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It was love, pure and simple, which hit Maggi sitdibetween the eyes,
when lawyer John Dailey stepped over her threshatdying two small
bundles of joy. John himself, though, aroused fggliin her of a different
kind. One minute he was infuriating beyond belie& next charming and
kind. Maggi had resolved not to give the silvergoed Irishman an inch,
but their enforced proximity - brought about by thesing of those delicious
twin baby girls - meant she'd be lucky if, soonerthat distance existed
between them!



CHAPTER ONE

MRSDAUGHERTY was one of those difficult women who took to hed the
day after her husband died, leaving her a forty-ypdd widow. The illness
lasted forty years, spun out with detailed desicn®t of every ache and
pain, until there were no more neighbours to listemmore friends to call.
So she lived on her husband's government pengient all her days calling
radio talk-shows, and her nights writing nastydegtto editors.

And then she up and died.

Town gossip in Dartmouth allowed that nobody cob&’e been more
surprised than Mrs Daugherty herself. Maggi Bremnwant to the funeral,
of course. Being the only in-sight neighbour on KardRoad, she fekome
responsibility.

The funeral was well attended. Curiosity, more tfempect, Maggi thought.
And after the preacher was done, she heard onpadsang couple say, 'I'm
sure they ought to inscribe on the tombstone, "Wedlld you | didn't feel
well" All of which sent Maggi up Allen Street imer old Jeep Cherokee in
a somewhat bemused mood. There was a tangle dtatfie-lights at
Slocum Road. There were two high schools on Slodgth letting out at
about the same time, but Maggi was patient. Hes@avas empty, except
for dear old Aunt Eduarda. There hadn't been aamed-breakfast customer
in over three weeks, and the springfloods had malt washed her corn
crop off the side of the hill.

When the intersection was finally cleared she clattlat the mass of
students and their smoky gas- buggies. For thertefob the grace of God
and twelve years, would Maggi Brennan have gonsefferWell, Maggi
Paiva in those days. And, still chuckling, she zedrdown the other side of
the hill to where Allen Street smashed head-on Tntoker Road, at which
point she turned south.

The Paiva farm was set back from the road, witly bat forlorn advertising
sign on the road itself. 'Brennan’'s Bed and Bresikfelandpainted, with a
considerable lack of talent. But she and Roberti&aghed when they hung
it, five years ago. They had spent the month of Boping no one would



come, and then Robert had gone off as mate onstiad trawleiKatherine
Mary, out of New Bedford.

And had never come back.

His name had been added to the plaque in the Sé&aBethel. There
seemed to be something so desperate about thdteldeno place in the
burial grounds where she might cry. He was just+#tisea. Five years
ago.

It might have been the date that brought tearsagdvis eyes. The date, or
Mrs Daugherty's funeral, or the deadly dull migtttwas falling, or the fact
that her parents were in Florida and her two birstiveere working in
Chicago. So for just a moment Maggi let the madiee ivhile she felt sorry
for herself, and then, mustering up her practicaddndried her eyes and
drove up the narrow unpaved drive and pulled udedbe old farmhouse.
There was another day to live, in the endless sstme of days, and she
would live it as best she could.

She climbed out of the car, brushed her burnisiedra curls off her face,
dabbed at her wet green eyes, and started footmehMoments later, as if
he had been following her, an old motor-home pullpdalongside hers,
facing the swamp, and a tall red- haired man cloningt and came over to
where she waited, one foot up on the back porch.

'Do | find Miss Brennan?' he asked. '‘Maggi Brennan?

Maggi smiled for the first time that day. He hactlswa delightful Irish
brogue—restrained, but still present. Robert haghb& third-generation
Irish- American, who could muster a brogue for pgirposes only. This
man sounded so natural, so—nice.

'‘Mrs Brennan,' she assured him. 'Margaret. That.l a
'Heaven be praised,’ he replied. 'l wasn't sure.gdod Father pointed you

out at the funeral. And thank the lord you and ypeople come from the
Old Country.'



'Old Country?"
'Ireland, of course.'

'l—think you've made a mistake,’ Maggi saidndrrieda Brennan. Before
that | was a Paiva. My family comes from Portugal.’

'Oh." Flatly said, as if he considered Portugabeothe end of the world.
'Well, it can't be helped. Look, I'll bring them'in

'l wish | might know what the devil you're talkimadpout." Maggi was tired,
and after the initial interest in his brogue, slaswwilling to send him about
his business. Unless—good lord, suppose he wargddahd breakfast?
'‘Are you -looking for accommodations?' she askathtesely.

'Me?' He looked disdainfully past her at the hoielt in 1786, it seemed
to be tired. Originally it had been constructedchareast-to-west line. Now it
leaned gently southward. The weathered shingle® weiformly grey.
Fourteen rooms, one bath, and a roof that leakled.farm itself had long
since stopped paying for itself; lost travellerskimg for a bed for the night
were few and far between—but necessary. But the lealpoked at her
house gave her the mad inclination to kick his enklever before had she
seen such a look of sheer disgust.

'We do have running water," she said stiffly. 'Duke Ratia stayed here,
you know.'

His face lit up. "The Irish duke?'

'‘No, the heavyweight boxer,' she snapped. 'Whyt gon--?' She was about
to tell him just what he could, when another cdlgubup into the yard. '‘An

invasion of locusts,' Maggi muttered.

'‘Ah, Mrs Brennan! I've finally caught you at home!'

Maggi struggled with her face, massaging it attle&s neutral. One of the

facets of learning. Her mother was always insistenpoliteness, even with
people you couldn't like. The second man was abiwet feet eight,



somewhat rotund, dressed well, and too well kncavher for pleasurable
meeting. He and she were of the same height, butriezinch heels gave
her the advantage.

'You again, Mr Swanson?' Her first urge now seemetk appropriate. She
should have turned on her heel and walked awayit nwds too late. "This

makes the third time in two weeks. Surely you ningsaware of my decision
by this time?"

'‘But times change,' he said. She hated that cHewteiin his voice. As well
as the absurd little hairpiece he wore. And hisigégnce.

'Well, they haven't yet," she told him as she fdlder arms over each other
and stood four-square, blocking his movement imedarection but out.
'‘And if you were to ask my honest opinion, | ddhibk they'll ever change
in the direction you want. | have no intention efliag the farm. Not to
you!'

"Tax time coming up soon,' he reminded her, chetdran ever. 'You'll have
to have a great deal of ready cash around for MyatBrennan. I'm offering
a good price, you know.'

‘No, | don't know,' she replied. 'lt seems to mewkiou bought the land at
Mallow Farm you didn't exactly give Mrs Turner arfahot, did you?
Wasn't there some talk about an investigation? District Attorney?
Things like that?'

'All gossip.' He took a backward step, bouncedftwfirishman, and nearly
fell over. 'All gossip, Mrs Brennan. Why, you newamw a happier customer
than Mrs Turner.'

'‘Damn you!" Maggi took a step in his direction, [agte eyes glaring at him.
'l visit Mrs Turner in the nursing home every Sday. Don't you teline
what a happy customer she was. Get off my land!

Old Mike came around the corner of the house dtthet moment. One
hundred and ten pounds of white Dalmatian with bkaots, a grey muzzle
that bespoke his age, and a stiff pair of arthhira legs, the dog could, on



his best days, look fierce indeed. This was ontho$e days. He ambled
around the end of the porch, came to a stiff-legudt] and growled.

Mr Swanson suddenly remembered a whole host ofr @ppointments,
which he gabbled about as he backed away fromahmepthem, and then
broke for his car. Mike sat down and began to $eart an itch with his
back paw. Maggi, cheered by the encounter, grirareti started for the
kitchen door before she remembered her other vidite was still there,
unfortunately, leaning negligently against the sfidnis van, a broad grin
on his face.

'Hounded by salesmen?' he enquired. 'My name is Jddiley, Mrs
Brennan.' Maggi nodded and folded her arms oveclest, glaring at him.
Anyone who doesn't like my house doesn't like rme,teld herself, and her
eyes dared him to say something more.

'State your business, Mr Dailey. | have a millibimgs to do.’

'Even better, let me show you.' He walked backht® gide door of the
motor-home and lifted out a little bundle, handlibgs if it was fragile.
With the package at his shoulder he walked up dheagorch, brushed by
her and went in through the open door. Faithfulclvdbg Mike got up,
sniffed at the man's heels, and followed him i wagging.

'Hey, I—just a minute here," Maggi started to objbct was completely
ignored. She stood at the door, her eyes folloviegbroad back of him.
Maggi Brennan had had an ordinary upbringing, mixgith a reasonable
number of men, and a brief marriage, but somehosvsiith a little naive for

twenty-nine. But she possessed the most cynicalsciemce in

south-eastern Massachusetts. And just at that moshertook a good look
at John Dailey and realised just how—ugly he reathg!

"You could close the door." All of six feet or mpkéaggi thought. He wore
a brown cardigan sweater, jeans, and work-bootsra§jgy sort of face.
Those little semicircle lines that most people sggbfrom nose to mouth in
his case were deep crevasses. His face might pyoditgood ironing, Maggi
thought. His dark eyes were wide-set, his nosetbdas tiny bump in its
middle. Dark, deep eyes, and, lord love us, red, lafinost as red as my



own, she thought. 'There's a draught,’” he promptedeep voice that
seemed to rumble after itself, like the fading esisf a thunderstorm.

‘Thunderstorm,’ Maggi said, not yet back on an .

He looked at her quizzically, with his head cockightly to one side. 'The
door,” he repeated, as if addressing some imbebild. Maggi shook
herself out of her trance, and managed to closddbe It was a heavy oak
old-fashioned affair. When it closed it shut ofé thutside world completely,
and left the kitchen saturated with silence. Framliving-room she could
hear the sounds of Daffy Duck. Aunt Eduarda wakeatusual morning
entertainment. Formerly an avid participant in,lifeunt Eduarda was a
retired bilingual schoolteacher, but the loss of hesband some years
before had divorced her from life, left her gradiakithdrawing into
herself.

The man was standing with his back towards her.blimglle at his shoulder
stirred and the soft pink blanket fell back. A tiface poked out into the
light, a toothless mouth yawned at Maggi, one labfee eye opened,
followed immediately by the other, and the babygtgd at her. And with

that one microsecond of contact Maggi Brennanifidibve. With the child,

of course.

Good lord, she thought quickly—a homely man, atalvaly baby. Watch
out, Maggi Brennan. You always were a sucker foute little baby! It was
a sore subject. She and Robert had spent a ribtmesymoon month in this
very house, and there had been no baby. Somehotelstas if God had
cheated her. One little baby would have made adnaofrldifference. Just
one little baby. And here it was. God was beingdymoher, finally. But the
man upset her, tilted her off her sound, sensiageb

'What?' The man took a step in Maggi's directioalf-8onsciously she
backed away from him. 'Are you acquainted with afeih?' he asked. He
was gently patting the baby's backside.

'l live here," Maggi snapped at him. Anger was gbkva good palliative.
‘This is my home. | don't know a darn thing abacafbibs, and just what in
the living hell do you think you are doing, Mr Deyf?'



Aunt Eduarda was partially deaf. Selectively destie seemed to hear
nothing that didn't suit her, but babies were ataite subject. She came
puffing in from the living-room, strong and whit@ihed and seventy, and
lively as the day was long. 'What a lovely childandaret.’

Maggi smiled. Aunt Eduarda was a second- generatiter in the land,
spoke English like a schoolteacher, and Portugliese lover, and never
evercalled her Maggi.

'She is, Auntie, a beautiful child. She belongthis gentleman. His name is
Dailey.'

'Dailey?' Aunt Eduarda’'s mind was turning over—w$jobut inexorably
turning over. 'No, | don't know any Daileys. | kn@ad'Avide. Perhaps a
relative?'

John Dailey seemed to change from monster to geatien the flick of an
eyelash. Aunt Eduarda put out a wrinkled hand.déd it and cherished it
in one massive paw, and the smile that lit his faes gentleness indeed.
'Probably a relative,' he said softly, and his deggs voice seemed to caress
the room. 'A great many Irish families have Iberiarebears.’

'Men have no way with babies,' Maggi heard her @anyt 'Give me the

child." The exchange was made. Dailey stepped agukce and smiled at
them both. The baby cooed and snuggled up agamsid lady's shoulder.
But if there's anything | don't need, Maggi thoygtis an attachment to
this—man. And his child. Something had to be danlereak up the mutual
admiration society.

'Why don't you ask your wife to come in, Mr Dailey?

'l don't happen to have a wife," he returned.

'Everyone who has a baby has a wife," Maggi snappkdt's the way it is!"

'Is it so? Why?'



Despite her age and her experience in life, Matiljirstained a habit that
she hated. She blushed easily. As now. Her cheeted red, she stuttered,
and her mind totally deserted her. 'Because!" shigened.

And the baby began to cry. With great enthusiagnfdce as red as a beet,
she wailed for all the world to know. Maggi, whodhaever dealt with a
child under six, backed off a step or two.

'l don't have a wife," Dailey repeated. 'Here—yaldhher. She thrashes
around a great deal. Her name is Priscilla." Auhidtda was unwilling to

give up her prize. She held the baby out with ¢ af expression on her
face that dared Maggi to take it. But Maggi hadm#n considered such an
act.

'Me?' Maggi squeaked. Her anxious hands managelthtpto the kicking
infant as its soft body pressed against her unfamshoulder. The soft
sweetness of the child was like a hypnotic charmd Aon't let thechild
sway you, Maggi insisted to herself, but her cautias already too late.
'Er—where's the child's mother?'

'l said that she doesn't have a mother,’ he repheddere, hold her up
against your shoulder, like so. Now pat her baektly.’

"You weren't patting hdsack,"Maggi grumbled. 'What a father you are!’
'I'm not her father, and | wasn't whacking her.’

'I'm afraid she'll slip off my shoulder," Maggi dainxiously. She shifted the
baby into the cradle of her arms, and the infagabeo nuzzle at her breast.

'She's hungry--'

'She's notungry, | just fed her ten minutes ago. | know what shataa
Stretch her out on the table there and tickle tenach.’

Before she could object he walked out, leavingdber open behind him.
Mike went along, as friendly as a frisky pup. "Wattog," Maggi muttered
as she paced up and down the room rocking the bBidbgw-it-all,’ she



grumbled as she watched his back, bent over songe#ise in the car.
‘Nothing | hate worse than an arrogant male knealHit

But if there was one saving grace within Maggi Bram it was honesty.
You can try to fool yourself, she sighed inwardiyt it hardly ever works.
The man is undoubtedly ugly, but he's all man. 3ike of him, the swift,
decisive movement, the certainty of everything loesd He might not
please Maggi Brennan, but I'll wager you could fiifity women within a
ten-mile radius whom heouldplease! Even if some of them might have to
put a plain brown paper bag over his head in tigininéng!

'Oh, stop that foolishness!" Maggi snapped at lfefBkee baby, who had
stopped to catch its breath, started to roar agamasn't talking to you,'
Maggi apologised desperately as she laid the dioteh in the middle of the
table and began to unwrap the blanket from her. fithe legs, free of
entanglement, kicked. One hand went to her chuldyace, and her
thumb went into her mouth. It seemed impossiblewit her mouth full of
thumb the child was still complaining. Maggi shdo head, disgusted at
herself, as her mind wandered. Babies. She cowdd Imerself say it. 'I'd
want four, Robert." Those had been halcyon sumrags,dso long ago,
when their days were full of laughter, and theghts with wonder. But
when summer died, so did Robert and all her hopes.

Maggi shuddered. The baby squealed, and managedrkoup a real tear.
Maggi dashed the one out of her own eye and trivasoothing noises.
Aunt Eduarda was doing a sort of dance behindthang to take over the
baby's care. Behind her back she could hear Johey@me back into the
house. For all his size and weight he moved likeessoft-footed panther,
bypassing her and laying another identical packkyen beside the first.

'‘And this is Prudence,’ he said softly as he unpedphe blanket. Priscilla,
the crying baby, turned her head slightly to loolPeudence, still asleep.
Her wandering hands flayed around, then manageduich those of the
other child. Her wail dropped off into a cough, amals replaced by a sigh
and eventually a smile. Prudence opened both hess a&yd the two stared
happily at each other.

'Like two pins,’ Maggi whispered.



'Identical twins,' John said from behind her. 'Tiags each other.'
"You mean all that crying was because she--'

'‘Because Prissy woke up and found that Pru wasthither. That's it, Mrs
Brennan. You don't know a great deal about badeyou?'

'l confess, but | could learn," Maggi admitted las bent over the gurgling
pair. '"How do you know which one is which?’

'l don't," he said, laughing. '‘But 1 hope by theetithey get old enough to be
concerned someone will have learned how to teththpart.’

Maggi looked up at him, full of the feeling of shray. He had bent over with
her, and now his face was only inches away fromoler. She stared at it,
mesmerised. He had a Roman nose, and that hurne mitldle looked as if
someone might have stepped there—hard. His dag alaost black, were
as big as limpid pools. He hadn't shaved receHik/beard was as red as his
hair—and hers. For some reason she had to fighire to reach up and
touch his cheek, but she managed to avoid the sepwdine thing, she
thought. He doesn't have a wife; the children havenother? What sort of
biological miracle is this? Andsemeonewill have to learn? Not him,
someone? What's going on here?

Prissy—or Pru—hiccupped. Dailey picked up one ehthand rearranged
her on the table, so that the two were side by, saleching, head to foot.

The babies gurgled for another moment, then, as & signal, both pairs of
blue eyes closed. 'Now, let's get down to busihess.

'‘Business?"

'‘Business,' he repeated. 'It's a little persoreh&ps we could get your--'
'‘Aunt. Aunt Eduarda.’'

'Perhaps we could get Aunt Eduarda to watch tHdrem for just a moment

while we step next door. There are several thihgsmust be explained to
you.'



Her aunt promptly sat down in the rocking-chair gedtured. He gathered
up both babies and laid them in her arms, acrass &ach other. And then,
before Maggi could say, 'What the--?' he had hehbyarm and ushered her
into the living-room.

Feeling besieged, Maggi sat herself down on tha.sbifie springs were
rather old. He took a quick look around the rodmeleded no great brain to
see he was less than impressed, which made heramgngthan before. She
folded her arms and glared up at him as he paceddal forth.

'Well?'

‘Not well at all," he said, sighing. 'It's beenificult week.'

If he wanted sympathy, he had come to the wrondessional. Maggi
leaned back against the sofa, planted her two ffaebn the floor, and
waited.

‘The babes,’ he said, and then hesitated. 'Theselittke ones are the
great-grandchildren of Mrs Daugherty," he said §foWWheir mother died
at their birth. Their father was lost in the Troegl Arrange-ments had been
made for the girls to come to live in America wikieir great-grandmother.
They have no other living relatives.'

"You—you're not a relative?'

'No. Just a courier. The town fathers at Turoshkistw | was coming over
on business—you know Turoshish?"

‘Not a bit," grated Maggi.
'In County Roscommon,' he went on. 'A very poocelé&ending the babes
to America was beyond their means, but, of cowsiégren under five fly

for free, and | volunteered--'

You? A man? Why couldn't they have sent a nurse?'



That did finally bring a smile. 'They did—two ofdim. Most of our Irish
nurses are already over here,' he said, chuckivigrking in the American
hospitals, they are. The ladies had to go on tio tiesv jobs when the babes
and | were held up by Immigration.’ He stoppedrant of her and looked
down. 'And there's nothing special about two litiédes. Any woman could
care for them, and what any woman can do, a mandcetter.’

Which only added more fuel to Maggi's anger. 'A Yyoiu know,' she
mumbled. 'But why did you bring them to me?”

'It was the only thing I could think to do," he wem. 'We landed in Boston
and the two tykes were that sick, so we were hpldand, by the time we
came south to New Bedford, Mrs Daugherty had alfreadsed on.’

'Which still doesn't answer my question,” Maggisted. '"Watch my lips.
Why did you bring them here?’

'‘Ah, and well now, that is the difficult part,’ baid grimly. 'l contacted Mrs

Daugherty's lawyer. The lady left everything to thebes, as you might
expect. Asnd—er—she appointed you, Mrs Brennan etdhie executor of

her will—because of your kind heart and dispositism the will said. So

that's it. | was commissioned to bring the babex the water. I've done
that. You are their legal guardian, and so I'l/eethem to you and be on my
way.'

'Hey!" Maggi came up out of her chair, shaking. 2M&xecutor? Why, that
old house of hers is about to fall down any minuéad-l don't know a thing
about babies!'

'Ah, but you always have your aunt,’ he said, &saif meant nothing more
to him.

'Seventy years old and—no, just a minute! Jusamm minute!" She sank
back in her chair, totally confused. 'How—how ddriow you aren't
making this all up? How do | know that you're nadtja— childnapper?’

'Kidnapper," he corrected her. "Yebona fides.To be truthful, I'm a
solicitor. My card." He fumbled around in the pocka his jacket.



'‘Ah—nhere.' He handed her a calling card and anlepgehat crinkled as
she touched it. 'From the mayor of Turoshish.’

Maggi managed to focus her eyes. It was an oredtier | on high-quality
paper, and sealed at the bottom with a red wax Aedlshe couldn't make
head nor tail of it. Dear lord, I've been drivendpshe told herself, and now
I'm going blind!

'l—can't seem to read this,' she muttered. He ttawer and took it back
for just a moment. But his eye was caught by heddivey-ring. 'Maybe
your husband can read it?"

Maggi swallowed hard. The reminder was too paindum,this particular
day. 'I'm a widow," she responded hoarsely.

'Why, of course," he said, and that cat-and-moudle svas back. He leaned

over her shoulder again. 'They've written thiseledl in Gaelic. It's the way

of things in the western counties.' He patted b& egain and found another
document. '‘But here's a copy of Mrs Daugherty'samtl all.’

Maggi knew for a fact that she wouldn't be ablestad that either, no matter
what language it was in, but she was saved from adwiitt One of the
babies in the kitchen began to whimper.

'l can't—settle this in my mind," she told him tn'l—why—why don't
you stay overnight, and then maybe I'll get itsthight, and—it's late, and
you really can't get anywhere from here, and--' Anvdouldn't have the
faintest idea what to do with two little babiesegbld herself. Not a darn
idea!

'l suppose | could do that," he said. 'lI've becatteched to the little ones.'
For the first time since he had come into the hddaggi Brennan wasn't
quite sure that she really hated his guts at ait duite sure. But it didn't
really matter. She had fallen head over heelsvedewith two little babies.



CHAPTER TWO

MAGGI rolled out of bed at quarter to six, her normaldj an hour after her
rooster began his sunrise complaint. It was a laggained habit, seven
days a week. After all, the egg harvest was présehé only paying
concern on the farm, and she was a woman who tikeapend her efforts
on first priorities. But it hurt. Her biorhythmswver hit a peak much before
eleven o'clock. So she fumbled with bare feet encthid floor, scuffed into
her slippers, and was actually at her bedroom Hdeftore she remembered
she had guests.

The upstairs part of the house was quiet; there weises from downstairs.
Faint, but noises anyway. Maggi managed to stagijgeg the upstairs hall
to the babies' room, guiding her half-blind walk @#sagging one hand
against the wall; the big crib in the nursery wiapty. So was John Dailey's
bed, she noted as she hurried back in the othectalin. It was a long

corridor, and Aunt Eduarda had two rooms at thg ead. The nursery was
midway. And without giving it a thought she hadigsed John to the

bedroom just opposite her own.

Freudian?she asked herself as she peeped around his leadfdagor. Of
course she knew better, and grinned at her owndstieg. It was purely
accidental, this room assignment. For the life@f Bhe could barely stand
Mr Superiority, despite his interesting brogue. Qriethe difficulties of
living in a female household for years was the habneglecting clothing.
Had she not stubbed her toe on the hall tablepsgkt well have waltzed
down to the kitchen in her filmy knee-length sitkddace nightgown. More
lace than silk, to be honest about it. A detourkbato her own room
secured some cover—an ancient green robe thatitted fier well when
she was sixteen.

John had found a use for her old playpen. It wasgén front of the hearth
in the kitchen, and both the children were lyingtifoot to foot, cooing at
each other, stripped to their nappies. A mobilewwag stretched across the
playpen, half a dozen plastic butterflies revolvinghe heated air. A blaze
was crackling in the fireplace, and the chimney di@sving well. The tiny
dancing flames seemed to hypnotise the childreay Epared Maggi a grin
as she walked over to them.



Mike, the huge Dalmatian, was baby-sitting, strettbut flat on the stone
flags of the hearth between the flame and the wnld and only

coincidentally in the warmest part of the houseoTmpty nursing bottles
stood in the centre of the table. 'Well, at least'ye eaten,’ Maggi offered.
The two children gurgled. 'Where's your dad? | megour uncle? | mean,
your—whatever.' It seemed impossible to refer ta s the courier. The
children made no translatable response.

Maggi shivered, not from the cold, but rather beeawas they said in Nev.
England, something had just walked over her gr&he. pulled her shabby
old robe tighter and debatetbmentarily whether to clean up the kitcleen
get herself a mug of coffee. Which is to laugh, gb&l herself.
Clean-up-the-kitchen comes in dead last any day,taice that far back
today! She grumbled as she made for the kettlelamded her finger.
Someone had left it on the stove, on 'simmer'. Saneesoul. And not Aunt
Eduarda. She hardly ever got up before noon.

Whatever else he was, John Dailey was a thougmi#m! It was an idea to
gnaw on as she made herself a cup of instant dddaéfe was a noise from
outside. With her warm mug cupped between both$iahd wandered over
to the back door and peered out between the ruffieke curtains. Who

else? Her Irish courier, of course.

He was stripped to the waist, glaring down at hérake, an ocean of split
logs surrounding him. Working like a Trojan, shieltieerself in admiration.
Cursing like a Trojan too, and wearing only a pHiragged blue denim
shorts to cover the essentials. There's more tahamjust the average bear,
she told herself, her mind filled with a strangeigsment.

Robert had stripped well too. But Robert had bedrahd thin, built like a
whippet. This man was solid muscle from shouldahighs, like a solidly
planted fire hydrant. And wasn't it a surprise 8ta had thought of Robert?
During the last two years she had seldom recalletheR's physical
proportions to mind. Not that she had forgotten-hithe memory was too
precious for that. Rather, he had retreated frafaheground of her mind,
and occupied a tiny little corner, almost as ifviere enshrined in a side
chapel in the church of her life. In a sense, llmeight hurt. Enshrined in an
out-of-the-way corner! It didn't seem right, bug tthought was too painful



to pursue. She put the idea aside; there woulddre time later to examine
it.

The crash from outside was Dailey's exclamatiomipdile threw the axe
down against the chopping block, where it penafratdf the width of the
steel head, and the handle vibrated visibly inébdy sun— weak sun,
filtering through mist, like weak tea. And now hestched as if he meant to
tear the branches off the apple tree in front efitbhuse. Then he picked up
an armload of wood and sauntered up the path.

Maggi felt a strange feeling start at the pit of BBmach and run up her
back. She suppressed the spasm quickly. Not sioterRdied had she
experienced such a startling feeling. It was nat sbrt of thing a good

Catholic widow could consider. That he might drdpleat wood just where

he stood, and--! 'I'm not that kind of girl," sheattered, in her most superior
manner—and heartily wished it might be true!

Don't get caught at the door, she told herselfll ittehk the most awful
things about you! So she backed away in the doeaf the gas stove, and
was smitten by a housekeeping idea. When he bamgedhe kitchen,
gleaming with sweat, she handed him the coffee sieghad just filled. He
took it with a welcoming grin. When she threw orfahe kitchen towels
over his shoulders and began drying him off he eddabain.

‘Nice. A man could get used to this kind of living.
'‘Good morning,' she managed to squeeze out oftalpaparalysed throat.
Somehow, in the doing, she eventually lost the tolivevas minutes before

her tactile fingers told her she was working orelféesh.

'Hey, no need to stop on my account." A bit of wéyras he slowly turned to
face her.

'Yes, but you'll want a shower," she stammeredié@u had breakfast?’
‘Not since | acquired those two little rascals,sh&l, chuckling. 'They take

up so much time of a morning that | hardly havedhance. Why are you
staring at me like that?'



'‘Because you're—unusual,' she told him honestlgu'™ the only man |
know who could do for babies the way you do. And yomarried yourself,
with no home examples.' She blushed and steppegfasva him. Distance
was a great protector. 'At least, I--'

'Even Irish girls ask.' He laughed. 'Yes, I'm ahsor. We tend to marry
later over there, you know. And besides--'

Maggi shivered again and hugged herself, sure giioteagainst dragons.
He walked over to his duffle bag, which lay in te#ner, among the variety
of bags and packages and boxes that a pair ofedmeired.

'And besides?"

'‘And besides, | had this." His big hand pulledttetad old book out of his
bag and waved it in front of héithe Care And Feeding of Babjds/ Dr
Leonard Appleby, Dublin, 1927

'‘By the book?' she gasped as he advanced on héhnraistlit into her arms.
"You can't raise children by a book! Aid book!"

'‘Nonsense, Mrs Brennan. Women raise children ewy. It's not
knowledge they get as a prize in their breakfastale you know. And
anything a woman can do, a man can do better.ebighed overand patted
the cover of the book. 'Read it. The best instactiou'll ever get.’

'Some day you're going to have a massive headadetagi told him
glumly, shaking her head from side to side.

'How so?'
'When your skull splits under that swelled head!
'Why, you little imp!" At first she thought he migbe angry, but the corner

of his mouth twitched a couple of times, just beftwe leaned over and
kissed her.



Maggi Brennanhadn't been kissed by very many men; Robert had be
very possessive husband. But Maggivahad played the game since her
fourteenth birthday, and knew a thing or two aldos$ing. Or thought she
did.

She had expected a barrage, an assault, from daigrsrong man. Instead
his lips were warm and moist and gentle, teasinghet own. He
tasted—nice. Her sensitive tongue moved to savioairrést of him; the
strongly masculine odour filled her nostrils, amdaened some sleeping
animal deep in her being. It was as if she had anedt from a dream, to
find herself riding the roller-coaster over at Lotrc Park.

He was holding her loosely, just enough so shedctaedl pressure at her
back, but not close enough to soothe her desirggMauld feel a sense of
loss closing in on her. There was too much spaivedes them. The book in
her hands tumbled to the floor as she arched up@tips of her toes and
flung her hands around his neck. His arms tighteliiéidg her slightly off
her feet, plastering her against the entire lemdthis body. Her tongue
penetrated his half- opened mouth as firestormedragp and down her
spine. Whimpering, she pressed closer.

One of his big hands slid down her back, cuppingkhgtock, lifting her
higher. Her awakened breasts pressed into hisdhast, separated by only
the thickness of her old robe. She wriggled heifseih side to side against
him. He groaned—and Prissy began to yell for ahenOr was it Pru?

