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Rowena had the rich girl's problem: to find a mdrowvould love her for

herself and not for her fortune. At the moment, gdige't particularly want

to find a man at all- she was still smarting frominy jilted by a man who
made it clear that it had been her money, neveselferthat was the

attraction. So Rowena took herself off to New Zed|dao nurse her wounds
and earn her own living for a change. How ironiattim no time at all she
should fall for a rich man who had a horror goldg#rs--and who took if
for granted that Rowena must be one of them!



CHAPTERII

As the bus left the city of Christchurch and headedth across the
Canterbury Plains, Rowena Fotheringham felt thae,hat last, she had
severed the last link with her old life. Her nefe's financial security was
measured by the hundred pounds in the handbagrdaphe

When she had said to her brother before leavindadg "No, I'm not
depositing any money with the Bank of New Zealam&,'had thought she
was mad and said so.

"Even if you want to go on with this crazy ideaw&ma, you ought to have
something to fall back on in case of emergency."”

She had shaken her head, not stubbornly, but tvtltdnviction of having
thought it out most carefully.

"Leicester, if | have money at the back of me,h#have as if | have, and
people will see through me. | would buy expensihes when | needed
them, commit extravagancies ... and | mustuktfind out if people like me

for what | am - not what | have.

"Besides, even if | didn't want to prove that, bittter if | go now. It will
give Margot her proper place as your wife. The pedap the village still
come to me for everything, you know. If I'm thintethousand miles away,
Margot will really become a Fotheringham."

Leicester had watched her go, not without serioisgjivings.

Margot said wistfully, as they returned from seethg ship sail from
Southampton, "I suppose she's got to work out er salvation, but ... |
could kill Geoffrey. If he had told Rowena thatchkved her once but been
swept off his feet by this other girl it would halveen bad enough - but to
tell her that in the first place he had sought lbecause of her money is
enough to make any girl doubt her own powers oéetibn."

But that was all history now. Rowena had her hutgh@unds, a trunk and
two suitcases of extremely good, though not braaa;nclothes in the



luggage compartment of the bus, trundling off tmeav job in a new
country.

She hoped Mrs. Lance Beechington would be a kingipait. Rowena had
answered an advertisement for a companion-help édmdading aloud to
someone with failing eyesight, on one of the piorre@mesteads of South
Canterbury, the Tawhai Hills Estate.

In any case she'd have to stick it for a while. Muiance Beechington had
finalized matters by phone and seemed frightfullgwe, giving directions
in the tone of one who felt everyone must know aWihai Hills. Probably

the woman had never moved out of the district liinat life.

Rowena had endeavoured to put things on a moradzassiike footing by
confirming her acceptance of the position and thme tof her arrival by
letter.

Now that the flame of high resolve had died dowmwRBna felt
apprehensive. It was somehow a little frightenimlgen you had always had
a lovely home like Ainsley Dene for a backgrourmdhé quite on your own,
journeying towards you knew not what, in a straogentry.

She looked out of the window; perhaps it had a tyealits own, if she was
in the mood to appreciate it, this raw young laNdt that the cities were
raw; she'd thought Wellington and Auckland quiteely, and Christchurch
could have been any English city, but the vastoé#isis appalled her.

The size of the paddocks, the shingle roads tdadustily off the macadam
main road, eastwards to the sea, westwards togiteat backbone of
mountains, snow-capped and rugged, that someodewsss called the
Southern Alps, all had an immensity that made hezl flost and
unimportant.

She hated flat country, anyway. These plains miggan wealth in grain

and sheep, but how monotonous, mile after stravglet with scarcely a dip

or a winding turn ... relieved only by river-bed$iish seemed acres of
shingle, scoured out by deep channels, and untidly @reat uprooted

willows flung against the piles of the bridges, neenoes of floods.



Suddenly they were beyond the Rangitata, and the carved around past
a homestead that could have been English. As timeyed west from the
main road, they were into the greener rolling count South Canterbury.
Now they were heading into wooded hills, to Rowenelief.

People were put down, or picked up, at what seeragdisolated farms, or
tiny townships, straggly and untidy- looking. Odoaslly they pased a
more attractive cluster of houses, with a littleicn roofed with wooden
shingles, and a school with a bright garden. Bateghvas something so
haphazard and ungracious about the landscape.

The bus came to a grinding stop. The driver lockedind at Rowena.
"This is where you said you wanted off."

She stared. Five shingle roads met in starfish &ion, with dusty,
hedge-high cocksfoot grass on the verges. Not achoueven a haystack in
sight.

"It can't be," she said. "l wanted Beechington Groads. I'm to be met.”

"This is the Crossroads, lady. There's the signpost: Tawitlai They'll be
along in a moment. Forrest is probably held up."

His tone was casual in the extreme. Rowena sditystWho is Forrest?"
"The bloke you're going to work for!" he said.
"I'm going to work for a Mrs. Lance Beechington:'ls

"Forrest is her nephew. He'll be along soon. Dgott worry. You'll see a
cloud of dust in a moment. That'll be him."

Uncertainly, Rowena got out, waited till he got et baggage, and then
was further mortified when he refused the tip sffered. Oh dear, she
thought, one of the things that aren't done hesappose.



She gazed hopefully past the signpost for the ctdfudlst. She had heard
New Zealanders were casual, but this was the end.

Half an hour later she was still forlornly waitinghe had given herself that
time limit. Now she would go in search of some ding| with a phone, and
ring these extraordinary Beechingtons. She toldsdiernot to be
high-handed; perhaps the car had broken down, pgrhapuncture, or
sud-den illness ... a hundred and one things.

Rowena picked up her trunk and staggered to tleeddithe road. There was
a terrific Sort of ditch here, absolutely dry. Hiemk would be hidden there.
She slid it in, and did the same with the two cases

She gripped her overnight suitcase and her handbdgset off. Surely
around the corner she would find a habitation netran Tawhai Hills,
which, the signpost said, was seven miles away.

She was right. Here was a gateway, if you coultlic#hat. The end of a
rusty iron bedstead hung drunkenly from rope hingea straggly gorse
hedge and gave access to a rutted drive leading @m unpainted and
derelict house smothered in creepers and vines.

Rowena's heart sank. No one would live here. Bughasneared the front
door, she saw it was propped open. She lookeddipr@mund. No telephone
wires, or electric light!

Timidly, she knocked. She heard shuffling feet, prasently a figure came
slowly into view ... unkempt, unlovely, certainlynwashed. Rowena
couldn't guess at her age. She had bright glitteeyes under a tangle of
hair, and half her teeth were missing.

Without hope Rowena began to explain.

The woman cackled, "Well, it looks like you gottally don't it, dearie? But
never mind, there's a track out of my place atlthek. Not more than a
coupla miles that way. There'll be someone aboufaathai. Come on
through. I'll show you."



She led Rowena through an incredibly filthy house seemed inhabited by
dozens of cats and kittens, then took her througindescribable farmyard
and through another rickety gate.

"You can't miss the track, dearie . .. past thertows and pigsties. It
follows the creek all the way. It's a lovely walla-ta."

Rowena quite mechanically echoed the "ta-ta" amdlgiset off. At the first
and second fences at least there were stiles, wabid unsafe, so she
negotiated them carefully, glad she had worn pteateeds.

Between sheep and the pigs that rooted everywsleeayas going to turn up
with indescribable shoes, but it served the Beeajtbirs right. She plodded
on.

Following the creek wasn't exactly the way to diecthe track. Sometimes
it went alongside, more often it crossed over aadkbagain, by rotten
planks and inadequate stepping-stones, one of wihretipitated Rowena
ankle-deep in mire when it turned over. She wasthotty, and in a very
bad temper.

The track suddenly left the stream and crossedje lgaddock dotted with
trees. Rowena looked at the fence. The last onédnadaho stile, merely an
old sack hung over the prongs of the barbed winégs ®ne had nothing and
the wire was tight and new. Rowena felt her skirtas she got over.

She was three parts of the way across when shd hesound. Before she
looked she knew what it meant, country born andl la® she was. The
sound of hooves.

Normally the sight of a bull wouldn't have alarmiedwena, but this one
meant business. He was coming straight at her,gth@good distance
away.

She wasn't far from the corner and the willows. Bo& could run like a
deer, and did. Thank heaven it wasn't uphill, betwas hot and tired ... and
terrified. She daren't look round ... if only shauld reach the trees, and
dodge, then climb one. The bull was gaining ground.



Her lungs felt as if they were bursting. She redcthe first tree, dodged
behind it, saw the bull thunder past, stop, frusttaShe turned and flew to
the next tree. It had low branches and was nedvdbadary fence.

Suddenly she was aware that hooves were thundenirige other side of
the fence. She swung up, clutched at a branch, lsmmscrambled up.

She was aware of other things happening, but rdyas if they didn't
matter to her. All she cared about was that shealase danger level, her
heart racing, her lungs tortured, her ear-drumsting. There was shouting,
something whistling through the air, an angry belfoom the bull.

She decided to seek a higher, sturdier branchd stppswung herself to the
next and looked down. It overhung the fence. Withitaof luck she could
work her way along and drop down. But before sldestie'd get her breath
back, make quite sure that there was "no livestot¢ke next paddock, and
pray hard that the bull wasn't a fence-jumper.

Then the voice spoke. "Treed, by heaven!" it said.

Rowena had to peer through the leaves. The voicenced :

"You ought to take a ticket in Tatt's. I've nevaotwn anyone luckier!"

Fury rose up and engulfed Rowena. Lucky!

The owner of the voice came into view. He was darét tall, and he was
astride a magnificent mare, if Rowena had beemenstate to appreciate
horseflesh. Perhaps she ought to thank him ..hatien idea he had thrown
something and struck the bull in his chargingowéver, she had done most
of the saving herself, she'd just tell him what 8teight about ... He spoke
first, and his tone held sheer rage.

"When | get you down from there," he said grimlypli're going to tell me
what the devil you mean by meandering over paddedtkspedigree bulls

in them. There are more pleasant ways of commitiingide than that!"

Rowena drew in her breath and let him have it.



"Believe me, | was natieanderingl was trying to find my way. Looking
for my employer, who should have met me. I've tak@b with some vague
creature who doesn't know enough to have met meevdie told me I'd be
met, even after | confirmed the time of my arribglletter. | was dumped at
a crossroads in the middle of nowhere by a casusddoiver who assured
me someone would be along any moment. After waikiatj an hour, |
dump my luggage in a dry ditch, find a housesuppose you could call it a
house ... and out comes the village idiot! Shes telé to take a short cut, |
wander through pigsties, | climb barbed-wire fena¥awl under others,
jump over creeks; | tear my skirt, soak my fedhi skin, ruin my shoes! |
carefully ask the aforementioned idiot if | won& krespassing, and she
assures me, oh no, not in New Zealand, dearieyhudy goes everywhere.
No wonder you don't have notices up, you don't néed ... you keep
savage bulls no one bothers to warn people abad. tAen - andhen|
meet up with a ... with an extremely rude and uirige/okel who swears at
me, and thinks I've been out for a pleasant waill,talls me I'mucky!"

She stopped, out of breath. Then he laughed. Hack theen anything
around, Rowena would have thrown it at him; she hater felt so
primitively savage before.

He edged his mount closer to the fence. He grinnexich a hateful way
that Rowena would have liked to wipe it from hisdaHe peered up.

"Before we continue this argument, you'd betterdgetn on the right side
of the fence. Come on!"

There was nothing else for it. She edged alonglisleounted, said, "You'd
better step on to my saddle ... or are you frighten

"Frightened! Good heavens, no." Rowena's voice futhsof scorn. She
must hang on to her anger, it was the only thiag)was going to sustain her
till this ridiculous interview was done. She'd haweely on this ... yes, this
yokel, to direct her to Tawhai Hills. It was goitggbe hard to be dignified
with her hat gone, a rip in her skirt, and half taemyard on her shoes, to
say nothing of nylons that were mere tatters.



She got a leg down gingerly, felt her ankle guittethe saddle, and the next
moment the man was swinging her against him arlingeher on her feet.
He held her by the elbows as if afraid she might da faint.

"Now," he said, "what's your name, and where dowaunt to go?"

She spoke stiffly. "My name's Fotheringham, and|boking for Tawhai
Hills.'

He stared at her from under the overhanging brows.

"For the lord's sake! You're not Miss Rowena MFAtheringham?"
"Ye-e-es," said Rowena. "Why?"

He laughed again. The laughter maddened her.

"We thought you were at least sixty ... scraggyl spinsterish..."

Rowena's turn to stare. "You thought ... | - yonoé- not any relation to my
future employer, are you?"

His face was mock grave. "I am, alas. Her nepheer. yiokel nephew,
Forrest Beechington. And you were to come Thursdal/Tuesday."

"| said Tuesdayl even put the date. You couldn't possibly haveread
both."

He groaned. "l didn't read the letter ... at leadtthe second one. | did read
your application. Aunt Lavinia's eyes must be ewense than we think."

She expected an apology, but none was forthconmstead he said, with
the air of making the best of a bad job, "I'll taja up to the house, and
we'll sort things out.” He added, "Don't supposa'y®e ever ridden a horse
in your life, but it's some distance, so you'll bag come up before me."

Rowena said in a carefully controlled voice, "hthi could manage to stick
on."



He seemed determined to be unpleasant. "l only lyope skirt is wide
enough and that it won't ruin it."

Rowena said shortly, "I ruined.” She pulled the back hem into view.
"More than your skirt is ruined,” he pointed outdashe was dismayed to
see trailing on the ground the full length of th# én her once immaculate

nylon petticoat. She bent down and savagely tav#.it

"Moreover -" he said sardonically, and surveyeddgimind over the fence
under the tree.

Rowena turned and her face flamed. She must hawg lon to her
overnight satchel till she reached the tree, theit go. Perhaps the bull had
had a go at it while she was scrambling up. Theertda were scattered far
and wide.

A filmy yellow nightgown was spread-eagled, a bldwa dangled in a
dissipated fashion from a Californian thistle, adbr and comb were trodden
into the ground, a sponge- bag andmake-up kit bstctheir contents.

Rowena looked about for her handbag and discoviersgdl hung on her
arm.

Forrest Beechington put a long leg over the fence.

Rowena said quickly, "Please don't bother! We'itevthem off as a dead
loss. Don't get into the field with that bull."

He shrugged. "Mephy's all right now." He gestuidtk bull was back in the
centre of the paddock lying down, his black coatehing like satin in the
sun.

"Meffy?" asked Rowena. "What a strange name faulga"b

"Short for Mephistopheles,” he replied.

"How apt!"



She watched without comment as this beetling-bromvad scooped up the
flimsy garments, stuffed them into the bag anditriéthout success to do it
up again.

Then she was up before him on the mare, feelinglsbeld pinch herself to
make sure this was not some prolonged nightmareuldihis man ever
forget this foolish incident, so lacking in dignigyd poise? Would he lose
sight of it in the everyday service she would ghie aunt, or would he
always hold it against her? She had an idea hedvatlsuffer fools gladly.

They had evidently wanted an elderly woman as tn&'s companion,
someone with contemporary interests. Panic feath&ewena's mind
fleetingly. After all, she had only a hundred posimehd her ability to earn,
between her and the humiliation of having to whteme for money. She
must stick to this job ... but what a start!

Mr. Beechington held the mare in, holding the rewts one hand, his other
holding her against him in a carefully impersonalyw

Rowena found the silence trying.

"What made you think | was so old?" she asked.

"Your handwriting. Your way of putting things. Yowmame. | somehow
associated the name Rowena with someone of Aunhia&y vintage. It's
old-fashioned. So was your writing."

That was true enough, Rowena knew. Her first yeasghooling had been
under a very old-fashioned governess who had tehugthtb write a precise,
copper-plate hand. And perhaps her first letter beeh stilted because she
had never applied for a position before.

The hatefully amused voice at her shoulder continue

"Lindsay, my niece, wondered what the M stood fosaid probably
Methuselah ..."

Rowena laughed politely, said shortly, "It's Metida."



"And the A?"

Rowena hesitated. It wasn't likely anyone here dogbnnect a
companion-help with Lord Ainsley, but she'd betikty safe.

"Agatha," she lied.

He whistled. "Rowena Melisande Agatha Fotheringhdi®s, definitely
early Victorian."

She felt a ripple of laughter go through him.

They turned a bend bordered by trees, came om#&sraw bitumen road,
and Tawhai Hills Homestead lay before them.

It took Rowena so much by surprise that she grasipedeins over his
hand, and halted the mare. To her surprise, oneeestized what she had
done, he did not object. Well, no doubt this was Wweak spot... the
loveliness of Tawhai.

It was two-storied and built of local red stonesté®ned with Virginia
creeper, bright in its autumn colouring.

The garden dipped down below the road level and Hweept up towards
the house. A shallow stream wandered through, atifiig red-hot pokers
and purple iris in its waters. There were treesyaviere, many English
ones Rowena could recognize, and beyond, as agrelsh background, a
belt of native bush.

Above all brooded Mount Tawhai, bush-clad on it&do slopes, then,
above grey shoulders, white-capped with shiningvsno

Rowena found her voice. "How truly beautiful!"
If she had expected warmth or appreciation indmne tshe was mistaken.

"If only the inside matched the outside. It's véifferent, let me warn you!"



The mare jogged on. "What do you mean, Mr. Beec¢bimfgj*

"It's very ill-kept, Miss Fotheringham. Staff isryéhard to get out here, and
Aunt Lavinia has never been used to housekeepiagemhad to do it. The
whole place is thick with dust, the carpets gettimgth-eaten and
mildewed. You'll be appalled. In fact, | shan'trbiyou if you cut and run
back to town.

"Housekeepers won't stay without an adequate nuwiberaids ... we've
only one at present, little Nelly, who hasn't aeclAunt Lavinia is not the
person to train her. | told my aunt she should yeli all this - most
companions expect their duties to consist mainhamgwering telephone
and correspondence, and driving the car.”

"This companion doesn't,” said Rowena brisklyl Hi# quite glad to help
with the housekeeping.”

His tone was derisive. "Wait till you see it befgr@u commit yourself. |
don't know what you've been used to, but Tawheoigssal."

Rowena thought of what she had been used to ., thacsize of Tawhai
would not appal her. She said nothing.

He tied up the mare at a sliprail, helped Rowemsandunt, then together
they came into the hall, large, dark- panelled, diraness kind to the
cobwebs and dinginess. Forrest Beechington snapp#t light so that she
could see it all.

"See! "he said.

He certainly doesn't want me to stay, thought Rayemd it was like a
challenge to her. Her gaze swept up and around.

"Nothing here that a spot of hard work wouldn't pght," she said coolly,
and saw his lips tighten.

"Well, come in here." He swung open the door intm@ning-room and
crossed to a cabinet. "I'll get you some brandwilltrestore you after your



shattering experience with Mephistopheles, andgpsitushion the shock
the rest of the house will give you."

As he stooped to the cabinet, Rowena's voice addsin.

"Please don't bother. I'm not in any need of braitdgkes more than a bull
to put me in a flutter."

He paused and said, "Well, come into the kitchedh ldinget you a cup of
tea. | presume you won't despise that."

"No. I'd enjoy a cup of tea, thank you. But shotllimeet your aunt first?"

"That's another thing that makes your arrival $¢inted. She isn't here.
She's in Christchurch, and coming home tomorrdinhdve to see if | can
park you out with one of the farmers' wives, dragyee of them to come over
for the night."

