
'It may be hard foyouto believe, but there are people whose actions are
prompted by disinterested kindness!

‘There are also girls who don't encourage expectativhich they have no
intention of fulfilling," he returned. 'l would havsaid you were one of
them. Maybe | was wrong.'

Beginning to be angry, she said, 'l have never @rged Todd to expect
anything from me but friendship. Anyway, | can'¢ $kat our relationship is
any of your business.’

The instant she had said this, she regrettedalisieg that what she longed
for above all things was for everything about heroe a matter of the
deepest concern to him.



Hawk gave her a long, hard look. 'Perhaps it I9mt,said coldly. 'If you'll
excuse me, I'll say goodnight.’

In stricken silence—at this moment it was hardebdve he had kissed her
goodbye—Caroline let him stride past her into thk. h

Then, knowing she couldn't bear to go to bed witls tvall of hostility
between them, she called, 'Hawk .. . please .it.avainute!

He was five or six steps above her when she follblaim into the hall.

'Yes?' Both the upward flick of his eyebrow, and hone, denoted
impatience.

Your bo'sun ... is he all right?"

He didn't answer her immediately. She had a sinfeegng it would have
been better not to ask.

Then, his tone a little less clipped than when && hade her goodnight, he
said, 'He's alive. He's still ill. Unfortunately ep had to give him
gentamicin—it's an antibiotic which is known to saudamage to the ears
which can upset or even destroy a person's abalibalance. How severely
Nils will be affected we don't yet know. It couldean he'll have to give up
the sea, which, for him, would be like taking avingy freedom.'

'I'm sorry," she said sincerely. 'It must be veoymying for you—both as his
friend and his Captain. Will the company pay fomhio have the best
possible treatment?’

'Yes, that's no problem.’

'‘Are you going back to Baltimore?'

She shook her head. 'Not so far. Are you surewauldn't like a hot drink
before you go up? I'm going to have one.’

'No, thanks, Caroline. I'll see you at breakfasio@ight.'



He continued his way up the staircase, leavingdgo to the kitchen where
she made herself a cup of coffee, feeling a ligds cast down than she had
a few minutes' earlier..

She could see that if Hawk had flown all the wagnirBaltimore to make
sure that her project was progressing smoothitgugt have been more than
a little exasperating to arrive and find the hoes®ty. But why hadn't he
sent a telegram to say he was coming? It was ratireasonable to assume
that, even at the weekend, she would spend evenjimgy at home.

At breakfast the following morning they again slibtiee New York Times
and had little conversation until Hawk said sudggeht looks like a good
day for you to start learning to sail. Unless yewdiready made other plans?

'No .... none. I'd love to go sailing. Do you knesvere to hire a boat?'

Less than an hour later, with Hawk carrying theleoe@ontaining their
picnic lunch, they walked down towards the watarfro

Loath to risk disrupting this morning's harmony,t beeling that good
manners obliged her to take that chance, Caroitk $f you don't mind, |
should have a quick word with Todd. He may be timgkof doing some
more work in the garden, and | should tell him @going to be out today.'

Hawk's reaction was enigmatic, but at least he'didok as thunderous as
he had the night before.

He was at her heels as she climbed the stairsdd'3 door. She was slightly
surprised to find it closed. On their previousitfit had seemed that he
usually left it open to let in more sunlight.

For a few moments after she knocked it seemed tix@sanobody there. She
knocked again. This time there was a sound likeoarg followed by some
inaudible words.



When, after further delay, the door opened, it inanediately obvious that
Todd had been woken up and was not at his besbMpivas he unshaven,
with tousled hair, but he looked heavy-eyed angbbgture was stooped like
that of an elderly man.

‘Caroline!" He looked taken aback and embarrassdahding her on his
doorstep.

'I'm sorry if I've dragged you out of bed, Todd.eTihing is that Hawk is
taking me sailing and | thought | ought to stopaoy tell you, in case you
were thinking of coming up to see us today. Are yuright?'—this
because, while she was speaking, he had pulledeHimgright with an
involuntary grimace.

'Yes, yes—I'm fine. A little stiff in the shoulderhat's all. A hot shower
will loosen me up. Hi'—with a nod to Hawk which dehim wince again.

'‘Goodness, you are stiff," said Caroline. 'l showdger have let you go on
working so long yesterday. Now your Sunday is gubilt is a shame."’

Presently, when they had left him, Hawk said dripn't let his aches
blight your day. They're at least sixty per ceriit-selicted.’

"You mean because he overdid the gardening?’

'‘No, because he overdid the liquor. How much didh&ee to drink at the
party?'

'Very little. Not more than two or three lagers.’

‘Judging by the half empty bottle which | noticedabtable in there, he had
more than a couple of vodkas before he turnedsnright. You may not

recognise a hangover, but | do. That guy was fgéike hell. Even the sun

was hurting him.’

She had to concede that Todd had seemed glad wosalpye and retreat
into the dimmer light of his curtained room.



'He didlook rather bleary," she agreed. 'But somehow | cae'trem as a
solitary drinker.’

He shrugged. 'How long have you known him?"

Caroline didn't want to be drawn into another vedi@mish over Todd.

Seeking a way to avoid that, she said lightly, iemthan I've known you,
but he doesn't have Kiki's seal of approval, agite. How did you and she
meet? Not through your grandfather, presumably?’

'‘No, we met by chance in a restaurant in the souBrance. She stopped at
my table and said, "Young man, whether you knowr ihot, you must be
descended from Captain James Starbuck of Nantlidkaturally | knew
who she was, but only her public persona. Ben leag@mmentioned her to
me. She told me that story, later on.'

'How long ago did you meet her?'

'‘About ten years ago. | was second officer on anfaar millionaire's
super-cruiser. Have you ever seen pictures of Adtteshoggi'Nabila?'

She shook her head.

His mouth twisted sardonically. 'Two hundred andhgj- two feet of
sea-going luxury, including a helicopter landingipand, in my opinion,
one of the least attractive vessels ever launchied.German cruiser was
smaller but in the same category. Her technicaipegent was superb and |
wanted experience of all the most modern devicdso & polished my
German.'

'Do you speak many languages?' Caroline asked.
'Only Gernan, French and some Spanish. There aramiy parts of the
world where you can't get along with one of thdsee, plus English. How

about you?'

'Fairly good French. Nothing else.’



Safely away from the disputatious subject of Tatldy continued an easy
conversation until they arrived at the place whbere were some small
boats for rent.

It was, without question, the happiest morning afdline's life. From the
moment when Hawk held out his hand to her anddstddy the firm grasp
of his lean brown fingers, she stepped into thd ofethe boat, she felt as
much at ease there as the rest of her family fednathey swung into the
saddle.

Later, thinking over her first sailing lesson, sealised it , would have been
normal to be nervous of doing the wrong thing, les always had when on
horseback. Especially as her instructor was a miao, when he chose,
could fluster her more than*anyone she had met.

But she wasn't nervous. She was confident. And Hanoked an excellent
teacher who, far from being bored by demonstradimgjthen letting her try
the basic elements of seamanship, seemed to @érgeynuch as she did.

The breeze ruffled his thick dark hair, and hisnzex skin gleamed in the
sunlight as he showed her how to handle the liitighy. Inevitably there

was a good deal of physical contact between thenfirgt she was too

intent on what she was doing to be more than vagraiscious of it.

But, towards the end of the morning, when she ngéo had to concentrate
quite as hard, she was often sharply aware of bualres touching as they
changed places, or moved their positions to imptbhedoat's trim.

If Hawk was equally aware of it, he gave no sighlukchtime, when they
pulled the dinghy ashore, the conversation stayethpersonal subjects
such as weather signs and tide tables.

After lunch he surprised her by saying, 'If you ‘tlamnd, I'm going to catch
up some sleep. I've had several short nights taekw

Watching him set the alarm on his wrist watch, slo@adered why he had
gone short of sleep. Sailors were said to havelangevery port. Perhaps
there was one in Baltimore with whom he kept ladare when there.



She watched him lie down on the sand, his swealded into a makeshift
pillow. Within minutes he was asleep, his deep thismg and falling.

Caroline also lay down, but on her side, facing amg him, her head
pillowed on her elbow. Her gaze ranged slowly dvisrsupine form from
his deck shoes and bare brown ankles up the lomgrjpbned legs and
powerful thighs. She wished she could lie closedeelsim, her head on his
shoulder, his arm round her.

Every hour in his company made her more deeplgve.|But what he felt
was still a mystery.

She must have fallen asleep. She was woken by komgdbrushing her

cheek. For an instant or two, disorientated, shaght she was lying under
the beech trees at Thornbridge Manor and one ohtather's dogs had
snuffed her cheek, or licked it. When she openeches, she found Hawk
on one knee beside her. 'Time to go back, sleepyhea

There was a note in his voice which she wantecktieve was tenderness.
Had she been lying on her back, she might haveineaidhere, looking up

at him, mutely inviting him to kiss her. Because stas lying on her side,
the arm she had used as a pillow felt cramped aodmfortable. As she sat
up and stretched it, he rose, still looking dowrhat but from a greater
distance than before. Seen from the ground.higegixthree or four inches
seemed a giant's height.