The adult pair froze, pinned against each othathbysound, like a pair of
butterflies on a display board. He broke away fiteen mouth, still holding
her. Maggi panted, desperately seeking air, atether cooled; he appeared
calm and collected, in fact a little cold and digtdout there was a gleam in
his eyes that hadn't been there before. The babresd together in a duet,
and a tiny smile formed at the corners of his mothggi, too tired, too
bewildered for anything else, hung in his arms,thergry eyes telling him
everything—but he wasn't looking. Over her shoultler was already
assessing the twins' needs.

When her feet touched the floor she staggered $@cand. The movement
brought his attention back. And that grin.



'Well, Maggi,' he said, and she could hear the kleulsehind every word.
'Lie down here. | want to talk to you.'

He could not have chosen his words better. Thépfeher head like a pan
of ice-water. Anger replaced want; anger and perhap touch of
embarrassment. 'I'll bet you do!" she snapped edabked away from him
and fumbled at the belt of her robe, which had candone. 'But—but just
because I'm a widow you needn't think I'm in neédtad service, Mr
Dailey!" The sentence had started at a whispeeaddd up as a full gale as
her temper escaped control. The babies interruptexd Their little
complaints had grown massively, fed by the angey ttould hear in the
adult voice. Maggi clapped one hand across her Imantl stared at him
through enlarged eyes.

‘No, of course you don't," he agreed, as he stelppeld A shutter seemed to
have closed over his face, and the smile disapged@ok, Mrs Brennan,'
he said as he picked up one of the twins and caetfdhe child, 'we need to
be outspoken with each other.’

Maggi, who had duplicated his move with the othabyy looked at him
over the child's head cautiously. 'Outspoken?’

'‘Outspoken,’ he repeated. 'l don't mind stayingiadidfor a few days—to
help you get your feet on the ground, so to spdast because | come from
Ireland doesn't meant that I'm one of those peegay boys. So please to
understand this—I'm not eager to rush to the attgself, nor am |
interested in operating a stud service for some rikrae widow. So do you
not be in such a hurry to deny me the things Iaxen asked for. Right?’

Maggi was so startled that she almost dropped #ifwy.BThank you very

much,' she muttered. Squeezing her eyes dry, shensoed up Robert,

dear laughing, loving Robert. To her total surprise picture surfaced. She
could not, no matter how hard she tried, remembetwer dead husband
looked like.

It was that shock more than anything else thaflesifd her backbone and
allowed her to move away from him; another momérgnaffling brought



her tears to an end. He hardly seemed to noti@am@ how cold she had
become.

She put the baby she was holding back down inngpn. Pru—or was it
Prissy?—immediately sent up a howl! of rage. Igrgprihem all, Maggi
walked over to the back door and slipped on thesbtwt waited in that
dark corner, then shrugged herself into the capehthng behind the door.

'‘And what are you up to now?' he asked. The froachspread from his lips
across his whole rugged face. 'The children--'

‘This is a farm,' she snapped at him. 'If the rdorst lay, we don't eat. And
they won't lay if they're not fed." With which selammed the door behind
her and marched off up the hill to the chicken sodfhere were four of
them, two hundred hens, and four roosters. Shedhatery inch of the

coops, and every feather of the birds, but theyewner last resort.

'‘Nobody can made a living from farming around Herer father had told

her two years before. 'Look around you, child. ydu're doing is working

yourself to death. Houses, that's the growing thingge days. Sell off the
land and live on the proceeds.’

'Sell off Grandpa's farm?’

'He wouldn't turn over in his grave, dear," her meothad coaxed. "Your
grandfather was a very practical man. He knewith@gs up when his own
son refused to farm and became a computer analyst.'

But Maggi had grown up close to her grandpa, aedstired whahe
treasured, and although she recognised that dagigmmputer programs
was a highly profitable trade, her stubborn mirfdsed to give in. So while
she filled the feeders with mash and gathereddlgs end cursed the smell,
she thought about Grandpa, and resolved two thiigg, if she wavound
to handle the twins she would learn how, and secgust as soon as
possible she would get rid of this imperious lielvyer. 'After all,’ she told
herself, 'lawyering isn't a very respectable tra&deUncle Jaoa always said,
lawyering rates just below used-car salesmen thag&!' Since Uncle Jaoa
was himself a lawyer, he should know!



An hour later she had no further time for tearse TWelve dozen fresh
brown eggs were packaged and waiting for the sugeen pick-up, the
hens were all fed, the coops swept out, the barfedaand her back hurt.

She stretched mightily, then stopped just long ghdo look up the hill, at
the broad spread of eighteen acres of cornfieleeebvorn, the kind called
‘bread-and-butter' corn. Eighteen acres, all hardaavel planted and prayed
over. And all the seed swept out of it and down hilein the massive
flooding rains of two weeks ago. A total loss, udihg the price of the seed.
Shaking her head disgustedly, her mind burrowingtlar solutions to her
innumerable problems, she dragged her feet dowtindokitchen door,
kicked off her boots, and walked in.

John Dailey looked up as if she had merely stegpgdlo powder her nose.
'‘Breakfast,’ he said, as if it were some major afpen. 'Oatmeal." And now
each of the adults had a twin in one hand, a plagwon in the other, and
were shovelling cereal mixed in warm milk as ifdew®y the furnace of an
old-fashioned steam locomotive.

'How the devil do you know when she's full?' Maggked plaintively.

'She'll tell you,” John replied. 'Only allow a |Btmore time between
spoonfuls. She'll end up with wind pains.'

‘Yeah, sure. When | slow down she gives me thay tiok, as if | were

stealing the stuff off her plate!" Curiously, Maduad forgotten for the
moment all her anger and fears and disgust. Fedalibges was a simple
thing. Why should it be so interesting?

'‘Be firm. She's only a baby. And stop to let h&eta deep breath now and
again, like I'm doing.’

'She's—you know she just spat up all over your kles@'

‘That's why the nappy between my shoulder and loeitim Lord, don't you
know anything?'



'l was an only child," Maggi announced huffilywlasn't true, but she had to
saysomethingo this impossible man.

'Well, don't feed her any more. Once she starpiit up she's obviously
full.’

‘They ought to put a gauge on the outside," Maggtered as she watched
him out of the corner of her eyes. There was ndtabout it, the man had
the knack. And you have to love a man who loves kic that, don't you?
she thought, and then quickly answered hersell, He) you don't have to!

By nine o'clock the babies were both fed, exergis@eed. 'And now it's
time for their bath,' he announced.

'‘Bath? In the morning? In the tub?’

'Yes, yes, and no,' he replied. 'They need a bathuse they're dirty, | like
to do it in the morning because that suits me, ramadnot in the tub. You
have a big kitchen sink there, and | thought welctase that. It's wide
enough for the two of them.’

'Did you know that -you're an infuriating man?' sis&ed, tight-lipped.

He gave her a grin, an infuriating grin, as hecg$he water in the sink with
his elbow, and then picked up Pru—or Prissy. 'Watniefully? Here's how
you do it.’

By eleven o'clock Maggi was exhausted. The twinsewsoing at each
other on the rug in the living- room. Which haduiegd a complete and
sanitary house-cleaning—the sort of thing Maggi egobbften. Sometimes
as often as twice a year. The little music boxdeghe teddy bear played
‘Take Me Out to the Ball Game'. Mike had taken i matchdog role

between the children and the fireplace. The oldegrand fenders and
fireguards had been resurrected from the atticsiped, set up. The kitchen
had been cleared and washed and pummelled unti Ddiley was

satisfied. And Maggi, reduced to being the scrubaonm her own house,



went over to the big captain's chair and flopped ihlike a puppet whose
strings had been cut. And by this time John wasnpérg to look, in her
imagination, like the Hunchback of Notre Dame, witone of the
Hunchback's redeeming features.

He stalked around the kitchen one more time. "Wee lia be absolutely
antiseptic about things,' he murmured, as he cloeitieecontainer in which
half a dozen bottles were being sterilised; weighesl kettle that was
boiling more water for tomorrow's formulas; pulledt a dozen or more
little bottles of baby food and stacked them onghelf. 'We've got to go
shopping pretty soon.’

‘Yeah, sure,’ said Maggi as she finger-combed herdnd settled back
against the chair rest. Eleven o'clock, and yonot even dressed, her
conscience nagged. And you're falling out of thghtgown. You need to

get into a conditioning programme! And since Daihteyl just sauntered out
the door and left 'going to take a shower" hangimghe air behind him, she
felt justified in mumbling, 'For heaven's sake, waalave-driver the man
is!'

That was the cue for the telephone to ring. It avasll telephone, across on
the other side of the room. The two children sqgedraround at the sound,
and for a second it looked as if Prissy was goingry. Ithadto be Prissy,
Maggi had decided. Prissy had more hair than Preejethree or perhaps
four long strands more. Of course, you had to ldokely. Neither one had
a lot going in the hair department; what they had Wlonde, and hard to see
in any case. And while she was considering thisteétephone rang again.
And this time it was Pru who formed a tight littleouth and swelled up
prepared to yell.

Maggi pulled herself to her feet, all the while nmgksoothing noises, and
managed to snatch the instrument up before it egyagn. 'Hello,’ she said
angrily. "You're disturbing my babies!

'Well, really, Mrs Brennan.' The man at the othadt sounded as if he might
have been shocked. Maggi was convinced that simé datte a bean for him
or his shock.



'‘And just who are you?' she demanded with all tedadn of a New England
matriarch.

'Er—Mr Small,’ he said. 'Of the firm of Small, Siand Ditmore, Mrs
Brennan. We were, until her death, Mrs Daugheléylsers.'

'Were you really?' Maggi was almost shouting. 'Yethe mob that steered
all this trouble in my direction? What in the wortid you mean by
appointing me executor?'

"You mustn't yell with babies in the house,' sauthAEduarda as she hurried
down the stairs and cuddled the child who was rygllMaggi waved an
impatient hand.

'Do |—er—take it that the babies have arrived?ibiee on the telephone
asked.

"You can take it any darn way you want," Maggi g&ah 'What in the world
did you think you were doing?’

'It was Mrs Daugherty's idea entirely," the lawgefended. "Your name was
on her lips immediately. The only Christian womaft in Dartmouth, Mrs
Daugherty insisted. She used to tell us how youdgnoher dinner one day
when she was sick.'

‘Lovely babies." Aunt Eduarda chortled. 'This ominds me of you when
you were—nbut, oh, dear, you always had such a teémpe

'Spare me,' Maggi muttered to her aunt. 'Yes, tbeadorable.” And then
into the impatient telephone she said, 'Once iryéams, would you believe?
The ambulance brought her home from the hospitaiv idould | help but
do somethin@ | made her up a tray of left-overs and--'

'‘And left your name forever in her mind," the lawymaid. He made a
peculiar noise. Imighthave been laughter.



'‘Not funny," Maggi grumbled. 'Not funny at all. Whhe devil do | know
about raising kids? And two of them at the sametiithere ought to be a
law!'

'‘Ah—well," the lawyer said, 'there is nothing ire twill that requires you to
be a baby-sitter, Mrs Brennan. Albuare required to do is administer the
estate. You might, for example, turn the childreerao the State division
of Child Services.'

'l couldn't do that," Maggi snapped. 'Turn these tittle darlings over to
some State orphanage or something? Never!'

‘A commendable attitude." Mr Small cleared his @wr&Perhaps you could
hire someone to help out? Someone who might havewpdsrily, of
course— a reason to stay in the area?"

'l couldn't afford it," said Maggi, discouragedcdn barely--' Feed myself,
was the rest of the sentence, but there was ne sefsoadcastingll her
problems to the world.

'‘But—if you are considering the sale of Mrs Daudyisthouse,' the lawyer
continued, 'there would be a prospective incometh\Wouses going the
way they are this month, | suppose you might detradred thousand dollars
for it. And we, of coarse, would be willing to adwe on that prospect, Mrs
Brennan. Would you like us to put the house omtlaeket?'

'On the market?' Maggi's mind had gone scrambladhal's falling down!
It's almost two hundred years old!

'‘Ah," the lawyer said, and that dry chuckle cameuph the wires again.
‘Then let's say a hundred forty thousand. Antigirasv much higher prices
these days.’

'‘And the roof leaks."

'All the better, Mrs Brennan. It would be a chafjerg bargain. Shall we?"

'‘Just like that? | decide?"



'‘Just like that, Mrs Brennan.'

'‘And—what doyou get out of it?' Scattered brains or no, Maggi Beeris
practical streak was still there.

'Oh, we might make a dollar or two," the lawyerds&bix per cent sales
commission from the estate, perhaps eight perfcemt the buyer, an odd
penny or two for filing and fees and little thingfthat nature. You needn't
worry about us, my dear.'

'‘Dear heaven, no,"” mumbled Maggi. 'No—I mean yeg.d&ll that money
belongs to the babies. I can't just--'

'‘No, you can't just," Mr Small interrupted. 'Yowe dimited to disbursement
of funds entirely for the use of the children. Asdid, you could hire a
babysitter. The estate would pay for the childréaosl and clothing, and for
anything required because of having the childrenyanr home. For
example, babies require a great deal of clotheshimgs A washing-

machine might be acceptable.’

'‘And leaks in my roof?' Maggi asked wistfully.

Another of those dry chuckles which might have badaugh came down
the telephone line. 'No,"” Mr Small said. 'Repalieak intheir roof, yes; in
your roof, no. After all, this is a very small @staand there are still medical
bills to be paid.’

'‘And you would advance me something to carry meutin until the sale is
final?'

'The estate would, of course." Mr Small mentioneth@thly sum that
caused Maggi almost to bite her tongue.

'l—er—yes,' she said, sighing. '‘Almost at once?"

'‘Almost at once. We shall send you your first mamaince cheque by the
first of the week. Mrs Brennan? Mrs Brennan?"



'Yes," Maggi said firmly, but with a queer quirk rer voice. Money.
Income. Hire somebody. 'I'm still here. Yes, sell-wu please." A hand
reached over her shoulder and covered the telepmoughpiece. A very
large hand.

‘Trouble?' John Dailey asked softly.

'‘Nothing to speak of," she returned, looking himang down speculatively.

Hire a lawyer? Well, in the United States wasn'ta lawyer. He was

unemployed, for a fact. Of course, shaved and sremlvand dressed, he
looked to be some high-priced unemployed. I'll Bsk, she told herself.

But not this minute. Not falling out of my nightgawvhile he's dressed like
some country lord.

She turned her attention back to the telephonas, Me Small,’ she said, and
sat holding the telephone instrument for some remuaifter the other end
had been disconnected. The laldesprovide, she told herself, but with
some limitations. Consider the lilies of the fieB@t in peculiar ways.

'I'd like to talk to you about something importaste told Dailey in her
most prim and prissy voice. 'After | dress, of Gy

'Of course.' He smiled down at her, and she coaitdif help but note that it
wasn't her emerald eyes he was staring at. Itkeasdft white corner of her
breast, almost slipping its halter. No, he's netiested in such things', she
told herself sarcastically as she got out of heircAnd went around him,
heading for the stairs. Aunt Eduarda sat in th&ingechair, mindlessly
cuddling one of the girls, while John played witle bther.

It was cool as she went up. May had come with bsghny days, but away
from the warmth of the fireplace one could raisesghbumps. Or were all
those the result of this insane 'John-attack’ tnowhich she had just
suffered? It was a question that haunted her asveheinto the bathroom
and stripped. Or perhaps it was John himself taahted her? There was
something more to all this than his indisputabléencharisma. Of that there
was plenty.



'‘And you, girl, are just ripe for that," she tolerself as she turned on the hot
water and stepped into the shower. 'Over-ripe.' \&&&l her Irish Spring
soap with enthusiasm. It left a wonderful odouribéfit, and she wanted all
the advantages she could get. If you're thinkinthisfas a war between the
sexes, she told herself, forget about it and sdeenyou're unarmed. It'l
save a lot of time and bother!

'Hah!" Mrs Robert Brennan retorted as she reacbethé shampoo. Her
wedding-ring glistened in the rain of water, bug ttand that wore it moved
to her own capacious breast and caressed it anemibered. And forgot
what her name was. From force of habit she snatciped towel and

wrapped it around her waist, picked up her handfuhightclothes, and
marched smartly out into the hall, heading forto@m. Directly in front of

her John Dailey stood with his mouth half opergaklof complete surprise
on his face. He recovered first.

'l came up to get clothing for the girls," he sadidvas obvious that wasn't
what was on his mind, but Maggi was so surpriseddiiethat she wasn't
thinking clearly. 'I'm going to take them for a wal

She arched her eyebrows, and stood there in ffdnitg a lovely vision of
a great deal of adult female. Evidently he thowgghtoo.

'Lovely view,' he said gruffly, as if there werensething caught in his
throat. She followed the direction of his eyeshing her head slowly
downward, to where the rounded rise of her firmabte were definitely his
target.

'Oh, help,’ she muttered, and fled for her own roéms she slammed the
door behind her she could hear that laugh, deemgt earth-shaking. It
hung in her ears for a long time as she huddlesefifarp on her bed, totally
ashamed of herself, and yet— perhaps a little groud

When she came back down some considerable timeslagewas dressed
from neck to ankle—a loose- fitting white cottorolse with a frill of
ruffles down the front, a pair of navy blue troussexrhich might have been



just the slightest bit too tight, and a wide leathelt to mark off a waist that
needed no marking. And shoes with two-inch headsabse a girl needed
some protective camouflage when dealing with suel aman—such a big

man. Such a troublesome man!

He was sitting in the living-room, having startedexond fire. The twins
were sprawled out in abandon on the rug. He putndihve morning paper
when she came in. 'l took them for a walk,’ he ,shi¢ some judge
condemning a prisoner to death. 'All by myself.

And fed them lunch." And wherkave youbeen, was the unexpressed
thought.

'l—took a little longer than usual,' she explainadd then blushed at the
need to. What dithe have to say about it? He was only a bed-and-brstikfa
guest in her house, for goodness' sake. He artdiibovely little babies! |
could kick him out and keep the babies? she thought

'No matter." He waved her half-hearted commenteasitfe need to talk
business." My house, she emphasised to herselieasvalked across the
room to the over-stuffed chair furthest from histsen the sofal'm in
charge in these parts!

'We do need to talk business,’ she said pertly. Sheahtfbet firmly and
flat on the floor, the heels trim and on line, bred down her blouse, and
squared her shoulders. 'I'm not quite sure | unaedsall this business about
visas,' she began. He offered a smile and noddiest. where do you—and
the children—stand?'

'Well, the children have no problem,’ he said. iTfa&gher was an American
citizen, their mother held a green card, and te@indmother, of course, is a
citizen. The INS, the Immigration and NaturalisaticGervice, had
recognised the children as citizens. Oh, there Ineagy little paperwork here
and there, but nothing more.’

'‘And for yourself?'



‘Ah, for myself,' he said, settling back down iis khair and extending his
long legs in front of him. 'Somewhat differentave come over on a ninety-
day tourist visa, to conduct some business. Ateti of that time | must

return. Unless, of course, | were to find myselfmso recognised

employment--'

‘Not lawyering?'

'As you say, not lawyering. You Yankees seem teelenough of your own
lawyers.'

'What other trades might bring you more security?'

'Hard to say,' he said, chuckling. 'I'm not wedlited in other lines. | can
farm; the United States doesn't need farmers. Wteat want are people
who are—oh, qualified tradesmen. Plumbers, nursepairmen. Or
someone willing to work in trades Americans want ton't work at.

Things like maids and nannies and service peopla+kymw the sort of
thing | mean?’

Maggi very carefully crossed both sets of fingemsboth hands. What she
was about to propose was as stupid an idea as ewwgoird wish for. Only a

woman with her back to the wall could think of offegy. Only a woman who

had come to completely love two little infants, dmatin't the training or

money to keep them, could consider the idea. Onlyoeman who was

unable to sort out her feelings for a strange Ilcish-man could offer.

'Mr Dailey," she said softly, 'would you consideporking for me as a
nanny?'

Instead of rising in wrath, he smiled at her anftesth his massive weight in
his chair. 'l thought you'd never ask,' he replied.

'Only temporarily,” she added hurriedly.

'As you say, only temporarily," he agreed, andesiightremendous sigh, as if
he had been holding his breath for some periodrd.t



CHAPTER THREE

'l THINK I'm just too tired," Maggi complained as he urdped out of the
door. They were celebrating the end of their firvgd weeks together, she
and John and the babies, and he had threatene@maiytiey didn't get out
of the house for a time. 'l never realised how minghble a pair of babies
can be. How in the world does a natural motheriga®’

'‘By mobilising all her family, her friends, and esmlly the grandmothers,’
he told her. 'You've been cooped up in that hoosgefar too long. So today
we go touring.’

'And make more work for me—I mean, for ourselves?'

'It's illegal and unwise to give kids morphine,'daéd, chuckling. '‘But once
this van gets moving you'll see that travel pugsrthiight to sleep. They love
the sound of the open road. Now hop in and buckldady.' The battered
old van had succumbed to considerable washing ahshmg, and now

looked quite attractive.

Maggi found it hard not to obey as she climbednip the high front seat,

pushing the lunch basket ahead of her. He just sdé¢moverwhelm one,

and that bothered her. She shifted uneasily irbtieket seat and looked
around. The twins were already aboard, each stdajppe a complicated

child-seat behind the driver's cubicle. They seenwe the worse for wear.
Aunt Eduarda had opted out. Much as she lovedrem|dhe loved her soap
operas more. Riding shotgun, so to speak, was NHkewas sprawled out
flat in the narrow corridor leading back to the ‘gaself-contained bathroom
and bedroom facility. Her dog offered her a vagkbwag before closing

his eyes. 'Some protection you are!' she muttesgtieavan bounced down
and up under John's considerable weight. She wéitbleenan warily out of

the corner of her eye. He had slammed the midstops behind him, and

was coming forward, checking every detail, muchaasaeroplane pilot

might. It was a reassuring little gesture.

It all seemed so natural as he bent over each @mil checked the
safety-belts, but when he came all the way forveand did the same for her,
Maggi was shattered. Inadvertently or otherwiss,gbow brushed across



her breasts as he performed the simple check. &hght her breath as
sensation replaced reflection. He must have heardjlick hissing intake,
because he stopped for a second and smiled aNbewuntil he buckled
himself into the driver's seat was Maggi able tndanother breath. And he
heard that too.

Maggi knew she had one massive problem. It hadaappdeat her shoulder
every morning for the past two weeks: a bed tord @visted from the

violence of her dreams. A body soaked with persipmaMuscles aching.

All purely physical, she reminded herself firmljndreason why good little
virgins stayed 'good' was that they didn't know tthay were missing! And

Maggi, with one month of wedded bliss behind head Hfound that

experience too wonderful to ignore. Only the faetttshe really hated this
man kept her from—whatever one wanted to call it.

Brazen it out, she decided. Explore his weaknesdesay. "You've had a
great deal of experience driving wide-based vehilke this?'

'"You bet.' His hand moved among the array of swecand gears, and the
motor fired up and settled down. 'I've been drivihgg monster for--' he
leaned forward to read one of the meters '—forlanared and thirty-two
miles!

It wasn't a tremendous mileage, on the Americatestut you've had
plenty of experience in other big vans like thie@rshe asked hesitantly.

'‘No. | always liked a small car—sports cars wheould afford them. But
you needn't worry, | can handle this little darlit"s only thirty-one feet
long, anyway. As easy as catching Paddy's pig.’

'Yes, of course,' she mumbled, not knowing a gdeatl about pigs, and
nothing at all about Paddy. She pulled her seatipeinother notch, wiped
off the clammy palms of her hands and then lockeant securely around
the edges of her seat.

'l wouldn't want you to have a heart attack,” hee®nted as he went about
the business of turning the van around. 'If you'tdmimd, lean back in your
chair. | have to use that mirror outside your wwdo see what's going on.’'



'I'm not the class idiot," she told him huffily,cagave him the back of her
head while she looked out the window.

'‘Ah, a girl of spirit,’ he drawled. Maggi shruggleer shoulders at him. He
was, after all, only an employee. But after he hmdie his sixth attempt to
turn around in the narrow yard outside the house ceuld not suppress the

giggle.

'Why don't you drive up to the barn?' she suggestdeere's a lot more
space up there.'

'l was just going to do that,' he grumbled. 'I"eeb practising down here in
case we run into a problem on narrow streets. Aedets nothing | hate
worse than a female know-it-all.’

'How nice for you," she murmured, and turned baxlcantemplate the
surrounding property. She could hear him chucklgrzeher back as the
van moved smoothly up the hill and turned easilthengreat circle in front
of the barn. He pulled to a stop, however, jushasad the nose of the
vehicle pointed in the right direction. One of thebies behind them stirred
and fretted.

‘Just as good as opium?' she asked sarcastically.

'Well, when we hit the open road,' he returned. &teforced herself to turn
in his direction. One could hardly carry on a casasion with one's back
turned. That was one of the many things she knesutabtiquette. Her
mother, descended from a long line of Yankees—dewast-Yankees, that
was, not the general term used all over the worldd-hrought to her
marriage a single copy dfirs Godey's Ladies' Bookyinted in 1886. It
contained everything there was to know about manrfand then she had
spent endless hours teaching her daughter thedtitfe between absolute
right and all those half-truths.

'So how do we get there?' John added.

'How do we get where?'



"You mean | didn't tell you?'

'Mr Dailey," she snapped, 'despite the fact thmtthe employer in these
parts, you've been issuing orders all morning. m'tdtake to receiving
orders. Not once have you said anything about wy@nevant to go!'

Take that,' he said under his breath, and griniéduld you feel better if
you could slap my face?'

And that, curiously, answered her .other questiidre one she had been
hiding in the back of her mind. He isn't really yigit all, she told herself.
Those crevasses—if they were a little shorter ttmyld be dimples! He's
never going to be handsome, not ever. But he o&ytdooks to
be—dependable? Trustworthy? What was it that Matheays said? A girl
must be neat and good-looking; a boy only need®temployed!

'Well?' he asked.

'‘N-no,' she stammered. 'Why would | want to--? Neyouldn't make me
feel better. Where do you want to go?"

'l want to see the fishing fleet," he said. 'I"eatd about the New Bedford
fleet for years. Biggest in the country, | hear?’

'Maybe not the way you mean it," she replied. d#ymot have the largest
number of boats, but its catches bring in the mastey of any port in the
country. You don't—you don't want to go down to thlearfs and crawl

around among the boats and things like that? Imiadene that in years.' A
deep sigh accompanied the statement. There weradoy remembrances
down among the wharfs.

He gave her a quizzical look. 'l'd be satisfied jagook. It's just curiosity, |
don't intend to go into the business. | supposekymyw all about it?"

'l did once. But after—well, | just couldn't brimgyself to

He slowed the van and came to a stop so he coakddweer at her. There
was more sympathy in his voice than she might leyected. 'I'm sorry,



Maggi, | made a bad choice of subjects. | keepdibiigg about your
husband. Please forgive me.’

And so do |, Maggi thought glumly. Keep forgettiRgbert, | mean. And
John sounds so—concerned. He's much like Robeityr&ig and strong
and not exactly handsome. Kind. 'l wouldn't wandisappoint you," she
said. There's a place out on the bridge where owddcsee the whole
harbour. Would that do?'

It would. So she furnished him directions, the started rolling, the babies
were lulled into sleep, and the sun seemed to shiitiée brighter. Heading

north on Tucker Road, she pointed out all the sigihbe seen in the small,
widely scattered country town of Dartmouth. Housimgs springing up

everywhere on the right-hand side of the road, evthile land to the left

swooped down to the Paskamansett River. A broekputid probably have

been called elsewhere; river was somewhat overdaingohn nodded

politely as she pointed out the post office, statdthe fire station when they
came to busy Route Six, and made appropriatelyeotfp noises when

they turned east and headed for the city.

"You didn't mention that hellacious traffic jam beh us,’ he said,
chuckling, as they climbed the hill beside the Gouglub.

'‘No," she said glumly. That's the Dartmouth M&tbme of us would rather
forget its existence. That whole area was oncelightfil little country
corner, with the river, a watermill, and—they'veranted everything over.
Of course, it adds considerably to our tax base.’

‘All in the name of progress?'

‘All in the name of progress. That building oveerthis where | spent my
high school .years.

‘A year or two ago,' he teased as they went doerhilh The idea startled
her. She knew he was teasing, and yet—how veryyniceas done!

To be honest--'



'‘No," he interrupted. 'Let's not be honest todat'sljust enjoy. This is the
city limit?'

‘Just right there.' She pointed to the marker,thedittle pond that marked
Buttonwood Park, the city's biggest recreation area

'We seem to be going up and down, and not verydadwhe questioned as
they started downhill again at Kempton Street.

'‘A series of ridges,' she explained. 'They run lfgréo New Bedford
harbour. | forget the exact dimensions, but thg isitabout twelve miles
long and two miles wide—something like that. Fouhdethe 1770s, and
became the world's biggest whaling centre. Thatsrevwe get the name,
the Whaling City. All gone. There now, dead ahehdt's the harbour.’

They were poised at the top of the hill at Countye&, where urban
renewal and change had opened a view to part didakharbour.

He had nothing more to say as he manoeuvred tham the final hill and
on to the bridge that connected New Bedford withttbwn of Fairhaven, on
the other side of the harbour. When, at her doectnhe pulled off the road
into tiny Marine Park, he brought the van to a stopathed a sigh of relief,
and patted the steering-wheel.

'Well, we fooled 'em again,' he told the van.
'What?"'

'When | leased this van they bet me I'd pile iirughree months,' he said,
chuckling. 'And we fooled 'em again. Come on, etdk around.'

'l—wish you had told me that an hour ago. I'm suosuld have found

something that | just had to be doing—elsewhere#& guaver in her voice
was artificially manufactured. She had ridden vaithundred worse drivers
than he. He always seemed to be on the alert, oigebks mirrors, gauging

the traffic beside and in front of him.



He flipped the switch that turned on the air- ctiodier and leaned in her
direction. '"You know, you have the finest hair laxer seen on a girl"

Maggi shifted uneasily in her seat. He had lulled imto a false sense of
security, and the conversation upset her. Autoraliiber hand went to her
hair and struggled to bring some order among this.call to no avalil, as
usual.

"You didn't get it," he commented as her hand maredessly. '‘Bend over
here.' Maggi had no idea what he was talking allmutyas so firmly in his

thrall that she leaned over in his direction aremioled as his hand ran
through the curls, seeking.

'What is it?"

'‘Nothing." He laughed, a full-throated sound thHd¢d the van with its
pleasure. 'l just had the mad notion to run my hanaugh your hair.’

'Well—really!" She snapped her head back so quitldyher neck hurt. She
rubbed at it and glared at him. Neither seemedze him in the least. He
unstrapped himself from the driver's immense sedtraoved out into the
corridor. Even for a man ofhis height he could maveund comfortably,

albeit with head slightly bowed.

She watched warily as he rearranged the blankets crecked the
air-conditioner vents. 'The noise of the machineilykeep them down for
.quite a while," he explained. 'Tell your dog taguthem. Come on.'