Rowena was conscious of niore dismay. What a wedtom

"I'm quite capable of making the tea myself. If yost show me which
room will probably be mine, I'll settle in, and Isare you must have outside
work you want to attend to."

It had no effect. He merely said, "Oh, I'll showuywhere things are. I'd like
some tea myself."

Surrounded by an aura of hostility, they went tbgeinto the kitchen, an
over-large untidy room with quite a good electaage.

Mr. Beechington seemed reasonably domesticatedchwisurprised
Rowena; she was sure he'd have expected his hads$ehlhaait on him hand
and foot. He put out some china far too valuabl®dostored in kitchen
cupboards, got out bought biscuits, and cut sl¢dguit cake.

Unexpectedly Rowena's spirits rose. Perhaps shenkeaded the tea.
Perhaps it was the fact that suddenly this bedutiiukempt house
presented a challenge. She was needed here.



Forrest Beechington stubbed out his cigarette asé.r

"Well, seeing you're not Miss Methuselah, I'd bettet cracking on
securing a chaperone.”

Rowena suddenly lost her temper at his tone.

"l don't wonder that you find it hard to keep stiadfre,” she flashed. "Thus
far I'm not impressed with your manner towards yemployees. | think
you'd better take me to where | left my cases,ifh@re is such a thing as a
return bus to town in this God-forsaken spot inlibek- blocks, I'll get it! |
think you'll be much happier with an older womanvhat was it you said? -
Scraggy and spin- sterish! Though why you wouldgreomeone older, in
view «f all this house needs doing to it, is beyomsl"

"Would you like to know why?"

"Not particularly. I'm through. It's the oddest-sit I've ever experienced.
Would you set me on my way?"

The thought of the meagre hundred pounds in hesegaaise up in Rowena's
mind. It would mean a third-rate boardinghousewaduld mean taking any
sort of a job.

"No," said the owner of Tawhai Hills. "l said | thght you would do us. My
reason for preferring my aunt's companions to daesopurely personal and
selfish."

Rowena thought the dark, hard face had a strarge lo

He continued, "I'll put you wise to the situatidritze start. Aunt Lavinia has
had three companions in the last two years. Onengjowne in her
mid-twenties, one rather thirtyish. But they ha@ ¢imng in common ..."
Rowena said "Yes?" in the tone of one to whomdtrbt matter anyway.

"They all shared an ambition to become the mistoé3awhai Hills."



"You - you mean they - they had designs on youlasshand!"

Her look was contemptuous. He interpreted it calyebolding up his hand
against whatever she was going to say.

"l know it sounds conceited, vain. | know it makesu furious. I'm not
conceited. I'm well aware that if | was in a cibbj in a wage-earning
capacity, or a farm labourer, probably no woman ldidook at me twice,
much less pursue me, but | fell heir to this estated all it entails...
therefore. .."

"Therefore?" prompted Rowena.

"Therefore this time I've decided on devastatingdoar. You might as well
know from the start that it's no go!"

Rowena's tone was withering. "I'm not devastateol Yiaven't scorched
any ambitions in the bud for me. | can't imaging amount of worldly
possessions making you eligiblemyeyes, Mr. Beechington."

"You're beyond temptation, are you, Miss FotheraigR Not likely to
succumb to the lure of either richaslove?"

"Love!" Rowena's voice held something that couldehlaeen scepticism, or
pain, or scorn born of the thought that she cowldimagine ever having
any tender feelings towards this man. A little eduched her lips. "Let me
assure you, Mr. Beechington, that I'm quite immimkeve!"

"What do you mean? Do you mean that you've burat fiagers and think
you're immune? Or that - or that you're already tewnally involved with
someone?"

His last words triggered off something within Rowersome desperate
need to armour herself against further insultecanse even now she felt
that somehow her life and Tawhai Hills were to meee@ntangled. It would

safeguard her, wouldn't it, if he thought her dffats were engaged

elsewhere?



She said slowly, deliberately, "Your last stab @twas correct, Mr.
Beechington. I'm not officially engaged, but neaoegh to it. Isn't it a pity
I'm not staying ... since you would have felt steBa

They measured glances. His voice was soft, butmdeted.

"You are staying, you know. There isn't a bus dadkwn today. I'll go and
get your cases. Just by the side of the road hay®t

Rowena hesitated. Well, she'd have to stay hersitfine.

"They're in a large dry ditch. They contain everich | possess, so | didn't
like to leave them in full view on a deserted coymbad."

The effect on Forrest Beechington was odd. "A diteharge ditch ... the
one at the crossroads?"

Rowena lifted her chin. "It was perfectly dry -"

She got no further.

"Dry, yes. But it's not a ditch - it's the watecealt's dry because the water
has been shut off for two days for cleaning purppseat it'll be running

full-bore right now. It was to be diverted backflatee."

Before she had time to answer he had rushed atiedfiouse, and in two
minutes she heard the sound of a car being driveously away.

Rowena sat down. That's settled, she thought. Kiyhes, my trinkets, my
personal papers, will all be ruined. I'll have tayshere till | get a wardrobe
together again....



CHAPTERIII

RoweNA didn't sit still for long. Even if calamity, in ¢hshape of ruined
clothing, an uncongenial position, and appallingeness had come her
way, inaction was not to be borne.

She saw a safety-pin on the dresser, pinned ugettien her skirt, took off
her jacket, rolled up her sleeves. There were dirshes in the sink in
addition to the ones they had just used. She aukhst cope with these.

The routine of the everyday job steadied her. Shetmt panic. Even if
some things were ruined, many of the clothes caowdjoubt, be dried out.
If she had only enough to wear in the house it @ something, and since
she had heard wages were good here, she wouldeo®abplace gradually.
She thought of clothes bought off the peg, and madery face, then
checked herself. You're a working girl now, Rowdtaheringham ... at
least you've always worked, but have never befesntdependent upon a
pay packet.

She found a broom, tossed the mats out of the Hack on to a long
verandah picturesquely untidy with rubber bootenfaoots, halters, guns,
pieces of rope and chain.

She felt she had made quite a difference to thehédt, though even if
Forrest Beechington noticed it, he probably wouldive her credit for it.

She heard a step, too light for a man's, and tlké mement a gay voice
yodelled out, following the call by a friendly: "&ryou there, Miss
Fotheringham?" and a laughing, hatless girl bre@ztedthe kitchen. Now
who?

Rowena soon found out.

"I'm Nancy Jerrold. Forrest told me I'd find yourde. I'm the minister's
wife."

Rowena stared. What a country! Anyone less likiear\s helpmeet couldn't
be imagined. This girl had bright copper curls Endjhing tawny eyes and



she wore a yellow checked gingham frock with a imatg cardigan. The
wind had tossed her hair to picturesque disordet,shhe had a smudge of
oil across her cheek.

The girl interpreted Rowena's expression correctly.

"Don't look much like a minister's wife, do I? §tthere are moments when
| do. Forrest and Peter are tinkering with our @&art it's nothing they're
hopeful of fixing. They told me to cut across te@ thouse and ring the
garage at the township. Forrest said | could priybatp you rustle up
some sort of scratch meal. I'd better ring righttgw

She disappeared into the hall like a bright whinldvand was back smatrtly.

"Forrest said not to bother with anything more thamack, there's plenty of
tinned stuff in the house."

Rowena lifted her chin and said, "There's alsotameéance of provisions in
the fridge. I'll cook a proper dinner."

Mrs. Jerrold looked approving. "A woman after myroleart! Peter and |
are simply starving."

"How long do you think they would be? So we caretsomething tasty, yet
have it ready when they come."

"Not under an hour."

"Good. Then what about salmon? There's an extrelagdg one sitting in
the fridge."

She opened the door. "l don't know who caught ttissnearly record size, |
should say."

The minister's wife cast it an unimpressed glaté, it's not very big. Just
about a fourteen-pounder. But | believe New Zealsakinon are large.
Peter has often said so."



They began slicing onions, chopping parsley, amddélicious savour of
baking salmon began to pervade the kitchen.

Rowena set the table in the dining-room, a lovelym, marred by dust.
However, with the fire Mrs. Jerrold lit, and thealiéful floral decorations
Aunt Lavinia must have done before going to Chhistch, the snowy
tablecloth and bright silver, it passed muster, eveh looked inviting.

They were adding the final touches to the tablenviey heard the two
men come in at the verandah door and cross thieekitcThey stood at the
dining-room entrance. Rowena looked up to encowsrrise - and could
it be pleasure? - on Forrest Beechington's facéh Been were sniffing

appreciatively. Peter Jerrold was stocky and sawdky,piercing blue eyes,
and even before he spoke, Rowena knew he was sntaot

"It's all right, lass," he said to his wife. "Iti®' going to be half as expensive
as we feared."

"Thank goodness!" She added, "Parish cars alwageverish a minister's
bank balance. Another bill for thirty or forty paidswould have rocked our
budget completely. We call that car 'The Millstohe'

The men washed and spent no time coming to the.t&bl Beechington
said as he pulled out Rowena's chair, "Your thimgse practically
unharmed." She knew an instant relief, and wasefyrathat he forbore to
tease her about it in front of the Jerrolds.

Rowena brought in the soup. Mr. Beechington tookismspoon, dipped it
in, tasted.

"Is this tinned?" he asked doubtfully, looking ath
Mrs. Jerrold answered for her. "I think Miss Fothgham has a fine scorn
of tins. | thought she'd just open one for des$ertno, she achieved a pie.

You're going to live in a civilized manner from nan, Forrest.”

He grinned, uttered no word of praise, but tookeaosd helping. As
Rowena set the second course before them . .inkdlaky cutlets of the



salmon artistically firm, yet melting at a toudhetdelicious spicy sauce, the
creamed tender peas and pumpkin, Peter groaned.

"If I'd known this was coming, I'd have had no setdelping of soup,” he
said. He looked across at Mr. Beechington. "Yowttds get your aunt to
sack her as a companion and engage her as a cnogst™

The enigmatic hazel eyes looked across at Rowdtrmquite an idea . ..
unless, of course, this is your sole achievemettierculinary line. Maybe
you aren't fond of cooking, but merely wanted tovglme what you can
do!"

It was a challenge. Rowena's spirit rose to meétdt voice was cool.

"l trained in domestic science,” she said. "I hawdiploma in cooking and
household management. Care to see it? It's in amktt

He was meant to be crushed. Instead he said ather prove you out day
by day."

"Am | to understand then that I'm engaged as cook?"

"You arenotengaged as cook." Mr. Beechington wasn't givingelen the
satisfaction of sounding impatient with her. "Aluaivinia has engaged you
as her companion, and we all dance to Aunt Lawrpgging."

Rowena rose, gathered the dishes together, andthas she took them out
... SO Aunt Lavinia was a martinet, was she? Whmtusehold! She brought
in the pie.

Over its feathery crust Forrest Beechington suddemiiled at her. "Much
more convincing than any diploma," he said.

Rowena smiled back, but with her lips, not her eyes

They sat around the fire with their coffee and bitscand cheese. When
they had finished, Rowena rose and picked up ths.cu



Mr. Beechington rose as she did, took them from her
"You and Nancy did the cooking, Peter and | willtbe washers-up."

Rowena wouldn't deign to argue; she felt that yjmemcounter with this man
she would come off second-best. When the men redusihe must ask what
arrangements were for the night.

She didn't have to. Forrest Beechington said grigplthey came in again,
"By the way, Nancy, if you're so minded, you cotielp us out of an

awkward situation. Aunt Lavinia won't be backtidmorrow. | was going to

park Miss Fotheringham with one of the men's wisw about staying

the night, you and Peter?"

They were delighted to agree. Forrest added, i $ubtle inflection of
amusement that Rowena resented, "We won't offer go& of Aunt
Lavinia's nightgowns, Nancy. | imagine Miss Fothgham will be able to
supply you with something more modern and glamardtaling that,
perhaps the girls will have left some pyjamas ahéd

Rowena's face flamed scarlet. He took no noticeséid to her, "If you like
to come out to the garage now, I'll give you ydungs."

She was amazed when he said to her at the cadri’t dsk them to help,

because | thought it might embarrass you ... taegllrjumbled up. | got

there just as the water reached the luggage. Ipgtbthe suitcases out
smartly, and nothing got wet there, but the trurds\a different matter. |

had to get into the race to get a leverage on thé doing, the rush of water
had tumbled it about rather, and water got in tghotine lid. It's not soaked
though, because | opened it right away and threvethff in the car. Then |

paddled along round the corner to make sure thae tad got washed
down."

She looked down and saw that his feet had certhedy wet, and the cuffs
of his trousers.



She said stiffly, "Thank you for rescuing them, alsglo for sparing my
feelings in front of the Jerrolds.” Her tone was sascastic as Forrest
Beechington could himself achieve.

He ignored it. He leaned in and scooped out a gmeaful of clothes. His
mouth twitched.

"It's bad enough to display these to the coarse gha yokel ... worse by far
if your minister helped sort them out!"

Rowena bit back an answering smile. She wowoldespond to any overture
of friendliness. He was only thawing out becauséehesafe with her.

"He isn't my minister ... I'm Anglican, not Preshiyan'.

"Makes no difference here at Tawhai Hills. The chuis on the estate ...
Anglican. Built by my great-grandfather not manyans after they came

here. We have Presbyterian, Anglican and Methadistices in turn. The

vicar, the minister, and the parson all visit tremiestead as well as the
farms.”

She would not allow herself to look approving, tgbun her heart she knew
that this came as near the ideal as the Churclamin was likely to achieve.

She stooped and picked up some clothing.

"“I'll follow you. | don't know where my room is."

He shifted the bundle in his arms, freed a handighdor him to grasp her
wrist, not gently.

"Aren't you going to see the funny side of thiswRoa Melisande Agatha
Fotheringham?" he demanded.

She stood stiffly. "Is there a funny side?"

"To anyone with a sense of humour - yes. Havenitgat one?"



"I have ... but not the same brand as yours appgrdim doing my
laughing inwardly... but not at myself."

She hoped to have the pleasure of seeing thae dtokne, but she was
disappointed.

"You are older than | thought at first,” he chuckled. Itsmanexpected.
"You've got a wit that stings. Very few young peophlve it. When | saw
you scrambling up that tree, | thought you lookédek la long-legged
youngster about Lindsay's age."

Rowena said, "Well, | daresay most women look oliet more dignified
when they'renot being chased by bulls gone berserk!"

He sighed. "Oh well, if you must continue to take seriously, let's go."

Her room gave Rowena a pleasant surprise. It wigghtfel, furnished as a
bed-sitting room, and someone had recently douap.iThere was no trace
here of the neglect of the other rooms. EvidentiynLavinia had at least
remembered to have it cleaned for her.

The windows were arched and sunny and looked ouat tenraced garden,
and there was a tiny wrought-iron balcony outsidigh a gay sun-blind
stretched over it. She exclaimed with pleasurehasasalked towards it.

He shrugged. "You're romantically inclined, | seédost girls fancy
balconies. Serenades and all that. Pity there'sneto strum a guitar,
though when we're shearing perhaps | could perstred®laoris to do a
haka in front of your window... it would scare fife out of you!"

He dropped the bundle of clothes on the bed, afoddar of photographs
slid out. He picked up the folder.

"These were obviously all right, but one had slid, @and I'm afraid it's not
much more than pulp. | slipped it in this magazinde opened the
magazine, and held it towards her.

Geoffrey's face stared up at her, water-stainedsadden.



"I'm afraid it's beyond drying out,” said Forreshey looked down on it.
Scrawled across it at the bottom left-hand cornas the legend, "With all
my love - Geoffrey."

"Does it matter very much?" His voice was quitedkyn

"No, it doesn't,” she said, with more feeling theas warranted. "I'll dump
it."

She threw it into the fireplace.

"Poor Geoffrey," said Forrest Beechington unforblya "l take it he's
dumped too ... supplanted, perhaps, by this otlaar, mvho has so kindly
immunized you against falling in love with anyorigee"

She shrugged. "Well, it's as good a way of puttirgs any." She didn't
want this man's pity! Oh, no. Better he shouldklghe had jilted Geoffrey,
rather than that he had jilted her.

He went away to bring up the rest of her thingsv&wma was glad to be able
to examine the room without his sardonic glancenuper. This whole
room had the appearance, of having been redecoratecs recently as
Rowena's engagement to become companion here Hadt certainly been
modernized later than the rest of the house.

It was like a spring symphony, all primrose andegrand sunshiny gold,
with lovely mahogany furniture that somehow remohdene of dark
boughs of trees shining through the gold-and-goéen

When Mr. Beechington returned, she said, makingresation because
even the silence was antagonistic, "These decost@e more recent
vintage than the rest of the house, aren't they?"

He nodded, and for a fleeting instant she thougttealow passed over his
face, a shadow that could have been pain.

"l had it redecorated five years ago, when | foomdniece kept coming in
here, to keep an unhealthy tryst with the pasts Mmas the room that



belonged to my brother and his wife. They weresklilbkuddenly. Penny and
Tony got over it, Lindsay didn't. She was olderhdis made her more ...
difficult.”

Rowena said, "Was it wise to destroy the things sdmmembered her
mother and father as surrounded by?"

She realized this would be the room where thesIgiftl would have come
for solace during all her childish troubles... webllave come here when
frightened by nightmare, to the matchless comfoi double bed where
she would cuddle down between father and mothsie. would remember
perching on it with her brother and sister, durangvhole cavalcade of
Christmases, opening parcels, scattering cardsirsal and seals about...

Forrest Beechington said, "l don't know if it wais&or not. Something had
to be tried. Even children have to learn to acdejath as part of life."

Rowena didn't know if he was sounding hard, or @alg. Was that a harsh
creed, or a sensible one? He continued :

"But she still came, and has till now. We miss ldren she's home from
vacations from Varsity, and I'll find her here netdusk, sitting in the french
window of the balcony. That's why | told Aunt Laianto give you this
room. Better for it to be occupied.”

"Poor Lindsay," said Rowena.

His fierce, challenging gaze encountered hers. fibinat all sure she needs
sympathy. She needs bracing. It's long enough ago."

"How old was she when it happened?"”
"Thirteen."

Thirteen! The vulnerable age. The age when a gid wn the threshold of
womanhood, when she needed a mother more tharebefor



He said, "Penny is so different. She's so philosgbhso sunshiny, so
completely uncomplex.”

Rowena looked directly at him. "Life's not easy émmplex people, Mr.

Beechington. Besides, nothing creates or encouragggation so much as
parents or guardians having favourites. It's causedble from time

immemorial. Remember Isaac preferring Esau, ande&ueb preferring

Jacob ... something that drove the brothers apagtfo years of exile. Even
then Jacob didn't learn the lesson, but in his ¢wre and generation
preferred Joseph, and set his brothers against hwa.no time for

favouritism."

They measured glances. "You're determined to tthiakvorst of me, aren't
you?" he demanded, "Merely because | said Pennyseatifferent, you
assume | favour her. | assure you | don't. I'veedmore for Lindsay ... I've
had to."

"And probably resented it," flashed Rowena. "Ot $ble should be grateful
forit! It's so easy to sense partisanship, asdmpletely destroys the unity
of a family." As he made to speak she held a hagnd u

"l know you're about to tell me to mind my own mess, | know | ought

not to' talk like this, but you see, | don't cafeether | stay or not ... and I've
got the sort of nature that just can't help medglwhere | see relationships
getting off on the wrong track. So if you feel yoan't take the risk of

having someone under your roof as outspoken assglhuplease say so
now, and I'll go away tomorrow."