He offered a hand to help her up, and she todieitfingers tingling with
pins and needles as full circulation returned. Haindw her upright. For
several seconds they stood close together, herdessd expectantly to his.

She felt certain he wanted to kiss her as muchhasv@&nted it. But he
didn't. He turned away and began to gather up gear.

For some moments longer she stood there, watchimgdaffled. Although
he was busying himself with other things, now shd see that he wanted
to make love to her. But, for a reason she coultathom, he was
controlling the urge. Why? If, as Todd alleged,hHael been and possibly
still was a notorious womaniser, why not with her?



He was taciturn on the way back; speaking only wiheras necessary to
give an instruction. Thinking of the evening aheske wondered if he
planned to eat out. If not, they would be aloneetbgr for hours; a
circumstance which might strain even his self-calntr

However, when they returned to the house, theydotodd there. He was
waiting for them on the back stoop, a box full obipg plants beside him.

'I've been visiting with an old lady who gave medé for your garden. They
should be planted right away, but | wasn't surere/lyeu would want them,
so | waited until you came back. | spent half aarhio a friend's jacuzzi this
afternoon and it's cured my stiff back. | feel fimaw.'

Caroline didn't know whether to be relieved by iiesence or vexed. She
wanted to be alone with Hawk, yet was half afrdidvbere it might lead.
She knew she was his for the taking—but she digatt to be taken
without love and commitment on both sides.

'We do need new plants. Thank you, Todd. Whereodidlyink these should
go, Hawk?'

‘That's your province. | know nothing about gardgri he said
indifferently. 'Excuse me, I'm going for a tub.' leé them together on the
stoop.

By the time she and Todd had attended to all thaetp] Hawk had bathed
and changed, and reappeared with a glass of bden\We offered one to
Todd, the younger man said, 'Yes, thank you. By lag, | thought
Caroline might be tired after a day on the waterd anot feel like
cooking—especially with the kitchen the way it ise-Hsbooked a table at
the Ships Inn. For the three of us. | hope th&tss/@'

When Caroline woke the next morning, she spent doneethinking about
their strange evening trois.



Obviously Todd saw himself in the role of a sheegpgootecting a lamb
from a wolf, and the situation was not withoutfuany side. After dinner he
had virtually invited himself back to their houss fmore coffee, and had
remained rooted in the parlour until she had anoedrher intention of
going up to bed.

Hawk could easily have got rid of him, had he wigHaut had chosen to let
him remain. She could only suppose that it suiiedtb have Todd there.

By the time she went down to breakfast the workinad arrived. At no
time that morning were she and Hawk alone togethren he left, soon
after lunch, he didn't kiss her goodbye as he hagtevious weekend.

Before the end of the following week the telephbad been installed. After
she let him know her number, Hawk rang her eveghinfor a short
conversation. But he didn't come back for the wedkdeing heavily
engaged in matters to do with his ship.

The weekend that he was away, Todd brought hepyaafOld Houses On
Nantuckewhich he had tracked down in New York. Knowing howch it
must have cost him, her pleasure was mixed withaerabsment. She felt
obliged to accept his invitation to dinner on Sdayr night, but avoided
spending time with him on Sunday with the legitimakcuse that she had
too much to do preparing for the Wigans' arrival.

Hawk escorted them over from the Cape, having ldnkis plane at
Hyannis instead of Nantucket.

The day before Caroline had spoken to Emerald endlephone. She had
thought it would be nice to celebrate the compretbthe new kitchen by
cooking a special dinner for them on their firsghti In case there was
anything which Mrs Wigan didn't like to eat, shelltansulted her daughter
before planning the menu.

When they arrived, it seemed doubtful that, withélgwk to pull and
Emerald to push, Mrs Wigan would have succeedeasnarging from the'
taxi. She was an extremely stout woman wearinghk and purple dress
with a pink bag and matching shoes which lookedarfortably tight on



her plump little feet. The size of her feet anddssuggested that, basically,
she was a petite woman. Neither her choice of igigthor the blue rinse on
her white hair was flattering to her high colour.

However, as she stood on the brick path, catchandpteath after the effort
of getting out of the taxi, Caroline noticed tHae tY orkshirewoman had one
of the most good-humoured faces she had ever seen.

She went down the steps to greet her. 'Welcomeagtaih Starbuck's
house, Mrs Wigan. I'm Caroline Murray.'

'Pleased to meet you, Miss Murray.' Observant breyes looked her over
and seemed to approve what they say.

Perhaps, long ago, Mrs Wigan's eyes had been ges dand limpid as her
daughter's. Now they were small and beady, redbgetie fullness of her
cheeks. A slimmer woman of her age would have haithkies and
crow's-feet. Her skin was unlined and of a delidad¢ure which owed
nothing to make-up; she was not wearing any. Batditi have On a great
deal o.f jewellery; large gold ear-rings, threastts of pearls, a gold watch
on one wrist, a jingling charm bracelet on the pthed a variety of rings
including a very large solitaire diamond on the safinger as her
old-fashioned plain gold wedding ring.

'As soon as I've shown you your rooms, I'll mak@esdea,’ said Caroline, as
she led the way upstairs. '"How do you like it? &gror weak?'

'It can't be too strong for me, my dear,’ said Mhgan. 'l know they say
strong tea is bad for you. What isn't bad for yowadays? Three tea-bags
to the pot is how I like it. | wouldn't use tea-Bagj first, but they do save the
mess of loose tea-leaves, so I've come round tgulsem now.'

By the time she reached the top of the staircésewss short of breath and
had to pause, her eyes taking everything in.

'My word! You've some lovely furniture. My husbatided everything
modern. But to my mind there's nothing to touchghdf they made years
ago, all done by hand. When Albert and | was firatried, we had furniture



left to me by my old granny. Then he began to nma&aey and out it all had
to go. | would have kept it, myself, but there wesbudging my hubby
when he took an idea into his head. "From now, asg,| you're having
nothing but the best,” was what he said to me. lAgid.’

There was pride in her voice, but also a faint bfrwistfulness which made
Caroline suspect that Albert Wigan's idea of thst bad not always been
what his wife wanted.

Both Mrs Wigan and her daughter seemed delightéa tleir bedrooms,
and appreciative of the fresh flowers and othecaming touches.

They had so much luggage that it was necessarjdak to take the taxi
back to the dock and pick up several more caseshwiad been left there.
While he was gone, Caroline made the tea and datreetray upstairs. Both
bedroom doors were open and mother and daughterlwesl unpacking. It
was as well Caroline had put plenty of hangershairtclosets. Between
them they had enough clothes to stock a boutique.

'Miss Murray's brought the tea up, Emmy," Mrs Wigatied out.
'‘Okay, Mum, I'll be there in two ticks.'
'Why don't you call me Caroline, Mrs Wigan?'

‘All right, dear, if you've no objection.”" The otfdevoman unfolded an
evening dress adorned with much sparkling embrgiderd slipped a
hanger inside the neckline.

Coming closer to Caroline and speaking in an uodertshe said, 'l knew
there was romance in the air the day Hawk came toveee me. He didn't
say anything, of course, and he's not one to shevieglings, but | had my
suspicions immediately. Quick on the uptake, thags There'll be wedding
bells before long if I'm not much mistaken, | seadmyself. But | haven't
said anything to Emmy. Let things take their courfigat's my motto.

She--'

At this point Emerald came in, and her mother saianore.



A few moments later Caroline left them to drinkithiea in private. She
went to her own room, closed the door and sank dowthe side of her bed
with her face in her hands.

Mrs Wigan was nobody's fool. If she felt sure tHatwk had encouraged
them to come to Nantucket to facilitate his cougstf her daughter, she
was probably right.

Dear God! What an idiot | am, Caroline thoughtl@spair. | could bear it if
he really loved Emerald. But I'm sure, if he dogslger to marry him, it will
only be for her money. Does Mrs Wigan know thatPhBes she does.
Perhaps she thinks it doesn't matter as long adawgyhter loves him.



CHAPTER SIX

AT dinner that night, Hawk shocked Mrs Wigan by teJlher how, in 1857,
the crew of a coastal trading schooner sailing fiantucket to New York
had thrown overboard fifty cats which were partha cargo.

'Whatever did they do a wicked, cruel thing likattfor?' she exclaimed, her
round face aghast.

‘They'd had a run of rough weather and thought#te were responsible.
When they'd tossed them overboard the weather eldaegnfirming their
opinion.’

'What a very odd cargo,' said Caroline, half suspgtim of inventing the
story.