‘Tell my dog?' Maggi gasped at the thought. The dogld do as he

pleased; he always did. At this moment he didrétvs¢oo displeased to
move aside and let them both pass to the midshgpsdé&nd when they

were by Mike raised his head to look around, sdifiethe babies' feet, and
went back to sleep again.

'‘But we just can't walk off and let the dog takeecaf them,' she protested.



'Modern science answers everything,' he said, dimgckOur citizens' band
radio is also an amplifier. | push this switch angkesto, every deep breath
they take is funnelled up into the loudspeakerh@nroof. Come on, girl.’

John offered his hand as she scrambled down tke 8ieps to the ground.
She hesitated fractionally, and decided it wasoitthvthe trouble to fuss
about a hand. People held hands all the time,dtéerself. Little people
and big people and—besides, she thought, if ydwdhéing his hand that's
one thing he can't use to get you into more traubihe stuck her head out of
the door. True to his word, she could hear the daidithe babies breathing.

John looked back at her as if he might have heardnought. His big hand
was still stretched in her direction. She droppeddwn small paw into it,
and it promptly disappeared.

"Trouble?' he asked.

'‘Nothing. Just clearing my throat." And a quick roipa of subject. 'Isn't it
wonderful, smelling the sea?'

'‘And the harbour and the fish and the seaweedddded, grinning. 'All
wonderful.’

'Well, it's a working harbour,’ she snapped. Mafagk was really a small
island that served as a mid- harbour support ftdhg bridge. They were
facing south, looking at the massive wall of theritane dyke that shut off
the inner harbour from the outer, and from Buzz@&dg. The dyke was a
huge wall of stone, with a massive steel gateemtiddle, put up to protect
the low-lying land inside from the ravages of amothurricane. It had been
a big success, Maggi told him. 'Since the dyke ewampleted not a single
hurricane has come by in this direction! And ovegeré are--' She was
waving towards the New Bedford side of the harband, the array of docks
in the South Terminal. Where not a single fishingtovas tied up. 'Damn!’
she muttered. 'l wanted to show you the fleet—aedels not a single boat
in port. They must all be out on the fishing grosihd

'Not to worry.' He was standing slightly behind .h&he wind, which had
been a mild breeze out in the country, was blowingpod force, streaming



her hair behind her, and pushing her back against iwo warm arms
steadied her gently. And then moved further forwamd tightened around
her. His voice was close to her ear. She shivegathaand not from the
cold.

"You're very proud of your part of the world, atgmou.’ It was a statement,
not a question. She pondered it, unwilling to admherself that it was his
nearness, not his statement, that affected heritQuit, she told herself
firmly. He's only a man. You've been held by a gamahy men, my girl.

And practically all of them better-looking thanghine. Maggi exerted a
little strength, trying to move away from him, laither he was too strong,
or she wasn't really trying—And | don't want to knahich, she thought.

'l don't see any boats.' That voice at her eanaghlise enough so she could
feel the warmth of the words. 'But there are pleoiftyactories. Tell me
more.'

She leaned her head back against his chest adddreatch a glimpse of his
face, with no success. 'That's part of the New &elifenaissance,’ she told
him in her best tour-guide voice. 'The whaling istiy died out after the
Civil War. Petroleum oil was too much competitiddo the city went
downhill. Then in the 1880s cotton became kingn8ipmg of cotton thread
in those days required humidity. What better placbuild a factory than
here on the banks of the river? The city becanteagain on cotton—until
the 1920s, when the mill-owners abandoned theldimgjs and workers and
moved south—cheap labour. And then, after the Dspwa, all those
buildings were standing empty, and hundreds of lsndistries moved into
them—mainly the rag trade. And that's all.’'

‘That's enough,' he said still at her ear.

You've got to stop that, she told herself. My lagd], you're a sucker for
this smooth line, the sympathetic voice. Get yduavgon the road before he
overwhelms you. Before you learn to enjoy it, Magigi!

'If .you would kindly turn me loose," she snappéoch not that kind of girl.'
His arms immediately opened and freed her. She dhaway a step or two,
and felt immediately lonely.



'l never supposed you were, so why do you keepngaghat?' he
commented, watching her like a hawk.

'I—I didn't mean to imply--' And the sentence jostild not be completed. It
was almost impossible to keep her face from flushBut the wind had
done its work. Her cheeks were already rosy.

'l see,” he said. Obviously, he didn't, but Maggd o intention of
explaining. Why give this man a single bit of infaation to use against her?
Why tell him that she wasn't afraid of John Dail#he hunter, as much as
she was afraid of Maggi Brennan, the widow?

'I'm sorry I've spoiled your day,' she told him.

"You haven't spoiled anything," he replied. ‘Itgrand view, | love the sight
of a working city, and you're just about the besirtguide in the area.’

‘That's not saying much." She was rebuilding heakered defences,
restoring her own confidence. 'Since I'm the oalyrtguide in sight. | feel |
ought to do something more--' And the idea strusk h

'‘Look, | brought some lunch stuff with me. Why dowe go over to
Fairhaven and picnic at Fort Phoenix?' She poirdad to him the
promontory stretching to their south where thefold sat. The fort itself,
just outside the hurricane barrier, was out of tsight he didn't seem to
mind. They walked slowly back to the van, strugglagainst the wind. It
wasn't really all that much wind, but it was thestoexcuse she could offer
herself for taking his arm.When he parked the wahe area just outside the
state park at Fort Phoenix the place was almosttyenipoo cold for
swimming,' she told him as she stepped out of #re What's the Atlantic
Ocean out there. It doesn't get warm enough fdribgntil some time in
July.’

He came around to join her. 'The kids are stikag|' he reported. 'And the
amplifier is on again. Whatever happened to the miarm Gulf Stream?"'

'Oh, it's out there somewhere. Out beyond Nantuldfend. It'sstill too
cold to swim." The sun was brilliant on their headaggi pulled the scarf



out of her limitless handbag and tied it over headh The offshore wind was
chilled. They stood for a moment, looking out todgafreland, some three
thousand miles away. 'That's taking the long vieixcourse,’ she teased.

He came up behind her again and put an arm arcemddist. 'We're going
to stand here until the wind blows us away?'

'‘Coward," she said, laughing. 'And | thought youemeery brave, driving
the van up Fort Street.’

'Well, | was,' he admitted modestly. 'How narrow tlae streets get?"

‘Narrow? They used to drive the streetcars righthepmiddle of that street.
Of course, there weren't manydrivers around whe@walfing to contest the
passage with a thirty-ton streetcar."'

He squeezed her just the tiniest bit, and she masediately caught up in
her panic. Do | shake because he's there, or betdos't want to be there?
It was a question she still could not answer.

'Do you know they have a large number of crazyatsvn this town?' he
enquired.

‘Not really,’ she replied. 'All those crazies yawsare from out of town.
Come on, let's take a look at the fort.' Beforecbeld answer she grabbed
his hand and began towing him up the massive rlatwiaon which the old
revolutionary war fort was established. He lookeddnly a minute at the
battery of ancient muzzle-loading cannons, emplagedommand the
entrance to the harbour, and then let her pullfamher, up to the top of the
stone parapet.

'‘Now that's a view," he agreed. And it was. Thewas located on the elbow
of a hook-like peninsula, with the shank extendumgher out to sea.

'Sconticut Neck!" she yelled at him, pointing te fand mass to their left.
'‘New Bedford." She pointed across the harbour terg/ta similar point
stretched out to sea. "There must be a dozen prtonesin the area, all



creating little bays and harbours. New Bedford Bed/port are the biggest
anchorages.’

'And Fort Phoenix? Arisen out of the ashes?'

'Well, how did you know that?' She looked backiat m surprise, and at
that very moment a massive gust of wind pushednbethis arms. To keep
from falling off the back of the parapet he droppethe ground, taking her
with him. They ended up nose to nose, laughing.ciAfag closely, she saw
the laugh disappear as his face became solemmt.if¥d, dear lord, she
told herself, he's going to kiss me.

And he did. It was not a challenging kiss. Not aklwand strong as the
ocean wind. Instead it was warm and comforting ahdyhly desirable. She
found it almost impossible to draw away from hinmd®he mumbled some
words that the wind swept away. If only he didotK as if he were carved
in granite!

'Let's get over to the leeward side of the fohg said. "When we get out of
the wind it'll be warm, | promise!'

A little smile twitched at his lips, as if he kngust what was going on in her
mind, but he was up gracefully and followed heuacbthe perimeter to the
far side, where the wall was barely four feet hayig jumped down outside.
What she had promised was true. The minute theanstone wall cut off

the wind they began to appreciate the heat of time She gestured to a
protruding rock and used it as a seat. He sprasuéth the grass beside her.

'‘Now," she said, unwilling to let him set the agengou said you were a
hurler. Tell me about hurling and the professidoatball.' He chuckled. He
knows what you're up to! she thought immediately.

'Hurling," he mused. 'Well, it's a lot like yourrga of field hockey, only

much more ferocious. Nobody wears pads, theretaenhany rules and
formalities, and—well, altogether it's a game ofenless terrorism. One
can accumulate a few scars here and there, butngaké any money at it.
As for the Irish professional football, it's whatupeople call soccer—only



we really know how to play it. | was on the All-laad team for four years.
The money wasn't bad at all. It paid for my lawréeg End of story.’

'You mean—that's all?’

‘That's all,' he agreed. 'Our sort of soccer stnedly sedate, as long as you
can keep the fans in the stands. If things getbabntrol then you have
trench warfare. Kill or be killed. Great sport.’

'But--' She searched his strife-marked face witinceon.

'‘Now you see why | became a lawyer,' he interruggadjhing. 'l was such a
bad player that | was lucky to get out of the leagith my life!"

'‘And thenyou went to law school.’
'As you say,' he replied. 'Now tell me about yolir€er Fort Phoenix?'

Luckily he gave her a choice, and the old fort wBabbling at high speed,
she jumped into the story. 'New Bedford was a fasnoart back in those
days— the revolution and all that. So they buils iort to keep the British
fleet from invading." She looked down at him to geke was listening.

Those big dark eyes followed her every move. Seffsciously she tugged
at her windbreaker.

'‘But they did," she continued. "There were a lotbohts here in the
harbour—little fishing boats. And the British clah that they were
privateers, just because each one of them hadwida protect themselves
with.’

'What a stupid conclusion!" he interjected.

'Yes, well, so they brought a whole fleet up intar€s Cove, and landed
forty thousand troops. Or maybe it was only fowwugand. Or maybe four
hundred.’

‘There's some discrepancy in the figures?'



'Well, you don't have to be sarcastic! So they éahtthe marines over there
in New Bedford, and they marched all the way throtmwn and burned
everything down. And at the same time they landémr@ down there on
Sconticut Neck, which is up behind the fort.'

'‘And of course the cannon were all facing out ebaesd couldn't fire behind
them--'

"You've heard this story before,’ she accused Hohat all. Just my normal
analytical mind at work. You tell a story beautiftiMaggi. Your eyes light
up, and you have the world's best gestures, and--'

'Stop that! If you don't want to listen, then you--

'l want to listen," he assured her hurriedly. 'Véhdoes the Phoenix arise
from the ashes?’

‘Later," she snapped. 'Where was 1?'
‘They were coming up behind us--'

'Yes. They came up behind the fort and--' It wasinggeharder and harder to
tell the story. Somehow or another one of his hdrats come around her
waist and was resting just below the curve of rea$t. She talked faster.
‘They came up behind and there was a terrible magssand they burned the
fort to the ground. And then their battleships—watlleast one frigate. That
must have been a pretty big ship. It came intdhdrdour and burned all the
little fishing boats."'

‘Terrible," he said solemnly. Terrible.’'

'Yes,' she hurried on. 'And then the militia fronak&ham arrived, and the
New Bedford militia, which had been over in Newpwditing for an attack
there, came back.'

‘A lot of men?'

'Oh, maybe two or three hundred.’



'‘Against forty thousand!" He whistled in astonisimné&he decided to keep
her face pointed towards the harbour.

'Yes. And the militia drove the British out and sdrem scurrying back to
their boats, and the town of Fairhaven voted taitdlihe fort--'

'Up out of the ashes.' He chuckled.

'Yes, out of the ashes. Because they knew thd&ritlish would never come
back if they knew the fort was there to defend lagbour. And it was
successful!’

'Great!" He sat up and smiled at her. Or grinnédhat was a better
classification.

'It's all true!" she told him very firmly.
'Of course it is. How many more times did the calyaBritish attack?"

‘They never came back. The French fleet appeafdéthefsapeake Bay, and
the British admiral called all the ships south trktown.’

'‘Lucky for him," he said solemnly. 'How many died tihat terrible
massacre?'

'You mean right here at Fort Phoenix? | don't kn®&ut in the whole
battle—it lasted for twenty- four hours, you know-hink four men were
killed, a dozen wounded, and the British fleet Kigtmen by desertion. So
there!

'So there indeed." And now he was definitely langhiLaughing and
squeezing her gently.

She jumped up and glared at him. 'I'm going to reypau,” she announced
fiercely. 'There must be somebody | can reporttpoWnpatriotic laughter
in the face of the enemy!"



'l can't allow that to happen,' he told her aslmbzd to his feet. 'T'll lose
my green card and have to give up being a nanng Afherican green card,
by the way, is actually blue.' He laughed agaiheagathered her up. 'l can't
take that chance. I'll just have to shut your mpatushla.’

'Oh, no, you don't,’ she stammered as she backedcopple of steps, her
hand covering her mouth. 'Listen—one of the balgesrying!" They
weren't, of course, but it was the first excusechdd come to. She turned
and ran, almost tumbling down the face of the iiadier hurry, thankful she
had worn her trainers for the trip. The hurryingsweot required. John
sauntered after her as*if he had all the time enwlorld.

As a result, by the time he arrived she had warthedtill-sleeping babies'
bottles, set out their lunch, and deployed thedaantainer of fried chicken
she had brought with her. Fried chicken, mashedtpes, coleslaw. And
she sat herself down on the opposite side of thst,féeaving him to sit on
the stair of the van, safely separated from heikpouthern- fried chicken
legs.

'l know when I'm licked," he said, laughing. 'Diduycook this yourself?"

'Of course | did. Those little red bits aliaguiga. Portuguese sausages.
They're a little peppery. And there's some be¢hnénrefrigerator, and--'

'‘And everything's fine," he assured her. 'Slow do@am down. Like any
sensible lad, if | can't bite the lady, I'll sette fried chicken.'

'How gracious of you,' she muttered, and dug ih® food as if her life
depended on it.

The babies were awake a few minutes later. It wad'to tend to their needs
in the narrow van, but they managed. When the @ldvere back in their
seats Maggi managed to squeeze by John, out etopihn air, just in time
to see another car pull up beside them.

'Maggi? Maggi Brennan?'

Maggi walked over to the car and looked in. 'Stdtla been a long time.'



'‘And we're neighbours, love. | live down Tucker Ba®w, about a mile
from you. How are things going?"

'Well," Maggi reported. ‘And you?'

'Working downtown," Stella replied. 'In a law ofidWhat's this | hear about
you living with some foreigner? The whole town'sgiping!’

‘There's nothing to it," Maggi protested. 'Nothaigll.'

'Where there's smoke..." Stella offered archlym&agorgeous hunk? Oh,
lord, is that him?'

Maggi flashed a look over her shoulder. John Dailag just come around
the front of the van and was standing there lookihthem. And for some
reason Maggi just did not want to introduce Johiheo old schoolfriend.

'‘No, I'm not living with him, I'm employing him,he said firmly. 'And we

have to go right away. Maybe I'll see you again dag'

'Maybe I'll come over some night," Stella suggestidickling. 'I'm sure |
can find some work for him myself!" All of which reinced Maggi that the
neighbours were already talking too much, and & l@ag past time to go,
before any more female sharks came ashore. Shdedhs®d made for the
van, tugging John's arm as she passed him.

"You're not going to introduce me to your friend@'asked as he followed
along.

'‘No, I'm not. Are the babies ready to go?"

'Suddenly maternal,’ he said as he checked thesgaps and slipped into
the driver's seat. 'Now | wonder why?'

'‘Well, you can wonder until hell freezes over,' shapped at him.He was
laughing as he eased them out of the car parkiWwbédabies behind him
gurgled, sharing the joke. Maggi tightened herlsgaind glared out of the
window as they headed down the tree-shrouded aubateas Fort Street,



heading home. It started to rain before they redthe bridge. She was glad
for it. It matched her spirits.



CHAPTER FOUR

'WomAN's work is never done," grumbled Maggi several daysr] 'Well,
hardly ever. We might as well be married, the wagrav going on!" The
statement was casually made, off the top of hedl;ib@ moment she heard
what she had said her face turned a violent recshadtlamped a hand over
her idiotic mouth.

She could see John's face, too, all the way atheskitchen, as the steel
shutter fell again. He shook his head and saidygéehthought we'd settled
that idea. I'd rather not discuss it again. Thedwararried" frightens me. At
least the way things are now you have all your tsigiff.'

'How nice for me,' she muttered as she stuffedhemdbad of baby clothes
into the brand-new washing-machine. 'lt's harddigelve that just two little

babies require a daily laundry service. But | wgmi to know that I'm not
going to let you buy everything in the world for rhguse. | can't imagine
what you're using for money! When you decide tdgok to Ireland you'll

have to take it all with you!

And that's another problem, she told herself. Foaa who didn't have two
pennies to rub together when he arrived, this neamed to have more
money than he knew what to do with. Although she paying him well, it
hardly added up to all the things he had purchd¥ed. seem to be made
out of money,' she accused him. 'Like Finian's Bavf? Found a pot of
gold outside your village?'

She was not too far away to see the startled loatksiwept over his face and
was gone. 'Not exactly," he answered abruptly.c@ifrse, we poor Irish

have the saving habit. | talked with your lawyemuYhave to have a
clothes-washer, so | just ordered one on your adcou

"You—you just charged it to my account?' Anger édibver and gibberish
ran out of her brick-red mouth. 'You just--'

‘To the executor's account,’ he soothed, but Maggi beyond soothing.
"You wouldn't want to lose all this equipment,'diallenged. 'If the babes



are to stay here, this stuff will be in use fooad time. And the estate can
afford it. Anything else for the drier?’

'‘No." Deep breathing. Fifty breaths, steady and/ sBomehow she managed
to stem the tide of anger. In a sense he was &di@g.needed the equipment,
she knew, but to just charge it off to her—it baghthe mind! Ten more
deep breaths. 'l think that's all the laundry, Imged to sterilise the bottles,
and get another quart of boiled water." She nibbledlip for a moment.
This was the time to make the announcement. 'Aadébies are going to
stay here," she said quietly.

Fronj out in the living-room, television and alescould hear Aunt Eduarda
give a muffled cheer.

'‘Good," he said. 'Although I'm not one to know matiout the subject, |
think you might make a good mother. How do you ps#to do all that?'

'Why--" Maggi had given it some thought, but thewers she had found so
far were not too agreeable. 'l intend to adopt thefhcourse.’ Only when |
went to the Division of Child Services they madgr@at many noises about
"stable home and family life" and "We seldom all@goptions into
one-parent families,” and "If you were married, amdir husband had a
sufficient income, Mrs Brennan,” and "You have tib dut these ten
thousand forms." Well, perhaps not that many, lelit h

When she lifted her head he was studying her fasef trying to read
behind the cover. 'Well, now," he said, 'l thinkesgthing is under control,
and | have to get up to Boston to see the Immigngbeople.’

'‘About your green card?"

'Blue, actually," he corrected her.

'‘Both of the babies are napping?'

'Of course they are. When did you ever see onaeyhtdoing something

that the other wasn't? I'll be back by dinnertifviat are we having? Steak
and potatoes?"



'Last night we had potatoes and steak,’ she remhinigie. 'How about a tuna
salad and soup?’

'‘Ah," he said, shaking his head dolefully. 'You mkisow that the Irish

culture begins and ends with potatoes. I'm a grgviiay. Why don't we

stick to what we know?' He was gone out of the dosfiore she had a
chance to rethink the problem. Steak was just tam @xpensive, Aunt
Eduarda didn't like it, and the moment the doosetbbehind him she had
other ideas to worry her.

Marriage, for example. In barely three weeks sthiefallen desperately in
love with two little girls. Desperately. If she veemarried she could adopt
them without any trouble. As for income—well, shght just give up the
struggle and sell the farm. Forty-six acres, nuggigainst the limited land
of the housingestate under construction up thewduld bring a sizeable
income. It would last long enough for the childtergrow up, graduate from
college, and have theawnfamilies. The thought tickled her funny- bone.
'Here | am barely making ends meet,' she muttéaed, already | have
grandchildren! Where in the world could | find @@&iman who's interested
in marrying me? Not John, certainly. He's said,tlaaid I'm coming to
believe him. Besides, who could stand a dictakar tiim around the house,
twenty-four hours a day?'

'I'd rather have kale soup,' Aunt Eduarda callethfthe living-room. 'With
sausages!'

‘Yeah, growing,' growled Maggi as she moved todber to watch John,
starting up the van out in the front yard. The ekhstarted at the touch of
his finger. Everything he owned seemed to work—tidelg her! She

smiled at her own temerity.

He doesn't own me, she reminded herself, I'm rgihiim by the day. Maggi
Brennan, bottle-washer- in-chief. Assistant babyaer. His van works
because he tinkers with it; is he tinkering with?we little shudder ran up
and down her spine, having nothing to do with #rmagerature or the wind.
Smiling a secret smile, Maggi started the bottrethe steriliser, and filled
the kettle for the boiled water needed in the balbemula.



Quarter past one, she noted as she left the kitdh@anthe first time this
week I've actually had breakfast and lunch! Willnders never cease? |
wish | understood what I'm up to. That man has rdaw&e my home and
taken over everything! He's not the sort of magally like to have around,
and he makes me mad more often than he makes mg-hap why don't |
up and send him about his business?

She knew the reason. Despite her anger there waemgng the shivers
that he sent up and down her spine. Shivers of-eigation? All physical,
of course. There was certainly no romance involiAad I'm not the sort of
girl to jump into bed with him at a minute's noticghe muttered as she
wandered out to the living-room.

The twins were fast asleep and smiling, under Adtarda's cheerful eye.
Because the day was a little more chilly than presiy, they were dressed
in their wool pyjamas—the pyjamas with the feet aut of them, so they
could touch each other. Mike managed a singlentag-as Maggi came in.

'‘Boy, haveyou got it made,' she grumbled at her dog. 'Sleema in
comfort, never miss a meal, no more living outia barn—and | don't think
I've heard you bark in a month of Sundays!" Thedud opened his mouth
in a massive yawn and put his head down again. Meajgdown in the
rocking-chair. Just for a minute, of course. She wa longer affected by
the sheer physical effort of being a substitutehantSo no one was more
surprised than she to find she had fallen asleep.

She slept until someone tugged at the tip of hee siaggi opened one eye;
Mike was playing watchdog, mouthing the toe of sleoe and shaking it,
rather than barking. Even the dog knows you dasturth two sleeping

princesses, she thought. And then she managedrkotimother eye open.

She had been napping for an hour. The babies wilrasteep, although

both had rolled over on their stomachs, Prissi¢déft, Pru to the right, so
that their feet were still entangled. Aunt Eduavdas trying her best to
figure out the use of the two spring- loaded bahgirs that she and John
had bought the previous day. And someone was walkirthe path leading
to the kitchen door.



He's back again! For some foolish reason the ide#desl her. But Mike

wasn't behaving as if the lord of the manor weterneng. In fact the dog's
teeth were showing as he padded out to the kitdeen Maggi followed.

One of the first things John had done was to diseonthe noisy doorbell;
somebody pushed the button a couple of times, nedlttdisgustedly, and
knocked. She whipped the door open.

"You again, Mr Swanson? Don't you have somewheoitant to go?'
Mike was unable to restrain the soft but threatggiowl. But Swanson had
worked up his courage, and stuck a shoe in the typéned doorway.

'‘Come to make you a better offer, Mrs Brennan,lithe man said jovially.
'‘Been authorised to increase our offer by ten dollae acre. How about
that?'

'If you don't get your shoe out of my door you wdi@ able to walk for a
month,’ she said. He started to say something rhatéJlike growled again.
The agent quickly retrieved his toe.

'‘But think what you can do with the money,' he sHiig.face still wore that
jovial smile, but his words belied the idea thatwees having a good time.
You don't seem to realise the problem,’ he indis#&u must know that my
firm is building those luxury condos behind youmfa The project won't be
economical if we can't expand on to your land. Yiamuldn't want to see it
all brought to a stop, would you? The town wouldfesuseverely, you

know. A lower tax-base, more unemployment, fewenés.'

'‘And all my fault?” Maggi straightened out her smedkirt, and
finger-combed her hair while she waited.

"Well—er—probably," he announced.
'‘And you would be one of the unemployed, Mr Swafson
'Why—yes, to tell the truth.’

'‘Good,' she snapped. 'The answer is no. Goodbye.'



He stood there on the stoop, rocking back and famthis heels, a hangdog
look coming over his face. 'l can't take no foraaswer,' he said in anguish.
'It would ruin me!'

‘Then | suggest you start looking around for oteemployment,’ she
snapped. 'There's only one thing more | want foyl, Mr Swanson, and
that is goodbye!'

Swanson, caught in the weight of her disapprowak tanother look at
Mike's bared teeth and decided that nothing washsMuorther effort. He
turned and left. And almost knocked over the eldgrey-haired woman
dressed in an almost masculine navy blue busingi$sveho was just
climbing out of her State car.

State car, Maggi nudged herself. Blue licence platie white numbers, on

an otherwise inoffensive red Ford Escort. Danggmas? From the Bureau
of Revenue—the State income tax people? Maybe uldhtave filed last

year, even though | didn't make any money to spéak

Or the Health Board? There had been a lot of camiglabout the swamp
on her land—something to do with odours? And in theantime the
woman waswalking slowly up the path, and smilingshe saw Maggi
standing in the door. And that's the worst kind,ggiathought. Civil
servants who smile as they escort you to the dunéb Maggi Brennan
swallowed hard, and prepared to defend the palsesitnopylae to the last
man—or woman, as the case might be.

'I'm not accustomed to the walk," the woman saghasclimbed up on to the
stoop and put out a hand. 'Mildred Fagan, fromStete Bureau of Child
Services. Thiss the place where the Daugherty twins live? And tbnagly
Mr Dailey?'

Child Services? Dailey? For the life of her Magguldn't remember the
name Dailey at all, and then her mind cleared.,"¥&sDailey works here.
Forgive me, but it's all been so sudden that Idbrgames, and

'Yes, we were contacted by the Immigration pedplg.l came because of
your application for adoption. Evidently our clesas given to understand



that you might remarry soon, and so I've been alenig to check the other
aspects of the case,” Ms Fagan said. 'But not toywdShe gave a
professional glance down at the gold ring on Madgit hand. 'Youlid get
married?'

'l—why, of course, | did, but--' Truth is a precioocommodity, Maggi told
herself. As priceless as pearls. So it shouldn$gread around too much,
right? If the woman wants to think I've gotten neragain, why should |
spoil her day?

'No need to explain. That's a lovely ring. Nowm&y see the house, and the
children?’'

'--' Before Maggi could work up another word Ms ltfed Fagan was
walking by her into the kitchen, her clip-boardts ready, her little bifocal
glasses perched perkily on the end of her stublsg.nblike gave her a
friendly little wag of encouragement, and wandewédo stand guard over
the children.

‘Nice," Ms Fagan commented. 'lt's a good idea t@ leadog or some pet
available when raising children. Especially a sthaited dog. Dalmatian, is
he?'

'More or less," Maggi agreed. 'His mother was tegesl with the American
Kennel Club.’

'Mixed blood.' The State inspector nodded sagalwdys the best, as far as
temperament and intelligence are concerned." Maggi her a quick
glance. Behind those ridiculous little glasses lspdia pair of blue eyes as
full of intelligence as anyone could ask. And #ddismile, as if the pair of
them shared some secret.

'‘Neat kitchen," Ms Fagan went on, checking off laatfozen spaces on her
clip-board. 'Well scrubbed.’

‘John and | do that every day,' Maggi offered. Tware checks on the other
end of the clip-board. 'The babies are in the gwioom.’



'Mr Dailey isn't here at the moment?'

'Well, no.' Maggi stopped for a second, trying éxide how much truth she
should spoon out. 'We have a good working arranggnyeu know. I'm
home with the children today, and he's gone updstd@h to the INS—the
Immigration people.’

'Old-fashioned,” Ms Fagan mused as she slashhckatinore blocks on her
pad. 'The Commonwealth loves that. And my boss does Now, the
children are '

‘Through that door.' Maggi held the door back fer yuest. Mike, who had
gone back to guard duty, came to the open doonheiiving-room, then
retreated. Aunt Eduarda had figured out what tevdb the little dangling
chairs. Each of the two babies was ensconced amaas seat, with their
legs projecting from holes in the bottom. The entffair was suspended
from the top frame of the door by a huge springthed the child could
bounce her feet off the floor, and the spring waqarlovide a momentary free
ride. At the moment they were bouncing themselvesand down like
Yo-yos, squealing their delight and at the same taxercising their little
legs.

'Darlings!" Ms Fagan gushed. 'A guard dog. Andvalipfire." A brief pause
as her head came up from her inspection. ‘dobhave central heating?'

'Of course. But the babies love to see the fire—sghgrkle and all that, you
know. And the fireguard is doubly safe. John hakleckit in place, with a
small door up here through which we can feed thedv&he indicated the
place. '‘But since it's too warm for both fireplacel--'

'Of course.' The smile was back again. 'Aren't theth darlings? Can you
tell them apart?'

‘That's Prissy." Maggi pointed. 'So the other nest'

'Prudence. Of course. How clever you are, and¢h sushort time.'



Yes, Maggi told herself, I'm clever. And good- laadk And righteous. And

old-fashioned. And I'll probably not get to finialsentence until this lovely
lady leaves, after which the lord will undoubtedtyike me dead for all the
lies I'm telling! 'Yes, it's been difficult,’ sheummured. 'And this is my Aunt
Eduarda, who lives with us and helps out with thiédeen.'

Ms Fagan smiled and made a few more positive stashder report form.
Aunt Eduarda, who hated officialdom with a passwithdrew into non-
comprehension, and said a few words in Portuguese.

Maggi blushed and refused to translate. 'ls theneeshing more you want
to see here?'

There wasn't time for an answer. Promptly on cuel®mce noticed their
presence and gurgled up at the pair of them. Raisestantly followed suit.
The two of them contemplated the adults peering tdvem, turned their
heads at precisely the same time to check on teeafid on Mike, then
returned to the adults. At exactly the same montbatlittle pair of mouths
opened and they began to complain.

'Oh, dear," Ms Fagan said and stepped back.

Proving she's only a textbook baby-minder, Maggosiscience noted.
Show her how it's done, shall I? Me with all my espnce?

'It's normal," Maggi assured her visitor. 'Thial®ut the time they both turn
up with wet diapers. Would you like to carry oneledm out to the kitchen
while | take the other?”