His eyes held hers steadily, searchingly. It seeawtiile before he spoke.

"No. You must stay. Despite all that has passedidsst us, now that |
know you aren't likely to entertain any false hopeabout rising in status at
Tawhai Hills,... | think you're just the person themestead needs. You're
astringent, bracing ... the children are home antpe holidays, but | have
an idea you might be good for them."

"Very flattering," agreed Rowena. "l sound like @nit ... bitter but
beneficial!"



"Much better," said the mocking voice. "l believs got a sense of humour'
after all.... Come along and I'll show you the-firesses. Perhaps you and
Nancy could make up the beds in one of the spam@sd

Speechlessly, burning with all the things she wolikd to have said,
Rowena followed him.

By the time the good nights had been exchangedRamneena was in the
blessed sanctuary of her own room, she was tod toevorry over the
situation. She must just be thankful that she hpabdhat would keep her
comfortably, a job in beautiful surroundings, arad worry about personal
reactions.

She went across to the french windows to draw tiarmd blinds, and
found the outside world was bathed in moonlighe Stepped out on to the
balcony.

With the unfamiliarity of mountains and trees bady sable shadows, the
world without didn't seem so alien, or the oth& Bhe had known so far
away. Sky and stars and moon were much the samewvanehemisphere

you lived in.

Certainly here you couldn't see the same constaligithere the Southern
Cross marked the sky ... if you could distinguish i. but you had to look a
long time. At home the northern stars would be isigimbove Ainsley
Dene.

For a moment nostalgia, like a cruel grasp, reastlicher heart, her
breathing. It was like a physical thing, somethsige had never before
experienced.

She took a grip of her feelings. This was fooligme sentimentality over
stars ... hadn't she, not so long ago, the nigldfftay told her he was
marrying Josie, looked up at the familiar starg] Eomged for new places,
and unknown territories, for a way of escape frdhwho might pity her,
guestion her? Hadn't she said to herself thencdonfort and promise,
"There will be other stars shining for me - somesgltie



Slowly, like a benediction, peace came to her. &sdyes grew accustomed
to the darkness, the likeness to the Northern Hemei® faded. No great
mountain there, like Tawhai, ebony against thegadiky, reared up from

the ordered fields of Ainsley Dene ... no bush chad, dark and

impenetrable .. . even the soft sounds undergirdivg silence were

different.

At home, on a night like this, there just might dawveen a nightingale
singing in the Home Wood, a little owl hunting lrethawthorn hedge.

Here she could hear occasionally the strange ssbachad asked about
earlier ... an owl, yes, but an odd one. The mategbey had said, or the
ruru. In the stillness it came repeatedly: "Morekpomore pork!"

And every now and again, nearer at hand, the dieap- touching squeal
as a stoat found the throat of a rabbit.; It seetoedmind her of something
ruthless about this country... about the men thishtry bred.

Yet, down below, all the familiar scents rose to frem this southern

garden ... lavender, mignonette, balsam, late rosasd faintly, a drift of

smoke that probably meant the gardener had beaimigurp today ... at that
moment, beneath her, one of the shadows movedhanglowing tip of a

cigarette with it. It hadn't been smoke from a lenf

A mocking voice said, "On your balcony, Juliet? Ratic, don't you
think?"

She swallowed. "Not really. | wasn't looking foRameo ... only fresh air.
Goodnight again, Mr. Beechington."

She stepped back into the room, pulled down threlblbhe was annoyed to
find her knees were shaking just as much as dfteehcounter with the
bull. How ridiculous! She mustn't be so vulnerable.

But why, oh, why must men think woman pursued race&nGeoffrey had
said, trying to justify himself perhaps, "Oh, | kmd'm to blame. | should
never have gone as far as this. It only neededitthabit of encouragement



from you, and | persuaded myself | was in love withu. Till | met Josie,
and found out how powerful real love was."

Rowena hadn't thought she had encouraged him.ditalahappened so
naturally. She'd thought it had been inevitablet ttiey should love,

become engaged, marry. Their interests had beenigde... the land ...

horses ... the pleasant social life of rural Engldh hadn't mattered that
Geoffrey had so much less. Her brother would gt one of the farms
on the property her father had managed so wisalyiththe days when the
stately homes of England were in such desperatiésstAinsley Dene was a
model of production.

Oh well, she must profit by the experience, negairawear her heart on
her sleeve. Not that there was any danger of ippd@ng. Geoffrey had
immunized her against love....



CHAPTER 111

ROWENA was sorry to see the Jerrolds depart at morne®time, which,
served at ten, equalled elevenses back Home. Tépédrved as a buffer
between herself and this aggressive New Zealander.

The mechanic who brought their car up was inviteda share it, and

Rowena noticed he called Mr. Beechington by hisistian name, though
he kept to a more formal address with the miniatet his wife. Evidently

there existed a respect for the cloth, but betWwaedowners and labourers
there was a certain democratic camaraderie. Rowes&aved judgement
about it. That sort of thing could bring awkward mmemnts in its train, she
felt.

Nancy Jerrold said happily and ingenuously as tteyarted, "I've just
loved meeting you like this. | feel you'll fit soell into the Beechington
household. You talk their language. They're all d&ightfully crazy.
Goodbye."

Mr. Beechington and Rowena were left standing am thrandah. He
cocked a glance at her, the glint she did not fmara the dark hazel eyes.

"She meant it as a compliment!" His mouth twitchidd.added, "But don't
bother to look pleased. I'm just as doubtful mydé#ncy said we talked the
same language. Am | to take from that that my teniguas shrewish as
yours?"

Then he laughed at the outraged expression oraber IHe said, with mock
solemnity:

"f can see that, like Queen Victoria of beloved rgmand whom you
admire so much ... we are not amused!"

Rowena looked at him directly. "No. Perhaps Mrstald thinks we speak
the same language. | don't know about that, budjlite sure we haven't the
same sense of humour. However, work's the thirigfeel I've had a late
start with the house this morning, and | must dtigse beds. | daresay you
have more to do than exchange pleasantries like M. Beechington. I'll



serve dinner at one, if it suits you then, or at ather time you care to
name. I'll make a meal at six-thirty for your audt doubt, when she gets
back, we can have a talk and sort out duties armdneh And maybe | could
train this Nelly you seem to think is such raw miatée'

"I'm quite sureyou'll manage to train her. Quite the school-ma'am type,
aren't you? We'll all be organized within an indhoor lives. | can easily
see it's goodbye to our easygoing ways at Tawhai.”

"It will, at least, be goodbye to dust and cobwébke replied tartly. "Now
I'll get on."

She turned away and was disconcerted to find hisidbeher as she
re-entered the house.

"l can spare you half an hour before | go acrosedpect the water-races.
Tomorrow will be really busy. I've got shearers @agrto finish crutching
before we put the rams out to the ewes at the éibach.” He stopped
abruptly, said, "Oh, | beg your pardon. | must rether you aren't used to
these coarse farming terms."

Rowena looked at him coldly. "You're mistaken. fot a city girl. I've li -
worked in the country all my life. | probably knaag much about tupping
and crutching and lambing as you do. You needntisae your
conversations on my behalf, believe me."

He ought to have been set back, but he simply @k, good show! A
greenhorn can complicate things sometimes. Auntniawas always
amused at the shocked look her ' last companion tase/ear at some of
our after-dinner talk. I'll show you upstairs fif'st

Their subsequent conversation, for a pleasant edacked animosity till,
downstairs again, they came to a side wing.

He said, "These are my quarters. My retreat. |glad to have these rooms
as a refuge, when these companions of my auntsrgesach pests. | spent
most of my evenings in here."



Rowena ignored it. She said crisply, "Well, if thadll, 31I'll do the beds,
then get lunch. Do | beat that gong at the doomaitie ready ? *

He assured her she did, and departed. Rowena ggt bu

When the crumbed cutlets were done to a turn, shéthe gong, and Mr.
Beechington appeared quite quickly. She heard losimmbsup in the little
wash-room off the back verandah, and enter thé&itdehind her.

He looked at the one place set on a small clotbrencorner of the kitchen
table, then at her.

Before he could make any comment she said quitkig set you a table in
your own sitting-room. It's very sunny, so | didodther to light a fire."

She saw his mouth harden. "Don't be absurd. You altsady be aware
that this is a most democratic country, and thanycase | don't regard you
as the maid. We have our midday meal here in tiochdm as most farming
folk do. In fact, Nelly eats with us."

"l expect that gratifies you immensely ... the féett everyone realizes you
treat your staff well. To me it sounds like invertenobbery. Besides, how
do you know Nelly wouldn't enjoy her meal morehe privacy of her own
kitchen? Rather than being condescended to!"

The line of his mouth was still hard. "Oddly, enbudyelly likes me. She
enjoys a bit of teasing. Why shouldn't she? I'vevkm her since she was r.
baby. | can see you're going to have to change imas radically, now
you've come to this country. We don't have servéualts here."

Rowena whipped the crumbed cutlets on to an oviehPgish that fitted a
silver salver, arranged grilled tomatoes toppeth Wibwned cheese around
them, and a mound of tender spinach. She took &imalifted it, and
walked out of the door, towards Mr. Beechingtoroems, without a
backward glance.

So ... she had won that round. She had half exppécteave the dish taken
from her, but he was meekly following.



She placed it on the small round table in the sumngow-bay, cast an eye
over the table.

"l think you have everything there, Mr. Beechingtd®he indicated a small
bell she had brought in from one of the upper radivieu can ring if you
want anything else... more hot water, or breadhkariter.”

She turned to go, having successfully avoided yes.e

"Wait!" It was more like a pistol shot than merglgremptory, and it halted
her dead in her tracks.

His voice was silky with rage. "Would you kindlyrtuaround and look at
me?"

Slowly she turned, met his eyes, flushed.

He held out the covered dish. "Thank you ... retilmis to the kitchen,
please.”

He caught up the cutlery, the crockery, piled theost dangerously in his
arms, gestured towards the kitchen. She went withovord.

He looked contemptuously at what she had set auhdoself, the sliced
bread and butter, the boiled egg, took them awetypst a knife and fork,
transferred half the cutlets to her plate. Theyiratlence.

As they rose, he said in a would-be casual toneell;\Wdon't expect that a
meal eaten in that atmosphere will do anythingdier digestions, or our
blood-sugar - pity, really, for it was excellenttpoked - but at least you
know now that | expect to be obeyed in my own hduse

Her eyes met his. They were as green as a witch's.

"Yes, Mr. Beechington. | also understand - nowat &tm employer may have
privacy whenever he so desires it. But not an eygab If you were as
erratic and temperamental with your aunt's formamganions, | don't
wonder that they gave you a wrong impression aggifh



His mouth twitched. "Oh, it wasn't a wrong impressi believe me.
However, at last we appear to understand each.o®®od.” His tone
indicated that the argument was now at an end.itke@ up a tea-towel. "l
expect you're having a hectic day, I'll dry upyou."

Rowena swallowed. "I'm at a loss to know if that'§iendly offer, or a
command to be obeyed. If it's the former, and youira hurry to get out
again, may | turn it down? ... in just as friendlynanner? I'm not rushed. If
it's an order ... well, | can't stop you."

She had him in a cleft stick, and knew it. He cdwddly insist on it, put that
way. He put the tea-towel down.

"Then if you're all right, yes. | want certain tggready for the shearers
tomorrow." He went out.

She had just finished the .drying when a step ervétandah made her turn.
There was something odd about it. Forrest Beeahimgttood in the
doorway, his face chalk- white, his left hand clagghis right wrist, and the
fingers running red between.

"Rowena!" he said, and she hardly hjd time to pedfiow odd it was to hear
her name on his lips before he slid down the doammé and collapsed on
the floor.

Rowena caught up the tea-towel, stooped to hink, tipdis wrist and made
an exclamation of horror. How in the world could leeve gashed it like

that? It wasn't just bleeding steadily ... it waming in spurts ... he'd cut the
artery!

\ She wasted no time, anything that had to be dwmt be done right away.
She tied the tea-towel tightly, caught up a fathews, propped the arm as
high as she could.

Fortunately she had found where the first-aid capthavas. She threw out,
on the table, lint, cotton-wool, wide bandages. Biowed with speed and
efficiency, not wasting a movement.



A firm pad went on, the cotton-wool, and a bandaggght as she could tie.
It would have to be a tourniquet now. Well, shewrlee technique, though
it was one thing applying it to your fellow-studenffirst-aid classes in the
village, and another to a man out to it like this.

She fled to the laundry, got a clothes-peg to twisttourniquet, and in a
few moments saw the stain on the bandage was ttotge/orse, and she
could leave him to phone.

She was relieved to see at the head of the teleplsii'Doctor", in large
capitals, and the number, for she had no idea, ekatange Tawhai Hills
would be on ... a small local one, or Geraldine the phone had no dials,
just a handle. She gave a furious ring and wasrdegawith a voice from
the exchange at once.

She was through to the doctor's house in doublekgtime, and was
immensely thankful he was at home. He could haea bales away in this
vast area.

She explained quickly, was given further instrussipand was relieved to
know he would be with her in next to no time.

She ran into one of the bedrooms, got rugs andvgsll managed to slide
Forrest on to them. The pillows went under his knemd an extra one
under the arm. There was a squeal of brakes adottter's car pulled up
and at the same moment Forrest Beechington's digarbto quiver.

Between them they soon had him on a bed. Forregés opened, his
expression a blend of surprise and annoyance.

"Now, don't talk just now," commanded the docttedve this to us." Mr.
Beechington's lids fluttered down.

"You made a damned good job of this," commenteditwtor to Rowena.
"Nurse?"

"No, but -" She was about to admit to the first-aairse, when she was
interrupted most unexpectedly by the figure onlibé.



"- But she's probably got a diploma for it, in hemk. Never knew such a
paragon ... diplomas for this ... diplomas for that

"l said don't talk, Forrest. | meant it. Shut upl) wou!" Then to Rowena:
"When did he have a meal last . . . and how big?"

"Three-quarters of an hour ago . . . cutlets, to@stspinach.. . bread etc.,
biscuits and cheese." "Well, it'll have to be aldc

Forrest's voice entered the conversation againctQfse it'll be a local. If
| hadn't eaten, it still would be. I've got to be deck tomorrow. We're
crutching."

The doctor snorted, "Don't worryyeuwon't be! You'll not get up till | say
s0. You're blasted lucky someone was around whu kmigat to do ... or it

would have been hospital and blood transfusions @ad knows what.

Now keep still while we get busy.” He looked at Rma. "Squeamish?
Won't faint on me, will you? If so beat the gongdane of the men will

come." "I'm not squeamish,” she said indignantyo,” said Forrest, lifting

his head a little. "She probably won't even hawagarette after it. She
reserves the luxury of a smoke for major crisesisTiar I've not been able
to discover just what she does regard as a magi"@inus far,” retorted

the doctor, "lI've not been able to discover howmake you hold your

tongue. Hold his arm, would you?" and he jabbetthénhypodermic.

Forrest was quiet for the next few minutes till theund was stitched and
bandaged, but he was a little white about the gilien it was all over and
an anti-tetanus injection given.

"Now coffee," said the doctor. "Strong. I'll havense too, and he can tell us
exactly what happened.”

Forrest Beechington had caught his foot in the @ethe electric shearing
clippers as he prepared the wool-shed, put ound t@msave himself, and
came down on a scythe that had recently been shedpe

Rowena liked the bluff doctor, and the no-nonsemag he dealt with the
formidable Mr. Beechington. He wandered out int® kiichen, and helped



her carry the coffee in. Rowena dared make no mdihtving hers alone.
The colour began to come back into Forrest Beetbir'g face.

The doctor took the coffee cup from him, and saMbw we'll get you
undressed and right into bed. Miss Fotheringhamhlo&svater bottles in,
and your pyjamas out.” His tone was matter-of-fact.

Forrest said hastily, "l don't need help to getundressed. It's only a wrist
when all's said and done. You and | can manage, Dodeeling much
better.” He flung a leg over the bed, made an efforstand up, and
crumpled up again. The doctor caught him.

"These bachelors!" said the doctor good-humouréit'g. only anartery\
Let's get him into his pyjamas while he's too weakrgue."

Rowena knew a quite unforgivable satisfaction Huameone, at least, could
handle Forrest Beechington, even if, perverselyngant he would hold it
against her ever after. Fortunately he did notiregansciousness this time
till he was safely back in bed.

The doctor looked at him. "Now you'll stay there and obey Miss
Fotheringham. She seems to have sense. I'll giuvespmething to make
you sleep, and she'll keep looking in on you. Yeuot to get up till | saw
so, and if you show any signs of being intractablenow what bad patients
you big husky never-ill-in-your-life fellows are Fll bung you into
hospital.”

He took out a capsule, punctured it to make igaotkly, made his patient
take it, and before Forrest Beechington could gawg instructions to
Rowena, he was fast asleep.

Doctor Carew followed Rowena to the kitchen, rarsghome to find out if
there were any urgent messages, then preparegé&otdm his afternoon
round.

"If you want me - | don't think you will, but just case - my wife will know
where to contact me. I'll call on my way home. Hed groggy enough



when he wakes to want to stay in bed, fortunaidgen's Beechy due back
... his aunt?"

"Six tonight, on the bus."

"Good. She'll keep him in bed."

Which confirmed Rowena's suspicion that Aunt Lawimias a martinet.
What a family! Oh well, she had better get on wiite dinner preparations.
The martinet would no doubt expect a good meal exvreathad happened.
Pity they had given Nelly the two days off.

Mr. Beechington slept for two hours. Rowena keptioiing in, listened to
make sure he was breathing normally. By four thmneli was well under
way, and she found the patient awake when she iwgtitough drowsy.
"Would you like some tea now?" she asked, pullipghe blinds.

"Yes, please, and bring yours in too." His voicecduse of weakness,
lacked the severity of former orders, but she tidbre disobey. He winced
as he shifted his position to take the tea.

"Sore?"

"No. It's my head. And I've got a foul taste in mmputh. These modern
drugs are ghastly in their after-effects, arergy®

"Yes," agreed Rowena, but unsympathetically, "bostbeneficial. You
needed quietness and sleep."”

He pulled a face. "You think I'll be a bad patieshdn't you? Don't worry.
I'm quite amenable under these circumstances."

“I'm not worrying. The doctor assures me your awit manage you. |
expect you're two of a kind. She sounds the magegprt."

He laughed. "Wait till you meet her." It soundedinous.



That reminded him. "I'll get you to ring Jock Saarg] one of my men.
You'll get him on the party line. It's 'S." Thrdeagp short rings. Ask him to
meet Aunt Lavinia at the bus - at the crossroadsxat

Rowena said, "l can drive, if it wouldn't be conmat for him ... or wouldn't
you trust me with the car?"

"Oh, I'd trust you. | daresay you've got a diploimanean a licence - but
your duty is here. The doctor said | wasn't toddg'l

Rowena shot him a suspicious glance, but therenwawinkle in his eye.

"For anyone who was so terrified of his aunt's camgns, this desire for
my company is out of character!"

"Oh, but this is different, | spiked your guns frahe outset -" He caught
sight of her outraged face and said quickly, "Besjd'm a helpless invalid
at the moment, and due to get bored any time. hoiagbe amused.”