‘They were Maltese cats. The merchant they wersigoed to sued for two
thousand five hundred dollars.’

'l see.' She met his gaze with composure, hemigelinder control now.
For the main course she had roasted a chicken.

'Will you carve or shall I?' she asked him, whee $&ihought it into the
dining-room, golden brown and garnished with watss.

'l carve.'

Although her stepfather was an expert carver oftpoand roast joints, she
had found, at her small supper parties in Londaat, it was usually best to
tackle the carving herself. Not without certain ginéngs she returned to
the kitchen to bring in the potatoes and the bribcco

When she returned with the vegetable dishes, shid see at a glance that
Hawk had not botched the carving. Two slices o&btea wing with a strip
of breast attached, a drumstick and the upperdieg \vere neatly aligned
on the platter, and he was beginning to carve ittitshother side.



Watching his shapely brown hands deftly repeating process, she
wondered where he had learned that accomplishriNentthat his past or
his future were of any concern to her now that wheerstood the reason
why he had changed tack in his attitude to her.

She looked across the table at Emerald, who tonigd wearing a
see-through crinkle gauze shirt with a flounceeédiskirt of the kind which
started to crease the moment it left the ironingrdoA dramatic necklace
made of shells, pieces of coral and gold beadsciwbkhe said she had
bought in Palm Beach, was displayed in the openifg her
shirt—unbuttoned almost to the waist—with dangle®y-rings to match
which were really too long for her short neck.

Caroline's mother would have said that everythimgua her, including her
glittery eye make-up, was unsuitable for the oarasBut Caroline herself
could see that, unsuitable or not, Emerald looken, \pretty and sexy.
Especially from a man's point of view.

Her manners were going to need some polishinggMénoccurred to her to
check that everyone else had helped themselvestloviegetables before
she started to eat, and she showered pepper amd $aith the soup and the
main course before she tasted them.

But minor lapses of that sort were of less impargathan her friendly nature
and basic intelligence, thought Caroline. Withdwdse qualities she would
never make a satisfactory wife for the master afusse ship. With them, if

she put her mind to it and was given some tactiidance, she could easily
acquire more social graces.

What Caroline had not bargained for was that Hawkild/ see her in the
role of Emerald's mentor.

The following morning, while she was preparing lifaat, before the
Wigans had come downstairs, he came into the kitared, after some
general conversation, said, 'It would be a goaalyifiyou could encourage
Emerald to get more out of staying on the islarehtBhe seems to have
done in other places. She's not as dumb as shea.ldokhe could be



persuaded to have a look round the museums, aasvigle shops, she might
find they're not as dull as she seems to imagine.’

‘All right. Next time I go in, I'll take her with &' she agreed.

As he knew, she now had a season pass to the tovarsuseums and other
places of interest. When she had the house fulisitors, she wanted to be
able to answer everything they asked her aboutudiat.

'l notice there's another letter to Miss Edith Pellthe hall table,' he went
on. 'You appear to write to her more often thagdor family. Is she your
best friend?’

'She's part of my family. She was my stepfatheatsnre when he was little
and, later on, she was ours. She's very old ne@era-invalid, and she loves
getting letters and postcards.' Her face cloudedight not see her again if
| don't go back until next winter.'

He said, 'You're a nice girl, Caroline. There asemany who would bother
to write to an old lady as regularly as you do.’

Against her will she felt herself warmed by hisipea But it left a bitter
aftertaste. A nice girl. An attractive girl. Buttrtbe heiress to a fortune.

'l heard from my brother yesterday,' she said, nma¢ter- of-fact tone. 'You
remember my telling you that Kiki had left him @ik books at the Villa des
Anges?'

'Yes.'

'Rob made enquiries through the lawyers about vesdrtherited the house,
but apparently they can't tell him until later etyear—I can't imagine why
not. However, in the meantime he can leave the $odiere they are, and
make use of the house in the long vac. But I'm igppie’ll want to come
here and see my house ... our house,' she corieetself.

In the following fortnight she found herself spemgiimuch more time with
the Wigans than she had originally envisaged. Batueir arrival, if she had



had nothing to do, she would have picked up th&lsb® was reading or
gone to the Atheneum to borrow another. Neithethef Wigans were
readers. Their relaxation was talking and, althoingly could always enjoy
talking to each other, it was even better to haveeone new to talk to.

Within a few days of their arrival, Caroline hadfdeed as much about Mrs
Wigan's past life as if they had known each otbeyéars. By the end of the
week her guest was not only coming into the kitcloetalk to her while she

was cooking, or sitting in the parlour while shesigdl it; she was lending
Caroline a hand.

'Let me peel those pears for you, love," or 'Bligh the table. | like to make
myself useful,’ she would say.

At first Caroline demurred. But soon she begare#dise that Agnes Wigan
was a woman who genuinely enjoyed all the taskschvikiept a house
looking immaculate.

Emerald's great interest was clothes. It was bytim@ng that the exhibits
in the Foulger Museum included a wedding dress @aabline lured her
inside the place.

Once there, Emerald found it more interesting tehe had expected.
Indeed, it was she who noticed the framed dectaraif marriage made by
a Nantucket Quaker, Barzillai Macy.

'Have you seen this, Caroline?' She read it alttriends, | take this my
friend Mary Hussy to be my wife, promising throwljfine assistance to be
unto her a loving and faithful husband until it #hdease the Lord by death
to separate usThat's nice, isn't it?'

'Yes,' said Caroline hollowly.
The girl's tone, and her dreamy expression, sesttaap pang of misery

through her. How long would it be before Hawk waaking the same kind
of promise to Emerald?



Although from what she had heard, Nantucket summversen't always dry
and sunny, that June the weather was perfect.

Emerald spent a lot of time sunbathing in the nuplen the walk where,
lying on a towel-covered air-bed, she could toasrye inch of herself
without being seen.

Sometimes Caroline joined her up there. Less ubitdd than Emerald, she
didn't shed her bikini, partly because, if the pélene rang, it would be she
who dashed down to answer it, and partly becaudieitt cover much of
her anyway.

One afternoon, while Mrs Wigan was resting in hedroom and the two
girls were basking on the walk, Caroline asked estjan which had been
on her mind for some time.

‘That day you came here by yourself, Emmy; did yotice Hawk or did he
notice you?'

'He noticed me. | was looking in a shop window. tdpped me on the
shoulder and said, "It's Emerald Wigan, isn't itRafVare you doing here?™
She rolled from her front to her back and sat uagpply some more olil. ‘It
was clever of him to recognise me, because wheweve on the cruise |
had my hair down to my shoulders and | wasn't usgmgna then.’

Caroline had hoped for a different answer, anditter which Emerald had
added made her feel doubly depressed.

'If we're going to have dinner at the Chanticlées tveekend, | shall need a
new dress,’ Emerald went on. 'Will you help me &®oone, Caroline?
Hawk was talking about you one day, and he saidnagalivery good taste.’

The reported compliment gave Caroline no pleasueeause it was not
hard to guess the motive behind it.

'How kind of him,' she said dryly.



Emerald dribbled some oil on her thighs and begasptead it with her
fingertips. Watching her, Caroline realised that lttng, pointed, pearl-pink
nails were now the same length as her own andgqzhwith natural varnish.

'Have you got a serious boy-friend in England?' Eatdeasked her.

She had already told Caroline all about her Ioleg &s she called it. But this
was the first time she had asked about Carolieégionships with men.

'No.'
To avoid further questions, Caroline scrambledeofiet.
'It's time | made your mother's tea and toast.'

The Chanticleer at 'Sconsett was said to be Naatisckest restaurant.
Having heard that President Nixon and his entouhegkdined there in
1980, Mrs Wigan had booked a table for a partypétude Hawk and Todd.

In spite of her belief that Hawk had his eye on daughter, she didn't
discourage the younger man from helping Emeraltl twér sketching. No
doubt she could tell he was more interested in IPexo

Helping Emerald to find a dress in keeping with tieev, more understated
image she seemed to be striving to attain waskavtagch, had her own
feelings not been involved, Caroline would haveoged.

They had been to half a dozen shops, and Emeraldrieal on at least
twenty styles—some of which pleased her but woulat please
Hawk—abefore Caroline spotted a very plain cottoasdr the colour of
amontillado sherry.

There's nothing much to that,” said Emerald, wharolhe took it off the
rail.

'‘But the colour will be wonderful with your tan, cathe most successful
dresses hardly ever do look stunning on a hangar.have to try them on.’



Somewhat reluctantly, Emerald retreated into thendg- room while
Caroline said to the assistant, 'l think it willegea gold belt. Perhaps you
have one on another dress which we could try fieice?*

'It's not bad ... | think I like it,’ said Emeralgifew minutes later when, with
a gold kid belt produced by the saleswoman, shieeld@t the effect in the
showroom mirror. 'What do you think?'

You look lovely, Emmy,' said Caroline.