She bent over the swing to unloosen the strapsdI|Prissy up and passed
her over. Ms Fagan made a gingerly reception, sdraton the order of a
maiden aunt at her first exposure to a wet niedéh Rfu in her own hands,
Maggi led the way. With practised skill she balahd¢be baby on one
shoulder while spreading a thick cotton blanketrdkie kitchen table. And
demonstrated that she was a fast learner indeel@ast the inspector was
impressed.



‘A little diaper rash there," Maggi pointed oustjas if she knew what she
was talking about. 'Probably from the change ofwatin her formula, you
know.'

'Of course.' Ms Fagan was becoming just the slgyhie glassy-eyed, as if
she were learning toomuch too soon. But she garesht her bifocals on
the end of her nose and watched while Maggi spogadient and powder
and kisses.

'We're still using throw-away diapers,' she comméniVe might go to the
all-cotton ones if that rash persists. How's that?'

‘Commendable." Ms Fagan was over by the door, tgpkip high on the
wall. "Your wedding certificate?’

Maggi looked over her shoulder, keeping one handamh twin's stomach.
They were starting to roll. In another week or tley would be squirming
on their stomachs. Or so her book said. She couldspare a corner of her
mind for Ms Fagan. 'Yes,' she answered. It was #ueeek after Robert
died she had, in a rage of loneliness, snatchegdatehment up, framed it,
and hung it there. And hadn't looked at it in aveee years. 'Did you want
to read it?'

'‘No need,’ Ms Fagan replied gently. 'You know, weprbifocals it's
impossible to lookup and read without breaking my neck. Bifocals were
made for lookinglown.No, don't bother. It's enough to know it's thedmé
more slashing check on her pad, and she foldegol &gl came back to the
table.

'All wonderful,’ she chirped cheerfully. 'Everythim perfect order. Loving
concern, capacity to care, marriage—all wondefifbese children can look
forward to years of concerned parenting.’' A brasige while she moved her
glasses and stubbed at her curiously wet eyes.tn@ommonwealth will
save a potful of money. I'm happy to give officelsent to this temporary
guardianship, and, I hope, to the adoption. Nowoif would sign here?"

From under the lip of the pad on her clip-board eskteacted a long official
form that had already been signed in innumeraldegs by half a dozen



strangers. Ms Fagan indicated the proper line. Wall strokes, Maggi
signed, 'Margaret Brennan'.

'Ah, you don't use his name?’

'His name? No, | never--'

'Many women don't,” Ms Fagan agreed. The smilestith$here.
'Is that wrong? Did I--?"

'‘No, everything is fine. | won't wait for Mr Daileywe don't need his
signature. We women can take care of these thidgsit you think?
Goodbye- Margaret.'

'Maggi—everyone calls me Maggi.'

‘Then goodbye, Maggi. And may God bless this litdenily." A lovely
benediction which left Maggi stuck with two babie$io needed to be
moved, her mouth half open and her eyes gluedaador as Ms Mildred
Fagan made herself scarce. A funny thought bothdeeghi. Somehow she
had put her foot into a very deep hole indeed. @il a large trap at its
bottom.

The might and power of the Commonwealth of Masssetisi was walking
down the path on the shoulders of Ms Mildred Fagaving been lied to,
either by commission or omission, on practicallyemthing that was
important. Just who is doing what to whom? Magdiedsherself as she
managed to get both babies up on her shoulderdakdbut to the safety of
the living-room rug. And just what is the CommonWtiegoing to do when
it finds out about all these lies? Oh, I'm so gjadi've married, Maggi
Brennan. Do they still execute people for falseaing?

John walked into the house just after five o'cloakquietly dangerous
house. He could feel the atmosphere the momentpbaea the kitchen
door. 'I'm back!" he called—not too loudly. For soneason he felt caution
might be required.



Dinner was simmering on the stove. He detouredioyiéted the lid. Soup.
And next to it an asparagus salad—ijust what a wigg boy didn't care
for. It heightened his caution. Mike came strollingout of the living-room.
The dog cocked his head to one side as if censuring

'‘Look, whatever it is, | didn't do it," mutteredhioas he scratched behind
Mike's left ear. 'Of if | did | didn't mean to. Ove forgotten about it. Where
is she?' The dog was too intelligent not to undeit He licked at the hand
that was being so nice, and turned and led thebaely into the living-room.
Maggi was sitting in the rocking-chair, a baby gk arm, playing with
them both at the same time.

'I'm back,' he said after it was plain that shended to ignore him.

'Do you say so?' She looked up at him for just anerat and then went back
to the children.

'Look;" he sighed, 'even Pontius Pilate held aingér

‘Thank you for edifying me.’'

It was the coldest thank you he had ever heard; Rslindignation warmed

him. She thinks she can twist me around her littiger, he told himself

bitterly. As typical a female as ever there wasdAmaybe she can! Good
lord, how did | ever get in this mess?

All I thought to do was gain a week or two, to figuhings out, and--

"Your dinner's ready," she told him without looking again. 'lt's on the
stove. I'll have mine later.'

‘Soup--'

'Is there something wrong with soup?' she flaredaupim, her cheeks
turning blush-red. The sudden noise disturbed lbathies. One of them
whimpered. Maggi jiggled them both up and downaaenoment, restoring
comparative calm.



'‘No," he offered tentatively. 'There's nothing wgamth soup. | love soup!’

'How nice.' Her voice had become deceptively snitthe strained look still
formed around her eyes and mouth. 'l had a vigitole you were away. A
lady by the name of Fagan—Ms Mildred Fagan.'

' don't know anyone by that name,' he repliedntryto fathom what went
on behind her busy forehead. 'At least, | doethemberanyone by that
name.'

'Ms Fagan was from the Department of Child Serviske said, again with
that deceptively cool voice. 'She inspected theceylachecked on the
children, filled out a form, and went away. Yob# happy to know thate
passed inspectioMr Dailey.’

He let out his breath in a big whistling sigh. 'Bominute there you had me
fooled,’ he said. 'We? We passed inspection. Ighbyou were going to say
she was repossessing the kids.'

'Very funny, Mr Dailey. No, she gave me to beli¢lre adoption would be
successful. | put the papers she left up on thiegezhitor."All right, Maggi,'
he said-firmly, 'l can see you're out to stick tleedle into me. Get to the
point. If this specious argument has some point!'

And that, thought Maggiis the point. This specious argument hasn't any
point at all. I'm suffering from a guilt complexaédhe hasn't a thing to do
with it. Well, P ve talked myselhto the problem, and now it's up to me to
work my way out. To begin with, | need either teegup the children, or
find a husband. Lord, how do you go about thatah#sys? With Robert
and me it was so simple. We dated from grammaradsays, and married.
All the good ones went early in the marriage gakviat's left on the
husband market these days but old maggotty stocki?h&re | am taking
my frustrations out on poor John!

She was so angry with herself that tears were fignand she just could not
bring herself to stanch them. So she put the balwes in the crib, stood
straight as a die, hands at her sides, and leivhlet roll down her cheeks.



'Hey—Maggi!
She moved back a half-step. 'Don't touch me," shi¢ened.

'l won't." Instead he held out his arms, and likene sort of zombie she
walked into them. He cushioned her head on histciAesl the strangest
thing of all was that neither of the children criédminute passed, Maggi
raised her head.

'What a fool | am,' she sobbed. 'I'm getting ydurtsall wet, and | only
ironed it this morning! I've done a terrible thidghn.'

'It can't be all that much of a problem,' he shid,lips just at her ear. Tell
me about it.’

'l—that's the problem," she stuttered. The tearsevadeying up and her
courage was coming back. 'l can't tell you. | pest't.’

'It's a terrible problem but you can't tell me abd® | thought we were
friends, Maggi Brennan.' He tugged her with himkbicthe rocking-chair
and sat her down. She promptly stiffened her bdakhed the last remnant
of tears away, and mustered up all the sternnessalid find. He paced up
and down in front of her while he marshalled hisughts.

'Do we play "what is it"?" he asked. 'Is it biggfean a breadbox?'
'Yes, they are,’ she said quietly.

'‘Ah, then it's about the babies. And the Child #®ew person?' Maggi
nodded. 'They wouldn't let you adopt the kids beeawu would be a single
parent?' Maggi nodded again. '‘But that isn't an edliate problem," he
mused. 'As long as you are the executor of theeeta children are yours,
no matter what the Child Services people have yo Qaless, of course,
they can prove that the children are being abusebelng in your care.
Which, Maggi, would never happen. Yeaidyou passed the examination;
nothing else matters.’



'l—had to tell the inspector a lie, John. A vemptilittle lie." Her lovely
green eyes stared at him. He moved not a muscle.

'l would rather think a word or two not highly impant," he said. "You
know that everyone in the world tells a lie now amghin. Some are
inadvertent, some not. It could hardly be import¢éads. Now, can we get
the little people fed and ready for bed? That'sniortant thing?'

Maggi stared at him without saying another worce Bicked a great deal of
education, did Maggi Brennan, but she was not dn@eworld's stupid

people. It wasn't even a word-lie. It was a 'latkwmord’ lie. As she studied
his face, stroijg-marked in the evening light, slendered what he would
say if she blurted it out? | let Ms Fagan belieweak married to you, John!
What would he do? Turn and run? It wasn't sometlimg wanted to tell

him, not today. But some day Maggi Brennan's fanmioose tongue would

slip, and the whole game would fall apart. Poor fl&yennan, wishing for

the stars.

'Very well," she told him coolly, 'I'll say nothingore. You'd better get your
supper before we get to work with the children.’

'Soup?' he said and sighed.

"Your steak is in the oven. The girls have been fedhaving the soup and
salad, and you'd better hurry up, because thergdd their playtime with
their nanny.’

He came over to her and leaned down. 'Don't ke@mgume down, Maggi.
I might--'

She squirmed back an inch or two. 'You'd betteclvgour Ps and Qs,' she
warned him. 'I've got two big brothers.'

‘Two of them?' he queried softly. 'OK, I'll be date'*Which proved to be
an instant lie as he leaned closer and kisseddmlyg'And which one was
that?' he asked as he looked down into her dazed faP or a Q?'



It rained again that night, a cold, driving raiutBot cold enough to quench
the fire within her.



CHAPTER FIVE

DisasTER struck at four o'clock the next morning. The gneadiring rains
had come to a stop. Both babies woke up long bdfe® normal time,
wailing. Maggi had barely closed her eyes, and sbeshad to force them
open again. She snatched at the robe at the fdmtrobed and staggered
down the hall. Aunt Eduarda was coming from theasie direction, and
they met at the nursery door. The night-light, gled) into a wall socket,
was brilliant enough for them to see the troubher plaster ceiling in the
centre of the room was bulging ominously downwartdj a steady drip of
water fell into the crib, directly below.

'‘Meu Deus!'’Aunt Eduarda muttered as she made the sign afrtss, and
then snatched one of the babies up in her armeginatly and backed away
into a dry corner.

'‘Good lord!" Maggi echoed as she picked up the rotReudence—or
perhaps Prissy—struggled in her arms, glared abteof those big blue
eyes, and then blew a bubble and laughed. And Dallay appeared in the
door.

'What in the name of the seven saints is going lo@m?2isked, at a level just
below hurricane force. Both children flinched, amé of them whimpered.

'You needn't roar and curse,’ Maggi responded imtwest Puritan manner.
'l think it's pretty obvious. We have a leak in thef!"Leak? It's more like a
river. Right over the babies' bed? How convenient!

She glared at him. Lack of sleep, bad dreams, suddgurbances, his
towering temper, all added up to a firestorm in gi&ggmind. 'Yes,' she told
him, her voice loaded with venom. 'l arrangedst filnat way on purpose!’ If
she had been a little taller they would have bexeno nose, with little Pru
squeezed in between. The baby seemed fascinatbd bygument. Maggi's
empty hand was clutched tightly into a fist. Lugkflunt Eduarda stepped
in.

'‘Bastante!'the little lady roared at them. 'Enough! You, Maxeg, you take
the babies to your room, no? Change the clothetertam." And then,



turning her back on Maggi and glaring fiercely @hd, 'And you, eh? With
the big noisy mouth, and all the muscles. You thkecrib down to Maggi's
room, while | am to get new sheets. And dry it dffe crib, quietly.
Comprehend?'

The pair of them, suitably reprimanded, set abloeitr iassignments. Maggi
felt better about it all as she heard John cursinder his breath as he
struggled with the massive crib. And so, by siXazk, the two children
were dreaming again, their bed inches away fromgviggand all the adults
had fallen asleep as well.

But the woodpeckers woke Maggi up again about egibck. They were
drilling a hole in the world, almost directly ovieer head! Woodpeckers or
hammers. Disgustedly, she swung her feet out dhedloor again. The
twins seemed able to sleep through it all. Muttperiew choice Portuguese
phrases under her breath, Maggi searched out heragain and staggered
downstairs. Off the side of the porch a fragile laldder leaned against the
wall of the house. It seemed too ancient to behmbidh but curiosity ruled.
She carefully sidled upward, skipping the two sthtd looked too far gone
to bear her weight, and when her head reachecetied of the gutter she
dared to look up.

"You!" she snapped. 'l might have known!" Johnssked only in a pair of
ragged denim shorts, was squatting on the inclirteeroof, a hammer in
his hand, and half a dozen roofing nails in his thou

'Me," he managed to say. 'Who were you expectiagfes Bond?'

'l was expecting peace and quiet!" she raged.

'‘Well, you'll never find that—not with people lik@u around,' he returned.
'‘Now get off the ladder before you break your neck!

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?' she snarled, almicst fell off the ladder as
he started in her direction, anger flashing fromrgwugged corner of his
face. One of his hands cupped her chin.



'‘No," he said, very distinctly, 'l wouldn't likeahat all. And | don't like
girls--'

'Women,' she interjected.

'Women.' He savoured the correction as if he mighh to dispute it, and
then changed his mind. 'l don't like women whosten putting words in
my mouth. Now—get—back—down—that—Iladder!" Maggi sed her
eyes. Heights and violent men both upset her vasirye With her eyes still
closed, she crabbed her way back down and fumlde@ fchair on the
porch. Catching her breath fortified her strengiid when John scrambled
down moments later she was— almost—ready for teglat\Which didn't
come.Instead he pulled up a porch chair besideuhgéiooked out on the
farm for a moment. 'It could be a lovely place,shel softly. Maggi looked
up in surprise. He was staring uphill to wheredbmfields lay. 'l suppose
you'd be reluctant to leave it?'

'l—really don't know," she replied. 'It's my honmand I've never been
anyplace else." A moment's pause. 'Well, | welVéashington DC with my
high school class. Once. It was a four-day trip.'

'Home is where the heart is," he said, sighingokl.®aggi, you and | have
to talk. Somewhere where we aren't trapped by ahand two babies and
an ancient dog. Do you suppose your aunt couldhwtie babies tonight
and we two go out to supper?’

'I—I'm sure Aunt Eduarda could look after them— wiieey're asleep,' she
stammered. 'As long as the--'

'l fixedthe roof," he interjected. 'Replacement shindies tar—enough to
hold things for a few weeks. The inside ceilingistty bad; I'll get to that
this afternoon. But you need a whole new roof, koaw.'

'l know.' She stabbed at her eyes. Some sort @rngatmed to be trying to
sneak out. 'l—just can't afford it.'

'We'lUalk about it tonight," he said gently. 'Kistdl asleep?’



'Like a pair of logs,' Maggi answered. 'Prudenc@es. Did you know that?'
‘No, | never knew that.' He sprawled out, relaxeed his. eyes half closed.

"You seem to be able to do almost anything in tbddy Maggi said softly,
wistfully. But he was already asleep. And how alibat? she told herself.
You snore too!

It was eight o'clock that night before they werdeaio get the children
settled, Aunt Eduarda soothed, and the arrangemmat$e. Not that
Maggi's aunt was a terrible problem. Flaky she iniogh but her knowledge
of baby care was voluminous, and her desire to take of the girls was
immense. So by nine o'clock John and Maggi wertedest a small table in
the very front of Davy's Locker, a fine seafoodtaesant facing the
harbour, out on the pier on East Rodney Frenchdaudl.

Night had already fallen, and through the big glasslows they could see
the sparkle of lights on the water. Ships camehepchannel, their red and
green running lights twinkling as they made for #mrance to the inner
harbour. The Butler's Flat lighthouse beacon ##lhed, even though no
longer used for navigation. There were dim lighitss a tiny string of
pearls, down the length of Sconticut Neck in thetatice. And an
occasional spotlight lit up Fort Phoenix, all thayacross the harbour.

'I'm tired.' Maggi sighed as she rested both elbomwghe table and cupped
her chin in the palms of her hands. 'l don't knolywbut I'm tired.’

‘The babes will become mobile," he said. 'Thataases the work. And you
have the chickens, and you're still trying to dmething about the corn?'

'l must,’ she replied. 'l can't just let it all—yslou wouldn't understand.
Lawyers don't--'

'l was raised on a farm,' he interjected. 'A bigrfdor Ireland—fifteen
hectares.' When she looked at him, bewilderedrarestated, 'Say roughly
two and a half acres per hectare.’



‘Thatis a lot,' she agreed. 'And | suppose you grow pesato

‘Not likely." That big smile played around his lipgd teased her out of her
doldrums. 'The Daileys came up short. We have mmek than turf. We
raise sheep, and cut peat. Now, what about mobhléeb?’

" Will be mobile?' she repeated, exasperated. 'Botheaf ttan roll now.
Prissy can go either way; Pru seems only to rofirnia direction. And they
get on their stomachs, struggle up on hands andskraad rock back and
forth. Any day now they'll be crawling.’

He lowered his menu, and Maggi was warmed by {hedial smile that had
come to mean so much to her. 'There's too much tend just for you," he
commented, running his eye up and down her fraree’'ve lost ten pounds
in three weeks.'

'Fourteen,' she corrected. 'But who's counting?ylrestill having trouble
getting your green card?"

‘That's part of what we have to talk about,” hau@ss her. "Things aren't
exactly the way you think them, Maggi.'

'I'm not blind, John. | can see. | was hoping yaghntell me, instead of
making me dig it out.'

'Yes, well.' The waiter interrupted them. John leskconsiderably relieved
at the appearance. 'What's good to eat in New Bd®lfo

Maggi straightened up and shook her head in disdgtsgtry time she

approached the door to his character somethingnséimit shut again!

'We're a fishing port," she answered. 'Try the NBwland clam chowder
for starters. And the boiled lobster. The asparagumsce—maybe a tossed
salad?’

He was easily pleased. He collected her menu amaéwn and returned
them to the waiter. 'For two," he ordered. 'And hiskey sour for
me—Maggi?'



'Hmm?' It was hard to concentrate her attentiothenconversation when,
augmented by candled shadows, he looked so atgaétind wasn'that a
surprise! It hardly seemed a breath ago that stiehwaught of him as ugly!

'Drink?’
'Yes, please. A—Matrtini.’

The chowder and the drinks arrived at the same. tihiick, succulent
chowder, heavy with milk and cream and clam juind a few slices of
potato.

'It actually halamsin it," John commented as he spooned up thefidiseo
cup.

'Why, of course.' She set her spoon aside andreshout the corners of his
face. He was not to be allowed to escape compléiyv, tell me about it.
You're not really interested in a green card, ane?y

'l shouldn't say that.dminterested, but | don't stand much chance ofrygtti
one.' One of his strong brown hands came acrossatiew table and took
hers. 'No, Maggi. No green card, no permanent extayr for me. And
that's what we have to talk about.’'

Maggi's throat was blocketilo emigration for me®othing to keep him in
Dartmouth? Only the babies were the tenuous liaehbld him close? She
shivered.

‘Air-conditioning?' he asked anxiously.

'No—nothing. Nerves. Tell me about your— family—Hialand?"All right.
There's myself and three sisters. My father owheddarm in Roscommon,
outside the town of Tulsk. We live in a tiny vilgo be sure. And we own
a considerable amount of land in the mountains; theborder in Mayo.' A
bigger grin. 'I've got to go down to Connecticuintarow—an overnight
trip. Think you can handle things?'



And how's that for caring? her conscience nudgdteat You're working
too hard, Maggi. You're losing weight. You lookdila skeleton. So he's
going to help out by running off to Connecticut. ¥élver heard of a more
ridiculous state? Only the people who live therme sjgell it! Probably he has
some woman down in Hartford, just waiting for hiMhggi, who hadn't
talked to herself for at least a year, was strygeshless—for a time. 'Try
spelling Massachusetts,’ she muttered bitterly.

'What?' John looked at her, his head cocked tsm®e

'‘Nothing. | was just clearing my throat. Of coutsgn handle things. We
girls are getting along fine!

'l don't doubt that part. Now, where were we?'

You have a family in Ireland,’ she prompted.

'So | do. A fine farm, and a county-wide law preeti

"You can make a living at law?"'

He chuckled. 'America may have the most lawyetkénworld, Maggi, but
Ireland has the most lawsuits. Per capita, thates, | make a living at it.
Not agreatliving, but a living. So you see, my home is thérgave sisters

to support—until I can marry them off, of course.’

'Of course,” muttered Maggi, unable to define wisré should be such a
pain in her heart.

'‘And my mother still lives in Ballydooley. Lovesdlbig cities, she does.' He
waited for her to laugh, but she didn't understiwedoke. Ballydooley was

a nice town, but hardly a metropolis. 'So thatis pathe problem,' he said
moodily.

'|—still don't understand.’



He reached over the table again and took her Wdad're a fine broth of a
lass,' he said softly, 'but our worlds are far apbhave obligations in
Ireland, and you have obligations here in Dartmouth

'And that means?'

'‘And that means that one day soon | must go. | ceongansact some
business, Maggi. The bringing of the babes waglertal. My business
here in the States would be more profitable andengoiickly realised if |
were an American citizen—»but that seems to be btihed question. So |
need to work at something until the deal I've sthdomes of age, and then |
have to go home. A farm and a law practice just gaosper when the man
of the house is on the other side of the water.d¢atd | abandon my hopes
in Ireland, not with my mother and sisters so deeenh on them. You do
understand?’

No! No, I don't understand! she wanted to shotirat but her pride stifled
the words. 'So this is some sort of declaratidig’'challenged him. 'You've
been blowing hot and cold for weeks now, but yon'td@ally want me?’

He groaned. 'I'm saying that there's no permaneationship possible
between us. | didn't say | don't want you. A marulddoe a fool to live in
the same house with a woman like you andwentther.'

‘Then | think you'd better explain in more detaihe snapped.

'Explain?' His voice rose high enough to attraderdion from the

neighbouring tables. His hand locked on her wilg B handcuff as he
swallowed and tried again, softly. 'lt's very simphe half whispered. 'l
want you well enough, Maggi Brennan, but | canitehgou. I'm doing my
best not to reach out and take you, girl. Thetélsdittle bit of honour left

in the Dailey clan. But some days you're hardeetase than others. And
I'm not sure how long | can hold out. Now, how doee attack this red
little monster on my plate?"

So she explained, carefully, about New Englandtéois about the bib
provided, the claw-breakers, the meat picks, antevile ate with gusto she
moved her hands mechanically, and her mind plarekiston her. John is



going home to Ireland—soon. And I'm going to stapartmouth with the
children, and cry a lot! And Child Services is gpito take the kids away
because I'm not married, and I'll grow into a deté widow—and heaven
help me, I've fallen in love with this crazy Irishmi But he's going home to
Ireland soon, and in the meantime maybe he will@n't seduce me, and |
don't think | have the strength to resist if hesidehat last bit sprang up out
of nowhere, and left her trembling at the strerggtiis passion!

She managed a great deal of meaningless convergatioboot, told him
about her Yankee mother and her Portuguese fathdrabout the decline
of New England farming, and the dangers in beifigreerman, and—just to
get even with the hurt he had inadvertently dorme-Hew much she had
loved Robert, and how happy her marriage had been.

After the meal he led her out on to the pier amy #tood for a time, looking
out over the bay, he with his arm around her stergldshe holding herself
in, fighting against the pain. And so when he thekhome again they were
both disgruntled, and lied to each other about happy a night it had been.

'I've checked the twins,' she told him a few misdgger. 'Aunt Eduarda is
fast asleep in my bed, and now I think I'll takek®ifor a walk.'

The dog, who understood a few words like 'Mike' amdlk’ and didn't
enthuse about the latter, sidled out of the doal went to hide in the
kitchen. Maggi watched enviously, and then turreedtudy John's face as
he picked up the paper—and found those dark eyis studying her over
the top of his page. He's going to Connecticut twove, she thought. A
woman waiting for him down in Hartford, perhaps?nSense My man
wouldn't do a thing like thatiah! But he isn‘imyman!

Mike was doing his best to blend in with the kitalrag when Maggi came
out looking for her jacket. '‘Are you coming?'

The massive old dog closed his eyes. I'm sleepliregnessage came. 'You
old fake," Maggi muttered, but she left him wheeddy, and went out into
the cool of the night.



The walk was probably the best thing that couldenaappened to her. She
wandered up the hill by the barn, circled the carckoops, and climbed
further to the boundary of her land to look over tbnce at the construction
site, where buildings were in confusing stagesarhgletion. 'And that's
what | ought to do," she told herself disguste@gll off the land. Why end
up as the last farmer in Dartmouth?It's like catgha space-available ticket
on theTitanic! And so she walked the perimeter of her land, kdcaethe
lumps of earth, and came in again just after midfigtrangely refreshed.
The babies were upstairs in their crib, fast aslégggi peeped in, then
looked in across the hall. John Dailey was hunavexd the little desk in his
room, half shadowed by the light of the lamp, restiis chin in the cup of
one hand. There was a harried, brooding look offelgis.

Fearing that he might hear, Maggi slipped out ofdt®es and stole back to
the spare room. A shower, a brief read, and beaf@elock struck one she
was fast asleep, a tossing, restless sleep. A dimatinered her—her

grandmother's face, young and hauntingly beautlfole the man, not his

land, the face repeated. '/ never hesitated wheman wanted to leave the
Old Country.'

When the babies woke her up in the morning at iy, John was gone.
The sun immediately lost its sparkle, the housesnted to gloom, and
suddenly Maggi felt an intense loneliness settlenirer.

The babies noticed the new atmosphere immediadely,became fretful.
Pru refused any of her cereal; Prissy could natdiisfied with her bottle.
Maggi-tried walking them one at a time, with no daesult. In the end she
yelled for help, and Aunt Eduarda hurried to thectee. They each put one
of the babies to their shoulder, camped out in ribeking-chairs, and
managed to subdue, if not satisfy them. The whibéeraaught her a lesson.
It was easier to be a mother to talzeerfulkids than almost anything.

The hens were not all that co-operative either. Bkrason was fast
approaching where calcium was in short supply, small the eggs were
thin-shelled, easily cracked, and marketsrhtlbuy eggs that were already
cracked. They mighsell them, but they didn't buy them. That afternoon
Maggi called and made an appointment with Dr Jorase of the
paediatricians in the nearby Dartmouth Medical ®laz



The following day was worse. It rained. There wathing more dismal
than a dank drizzle in New England. The whole waulched dark. Things
that had the tendency, ached. The world withdresidaitself, except for
the milkman, the paper-boy, and the postperson.ifmake lived in a house
with a leaky roof, well--!

So the babies were fed and cuddled and left to jplagt the adults ate kale
soup and home-baked bread, and Aunt Eduarda wasegleby it all. 'It's

about time we had some decent Portuguese foodeotaltte,' the old lady
grumbled.

'Yes,' Maggi returned absentmindedly. 'l wonder mgHecould get an Irish
cookbook.'

"You must bedoentg her aunt muttered as she spooned another piate o
soup. 'Sick over that man!

'‘Not me," Maggi defended stoutly. 'l wonder if itard to learn Gaelic?' Her
aunt gave her a withering look. And the next magnMaggi called the
bank.

'Mortgage?' Mr Oliviera was a dry stick of a manovéxamined each word,
turned it over and upside- down, before lettinglipp out of his mouth. He
was also the senior loan officer at her bank, andld friend of her father's
in the local Shriners' lodge. 'Why, yes, Margatie¢-bank could certainly
grant you a mortgage. On the house or the land?’

'l—hadn't considered,’ she said and sighed.
'‘But you have to remembetaro,' he rumbled on, as if she hadn't said a
word, 'that when you mortgage you have to pay. \8betof income do you

have to make payments from?"'

'l—hadn't thought that far." Glumly said. Maggi Bran, idiot first class,
she told herself. Pull up your socks and get dawthé nitty-gritty!



‘Then | recommend that you think some more. Nowld/be a good time to
sell the land. Not all of it, perhaps—say twentyese"

'I—I hate to sell the land," she repeated, 'butamgs are due, the roof leaks,
and if | can't fix it the babies will--'

'‘Babies? Yes, | did hear something about babiest\tkbes your father say,
Margaret?'

She noticed the switch to formality. Not Maggi angre, but Margaret. It
set her back up. 'ltlmyfarm,’ she snapped. 'My father is a nice manharsl
in Florida, and needless long-distance calls avasie of money, and—how
do | go about selling the land? | don't want thann$wanson to get his
hands on--'

'l understand. Let me ask around, spread the woatftki, right places, and--'
'‘And then who can | get to come right away to fig toof? | can't wait.'

'Ah, that | know," Mr Oliviera answered, chucklifighave two hungry sons
in the construction business. | should send them?"'

"You should send them,' Maggi agre@duito obrigado,Uncle Manny.' She
stood for a moment with the instrument in her hasitie chuckled and hung
up. And that's what friends are for, she told Hérg¥ relatives, no matter
how distant. But | don't have any relatives indrel!

Before the day was out the two Oliviera boys camgeds hungry for

business as their father had indicated, and wiltmgperform on credit,

having been assured by Uncle Manny that Maggi wsasiad customer. So
when John came back late the next day the yardaleady strewn with

equipment and supplies, and half the bedrooms warsable.

'So the babies and | will be using your room," stiamed up for him. 'It's
only for a few days, of course.' And I'm the owraerd I'm the boss, and he's
only a nanny, for goodness' sake, she told hefsgify. So why am |
shaking all over? 'And you'll have to use the coustil they get through!
And there, she told herself, that was firm enoughasHit it?



'‘But the couch is too small for me," he grumbled.

'l have an old sleeping-bag,' she offered as @amraltive. "You could sleep
in the living-room in front of the fireplace.’

'Somehow | knew I'd be in trouble,” he said. Buiuigh his voice was
complaining, his eyes were sparkling at her. 'Dave to fight the. dog for
position in the pecking order? He likes to sleephzyfire.'

‘That's entirely up to you male types,’ she told primly. 'A mere female
like me wouldn't dare intervene.'

'Would you excuse us for a moment, Aunt Eduarda?vlls out of his chair
before the old lady could respond. Around the taidéind Maggi, hepulled
her chair back from the table and swung her upbher seat, with her feet
dangling four or five inches off the floor.

'I'm glad to see you too, mere female,’ he murmurdger ear, and then he
kissed Her.