She said, "You've not had time to get bored yet,iamny case I'm prepared
to look after you, but not to amuse you. Thus veg,ve not found each
other's conversation amusing. Our encounters hege more in the nature
of pitched battles, and hardly suitable for a sw&m. And small talk, as

we're strangers, wouldn't last long. We'd have ingtlof interest to talk

about.”

She rose to go. His uninjured hand shot out, gnasiper wrist.
"Have you no tender feelings for an injured man?"
"No. None." Her tone held no apology.

"A'm. Pity ... when you're the only female in tlhisuse I've ever felt safe
with."

"Then what do you suggest we talk about?" asked eRay knowing
nothing was ever more fatal towards conversatian tsking or thinking:
what shall we talk about next?



However, it didn't affect Forrest Beechington tivaly, evidently. His eyes
lit up with a mocking light.

"You could tell me the story of your life. Wherewwere born, where you
went to school .. . even all about your love-l#ddout this chap who's given
you immunity to love! | feel it would be most ertining, take my mind off
my injuries!”

"Then it's a pity it's an entertainment you'll hate do without, Mr.
Beechington. My love affairs are my own concerrl.ylu need to know is
the assurance that | have no designs on you. Nawvéd plenty to do. | can't
cook a proper dinner for your aunt, and stay outefkitchen talking to
you. And I'm perfectly sure quietness, if not slaspvhat you need.”

With an air of studied indifference, she adjustdte tbedclothes,
straightened the coverlet, crossed to the windae@ down the blind and
left the room. It afforded her a great deal ofdatition.

She worked speedily and tried not to feel anxitfudrs. Beechington was
as difficult as her nephew, then life at Tawhaild$dilvas going to be
anything but a bed of roses. She could well imadioat Lavinia ... the
managing type. The sort that organized everyore aisl did little of real
value herself.

Her main interests would be outside the house vwghed have a finger in
every pie, and see to it that the estate was mdnagk, the income kept
rolling in.

So it was that when a charmingly feminine voicel s&hre you really Miss
Rowena Fotheringham?" and Rowena whirled aroundn frioeating
potatoes to feathery lightness, she stared.

Aunt Lavinia was dressed in a lilac ensemble, aamtithe complexion of a
schoolgirl, roses and cream. Her white hair wasroimly dressed, and her
make-up, though unobtrusive, was perfect. She @mw@p pearl-trimmed
handbag on a chair and came across to the sinttingobut both hands to
Rowena.



"I'm such a duffer ... fancy making a mistake ia tlay ... it's just like me!
I'm helpless and hopeless. | hope you won't find tote exasperating.
Forrest told me exactly what he thought of me @nghone. He rang me in
Christ-church this morning, said it was no sorivgicome to anyone just
come from Home. But it was nice the Jerrolds turopd... aren't they
lambs? Tell me, do you like crosswords?"

Rowena'blinked, said yes.

"Well, how perfect. | can do only the ones in largent now. The
newspaper ones are hopeless, and even with thes dtet muddled. But
perhaps it would bore you to do one every nigh{¥eEmlly having to read
them out to me?"

Rowena said, "My father suffered from failing sighive always did the
crossword together. | read it out, but he did nodshe solving. But -"

"And Jock told me Forrest had cut himself. An artdre said, but you
managed to cope. | told Forrest I'd an idea youlavbe just the One for
Here. | had a feeling. | often have feelings, dre/re almost always right.
There's always something happening on an estata. have to have
someone cool and calm. Doesn't matter so much abegurse, in these
days, with transport and telephone ... whatelcioussmell, | love good
food, but I'm no cook. Forrest would tell you. Bou aren't here for that ...
we'll just have to put up with Nelly. Trouble isesheeds supervision, and
I'm not the one to do it. Still. .."

In the little pause Rowena found herself sayingoVie cooking, I'd not
mind a bit, and it's a lovely kitchen."

Mrs. Beechington beamed on her. "There now ..dld&eling everything
was working out right from the moment | got youitde!"

Rowena realized with an inward smile that evenuhALavinia was vague
and fluttery and helpless, she achieved thingghessame. Could that have
been what her nephew meant when he said theyratedao her piping?



Aunt Lavinia said, "I'll just go and see Forresippboy, and then I'll put on
an apron and help you, love."

She disappeared in an aura of lavender perfumeagingle of necklaces
and bracelets. She was true to her word, howerdrappeared again with a
wisp of frilly organdie tied about her waist, andlged to carry in the
dishes.

She gazed around the dining-room. "Well, havenitgone wonders! | sort
of suspected it was getting a bit dusty, but thates thing about short sight,
you're never really sure, and it doesn't bother ymisame. Everything's
going to be just lovely, no wonder Forrest's plddse

Rowena stared. "Forrest's - | mean Mr. Beechingtopleased! Why, he
can't stand companions. He told me so."

Aunt Lavinia waved a plump, pretty hand. "He didng#an a word of it,
love. Like all men he likes good meals. The waa toan's heart, and all that
... why," (triumphantly) "he told me | must giyeu a bigger wage!"

Rowena put her soup spoon down. "Exactly what diddy?" Her tone was
disbelieving. "I mean, how did it crop up?"

"Goodness, dear, | couldn't tell you now exactly,| mean. | simply
mentioned all you were going to do, and that yasally offered to do the
cooking ... | felt you were just what we were laudifor, that | could quite
look on you as the daughter of the house ... arghlikif you were adding
cooking to everything else I'd cajole you to dbe's wrong there, don't
cajole . .. that we'd better combine two wages Men are quaint, aren't
they? | mean they don't realize women take nagutalcombining a dozen
jobs ... wife, mother, financier, dressmaker....

"As | said to him, if you'd married Helen, you'dtmeorry if she took all
those things over, and | somehow think Miss Fotiggram will do them
even better than Helen. She's quite tiresomelylypwou know, but |
always have the feeling she'd pall quite quicklikeLdrinking pineapple
juice, heavenly at first, but for a regular thingegme ginger ale. No ginger
about Helen, just sweet, oh, how sweet!"



"Helen?" asked Rowena, fascinated at the way Aamt Inia's dinner was
disappearing, even though she never seemed tdadkom.

"Helen Dewmore. Nicholas's sister at Matuku Peaknkelstead. She was
engaged to Colin, Forrest's brother. She suitednCblle was killed in a

plane crash, and lately we've thought ... she'syawd&ngland just now,

we're sure she's gone away to think things outdper when she comes
back they'll - but | must tell Forrest | think ybbuwo better. .. what sort of
sauce is this?"

"Dutch sauce," said Rowena absently. "It's nicénagparagus,” thinking
desperately: What does she mean? Does she meamg®yd. do better ...
does she mean for Forrest ... oh, how ghastlyafstarted matchmaking! |
expect she's tired of keeping house here, pashéraage, and would snatch
at any opportunity. Pechaps she was to blame tsetlother companions
pursuing her nephew--

She said out loud, firmly, because she sensed athédhbe firm with Aunt
Lavinia: "I think I'd better tell you that your nlepw and | detested each
other on sight. The less we have to do with eallrdhe better. I'm here as
your companion, and I'll do the cooking too."

A voice, weak but mocking, said from the open dayrwYou won't make
any impression on Aunt Lavinia, you know. It's likging to punch a
feather pillow, or strike a match on a blancmange."

Forrest Beechington stood in the doorway, a gldssater in his hand.
"You forgot to bring me this, Miss Fotheringham,lgmwt it myself."

Rowena felt her cheeks burn. How long had he beere? Aunt Lavinia
didn't look in the least put out.

"Blancmange!" she said triumphantly. "You know libee that's it!"
"That's what?" asked Rowena helplessly.

"The last line in yesterday's crossword. A dessetrimuch favoured by the
modern generation. We thought of rice and tapiocksgmolina custard....”



Forrest Beechington, leaning against the doorwaye @ helpless gesture.
"You see?"

Rowena said, "Can you manage to get back to bikd&?ing in the sweets
when you're in. And please ring if | forget anytpielse!"

The next day was madly busy, but at least it g&valbreathing-space from
personal conflicts. One of the men's wives helped/éha and Nelly with

the enormous meals and teas and snacks the caitalaeited, and she
rather enjoyed going down to the sheds with thgsirand watching for a
few moments the incredibly quick hand shearing Wed going on as well
as the electric. Two Maoris, handsome men with dagles and

golden-brown skins and fine features, were singimgsically as they

worked, and were on equal terms with the otherd,raost popular.

One of them, evidently often up here, came up édFserest. He remained a
little while in the bedroom yarning. Rowena heartn hcall Mr.
Beechington "Boss" once, but another time say ‘@3btr

She took Mr. Beechington in a cup of tea. "What wesMaori's name?"
she asked.

His eyes screwed up with laughter. "Fergus McLarkalsaid. "I'm sorry to
disappoint you ... I'd like to have obliged witmsething more typical. I'm
not taking a rise out of you, honestly. We're stenmarried half have
British names, and as many of the pakehas havetedidpaori names,
soft-sounding ones like Ngaio, and Huia and Ti&kiu can't go by names."
He added, "I'm getting up. Can't stand this. Do tymuok you could fix me a
sling? | want to wander down to the sheds. I'llwotk."

"l think you're most foolish. | don't know if | otgto allow it."
He looked at her from under the dark browsllow... might | remind you,
Miss Fotheringham, of your words to my aunt lagfht? You came here

merely as her companion ... maysupervisor."

Rowena turned and walked out of the room.



She didn't see him again till late that eveningnAuavinia had seen him
down at the sheds and had him out of there in aeyuaf an hour. Rowena
had heard her speaking softly into the phone, aedged she had contacted
the doctor, when he arrived soon after.

Aunt Lavinia had appeared out of the sick-room wigmug expression and
said, "Doc thinks Forrest may have to go to hotpgitee doesn't take care.
He's to have tea in bed, and is allowed up foraur kater, provided he lies
on the couch. He mustn't walk about."

"Then," said Rowena hastily, "should | light a finehis own sitting-room?"

Aunt Lavinia looked surprised. "Of course not, ffeor boy's bored with
his own company. The doctor's just allowing himfapthat."Despite the
fact that she had performed all sorts of meniaiedutluring the day,
Rowena found herself treated exactly as a welcamstat night, expected
just to relax and enjoy herself, and Aunt Laviniasvwso patently delighted
to have someone to talk to that it was extremely ha be guarded in
answering. Particularly when her genuine interedkowena'’s former life
was mixed up with her hunt for clues. It disarmed.y

Rowena decided she must remember exactly all sthadaitted to ... her
people, save one brother, were dead ... no, she&t gone into business, or
one of the professions, she'd been at home, hoeiekefor her father, or
on big estates as companion-help. That was thdibegb take.

Aunt Lavinia was called to the phone by Nelly, d&afrest Beechington
said, amused, "You can't shut Aunt Lavinia up thkeywou shut me up
when | enquired about your past life, can you?"

"I didn't want to," said Rowena, looking up fromns® linen she was
mending, purely a voluntary job.

"Didn't you?" His voice was disbelieving. "I thouglou were rather cagey
myself. In fact, almost uneasy. Aunt Lavinia, fdrheer vagueness, is very
astute, you know. She's genuinely interested intwhekes people tick,
what their ambitions are, their dreams."



"And just why should that make me uneasy?" Dedpatewords Rowena
felt a little sick at the pit of her stomach.

"I don't know, butyou probably do." The hazel eyes were watching her
closely.

Rowena allowed herself to look a little puzzlede $hrelessly regarded her
stitching, as if it mattered more than the conviemsa She decided to carry
the attack into the enemy's camp. Better than defen that sometimes
suggest you had something to hide.

"Mr. Beechington, you seem to think | have someridt motive in coming
here. What's in your mind?"

He didn't deny it. He said promptly, "You're not ttompanion type. How
do you come to need this type of job?"

She was terse. "The usual reason ... money."

"You sound to me as if you've had a moneyed backgtd

She allowed herself to sound amused. "Him@sone sound moneyed?"
"How do you think? Your voice ... you speak withwtra-English accent."

She uttered a sound that was pure scorn. "How dadgathat? How does
anyone do that? | mean | can understand anyonagsayperson speaks
English with a Yorkshire accent, or a Scots accebut how could anyone
speak English with an English accent?" This migbhvp a red herring.

He laughed. "Point taken. It's a contradictioreimts, but I think you know
what | mean just the same - you -"

She cut in, "Even the short time I've been in doantry, | find you New
Zealanders are ridiculously touchy about your owtreat. No reason why
you should be, either. | find it quite acceptalifs.not so clipped, that's all,
and someone on ti&rathnevirexplained that. Said that while few pakehas
speak Maori, you are so used to Maori place- naesyou sound your



words completely. That the Maoris accentuate eggthable - therefore

even your 'y’ become like 'ee'.

"That's probably correct. I've never thought abbutwas going to say that
you speak as the upper ten speak. You must havednovhose circles."”

"l did," she said calmly. A little smile touchedrigs. "I've lived with the
best families.”

"I'd like to shake you!" he said.

"Better leave it till your wrist is healed. We muistrisk another
haemorrhage.”

"Then don't provoke me."

She looked up, all innocence. "Have | been prowgkid've merely
answered your questions."

"Have you?"

"You mean you don't think I've answered them tuitiaf don't you, Mr.
Beechington? | don't care to have my word doubted.”

"l don't think you're lying. | think you're holdingpmething back.™l could
be," she admitted. "Possibly | don't care to laylifieybare to a stranger. Are
you afraid I'll make off with the silver or the fagjewels?"

She saw the colour rise in the dark cheeks andyleals She had scored.

"l think, my dear Miss Fotheringham, you know petfgwell | don't think
that. | feel there's something behind this. Are ganing away from some
intolerable situation?"

She felt the colour leave her cheeks. She hadrsdffenough humiliation
back Home ... the wedding dress ordered, arrangsmeade with the Vicar
... the six bridesmaids ... living in a dream, Gexf dancing attendance on
her--feeling loved, secure, even after Father digien the break, the



subsequent whispering, the sympathy, the hintiofmph in some eyes,

eyes that had been jealous before ... the uttesesainoss, the bitterness of
the knowledge that in the hours that she had fewekt, Geoffrey had been
bored, calculating....

"If | was ... if | had come out to here for a velgfinite reason, do | have to
tell someone | met only two days ago? Why should 1?

His answer was unexpected "Because you're alona &my way from all
that was known and familiar and dear to you, amdight - help."

The surprise of it took her breath away. She statédim. He had turned his
head and was gazing at his feet under the rugvélce had been ... kind.
His eyes had been compassionate. She was consfiaumelting at her
heart, a heart that had been rimmed in ice so kweg, as she became aware
of it, reason and caution took over. Geoffrey hadrbkind too. He had been
wonderful when her father died; tender and undedstey ... So she had
thought.But she no longer trusted her own judgement, adri@ss in men.

So her face hardened. "You have your own way diifig things out,

haven't you, Mr. Beechington? If direct questiondtuggsn't bring results ...
something | find is an intolerable intrusion, imy private affairs ... you try
sympathy. It won't soften me up, believe me."

She didn't much like the look he gave her then. I8lveied on, because
though Aunt Lavinia could talk for hours on the pRpshe might appear at
any moment.

"Mr. Beechington, | hope you still don't think Iroa here and took this job
with the same idea that the others had. How cduldlidn't even know you
existed, incredible as it may seem. And - and Itdldyou my affections

were otherwise engaged.” She wanted to reiterateitimade her feel safe
then, and more natural with him. It bolstered e

"So you did." The expression in his eyes was beywmrdo read. "Where is
he? ... this man with whom you have this ... eunderstanding. Where did
you meet him? If he's an Englishman, what's he gltanlet you come



thirteen thousand miles away? If he's a New Zeagndhy didn't you take
a job near him? This is miles from anywhere."

Rowena's mind cast about wildly for a credible argtion.
"I met him on the ship,” she said firmly.

The eyebrows flew up. "Shipboard romance . .. maoa stars, tropical
palms, cities of the east. ... Couldn't you briing buite to the point ... to the
engagement ring point, with a setting like that?"

"l didn't want to get married before I'd seen Neealand," said Rowena
steadily (oh, why in the world had she ever invdrites romance .. . why
hadn't she just said she was a man-hater ... botrmaeer believed that,
anyway, their inborn vanity prevented them from'itl looked forward to

this experience. Lots of girls from New Zealandetalorking holidays over
Home. | thought I'd like a few months here. I'd @& heard," her tone bit,
"that New Zealanders were kindly, democratic, hiadype ... that they didn't
bother much about people's backgrounds.”

The shaft glanced off. He said, unperturbed, "Bdm'tifalling in-love with
this chap rank above the mere experience of begsaganion-help? Did
he come out here to work? And if so, didn't he wantife to set up home
with?"

"He's - he's travelling about,” said Rowena lamely.

"How? What's he do?"She dared not seem to heditaeher mind flashed
the thought of the occupation of .a man she haddauhard to dodge on
board ship. She had instinctively distrusted himt be had the sort of
calling that could account for not wanting to beldlad with a wife just
now.

"He's an artist,” she said desperately. "He's tiiageall over New Zealand
for six or seven montjis, painting. A - commissfona - for a travel agency.
Well - we'll put our affairs in order after thatolt are you satisfied?"



"Satisfied isn't quite the word," said Forrest Baeagton. "But I'm glad to
get to the bottom of it ... but my conscience ! Tinen women fall for!"

There was a silence between them, heavy silenaec¢olld only be broken
by hot words. Aunt Lavinia came in.

Rowena said unsteadily, rising, "Would you minthfent to bed early? I'm
extremely tired, and I've planned quite a big dayndrrow. I've left the
supper ready. Nelly could just make the tea for.¥you

"Certainly, dear. I'll have Nelly bring you up ayr You've had such an
eventful few days. | don't wonder you are tiredf yofu go."

"Thank you very much, Mrs. Beechington. Goodnighyou both."

Tonight Rowena didn't bother looking at the nevir, §ars, there was no
comfort even in the old familiar moon. She pulledva the blinds with no
eyes for the beauty of the night, conscious thatstevere pricking behind
her eyelids, and climbed wearily into bed.

She put her face in the pillow. Oh, Geoffrey, Geoff... this would have
been the month we would have returned from our yymoen in Norway ...
we would have had all sorts of loveliness to rememb we would have
been setting up house at Hollows . . . Hollows wigftunning gables and its
tall chimney stacks, and the trees surroundingoitild/ be stirring with the
sap of spring.,. No one would have questioned miewould have been
protected, cherished--Ainsley Dene would not haeenbfar away, and
Leicester and Margot... but I'm here because cdayglan to try to prove to
myself | can inspire love without the backgroundaoetealthy home. Instead
| inspire nothing but insult and curiosity, and float | give back lie after lie,
and lying leaves a nasty taste in my mouth ..Geuffrey, Geoffrey, this is
what you've brought me to ... stranded in a busimdstead thirteen
thousand miles from home, living in a house witman who despises all
women.... She turned her face to the wall.



CHAPTER IV

RowENA almost resented the beauty of the morning she awmkt would
have seemed more fitting had the landscape beegt wastorm. As it was,
the homestead lay in a pool of sunshine, girdleddarlet geraniums, and
nestled graciously against a background of lovelfumn trees, English
ones, with the perfect foil of native bush as akidaap.

She also resented the fact that today she couldpiite - wholeheartedly
hate all Beechingtons. Aunt Lavinia was such aldetone could possibly
dislike her. She was so delighted Rowena was heceapproved her work
continually. Rowena felt she had to be on her gsarthat her affinity with

the older woman didn't soften her feelings towahds nephew, her
unbearable nephew.