She meant it. The expensive simplicity of the séiiyte halter and swingy
skirt, with slit pockets in the seams of the sligldathered centre front
panel, did far more for Emerald's figure than theve-everything styles of
her existing wardrobe.

Hawk should have returned that evening, but telaptdo say he would be
delayed. As Caroline was busy in the kitchen whenchlled, Emerald
answered the telephone.

'He'll be back before lunch tomorrow," she repqradtér talking to him for
Six or seven minutes.

When Todd called, the following morning, Carolinasaarranging flowers.
The others were out, having their hair done.

He didn't knock but, knowing the door would be whied if she were at
home, opened it and called, 'Hi! It's me. Anyoneuad?’

Busy with her flowers, she called back, 'I'm in galour.’

When he appeared in the doorway, she saw he wagingama parcel,
attractively gift-wrapped.

'Oh, Todd—not another present!" she exclaimededsanded it to her.

"This one is an advance on Christmas,' he saiti, aviimile.



It looked as if it might be another book, but aaflar and slimmer volume
than the one he had given her before. However,hastgok off the
wrapping, the present was revealed as a photognagrin expensive leather
frame.

It was a photograph of the head and shoulderyofiag man—not a studio
portrait but an enlargement of an outdoor snapshadbireeze had been
ruffling his hair at the moment he grinned at taenera. Fair hair, bleached
by the sun which had given him his tan. High cheelds. White teeth. A
cleft chin. A face she had never seen before butlwkhe recognised
instantly because it was so like her own.

Tears sprang to her eyes and her throat tightelgdfathet' she said, in a
husky whisper.

As, in an instinctive gesture, she held the fragearest her heart, embracing
the likeness of the man who had given her lifeHad never seen her, Todd
put his arms gently round her.

It seemed only a comforting gesture at a deeplytemal moment. She

accepted it as such, unable to put into words hawhnit meant to her to

have this longed-for memento of her other paréwt,one she most closely
resembled both in looks and in temperament.

For some moments, while she strove not to shetétdrs which pricked her
closed eyelids, Todd's hands moved over her bacidetly patting and
stroking, as if she were an upset child. Gradutilly uprush of emotion
subsided, and Caroline began to recover her comroaherself. It was
then, as her wet lashes lifted and she essayedhaltvus smile, that he bent
to kiss her lightly on the cheek.

This gesture also she accepted submissively, herfeelings being far
removed from any awareness of Todd as a man. Heawv#sat moment, a
friend towards whom she felt a deep gratitude.

When, with startling suddenness, he pulled herrsgdim and began to
kiss her on the mouth, she was caught completélguaird.



Before she had a chance to break free, the dooeoeEnd someone walked
in on them. As suddenly as he had pressed his nowethhers, Todd raised
his head and released her.

The photograph still clasped to her chest, Cardlineed her head and met
Hawk's unreadable gaze.

'Excuse me." He turned and walked out, closingltiee behind him.

With a smothered cry of dismay she started to ¥oliam, then checked. In a
swift revulsion of feeling, the look which she tethupon Todd was now
full of reproach for putting her in a false positio

‘Caroline, I--" He broke off. Whatever he had baéout to say remained
unspoken as he turned away towards the window.

Longing to run after Hawk and explain that whathlael seen had not been
what it must have seemed, she knew that she cautdmbuld be too much
of a give-away; and what did it matter to him whshe kissed or who
kissed her?

Lowering the photograph to look again at her fatheheerful young
face—he looked about nineteen or twenty, and lmgstith health angbie
de vivre—she asked, 'How in the world did you get holdhi$?'

‘The same guy who helped me to check out Hawkdrader me. I've also

got a whole lot of clippings about the accident] #ime nice things people
said about your father, which | thought you wouke to have. They include
various pictures of him, but it was a lucky chaticat one of the papers
which carried the story still had that photographfite and my friend was

able to borrow it and have it copied.’

'l don't know how to thank you, Todd. It's a worfdepresent. | can't tell
you how much | appreciate your going to so muchlle to get it for me.’



'l would go to a lot more trouble than that to glegou,’ he said, with
emphasis.

But to her relief he didn't attempt another embracel a few minutes later
Emerald and Mrs Wigan returned.

Her mother, the two men and Caroline were alreadyny drinks in the

parlour when Emerald made her entrance that eveBing was wearing a
great deal less make-up, and her only jewellery tivaginy gold lightship

basket pendant she had bought on her first dagjperskand. Even her new
gold sandals had less stilt-like heels than heersthenabling her to move
more gracefully. It was clear now she had the ga@kno become a

strikingly lovely woman, and both men expressedrthpproval in terms

which made her blush with pleasure.

Later, when Todd was assisting Mrs Wigan to inkertbulk into the taxi,
and Hawk was locking the front door, Emerald hadhance to whisper to
Caroline, 'l should never have chosen this dregsufhadn't come with me.
Did you hear what he said?'

Caroline smiled and nodded. She had heard Hawkiplamentary remarks
and read the approval in his eyes as they appr&isettald's new look.

Neither Todd's little car nor the taxi being lagy@ugh to carry the whole
party, Todd and Caroline followed behind.

'‘By the way, | shan't be going back to New YorkManday morning,' he
told her, as they set off behind the cab. 'I'm acation for two weeks. | was
going out to the west coast to stay with my sist€alifornia, but | changed
my mind.'

She felt him glance meaningly at her, but she posd not to notice,
saying, 'Whereabouts in California does your sistef?'

'In Carmel.'



By questioning him about California, she manageke&p the conversation
off personal subjects until they arrived at 'Sctinse

On fine summer nights the dining area at the Chkeatr was a courtyard
surrounded by rose-covered trellises. A round tableé been reserved for
them. The maitre d'hotel drew out a chair for Mrigy&vi, who then pointed
out where she wanted the others to sit.

Caroline realised at once that she had made akajgtatting Emerald next
to Todd and Caroline next to Hawk. As the two mesved round the table
to draw out chairs for the girls, she took the nagt to Todd. It might give

him the wrong impression, but at least Emerald @d@ where she wanted
to Be—and where her mother wanted her.

The cuisine was mainly French, classic and nouyelieh some New
England dishes. They all began with smoked fisteravhich both the men
had Nantucket rabbit cooked with mushrooms and standi sauce, and the
women had duckling with apple.

During dinner the conversation turned to the raoenfNewport to Lisbon,
now only a short time ahead.

Emerald said, 'Hawk was telling us on the way lieaéthere's going to be a
Captains' Ball the night before the race, Carolieuld you like to go? |
should." Without waiting for Caroline's answer sinmed away. "You could
get tickets for us, couldn't you, Hawk?'

‘Tickets, yes, but what about partners?' he askitld a teasing smile.

She laughed. 'What's wrong with you and Todd? Yaulcccome too. Mum.
You'd like Newport. It's where all those famous limiaires like the
Vanderbilts used to live. Don't you remember tluly lim Palm Beach telling
us? She used to go there for the summer. Supes sboghe said.'

After a couple of drinks, Mrs Wigan tended to reveithe Yorkshire dialect
of her youth. Her round face lit up. 'Aye, and ¥hathere Jackie Onassis
were wed, the first time. Is it far from here, H&vkilow would we get
there?'



'From the Cape it's no distance—maybe a couplewifsh You could hire a
car at Hyannis."'

'We don't drive,’ said Mrs Wigan.
‘Caroline does,' put in Todd.

To her dismay, she found herself being involved jplan to spend several
days at Newport. When, in an effort to extricataskd from these
arrangements, she suggested hiring a chauffeuekhasva car, Mrs Wigan
dismissed the idea as a waste of money.

'‘And if there was one thing my Albie couldn't staitdvas waste," she said
firmly. 'No, love, you can shut up the house anthe@and enjoy yourself
with us.'

'We'll bothneed new dresses for a ball,’ said Emerald exgit&flill you
still be on holiday then, Todd?"

‘No, but it makes no difference. It's easy to fetre¢ from New York,' he
assured her.

A few days after the dinner party at the Chanticl€aroline was taking
Mrs Wigan's early morning tea to her when she matvkd coming
downstairs.

He stood aside to let her come past. As she didessaid, 'Are you avoiding
me, Caroline?'

'‘Avoiding you? No! Why should I?' she replied, walshow of amazement
at such a strange question.

'If you're not, how about coming sailing this magf?’
This time she was genuinely surprised. What deuviause was he playing?

Keeping the Wigans on tenterhooks, perhaps? laomeed not look to her
to be the pawn in his gambit.



‘Thank you, but I'm afraid I'm too busy this momnirshe said, continuing
on her way.

Mrs Wigan was sitting up in bed, a pink net over tbllers which she put in
her hair every night. Caroline Wondered how shddctear to sleep in
them, and if she had gone to bed in them when MyaWiwas alive.