"That's not fair," she complained as he set hengstill holding her against
his muscled chest.

'If there's anything I've learned," he told hernging at her aunt over
Maggi's shoulder, 'it's that it doesn't pay todie\ivhen you're arguing with
Maggi Brennan.'

'‘Show-off,' she muttered, but was not entirely ldiaped.

Tll get the dishes," Aunt Eduarda said compldgertiotice she's not
startled to see me kiss the help, Maggi's conseieragged. Probably he
does it all the time.

'I'll go and move the furniture. Are you going tely, Maggi?'



'Lord, no. It's my time to play with the girls, aafter the dishes are done I'll
give them a bath. No, furniture moving is for btgpag men. Isn't that so,
Auntie?'

'l hate that title,' that worthy said, rolling uprhsleeves. 'Call me Tia—a
good Portuguese word.’

John chuckled at the evasion.

Maggi stalked over to stand directly in front himtending to do him a
serious damage, but before either of her handsicoalve he swept her up
in a bear-hug. 'Put me down,' she demanded. 't dea'a single thing to
laugh about. I'm going to--'

'I'm sure you are," he interrupted. And kissedauztin.

There was nothing for it after that. Gasping faedih, Maggi leaned against
the wall, wondering why the joints in her kneeseveo fluid. John winked
one eye at her and headed up the stairs, in fafiggsion of all his faculties.
But if kissing doesn't bother him at all, she thotigvhy is he perspiring so
much?

'‘Bless you," Maggi muttered cynically at his retirgg back. 'You're really
worth having, after all. You think!

'What was that?' asked Aunt Eduarda.
'l said bless us,’' Maggi repeated. 'Lucky the lsabre so small"

'Yes, isn't it?' the aunt returned. 'And thank guess you have a dishwasher
machine now.'

'l do?' Maggi looked vaguely around the room, neanced with shining
white appliances, and stamped her foot as the amger 'When did he
sneakthatin?'



CHAPTER SIX

'LET me say one thing for you,' said Dr Joras happy to see that you
don't insist on dressing the twins in identicaltloés. You can't begin too
early emphasising that they are two separate astohcli individuals. You
make a good mother, Mrs Brennan.’

Maggi shook her head and glanced over at John. hiadyboth tried to

explain the situation to the receptionists. Fopasate explanations, in fact,
in the past half-hour. John shrugged his shouldessf to say, 'Let them
have it their way.'

Maggi, made uncomfortable by the whole idea, wineed started to
explain yet again, only to be interrupted by thetdo

'Despite all their travelling, and their environrerchanges, the babies are
in excellent shape,' he rambled on. 'l don't sgen@agjor problems in either
of them. They are both right at the proper develepta point. You should
be giving them more liberties now. They're readygrawl, and they need
some range-of-motion exercises, as | illustrategao— preferably just
after their baths. And one more thing. Raising tévis sometimes harder
on the parents than it is on the children. You sthbire some help. At least
once a week you both need to be away from the pabieby yourself.'

'‘But we don't get out much,' Maggi volunteered.nJisbwned down at her,
as if she were revealing the location of the farfolyune.

"You don't have to go out,' the doctor added, chwgk'Go upstairs
together, lock the door behind you, and do whateomaturally.
Anything to get away from the kids!

'‘Well"" Maggi exclaimed.
'Sounds good to me."' John was laughing at herr&heed to look

up, to meet his eyes. And what she was thinkinghstoeno intention
of letting him know.



'‘And that's all | can tell you,' the doctor safdbViously you're doing
something right. Just keep at it. Level-headed,stuff like that.'

'Don't worry, we're raising them by the book," Jehrd. 'I'm keeping
a firm hand on Maggi's wild ideas.' Both he anddbetor laughed.

All men must have their little foibles, Maggi tdierself grimly. They
shift on a second's notice from arrogant dictatoréovable small
boys. And throughout it all they think we women &éa¥ the brains to
come in out of the rain! If | ever have a baby ¢joing to insist on a
female paediatrician. Preferably one with childoéher own!

She was still fuming as they made their way dowa hhll of the

practically new medical-office building, and outarthe sunshine of
Dartmouth Medical Plaza. Prissy rode in a backpatik one tiny fist

clutching John's thick hair, gabbling all the w&u was lording it
over the world quietly in a cuddle-pack restinghvdaggi's breast.

‘That was very clever of you, dressing them diffiése’ said John.

Yes, clever, she told herself. | started the deydad never did catch up, so
| dressed them in whatever " came to hand. Wictd\eer, clever woman
am |! Butrather than admit it, she offered him arsusmile and walked on
into the stream of pedestrians roaming the Plaza.

'Maggi! Maggi Paiva!' The shout came from halfwayoss the open Plaza.
Maggi stopped and turned. John continued, wrapped kis own thoughts.

A young man was racing in her direction. He wameflium height, blond

as a Viking, thin, dressed in a three-piece graty e epitome of good

looks and sophistication.

'Henry? Henry Peterson!" Memories, flashbacks. Beterson at her high
school prom. He had danced with her once. He hadnih gloves at the
dance. She could remember his cold hand runningndpdown her spine,
unlimited by her practically backless evening gowihe son of a
moderately wealthy family with great aspirationdieTbest catch in the
whole school—until she had met Robert, of coursed Aot seen



since—when? Since their fifth class reunion, yeams! And here he was,
with a big grin on his face, sweeping her up anthgimg her in a circle.

'Maggi Paiva," he said with a gusty sigh. 'How |twag it been?’

'Several years,' she recounted, and pushed him. @&vagence, crushed
between the two of them, wailed: He moved back,amalssed.

'Oh, dear," he apologised. 'l didn't realise yod &ahild, Maggi. | read in
the paper that Robert died--'

'Five years ago,’ she reminded him. 'But I--'

'She doesn't have one, she has two.' John wastbaekjng over the pair of
them. If looks could kill they would both have bessad, Maggi thought.

"Two of them?' Henry moved a step or two furtheskba discouraged look
on his face.

Maggi stole a quick look up at John's face. Hedyiply dog-in-the-manger,
her conscience reported. Don't let him get away witHenry is a very
handsome young man! She muttered as she wheelddhand glared.

‘They're not mine," she told Henry over her shaulddey belong to—I'm
their--' and then stopped, because it was too teaekplain. The two men
stared at each, like a pair of pit bulls circlitigr Dailey brought them over
from Ireland.’

'So that's the way of it," Henry said. '‘Baby-mindde threw another glare at
John, who seemed to be gritting his teeth. 'Loo&agii, we have a million
things to talk over. Why don't we get together caveirink?"

'I'd like that," Maggi agreed softly. She had neaidvhat Henry might want
to talk about, but watching John steam in the bamkud did something for
her ego. 'Why don't you come out to the house? likimg at my
grandfather's farm. You know the way?'

'Indeed | do. Remember when we had that hayridépfere Christmas?’



Lord, do | remember, Maggi thought. He didn't pag aminute's worth of
attention. | didn't have the build | have now. Biiten Gramps caught him
in the hayloft with those two cheerleaders, bog,weall remember that! 'l

remember,’ she murmured.

'How about tomorrow night?’
‘That would be fine. About eight?'

'‘About eight,' he agreed as he leaned forwarddge tkie tip of her nose. He
walked away jauntily, hands in pockets, whistling.

'So what happened on. that hay ride?' John demahtiedcow! was dark
enough to bring monsoon rains.

'Nothing," Maggi said. 'It's really none of yoursiness.'

'‘None of my business?' he thundered. 'What thedoejlou mean, none of
my business?’

'‘Well, I'm notmarriedto you,' she returned heatedly. 'Thank heavelittier
favours. You've blown hot and cold for long enouthere's nothing in our
relationship except business, Mr Dailey. And ifdcdle to go out with
Henry, it has nothing to do with you. You just dmuy duties, and keep your
hands to yourself, and we'll get along fine! Anthiat embarrasses you, all
you have to do is stop shouting, then nobody inRla&a will know about
it!"

'l wasn't shouting,’ he muttered. 'l never shoutever lose my temper!
Come on, Pru isn't going to stop fussing if you'taalk her!'

Which was all true, Maggi reflected. About Pru fagsas long as they stood
still, that was. Never loses his temper? Hahtlkt his tail again a time or
two! Maggi began to move slowly along at his sitlese enough so that the
twins could see and assure each other. Ideas ttlawed)h her brain. Hold it,
her conscience insisted. Try anything like that &edl beat up on you.
That's like trying to soothe Stromboli with Alkai&er tablets! But ithad
been a good idea, and she hated to give it up.



‘There's nothing to it, John. Henry's just an adumintance. We were in
school together.’

'An old boyfriend, was he?'

‘Not exactly," Maggi admitted. 'And, to tell thett, | can't understand why
he popped up so suddenly. He never--' You don'te htav tell him
everything, her conscience interrupted. So Henmengaid you a bit of
attention. There's no need to broadcast that tovtntel!

'He never what?"'

'‘Nothing.' Maggi sighed. Pru had stopped cryingetlby the movement
and the warmth. If only John could be soothed adyeas Prudence, she
thought. Maybe he deserves more information. 'Ngthappened at the
hayride,' she told him. 'That is, nothing happebetiveen him and me. He
remembers the wrong woman.'

"Well, that'ssomeconsolation,’ the man beside her grumbled.

Yes, Maggi thought. Some, but not much. Why is loing like a
sore-headed bear? Obviously we haven't heard theféhis little episode!

What with one thing and another, Maggi was hardaly further ahead at
eight o'clock the following evening, dithering dsesstood in front of her
wardrobe. The children had been moved back intio tiven room after the
roof was repaired, and John was in the nursery doing his best—or
worst—to sing them to sleep.

'So I'll try the blue," Maggi decided as she comsliher watch. She really
had little choice. Four 'nice’' dresses, and a wedelrfull of jeans and
blouses. So the blue would have to do. It was #west of the lot, barely
five years old. She slipped it on over her whiip.dlk fitted a little more

loosely then she remembered, not clinging so gjoseherwell-rounded

hips, flowing outward in a wide skirt just at herdes, moulding her full
breasts. The little white Peter Pan collar providedemure match for the



touch of lace on each sleeve. Although, it was oihthose dresses that
showed nothing—but revealed everything. She tuineck and forth in
front of her mirror and smiled. Henry Petersonytnmeant nothing to her,
but what woman didn't like to try out her weaporwsrf time to time? The
dress swished as she-- 'Wriggle my rear,’ she negkttd'll do it whenever |
wish!" It was an item which had risen more thanepne John's anger.

Downstairs, Aunt Eduarda was giving the kitchemalfturn-out. Since the
arrival of the babies the old lady had thrown ddf hetreat from the world
and taken an active interest in everything thattwen She came smiling to
the living-room door as she heard Maggi come ddverstairs.

'Is this the young man who telephoned? Said hehagto know where you
were, so | told him you were at the doctor's.’

So how about that? Maggi thought. Our meeting wadirthat spontaneous
after all. Henry knew exactly where to look wherdeeided taccidentally
bump into her. Oh, well, women are schemers tod,a@na matter of fact |
like men who put a lot of thought into the pursuit.

'Oh, my," her aunt commented as Maggi pirouetteshtw off. ‘My, what a
lovely thing you are, my dear! That's what we usedcall "wickedly
demure” in my day.'

Maggi halted in mid-stride. 'Ndbo overdone, is it?"

‘Not the slightest."” Aunt Eduarda grinned at Hés. fine enough even for
churchgoing. You're not responsible for what mankhmy dear." There
came a knock on the front door. 'And there he 8.1l leave coffee on the
stove. Now that | have my own television set umyroom | won't have to
disturb you for a minute.'

'l don't want to drive you away,' Maggi protested.

'‘And | don't want to be the fifth wheel on this wag the older woman
remarked as she made for the stairs. Maggi waticbedo, stood in front of
the wall mirror to smooth both dress and hair, esdt for the door. The
knock sounded again.



She stood at the door, trying to calm down. Noteihefore her wedding
had she dated a man, and she was uncertain armbanXhingglid change
over the course of the years. Anybody who told you hadn't changed in
years was probably trying to sell you a used caia ©ridge. She wiped the
palm of her hand on the handkerchief balled upeinfist, and reached for
the doorknob.

'‘Good evening,' Henry Peterson said. 'Look at Wmu haven't changed a
bit, Maggi!

Maggi gulped as she almost swallowed her tongue.v&ved him in and
closed the door behind him. In the soft glow ofldmaps he appeared not so
angular. He was meticulously dressed, and carrigtliesspray of gardenias
which he pressed on her.

She fumbled. Flowers had not been her thing siecdtother-in-law Jake
had smashed up her old car and tried to make am@@sk you, Henry,'
she managed to get out. 'Won't you sit down?'

He scanned the furniture, and chose the couch.idtsly Maggi backed
into the kitchen and found a vase that would dib.H&re by me," Henry
invited, patting the cushions beside him. Maggiegaim a timid smile and
chose the chair opposite.

'l want to be able to see you,' she explained.ddengd to take that as some
sort of compliment. She could see him swell in$igetan suit.

'It's been a long time, Henry.'

'Yes, a long time. But there was Robert, of couasel he and | didn't get
along well.'

'l didn't know that.' She squirmed to plant botétfen the floor. The chair
had been built with a deep seat, for big men libb&t—and John Dailey,
she thought. So with her feet flat on the floor sterupied about
three-quarters of the chair and had nothing to sgainst. "What have you
been doing with yourself?'



'Oh, this and that. | went off to college, you know

She didn't, but hated to admit it, so she noddetismiled. Curious, her
conscience interrupted. Most men would say 'l gagéetli from college'.
Why this 'l went off to college'? 'How nice. Andw®

'I'm in the real estate business,' he continued.

'Oh? | thought you might be at the bank. Your fathas something at First
Bristol, wasn't he?'

'l thought I might try banking.' Henry was lookingry embarrassed indeed.
‘The old man wanted me to—a father-and-son teang speak. But then |
discovered | wasn't—compatible. So | switched.’

‘A wise thing to do," she acknowledged. 'Althoudiké First Bristol. | do
all my banking there."'

'l know.' He grinned across the space that sephtiagen. 'l hear your name
mentioned from time to time. Only this week, fdaat, Dad mentioned you
at the dinner table. That's why | decided to gebuch with you.'

And what do you say to something like that? Magdi tDh, really?'
'How about that drink you promised me?'
She was up out of her chair like a shot. 'Bourk®ogtch?'

'Scotch on the rocks,' he said, and got up to amveebehind her. The little
cabinet-cum-bar sat in the far corner of the ro8sishe stretched for the
Scotch he leaned over past her and reached it doiwrody pressing
against her back. 'l remember, Maggi,' he breathtedher ear. 'You were
always one hot lady.’

She moved away, disconcerted more by the smelisadifter-dinner mints
than his words. 'Was 1? | don't—quite remembekhdt tway." His hand
reached in her direction. She filled it with hisnflrglass. At least that kept
one of his hands occupied.



'Don't you remember that football rally in our senyear?' he coaxed. 'We
went up into the project booth at the gym. Rememddrat was a pretty
wild hour or so, | sure remember.'

"You almost got expelled,' she returned in a cangdone.

'l knew you'd remember.' He laughed. 'We oughtke tup where we left
off.!

‘There's only one problem," she told him, pushimg frmly away. 'That
was Mary Anstruther, not me. She married, you kn@great big guy who
works down on the dock. You want to be careful wimat remember about
Mary. He's a very possessive type of fellow.’

‘There must be some mistake," he muttered, takargk gefuge in the glass
of Scotch in his hand. 'Probably," she said, sghinhwas always the shy
one. Sometimes | wish it could have been me that Ak those
adventures—but life's like that.

Henry took that as some sort of forgiveness. Hia geturned, and he
moved back to the sofa to regroup. "You're notlainig?'

'l never do,' she replied softly. 'Nor smoke.'

'Well," he said, fumbling to get his cigarette cageof sight, 'tell me about
yourself.’

‘There's not much to tell. After | graduated | takecretarial course, but
never cared for the work. And then Robert took mayafrom all that—and
then— and then I've done odds and ends of thingssrce. You know, |
was never the ambitious type. And you? You neverigd?'

He shifted uneasily in his chair and finished af drink. 'Yes, | married.
But it didn't work out. She was a real nag, BetaswDo this, do that, jump!
And her father—a big faker. He lived like a millare, but all on borrowed
money. They finally sent him to the slammer for ea#lement, and we
were divorced.' He lifted his empty glass up arlédat around in the light.



Maggi jumped at the hint, refilled the glass, agiimed to her original seat.
But Henry had acquired a little Dutch courage arahte@d none of that.
'‘Over here,' he demanded, patting the couch cudt@siade him.

So why not? Maggi thought. The whole idea wasytdadr a little adventure,
wasn't it? The whole idea, her conscience naggas tevmake John Dailey
jealous. Come on, babe! She made a face and casnécodenry's side.

The couch was old, from her grandmother's day.d@m ss she sat down
the springs sagged, throwing her against Henrigf th

'What a good idea,' he muttered, and tossed dosvsdaond drink. 'So |
hear that you're thinking of selling the farm?' Amdmediately Maggi
understood why her high school hero had come th theo up.

'Perhaps,’ she said, sighing. 'l wasking about it. Not very hard, you
understand, but thinking.'

'‘Now isn't that something?' he murmured, shiftigdody in her direction
so that his shoulder was behind hers. His emptd lielhon her knee. His
eyes were so close that she could almost see tlae signs in them.

And this is where it's supposed to become intergstlaggi told herself.
Just hang on for a moment, and all sorts of thimtjshappen. Just as soon
as | get over the disgusted feeling | have! Howimisacumour saying? That
| plan to sell off the whole place?

'It's not true,’ she told him gently.
'What's not true?'

'It's not true that she's a hot kid.' The voice edrom the middle of the
stairs, where John Dailey was standing, half indidad. Maggi jumped like
some fourteen-year-old whose father had just cabghtmaking out with
the boy next door. Luckily Henry's glass was emfuy,it clattered to the
floor and rolled against the wall. Mike came innfrathe kitchen to
investigate; John came all the way down the staitsstood in front of the
fireplace, gazing moodily into the embers.



'Well, really!" Maggi gave both dog and man asydatlook as she could
summon up. The dog came over to the sofa and hay dofront of her, his
muzzle resting on her shoe top. John moved ov#raaocking-chair and
sat down, picking up*the evening paper.

'Don't let me bother you young people,’ he saithfbeehind the paper. 'I've
been so busy | didn't have a chance to catch upeonews.’

'l think I'd like to have another drink," Henry @ai
'l think I'll join you," Maggi muttered.

'In that case, I'll have one too," said John fraibd his paper fortress. 'The
usual, Maggi. And go easy on the Scotch for yofirSelu know how sick it
made you the last time.’

She might have said something really nasty, butrtumately what he said
was true. A true believer in non-drinking, John ldaigen her to it with his
tongue, with disastrous results. And now here he daing it again!
Grinding her teeth together to keep from answesghg,went over to the bar
and made them each a drink. 'I'm having coffee atfiyshe stated flatly.

'‘Good idea,' John returned. 'Know anything abobidsa Peters?'

'Peterson,’ Henry returned cautiously. 'No, | dénow anything about
babies. Can't say that I'm interested. Do you higee?'

From out in the kitchen Maggi strained to hearghswer, and managed to
burn her finger on the coffeepot. By the time stanned to the living-room
John was lecturing, Henry was leaning back ondifee with a defeated look
on his face, and Mike had withdrawn to his favauptace in front of the
fireplace. Defiantly Maggi returned to the couch.

'Don't let us tie you up, John," she interruptiéd.sure Henry isn't interested
in babies. Not every man is.'

"You are surely right," John agreed.



The agreement surprised her; his warm, slipperg faghtened her. John
Dailey, wheeler-dealer, was up to something big!

‘That's a shame, too," John continued. 'Knowing mawhyou'reinterested
in children, Maggi, | doubt if any man who didnkd babies would stand a
chance with you!

'Oh,I'm interested.' Henry, startled out of his confusimade a desperate
attempt to get back into Maggi's favour. 'Of coumseinterested. Carrying
on the family name, and all that. Who wouldn't be?"

'I'm glad to hear that," John replied heartiljndve a couple of books and
magazines here. You should look at them in yourespiane. Anybody
who's contemplating marriage ought to be up ongtuf.'

He deposited the handful of books in Henry's lajh&ithud. Maggi took a
close look at her visitor. Henry Peterson lookesk land less like a man
contemplating marriage as every second ticked aWway need another
drink," she offered in comfort.

‘Not if he's driving," John warned. 'Drunk drivirgga terrible thing these
days.' Before Maggi could think of a suitable resgmthere was a tiny wail
from upstairs, followed shortly by another. Botlbles were complaining.
"Your turn." John gestured towards the stairs.

It really wasn't her turn, according to the carefith they had established.
He was responsible for thebabies from six at nigitit two in the morning.
But Maggi had become so conditioned that she balingdehe stairs as fast
as she could go. The nursery was not quite darkiny seven-watt
night-lamp was plugged into the baseboard socket.

Maggi snatched at little Pru. She had known, withkmowing how, that Pru
was the one who began the crying. More dominatmgsi had joined in for
the fun of it. She cuddled Pru and walked the fladew times, her eyes
busy searching. One of the curtain rods had fallewn; the clatter had
probably awakened the baby. A few more steps andtfPed from a day
full of exercise, was fast asleep.



As soon as her sister—her partner-in-crime, Magjgi herself—went silent

Prissy gave up and rolled over. Another few mindtebe sure they were
settled, and then Maggi carefully sorted out theatn rod. It was not

something once could fix in the dark; its replacetveould be added to the
long list of tasks already on the list for tomortdwut at this exact moment
Maggi had an immensely important job to do. Shetooeit of the room on

her rubber-soled shoes and almost ran down thes.sfahn was behind his
newspaper again.

'Where—where's Henry?' she snapped at him.

The top of the paper lowered just far enough far éyes fo show. His
innocent, naive eyes. 'Your boyfriend? Oh, he sathething about a
previous engagement. And he said he'd call younagaon.' The paper
snapped back up again. Maggi bounced off the Vaststairs and stalked
across the room to confront him. The dog scentec@thand scampered for
the kitchen.

‘Just what the hell do you think you're doing?"

'Who, me?' The paper lowered about halfway. 'Repthie paper. Did you
see where Mike Greenwald is going to hold out? Kithtvants more than a
million dollars to play for the Red Sox. Can you-Maggi shatched the
paper out of his hands and very slowly began tedli; page by page.
'Hey!" he objected. 'l haven't finished the--'

'‘Believe me, you've finished,' she told him grimiNow just what the hell
do you think you were doing?"

‘Stamp your foot," he suggested.
'l will," she threatened. 'Right on your headstdmp. Well?'

‘This is hardly fair,’ he murmured. 'l ought to Bdime to consult with my
lawyer.’'

'If you don't get to it," she spluttered, 'I'll--FI But her anger was too much
for her, and the words tumbled around and got g€dpp her mouth.



'Interesting,’ he said. 'You seem to have a terchbke of distemper.' He was
up on his feet, trapping her in those two massimesabefore she could take
evasive action. 'Now listen, Maggi.' He gently pdllher head flat against
his chest and held it there with one hand, whigdther coursed her back.
‘The guy is a loser—a real loser. Whatever he&yasted in, it's not your

delectable little body—well, at least seductionndy his secondary interest.
| don't know what's leading the little man on—buéme if he's sincere he's
not for you.'

'So tell me something | don't know,' she muttefathatever gave you the
right to come down here and poke yourself into ifeylike that? You had
no right!

'No right? Maggi!" His hand left her cheek and fingers walked gently
through her hair. 'Look, Mrs Brennan, you can'teetganything else from
me. There | was at the head of the stairs, listemihile that pea-brained
idiot made love tanygirl. No red- blooded Irishman could put up witiat!'

She managed to push herself away from him, as msietm inch or two, far
enough away so she could watch his face. 'I'm oat girl,' she said in
anger. 'Watch my lips. l—am—not—your—agirl!"

'What?' His hands fastened on her shoulders and &ir off at arm's length
while he examined her face. 'You're not my girlafi$ha lie, isn't it?'

It required a little more concentration, but shenaged. 'l am not your girl,’
she announced.

He lifted both hands up in the air in a surrendestgre, and moved three or
four steps back. '‘Can | be wrong?' He sounded amdagas wrong once
before, but that was twenty years ago. You're npgimi?' She nodded her
head. His hands dropped to his sides. 'You're nptgirl?' he asked
mournfully.

'‘Got itin one,’ she said. 'l am not your girl.'dNme’s playing a game, she told
herself. He's having more trouble keeping from hang than | am. Besides,
when he moved away he left me feeling—cold? Lon8ligappointed?



‘Thrown over for a mutt like Henry Peterville,' meittered.

'Peterson,’ she corrected. 'l can't stand him.gHimsspread. So did hers. "All
he wants is my money, and since | don't have anyl-we

"You're not my girl? We have to test the theorye'dktended both arms in
her direction. She rocked back and forth on helshiee a moment. Every
time you give in to him, you make it that much margossible to ever

stand on your own feet, her conscience warned. Mstggggled with the

thought, and then flew across the intervening spenxckinto those warm
protective arms.

'See?' he said disingenuously a moment or two. [’dteur body thinks that
you're my girl.’

'Maybe it knows more than | do."' She sighed coetdigt ‘Convince me.'

He kissed her. Three short words, supposedly alreeded to cover the
contact of his warm maoist lips, the penetrationhesf tongue beyond the
barrier of her teeth, the fire that shot up and midnver spine, the roiling in
her stomach, and that maddening screamwanit from further down. She
trembled as her arms went up around his neck, ngulierself upward
against the steel of him until one foot was off treund and the other
making contact only by toe. Both his hands weregdder; the one pressed
in the middle of her back, welding her to him, ¢nag her firm full breasts
against his chest muscles. The other wandered ,soatie circles in the
centre of her tiny waist, dropped to caress thaddullness of her hips and
buttocks, and circled back again, and they fingdly out of breath.

"You're not my girl?" he whispered in her ear asdrims still held her in
thrall.

'Maybe | am,’ she gasped. 'Maybe.'

'‘Another twenty seconds of this,” he warned, 'dmele won't be any
maybes.'



A tiny bit of sanity tugged at Maggi's brain cestr&he had been raised to
strict disciplines, strong morals; caution dictatedstop. Her sigh was
massive as she dropped her hands. He let her srttier own feet again,
but she could see the disconcerted look on his face

'Still only maybe?”

'Still only maybe,' she agreed, stepping away fhom. 'Propinquity, that's
allitis.'

'l guess so," he said regretfully. 'Propin who?'

"You know what it means,' she lectured. ‘Lawyersvkreverything about
words. It means we're living too close to each iothi¢e've become too
involved— because of the babies, of course.'

'Yes, of course.' He definitely sounded mournfudw#ttthe whole affair, her
ears reported. 'Propinquity. I'll think about it.'

'Where are you going?' He had one hand on thersigiand already she
regretted that she had stopped him.

'I'm going upstairs,' he told her. That little gras playing with the corners
of his mouth again. 'I'm going to get a cold showed if you really want to
preserve your—propinquity—you'd damn well betterge of my way!"

Maggi jumped at the fierceness of his statemeappthg her hand over her
mouth to shut off any smart remarks that mightatef He was gone in a
second; in three she heard the shower rattle. @aldr? Does that really do
any good? she asked herself. One of her hands weghftem her flank up
over her breast and down again as she struggled hveit own internal
devils.

There were glasses and cups all over the room.@Meil mind dreamed her
practical hands went to work, picking up. The ceff@ her mug was

lukewarm; she drank it in one swallow, and wandeyetto the kitchen

with her hands full. Mike followed after her, waggi his tail in funereal

beat.



'Cold showers?' she asked the dog. 'Come ontdkésa walk.' For once in a
dozen years the big Dalmatian came without a profasen the dog feels
sorry for you, she told herself. You had your cleaand you blew it. One
day that man is going to get you in his bed andllyoe--

'Happy?' she muttered as she closed the door bebmahd stepped out into
the cool white moonlight.



CHAPTER SEVEN .

'Him again?' John Dailey was standing at the kitchek, supporting Prissy
in her bath. The baby was all gurgles and smilie&jrig away at the water,
while Pru, being held in the other end of the wiiied sink, was leaning
against Maggi's hand, fretting a little. Maggi weasng her other hand to
hang up the telephone. John did not exactly loait pleased.

'Four nights this past week,' he grumbled. 'Dodsnttealise that you have
work to do?’

‘True love," Maggi said with a sigh as she batteddurly eyelashes. 'And
flowers again today. Do you know, the last mandndsme flowers was
Herbe LeGrande, way back there on my fourteenthdary! And then, to
the baby who was almost successful in sitting updrgelf, 'Kick your feet,
love. Exercise is good for you.' Prudence didn'eagShe whimpered.

‘That's a very long time ago,' John muttered.

‘Thanks a lot," she snapped. 'l heard that. It Wwasnlong ago agour
fourteenth! And besides, Henry sent me that lobely of chocolates for my
birthday!

'l brought you a birthday present too,' he protegiimly. 'Doesn't that
count?"

'Of course it counts,’ she said, feeling readyhtmpchim up into little pieces.

It had been a difficult day, and she might well édxied to murder her

mother, never mind John Dailey. 'But it's not atesty you know." The

babies both splashed at the same time, catchingbihe leaned over. He
spluttered, wiped his eyes, and looked daggersrat h

'If it is a contest, Peterson isn't within milestlo¢ starting line.'
Maggi, who had a considerable amount of water dngpdown her face too,

glared back at him. 'l was trying to be nice, thdttdoesn't pay, does it?
Once you get into your black bear act there's Baghg you. He sent me



chocolates; you gave me a pair of scrubbing bruBirethe bath tub. Now
what kind of a gift was that?"

'Why are you screaming at me like a fishwife?'

'‘Because that's what | am!" she shouted. 'Robestafesherman and | was
his wife! Why do you treame as if you and | have been married for ten
years?'

‘Twenty," he grumbled. 'What does Peterson want?'

'What else?' She picked Pru up and folded her tidowarm towel. 'He
wants me to go out with him Saturday night.’'

"You can't do that!" Prissy was giving him a hamkt Slippery as a little eel,
the tiny creature was giggling and twisting andkkig. "You can't do that,’
he repeated as he finally captured the little Heeed bundled her up.

‘That's funny," Maggi replied. 'l thought we'd kettthat before now.'
‘Settled what?'

'‘Use more powder," she instructed. 'She's begiramogher rash. | thought
we'd settled that you don't tellewhat to do.'

'Well, somebody has to tell you,' he snapped. 'Moaw darn well what he
wants.'

'I'm not so sure.' She looked up at him as sh&chgd Pru out on the kitchen
table. 'l thought at first he wanted my money, bdon't have any. Maybe
it's my pure white body—or the farm? | keep forgpgttthat he's in real
estate. Maybe Will go out with him on Saturday.'