Nelly wasn't as difficult as she had feared. Hees & type she knew -
unable to assume any responsibility. She was a gwoker under

authority. Much easier, probably, than dealing sitmeone more efficient,
who might also resent you. On the whole it was eaghnt situation, in
beautiful, if neglected surroundings, and there alasys some drawback
... In this case, Forrest Beechington.

It was quite evident, as the days went by, thavae prepared to admit she
was useful about the house, and that since hisveamtied her, that was all
that mattered. All that needed to matter, sinchdwmade it plain that any
dealings he had with her were to be strictly impees.

Perhaps that was why he had permitted himself itnd@likess of the other
night. As he had declared to her his attitude tdy@&unattached females in
the house, he expected her to observe the rules.

He need not worry - if Forrest Beechington werelést man on earth she
would not - Rowena wrenched her mind away fromgueakreactions, and
went on polishing the staircase, a beautiful, catiely carved kauri one, that
would last for ever.

She looked up to see Aunt Lavinia coming down. Thder woman
stopped.



"Now you've finished that, Rowena, you must haveest. Go into the
sun-room and read. Tell Nelly to do the same. Shetter working when
you are, and resting when you rest."

"l think I'll go out on the back verandah, Mrs. Bbmgton, that's where
Nelly usually sits and sews."

Aunt Lavinia looked puzzled. "It's not necessaritowith Nelly. | know
you're doing the cooking, and a terrific amounthed housework, but you
mustn't feel | regard you as a sort of superiordnfiai all that.”

Rowena laughed. "It's sweet of you to say that,. Beschington, but I've
got ulterior motives. | think Nelly's lonely. Thaitwhat young girls miss.
That's why they leave the country, and go to faesan town. No company
of their own age. | hope we'll get another girldreflong. Besides, | like
Nelly. She's not very well read, and her educatibeen very sketchy, but
there's something appealing about her, fundamgmndiblesome.”

"All right, Rowena, you know best. I'm going to l#own. Just make
yourselves some afternoon tea, and relax as you waifhere are some
new magazines in - | left them in the hall. Forstl the men won't be in
for afternoon tea. They're across the river, fegmcand Jock's wife is going
over with tea in the Land Rover."

Nelly looked up from her embroidery as Rowena caméo the verandah.
"Did you want me, Miss Fotheringham?"

Rowena shook her head. "No. I'm feeling a littledly. Mind if | share your
sunny corner? Oh, good. Mrs. Beechington told mebriag out the
magazines. Like some?"

Nelly looked gratified. Rowena hesitated. There wasething else she
ought to offer. She had noticed how casual New feldrs were about
Christian names. She plunged.

"Don't you think Miss Fotheringham's a bit formatiwjust the two of us in
the house, Nelly? Do make it Rowena."



The bright colour ran up Nelly's fair cheeks. Sbekkd pleased but
embarrassed. "Th-thanks all the same, Miss Fotijiesim, but I'd ... I'd not
feel just right doing that. None of those other pamons would have done
it. They expected me to fetch and carry for therh.cQurse they were
different.”

Rowena couldn't help it. "How different, Nelly?'*
The colour stayed in Nelly's cheeks, but she magsiant effort to explain.

"Well, you see, they weren't ... weren't ... thegnd have - well, they
weren't yourquality, but that made them act more as if they wantecto.b
especially in front of Mr. Beechington."

Rowena was annoyed to find her own colour risgettved her right, really.
She achieved a laugh, and said, "Well, please gtuiselly, and if, when
we've known each other longer, you want to calRowena, feel free to do
so."

Rowena insisted on making the tea and bringingtit and presently Nelly
forsook her sewing for the magazines. She sighedigiously as she gazed
at a hair shampoo advertisement. "I can never gdtair to look like that!"
she said.

Rowena looked and decided to risk giving offence.

"Your hair could look like that, Nelly, but you spi by frizzing it."

"But, Miss Fotheringham, it's so straight - | hawesurl it."

"Straight hair can look lovely, provided it's wglloomed. Your hair is so
golden, and could be shining if you didn't tortitrevery night with pins.
When you curl it you can't brush it the same. li yad your hair shorter and
brushed it madly every night and morning, | thihkvould turn up at the

ends naturally and develop a wave of its own. Itefirf

Nelly looked wistful. "I wish | could do it rightaw, but my day off isn't till
Tuesday, and -"



"But you're having time off now. Why don't you takd&icycjp and go down
to the township?"

"No hairdresser. None nearer than Geraldine."

Rowena was amazed. "Nelly.... I've had a littleazigmce in trimming hair.

| always trimmed my cousin's twins' hair. It's stinrgg I've got a flair for.
I'd have liked to be a hairdresser if I'd had t&hRE realized just in time she
had been going to say: "had to earn my living,'sBe changed it to "if I'd
had the opportunity to live in London.”

Nelly turned cornflower-blue eyes on her. "You mgan'd cut it for me?"
"Gladly, if you'll risk it, Nelly?"
"I'd let you do anything, Miss Fotheringham."

Rowena smiled, here was hero-worship. "A rash state, Nelly. I'll get
some sharp scissors and something to put round you.

She brought out a mirror on a stand, draped a siveeit Nelly and, using a
firmly bristled brush, endeavoured to smooth oettingle of fussy curls.

Nelly was enchanted with the difference, even wR&wena was only
halfway through.

Rowena said, "It will look a little sawn-off tilt's shampooed. I'll do it right
away. I'll slip up and get my shampoo.

They emerged again in the sunshine, to dry it.difference the shorter cut
made to Nelly's attractive face was amazing. Theyewso absorbed in
styling the hair, and setting it, they did not haastep on the verandabh till
Forrest Beechington spoke.

"Good heavens! A hairdressing salon! Aren't you sadle, Miss
Fotheringham? | must suppose you have a diplombadiodressing too!”



Rowena looked up from pressing in a wave with lgogl fingers. "No,
only a knack," she said easily. "Don't you thinloitks nice?"

"Too nice..." Forrest flicked Nelly's cheek wittpatronizing finger. "We'll
be looking for another maid before we know whereane"

Nelly blushed again, pleased. It was only too evidéorrest Beechington
could do no wrong in her eyes.

He looked at the tea-table, the plates under tisp @vhite organdie cover.
"That looks good ... fresh scones ... | could dthwbome."

Rowena said coolly, "Mrs. Beechington said Jockfs was providing you
with afternoon tea on the fencing job."

"So she did. But that's an hour ago, long enoughite a thirst again. Any
tea in the pot?"

"It will be cold. I'll make you some more. Sit tiNelly, 53
I'll finish setting your hair when I've made Mr. &gington his tea."”

He followed her into the kitchen. "Mighty condesdeny of you when it's
your time off."

She said stiffly, "l didn't mean to sound condesiogg It's just that-"

"Just what?" He put out a hand and arrested hersveasnt towards the
kettle on the coal range.' He wanted her attention.

"Just that your remarks concerning your warinessh wthe other
companions don't make for naturalness in our dgalihcan hardly sound
eager for your company without you classing me widgm, can 1?"

He grinned, "Touche," then added, "What a tongueéwogot, Katharina."

Rowena's lip curled. "I can't see you in the rdl@etruchio!" she said.



"Why not?" The mobile eyebrows flew up.

"l can't see you minded to tame any woman. Aftereaken Petruchio had a
certain need of Katharina, but you..."

He prompted her, "But 1?"

"You wouldn't have any need ... of any woman. Yesgise them. You are
completely self-sufficient.”

She was disappointed if she hoped to see him résaint

He chuckled maddeningly. "Lord, how you rise to rgvéait. Not
completely, Katharina. Women have their uses. Rstance, you were
needed to bandage me the other day, and wherhbseefficient you are at
most things, I'm willing to admit we may come tgdad upon you more
and more.

"Just as well, that first day, that | warned y@m't it? or you too might get
ideas. And we are going to find you more and ma&ful. Aunt Lavinia
won't need to go thirty miles to Ashburton to get hair set ... and if I'm too
busy come harvest to go to Geraldine to get minmeedgou might even
attempt to cut mine."

An extraordinary sensation assailed Rowena at brslsv Involuntarily her
fingers curled inwards at the thought of that dhdad of crisp curls,
springing back beneath her touch. It was such an smftening feeling that
she said with some asperity, "You were quite saférom me... even
without the warning."

"Really? I'm not your type?" He was quite imperable. He added, "Look
out, you'll scald yourself in a moment, Miss Fothgham."

She said, "Il leave the tea to draw, and bringheoof the cakes and
sandwiches in here." He picked up the cup and satlitehave it out there
in the sun. Go on with Nelly's hair. Don't let nagtle you."

"You couldn't rattle me," she said through tigpsli



It was a night or two later, in the dining-roomathrorrest Beechington put
his paper down and said:

"Miss Fotheringham, | must teach you to ride."

She looked up from sewing new curtain rings on schmetz curtains she
had laundered.

"Must, Mr. Beechington?"

She meant that to indicate it was not necessaay stie was an expert rider,
but he missed the inflection.

"Yes, must. It's a necessity here. You might belade¢o bring me an urgent
message, and | could be miles away, across theopksidnd creeks, places
where even the Land Rover is no use. Don't youtlieidea? It's a fine

accomplishment.”

Aunt Lavinia intervened. "Forrest! Don't sound sictatorial. Rowena
might be nervous of horses. Some people are. 8bete do anything she
doesn't want to."

It wasn't often Forrest crossed his aunt, buttime he set his mouth and
said, "lI've made up my mind about this. Besides,yas know, the
youngsters live in the saddle in the holidays, l&hteel easier about them if
Miss Fotheringham learned to ride and could accompiaem."

Aunt Lavinia gazed at him in amazement. "But .t.ibshe's a new chum at
the gamethey'dhave to look aftener.”

His lips twitched. "Aunt Lavinial How can you? Know Miss
Fotheringham, can you imagine her not excellingngthing she takes up?"

Rowena hated the sarcasm in his tone, but resolvetb55



give him the satisfaction of showing it. She pickgdanother ring, slotted it
on her thread.

Aunt Lavinia wavered. "Well, no ... she's so gobé\aerything, but you're
not to badger her, Forrest. | don't want her havoméearn to ride just to
please you!"

He gave a derisive snoitWouldyou learn to ride, just to please me, Miss
Fotheringham?"

Her voice was cool, unapologetic. "No, Mr. Beeclamg If | learn to ride, it
will be to amuse myself, not to please you." Shdeddto herself: "And
how!"

Aunt Lavinia made a sound of distress, and flutdrer hands. "There now,
Forrest, you've upset her!"

"I haven't,” he retorted. "You can't upset her. d\hbrses wouldn't upset
her. Not even wild bulls, would they, Miss Fothgtiam?"

Quite unexpectedly Aunt Lavinia laughed. "You twe &errible, the way
you argue ... just like Penny and Tony. Isn't viglly?"

Rowena was betrayed into genuine feeling, but megrthis time, not
resenting.

"Lovely, Mrs. Beechington?"

"Yes, sounds odd, but you know what | mean. All ifees quarrel, and to
hear you two at it reminds me of our happy famiysl - before Linda and
Darrell were killed."

Rowena felt her eyes mist and bent over her sewmgpite of all the

enmity between herself and the master of Tawhds Hihere were times
when the poignancy of their family story undermiryedir defences. Times
when you felt as if Linda and Darrell and Colin et so very far away.
She looked up to find Forrest Beechington regardiegsombrely. Their
glances held, neither look giving anything away.



Mrs. Beechington's voice fell into the suddenlyseersilence. She didn't
look up from the headline she was peering at,usitgaid simply, "Rowena,
why don't you call me Aunt Lavinia?"

Rowena caught her breath, aware that Forrest r@aedbat her sharply.
This was another thing ... Aunt Lavinia was so gayjnconsequential, no
one would ever guess she carried with her, alwtagshreat of encroaching
blindness. It was only headlines she could read now

She had said to Rowena only yesterday how shedmaedl for children of
her own, sons, she had said, and a darling daughtardaughter like you,
my dear." How could she repulse her?

Rowena said, "It's sweet of you, Mrs. Beechingtaut,.." her voice was a
little unsteady, "but I - | - well, it would seemmpertinent.”

Aunt Lavinia wasn't at all put out. "I can't imaginyou ever being
impertinent, dear child, or presuming, but | knoewhhard it is to begin
using a different name. But whenever you feel itkgust do."

Rowena's tone was warm. "Oh, thank you for undedstg so well." She
did not dare to look at Forrest.

He said, most unexpectedly, and with ... coulaggibly be kindness in his
tone? - "You could make it Beechy, you know. Thddchn never say
Great-aunt Lavinia, or even Aunt ... it's alway®8®y. Beechington is such
a mouthful for everyday use. Almost as much of authiul as -
Fotheringham."

Rowena did not know how to reply. As she hesitafenirest Beechington
said, the tone she hated back in his voice, "Buioofse, you're allergic to
suggestions from me, aren't you?"

Rowena said quietly, "That would be childish, wouldt? I'm hoping I'm
not that.” She turned to Aunt Lavinia with a suddamle, warm and loving.
"I'd love to call you Beechy, if | may, when thene no outsiders about."”



Just as Aunt Lavinia started to speak, the telepladforrest Beechington's
elbow rang. He picked it up.

"A cablegram?" he said. "Right. I've a pencil hiégou just read it now."

Telegrams and cables always came that way in thetgg and they were
delivered with the mail-man next morning.

He repeated it as it came to him. "Have securedhben the Queen
Charlotte.Leaving Southampton Monday. Love to all, Helen."

He said to his aunt unnecessarily as he replacedéteiver, "Helen is
coming home. She should be here by...

let me see... May."

"How nice," said Aunt Lavinia, and Rowena couldh@tp feeling there was
warmth lacking in her tone. Her nephew seemedasstfter that. Fidgeted
with papers and magazines, smoked cigarette afjarette instead of his
usual pipe. Finally, he opened the glass doorsthmadrawing-room, and
went to the grand piano.

Rowena and Aunt Lavinia sat in silence while hg/@thpiece after piece . .
. "Where'er You Walk", "Westering Home", "The Em@skLove Lilt" ... he
didn't sing to his playing, but Rowena knew themeaaidd fitted the words in
her mind. Finally he went into "The Bells of St. Ma", and began to sing
softly.

Aunt Lavinia had a frown between her brows.

"Isn't that odd ... he hasn't sung, or toucheglaigo since..."

She stopped. Even Aunt Lavinia had her reserveelioshe must respect
some on her nephew's behalf. But she hadn't neededsh her sentence ...

Forrest Beechington hadn't touched his piano skhelen Dewmore had
gone from New Zealand!



Now Helen was coming back, and the forbidding nrasteTawhai was
singing with a lilt in his voice:

The old love, the true love, from over the seal!

Helen had been engaged to Colin Beechington, wHalleal ... had Forrest
always loved her? ... did he think a decent intdmad now elapsed? ... and
his old love, his true love was returning home?

Perhaps that would mellow him, lessen his antagotisvards herself. He
would never think of Helen as marrying him for mpndecause the
Dewmores' estate was as large as this. .Yes, Eddeechington might
easily be less cynical, less bitter, if his ownd®tory had a happy ending ...
all of which should have made Rowena Fotheringhasiee in her mind,
evenglad. .. butitdidn't, it didn't... it wetslpid, it was unaccountable, but
she merely felt - bleak....



CHAPTER YV

FORRESTBEECHINGTONIOSt no time in carrying out his promise - or vitees
threat? - to teach Rowena to ride. His work kept hiear the house next
morning, and he came in at ten for morning tea.

"Now," he said, "l gather the dishes are washeds brade, the dusting
finished, all done to Miss Fotheringham's unrelgntime-table. Nelly can
do the rest, can't you, Nelly? Run upstairs andirgetsome slacks, Miss
Fotheringham.”

Rowena looked at him across the kitchen tablavéinldn't be the slightest
use my protesting once more that |1 don't need gitkesons?"

"You're right. It wouldn't."

Nelly giggled. Forrest turned to her, the indulgemtle so often evident in
his dealings with Nelly softening the severity o bBxpression.

"What are you laughing at, Nelly?"
"The way she - Miss Fotheringham - talks to you."

He grinned, shrugged, said to Rowena, "See! Sheized at your temerity.
Standing up to the boss like that!"

Rowena said, every bit as dryly as he could, 'hkhshe admires it really.
And she's got the great advantage of being broughin awe of the name
Beechington. Besides, it doesn't get me anywhees d? Even when | tell
you | don't need to learn to ride, you still insist

"Exactly,"” said Mr. Beechington, missing her megnamce more. "I've told
you it's a necessity in a country like this.”

"l suppose it doesn't matter that | speeded thralighvork this morning in
an effort to preserve fruit? It's a disgrace to ge# fruit rotting in the
orchard. I wish I'd come a little earlier in theayg



"Oh, I haven't a doubt that you'll cope, ridingsleiss or not. Besides, | shan't
give you very long this first lesson -

it finds out the tender places, you know. And tmmpensate, I'll peel all the
pears you want me to, tonight. Go and get changess, Fotheringham."

"Yes, Mr. Beechington," said Rowena meekly, and twsowly upstairs.
Well, it was on his own head, since he would nogd@said. It served him
right!

She looked longingly at her riding clothes, cargfatowed away. No, that
would give the show away prematurely. She'd havefure first, and the
self-willed Mr. Beechington would learn that it didalways pay to foist
your pet ideas upon other people. Taking it fontgd she couldn't ride!

She could have laughed madly when she saw ForesstHihgton leading
out old Dandy. Dandy, who was fat and lazy and goaidired. He'd been
the children's school pony, and had been show-dase, but had long
since been pensioned off, ridden only occasiorahy when the children
were home, merely for exercise.

It was easy to pretend to amateur nervousness etdkes. Rowena asked
if he was quite sure the saddle wouldn't slip, whlee put one foot in the
stirrup ... and was assured not winesaddled up. She held the reins wrong,
first too tightly, then too loosely. Since she tadght many youngsters to
ride, she even remembered the question: "Are yoe sne stirrup isn't
longer than the other?"

He was surprisingly patient, though she hated toitathat, even to herself,
and allowed her to take no risks. Rowena wonderedl \Wwe would say if
she urged Dandy to a gallop and took the fendeut. Dandy wasn't the
mount to show her paces. No ... she would waiteeter the revenge then.

"Keep your knees in," said her instructor. "Later'td put pennies between
your knees and Dandy, and not call you proficidhtybu can keep the
pennies there. Actually you're not doing badly."

"Thank you," said Rowena, with exaggerated andisigg[s meekness.



Mr. Beechington looked at her sharply. "I'm notrigesarcastic -1 mean it."
The suspicion of a dimple dented Rowena's chee& Gfr

moment. "Well ... you see, I'm not used to praisemf you ... only
criticism."

He halted, his hand on Dandy's bridle, looked ashearely.

"Miss Fotheringham, I'm not critical. of your workAnything else | may
have said has been purely personal... more to tiowgmen's motives and
emotions. How could | be critical of your work? Taav Hills is more
efficiently run than in Linda's day. Even more tharmy mother's, and |
thought she was all a housekeeper could be. Antteyonaking my aunt
happy. You read to her so tirelessly. You're notha least embarrassed
whatever you have to read out of the news.