She remembered Nannie telling Rob that before bpgsed to a girl he
should take a close look at her mother whom shddnmeisure to resemble
in thirty years' time. Perhaps that was not always, although it seemed
more than likely in Emerald's case. Had Hawk esekéd at Mrs Wigan in
that light? she wondered.

His own looks were the kind which wore well. Hissgr, thick hair might go
grey but probably wouldn't recede; and, at an agermmany men were
already in physical decline, his body was stiln@ad hard.

'Do you know something, love?' said Mrs Wigan, asoline placed the tray
on her bedside table. 'I've felt more myself sihabeen here, and | reckon
it's because you've let me help you in the housendt cut out to be a lady
of leisure, as they say. | need something to dind@elle doesn't suit me.

Now why don't you give me a treat and let me cdukrheal this evening?
I'm in the mood to make Albie's favourite steak &itthey pudding, and |

know Hawk and Todd would enjoy it—men always do.'

'‘AH right, if you really want to. Why not?' said @éne, smiling.

Privately, she thought Albie's favourite ratherdgjp for a warm summer
evening, but she had suspected for some time thatthad ailed Mrs Wigan
had been not having a home of her own. Luxuriontetehouses with staff
to run them might be some people's idea of heawe#n/Agnes Wigan was
essentially a home-maker. Deprived of the tasks estjeyed, she felt
aimless and unhappy.

As it happened, during the day the sky clouded.dgmid-afternoon the
town's trees and hedges were being refreshed byapbur which brought
a marked drop in the temperature. Rain was stidashing down the



window-panes when Mrs Wigan served her steak addek pudding,
followed by apple pie and cream.

'Main Street was like a stream when we came baxk ffodd's place,’ said
Emerald. She had spent the afternoon with him rngpailesson in the use of
oil paints.

Although he was nice to Mrs Wigan about her cookitgwk's mood that

evening was tinged with irritability. Perhaps hdrdi approve of Emerald
spending so much of her time with Todd, or perhtdgesreason for his
barely concealed ill humour was that he knew henbtgbe in Baltimore,

attending to the final arrangements for his shpg@ssage from there to
Newport.

Caroline, who had spent the afternoon reading ilbbdroom, knew that he
had spent much of the afternoon on the telephorm® Neé had been calling,
and why, she had no idea. But it must have cosbod geal of money.

When Mrs Wigan had called her down to have tea faeshly-baked
parkin—a Yorkshire cookie made from oatmeal, butsyrup, ground
ginger and allspice—Hawk had said he would giveolda® a cheque to
cover the cost of his calls.

As soon as Todd had left the house, Caroline webéd. Like all the other
bedroom doors, hers had a lock on it now— not shatever used it—and
the walk-in closet in the corner of her room ha@&rbeonverted into a
compact bathroom.

Before she was ready for bed, she heard Mrs Wigamlys climbing the
stairs, leaving Emerald alone with Hawk. Surprigmg was only a short
time later that she heard their voices on thecsiae.

She was trying to concentrate on the final chamtekéoby Dickwhen there
was a light tap on her door. Assuming it was Entemltside, she said,
'‘Come in.’

To her astonishment, it was Hawk who entered, itpshe door quietly
behind him. He was still dressed.



Caroline stiffened. 'What do you want?'
‘To talk to you alone, which seems impossible dytire day.'

He sat down on the edge of the bed and, removmgabk from her hands,
put it with others on the night table.

'What does Todd mean to you, Caroline?"

'He's a friend.’

'Nothing more? Are you sure of that?'

‘Certainly I'm sure.'

'Would you count me as a friend?"

Uncertain where this was leading, she said caufipi¥es ... | suppose so.'
'You can't give an unqualified yes?"

Something in his manner made her nervous. 'Yedl .right ... yes,' she
amended.

'In that case | claim the same privileges you aliewur other friends,' he
said smoothly.

The next instant she was in his arms, her headldzekt, her protesting lips
crushed beneath his.

For a moment or two she tried to fight him. It wagwossible. Not only
because he was much stronger, but because herayrréfused to resist
what her senses had craved since his last kish.aNiincoherent sound, she
surrendered to his arms and mouth.

A long time later he said, 'Now perhaps you wolke ko explain why |
came back to find you in Todd's arms.’



'lwasn't ... at least, it wasn't the way it mayénbboked when you walked in
on us. He'd just given me a photograph of my fathiemwas such a
shock—though a lovely one—that | almost burst tei@rs. Todd had been
patting my back. Then, quite unexpectedly, he kisse. That's all there
was toit. .. truly.'

As she finished explaining about Todd, she remeathEmerald.* Emerald
whom—such was the sorcery of his kisses—her mindl danveniently

blanked out during that wild blaze of passion whhetd flared up between
them.

Hawk said, 'Okay. I'll take your word for it. BubWw come I've been getting
the cold shoulder?’

At that moment, with his arms round her and her awns round his strong
neck, the answer seemed ridiculous. She knew, utithaving to be told,
that he wouldn't have come to her bedroom and dikse in that famished
way if Emerald was part of his life-plan.

‘Tell me something first, she murmured. 'Why, fteehaving so
outrageously at the beginning, did you suddenlg #tding with me? That
day we went sailing | expected you to kiss me adaunh you didn't.’

Hawk tilted her face up to his. 'For the first tilnemy life | was serious. |
wanted to make sure we could be friends as weibwaers. But from that
point on you became less and less friendly. WhyolZee?"

She moved his hand from her chin and hid her fgegnat his shoulder.

'l was jealous of Emerald.’

'Of Emerald! For God's sake—why?' He made her Ilgokt him again.

'She told me the first time | met her that she giaut was fate .. . meeting
you again.’

"You took that seriously? | can't believe it! Ifiyasked her now she'd say it
was fate meeting Todd. She has a crush on him htwught you'd seen



that for yourself, and it was the reason you sdtvéen them at the
Chanticleer.’

'Oh, no. | swopped seats because | thought youshee' She let that
statement trail, but added, 'Mrs Wigan thinks yantEmerald.'

‘Then Mrs Wigan is a fool. Her daughter is not oygars too young for me,
we have less than nothing in common. If you weadojes of Emerald, you
can't be as bright as | thought you were,' he saiddly.

"You were jealous of Todd," she reminded him.

'With reason. He's a good-looking, interesting gino's in love with you.
What does Emerald have to appeal to me ... apart frer mother's steak
and kidney pudding'—with a hint of a smile.

'She's very pretty . .. and very rich,' said Camnli

As she felt him tense, she knew she had said thegrhing.

'"You believed that her money—her father's money—uld/anterest me?”
Suddenly his mouth was as grimly compressed asa®aftarbuck'’s.

'Hawk, please don't be angry. | admit ... for alevhi. | did think that.
Especially when Emerald's mother--'

She broke off as he withdrew his arms and rose ffenbed.

'If you thought that, Caroline,' he said coldlyuydidn't begin to trust me. If
you don't trust me now, you won't later.’

She searched for words to defend herself and foone.
After a pause, he said, 'One of the hazards foo#fioer on a cruise ship is

a certain type of female passenger who leavesntabiiions ashore. To
cope with women of that



type—and they have to be handled with tact—is aiffienough. To have
to deal with jealousy in private would be too much.

'‘But | shouldn't be jealous in those circumstan¥est don't understand. I--'

He cut her short. 'With rare exceptions, my encexsnvith women haven't
given me too high an opinion of them. | thought yeere different. A

mature, intelligent girl who could cope with lifeithout tranquillisers or

therapy. A beautiful girl who, somehow, hadn't slEound. A girl with the

character and courage to insist on keeping thiséethen | wanted to sell
it." He paused and his vivid blue eyes held a castipbleak look. "You were
someone | didn't think existed—or not for me. Buseems my feelings
weren't mutual.' His mouth curled into a sneerittébself-mockery. 'While

| was putting you on a pedestal, you were writing off as a prize--' He bit
off the word he had been going to say and substititrat.’

He moved to the door and, with his hand on thén|ataid, 'If our instincts
about each other ran counter to that extent, tdloimk there's much future
for us. | would have staked my life on your intégriClearly you didn't

think | even knew the word.'

He walked out of the room.

Caroline's first sight oDamaris was from the terrace of Hammersmith
Farm, overlooking the passage from Rhode. Islanch&mto Narragansett
Bay and Newport harbour.

She and Mrs Wigan and some other people were \gddira guided tour of

the interior of the house, when someone said, "Olook at that!" and she
roused from her unhappy thoughts, and turned tbdut what had caused
the admiring exclamation.

What she saw made her draw in her breath. Glidnagejully over the
expanse of shimmering blue water on the far sida@split-railed paddock
below the terrace was a four-masted, white-hulleding ship of such



heart-wrenching beauty that even the most garrulowssts fell silent and
stared at her in wonder.

Some time earlier the ferry to Block Island hadhsted past, the noise of
her engines making the flagstones vibrate.