'Lord, if he wants the farm give it to him," gruratl John. 'Don't fool
around. But watch that other bit. | want your pwtate body for myself!’



'Sure you do,' she said disgustedly. 'You want im@ar own time and at
your own convenience. You don't fool me a bit witht come-on of yours.
You've got a good thing going for you here in myse--'

'l don't know about that convenience business. fodre not exactly
paying me a princely sum for looking after the dieh," he reminded her.

'Princely? Even at the going rate I'm not suregétting my money's worth,
so knock off the come- on!'

'‘Come-on? Lady, you haven't seen come-on yet. Yibbean't go out with
him on Saturday. That's the night we're taking off.

'What are you mumbling about now?' She was usimgloadf her mind on
the interchange. The other half was busy leadinglétrce through her
battery of little exercises. Ordinarily the littheonkey would be all smiles.
Tonight she was bothered by something.

'Saturday night," he repeated. 'Dr Jonas. Takglat 0iff once a week. Go
lock yourselves in your bedroom and see what hapgémtnight off.’

She looked up at him, using one hand on Pru's stioneehold her in place.
There was caution in her eyes. 'I'm not too brigite said, 'but | didn't
exactly come down in yesterday's rainstorm. Loclseffyin a bedroom
with you? What is this, feeding time at the zoo?"'

John shook his head in disgust. 'You can't realyPbrtuguese—I've heard
that they're kindly people. How many bodies have igit by the roadside,
killed with that rapier tongue of yours?'

'l never keep track." She looked up at him agaie.hdd finished with
Prissy, and was supporting the baby against hisldaowith one capable
hand. He had never before said anything aboutrtdelwit. How could he
know that she used it to protect herself, to conethe marshmallow centre
at the core of her being? 'John?"

'Yes?'



'l—don't mean to be—it's just the way | am. I'mrgaf—did you have
something planned for Saturday night?'

'In a manner of speaking. I've hired an LPN nuossoime in and watch the
kids from six o'clock on. The American Ballet compas in town. They're
performingSwan Laket the Zeiterion this weekend. | thought we mignt
along and see the ballet, and then pop over tortie Piers for a late
supper.'

'Oh, my, thatdoessound attractive." She was wavering. 'But | diohpise
Henry.'

'‘And what was Henry Liverpool offering?’

'Peterson.’ she corrected automatically. ‘I'm nate.s He mentioned
something about lifting a few down at Bunratty'get the suspicion that he
intended a few rounds of wrestling in his apartnadtérwards.'

'Well?'

'l just don't know." I've got to hold to my print#g, she told herself. This
business of giving in to him whenever he turnstenaharm has got to stop!
She flashed him another quick look. 'I'm sorry yelgone to all the trouble
of hiring a nurse. | always thought I'd like to aenurse. | think it had
something to do with those cute caps they wednerghan the work. But
then again | heard that Bunratty's is a swingirag@] and | haven't been out
on the town in a dog's age. Come on, let's geettadings into bed.'

‘That's all this relationship means to you—thedrieih?'

‘That's all | can take care of at one time,' shamed. 'l don't think I'm in the
market for a quick affair, which is all you've beeffiering." He mumbled
something under his breath and headed for thesstair

Maggi went along behind him to help put the chifdr® bed. Her
conscience bothered her. After all, these tweelittites who had grabbed at
her heart deserved her complete attention, ariceabquabbling with John
Dailey was taking the edge off their need. It tooére than a little doing



this time, getting them down. Pru fussed and grechdPrissy watched her
twin with wide blue eyes, not knowing whether tojm or not. In the end
Maggi sang to them, something of a relief from Jelunacked baritone.
When they both came downstairs Aunt Eduarda hadfipished in the
kitchen. The three adults sat for a while, medi&yi, in the silence of the
living-room. A sort of truce hung over the formeatttefield.

Maggi was not much of a woman for meditation. Sikebothered her, and
olive branches were really her thing. 'How's youmekican business
venture going on, John?"'

He lowered the paper and shook his head. "You wdubetlieve. I've had
three bids already, and it's only been three waakse | made the first
contact. If things go on the way they appear righw | might be forced to
re-examine all my future plans.’

'So it's something you have that you want to sell?’

He ducked his head behind his paper. 'More or lesase if | can, sell if |
must. It depends on the offer.’

A rattle of pages seemed to put a full stop tolihatof conversation. | don't
know why | keep trying, she thought bitterly. Heedn't want me to know,
and that's the end of that. She snapped on thediele and clicked her way
through all the channels without finding anythirng $iked.

'‘Something wrong, Maggi?'

'‘No, nothing. Just a little twinge," she told hiinshouldn't have put raw
onions in that seafood salad.’

‘It wasn't the onions, it was the salad,' he s#disonous stuff, salad.
Anything green is poisonous.'

'‘And with that sage advice, | think I'll go out thre porch and get a little air.
It's a lovely balmy night." Aunt Eduarda gave thieath a twinkling grin,
and marched slowly out into the kitchen to getsteawl.



'She's not getting any younger," Maggi said asttidady disappeared out
into the moonlit darkness. 'Ever since she retireth the school system
she's been at a loose end.’

'No, none of us are getting any younger.' Johrefibliis paper and dropped
itin his lap. 'l didn't know she was a teacherhi¥k was more conversation
than she had heard in the past two hours. And lieetihrew her a curve.
'How does it feel to be thirty?' He ducked justime. Her pillow landed
squarely in the place where his face would have bee

She struggled up out of the sofa. 'I'm going faradk.'

Il come with you." He laid the carefully foldgmhper down on the end
table.

'No, thank you. | need to think.’
'Tll help. I'm a great thinker-helper.’

'I'm sure you are, but tonight | feel the needlyosblo. Besides you're on
baby-watch until two in the morning.’

‘Spoilsport!

You'll never really know,' she said, sighing, ameiht out on to the porch.
Although it was a warm night for early June, theees still a chill in the air,
and she was wearing only a sleeveless dress. Skedxaver to the rail and
looked out, wrapping herself up in her own arms.

'You two seem to be forever bickering." The chainsthe porch swing
squeaked as Aunt Eduarda got up and came ovemtbgo. There was no
sting in the words; it was not an accusation.

'He's a hard man to understand,’ Maggi admittettlysof

"The babies?'



'Wonderful little creatures. | always wanted balwesmy own. I'd love to be
mother to these two, but--'

'‘But you can't stand Mr Dailey?'

'l can't even say that.' Maggi laughed at her&#n you imagine that? I'm
thirty years old and can't make up my mind!

'Happens to us all at some age,' her aunt regliegenty—thirty—forty.
Sooner or later. It has something to do with Ga@'sign to populate the
earth.'

"You don't mean I'm smitten by the maternal yeayRiSurely not every
woman goes through that?'

'Perhaps not, dear. But most do. You just can'eba as the man for you?'

'l don't know, do I?' Maggi said bitterly. 'He'spéadined to me very carefully
that he's here on a temporary kick. As soon aslle but about this hush-
hush business deal of his he expects to load ugatack to Ireland. And
in the meantime here's slow- witted Maggi Brennan dntertain
him—Iocally, that is.'

'It's not exactly a one-night stand," her aunt adsied. Maggi's head
shapped around and she stared. Her Portuguesevasréo much out of
character that it puzzled her.

'‘No," Maggi returned, still bitter. 'It's more likeone-month lease. | don't see
myself as his mistress, but more like his conculnmreaiting.’

'Maggi!

'Yes,' Maggi snapped. '‘And even that's a lie. Nohasn't had me in his
bed—yet, but it's a subject close to the top oflisis Goodnight, 77a, I'm
going to walk up the hill a way and see if | camikzzle this whole thing out.'

She stamped down off the porch, rattling a loosadon the steps as she
went. Just one more thing that needs fixing ardugr@, she told herself as



she followed the silver moon-path up towards theéethat separated her
farm from the apartments building site.

The Jones boy had re-ploughed her lower ten acrésecsame day the men
had come to repair the leaky roof, leaving the tyatre tract that lay next
to the building site for possible sale. But notSwanson andhis gang of
pirates, she assured herself. And shortly after gloeighing a pair of
schoolboys had come to seed the area. Five acr®sedat corn, the kind
called salt-and-pepper, guaranteed a good locétehand a money crop.
The other five were s£t in hilled potatoes, for onn family's consumption.
She had been lucky to get the school kids. Withmpieyment in the
Greater New Bedford area standing at 3.3 per ohat,had been lucky to
find anybodyto do stoop labour.

With one foot in a furrow she found herself repegither grandfather's
age-old custom: she reached down for a handfudibéad tasted it. But her
mind was on John Dailey, and she could hardly rebpegmvhether the
ploughed land was sweet or sour. John Dailey, raimeheartbreaker. The
wandering lawyer, bon vivant, and all-round womanisAnd I'm the

woman, she thought. How now, brown cow?

She puzzled at it from all angles, accepting, t&)g¢c changing—all to no
avail. It was a no-win situation. A good, well-rads Portuguese girl had
only one relationship with a man. Marriage wasrbene of the game. He
certainly didn't havehat subject in mind, but Maggi was wavering, and
could actually think of herself as accepting secbast.

If he would offer even that, she reminded hersgdf.far this week he had
acted like a self-centred spoilsport, not wanting or himself, but
unwilling to see her go to any other man! How exaapng could a man be?
If he would only proposition her, at least she'#éhthe reward of a good
strong turndown! So now, Maggi Brennan, she thought do you entice a
man into making a proposition, just so you can tum down to boost your
ego?

It was a subject beyond her ken. So be proudadtidnérself. Suffer a little.
Eat a little dirt and cry up a storm! Which soundikd good advice, so she
did.



The wind was in the right direction to bring heretsound from the
bell-tower of St Lawrence's Church, down in they,cstriking twelve.

Having solved nothing, but feeling much relievedaddi snatched up a
twist of long grass to chew on, and went back ddvenhill.

The house was quiet when she came in. Closingdbeghut out the vague
meandering of the breeze and damped the hoarseo$dhg frogs in the
swamp. Instead she heard the murmuring as heriel&dtthen muttered
and cycled and hummed to itself in the darkness.

She felt her way to the stairwell, slipping off lerd-heeled shoes to mask
her passage. At the top of the stairs she pausetdfbrce of habit, and stole
down the hall to the nursery. The night-light plaggnto the baseboard
socket cast an eerie pink glow over everything.

The two babies were fast asleep in their massige But while Prissy had
turned over on her stomach with her knees buncpashder her, content,
Prudence was lying flat on her back, arms outsiezgtcstirring restlessly.
With infinite care Maggi readjusted the blanketsgéred a kiss on both
foreheads, and went back out into the hall.

A slight glow of light from the half-open door ofé last room down
indicated that Aunt Eduarda had fallen asleep Wweh TV set on. A few
steps up the hall the door of John's bedroom hadthgwalf open, due,
Maggi remembered, to a slant in the two-centurg-ftdoring. There was
no night-light in his room, but a splinter of modémg had evaded his
curtains. She stopped to watch.

John Dailey was asleep as well, and there was esgdef difficulty in
settling down. All his blankets had fallen off tfae side of his bed, and the
sheets had twisted up under his feet. One of s &y at his side; the other
was wrapped around his head. He slept without pgganall the male
magnificence of him displayed by moonlight.

Startled, Maggi drew a deep breath. It whistleduatbher windpipe as she
tried vainly to suppress the noise. The sleepereti@n inch or two, and



then settled again on his side. Maggi held hertbresable to tear her eyes
away from the spectacle. It had been a long tirvergplong time, since she
had seen such a sight. It awoke yearnings, neleailspounded at her and
shook her, body and mind together. Memories?

No, her conscience dictated cruelly. Not memorié®re was a time and a
place, but those aren't the reasons why you reaegt his man isn't a
shadow, a recall of your dead husband. This maaak distinct, calling
you. And you want him, Maggi Brennan! The bitteshe$ the accusation
hurt. She crammed her fist over her mouth to stifeescream of pain, and
ran for her own bed.

Safe behind her own closed door she sank intortae by her window and
wrestled with her ghosts. The clock downstairs @untwice before she
donned her shortie nightgown and climbed into litechimed again before
her eyes closed in troubled sleep.

It was probably those troubled dreams that alloMedgi to hear that first
protest from the nursery. It started out as awhymper. By the time it was
repeated Maggi's feet were on the cold floor, drelvgas moving towards
the door. She had, from studying the book, expestaae floor-walking in
the middle of the night, but in all the weeks thns had been in the house
they had slept gloriously through the night. If ggmesumed, of course, that
night ended by five-thirty in the morning.

So when the baby transferred her complaints tglaeniregister Maggi was
already in the nursery, bending over the crib. Agdhat time both of the
twins were bellowing. 'Easy, baby," Maggi croonsdshe lifted Prudence
up, blanket and all, and rested the child on heukler. A few casual pats
on the back, a little pacing up and down, certaiihit would be all that was
required. If the original complaint came from Proce.

Left in the bed by herself, Prissy squirmed towalsshead of the crib on
her stomach, yelling. Handling two at a time was touch. Maggi was
about to sound the general alarm when John padti®thie room, barefoot,
wearing a pair of pyjama bottoms that just seenwetiang on his hips,
defying the laws of gravity. He snatched Prissyamy tried a little of his
male magic.



'l don't know what's wrong," Maggi whispered. Saie IPru down on the
bathinette table, one of the late additions torthesery, and began to strip
the baby of her shirt and nappy. The ceiling licdotne on as John flipped the
switch. Prudence was kicking her feet awkwardlygveing madly on her
thumb, and vyelling loudly enough to alert the tmwvwolunteer fire
department. Priscilla, still in his arms, ran iat@oughing fit, choked, and
started yelling in earnest.'| can't find anythingng," Maggi whispered.

'Hell, with all this yelling there's no sense whaspg. Which one started the
trouble?’

'l don't know. Ithoughtit was Pru. Maybe it's both of them. One of them
doesn't necessarily have to be imitating the otfwr,know.’

‘Then move over," he grumbled, 'and let me sdts ithis one.’

Maggi hurriedly shoved Pru into a Pamper and washed aside as he
moved up to the table and stripped Prissy. Seveiraites of serious study,
and he sighed. 'l can't see anything wrong. Trkinglthem again?’

'Diaper her and give her to me,' Maggi directéltlwhlk both of them while
you check that book. Theteasto be something. Did you read the whole
thing?'

With both babies in her arms, fourteen pounds a&piske began to pace
again, humming what she hoped was a restful song.

'‘No," he confessed as he fumbled on the top gihétiei corner. 'l only got to
chapter seven. You?'

'Six," she mumbled. 'Chapter six. It's not a boaktan for high-speed
reading. Hurry up. You don't suppose they're hungfgu did give them a
bottle after dinner?’

'Don't nag,' he grumbled. 'Nothing | hate worsenthanagging woman. |
gave them a bottle. Here's that damn book.'



'Each?’ I don't intend to nag, she told herself Hets only a man. You have
to be sure! It tore at her heart to see the tvile kitnes in pain.

'Yes, each. Dammit, do you want me to run downstaid get another?' He
hardly sounded best pleased about the whole ide&l&ggi was not about
to let him shirk his responsibilities.

'‘Better you than me,' she told him. 'And stop ewgsWho knows what the
pair of them might remember as they grow up?’

‘All right, all right." He made a dash for the doand evidently stubbed his
bare toe on the little occasional table that stiooithe hall just outside the
nursery door, for several short Gaelic words fldatethe air behind him as
he limped along the hall. Maggi had the insane twggamp her hands over
the babies' ears, but all her hands were in pllag.tBed to cover the sounds
by singing a little louder. The babies gave hergood reaction as she
zoomed through the two lullabies she rememberednwsdhe shifted to
"Yellow Submarine' one of the children stoppedmygyialmost in disbelief.
But it was only a temporary cessation.

From downstairs there came noises. Doors slamredyst crashed on the
kitchen floor, various words were almost shoutédat'll teach you to be a
father,' Maggi whispered. 'Er—whatever.' She thoagireat deal more. He
would make a fine father, once he learned to cbhislanguage! And I'm
not sure, she told herself, how many other fathensld be up in the middle
of the night, helping out with the children. Prolyathe whole difficulty
would be left to their wives! I'm lucky to—and thdrr spirit dropped
through the floor—to be a prospective parent. Wherhinded her that Ms
Fagan was coming—a thought she didn't care totairier

There was just no time to be sorry for herselfnlwhs back, moving at the
speed of a world-class father, with a half-filleatthke in each hand.

'Sorry about that,’ he-said. 'There was only onk Mottle in the
refrigerator.’

'You warmed it?'



'‘Dammit," he growled, 'why do all women think mee @iots where babies
are concerned? Of course | warmed it. Give medhés' He relieved her of
the baby on her right shoulder, and passed heobtie bottles. She tilted
the baby down across her breast and tempted tleeliliis with the bottle.
Prudence automatically opened her mouth, took ekagulp, and rejected
it. The other baby, in John's arms, accepted thst #@nd began sleepily to
feed.

'So it's Pru,' he guessed. 'She's been fussimigall.’
'‘But | don't know what's the matter!" Maggi wail&dheck the book again.'

'I'm checking, I'm checking." He stretched Prissy on the bathinette,

supporting her bottle with one hand while he leafedugh the manual

with the other. Prudence was waliling like a banshed Prissy gave up her
quiet feed and joined the chorus. Maggi pacedltw fnadly, rubbing the

child's back, trying to sing. He held Prissy dowthvone gentle hand on
her stomach as he madly searched through the book.

'What in the loving world is going on here?' Aumuarda was at the door.
Her grey hair was braided over her shoulder. Thoe leollar of her
nightgown projected up out of her green robe. Hasgpes were perched on
the end of her nose.

'l don't know what's the matter,’” Maggi said wearilt seems that
something's bothering Pru, and Prissy is cryirgympathy. | suppose we'd
better call the doctor—or head for the emergenoya® John?'

'Maybe you're right. Hold this one, Aunt Eduarddiile/ | go find some
pants.’

'‘Don't be in such a hurry,’ the old lady chide@bBs in the woods, the pair
of you! You've done fine as long as everything wasking well, but at the
first sign of trouble you blow your stack. Whichtigee one that started the
problem?'

‘This one,"' Maggi replied. 'Pru.’



Aunt Eduarda came over in front of them and loakedbaby over casually.
Then, to Maggi's surprise, she stuck her indexefing the child's mouth.

The child yelled all the louder, but the aunt wasmng as she retrieved her
finger.

‘There's nothing really wrong with this child," gleported. 'Wait right here,
the both of you. I'll be back in a moment.'

'Don't ask me,' John said, catching Maggi's glamves the old lady's head.
'Pace a little faster.’

'I'm beat," Maggi replied.Youpace a time or two.'

'l don't dare to," he reported solemnly. 'My pyjanagtoms are about to fall
off.'

‘At this hour of the day who would care?' she sedpfOr are you one of
those super-equipped models?’

'Hey, don't knock it," he told her. ‘Just pace gSirittle, and--'

And Aunt Eduarda was back, humming a little Poraggutune, a tiny bottle
in her hand. 'Now then, if you two would stop ghariat each other?' She
unscrewed the cap, collected a couple of dropsefiquid on her finger,
and stuck the finger into the baby's mouth. Oneipts minute passed, and
almost as if on cue baby Prudence stopped cryungled at them, and fell
asleep. Prissy kept up herserenade for an additmoment, grumbled to
herself, and fell off to sleep. The quiet that dested on the room was
startling.

'‘Dear heaven,' Maggi whispered.
‘Teeth," Aunt Eduarda said quietly, and gave theth b big smile.
'What is that?' John demanded, pointing to thdehott

‘A form of benzocaine,' the aunt said. 'In my day wsed paregoric, but
that's a derivative of morphine, and it's goneafdtyle. The pair of them



will be cutting teeth for the next few months, smymight as well get used
to it. I'll leave this bottle on the shelf hereabh?’

'Why not?' Maggi moaned. 'Teeth! Why couldn't hiof that?'

'‘Because you're not their mother, and he's notr tfegher,’ Eduarda
commented. 'Now do you suppose we could get babled® It's well past
the shank of the night.'

'‘Now how stupid can | get?' Maggi asked the empgitnas they watched
the aunt disappear down the hall.

'No more stupid than me." John stood close todmerarm around her waist.
The babies were sleeping soundly. Maggi moved dvaaty him nervously
and straightened out the crib and the blanketstedaptured her again as
she completed the task and gathered up the two lixztigs.

'‘Come on," he added as he snapped off the nurghty &nd ushered her out
into the dark corridor. It was in that second, lasytstepped across the
threshold, that Maggi became alarmingly aware ofi. hWith the crisis
passed she was almost overwhelmed by the knowletipen, pressing
hard against her flank, his bare upper torso tawghier, warming her
through the thin cotton nightgown she was wearfkgtrange excitement
ran up and down her spine, originating in thaleligwell of her hip where
his hand rested.

The night was filled with a huge electrical charge.was as much aware of
her as she was of him. She could actually breaththea excitement that
crowded down on her. She shivered. He held heeclos

‘Cold?’

'N-no," she stuttered. 'Not really. | forgot my edb

'Yes, | noticed.' His hand drifted further, untitésted on her flat, trembling
stomach. Alarms were ringing in her mind; she pagbally ignored them.

At her door they stopped. 'We've hardly two howote the twins will be
up and about for the day,' he said. 'We have tltlk about. Shall we?'



'l—don't mind," she stammered. Without being ablsdarch his face in the
dim light she was momentarily doubtful But of cayrshe thought, he's a
typical virile male. It isn't words he wants. Noithvhis hand inching
upward, reaching across the soft wisp of cottoh wes her gown. It isn't
words he wants, and—dear heaven—it isn't words ftywaither! Still, |
can't just—surrender. That isn't the way | wase@iferhaps a rearguard
action will show some alternative? 'But—the bottlekey have to go back
to the refrigerator or they'll spoil.’

'‘Damn! | should have ordered another refrigeratoupstairs!”

'‘No," she spat at him. 'That would be a terriblesteaof money, and
besides—take the bottles downstairs and then--'

'‘Come back?' he interrupted. Maggi took a deeptibteasteady her nerves.
When push came to shove there had to be somefsmnnonitment. He had

finally thrown down the gauntlet, and she was fagét the demon choice.
And I love him, she told herself in the hush traldiwed.

'‘And come back," she agreed, suppressing the riaiesperation in her
voice.



CHAPTEREIGHT

INSIDE her room, Maggi paced. There was a lock on her.ddwre was still
time to change her mind. She could easily get dcbssd run away. It
wasn't too late to join a nunnery. Her mother waudgter approve of this.
Neither would her father. Her dog wouldn't approdeavens, what am |
doing? she thought.

It was a question that had no answer. She wasdgli@ammitted. Now all
she needed was to get back her nerve and go threttight. It's just like
swimming, she lectured herself. You never reallgéd. And once you get
in, the water will feel fine. 'Sure it will," sheuttered sarcastically. '‘But what
about oncéhegets in?' Stop the double entendres, babe. Al ineworld
there are thousands of women, right this minutey wte doing the same
thing and enjoying it! 'Planning to do it,’ she remted. 'And some of them
are great bloody fools!"

A girl was in desperate straits when even her dense gave up on her. The
alternatives flashed in front of her; she brushmesht off. Vai diminuir, she
told herself in her fast-fading Portuguese. 'Takeasy.' There was a cool
wind blowing in through her half-opened window. Stf@vered as she
pulled her nightgown over her head and foldeddthyeat the foot of her big
comfortable bed. It had been her signal, she rereezdbfor Robert. In this
very room. In this very room. She walked slowlywrd the room, touching
bed and bureau and chair, saying goodbye to heromesnbefore she
locked them firmly away. Her hands cupped her liscias a moment. Her
flesh was as cold as the night. It had all beeloisg ago; she was a mental
virgin, with a virgin's fears, and a widow's angiafions. There was a noise
on the steps. She flipped off the lights and shidar the covers, pulling the
sheets up to her chin.

He did not come.

She shivered, reached out desperately for an é&krket, and huddled
herself up in a ball. Make believe you're aslebp,tsld herself. Her eyelids
slammed down like jail bars, but her mind still @mand on. A woman can't
justdosomething like this, she half sobbed. There hag@reason! So you
like sex, her conscience suggested. But not thahivsio tell yourself that



you're in love with him! | don't have tell myself. lamin love with him, but

| dare not let him know that. | suppose | coulddimut it if he asks, couldn't
I7 1 didn't have any compunction about lying to Btate inspector. And,
besides, it's only a little lie. A little lie nownd then can't hurt! And
maybe—you know damn well it could be a lot of furdayames.

And on the other hand, she assured herself, I'tty a@ing it for the babies,
aren't I? Isn't that a great line? But the inext@dacing of the truth could
not be denied. | don't care why I'm doing it, Itstjdoing it! Where the hell
is he?

Night sounds seemed to have slowed almost to a Btdpe distance she
could hear the mournful wail of the siren at thetB@uth fire station, the
call for volunteer firefighters to report in. Inetlother direction the foghorn
on the New Bedford hurricane dyke sounded. Andl &ihn Dailey didn't

come.

The clock downstairs struck the half-hour. A firack rumbled south on
Tucker Road, its beeper sounding softly. He's ooting, Maggi thought

ruefully. After all that, he's not coming! An owbaghed in the old oak tree
outside her window. He's not coming! She shook vgilasmatic pain.

Something—some strength, some excitement—flew bieo body. She

felt bereft. The clock struck the next quarter-hour

Damn him! Maggi snarled to herself. Damn all mehkfie's not a one of
them to be trusted! And at that moment the latcherdoor clicked, and he
came in.

You're asleep, Maggi commanded herself. You'reegsl&ou can't be
responsible for anything that happens while yoaskeep! Her eyes were
glued shut; she struggled to slow her breathindniasfootsteps padded
across the room. There was a new smell in the aap-®nd aftershave.
He'd stopped to shave! Maggi swallowed hard.

The other side of her mattress sank, there wasvemment of the blankets
that now almost covered her head, and a wave ahthaenveloped her. It
was almost impossible for her to lie still, but sireiggled to do just that. He
shifted his weight in her direction, and the entired shook. The bed



stopped shaking, but Maggi's tense body did nat.\viiirm hand had just
landed in that little niche at her waist where thiprblossomed out. A warm,
confident hand.

'‘Maggi?'

She struggled to keep from answering. He movedene8he could feel the
contact as his hip touched hers. The hand courpadrd, hesitated a
moment to draw circles around her navel, and therbed upward, a finger
at atime. When it arrived at the curve of her btsae could no longer stand
the suspense. Her nerves were shattered; her leogdgmbered what her
mind was trying to forget. She half turned in higdtion, only to be pushed
back flat on her back as he inched himself closer lBrooded over her.
Somebody moaned in the darkness. His fingers haduswed the satin
mountain, and the bronze sentry at the top hachgpmumindless attention.

'Oh, lord," somebody muttered.

Lips. Cool, wonderful lips. They kissed the pulpeint on her neck, shifted
to the lobe of her ear, and then coasted effoildesand over her mouth
and were gone.

Fire flashed up and down her spine. The hand orbreast came slowly
down the declivity and attacked the other mountpmoducing the same
result. Despite her determination to remain gty hips quivered, jerked,
and her head spun.

'Fast asleep, Maggi?' His lips were at her earc8htdl hear the overtone of
laughter as his sharp teeth nipped at the lobeeselim. Once again his
head moved. Those warm lips marched down the $iderdace, down her
neck, into the valley between her breasts. A monoéntithdrawal. She
gasped and twitched uncontrollably. Teeth wereingpat the bronze peak
of her breast. Nipping, and then sliding deepérislips savoured the honey
of her.

‘Nothing to say, Maggi?' His tongue plagued oneleipwhile his hand
trapped the other between thumb and forefingeigantdy massaged it. The
sensations were playing in colour behind her egeRtilliant splashes of



red and orange. Vaulting silver rockets againsthihekdrop of green and
blue. Somebody moaned; Maggi reached to the deyther self-control

and found just enough power to freeze her bodpsition. It was a fruitless
victory.

He inched himself a little closer. She could fdw tveight of his chest on
her. His head was below her chin as his mouthdamste teased. The hand
that once had conquered her breast slid off theimgiimound of softness,
making for the flat plane of her stomach. She gadspgoluntarily. He
stopped all actions.

Don't stop! she wanted to yell. Don't—what are going to me? But her
mind still held tentative rule. What am | doingm lasleep, aren't 1? It can
hardly be my fault if he--

He did. The hand returned to her stomach, twinkediricles for a moment,

then dived lower. Without consulting Maggi, herdespread, opening to the
new invasion. One finger flicked against that ntesiponsive point in her

entire body. He chuckled when she jumped.

His mouth caught up to hers in a deep, moist kiasdnly added to the fire,
and locked her head in position as he graduallgeshhis weight on top of
her. Her legs granted him room.

Maggi found herself alone in her head, faced withaisand impulses of
pleasure and warning, unable to stifle any oné&in, not wanting to. What
do | do now? she thought, and the voice of her @ense gave her the
answer. When seduction is inevitable, lie back emady!

'Still sleeping, Maggi?' He was up on his kneesdisaesting gently on her
breasts, laughing. Her body was beyond control. &tithed and twisted,

her hips urging him on. Don't stop! she screamdtktself. Her teeth were
clenched so tightly that her gums hurt, but thieexefvas lost in the merging
pleasure signals as he leaned forward and entered h

It had been a long time between for Maggi Brenwand he was warm and
moist and experienced. She welcomed him as hel filéx to overflowing,
welcomed him and urged him on with both wild hands.



He plunged deeply, strongly, rhythmically. Her legsne up around him
and she fluttered her hips against him, unable adccmhis rhythm. His
hands swept under her buttocks and steadied lbe tpace. What seemed
like hours of enjoyment were really only secondsgéther they smashed
themselves on the peak of the little death, anaithisa symphony orchestra
where the cymbals had sounded the last note, thalapsed in
perspiration-laden silence.

Three or four minutes passed. Minutes while higgivecame down on her,

his head by hers, his hands gentle in her hairod3ord,” somebody said.

Maggi was still having trouble with her breathii®@he panted as if she had
run a dozen miles. He moved slightly, fumbling &mething on her

bedside table. After a moment or two he lifted hethsp on his elbows, and

wiped her forehead with a tissue.

And then, with a little laugh, he rolled himself,odnd she heard him say,
'What kind of a stud am |, if the girl doesn't eweske up?'

The passion was gone in an instant, replaced bg. r&ud." The word
echoed through the empty corridors of her mindt Basause I'm a widow
you needn't think I'm in need of stud service! &membered saying that to
him when he first arrived. And he hadn't believed Instead he had waited
for his chance, and proved what a stupid fool sag. \er blood boiled. No,
| didn't need stud service, but | got it, didn'sl told herself. And that's all
it was to him. Stud service! Any woman would haassied him; | was the
only one at hand! Rage rode high on the crest ofgndt. The feeling
swamped her. This one act was the height of sia.hald been unfaithful to
Robert's memory in the worst possible way. And Johitey was laughing
at her.