"Those other companions were quite impossible. Awavinia loves the
little gossipy bits ... they used to go. ..

'Er - well - that's not very interesting after alll go on to something else,’
and leave Aunt Lavinia so frustrated. Even wherasmt there, listening,
they couldn't take it. Reading aloud is a talentvaell as any other. And we
can again talk farming without a trace of self-anogsness."

Rowena felt a glow of gladness sweep up from harthelow odd when she
had started out with ... well, less than generowdives, to take these
lessons. To hide her pleasure, she bent her hedtsithe chestnut hair fell
across her cheek. She ran a hand caressingly cuedy3 mane. Then,
despising herself for the feeling, she said wittmsoasperity, "l can't
imagine you ever feeling self-conscious, or sparamyone's feelings,
either.”

There was a pause, then Forrest Beechington gsiverg unamused laugh.
"You certainly believe in taking the foils off, dbgou?"

Rowena retorted, "One has to, with some men. Hagvtbdt blunt people
never relish a matching bluntness."



There was a pause, a much more noticeable one. RRolfed her head,
and found him regarding her with an unfathomableression. She bit her
lip. She felt she needn't have said just that.rBbistened her lips, she must
say she was sorry.

Before she could, he said matter-of-factly, "Intsmf the fact that you're
hot-tempered, Rowena ... and | suppose that glirgdadin your hair could
excuse that... | thought you'd have been faireyaar opinion of me.
Prepared to give the devil his due, in fact!™

His eyes danced, mocking her. "Do you want to caloen now? Had
enough?" He didn't wait for her answer but putlasthand.

She came down neatly enough, for she'd forgottetheomoment she was
supposed to be a novicfe, and it earned his praise.

He grasped her by the wrist. "Do you really thinkdmple on people's
feelings quite regardless of their own reactiongsaMFotheringham?"

She fiddled with the stirrup. She was annoyed tal fherself a little
breathless, and she didn't want to feel that wayaborrest Beechington.
She preferred to show him indifference.

"l - I - my dealings with you haven't led me to egpanything else, I'm
afraid. | can certainly imagine you displaying aefiscorn of anything
approaching prudery with regard to farming termad @&eing most
impatient with anyone not brought up to it."

"Because we've been so outspoken in front of yautzhign you said you'd
lived in the country all your life. Tell me, haveewffended you at all?"

Rowena made an impatient gesture, looking up &t'l@$ course not. I'm

impatient myself with any hint of that. Life is @&swas created, and the
Creator can't be wrong. It's only our interpretatad things that makes us
embarrassed. Only | just can't imagine you beindewstanding of a city
woman's reaction ... a reaction you would probablyp as being

old-maidish."



"Then you're wrong." His grip of her wrist tightehél really did feel sorry
for Miss Braithwaite the day Tony rushed and said, 'l say, Uncle Forrest,
how good did the tester say the ram was?' | veryiddly said: 'Oh, good
for years, he should live to a ripe old age," batyrbrushed that aside, and
said scornfully: *I mean how many ewes is he good?'f Poor Miss
Braithwaite went all colours of the rainbow, antbék Tony outside and
told him to censor his farming gen in future inrft@f her."

It was too much for Rowena, she put her head badklaughed. Forrest
Beechington laughed with her.

"That's better," he said. There was something enhthazel eyes with their
flecks of green that disturbed Rowena ... or wasihething in her own
feelings? When this man forgot to be deliberatelyding and cynical, he ...
oh, it was foolish to relax one's guard at all, pwen a different start and a
different set-up ... if he were not so distrustiitlvomen, and had she not
carried a scar because of Geoffrey, they might haetson common ground.

"Much better,” he repeated. "I think, you know,tthae could deal well
together. This estate needs someone like you. 8inde we understand
each other, no complications are likely to arise.”

His qualification,since we understand each othegs like the amber light
on a Belisha beacon to Rowena. The warmth at haat keoled. Even in
Forrest Beechington's genial moments, he was daieftemind her that
friendliness meant just that and no more.

"Now," she said evenly, "I'll go up to the housed aget on with the
preserving."

She and Nelly bottled fruit all the afternoon, wiagh peeling, slicing, using
both the big coal range and the electric one. Bytithe they had had dinner
and washed up, she was almost too ti/ed to move.



She sat down in front of the fire with Aunt Lavinia obedience to her
request, and read her the paper. Forrest Beechingts looking through
the Weekly Newdyut he put it down and listened.

"I'm getting quite attached to having my news réadne," he remarked

lazily. "I read once that the test of an actresgsise was whether or not she
could make the multiplication table sound fascimati've never heard you

recite that, Rowena, but you can make the Birtharridges, and Deaths
sound like poetry."

Rowena kept the paper well up. It wasn't the compht that had
heightened her colour ... he had called her RowEmafirst time, when he
gashed his wrist, hadn't meant a thing, that haah ls®rn out of urgency.
This had been said quite naturally. She read on.

When she had finished, she rose. "Would you exouseBeechy? I've a
few things to do.”

Aunt Lavinia thought she meant things of her owmjruher room, so made
no protest. Rowena went out to the kitchen, putlatithe damper of the
stove, switched the electric range on. She didetltke it, but if she could
get this lot of peaches and pears done, the degltlsl\we cleared for more
tomorrow. And there were all the discards to bepgleal up for jam, and
pear ginger.

She'd been at it about half an hour when ForrestBagton appeared.
"So this is where you are. Haven't you had enodghfor one day?"

As she began to protest he held up a hand. "Nowt say you're not tired.
You must be. If you aren't, then you must be a tobweithout any human

weaknesses at all."

"I am tired, Mr. Beechington, but time, tide, amglening fruit wait for no
man, and it would be such a relief to get this dimméght."

"l can understand that. I'll help.”



He over-rode her protests. "Now, not any silly bess about it being
beneath my dig, or some such rot. The sooner ybusgel to our ways the
better. We all pitch in and help."

"l wasn't going to protest. | think you've got aai idea of conditions in
England today. An outmoded idea. Our stately hoh@e® gone, mainly,
save those whose owners have managed to make theh p

"You mean opening them to sightseers?"

"That, and making the best use of the land. Farmihg

She thought with a nostalgic pang of Ainsley Demith its huge team of
workers, its progressive agricultural and pastoragprmme.

She said hastily, "I'll get a basin of salted wdtaryou to put the pear
quarters into."

"How about each of us taking a separate job? Mé&kemore speed and
efficiency, Miss Fotheringham. If | peel, you cowlore and slice.”

"Better reverse it, | think. | doubt if you coulédp up with me, if you do the
peeling."

He sighed. Handed her the peeler, picked up tHe kni
"Why don't you sit down to this job?" he asked.

"Table's too high,” she said impatiently. "I like be well above the fruit.
What you save in standing fatigue you make up istfatigue."

He turned away, went into the pantry, brought ohiga stool. "This could
be the complete answer."

She knew she was being unreasonably stubbornalmt"s still prefer to
stand, thank you."

He laughed suddenly. "I get it." His eyes twinkled.



She looked a question.

"Sitting doesn't come so easy tonight, does it?ddaall the chestnut jokes
about taking your dinner off the mantelpiece aune tfter all... en?"

"You mean - you mean because of the riding lessons?
He nodded, still twinkling.

“I'm not in the least stiff and sore, thank youdidsRowena, suddenly
making use of the stool.

He laughed so loudly and derisively that Aunt Laaimeard and came to see
what it was about.

Her nephew looked at her solemnly. "Just that thsrovered that the
superior Miss Rowena Melisande Agatha Fotheringlcam even go one
better than us in the matter of skin ... she'scoatmon clay at all!”

"I've no idea what you're talking about, Forrestt bthink I'll bring my
knitting out here, this looks so homely."

She went off to get it.

Forrest said, "l dread the day when she can ncelokigjit. How will she fill
the hours?"

Rowena looked up. "I think she'll always be ableldoit. Lots of folk knit
and read. You don't need to look, if you keep @mknitting.”

"You're a great comfort,” he said, mock solemnhhei, with more
sincerity: "I was wondering what lay ahead of usadamily. Don't marry
your artist too soon, will you?"

Rowena didn't deign to answer. She picked up samseput them on a tray,
and went into the store-room. He did likewise.



"I'm glad you had the sense to do all these thekguay65when there was
such a back-log of them ... simply stew them ahdhie hot jars. | thought
you'd not have been able to resist doing them daugito the Institute of
Good Housekeeping."

As he finished speaking, his eye fell on a setao$ put aside on a small
table. They were perfectly done; late apricotsragea beautifully in what
almost looked like a pattern, quartered pears \ligir Outer curves
symmetrically piled against the glass, sliced Gol®een peaches that
looked as if they'd been perfectly matched for.size

He looked at her questioningly.

"Those were made from perfect fruit. You may notigdor such things,
perhaps, but | thought there would probably beqgraktand agricultural
shows, and you might want the produce of the TawHidls Estate
competing with the others. I didn't do many."”

There was a warm note in his voice. "There are shawhe biggest of them
the Christchurch A. & P. Show. We've managed tal fmir own in the
stock parades, and so on, but this side has hag4e till now."

It was the first time Rowena had felt his praiseswaqualified, not
mocking. She wondered, as she went up to bed,efsstould tell him
tomorrow that she was an expert rider, and haéehlable to resist taking a
rise out of him.

It was a pity, then, that as she went in seardhrof for she'd deemed it best
not to humiliate him in front of the others, sh@wsld overhear something
that reconfirmed her in the opinion that, exceptigrare mellow moments,
Forrest Beechington was an overbearing, self-witheoh.

She knew Forrest was working beyond the gums,dighg wires. It was a
magnificent patch of gum trees, their sunlit badpthying a great variety
of colour from palest grey to a vivid rust, and tineck was delightful,
leading along-'the fences, through copsy clumpsatif’e trees, ngaios and
tree fuchsias and ribbon woods.



The gums were close to the lower, more gentle slgbeMount Tawhali,
which rose from this end in a long, sloping shouldeceptively gentle in
appearance, and the track Rowena took finally pbine with another that
led up from the road. She'd often rambled along heith Nelly.

She had thought she would hear sounds of activitthe fence-line long
before she got this far. She caught a sight ofdste Dapple Lass through
the trees, and turned towards where the horseetlasréd. A narrow leafy
track led to it. She wasn't halfway along it whiea sound of voices, angry
voices, reached her. She listened. The voice shadhdérst was
unmistakably English ... in fact Yorkshire.

"... We were told the landowners here didn't waabput trespass laws.
We're not likely to light any fires or leave angdait gates open.”

Then Forrest's voice: "lI've told you why you're gotng up the mountain.
It's nothing to do with fires or gates or anythilge - though God knows
we've suffered enough in the past from both - bBstthe hazard of the
weather No one is going up this mountain today."

"But look at the sky ... the wind's nor'west. Ilveen in the country long
enough to recognize the signs."

Forrest's voice was scornful. "Ever hear that #eliknowledge is a

dangerous thing? You've been here long enouglctmneze the signs of a
nor'west, yes, | grant you that, but maybe not lemgugh to mark the signs
of coming change. See how the clouds have patrted ..

Rowena, unseen by the others, looked up too.

Forrest's voice went on: "See how they're beingvbloorthwards. They're
scudding before a sou'wester that you can't segtsatlyerwise."”

The pleasant Yorkshire voice took up. "Have you @) authority to turn
us off the mountain if we can get to it some otlvay than through your
property? "



"No, | haven't - in theory. But you'd have to walklamned long way to get
to it by any other way than through this estatd.iBany case, knowing this
mountain as | do, and the weather ... I'll turn géiby force if you attempt

it!"

His contempt for the letter of the law was unmitegh Rowena hoped the
young fellow realized that. Forrest was lean, brgald-shouldered and
whipcord tough, and the young Yorkshireman washsland boyish. He
shrugged and turned to the girl beside him. "ComeAmgela, apparently
this isn't the stronghold of democracy we're ledétieve. And there are
other mountains and other holidays."

"Very sensible." Forrest Beechington's tone was dog Rowena thought
she detected a note of relief! "And if you take agvice - which you
probably won't - when you do attempt other mourstai@emember they're on
a large scale in this country and do go suitabfd c@nd shod, ready for
blizzards. Carry provisions, and one of those temergency stoves.
There've been too many lives lost on oilr ranges."

Rowena heard no further answer, so thought thekent their way back.
Which was exactly what she was going to do. FoBesichington would be
in no mood to be confronted with what she had hdasithight he might be
disposed to regard as a minor and amusing decefti@my case, why tell
him? He was so fond of putting other people inwiheng, it wouldn't hurt
him to be made a fool of in turn. Silently she Hued her way back through
the cool green bush.

At lunch-time Forrest announced his intention ahgdo Christchurch, and
asked if anyone wanted to go. Aunt Lavinia couldrét bothered, and
Rowena, though she would have dearly loved ataglte city, decided she
must get on with the bottling, and pleaded tharasxcuse, though, in truth,
it was because she was seething at Forrest Bed¢ahisitpigh-handed ways,
and it would take only a chance word from him tgger off an outburst.

They had their evening meal in a peaceful atmosphend afterwards
Rowena followed the pattern of most of the evenaig§awhai ... reading



aloud, helping with the crossword, listening to taéio. Forrest's storm had
not eventuated. Rowena was rather pleased abduttticanfirmed her in
her suspicion that it was mostly ill-nature thatlhrmade him forbid the
mountain to the young couple from Yorkshire.

Aunt Lavinia announced her intention of retiringlgaand though she
didn't feel in the least sleepy, Rowena determmaidto be long after her.
She would just leave a flask of coffee and somealwares out for his
high-and-mightiness! She had no intention whatesfegiving him any

chance of thinking she sought time alone with him.

She was washing up the supper dishes when she hearsweep up the
drive into the garage. She snatched a tea- toweicisily dried the things,
and was going into the hall when he came througtkiichen door. He saw
the whisk of her pleated skirt vanishing round to®r, and said, "Oh,
Rowena?"

She hesitated, wondered if she'd pretend not tq theen came back. "l was
just going off to bed, Mr. Beechington. Beechy adnin early, and |
thought I'd do the same."

"Must you? It's a poor show when a man gets bawk town to find all the
womenfolk in bed."

Her tone was purposely indifferent. "Oh, | left dasches under a cover,
and a flask of coffee."

He pulled a face. "Cold comfort. | was looking f@ama to something more

substantial. | didn't have time for dinner. Hacbaitb do. And something

else cropped up. | thought you might have rustledum'a snack, but never
mind. I'll fry some bacon and eggs. You get ofbé&al if you're tired. You're

doing too much. Better let the rest of the fruit'ro

Rowena wanted no favours from this man. "Oh, ldkeyou a decent meal.
There's nothing solid about bacon and egg. I'll gou some steak if you
like."

"And have some with me?"



She looked doubtful. His look was boyishly beseeghi'l hate solitary
meals."

"Very well."

"You don't sound at all enthusiastic, Miss Rowena. etc. etc.
Fotheringham!"

She shrugged. "Maybe it isn't the easiest to seutitusiastic at this time of
night."

He looked at his watch. "It's only ten, my deal, giou do sound like 'Miss
Methuselah' tonight. Why, at your age the nightusthiobe young at
midnight!"

Rowena switched on the stove, opened the refrigeerat

"It could be, given different circumstances, | sop@."

"You mean, to feel that way you need a dance flgersoft music ... light
romance ...?"

She wouldn't succumb to sudden charm or to theyhsadetness of this.
After all, didn't she detest the man? So her veias cool.

"I'm not yearning after the flesh-pots, if thatsatyou mean."

"l didn't. If you had, you'd have come to towrthough | have an idea that,
fruit notwithstanding, given other company you ntiglave gone." His
glance was shrewd.

So ... even though he'd made it so plain he hatinm® for marriage, he
could still feel piqued at women disliking his coamy. Rowena smiled
inwardly,and merely said, "What would you like with the &®aomatoes?
Eggs?"

"Both, please ... and chips ... where are the pes& I'll peel 'em."



She indicated a basket by the sink.

He continued, "Well, if a dance floor and soft ncus out, what about
moonlight? It's a lovely night. You sound as if j@ubeen sitting indoors
too much with Aunt Lavinia. You don't take enoughé off. Perhaps you
feel our New Zealand moons don't compare with Ehgdnes, but to see the
moon above Tawhai is something to remember. Wet caupply a
nightingale, of course, and | suppose you thinkimgt can compare with a
nightingale? "

His assumption that she was homesick and didréttlile southern scene
made Rowena's hackles rise.

"You always seem to assume you can read my feelMgsBeechington!
Let me assure you I'm far from homesick. | thinkstls a very lovely
country. At first, coming across the plains, | tghuit was too vast; it
appalled me, dwarfed me. Now | feel there's a spastiess and freedom
about it that has a charm all its own.

"When first | heard a bell-bird sing, | didn't coarp it with a nightingale. |
was down by the Little Tawhai stream and it waa fotara across the water.
It sounded like a faery bell chiming. | wonderedhiére could be anything
more beautiful. No, | wasn't homesick for a nigbate!"

He faughed, and dropped a hand upon her shoulddreasirned the steak.
"My Lady Firebrand!" he teased.

Rowena twisted away from his touch. "Must you alsvger?" she asked.

He set the table, there in the kitchen, while algs$h the bush a little more
pork called unceasingly: "More pork? More pork?"

"Do you like pork?" he asked. "We're hoping to have@ig-hunt soon.
They're doing a fair bit of damage up in the bush.”

"Pig-hunt}" She sounded amazed.



He laughed again. "The only pigs you've met up \aith the tame ones in
sties, | suppose? Pigs and deer are a menaceRemgonsible for a lot of
erosion. We have to keep them down. Captain Codktdiyou know ...
released pigs because there was so little anifeahdéire. The Maoris lived
mostly on fish, they had to. And wood-pigeonso.big stuff.”

Rowena looked at him curiously as she put the platethe table. "You
sounded - well, almost reluctant when you said hage to keep them
down'. Am | right?"

"You are." He looked rather shamefaced, the fimetRowena had seen
him out of countenance. He added, "Most of the arennd here love it. |
don't enjoy killing anything for the fun of it. Armbme of these old boars are
so gallant. The way they keep the dogs at bay awgsts me. Then
sometimes the dogs get ripped by the tusks, anel tealve stitched.

"l go deer-hunting too, when they become too muica pest about here.
They're such noble animals, full of the joy of hgi and poetry of
movement. I'd rather observe any animal, samerdsa@tching, which you

know I'm keen on, but to bring a bird down on thagu.. no, | couldn't do
it." He looked across at her, unapologetically. t'Bdaresay you will find

that odd in a man. Rather sissyish!"

Her eyes met his, candidly. "I don't. | find ithiat..."
She sought for a word. He prompted her : "Rathet...
"Rather endearing," and was annoyed to feel heilssh.

His mouth twitched. "Goes against the grain, déesrRowena, to find |
have qualities with which you're in sympathy ..daherefore have to
approve?" He patted her hand as it lay on the table

She withdrew it immediately. Forrest Beechingtoawdt have no grounds
on which to say this particular companion encoudapen. She rose,
opened the oven, drew out a wedge of apricot @etthd been a left-over
and which she had re-heated. She put cream and Isefgae him, set out
coffee and biscuits.



"Forgive me if | don't join you in this. I'm jusbhhungry enough, though |
enjoyed the grill."

She began to wash up. He picked up a tea-towel Wwaérad finished, dried
the dishes, stacked them neatly away.