But Damaris—and Caroline knew instinctively that this lovelyssel had to
be Hawk's beloved barque, and that he was somewbereboard
her—passed with no sound, propelled by the sansé tbeceze which was
pushing some cottonwool clouds across the hotskyly

She had neither seen nor heard from him sinceitfie he had walked out
of her bedroom. But he had written to Mrs Wigarglesing tickets for the
Ball, and telling her he had arranged accommodatownthem at the
Sheraton-Islander Inn on Goat Island in Newporbabar.

This had turned out to be a luxurious two-bedroartesin a motor hotel
where the facilities included a saltwater pool aadna as well as a heated
indoor pool Jt was many times more expensive tl@nnbotels where
Caroline had stayed on her trip from Boston to HhysnBut as Newport
was packed with yachting enthusiasts, she wasisatphe had been able to
get them in anywhere.

Mrs Wigan, who had been looking round the sunkedeya came back to
where she was sitting.

‘That's Hawk's boat going past, love.’
'l guessed it was.'

A woman came out of the house and introduced Heasetheir guide.
Reluctantly, for she would have preferred to ren@itside, watching the
barque, Caroline followed Mrs Wigan into the spasidiallway of the
rambling twenty-eight- room ‘cottage' which had ebeen the home of a
girl called Jacqueline Bouvier.

The day before they had visited four of the grdahe mansions built
around the turn of the century for men of unimagleavealth, most of



whom had lived in them only for a few weeks in suennBy the previous
evening Caroline had had a surfeit of marble, ewosntapestries, old
master paintings and ornate, gilded furniture.

But Hammersmith Farm was nothing like the millioeal palaces.
Although built in 1887, it had none of the oppressgrandeur of the
Vanderbilts' houses. Here, although many of theislings were antique,
the atmosphere was one of modern comfort. It megisily have been a
country house in England.

As the tour group paused in the white-painted dirmom for their guide to
point out the Regency chandelier and explain thatdentre panel of'the
large bay window was electrically operated, Camlimas able to catch
another glimpse dbamaris.

Since Hawk had returned to Baltimore, early the nmmy after his
chastening indictment, she had not had a momesdisegpof mind. At first
she had thought him unjust. Now she knew he had bgkt to upbraid her.
Trust was part of love—or it should be. But so ¥agiveness. If he loved
her—and he hadn't actually committed himself ort gwnt, although he
had seemed to imply it—surely, by now, he wouldehbgen in touch with
her?

The tour group moved through a compact, up-to-kiatben and climbed a
narrow back staircase leading up to the bedroorhg. tWo rooms of
greatest interest were those of the teenage gid héd subsequently
become First Lady; and the bedroom of her mothdrsaepfather, Mr and
Mrs Hugh Auchincloss, where, later, as wife of Bresident, she and her
husband had slept when Hammersmith Farm had beaosoenmer-time
White House.

Here, two single beds were covered with quiltedspeehds of the same
pretty flowery chintz applied to the wall behinctth.

'Poor thing ... if she'd known what would happeviiispered Mrs Wigan
lugubriously, as she waited her turn for a glimpdethe adjoining
bathroom.



The last room they were shown was the Deck Roohuge room with a
high beamed ceiling, wide sea views—which no longecluded
Damaris—and a grand piano.

The guide pointed out the stuffed pelican suspeifrdea the ceiling which,

becoming entangled in Mr Auchincloss's fishing Jlinad drowned before it
could be rescued. There was also a stuffed pheadach, flying against

one of the windows, had broken its neck. He hadnetructions in his will

that it was to remain in the room it had seemedrsoous to enter.

"You should have come with us, Emmy. You missedeat{ said Mrs
Wigan, when they returned to their suite. She begatescribe the house,
while Caroline went to the window and lookedmaris, now lying at
anchor with her sails furled.

She was wondering if they would see anything of Klaefore the Ball the

next night, when someone pressed the buzzer, andmdned the door to
find a young man in a spruce white uniform standiogside. She knew
instantly that he must be one of Hawk's junioragffs and her heart leapt
with hope.

But he brought no message for her. His errand wasé Mrs Wigan.
'‘Captain Lowell sends his compliments, ma'am, amchdpes you three

ladies will join him for dinner on board. I'll conwerer and fetch you in the
launch at seven-thirty, if that's convenient?'

Hawk was waiting at the head of the gangway laddieen the tender
brought them alongside.

'Welcome aboard, ma'am.'" He smiled down at Mrs Wigs, draped in
purple nylon chiffon, she reached the top of tiuel&.

"You look very pretty tonight, Emmy.' Again a smiteeased his lean
cheeks.



Only when Caroline stepped aboard was his welcoar&edly formal, as if
he were greeting a stranger.

Seeing him in his Naval-style mess dress, it disimprise her that women
threw themselves at him. Later, in a large saloetwben decks, where
drinks were being served before dinner, she save ith@n one glamorous
woman smiling alluringly at him as he circulatedaag the fifty or sixty
people who had been invited to dine on board.

At dinner Caroline found herself next to the Fitdficer. He told her that
the young people—qirls as well as boys—who weragawoo help sail the
ship to Europe were having a seafood buffet suppeleck before going to
the local discos.

He was an interesting man who kept up an easydlfosenversation, as did
her other neighbour. But from time to time she dowbt help letting her
glance stray to the Captain's table and the ddndyzed face of the man
who never once glanced in her direction.

After dinner groups of people were shown the maggitt staterooms built
for the opera singer and her friends. Then theygamtinued with some of
the guests strolling about on deck and othersngitin the comfortably
furnished library and smoking and writing rooms.

Had it not been for Caroline's secret heartachegutid have been a magical
evening. Now that it was dark, the barque's masgiging and spars were lit
up with strings of white lights. With the lightsoin the waterfront where
several of the wharves had been extensively reedvato shopping and
restaurant complexes, and also the lights fronrmtaery cruisers and yachts
which had come to see the tall ships, Newport harpoesented a dazzling
scene.

When, an hour after dinner, Hawk had made no attéorgeek her out, she
knew there was going to be no chance of even anesds in private with
him. Yet she knew that, if he had wished to, hela¢ddwave contrived to
neglect his duties as host for a short time. Shefarged to conclude that he
felt they had nothing more to say to each other.



Somehow, when the time came to say goodnight, slveaged to hide her
pain behind a social mask.

‘Thank you for a pleasant evening, Captain." Deditedy, she was even
more formal than he had been when he greeted her.

'I'm glad you enjoyed it." His handclasp was firat brief.

As she descended the ladder, and the junior offiedped her into the
tender, it was almost impossible to believe thatrttan she had just shaken
hands with had ever held her in his arms.

It was almost one o'clock in the morning when tigats festooning the
barque were switched off, except for her ridindntgy

From where Caroline sat by her bedroom window, héd still see the
towering masts—one hundred and ninety feet tadl,ieight of the tallest
white pines, so the First Officer had told her—ahd lighted portholes
which indicated that, although the last batch ofingsters had returned
aboard at half past twelve, it would be some tineéole everyone on
Damariswas asleep.

It was past one, and she was still hunched in tiaér,cwatching the ship
which meant so much to him, when a movement on decght her eye. As
she watched, a man in a white shirt came to thdeded rail and stood
there, looking in the direction of the Inn.

It was difficult to be sure at such a distance, $he¢ was almost certain it
was Hawk. For a long time—more than a quarter ohanr—he stayed

there, as still as a statue. Then he turned awdyd&appeared, leaving
Caroline to climb into bed, feeling a little moregeful that he might not be
obdurate for ever.



Until she woke up the next morning, it had beenihtntion to go to the
Ball in a long black skirt borrowed from Emeralddaa white silk shirt of
her own. However, while accompanying Emerald on $earch for a
suitable long dress on the afternoon of their atyighe had seen one she
would have liked for herself, had it not been ajustifiable extravagance.

This morning nothing which might make Hawk softewards her seemed
unjustifiable. She was waiting outside the shopmihepened. To her relief
the dress was still there; a drop-dead ankle-lesg#mise of olive green
silk chiffon given impact by a belt of bright turgjge ribbons, stitched
together round the waist and then fluttering lotmsthe hem.

'It's a copy of an Oscar de la Renta,’ the salesamotald her. 'It looks
wonderful on you.'

Caroline smiled, knowing it did. After signing theeveral travellers'
cheques needed to pay for it, she spent the rélse ahorning searching for
sandals and a purse. Might as well go the whole $tegjthought recklessly.

About an hour before the Ball was due to begin,dladived at the Inn,
wearing a white dinner jacket and accompanied &ir tuite by a waiter
with a bottle of champagne on ice which Todd hadkord by telephone
from the downtown hotel where he was staying.

From the way Emerald's face lit up when he entéhed sitting-room,
Caroline knew that Hawk had been right in thinkihgt it wasn't only
Todd's help with her painting she wanted.