Don't get mad, get even. Wasn't that the rightreg®iHow? What single
thing could she do to stab him in his ego? Outhaf inaze of all her
readings, all the little giggling conversations lwiter friends, popped the
perfect answer.

She rolled over on her side, laid her tiny han@dssthe hard muscles of his
stomach, and giggled drowsily. 'Thank you, Robert.'



There was a moment of silent disbelief. She coeddl tis muscles stiffen in
surprise. And then he vaulted up out of the bee@ l&k just-released
jack-in-the-box. There were perhaps half a dozedl-el@sen short

Anglo-Saxon words said, a couple of which Maggi hasler heard

before—but which needed no explanation. She coeddhss dark shadow
against the darker background of the room. He piake what clothes he
had worn and turned in her direction to repeat sofibe words she didn't
want to hear. In self-protection she ducked underidankets and blocked
her ears. He slammed the door behind him.

Maggi's moment of triumph passed quickly. She wss®d turned in her
bed, but could find no comfort. What she had doas indefensible, and yet
so wonderful. And he hadn't been altogether pregher. She argued with
herself for half an hour, and finally convinceddwdf that it was alhisfault.
After which she got up to remake the bed. She @uitback in, but was still
unable to sleep. Eventually, because she was suqally tired and yet so
thirsty, she got up again, stole across the hatédathroom for a glass of
water, and returned to the chair beside her bednDeas stippling the hills
with grey light.

One of the twins stirred, and began to fret. Théngklord for that, Maggi
sighed to herself as she fumbled for her nightgewd robe and padded
down the hall to the rescue.

The day turned sour just after sunrise. A coolmeast wind heralded the
arrival of more rain. The house was dark. Aunt Edaaame downstairs at
seven o'clock, to find Maggi and the two girls attg in occupation.

‘They've been fed,” Maggi said. Hiding the gloomhier voice was a
sometime thing; Maggi Brennan had acquired a figxbguilt-complex.
Her aunt looked more closely at her as she cordindy the way, don't
make up any more fires in the living-room. I'm gpto put the little rascals
out on the rug from now on.’

‘Then I'd better clean the fireplace out," Eduagegdied. 'Did you have any
more trouble after | went to bed?’



‘Not with the children,” Maggi said glumly. She icetl the stare. 'Oh, |
meant—I just couldn't get back to sleep again.'

'‘No, of course not." Aunt Eduarda had lived a fd. It wasn't hard to
deduce what the trouble might be. 'And I'll go Idok something to block
the living- room door so our two little pigeons tascape.’

‘That can wait until you've had breakfast.'

'No, it really can't,’ the old lady said. 'I'll lato eat on the run today. We
need a considerable amount of groceries. | platméake the jeep and go
over to Almacs. They're open by eight o'clock ie thorning. | take it that
the mister is sleeping in?'

'l don't give a darmvhathe's doing!" Fire replaced despondency in a second
flashing out from Maggi's eyes and from her lips.

'No, | can see that.' Her guess confirmed, AuntEdiaimade herself a quick
mug of coffee and went out into the living-room.ddiged of her audience,
Maggi mumbled to herself, and then set about bgithia two little girls. By
nine o'clock Eduarda had gone and the two childvere exploring the
confines of their new world.

The entire living-room rug was a wide plain to bglered. Between the
two of them a soft rubber ball made a good toynJudd installed a stainless
steel mirror on the side of their playpen, and,eoapotted, it turned two
lovely little girls into Narcissi. With both of tine enjoying life, Maggi stole
a moment to go up to dress. Nothing special, jastidoking-after- babies
uniform—a light turtleneck sweater, black trousengr rather elderly
plimsolls, and her hair brushed and caught baekponytail. And now she
was hunched up in the rocking-chair in the livingem, feeling sorry for
herself.

A knock at the front door.
That was the oddity of it all. In typical countityle, practically every visitor

came to the side door, the kitchen door. To haseors at thefront door
was strange. Maggi got up slowly and moved in thiaction. Both babies



rolled over on their stomachs and seemed to behwatter. Maggi's smile
brought two in return.

It required two hands to wrestle with the old aaldlem-used latch. 'Henry!
What in the world arggoudoing here? Come in, come in."Henry Peterson
came in, grinning. 'Oh, | thought I'd mix busine@th pleasure,’ he said.
'‘Oops!’

'l forgot to tell you. Watch out for the girls, §iee mobile.’

‘A couple of entries in the snail race?' He walkeolund the children in an
exaggerated half-circle and took the best chaihenrbom. 'l don't have
much experience with kids. | sort of like to kebprh at a distance. | didn't
think you had either, Maggi.'

'‘No, but I'm learning fast," she replied. 'Doulléion, so to speak, doubly
precious. Coffee?’

'‘Don't mind if I do. | was out a little early toda& big transaction.' He was
rubbing the palms of his hands together as if sanguhe profit. Maggi
managed to hide her smile, and went out into thehkn to fetch his drink.

'Black, two sugars?' she asked when she came int Eduarda had
stretched a fire-screen across the doorway, whiattenthe trip hazardous,
but the trip was made without spilling a drop.

'You remembered!

'Well, it was only three nights ago, for goodnes#es. That's not long to
remember.’ She dropped on to the sofa beside his @hd coiled her legs
up beneath her. For some reason she was feeliyg~vkindly—towards
Henry Peterson. In comparison to soatlkeer men she knew, Henry was a
pet. He was at his best dressed, but looked ag i€duld use a little
ego-boosting. Which she was ready to provide. 'Nmv,me about your
great sale?'

'It's the condos up above your house," he told 'My, you make good
coffee.’



'Instant,’ she said, shrugging.
'‘And you look a sight for sore eyes,' he contint®d.early in the morning!'

| know | don't, Maggi told herself, but | desengeldok nice. And to have
some man tell me so! 'Thank you, Henry. What afoeicondominiums?’

‘Three of them are finished," he said cheerilyd'amy firm has been
awarded the sale and lease rights. Would you beligv one hour this
morning I've sold four apartments?"

'Well, good for you. | suppose there's a handsoonentission.'

'Ill say there is.' His grin expanded. 'Sets mefarpa couple of months,
Maggi. Too bad there isn't more space up ther@ehitl—I could clean up
a fortune.' He sipped at his coffee, watching heardhe rim of the mug
with those slate-coloured eyes of his. 'And so @¢yolu, Maggi.'

‘Me?'

'You. You've got almost twenty acres of land juistirgy around doing
nothing. Just sitting there going to waste.'

'Lying fallow is what we farmers say,' she told hiamd offered a small
smile to cheer him on. She had heard his tale befart then it had been
known as Swanson's song. Do you suppose Henry--hé\avouldn't join
up with that pirate!

'l know you don't need money these days,' he raibie 'but here's an
opportunity you shouldn't bypass, Mag." She hatetl hame. Nobody but
her brothers used it, and then only when teasing. &nly when prepared to
run. All her good spirits evaporated, but Henryef@ito notice. "You know,’
he continued, 'for just ten acres you could--' kashamed a sum of money
that caused Maggi's eyes to boggle. She had nanidatland might bring,
and might not want to sell, but'just as a figurelteam about—well!

'Do you really think so, Henry?' He nodded agredntea smile so big that
it was about to swallow him up.



'Positive. Maybe even more.’

She tendered him a sweet smile. Henry Petersap like a Christmas tree.
'l don't think | can really commit myself to a séke that. I'd have to talk to
my lawyer and his accountants, you know. Uncle Jaoat of town at the
moment.’

'Ah, of course. He's still representing the famiily?
'As you say. More coffee?"

'No." Henry consulted his ornate wristwatch. 'llisiedave to be going.
There's a great deal of paperwork involved intai.tBut—Maggi? You'll
keep me in mind if you eveto decide to sell?’

'l keep you in mind." You and Mr Swanson, Hen¥ou two could be
blood brothers under the skin. | wonder if you'nantese twins? The
thought was father to the question. Henry looketheatin surprise, and
whipped a handkerchief out of his pocket to wipefbrehead.

'‘Swanson? Yes, | knoaf him, of course. We might have met a time or two
in the past, perhaps.' He rose from his chair. Magg standing with her
back to the staircase, and heard the steps tha¢ tatway down and
stoppedHe had finally condescended to get t{® obviously had too much
exercise last night. Perhap®e wasn't as young as he thought—or she
thought! With all those thoughts squirrelling ardun her mind, she missed
what Henry had just said.

'What? —was thinking about something else, Henry.'

The agent shifted from one foot to the other. itl shthought we might
celebrate tonight, Maggi. I've two tickets to tladlét at the Zeiterion. How
about it? You were always a dance fan. We coule faavight of it. Dinner,
perhaps.’'

Maggi heard the soft growl from up on the stairs] avas urged to higher
levels of drama. 'Sounds good. Maybe we could tetleaTwin Piers?’



The growl from up on the stairs was repeated, witen more venom
behind it. Henry, who was missing all this byplaypduced a crocodile
smile. The Twin Piers? Why not. | haven't eatesrelsince Hector was a
pup. Of course. I'll pick you up—say around seveiook?'

'‘And dinner afterwards? I'd love that! Can you geteservation that
quickly?'

'No trouble," Henry assured her as he made fofrtm door. 'I'll use my
father's name.'

'l use my father's name,' John jeered as he clowa the stairs, but Henry
was long gone by then. And then, mournfully, 'Ham ¢ou do that to me,
Maggi? That wasur plan.’

Maggi folded her arms across her breasts and glgoedl him. He looked as
if the wrath of the lord had finally caught up tioth He was wearing yellow
pyjama bottoms and a tired T-shirt. If possibles #hirt looked stronger
than he did. His hair was a mess, he needed a ,shadehis eyes had
shadows under them. Maggi sneered. Both the babwesim as he stepped
off the bottom stair, and gurgled a welcome. Sotvdwtheyknow? she
asked herself.

He went to them immediately, kneeling down on tleerfto offer a kiss.
And then he creaked back up to his feet. 'l neexia of coffee,’ he
announced.'Good for you.' Maggi was doing her tzestab him dead with
words.

'Oh, my gawd! he groaned as he collapsed on tostifi@ 'You're not
pleased with me?'

"You could definitely say that. Definitely.'
'‘And you don't intend to bring me any coffee?"

'I'm thinking," she returned. 'l can't decide wieethought to let you die as
you are, or get you a mug of coffee and pour ibedr you.'



'‘And you don't plan to go out with me tonight?'
'l wouldn't go around the corner with you,' she mvo
‘Nice girls don't talk like that, Maggi.'

'I'm not anice girl!" she shouted at him. 'I'm a thirty-year-aldrew, and |
don't like people who creep into my--'

'‘But you were asleep, Maggi.' She had the grab&ih, to turn wine-red at
his soft comment. 'So therefore no matter what thawys | might have
done, you wouldn't know, would you, Maggi?"

'‘Why, you--'

'‘And let me tell you something else," he continurethat same soft drawl.
'I've had a lot of experience, and you were maggrnfi, Maggi Brennan.
Absolutely magnificent! The next time--'

'Don't hold your breathVir Dailey,' she hissed. 'There won't beext time.
What kind of a woman do yaakeme for?'

"You're the kind of woman | would take for any riche announced
grandly. It was the last straw; Maggi was the cai@be raged, pouring out
gibberish as she searched the room for some wegjgrmy's coffee-mug,

not quite empty, stood on the occasional table. r@hefor it, screaming.

The babies heard, and began to scream for thenssdlelen, being a wiser
man than she had thought, made for the stairseaidsp

Which was perhaps unfortunate. Maggi was aimingratwhere he stood,
just by the bottom step. With her usual skill thegteaded for the fourth
step up, just as his foot landed there. The mugded off his skull with a
satisfying thud, and broke into a dozen pieces.

He stopped for a second, staggering. Both hands wyeto the side of his
head, just above his ear. He glared down at hesaiddwo very bad words
having to do with her parentage, and then staggguetie stairs and out of
sight.



Maggi, standing with both hands over her moutthenrhiddle of the room,
was moaning. Prudence and Prissy were screamirmgirdigic mind was

completely at sea. She had never really meantttoirni; for twenty years

she had been throwing things at her brothers, addhbver yet hit either of
them. And now this. Go upstairs and comfort hinr, denscience nagged.
You owe it to him. But her common sense interver@tk does not go into
the cage with the bear after sticking a thorn is fuot! And besides,
somebody has to stay with the babies. Insteadlittfearomance you can
change a couple of diapers!

Which she did. And then walked them both until diszovered that Prissy
was also cutting a tooth, which required a longde#or the benzocaine,
because Aunt Eduarda didn't get back until elevangd only she

remembered where the bottle of painkiller was ledat

Henry arrived promptly. It was still raining outsidHe was driving a smart
little convertible, with the roof up, and wearingerfsome reason Maggi
couldn't understand—a white dinner jacket with démbdusers. And a
cummerbund. That last was a mistake. Henry wasigobkis schoolboy

athletic shape, and the crimson cummerbund, wrappedightly around

his waist, protruded just a tiny bit. None of whehayed Maggi from her
plans to achieve vengeance.

She dressed up to the limit. Her hair was up, hesgdwas a beautiful satin
calf-length sheath split high on one thigh, angparkled by lamplight. Her
three- inch heels gave her a definite advantageldgery, and she carried
her nose so far up in the air that even Mike, thg, dvas impressed.

'Have a good time!" Aunt Eduarda called. John grirsis Maggi went past
him, and buried his nose in his paper. Maggi toanm's arm with a

flourish, and was laughing gaily at his second-hakd as they went out to
the car. Behind her, John crumpled up his newspapeérthrew it at the

fireplace. Aunt Eduarda covered her mouth to hidesimile. Evidently the

man knew very well how much of a good time Maggamteto have—and

didn't appreciate it!



Not all American cities had the advantage that Wwagbn DC obtained.
Nationwide contributions and government supportltbthe National

Theatre, so that all who lived inside the Beltwayuld seek culture.
Washington residents never did understand thabdo@dary of their fairy
kingdom, the Beltway, was to the rest of the natroarely Route 95 South.
But little America wanted culture too.

The Zeiterion was one of those classic movie tlesalwilt in the 1920s,
where baroque design, small stages, magnificenbidsb with huge
chandeliers, were all the thing. The theatre hkeifan hard times, and was
barely rescued from the wrecker's ball by a supson drive throughout
Greater New Bedford. Rebuilt, reconditioned, salpgorting, it now
attracted touring performer groups from the big.cAnd local residents
went to see and be seen.

Which was fine with Maggi. Except that, during tiéve into the city, she
had discovered that Henry's folding roof leakedhtrigbove her seat. But
when a girl was hugely determined to have a gooe,tishe could put up
with many minor annoyances. The ballet was astowhgligood; the dinner
at the Twin Piers was excellent, but the rain bémhlout the windows,
leaving no view of the working harbour, and leaviveg to stumble along
with Henry's limited conversation.

It was midnight before they started back. To getimm under the leak she
shifted over on the front bench seat, only to discdhat Henry considered
the move an invitation to—whatever a man could doilevdriving
one-handed. When they came up in front of the hbesmade a massive
attempt, she slapped his face, and was thorouglalyesl as she ran for the
house. The light was still on in the living-roonheSstopped outside on the
porch to rearrange herself as best she could, wialey drove off with an
angry spurt of tyres. And Maggi went in at the frdoor.

'Well, it's about time you got home.' John was e of his more friendly
moods.



'l don't see what it has to do with you,' she @ffeover her right shoulder as
she made for the kitchen. He followed along behir kettle was full and
whistling. .

Il make you some coffee,’ he offered. She pludthperself down at the
table and nodded, too tired to consider much migrgifhg. The hot coffee
cheered her just a little. Caffeine, she told Hérgest what | need.

'Did you have a good time?' He was sitting direeityoss the table from
her, nursing his own cup.'Wonderful,' she said;vieas too tired to put any
emphasis on the right syllables.

You look like a drowned rat!

‘Thank you.' Was that a cold enough tone? "Yoentts speak well of you
too.'

"You didn't have any sleep last night," he add&dd now you're up late,
after dashing around all evening—did you fall itite harbour?’

'If I did I'd be dead,' she muttered. 'There arensmy PCBs in that water
that--'

"You would have been better off here at home wigh' m

'Hey, let's get this straight! This iy home, not yours. And you
demonstrated very successfully to me last nigtttlttmanot safe in my own
home. Not at all. Heavens, what will my mother say!

'Does she have to know?'

‘That woman can squeeze information like she wasimgean artichoke. |
couldn't keep a secret from her if | wanted to.'

His index finger was busy tapping the top of tHadalt was beginning to
get on Maggi's nerves.



'Look," he said, still using that soft deep voiees have a lot to talk about.’

'l don't see it that way,' she muttered, duckinigifie her coffee-mug. "You
said you wanted ttalk to me last night, and look what happened!

‘That's what we have to talk about.'

'l don'4 believe this.' Water was still drippingvdo Maggi's neck. She got
up and located a dry kitchen towel as she fishedrat for the pins in her
hair.

'Here, let me help.' He had the right pin immedyaté&/hen he pulled it out
gently her hair cascaded down like a float of laffer a jam was cleared.
And then he took the towel from her and guidedidaak into her chair.

He was a gentle massager. 'You've had a lot ofreqppe at this?' she
asked.

'Moderately. Look, Maggi--' A brief pause as if was searching for some
special words. A lawyer, looking for words? sheemkhkerself.

'Maggi—Iast night was a terrible mistake on my part

'You can say that again!" The towel was half over face, hiding her
expression, for which she thanked heaven.

'Yes, | know that | broke all the rules of hospttalAnd | don't suppose you
had any protection?’

Good lord, Maggi told herself. It never crossed miyd. | never—good
heavens!

'l thought not," he said. His hands were gentlypmgp down to her scalp just
over her right ear. "There could be consequencaggM

Her heart thumped down into her left shoe. Tloerdd be. Just because she
had never been pregnant before, it didn't mean-tbht lord.



'l know you get along well with the twins," he add&’ou love them, and
they love you.'

'Yes.' Barely a whisper.

'‘And now | have an added responsibility." She stalgiick look at his face.
He didn't seem exactly happy about the whole sdnatvhatever it was.
'‘Despite all our differences, Maggi, | think thatuyand | will have to--' He
had stopped rubbing, and moved around in froneof 8he used both hands
to push her hair back and out of her eyes. He lbda@ determined, so
sincere, and yes, almost handsome!

'Have to what?' she asked in a very small voice.

'Have to get married," he concluded. Maggi coultiprovide an answer.
She was too busy trying not to swallow her tongue.



CHAPTER NINE

Two days later Maggi and John were still walkinguard each other like a
pair of nervous cats. They went through their maognilevotions with the

twins, he dashed off to the city to 'tend to bus#ehe said, while she did
the laundry and a thousand and one other thingshAd@bies required. And
thought.

Marry him? The thought frightened and teased aradgdd her. He was a
wonderfully handsome man— she had come to ackn@eldtht. A man of

fidelity and hard work and enthusiasm, who had ensdin Ireland—and

considered her to be just one more burden. Maggidnthe thought. To

marry a man just because one night they had—she hademe another of
his responsibilities? No word about 'love' and fhapver after? The idea
chilled her.

And so did the idea that Ms Fagan would be appgadon, specifically to
meet her husband. And if Maggi failed to have ohe State would
undoubtedly foreclose on the children—or whatesiyers called it—and
take them away. And that, Maggi knew, she couldatioiv. So perhaps it
was enough that she loved the babies, and lovadDaltey too. Perhaps it
didn't matter if he couldn't return the favour.

She should do it for the babies. That soundedrigist to her New England
conscience. Marry him for the babies' sake. Distthmfact that you love
him, and he's one hellion between the sheets! IPthia aside. Make the
sacrifice just for the babies. And soon. Ms Fagad balled again, and
would be in Dartmouth, for sure, by Friday next!

'‘And every time you look at each other," Aunt Ediaasaid as she slid her
cake pans into the oven, 'it's as if you expectath @ther to say something
you didn't want to hear. What gives with you two?"

'He—asked me something,’ Maggi replied. 'And I—jden't know the
answer. The right answer, that is. I'm still thimdki

'Big secret," her aunt said sarcastically. 'l aadrthe question on his face,
and the answer on yours. He asked you to marry dign,t he?'



'‘Dammit,” Maggi snhapped, 'he had no right to telyleody! | hate a
blabbermouth!

'He didn't tell me a thing, dear. Not a single watfd's not that sort of man.’
'So you just guessed?’

'An educated guess,' Aunt Eduarda returned. 'l baee daughters of my
own, Margaret. All married.’

'‘And you just read minds?"'
'Faces.’
'If you know all that much, what's the answer onfage?'

'‘No, you don't catch me in that trap. Figure it fartyourself. In years to
come | don't want you to go around saying that yaumt talked you into
marrying him! Oroutof marrying him. Shoo—buzz out of my kitchen. Go
watch the children. | don't want my cake to fall!"

'My kitchen," Maggi grumbled under her breath, Bbhe went anyway.
Prissy did much to improve her temper. The litiktlgad finally achieved a
pinnacle. For several days she had been rolling ove her stomach,
bunching her knees under her, and rockingback @mtll. fThis morning she
pushed and rocked and fell forward—and repeatedxbecise half a dozen
times. As a result she had managed to move a dued feet, all in one
direction. The baby accepted it nonchalantly; Maggbiwed lik.e a

demented mother. Prudence, the quieter of thertveogly watched.

When John came back that day Maggi had made uminel: She cornered
him in the living-room after lunch. 'Any luck todayMaggi, firmly
committed now, still needed some casual convers&tiedge into thpiece
de resistance.

'Plenty of luck,' he returned. 'All bad!" But he smd able to maintain that
poker face of his. A little wisp of a smile teasgdhe corner of his mouth,
and his eyes lit up. 'That's a lie, Maggi. I'vensiiled on to something. A



contact in New York relayed my offering to a manSacramento, and |
think I mighthave an answer to all our problems.’

'I'm glad,' she returned simply, and moved oveittbeside him on the sofa.
Not closely. He was crowded into one end, she tbekother, her nose
pointed straight ahead at the fireplace. 'I've libatking,' she began. He let
the words hang in the air.

'‘About—us. Getting married, you know.'

I know.'

And you're not about to help me a single bit, ae?/she thought. 'lt—just
doesn't seem to me to be a very romantic thing,aburtship of ours.'

'‘Ah." Only one word, but he did move across tha switil his thigh touched
hers, and his arm draped itself casually aroundeulders. It took some of
the sting out of her thoughts.

'I've only ever had one other proposal,’ she sé@i®e words came out
painfully. 'There was— excitement in the air. Flosyesweet words—I don't
know how to take this idea of yours.'

‘There was plenty of fire," he told her. 'In yoedpMaggi. It can be that way
every night—well, almost every night, you know.'

'‘But you—you think that's enough?'

'Some things can't be changed. That other timdam@isago. You were very
young then.'

'‘And that's it? I'm not young any more, so it car't+-sweet?"

'What would you like me to do? Get down on one RnBeng flowers?
Write love poems?’



'‘Well—no, but you needn't be sarcastic about it'mbat, it's all
so—businesslike.’

'‘And I'd be doingyoua favour,'" he retorted. "Two favours. You know you
want to stay with the twins, and by marrying me 'gdae guaranteed that.
And then, admit it, Maggi, I'd be providing you Wita considerable
service—in bed and out.'

‘There you go again,’ she spluttered. 'Sex! Isahgtou men think about?'

'No, it isn't,” he said. His arm tightened arouret khoulders. Her head
seemed to fall naturally on his shoulder. 'Nosiitt, Maggi.' His voice was

at her ear; the words were but whispers. 'Buti¢ito start on. Thousands of
couples marry without knowing if they're sexualbngpatible. We already

know we are. Think what might develop from that?"

'Oh, lord,' she muttered, wringing her hands. 'lHshamy mother were here.
| wish I--" A tear formed at the corner of one e$ke brushed it angrily
aside. 'All right," Maggi Brennan said through a&taf tears, 'I'll marry you.'

She expected that he might be joyful about the wladfair. Not so. He
squeezed her gently. 'l thought it was going t@dfa for weeks," he said,
sounding very self-satisfied.

'Well, don't put it down to your great charm! gledled back at him. 'You've
got about as much charm as a dead mackerel"

'‘And a face to match,' he interrupted. Her headppea around in his
direction. He was smiling, and she felt terrible.

'No, that's not true. Not a bit." She shifted twef&dim, and one of her hands
went up to stroke his craggy face. 'Not a bit treiee insisted. 'Beauty is in
the eyes of the beholder. You are truly a beautifiah.” And of course
you're going to let him get away with all this? Yauonly known him for
six weeks. | can see mountains of diapers in yoturé€, Maggi, and rivers
of tears and sweat, and--'



'Oh, shut up,’ she interrupted, and then settleselfenith her back to the
sofa and her hands folded primly in her lap.

'‘But of course | realise that you're only doingsthecause of the twins.' A
quick look out of the corner of her eye, and he stdssmiling.

'If it weren't for the girls,’ she stumbled onwéuldn't dream of—well, |
wouldn't. I don't even know where we would live. iDyou expect—more
children—or anything!

'l understand.’ There it was again, that touchyofaism. 'l expect we would
live somewhere other than hrere, but that's somgthie could talk over. As
for children, of course | would want children. Ayalu needn't worry; | don't
think twins are the normal thing.'

'‘And I'd have to sell the farm?"

"You wouldn't have to do anything you don't wandég' he assured her. 'We
could hang on to the farm. Fix it up, put in someodern
equipment—whatever you want. Iysur farm. But | do insist on one thing.
I'm the provider in the family. | may perhaps netthebestprovider you've
ever met, but those are the rules of the game.’

'‘Well, that's all settled, then,' she said in ay\@nall, very subdued voice.
‘All right, I'll marry you."'

She had intended to ask him to kiss her, but tkie@svasn't necessary. He
pulled her over in front of him, lifted her up, atmtally destroyed her

fragile equilibrium with a kiss that lifted her wff his lap and glued her to
him, vibrating and shaking with the passions thatravhelmed her. She
was breathless when he had finished with her. His aeleased their hold
and she fell from want of muscles of her own.

'‘Now do | suppose we've reached the end of alsktiéy/-shallying?' Aunt

Eduarda, a broad smile on her face, stood at tbe dtaggi snapped up,
managed to hit John's chin with the top of her haad swung her feet to
the floor. Somehow the buttons on her blouse hadrbe undone, and she



could not for the life of her remember whémat had happened. After
fumbling with the buttons her hand wandered toHzer.

'Yes, | believe we've agreed to a marriage,’ Jaha. dMaggi hated that
laughter behind his words. Hated it, and ground teeth. 'Haven't we,
Maggi?' A finger pinched at the fold of flesh juselow her ribs to
encourage an answer.

'Yes,' she responded weakly, 'l believe we havéhdse a contract to be
signed, or something?'

'Maggi, what a thing to say!" Her aunt was reallyset. Maggi was
immediately contrite. But all John did was to ldzack on the sofa and
laugh until tears came to his eyes.

* * *That night, however, attitudes changed. Joha hane out again in the
afternoon, something he rarely did. After suppéterathe babies were
rocked away into the Land of Nod, he came dowrsstad cornered Maggi
as she sat in the livingjroom with her embroidery.

‘That's the first time I've seen that," he saie IBbked up from her work. He
seemed bigger than ever, a tall square threatdbated over her forever.

'Something | took up years ago,’ she explained.etWhfound out that |
couldn't knit worth a darn. It tends to soothe gpeit.'

‘The nervous spirit?’
"You could say that.’

‘There's something we need to talk about. | knowoih't be easy for you,
but—well, it's a matter of principle with me.’

She set her work aside and patted the place naxtrt@n the sofa. That
troubled expression she had seen on his face $éweea before was in full
spate again. Maggi took a good look, then setthazk pher hands folded in
her lap.



'l know," he said slowly, 'that this marriage of®troubles you.'

She nodded agreement. What troubled her was theletarlack of those
little words, like 'love you'. The words a womaived to hear, especially
before a marriage. But those were just the wordseawver had offered. He
was apparently tied up in those big words, like patibility,
propinquity—things like that. Which, she admittéad a place in life, but
not first place. So she waited for what he had to saynibat knocked her
off her seat.

'l realise, Maggi, that even after all these ygans are still very much in
love with Robert. | see it all around me. Robemarriage lines on the
kitchen wall, Robert's furniture, Robert's wife. alls a pretty terrible
handicap for a man to work against, and | haventention of breaking up
your chain of memories, but—there'sething that has to change!'

And | never even guessed, Maggi told herself, fiedi Is it really that

way? Haven't | gradually put away all those mens&ridot forgotten them,
no. Robert was too much a part of the springtimawpfife for me to forget

him. Is it true? Am | comparing John to Robert? Amolding on to the past
too strongly?

'I'm sorry you feel that way,' she sighed. 'What fkat | must change?'
"You're willing to make a change?'
'Of course | am. What is it?"'

'This," he said, reaching over for her left hahdcan't feel right about
coming up on our wedding while you're still wearing Robert's
wedding-ring.'

Maggi looked down at her finger in surprise. Shd warn that ring for so
long that she had forgotten it was there. And nowglittered in the
lamplight like a tremendous roadblock to the rdgtey life. 'I'm sorry—I
don't wear it as a badge or a token. It meant schnmme years ago, and
|—I just forgot to take it off. I'll—you have evenght to say what you did.
I'll—oh, lord, it's stuck!'



'Oh, brother," he muttered. 'The dead hand outepast?’

'‘No. Stop talking like that," she ordered. 'It'stjthat—well, my finger is
swollen. Soap!

He trailed her out to the kitchen. Mike was curnigrlon the throw rug in
front of the sink. He moved reluctantly. With greare Maggi laved her
hand in soap, poured it on until the bubbles cdedeaverything. After a
little judicious wiggling back and forth the golthg finally slid over her
knuckle and broke free.

'You scraped your knuckle,” he said. There was spisious sense of
apology in his voice.

'It's nothing important. Nothing at all." She ridgeer finger and used the
small hand towel to dry things off. The gold riregsted in the palm of her
hand as she looked it over. And then, with therigehat she was severing
her last connection with Robert, she slipped ib ipbcket of her apron.
‘Satisfied?'

'I'd feel better if you gave it to me,' he saidagesly. 'I'd like to throw it off
that stone wall over in Fort Phoenix.'

‘Not that." She pulled the ring out and turnedvieroin the light. 'This is a
family heirloom now. We'll put it away for our olskeson. It will mean
something more to him, to give his mother's ringigbride.’

He picked the ring up out of her hand. 'Lord, | 'tkeep up with you,
Maggi. But when you're right you're right. Only—Mgg-if you don't
object,l'd like to keep it.'

'You have no reason to be jealous of Robert." Siméd him the ring,

which he pocketed. To emphasise her point sheck#dtup as far as she
could on the tips of her toes, put her arms ardusdheck, and kissed him.
There was no way she could match the enthusiasns kisses, but she did

her best. After a moment of stunned surprise heegiin the effort, and

from that moment on neither of them had a complaiatut the quantity or

quality.