She had said goodnight and was turning' away wkerabight her arm.

"Come on out on to the verandah while | have aggst. | want to discuss
something with you. I'd like your advice."

"Not pigs, surely, at this time of night?" she askareceding him.

"Pigs...? Oh, you mean about your idea of keepiegitup in the oak wood
to use up the skim milk? No, | think it's a goodadthough. I've mentioned
it to Jock. This is about Lindsay -1 saw her today.

They leaned their elbows on the back verandah Irkl.seemed loth to
begin.

"Did you know this back part is part of the pioneemestead? The first wee
shelter was wattle-and-daub, but this was put wm safter. This rail is
kauri, that's why it's lasted so well. My greatsgttather and his wife used
to tie their horses to it. It wasn't much more tlzashack to start with,
kitchen and bedroom, raupo - thatched - you knevansp-reeds."

Rowena's hand caressed the smooth hard wood. rtietsones seems
incredible to me that your history, in spite of theng-established
appearance of your cities, is really so recers. dtmost within living
memory, isn't it? | mean you could remember yowandfather? Yes.
Listened to his tales of your great-grandfather?h®fvery earliest days?"

He nodded, watching her face. "l expect it seeroeeilibly raw and crude
because of that, doesn't it?"

She was surprised. Turned sharply to look up at him



"Oh, no. How can you think so? | think it's thnldj. Not to have the
beginnings of white civilization lost in antiquityut to have it as vivid in
people's memories as yesterday!

"l was talking to old Jamie the other day when las Woeing the onions. He
told me he was brought up in Poverty Bay, and canadly remember the

Maori Wars. That he once saw the Maoris on the athrgt was in the time

of Te Kooti.

"Imagine it, Forrest, being able to remember bacthat. | wonder will we
ever see such changes in our lifetime, or does libling just to one
generation? | mean, during his lifetime he's seename up from nothing
faster than horse transport, to motor-cars, toraicto jets, faster than
sound ... to the atomic age!"

Rowena suddenly realized something - she had chiledForrest. She
hoped he'd not noticed it.

She said crisply, aware that for a few momentdsiddet down the barriers,
"But you wanted to tell me something."

She thought he returned to it reluctantly. "Ye#4€' knocked out the dottle
of his pipe on to the bed of nasturtiums below thdtis Lindsay. | had a
cup of tea at a little place in Regent Street. Quiesy sort of atmosphere.
She was there, with a frightful outsider. You copick it immediately."

"How do you mean? An outsider? Someone not in lass@ A labourer?"

"No!" His tone was impatient. "Some of our farmdaipers are thoroughly
decent chaps. Don't be so snobbish. Many of themwt gtat way, get

married, take ? married couple's job, five fomagtion the proceeds of their
cows and poultry, save their wages, and finally oleir own farms. Or go

share-milking. Extremely profitable and needingaapital. Some of our

farm labourers are the salt of the earth. They kieegountry economically

sound."”



Rowena felt angry. She'd medm was being snobbish, now he'd accused
her of it. If ever anyone had the knack of puttpepple in the wrong this
man had it!

She resolved to sound patient. "What did you mteam?"

"He's oily ... cheap .. . improvident . .. has ge & the main chance. |
guarantee he knows all about the Beechingtons."

Rowena said, "l think you've got a thing about tlsste everybody as
fortune-hunting.”

Even as she said it, she was uncomfortably awartehh had justification
for thinking that ... even as she had herself.

Forrest said, "This was obvious. | summed him up esmplete bounder."

"Are you as omniscient as that? | mean, could aeyoake up their minds
at a first impression, quite so decidedly?"

"Yes."

You couldn't argue with a positive tone like thaglly, but for the sake of
the Lindsay she had never met, she persisted.

"But it might have been just a friend. | hope yadnd take it too seriously.
Wrong psychological approach.”

"Psychology ... a much overdone subject!" snorteaddst.

She allowed no hint of resentment to creep intattree.

"I agree - it is overdone, but it has somethingn Kuite sure our
grandmothers used it in bringing up their familiesly they called it

common sense, or gumption, or just mothering iostin

"Rowena." His voice held appeal, an appeal whiainest her against her
will. "This isn't just an abstract problem we'raalissing. It's Lindsay, my



brother's darling daughter, and he isn't here idegher. She's, fresh and
unspoiled, and horribly difficult to understandadked you to help. Aunt
Lavinia is too vague, lives in a little world ofthewn. You're somewhere
between Lindsay's age and mine, and a woman."

"I'm sorry," she said, and meant it. "Tell me, Hiddsay introduce you?"

"Yes. With an air of bravado, expecting my frowndi$approval. Partly
because she was evidently playing the wag fronctairle, partly because
she knew I'd have no time for his type."

"And | suppose she got what she expected - yowrfrof disapproval?"

"Yes, of course. You could hardly expect me to @adlhis neck! | wasn't
rude."

"No." She said it with a touch of exasperation. HW¥ou wouldn't be rude
... only distant and chilling. Putting Lindsay dretdefensive, and showing
up this man, probably, as rather more graciousybanEnough to push her
over the brink of falling in love, if, at the momeshe's only attracted.”

He wasn't offended. He was too genuinely worrigdtat.

"She's in love all right. I've never seen Lindsikg lit before. That's what
worries me. What would you have done?"

"Ignored the fact that you were dismayed, beeroedial as sou would have
been had you found her with a fresh- faced youndestt, andasked him up
here to visit during the May holidays."

"Asked him uphere? What the devil for?"

"Because possibly up here, against a solid backgkcall that Lindsay has
known and loved, he would appear shoddy, cheapnsete.” If heis
any, or all, of these things, she added mentah. t8ld herself it could act
two ways ... the other being that if he was dlilahble, Forrest might relent
a little.



He considered it, while Rowena watched the thresatgu moon climbing
high above Tawhai, clouds scudding before it, somest catching it up
from behind and obscuring it. There was a coldaesisbleakness about the
sky that probably meant autumn was ending and waamning.

He spoke. "I think you've got something there. Hdhall | wangle it?"

"Write her a friendly, avuncular letter; | daresay do from time to time?
And suggest he may like to come up for a week-esuppose he's working
in the city? Will have only week-ends free?"

"I gather he'll be free most of the vacation. Higgg sort of free-lance art
lectures to schools and colleges. Doing the whblMew Zealand on that
basis, or so he told me when | asked him what ddatia crust. Says he's
English. | should say it's a mixed parentage .oodgdash of South
American there."

Rowena had gone rigid. She moistened her lips.ingt 71know... she
must - it couldn't be...

Her tone was carefully casual. "What did you sayrfame was?"

"Dirk Sargison. Sounds like a film star, doesr?thte looks like one too ...
moustache, long eyelashes, curly hair, very wehimaed finger-nails."

Dirk Sargison! So it was ... and Forrest had bégint.rHewasoily, cheap,
improvident ... and quite irresistible to women, naen far more
experienced than a Varsity student. How long watullet before the astute
Forrest Beechington would connect him with thesathe had met on the
ship ... and ... oh, unlucky choice ... had preteintd have an understanding
with?



CHAPTER VI

AND she, Rowena Melisande Ainsley Fotheringham, hadhdg suggested
he be invited down here! Her brain seemed paralyssbe must be careful
. .. don't let him suspect, come morning wiser sals1may prevail, and
you'll think of something. Meanwhile she must toysound ordinary. She
looked down.

"Those nasturtiums are wonderful, aren't they? Thmke such a gay
splash of colour against the house."

"Mmmm." His tone was absent. "But come morning tthégave had it."
"What do you mean?"
"They'll be frosted. Tawhai will be white when daneaks."

If Rowena hadn't been so perturbed inwardly shehimigave permitted
herself an inward chuckle over that - he was stilbbornly predicting a
storm, to justify to himself the way he had turriedt young couple off the

property.

Rowena did not sleep well that night. Her mind éalsand turned with her
body, and by the time morning came she was no naagelution. In any
case she didn't think anyone would have had meapsEvery window had
rattled, the trees in the garden had sounded,egshiént before the wind,
like giant waves of the sea. There had been rairthenroof, and hail
spattering against the windows, and she didn't negaill up her blind to
find Tawhai capped with the first snow of the seasw go downstairs and
out on to the verandah to know the nasturtiums \Wwkxek and shrivelled.

Morning might have brought snow to Tawhai, butattbrought no wiser
counsel to Rowena. She could only hope that if éstrBeechington did
write, Lindsay might turn it down, or Dirk Sargisdmmself find it
impossible to come. That last hope was a very fanet If he had any idea
of the solidity and wealth of Lindsay's backgrouhe, would certainly
come.
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If he did, and Forrest Beechington guessed, woelllddid his tongue? From
her dealings with him thus far she doubted it. Vildulbe better to say to
him before Dirk came, "lI'd better tell you, Mr. Bééngton, that there's
nothing between Dirk Sargison and myself. | meraged him as a
smokescreen when you were sure all companionsvatdidiad designs on
you."

Rowena tried that out loud in the' privacy of hevnoroom, and was

appalled to find how it sounded. It sounded schegnttte could quite easily

take from it that she had used the artist, andstimposed bond between
them, merely to cloak her own ambitions.

Another idea presented itself. Given time, she @¢@drhaps mention that
the understanding had come to nothing, that it hastood the test of

separation, that it had been nothing more thanpbshard romance, so she
had broken it off ... the faint warmth of reliefali Rowena's heart chilled
again. That would only make Forrest think she haderup her mind there
were better fish in the sea ... a wealthy landowoemstance, rather than
an itinerant artist. She groaned. How complicatadthings get?

In the days that followed Rowena tried to hardenheart against Forrest
Beechington. If only you don't soften towards hgine told herself fiercely,
it won't matter quite so much when you're unmasked.

So, when the events of the week confirmed herifinpression that he was
harsh, domineering, bigoted, she told herself witbre vigour than
conviction that she was glad, very glad.

A man was dismissed summarily, he turned more yqueuple off the

property, seeking their way to the mountain, and bkard disjointed
echoes of a fierce argument he had with the saonefof his men. The
young fellow, on holiday with his parents, and evitly a keen sportsman,
had brought down a harrier hawk. From what Rowewerreeard in a

scrappy conversation between Nelly and one of then,mForrest

Beechington had given the lad the tongue-thrasbirms life.



It seemed most unjust. Rowena might earlier hauaddis reluctance to
take life rather endearing, but she doubted if fate him the necessary
authority to put a veto on all shooting arounddrstrict.

Even if he could forbid it at Tawhai, did it givéeninthe right, ethically, to
forbid another man's sport? Besides, these hawke we cruel, and
evidently did damage among poultry, and sometinves goung lambs.
New Zealand was extremely lucky in having no foxes,she imagined the
hawks had to be kept down ... she believed thenaatization societies had
a price on their heads, so they must regard themnasnace. This attitude
of Forrest Beechington's, as a landowner, was atedgl ridiculous,
another instance of his forcing his ideas on opieaple.

So remember that, Rowena Fotheringham, and dormkeme Whatever
attraction he has for you is merely the magnetisostmvomen sense in
masterful men - but they're ill to live with! Thiman has persistently
humiliated you, he has a contemptuous attitude ridsvall women, all

because a few lonely spinsters fell for him. Hesthtamatter to you really -
he's only your own employer's nephew!

There came the morning when Aunt Lavinia came lfiaok the mail-box
at the foot of the drive with a night-letter telagr for Forrest, something
which wasn't telephoned like more urgent ones.

"There's evidently no real urgency about it, Rowdna | wonder if you
would saddle up Dandy and take it to Forrest. Kg'sin Miro Gully,
diverting the stream there into one of our priviatigation races. It's low
just now, and he wanted to do it in case we gatearlor'wester, and it thaws
the snow on Tawhai and we get a fresh.”

Rowena took the telegram and went upstairs torgetsiacks. Her eye fell
on her jodhpurs. Oh, yes ... why not? There weeeds of fences between
here and the Gully. What an opportunity! At the upbt of Forrest
Beechington's reaction to his erstwhile pupil tgkfance after fence, she
knew a quickening of the pulses, an inner tremdeaf, but she stilled that.
She'd planned to do just that, hadn't she?



She slipped into the jodhpurs and a cream silkt,shird picked up the
dun-coloured jacket. She'd leave it open - it Wlasi@usly hot. She went
quietly down the back stairs; she didn't want to inio anyone.

It wasn't Dandy she saddled, but Queen of Mars, béhonged to Tony.
"Why Queen of Mars?" she had once asked of Mr. Biegton.

He had grinned. "Perhaps because she's by Sitmigfd/enus ... but in

reality because when she really goes, she hardbhes the ground, like a
creature out of space. As you'd know if you wererean her ... not that
that's likely!"

Queen of Mars whinnied softly as Rowena fondled ket nose, and
produced a lump of sugar for her. She saddled dpwaas away like the
wind. The mare lacked exercise in term-time.

Rowena felt her spirits rise and doubts leave Tiee. paddocks were rising
here, towards the foothills, and the track was wigd over irrigation
ditches, and across shallow streams. They werelynese fences, a few
gorse, and Queen of Mars took them like a birdight. The country was
open enough here; there was little to fear in thg of hazards.

She couldn't see Forrest Beechington working, hetrbe amongst the
trees. Pity, she'd have liked to have had him wlagctapproach, wondering,
amazed.

She saw a curl of smoke where he must have boiedilly. She hoped

some of the men were with him, for he'd take itmare restrained fashion
probably, not wanting to appear scored-off in frohthem, and lash out at
her later, when they were alone. When she wastkt#le vast paddocks
from the gully, she saw him emerge from the netess into the open. He
evidently heard the hoof-beats, for he stoppeckddaabout him ... stood
stock-still.

Rowena put her mare at the first fence ... it tooky a few minutes to reach
the second, and the third was all she could hageedefor her to show
Forrest Beechington what she could do ... on thsitke of the fence ran the



stream, the banks broken and crumbling ... as Rawame down, neatly,
and well on the far side of the bank, she was glerse to the man who stood
there.

She slowed the mare down, came up to him. She disted, dropped the
reins over the mare's head, put up a nonchalart, tzard ran it over the
glistening neck, then out of her breast pocket nbthe yellow paper.

"Letter-telegram for you, Mr. Beechington," shedsaemurely. "Your aunt
thought you ought to have it." He took it. Theiesymet. Rowena felt her
heart lurch. She would not drop her eyes, lookiynway ashamed.

"So," he said, and the control in his voice shoWwead deep his anger had
gone, more than if he had shouted.

"So ... you're a first-class showelass horsewoman. | must suppose you
learned to ride as soon as you learned to walks Maheringham. They
don't give diplomas for that, do they? But | expgmt have a row of cups!
Would you mind telling mevhyyou let me give you those lessons?"

Her green eyes, had she but known it, held a spfaskeer malice.

"l did tell you two or three times," she remindedh"that | didn'tneed
riding lessons. Also . . . that my brand of humwas different from yours!"

"You did ... and by heaven you're right!"

His fingers were steel grips biting into her sheawid through the thin
gaberdine, his eyes were blazing into hers. Shddvmat allow herself to
show the panic she felt.

"Go on!" she taunted. "Shake me! It's the sorthofig | ought to have
expected from you!"

Something unfathomable leapt into the hazel eyaseso hers. Despite all
her resistance she was inexorably drawn againsthembody as taut as a
bow against his. He kissed her, his lips hard agahers, seeking,

mastering.



She didn't know how long it took, it was not a momn® be measured in
time.

He took his mouth from hers, holding her still ivat remorseless grip, and
looked down at her. This time the fury washar eyes. She sought for
words, found none adequate.

His lips twitched. "First time I've really seen yati a loss. Don't bottle
things up. You could always slap my face! Theytda the best films."

He let her go. She almost fell, she was so rigith weésistance. He put a
hand to her elbow, steadied her.

She swallowed, found words rising to her tongusy, ioiting words,
anything to disguise ... to disguise ... to disgwhat?

"You ought to be more careful, you know, Mr. Beegton. Careful how

you choose the punishment for impertinence is itnpertinence, isn't it?

Daring to laugh at the great Forrest Beechingtool'Ye been at pains to
inform me that women pursue you - especially congren These things

are likely to be misunderstood. You're' fortunat i do understand. Some
might think you did - after all - have a need ofraen, but | realize it was

meant for nothing more than an insult."

She could have struck him when he laughed. Her shhalehched at her
sides in the effort not to.

His tone was amused. "Like all women, you exaggerat make the

situation more dramatic than it deserves. It wamsrdnt for an insult. Or for
punishment. Despite the fact that you're a vixem'ng a very personable
young woman, especially when you're in one of yages. If you don't

want to be kissed, you shouldn't be so provocatif@ind the temptation

irresistible, that's all. Besides, think how safedl. I'm in no danger from
you at all, am I?"

"None whatever!" said Rowena between her teethu"Were always safe
from me ... even if you hadn't warned me off!"



He nodded, with maddening nonchalance. "Yes, ofssourhe shipboard
romance."

Rowena said, "I didn't need that immunity. Beliene, if I'd been
completely heartwhole, you would have been justais. After all, most
women want some basic qualities in their husbands."

"Such as?" His tone was one of polite interestnooe.

"Kindness . . . patience ... a controlled tempaill.of which you lack, Mr.
Beechington. What woman would want a husbtffidpraiter how wealthy,
so harsh, so overbearing, so unjust - forcing btsgeas on the people on
his estate, ordering trampers away from a mournt&hdoesn't belong to
him, in a land that's supposed to stand for freedodhliberty?

"You're nothing but a hidebound autocrat, in a lardch, from thirteen
thousand miles away, | believed to be truly demi@rgou won't be able to
take my straight speaking, | know. You'll finishstlargument by dismissing
me at the same short notice you gave that manthiee day - but | couldn't
care less!"

He said, in a level tone that stilled the resthaf hot- words leaping to her
tongue, "Let's get this straight. You mean | disatgsyoung Bradshaw?"

"I'm aware that it's none of my business, but -"

"You've made it your business by introducing théject - and even an
autocrat in a land where the working man is top idogntitled to state his
own case! If a man gives an employee two chanceswearns him at the
second time of offence that the third time will metismissal, isn't that fair
enough? Isn't it?"

llYeS _l _II

"Did you know what he was dismissed for?"

"NO,"



"As you know, on farms, sometimes animals haveetadéstroyed. This is
too large an estate for me to attend to all thestbems myself. | have tq have
men | can trust. | like to think animals are despatl as quickly and
painlessly as possible. I'm a member, an activelmeenof the S.P.C.A. The
first time Bradshaw failed to do this - and lefvadly injured cow in agony
all night - I thought possibly he had been brougtto be callous towards
animals, and would profit by a little training drose lines. Better to educate
a chap to consideration for animals than to condeimn So | told him what
our policy was ... to save the animal if veteringkil could do it, if not, to
destroy it quickly and as painlessly as possibleeWl give an order for an
animal to be put out of its misery | expect it dat@nce.

"The second time he was told to do something smaital failed, | made a
statement that | would overlook it this time, benhtime, if he disobeyed
specific orders, it would be a case of take a nmenthges and go. Was that
unreasonable?"

"No, Mr. Beechington." Rowena moistened her lipd added: "I'm sorry."
Her tone was stiff.