Although she looked very pretty in a strapless,dabrbodice dress of pale
peach taffeta with a tiered skirt shading to degicat at the hem, it was
Caroline to whom he said, 'You look fabulous.’

In 1982 the Captains' Ball had been held at Rd§ezlmansion famous for
its heart-shaped staircase, built eight.

years earlier for Mrs Herman Oelrrchs whose fatfagl made his fortune in
the California Gold Rush. This year it was beinddhat The Elms, a
chateau-style house which had narrowly escaped lde@moby a land



development firm from whom it had been saved byRteservation Society
of Newport County.

Todd drove the car they had hired up to the palatikance and, after they
had climbed out, drove away to find somewhere t&.p&ss they entered the
foyer and handed over their tickets, the youngceffiwho had been in
charge of the tender the night before came dowrstiies from the inner
hall, making a beeline for Emerald and, with hertlmeds permission,
sweeping her off to be among the first on the ddloce.

'‘By the way, love,' said Mrs Wigan, as they stiHerough the great house,
admiring the superb flower arrangements, 'l've bmeaning to say that, if
you should want to go back to England unexpectegiy, needn't worry
about leaving me and Emmy by ourselves. To telltheuruth, | feel better
with some housework and cooking to occupy me. bincat out to be idle,
and that's a fact. So if you want to go home aredyg®ir mum, you go
ahead.’

‘Thank you, but | wasn't planning to go home untixt winter," said
Caroline.

'‘No, maybe not, but you never know what might carpe Life is full of
surprises,' the older woman said sagely. 'Ah, thédawk and one of his
officers. Let's go and say good evening to them.'

Caroline would have preferred to have left it te then to approach them,
but she was obliged to follow Mrs Wigan to whereyttwere standing.
When he saw her, she thought she detected a flafkearmth in Hawk's
eyes. But it was his subordinate who asked heatzel

From then on she was seldom off the floor. Alldfisccers—except the two
whose wives were present—wanted to dance withlharas from one of
them that she learned that Hawk never danced.

‘Although I'm sure he regrets it tonight," he addelfiantly.



To be so much in demand would have been flatteifirghe had been
heart-free. But when there was only one man whoss ahe longed to feel
round her, the attention of the others meant ngthin

After dancing almost non-stop for more than an hebe was glad when
Todd suggested a stroll round the garden.

At first he made casual small-talk. Then, suddehé/said, 'Caroline, I've

tried to convince myself that you and | had a fettogether. Now | know

that isn't to be. You're in love with Hawk, argyou? You have been since
you first met him.'

She gave him a startled glance; her first thougiridpto deny it. Then, with
a slight shrug, she nodded. 'Perhaps not quite freenfirst, but almost.
Stupid of me, isn't it?"'

'l thought so at the beginning. | was as jealousedls he admitted. 'When |
told you those things about him, | was hoping ituldoput you off him.

What | didn't tell you was the big thing in his éar. Not that you would
think it important—you're not that kind of girl.'

‘The thing in his favour?' she queried.

You'll find it out pretty soon—when whatever isomg between the two of
you is straightened out. He's crazy about you, e&roWhen you aren't
looking at him, he looks as if he could eat youdAvhen he isn't looking at
you, you look at him the same way. Emmy sees ittaas her mother. What
none of us can understand is what's keeping you getting together?'

'What do you mean ... Emmy sees it?"

He said, 'l think when she first arrived here, Isaé a yen for him herself. At
least that's the way shead felt when they took that cruise on his ship. It
took her a while to realise she'd grown out of gaatier crush. She sees now
that he's a lot too old for her, and she's natall keen on his life-style. But
her mother knew that right away. There are no tiesld Mrs Wigan. She's
been giving me hints for some time that | shoutgéo about you. In fact the
other day she came right out with it and said sketvn that Hawk was in



love with you from the day he went over to the Cape fixed up their visit
to Nantucket.'

Stunned by the realisation of her total misundeditey of Mrs Wigan's
remark on the day of her arrival, Caroline gazelimtin silence.

'Whatis the problem between you and Hawk;' he askedgehtlgn't feel it
can be me. | don't think he rates me a rival.'

Caroline pulled herself together. 'l think he mayé, at one time. But what
has gone wrong—and | don't think it can be puttrgis that | ... |
accused him of being after Emerald's money.'

'l put that idea in your head. At the time, yourdichgree. The irony is--'
Todd stopped short.

‘The irony is?' she prompted him.

'‘Never mind that now. Look, why don't you go anatifhim right now and
try to straighten things out? I'm sure he'll meet yalf way. If he really
cares for you, he will. All you have to do is gikien a lead. That's not too
much to ask in these days of women'’s liberatioit?is

'No ... | guess not," she answered doubtfully,ihgrher head towards the
lights of the house.

He gave her a gentle push. 'There's no time likgthsent.’

For a moment longer she lingered. But only to Saydd, you're such a nice
man. | hope it won't be too long before you findthe right person.’

'l hope not, too," he said wryly. 'Off you go and good luck!
With an uncertain smile, she left him, walking slpwat first, then more

quickly. Half way across the lawn she picked upsiart and began to run,
suddenly feverishly impatient to put Todd's conwictto the test.



At first Hawk seemed to have disappeared. She cmildee him anywhere.
Yet, if not the tallest man present, he was talbugih to be easily
distinguished in a crowd.

When it seemed that he must be outside, she casight of his
broad-shouldered back and hurried towards him, tmlge stricken with
nervousness when she was a few steps away.

He was Conversing in German with two other unifanmaen; one a
grey-haired man in his sixties with four gold rings his sleeves and a row
of medal ribbons on his chest, and a younger mayse/iniform indicated
that he was from a different ship.

Reluctant to disturb what seemed a serious conv@ansather than social
platitudes, Caroline hovered behind him, her eydisrwell-brushed dark
head.

Let Todd and the others be right ... please letthee right,she prayed
silently.

The younger officer noticed her. He said somethmglawk which made
him swing round to face her.

'Did you wish to speak to me, Caroline?’

His blue eyes were cool, his tone crisp. She flinust be annoyed by the
interruption.

As she stood there, tongue-tied, paralysed by maremnbarrassment, the
younger man said something else. The two officepsad away, leaving

Hawk and her alone—to the extent that none of teple nearby was

paying any attention to them.

He lifted a questioning eyebrow. 'What is it? Igtamg wrong?'

She shook her head. "There's something I'd lildisiouss with you. Could
we walk in the garden?’



'By all means.’

Perhaps because he had been with two Europeans whasners were
sometimes more formal than those of the EnglishtaedAmericans, he
gave a slight bow of assent and offered her hgedaforearm.

Slipping her arm inside his, she laid her hand isnskeeve, but so lightly
she could scarcely feel the muscular strength likeriea white barathea.

As they made their way through the throng of wed#ssed men and
women, she still had no idea how to give him tredleecommended by
Todd. Liberated she might be, but not liberatedughdo say boldly, | love
you: do you love me? That must remain his preregatYet there must be
something which would be tantamount to | love yBut what?

As they stepped into the garden, Hawk asked, "Wshiatyou want to talk
about, Caroline?'

Although his tone was a shade less forbidding thefore, it was still
anything but encouraging. For a moment her mindt\wkamk. She couldn't
think what to reply. And then, as if it were somee@fse speaking, she heard
herself saying, 'l should like to sail with you torrow. | feel it would be an
experience | should remember all my life, and th&y be the only chance
to cross the Atlantic on a windjammer. Is that gae® Could you find
room for me?'

There was a very long pause during which she wathdrer arm and braced
herself to accept a crushing rejection.

At last he said coolly, 'Yes, | imagine we mighttBvhat about Mrs Wigan
and Emerald? How are they to manage in your ab8&ence

' know Mrs Wigan wouldn't mind taking ovet the ning of the house, and
I'm sure Emerald wouldn't object. She has her pagrto keep her happy,
and her social life is beginning to snowball. | Widhink they would be
inconvenienced if | were away for the rest of thenmer.' She drew a deep
breath. 'To be honest with you, I'm beginning tander if |am cut out to



run a guesthouse. Or to settle down in Nantucksetalplace | shall always
love, but maybe it isnihy place.’

They were crossing the lawn in the direction of simken garden, their
shadows stretching ahead of them; his longer aagpshin outline than her
smaller, slighter silhouette, its edges blurredh®ysoftness of her hair and
the filmy material of her skirt.

He said nothing for such a long time that shedeliged to go on, 'l suppose
for a girl who isn't committed to a career— anddlise that I'm not—there
is no fixed, special place. She ... she has towrit she marries and then go
wherever her husband's work takes him.'

You'd better not let any feminists hear you taikiike that,' he said dryly.
'Every woman should be her own person, doing her inng, not tagging
along in a man's footsteps.'

Although he hadn't turned down her impromptu sutygesof sailing on
Damaristomorrow, the conversation was not going in threation she had
hoped for. She decided to take a leaf out of haklamd let his remark pass
in silence.