It was more than a few minutes before he led hekbaut to the
living-room. 'l forgot something," he told her asswaung her back down on
to the sofa. Maggi watched as he fished in his ptecknd finally came out
with a small square box. 'l was just passing bgveejlery store downtown
when | happened to notice this thing they had dmisahe window, and so
| thought '

‘John Dailey," she interrupted, laughing, 'you thee biggest con artist in
Dartmouth! Just happened to be passing—on saleeivindow--Did you
think | would believe a cockamaimy story like— obdo

He slipped the little platinum band out of the béx.brilliant baguette
diamond cast miniature rainbows around the roore.camtre diamond was
circled by diamond chips. It was not largewias brilliant. It said a great
many things. Of all the options available, Maggis#ito belive it saitbve\
He deserved another kiss. He accepted what sheedffand then stole a
few more on his own. There might have been furdleelopments, but one
of the babies upstairs whimpered. They both jumizetheir feet, and,
holding hands, dashed up the stairs to the rescue.

'We're getting very practised with teething," hespbred as he escorted her
down the hall a few minutes later. 'Now they bodivdna tooth.’

'All the better to bite you with,' she said, giggji They stopped by her door,
and that excitement seemed to build up in her lag@dyn. She shivered. His
arm tightened around her.

'Would you want to...?" she suggested, gesturimarads the door.

'l want to like mad," he murmured, 'but I've bearaguilt trip since the last
time, and | don't think | could carry that load ilotir wedding-day.'

'‘Which will be?'
'How about the day after tomorrow?' he suggestaanigg down at her.

"You think you can wait, that long?’



"You thinkyoucan?'
'Hey, | asked you first!'

"You don't realise what a highly self-controlled rmgou're talking to. |
could spend the whole night in your bed and never ldynger on you,
woman. That might be nice.’

'Spending the night or not laying a finger on me?’

‘That does it," he said, administering a tiny dsastent on her bottom. 'Get
to bed, lady. I'll be along in a minute, and yosde just how self-controlled
| can be.'

Which | am not, Maggi told herself. If he darestone, I'm going to jump
on him! She watched wistfully as he turned backisoown room, and then
she went in, turned on her bedside lamp, slipp¢d her long flannel
nightgown, and climbed into bed. The gown was drteeowinter specials,
something she would never think to wear in the semiBut it covered her
from neck to ankle, with only a pair of tiny buttat the bodice. If he wants
to play platonic love, she thought, I'll give himrun for his money. And |
won'tjump on him!

So she plumped up her pillow and lay back, waitifigere was no long
delay. See? the voice of her conscience said aarhe in at the door. It's
become old hat with him. No shave and shampodithis babe. What you
see is what you get!

Maggi had no rebuttal. What she saw astonishedTheir last meeting in
the buff had also been in the dark. This time hetldmp was enough to
penetrate every corner. He came in wearing a bitgsnd a robe, walked
over to the side of the bed as haughtily as J@aessar, and let his robe slip
to the floor. Maggi gasped.

Never had she seen a man in such superb shapgppéistorso would have
made Conan the Barbarian envious. His legs antighigre carved in steel.
And when her eyes managed to focus on what carbetimeen, she was



hard put to keep from giggling. His eyes, followithg line of hers, looked
down with a very self-satisfied expression.

'It is often said,’ he pontificated, 'that when Godkes a man with a really
ugly face, he provides him with certain utilitarianprovements in other
areas.'

'Dear lord, stop boasting and come to bed, shenw@mded. The uneasy
excitement was building, sending successive wakasteipation up from
her stomach to her mind.

'l didn't say a boastful word""

‘Just standing there like that, you're boasting'iasisted. She reached for
the lamp and snapped it off. He slid into the bedh® opposite side. Maggi
was still fighting off the giggles as she stretcloed, flat on her back. The
bed was fairly large, but with him there beside, la¢so flat on his back,
their thighs touched. A tingle shot up and down $pne. And one of his
feet ran down her leg from knee to ankle.

'What in the world are you wearing?' he demandedeéls like a burlap
bag!

"You wouldn't know if you weren't touching me."
'l said I'd not lay a finger on you. That's my toe.

‘Typical lawyer talk!" Maggi squirmed a bit furthaway. Not that there was
much room for manoeuvre. His toe followed, worryiigthe hem of her
nightgown She clamped down hard with her other flust,as he managed
to push the gown up to her knees. Silence, ovemihgl silence filled the

room for a matter of minutes.

'Oh, hell," he grumbled as he rolled over on ome.sHis big left hand
seemed to fall naturally across her waist, and ttlenb up over her
engorged breasts to her neck. 'What the devihasetbuttons for? So damn
small. | can't hardly get my fingers on them.’



‘That's what they're for," she told him, suppresgsinother giggle. 'To keep
marauders out.’

'I'll rip the things off," he threatened.
"You and whose army?"

She could feel the bed shake as he made a coneéided but the seams of
her nightgown were precisely doubled and sewn,aiticdout some little
nick or break to offer the start of a tear he waisg nowhere. 'All right," he
groaned, 'l give up. Have mercy!"

'What happened to the entirely self-controlled m@ah2 one who wasn't
going to lay a finger on me?'

'l lied, Maggi. Come on now, give me a break!'

She might have extended his torture, but on tlghtrshe was no passive
participant in the exercises, and could wait nognherself. Already

panting, she slid out of bed, shed her nightgowd,dimbed back in again.
Her return was heralded by a grunt of satisfacti@n.another moment they
lay side by side, his hand on her breast, hergsavaist. And then the lull

was broken. Not in some slow, symphonic way, buh&imighty crash as
they turned on each other in mad attack, meldiegngelves each to the
other in frantic frenzy.

Like two titans meeting on a barren plain they smedsat each other, she on
top, he below. Her hand guided him; he entered deeply and
compellingly. She rode him as if he were a wild tang, leaning forward to
drag her heavy breasts across his chest as his bhahér hips balanced her
and urged her on.

So quickly passion flared, and as quickly peake@pture. She dropped on
to his perspiring body, completely exhausted, cetey satisfied. She tried
momentarily to roll off, but his huge hands prewehit. His massive heart
beat just under her ear. '‘Oh, my," Maggi whispered.

'Oh, my, indeed. Maybe we should get married toowyrhe suggested.



'l think it takes several days for the marriagetice,’ she told him. '‘Besides,
why would we want to spoil such a good thing? Leit talk about
tomorrow. Can we do it again?’

‘That cheeky tongue of yours is going to get yotranble one day,' he said
with a chuckle. And then he carefully explained w$fze might do to help
him do it again. She was a good student. They f@ltlasleep just before
dawn, and the babies might have cried for houksiiit Eduarda hadn't been
in the house.

'What is so rare as a day in June,’ Maggi cardedhe came down the
stairs, dressed in white shorts and a pink shedveld blouse. It was ten
o'clock in the morning of June the fifteenth.

'‘Well, I'm glad one of you is happy," Aunt Eduarcklled out from the
kitchen. 'The mister got the babies fed and chargedithen he bugged out
for the city.'

'He wasn't happy?' The idea gave Maggi a littleckh&veryone should be
happy on this fine day. Never before had she sedin@a day!

'Oh, he was happy all right, but complained abosiinlg his strength. What
in the world did you do to him?'

'Me do something to him?' Little Mrs Innocence dgghas she danced
around the kitchen table and stopped long enougjivea Aunt Eduarda a
kiss. The elderly lady grinned back at her.

"You must remember that men like to think that treein control.’

'Oh, he's in control," Maggi sang. 'He is, he &si% Oops! Where are the
kids?'

'‘Outside on the porch. He moved their playpen loertet and set your mangy
old hound--'



'My honest and sincere old dog,' Maggi interruptieet's give every dog his
due—or his day? Is that how it goes?"

'Scoot out of here,’ her aunt ordered. 'I'll bryogy your breakfast outside,
and you can commune with nature.’

'I've never had a better offer," Maggi said solgmiou've been a blessing
to me—to usfia.'

'‘Go on with you now,' that worthy remarked as Maggitzed out of the
kitchen door. 'You and the children have given meething to live for!
Scoot!

Maggi did. The babies were glad to see her. Botie \wieking and gurgling
contentedly. She picked them up one at a timerioffea hug and a squeeze,
and a few love-words for each. Mike, stalking ot@rcheck up on his
charges, received a neck-scratch for reward. Mbngied out across her
farm, smelled the air, hugged herself gently, aatddswn in the rocker to
savour life.

It had .been a wild night, a night such as sher®cr seen before. Her
breasts were still a little tender; her pelvic b®raehed. And not for a
moment would she make complaint! There was so rmuanie that she knew
about John Dailey now. The ugly face had disappkdre might never be
outwardly handsome, but he was good and kind acdirex Sex was a

game he played, and played well, but it was natfahim. He was a man of
deep compassion, selfless love, hard work. Thestwiould grow up in his

care and be the better for it. And me, she thoutdhgjrow up in his care,

and I'll be the better for it too.

Blissfully she leaned back in the rocker and sgbihg with her toe. Up the
hill, where her corn was planted, there was aftimge of green. High in the
eaves of the barn swallows played. This loving @latght not be her home
for life, but home was where John was, and whodcagk for more? When
he comes home, she promised herself, | must telldii these things, and
then I've got to call Mom and Dad and tell themnbke/s! She held her left
hand up to the sun. The diamond trapped rays loff \igthin itself, and sent
them back out as scattered rainbows.



Her dog came over to the rocker and stretched Hhiimston top of the foot
that was propelling everything. Maggi offered himsmile. The twins
squealed in excitement. One of the sparrows hatkthon the rail of their
playpen, and was preening himself in the soft sivadud the porch. Priscilla
shook her rattle at the bird and laughed agaithdfe was traffic over on
Tucker Road, Maggi could hear not a murmur of it.

Aunt Eduarda came out with a tray, loaded with eyg$ toast and bacon,
and a mug of coffee. Maggi polished it off with lugiasm, and set the
dishes aside. Everything was quiet again. She tehaek and closed her
eyes.

The car woke her up gently. It buzzed up in franthe house. Thinking it

was John, she forced her eyes open. The littlspeds car looked nothing
like the battered van. Maggi shook her head andesimHenry Peterson.
Someone else shared the front seat, but she comdke out who it was.

Henry opened the car door, hesitated with bothdadhe ground, perhaps
talking to his companion, and then shut the dobirzehim.

Aunt Eduarda came to the door to look, holdingheaerd up over her eyes to
screen away the sun. 'Mr Peterson?' she asked.iMagded. Eduarda
picked up the empty tray and took it back intokhehen.

Henry was taking his time, shuffling along like @ademned felon. When
he reached the porch steps he stopped, and logkkdsitantly.

'Maggi? Can we talk?' He looked nothing like thatheuave man he had
formerly been. He wore a jacket and tie, but thevas askew. The top two
buttons of his shirt were unfastened. His cameljaaiket looked as if the
camel was still in it with him. His handsome heddhair was betrayed by
the light wind blowing up out of the swamp. The tnlond triangle just

over his forehead was actually a hairpiece. Mafggling as happy as
anyone could get, left a little tingle of compassfor him.

'‘Come up, Henry. Of course we can talk.’



He stumbled up the stairs, stopped for a mometiteatop, then moved up
beside her on one of the wicker chairs. 'Maggi,itira tight spot. The worst
ever.'

"You know I'll help you if | can,’ she said softlizor old times' sake, Henry.'
‘Thank you, | needed that,’' he said, sighing.

Her aunt interrupted, as she came out bringingag. tiiced tea,’ she
announced. 'Mr Peterson looks as if he could w&n&.'

'l could." Henry grabbed at one of the glasses. T&a.' But he took the
drink anyway, and sipped at its ice-polished rimnAEduarda stopped for
a moment to chatter at the babies, and went backhe kitchen.

'So tell me?'

'l thought--' he stammered. 'l thought | could makkilling with the big
boys. He guaranteed | could get my hands on af Ibtead; instead | find
that I'm the sheep to be sheared.’

'He who, Henry?'

'Mr Swanson. He's over there in the car.'

'l see. So tell me what happened.' Maggi glarettiengeneral direction of
the car, then turned her attention back to the gounan.

'He offered me a share in the condos up on thd-hir—borrowed a lot of
money and bought into the development. A lot of eyoh

'‘Borrowed, Henry?'
He shrugged his shoulders and refused to answer.

'And then?"'



'‘And then | found out the whole thing was like &lpaf cards. The original
backers had ducked out. Swanson dumped a big fpadrome--'

'‘But | thought the apartments were selling likezgravasn't that what you
said?'

'It's complicated, Maggi. What apartments theresatd quickly. But there
aren't enough of them to carry the expenses fowtiwe development.’

Maggi stared at him as she ran her hand througbrrety hair. The picture
was becoming more clear than she cared to admitl What you're saying
is that if you don't get a large part of my landyygo into bankruptcy?'

Henry got up and paced nervously, wringing his Isamogether in
understated anguish. 'No. What I'm saying is thaeidon't get a large part
of your land I'm going to jail!"So you didridbrrow the money. Oh, Henry,
what a stupid thing to do.' Over at the car Magmild see the other door
open. Swanson was coming towards them, walkinglhapiver the rough
ground. 'You what, Henry—embezzled the money?' .

‘Not exactly, but close enough. Two hundred ang fliousand dollars,' he
admitted abjectly, his head down, unwilling to mbet eyes. 'Out of my
father's accounts!'

'Good lord! Does Swanson know?"

'‘About the money? Yes, he knows.' And by that tBweanson was at the
porch. Smiling as always, a bon vivant to the d#é.climbed the stairs.
Mike growled at him, but the man was driven by stimmg stronger than
his fears.

'So, Mrs Brennan.' He pulled a handkerchief fromygocket and wiped his
florid brow. Weare certainly in a pickle.'

The word jarred on Maggi's ear8Veare?' she asked.



'Yes, the three of us. You would hardly want yoauryg man to go to jail,
would you?'

'I'm not sure--' she started to say, and just at thoment the old van
appeared, chugging away on five cylinders as Jobuadht it up in front of
the house. It was hard to believe that such a lex@e could vault out of the
car, but that was exactly what he did. He waveldaggi. She could see the
ear- splitting grin on his face as he waved a papbis hand and ran for the
porch. John was just at the foot of the steps wBwanson made his last
pitch.

'‘But surely, Mrs Brennan, you wouldn't stand idlydnd see Henry go to
jail?’

'l have a suspicion that it's you that ought taaail," she told him bitterly.
‘And | know a good lawyeMr Swanson.’

John heard the last part of the conversation atiddoto a stop. 'I'm sorry,

love," he said, 'l didn't realise you were holdingonference.' And then, too
eager with his news to wait any longer, he wavedpaper at all of them,
vaulted up the porch, and snatched Maggi out ofrbeker and into his

arms. 'lI've got it!" he roared. 'I've finally fouttte right man! Our problems
are over! Aren't you glad?'

'I'm ecstatic,’ she said, and meant it. 'But werstehave this problem.’
'Mrs Brennan is going to sell us some of her laBad/anson said.

'Mr SwansorthinksI'm going to sell him some of my land," Maggi speg.
'I'd sooner dig it all up and make an alligator syeout of it! Mr Swanson
ought to be in jail—but I think he's fixed it up 8@t Henry is the fall guy!
Her eyes flashed anger at the pair of them.

'‘Ah, Henry." A condescending greeting from the \einto the loser. Maggi

heard that edge in the words and smiled. Johnipwrm around her waist
and, with his other hand, lifted her left hand ag=o that the other two men
could see her engagement ring.



Henry Peterson ducked his head again. He was ovetige of crying. The

high school hero had fallen very far indeed. Mr 8gam, on the other hand,
seemed to swell up with anger. 'l thought you gaigdhad the woman sewn
up?' he roared. Henry ducked even further. 'And jamy. You don't even

know what your loving man is looking for, do youf'really wasn't a

guestion.

John went suddenly silent. His hand around Magggist tightened. 'You
know what | was looking for?' His voice was silkyfs dangerously soft.

'Everybody downtown knows what you're looking ftre little man replied
hoarsely. 'Hell, they're taking bets down at thertbouse on what's going
to happen when she finds out the truth about yigle game.'’

Maggi felt a sudden chill. John's arm was gonerdlseemed to be clouds
screening the sun. John moved a step closer tagéet. 'What about my
Mrs Brennan?' The ice was still in his voice, butaBson was too excited,
too enraged, to hear more than the words.

'‘Ask him, Mrs Brennan. Go ahead and ask him!" loeitgd, almost dancing
with excitement. 'Go ahead, ask sweet-talking Mitey&

'l—don't know what you're talking about,’ Maggirstaered.

'l think, Mr Swanson, you'd better leave," Johul s&i he took one more step
forward. 'l can read the future, you know. | caa geu falling down those
steps and breaking your arm. Maybe both your aitmguld be a shame--'

‘All right, I'm going!" Swanson yelled. 'I'm goinBut tell the little bitch all
about it, why don't you? Tell her-what happensrtizenent you marry her!
Go ahead!" It was his last defiance. He turned randas fast as a portly
middle-aged man might. Henry, tears in his eyes vght behind him.
Maggi, stunned, fell back into the rocker and taakeep breath.

John stood at the top of the stairs, looking stgadier Henry's car until it
disappeared down the drive.

When he turned around his face was a stern masgil, 'Mfs Brennan?"'



'‘Well, what?' Maggi shivered and wrapped her arrosrad herself. There
was a foreboding that hung over her head. Evebdbées were quiet.

"You don't know what he's talking about?' John dske
'No—Il—what?' His face was rock-like, ugly, stern.

'l told you how difficult it was,' he said in a matone. 'l needed desperately
to become an American citizen. The moment we mafrg, Brennan, | no
longer need a visa. Married to an American citizean become one myself.
It's as simple as that.’

'Simple?' Maggi staggered up from her chair, treéngplls that what it's all
about?' she muttered. 'The whole thing—the balites, proposal, the
ring—and the bedding just to be sure?' Her voice m&ing, cracking, as
she fought back the tears. 'That's it? It's truefd Want to marry me just
to--Damn you,' she muttered, struggling with thregron her finger. 'l gave
you everything last night. Everything! Can't you--?

'We shared each other," he said softly. 'Shareld ether. It was a mutual
thing. | don't owe you anything for a night in b&de shared equally in the
pleasure.’

'For a night in bed!" she yelled. 'Is that whatats? A one-night stand?’

‘Two-night stand,' he interrupted. She could saelifs fists were clenched
in anger, but he spoke softly. 'Let's not denigthtegs. But, Maggi, you
knew--'

'l didn't know a thing. Not a thing. You've neveeemet a woman as stupid
as | am! We can't marry, Mr Dailey. To be marrieduires the involvement
of two hearts, and you haven't one to involve, haue? Take your ring and
get out of here!’

'If you really believe all that, it's just probalilye smartest thing | could do
this year," he said bitterly. She dropped the imbg the palm of his hand. He
flipped it over a couple of times, then wound We la baseball pitcher and
threw it out into the trees.



Maggi watched it fly through the air. There werartein her eyes, tears she
could not stanch. Behind her, John took one stepeindirection. She
whirled round, hatred flaming at him. 'Not gone?dethe screamed. She
turned away from him and ran off the porch, headeder refuge in the

barn.



CHAPTERTEN

MAGGI sat on the porch swing, one foot caught up beneaththe other
gently rocking her back and forth. The twins, oneegher side of her, had
finally fallen over into her lap and were fast agle

Aunt Eduarda came out of the house, wiping her sam her apron.
'‘Asleep?’

'For an hour or more," Maggi replied softly. 'Well@ahard morning playing
ball. They play too hard, I think.'

'No," her aunt said, 'yowork too hard,caro. Look at you—all skin and
bones. He's not worth it. Forget him.’

'‘No, he's not worth it,’ Maggi agreed. Of coursés hot worth it, she

thought. He's been gone six weeks. Forty-two daye. thousand and eight
hours. And I've counted them all. How's that faigiting? Sixty thousand
four hundred and eighty minutes, but who's courtting

'‘Not worth it," her aunt murmured. Prissy was stgy and they both hushed.
It was easy to tell the two girls apart now. Pribsy four teeth to Pru's
three, and was definitely the leader.

It isn't him," Maggi continued. 'There's just béets to do. Maybe we can
settle down now. Mr Small called to say that MrsuBleerty's house has
been sold—for a fantastic amouiiia. | put it in a trust fund at the First
Bristol. There's enough to keep the girls throumballege. And | finally did
sell that top twenty acres to the development pebpl

‘To Mr Swanson? | wouldn't believe that, Margaret.'

'‘No, not to Mr Swanson. His company went belly-amol--'

'His company did what?'

'Went bankrupt, Aunt Eduarda. A new corporation diduup the
assets—and my land.’



'‘And that poor young man—Henry something?’

‘'The new outfit kept him on, love. He's at the twttof the ladder, but if he
keeps his nose to the grindstone he'll prosper.’

'‘Crazy language.' Her aunt sniffed. 'Belly-up—nts@rindstones. Better
you should study your Portuguese, Maggi.'

Feeling a little guilty, Maggi managed to slip theok she had been
studying under her thigh, out of her aunt's siBlasic Gaelic. It didn't make
a lot of sense to study Gaelic. He would neverrretBut after all, it had
beenher fault that he had left. She had lied to the Staspectors; what
difference did it make if he was shooting for Angan citizenship by
marrying her? Six weeks. It seemed like forever.

They could have been married by now. Happily evtaraCarefully she
fingered the gold necklace that she wore undemblwrse. For three days
after he left she had spent all the daylight hdlias God sent, on hands and
knees, searching the scrub brush into which hetlwadvn her ring. And
now she cherished it, suspended on the same diwiheld her little gold
cross. It was all she had to remember him by. Adl treasured memories.
Not until he had gone did she understand how miikd &ohn and Robert
had been. Oh, not physically, but all the other svaytender, sensitive,
compelling. How else could she have loved Johndiednot loved Robert
first? The thought came easier now. Love. The tetrdp.

Aunt Eduarda, who had been studying her niecessdacshe half dreamed,
coughed. Maggi snapped back to the present, andligdit movement
wakened the babies. Their blue eyes popped opeainaist the same
second. Rosebud mouths formed a little gurglingobilihen they laughed
joyously, displaying their dagger-teeth.

'Healthy children,” Aunt Eduarda commented. 'Theakevwith a smile.
Now you, Margaret, always you woke with cries.'

'Don't bet your bottom dollar on smiles," Maggureied, and at that moment
both the children screwed up their faces and bdganomplain. Wet
nappies—always at this hour. Maggi wriggled her wway from between



them. They had grown like weeds. And never, Mabgught, did | ever
conceive that | would have to race my aunt to skehvone of us could
change those wet diapers!

As it happened the race was a tie, each woman nmanage child. And
after a change, a wash, came considerable cuddimidj,Tia Eduarda'’s age
caught up with her and she stood up, rubbing hek.bbneed my own nap,’
she told her niece ruefully.

"You need your soaps,' Maggi teased. 'The girld ane going up the hill to
watch the goings-on across the fence. They'relkéine—they love to see
other people working.'

They made the trip in the two-seater stroller,@ng¢ acquisition. Priscilla
insisted on riding in front, queen of all she sya@ Prudence accepted the
back seat gladly, spending half her time leanirakbvard far enough so she
could see Maggi, loaded down with all the accessareeded for travelling
with babies.

The oak tree stood on the west side of the newefeviaggi spread out the
two blankets and set the pair down in the middreylwould soon enough
be moving. Across the fence two carpenters workingthe roof of the

nearest apartment called and waved to them. A gwdaulddozer operator

tooted his horn. Pru jumped at the sound; Prisgglgd and waved until a
pair of black-capped chickadees nesting in a hotlbthe tree came out to
greet them. Maggi was having difficulty keeping lo&n eyes open. The
heat of New England summer lay heavy on the land,the light breeze
that stirred the oak leaves brought hardly a penwgrth of coolness. But
the babies wanted watching. They were both mobibh crawling, both

adventurous, and both cooler than she, wearinganbppy.

And the more she stared at them, watching, theigeshe got. So when
someone called her name from just down the hillads®ssed it as part of
her daydream. But the call was repeated, and theedavere responding
excitedly. Maggi sprang to her feet, still not guih control. Looking
westward, into the sun, she could see only a ldahadow, but her heart
told her what her eyes could not see.



She stood, trembling, unable to move or flee.
'Maggi?' called a voice.

And now she was held back by guilt. John had coraek.bAngry?
Vengeful? The other figure stopped. She raiseched to shade her eyes.
John Dailey, dressed casually, standing, waitimgh&y to make a move, as
she waited for him. No further words. For a momiaty stared at each
other, and then he raised his open arms. Afterttieae was no need for
words. Forgetting the babies, the audience overfahee, the chattering
birds, she hurled herself down the hill at himpnsi@ed into his precious
body, and felt those arms close around her, sed&lergoff from all her
worries and troubles, in safe haven again.

Not until Prissy squealed did they come back tdityed he baby, having
crawled off the blanket in their direction and reldiher soft knee on a rock,
meant the world to hear her complaint. Pru, theenoautious one, was still
sitting in the middle of the blanket.

'Hi, girls," John called softly. He gave Maggi atira squeeze, and led her
back up to the blanket, his arm wrapped securelyrat her. 'All my girls!'
Suddenly they were all down on the blanket, a gigginass of people, all
trying their best to be first in his arms—or ankietpart of him they might
grab. A gentle wrestling match ensued, until hégoguMaggi close to him
again. 'I've been a fool," he said.

'Me too,' she echoed.

'l lost my bloody Irish temper.'

'We Portuguese have a temper too,' she admittdth?JThere's something |
have to tell you.'

'‘Confession time?'
'Yes.'

'Well, | have a few things to tell you too.’



'Me first—Iladies are always first. You remember Fegan, the inspector
from the Child Services?'

'‘Ah. The one who was coming to take the childreay®v

'l—told her we were married. A long time ago, where first came. It
seemed like suchldtle lie at the time. | loved you very much.’

‘Ah.’

'Well, aren't you going to yell and scream?’

'‘Not me. Did she come as scheduled?’

'No. Somehow or another she caught chickenpox troenof her nephews,
and they had to take her off all the children'sesa8ut she's better now.
They called to say she'll be here tomorrow.’

'Doesn't leave us much time, does it?'

'For what?'

'Oh, for this and that," he said, chuckling. 'Né® my turn.’

'OK." She sat up and leaned back against him, mggzhis chin with her
curls, making believe it was the wind that gavethershivers.

'l finished that little business I told you aboatook me long enough, and |
didn't dare write to ask you to wait. | was afraal'd say no. I'd not be an
easy man to live with, Maggi.'

She nodded and kept her mouth shut.

"You're not going to ask me what business it was?'

'I'm—reformed,’ she murmured. 'Aunt Eduarda toldtha men don't care
to divulge all their secrets. That women shouldnyt'



'Men don't care to get splinters when they hugrtlygis either,” he
announced. His hand was wandering across the bloagp of her hip, and
up under the curve of her breast, where there tilhadequate soft flesh to
attract the male.

'So I'll eat a little,' she said. 'Now, about thasiness--?'

'So much for reform,' he said, chuckling. 'Welthbught you'd found me
out that day you asked if | were playing at FirsdRainbow, finding a pot of
gold and all.’

'I don't understand.’

'‘Gold," he said. 'l told you | owned a few hectar®ck up on the mountain
in Mayo—on Nephin Beg. What's that American phraBeére's gold in--'

"Them thar hills," she said, excited. 'Real—re#dlgo

'Real gold,” he confirmed. 'The Germans have bakimg it out by the
sackful. I don't know if there's any gold in my fparlar plot of land, but the
Pacific Mining and Metal Company is willing to pggpod money to find
out. So | sold them a ninety-year lease—and we lenorigh money to
settle all our problems.’

‘That much?"'

'Well, it depends on who's saying.' He laughedotgh to buy my mother
an annuity, and to provide each of my sisters wittowry. So | spent the
last of it over the boards in Dalgenin's Pub, bgyapint for all the lads in
Ballydooley. And here | am, with a strong back angdeak mind, ready to
claim my womanacushlahls my job still available?’

'l—you're too good a man to be somebody's nanhg, 'said hesitantly.
'Why don't you—marry some American girl and gebéoa citizen?'

‘Not a bad idea," he agreed. 'Anybody in mind?"

'Well, except for the babies, I'm not doing anythihis afternoon.’



'What a lucky afternoon this is," he said solemfilizere's visitors down at
the house.’

‘Then | want to stay here,’ she said, nestlingggirest him.
'Maggi, there's a question.’

She sat up in spritely fashion and paid strictrditb®. A woman needs to
concentrate at important times like this, she tatdself. But it wasn't the
guestion she expected.

'Would you come and live with me?' he asked. 'Hi#means going back
to Ireland?'Come, live with me and be-my love. Tdld poem rolled
through her empty head and sent echoes flying iirgictions.

'l know how you feel about your home," he addedagmiically.

'Don't be silly, John." She tried to pull his hebmvn to her level, and did
manage to kiss his chin. 'l love you,' she told.nity home is in your heart.
Nothing else matters." While he stared she pulledgold chain out and
displayed it.

"You—found it?"
'It took me forever," she told him. 'May | weaagain?'

'I'd like that," he assured her, and helped taeslicbn her finger after she
unclipped it. And then he grinned down at her anlled her to her feet.
Both the babies immediately complained. He chuckiedhe picked them
up, and handed one to her. 'We have the cart b#ferdorse, lady. And
there are people at the house you have to meet.'

‘No, | don't,; she insisted. 'If we wait long enbutpey'll go away. They
always do.'

‘Not this crowd,' he told her. 'One of them claitoe your mother. She
looks like you.'



'Oh, gawd!

‘The other one says he's your father. He's makireptening noises. And
the other--'

"There's another one?"

‘A Mr Small, he says his name is. A lawyer. He algdorms me that he's a
justice of the peace, licenced to perform marriages

'Oh, my!'

‘That's what | said. Going to back out now?'
'We need a licence."

'I've got one in my pocket.'

"You're sure this is right, John?"'

'Of course it is," he insisted. 'How else can Itgettay in the country with
my family?'

'Yes, | can see that.' There were tears in her. @gess of happiness.

'Of course it's silly, us getting married when vready have two children!
'Oh, lord," she exclaimed. 'Ms Fagan will be heradrrow.’

'Late, | hope,' he commented. 'We're going to gatried, shoo all these
|Ioelople out of the house, get Aunt Eduarda to wttehgirls, and you and

'Yes? You and I?'

'‘Are going upstairs and get a good night's sleep!’



'I'll bet we are,’ she said, laughing. 'And yoodizer lay a finger on me?' Her
laughter set the babies off, and finally he joinedas the four of them
hugged and kissed and burbled, and finally made was down the hill in
the direction ohappily ever after.