After a moment or two, he said, 'You realise wehhrgn into some "heavy
seas before we reach Lisbon? Even at this timeaf the Atlantic can be
rough.’

She nodded. 'I'll chance that.'

'How would you feel about sharing accommodation?’

'I don't mind that either.'

His hand fell on her bare shoulder, bringing hea tstandstill and turning
her towards him.

They were out of range of the golden lights of iemnsion.



Here, where they stood face to face, there wasmnlynlight and starlight,
and Hawk had his back to the moon so that his fe&® in shadow, his
expression unclear.

'Even if the quarters you had to share were mimeasked, in a harsh tone.

Without hesitation, she answered, 'That would miikkevoyage an even
more wonderful experience.'

His fingers tightened. 'Are you sure about thatihK learefully.’

She smiled, her eyes clear and trusting. 'I'm sure.

An instant later, regardless of who might be watghshe was locked in a
crushing embrace, being kissed with a fiercely pssise ardour to which

her whole being responded with joyful relief.

When, at last, Hawk raised his head, she was besathnd trembling—and
happier than she had ever been in her life.

'‘Unfortunately, you can't," he said huskily. 'Cahéare my quarters, | mean.’
'Why not?"

'‘Because there's no way we can be married beferate starts.’

'Does it matter? We can get married after the race.

‘That's what | have in mind. Meantime I'll stickioy cabin and you can
have one of the staterooms. | don't want your hawoey spoilt by not

having your husband's undivided attention, whiclgoghg to be next to
impossible during the race. So we'll do things alefashioned way. I'll

present myself to your family, and we'll have aitianal wedding from

their house, and then we'll go off somewhere qaiet have a month by
ourselves. How does that sound?"

'Wonderful! But will you be able to take a monthf?oMWhat about the
Mediterranean cruises?"



Although he still had both arms round her, his eanbrhad slackened. Now
he tucked her right arm through his left one, aegan to stroll back to the
house.

'My side-kick can take care of those.’

Caroline remembered something Todd had said e&8ler said, 'Todd says
there's something about you which | don't know. 8ibimg very much in
your favour, although I might not think so. Whatedde mean?'

'l think he must have found out that I'm not onlgd¢er oDamarisbut also
chairman and major shareholder of the company wbawhs her,"” Hawk
answered.

Twenty-four hours lateamariswas at sea with all sails set.

After dining in the ward-room with Hawk and the etlofficers who were
not on watch, Caroline had spent the rest of trenieg on deck. At this
early stage of the race all the Class A vesselpetimg—square-riggers of
more than a hundred and fifty tons and other sbifive hundred tons and
over—were still within sight of each other.

To port she could see the topsail schodlemn Sebastian de Elcamdhich
was Spain's contender, and the Norwegian training Ghristian Radich
with the figurehead of a woman under her bowspiat.starboard lay the
German naval barqu&orch Fockwith her eagle figurehead, and the
distinctive dark and light hull of the Italian NdsyAmerigo Vespucci.

They were such an extraordinary sight—like a glienpeto another
century—that she watched them entranced, with @a bw long she stood
with her elbows on the varnished rail and the ligteeze whipping her hair.

'Isn't it time you turned in?'



She glanced round to find Hawk standing close leehar, no longer in the
uniform he had worn earlier but wearing a plain ynaweater over an
open-necked shirt.

'I'm not tired . .. and they're so beautiful,’ shel dreamily.

'But not as beautiful aBamaris' he answered, with a smile in his voice.
'‘Come: I'll show you something special.’

Earlier, watching the crew and the trainees goioft,ashe had hoped he
would never expect her to climb the rigging. Shdrfiaa good head for
heights.

Now, when she realised he was going to take hepouhe bowsprit, she
felt a twinge of panic. It was only her desire tegse him in every possible
way which prevented her from drawing back; and derfidence that as
long as he was beside her no harm would come toAlso there was a
safety net rigged under the bowsprit so that ifoen@ydid miss their footing,
they wouldn't plunge into the sea directly in frofthe bows.

Lying out on the flying jib boom was a fantastiqpexence.

As well as the triangular staysails, the six gesdis on the foremast soared
skywards towards the stars. First the vast silestianless foresail; above

it, almost as large, the two topsails; above thém wpper and lower

topgallants and, finally, the royal, with behindiglimpse of the skysail at
the summit of the mainmast.

What surprised her was that none of these hugelsére of moonlit canvas
showed even a ripple of movement. They appeardaetoarved out of
alabaster, and yet she could feel their power dlfifosg the ship from the

water in a series of rhythmic upsurges.

'l understand now why you love her so much,' st paietly.

'‘But not as much as | love you," was his instaplyre



Several weeks later, on the evening of her weddayg Caroline sat on the
terrace outside one of the bedrooms at the Vila Aleges, re-reading a
letter written by Kiki Lawrence. It had been heldher New York lawyers
until Caroline had written to tell them of her inmang marriage and to ask
them to send her the jewelled love-knot which tegl had in their safe,
and which she wanted to wear on her wedding dress.

They had responded with a cable asking the nanteiohusband-to-be.
When told, they had written to Hawk informing hitrat Kiki had left him
the villa in France as a wedding present.

To Caroline they had sent the jewel, and an eneetogrked~or Caroline
Murray, if and when she becomes Mrs Hawkesworthellowlad this
circumstance not come about, the lawyers had estmicted to destroy the
letter unopened.

My darling Caroline Kiki had written,

If the day comes when you read this letter, my eltanish will have been
realised. You—the most beloved of all my ‘adopeahdchildren—will
have found the love of your life and the happinvesish, alas, | missed.

You were still in your teens when | first begamwtmder if in you, when you
were older, Hawk might find the girl who meant maoehim than his
adored Damaris.

Many times in the past few years | have been tehtptarrange for you to
meet each other. But | knew that, at twenty, evewenty-two, you were
still too young for him. | feel now that, to be the safe-side, | must wait
until you are twenty-five, by which time he wikalbe at the right age to
marry.

However, as | may not be here to supervise thatingean person, | have
devised a scheme to bring you together in my alesenc

As you will, by now, have discovered, you are het first , woman in
Hawk's life. Don't be jealous of your predecess@aoline. None of them
touched his heart. | am certain that, after yournage, your only rival will



be the beautiful sailing ship which, being very myour father's daughter,
you will soon come to love as much as Hawk does.

Looking back on my life, | realise that my loveBen, like that of most very
young girls, was based on illusion. | endowed hith wualities he did not
possess—but which his grandson does. Hawk, in Ppéace, would have
followed me to New York, or waited for me to rettorNantucket and to
him.

The letter endedt pleases me to think of the two of you sailiigpeer the
world together, with my house in France and Beteg@in Nantucket as
bases on land when you need them.

Caroline folded the paper and put it on the taldside her. Since their
arrival at the villa, she had had a shower and hwmiger going away clothes
and a couple of evening outfits. Her trousseau istets mainly of bikinis,
some pretty wisps of lingerie and the long loogeerof white voile trimmed
with old, hand-made lace which was all she was wgaat the moment.

She was waiting for Hawk to reappear, not havirendem since he had
gone off to shower in another of the vilja's maayhibooms.

It was cooler now than when they had landed at Hiqeort. A light breeze
was wafting the heavenly scent of white jasminbdn All the flowers in

the garden were white; white pelargoniums growim@mncient stone urns,
white hydrangeas, white lilies, and the waxy wistephanotis floribunda
which had been among the flowers in her bouquetvemdh, here in the
south of France, grew as a climber, its fragranealling that of the

jasmine.

Footsteps crossing the bedroom made her turn te sner husband as he
came to join her, bringing with him champagne alaggps.

‘The kitchen is full of good things to eat later bat | think for the moment
all we need is a glass or two of this to complatsunwinding process,' he
said.



Caroline murmured agreement, her eyes on his paerdwn torso. He
was wearing a dark brown bath towel wrapped rousthips. Like hers, his
feet were bare.

'Come and sit on the wall with me. You can't seesiha from that chair,' he
said.

As she rose and the breeze blew the transpardatagainst her, moulding
her body, she saw desire in his eyes and felt swenmng longing to feel his
strong arms tighten round her.

From the wide parapet surrounding the terrace, tleeyd see the whole
garden with its flights of stone steps descendinthé private cove where
the water shaded from aquamarine to dark green.

They sat on the sun-warmed stone, drinking thdechijolden wine and
looking down at the tall, tapering spires of th@mgses which punctuated
this and all the hillsides of the Cote d'Azur.

'‘Come closer.' Hawk reached out an arm and drewoh@am.
As she leaned against him, she was conscious gifritmitive fear that life
had given her too much—more than she deserved—eahd &0 intensely

happy might make the gods jealous.

Then he turned her face up to his and their chamgagpoled lips met and
warmed in the first private kiss of their marriage.