"And then," he said, maddeningly gentle, "you ddaisted my pet ideas on
to the people on my estate ... what did you meatidty? "

Rowena spoke with scorn, relieved to have sometioiragcuse him of that
couldn't be excused. "I thought it rather nice @fi yhe other day when you
spoke of your dislike of killing things. You wouldther watch birds than
take out a licence to shoot them ... but do yowhawlock the enjoyment of
other men, who enjoy that kind of sport?"

He looked puzzled. "But do I? Jock goes duck-singoti. not here of
course, our lakes are sanctuaries. He goes olegemere... what do you
mean?"

"You know very well what | mean. | heard about ymt allowing young
Fenmore to shoot hawks. Why, thegedkilling; there's a price on their
heads. It's ridiculous, in fact, it's sheer sentitakstupidity.”



He looked at her, shook his head. "So you've gos#ime prejudice many of
our farmers have against our harrier hawks. Yes;'ith cruel things, | hate
to see them coming down to strike, but the thirthas they're fulfilling their

true purpose ... being scavengers, they do untmd &pr the sheep-farmer.”

Rowena stared, anger momentarily forgotten. "Whatali mean? They do
attack young weak lambs sometimes, don't they?g@tat the chickens?"

"Yes, the odd lamb. They save thousands more frapykidney."
"What? How?"

"l believe that if | were giving a lecture on thébgect | would say that New
Zealand fauna is deficient in natural undertak¥ve have far too few

scavengers. In the early days some visitor from élamce said that
nowhere else in the world does death wear suclgbnlapk as in Enzed.

Rotting carcases take so long to vanish, and ofatge sheep-runs it's not
possible to deal with them at all.

"Our only eagle became extinct ... before white@o@ation, | think. In the
case of pulpy kidney, which takes thousands of Epdr year, we need
more scavengers. We've grown so used to lookinghenhawk as our
enemy, he still has a price on his head. | lookh®e day when it is
acknowledged as a mistake, and it is removed.

"Our rotting carcases, due to pulpy kidney, arevedld to lie till the soll
where they decay becomes contaminated by the kmgcterd the next
season any lambs that graze over it will probaklytige disease.

"Down here in South Canterbury, we're more awangtadt the hawk does
for us than anywhere, because the late T. D. Byidember of Parliament,
warned all his neighbours from earliest days whdisicriminate shooting
of the hawk was going to do for us. He really usego for people who shot
them. It's a rule on Tawhai that none shall be,shral | see it's carried out.”

"Again I'm proved wrong," admitted Rowena reluchantbut what about
turning people away from the mountain? You've nodyceason for that,



have you? Beyond disliking them going through yproperty?" She was
longing for something to justify her attack on him.

She saw a strange look sweep over his face, a,llleaklate look. It passed
so quickly she almost thought she had imagined it.

His voice was quite level when he spoke. "Theresrg good reason why |
don't allow them to. | didn't realize anyone colil@ at Tawhai and not
know it. I don't want to discuss it, Miss Fotheltiagn. I'd better look at my
wire."

He drew the paper out of the pocket in which hethadst it, read it.

"Not very urgent. A request from Lincoln Collegthe agricultural college
near Christchurch. I'll come back and give therm@.n have experimental
paddocks here they work on. They want a repogtolf wait a moment I'll
douse the ashes and come with you."

He was treating her with contempt, being punctgigyolite, like ignoring
a child's outburst. In silence they rode home toget

As they dismounted he said, "Il be very glad duyll exercise all the
children’'s mounts in turn. When they come hometerMay holidays I'll
borrow Helen's hack from Nicholas Dewmore for you."

"Thank you," said Rowena in a tone that conspiclyolasked gratitude,

and preceded him to the house. He was being magoasj heaping coals
of fire - how she hated him! And how she hated élérfer the traitorous

instinct to return his kiss, for acknowledging terself in one revealing
moment, stark in its honesty, that ... well, tlaedffrey had never kissed
quite like that! Rowena Fotheringham .., you ufte!

Two days later New Zealand celebrated Anzac Dayd#ly when the whole
country remembered the gallant Australian and Nealahd forces who
had landed at Gallipoli in the grey dawn of an Agday, in 1915, and had
fought against fearful odds with unforgettable walo



In all the cities and towns there would be paraded,services, and at every
tiny monument at country crossroads, there wouldd&en services to
remember those who had ploughed these fields, dighese streams,
climbed these mountains.

Tawhai Flat township held their service of remembgain the afternoon, in
the little chapel on the estate. The three mirsstérthe district took part,
Peter Jerrold, the Vicar, and the Methodist man.

Afterwards, when they had come out for the wreédliing, and the Last
Post and Reveille had sounded, she didn't feelditelging in small talk . .

. too swift a descent from the poignancy of the, dayugh the address had
touched on a high, hopeful note, good to meet witthese days of world
tension ... a note of peace worth working for, angklief in the power of
Almighty God to change the hearts of men.

The church was dim; there were white chrysanthemiartise brass vases,
blood-red poppies, and a laurel wreath.

Rowena looked at the stained-glass windows andyrezed them for good
examples of the art. She liked the memorial windothe fallen. The script
beneath it was fine; she read it: "On holy mourgaout of the lap of the
dawn, the dew of Thy young soldiery offers itselflthee."

The next window was a memorial to Linda and DarBslechington. The
artist had caught the spirit of the place ... thmuntain in it was Tawhali,
unmistakably Tawhai. Beneath was the Good Shephattd a lamb in His
arms. "Seeking to save that which was lost."

Above it was another text. Rowena read it with 2zted crease between her
brows. What did it mean? ... "Greater love hatmam than this, that a man
lay down his life for his friends."

That was surely more suitable for the tribute ® fidlen in warfare ... for
the window that kept in green memory the lads efdstate, including Colin
Beechington.

There was a sound beside her. It was Peter Jerrold.



"Mr. Jerrold, why that text over this memorial wowdto Mr. Beechington's
brother and sister-in-law? | thought they'd bediediin a car accident.”

Peter Jerrold said simply, "They were killed on theuntain, saving two

thoughtless people who had been caught in a sranmsThey were expert

mountaineers, both of them, but Linda went overetige on an icy ledge,
after lowering the other two to safety. Darrelettito break her fall. They
fell two hundred feet. The others got to the hoemsthen ... the rest of the
way wasn't so formidable. They - the men at Tawhanganized a rescue
party on a bigger scale... we reached them tod' late

The colour had drained from Rowena's face. The st@nilooked at her
curiously.

"My God!" she said, and it was a prayer, not a (tit@sny, "and | taunted
him .. . said he was ill-natured not to let peagbeup the mountain!"

Peter Jerrold took one look at her stricken facklaft her. Rowena sank to
the blue-carpeted floor, put her face in her haadd,wept.

Presently other hands took her wet fingers awag.|&bked up into Forrest
Beechington's face.

He said gently, "Peter told me to come to you."Hé&l her hands in his,
kneeling beside her on the floor. "It's all rigRhwena, you didn't know."

A shuddering sob shook her. "Why didn't you telhghe asked piteously.
"Couldn't you bear to?"

She saw the colour come up into the lean tanneekshe

"l felt I'd humiliated you enough that day. It wdutave been hitting below
the belt to have been too self-righteous."”

She put her head down, ashamed.



"I almost think," he said whimsically, "I like ydoetter like this. You're so
formidable, Rowena Melisande Agatha, when you'teeHiiciency and
clockwork precision. This makes you more human."

Rowena couldn't believe it, but he actually gatdrer close, holding her
as if she was a child, producing a comfortinglg&handkerchief for her,
to replace her sodden scrap of lawn and lace.

He peered into her face, smiled. "All right now?08¢ He drew her to her
feet. "l was on the way back to fetch you downhi®woolshed when Peter
met me. The ladies' committee of the local R.SrA.putting afternoon tea
on down there for the men and the official partygd dhey've sent an
invitation to you. Do come, they'll like it."

Rowena hastily took a mirror out of her handbatQh dear, you can tell
I've been crying. | don't like to use makeup hereould | go into the vestry
to do it?"

He went with her, watched her gravely, took her ayhead her through the
tiny church again. They came out on to the steps haited by mutual
consent to look at the scene below.

Bright gorse hedges cut the plain into a checkeardoand willows and
poplars were everywhere. Beyond and back of Tavdaed the dazzling
peaks of the Alps.

Emotions she could not name flooded into RowenazathHere, today,
with this new understanding between herself andgsoBeechington, she
was conscious of peace, of an acceptance of thistgoas hers, not
separate from England, but part of the CommonweS8itie felt suddenly
freed from all nostalgic thoughts of Ainsley Deneof Geoffrey.

Forrest Beechington said, looking down on her, "4 e#ll a truce, Rowena
Fotheringham. | no longer resent you at Tawhai;w@proved your worth
long since. Tawhai has never been so well lookedt.alVe're neither of us
likely to entertain romantic notions of each othauf we could be good
friends."



She smiled up at him. "Thank you, Mr. Beechington."

His lips twitched. "You could make it Forrest. Eyleody else does. People
who have fought as much as we have shouldn't beroral terms."

They walked off together through the golden surligpilling across the
plains, and Rowena was conscious of a warmth atdweat that had nothing
whatever to do with sunshine.

As Forrest shut the churchyard gate in the neat graen hedge of matipo,
he said, "And perhaps, together, we'll be able twrkwout Lindsay's
salvation. When you meet this chap you'll realizeatva bounder he is. |
wrote to Lindsay as you suggested, and he's codang for a few days in
the May holidays. Varsity breaks up in ten daysg&ti'

What answer she made, Rowena knew not. She suppgbsedgreed to
help. Ten days! -Ten short, all-too-quickly flyid@ys. Surely in that time
she could think of some way to avert it. .. but t?ha

How unthinkingly she had set sail on this adventureow fate must have
laughed, catching her up into these coils ... it \@atting more and more
involved, and whichever way she worked it out, slas going to show up
as a liar and a cheat.

She had an idea, after this afternoon, that FoBesthington would show
forgiveness and understanding of things said irheed of temper, he was
quick-tempered himself and the first to admit itbut he wouldn't
understand, ever, the odd, complicated things aam®heart forced her to
do when she had been betrayed by love itself.

A shadow passed across the sun as they walked tbave woolshed. How
cruel for this to happen just when they had ca#leduce, a truce fraught
with all sorts of dangerous, heady sweetness, thrtogether in the
intimacy of life at Tawhai Hills. Ten days.... Rowewondered if she could
make those ten days something to remember, wheowrefolly, revealed

at last, would force her to leave Tawhai....



CHAPTER VII

THEY were pleasant enough, the first four days, spetita routine work at
Tawhai, if only Rowena could have forgotten thegiag fear of discovery.

Aunt Lavinia said artlessly one night when she Rmivena were alone:
"Forrest is amazingly accommodating at the momaéets like he used to be
before ..."

Rowena looked up sharply. Was Aunt Lavinia gaimgay "before Heelen
went away"?

"Before what, Beechy?"
"Before Jan turned him down."
"Jan? Who was - but perhaps I shouldn't ask?"

"Oh, it's not a family skeleton, or any secret. .Jan was the girl he was
engaged to. She had looks, not much else, andosémy for the sort of
setting to supply all her wants. Forrest was veayng, and he took it hard.
She'd been brought up a very foolish, improvideathrar, and taught to be
acquisitive. - Oh, Rowena, that's it!"

"That's what?" Aunt Lavinia's practice of hoppingrh one subject to
another still sometimes bewildered her. Forrest wes only one who
seemed to be able to fathom her conversations withfoequent
interruptions to elucidate her meaning.

"Seven down ... last night's crossword. You knoveye to the main chance'
was the clue. Yes, acquisitive. We were all worabout Forrest's choice,
he was so idealistic, so vulnerable ... We feliMas bound to find her out.
The surface charm wouldn't have stood up to the wiethe everyday, and

marriage is a twenty-four-hour-a-day affair, ist?tYou know what | mean.

Anyone can be all sweetness and light for an houwo, but perhaps not
before breakfast, or when things go wrong, as fwegften do on farms.



"But there wasn't a slow disillusionment. They wat@a dance. Forrest was
smoking behind a clump of greenery, Jan was talking friend she had
met. He heard her say, 'Oh, yes, pots of mon&hy.else do you think I'd
resign myself to living in the waybacks? I'm notetty the farmer's wife

type!""

Rowena was appalled. Perhaps after all there wassexfor Forrest's

attitude; she could match it up with her own exgece. The irony of the

situation struck her with full force. SJie had pasply striven to conceal the
fact she had a private income, and was, in fagindi rather cheesepar-
ingly, compared to former days, on what she eaasesbmething between a
cook and a companion. Yet, if she hadn't, she amdeft Beechington

would have met on equal terms, with no basis faumierstanding.

Now, if she did confess all, he would know herdawtten little cheat and a
liar. It was no basis for any sort of emotional #o8he was rather sorry she
knew so much about him, that her heart kept fin@ixguses for what he had
said and done. In any case what was the use? Tole wWhng would blow
up when the university vacation started! Evemisome miraculous way, it
was averted, the family seemed to think that H&lewmore, who should
have been Mrs. Colin Beechington, who should haenbmistress of this
Jovely southern estate, would one day soon rule, Herding in Forrest
Beechington some echo of her first love.

On Sunday evening Forrest looked up from his bodaly across the room
to the open porch, "You've been out there a lamg tiAunt Lavinia, at your
age you shouldn't be moonstruck!"

"Not moonstruck, Forrest, seastruck! The wind ihmright quarter, there's
a tang of salt in it. Come on out - you too, Rowéna

As they got up, he said to Rowena, "It's hard teetse you can smell it as
many leagues inland as this, but sometimes whemdstalgia for the sea
gets her, she vows she can. It gets all of uspofse."

Rowena knew by now what he meant. There had alix@ss a Beechington
on the sea. A family tradition. And Colin had be#re sailor in this
generation...



Forrest placed an affectionate arm on his auntaildbrs and sniffed
obediently.

"l believe you're right, angel. All right, let'sy@a day off tomorrow - pack
up some provisions and the three of us will goh Bay." He turned to
Rowena. "It's been all work, no play - hardly fiegally. | don't think we've
told you about the Admiral's House. It's in adittlay in Lyttel- ton Harbour,
the other side of the Cashmere Hills from ChristchuFather bought it for
the school holidays when an old retired Admirakhew died. When Aunt
Lavinia's longing for the sea gets too much forfieicoop her off there for
the day."

Rowena made no demur. She said, "Oh, how lovelyd' flzer voice was
warm. "lI've missed the sea so much ... even thesstains can't quite
make up for it. At home we were never beyond sagitt sound of it."

She closed her eyes for a second, shutting out khoplains and
silver-threading river, and saw the broad sweeg®fEnglish channel on a
fair day, craft coming up the harbour ... Engligfes....

She opened her eyes as she heard Forrest say, PHarbat | thought you
worked away from home most of the time."

Rowena said hastily, "I meant Home with a capital THie way New
Zealanders use the word. In any case, most of rbg were around
Hampshire, and within easy reach of the coast.”

It was a day to remember. They started early. Rawed never seen

Forrest in a mood like this; gay, light- heartexhding. Regret twisted her
heart. It wasn't making it any easier ... she'daiahave gone on seeing only
his grim side, since time was rushing her to a slww.

He wouldn't allow them to put up sandwiches, orebples. He impatiently
opened cupboards, the fridge, tossed into the bagke remains of a cold
chicken, lettuce, tomatoes, dressing, the cake-tonead, butter, milk,
cream.



"That'll do. If we need anything else there's algvplenty of tinned stuff at
the cottage. Now into something that will standitaobseaspray, and let's
away."

He was wearing a checked shirt and sports trougedshad an old yachting
cap pulled over his brow. It did all sorts of thenfpr his profile ... and to
Rowena's heart.

"We'll go right into town," said Forrest, "and upethills 92

by the Takahe and the Kiwi - stone rest-houseshiehikers, named after
native birds, and the nearest you'll ever seetogEmglish inns, Rowena. A
great memorial to the man who first dreamed ofding them ... H. G. Ell,
who loved the hills. The Takahe is the finest @ithall, finished after Ell's
death. Yet | always think the most stirring memofyim is to be found in
the little paths for trampers that wind all ovee thlls ... some of the stone
steps he set with his own hands, working in alltivess."

It was then that Aunt Lavinia said, "Oh! Good hamlelt's what? The
twenty-ninth? Oh, I'm sure it must be."

"Must be what?" Forrest asked patiently.

"The day I'm supposed to see the dentist.”

"You sure?"

She scrabbled through her bag. "Should be an ajppeirt card here."

He chuckled. "You'll never find it if it is therdunt Lavinia! You'll have to
ring the dentist up and find out, and offer him yapologies.”

She said quickly, "I can't do that, Forrest. Lastet | turned up on
Wednesday for an appointment I'd made for the Taygsdnd the time
before | forgot altogether ... he wasn't pleasedafraid. It's no good. You'll
have to drop me in town, and the two of you gol@ve your day, and pick
me up about half-past four."



Rowena glanced sideways at her. Aunt Lavinia didattk a bit
disappointed at missing her day at the Bay. Whatware, she had an air of
overdone innocence about her. Now what? Rowenea's mgrrowed.

She said, "I think you'd better stop at the nex¢pteone booth, Mr.

Beechington, and I'll ring the dentist. What's ih&ne, Beechy? I'd better
make sure - too bad if you had to spend all dagwn while we enjoyed the
harbour, if the appointment was for next Monday."

She sensed, rather than saw, the quick look Fogeest her. Did he too
realize Aunt Lavinia could be trying to throw theogether?

Aunt Lavinia said hastily, "I'm quite sure. | knamy memory is shocking,
but this time I'm right."

"It would ease my mind if | rang," persisted Rowena

"Well, let me do the ringing," said Aunt Laviniayite crossly for her. "If
you do it, he'll think I'm in my dotage."

Forrest, with a note of something - was it amusdfeim his voice, said,
"I'll do the ringing. Anybody got two pennies? Bitop at Riccarton Post
Office. Here we are."

He was back shortly, grinning. "Aunt Lavinia's righ for once.
Eleven-fifteen it is, my sweet aunt. Where would yike to be dropped?”

Rowena realized her suspicions had been unfourtded.Aunt Lavinia
gone to the phone, she would still have doubted/#fidity of the excuse.

As they headed up the steep Dyer's Pass RoadsEsaid with a sidelong
twinkle, "Thought Aunt Lavinia was matchmaking, iftdyou?"

She grinned back. "Yes. Ghastly, isn't it? You'dtdyetell her, Mr.
Beechington, that we're in one mind about thatth mmune.”

The drawl was back in his voice. "Did | ever sayals just that... immune?"



She felt her heart quicken, but said coolly enotiybt quite that, but that's
what it adds up to, isn't it?"

“I'm not sure," he said slowly. Before he could sagre he had to brake
suddenly as a motor-cycle skidded out of a siceest@nd had to take too
wide a bend. It was only lightning action on Fotrsepart that saved a nasty
accident. Rowena expected Forrest to bawl the bgyboit he just put his
head out of the window, said pleasantly, "Be maeeful on these hills,
lad," and drove on.

Rowena was dying for him to continue with whatewemhad been going to
say, but dared not let him think she was eagee#w I, so nervously burst
into a spate of small talk till they came to thedlae.

It was entirely Gothic in character and design, #mel stone used was
guarried from the hills close by, most of the woeaks totara or kauri, and
the roofs were covered with good Welsh slates.

The stained-glass windows, the heraldry, the ped#ention to period

detail, made it almost impossible to believe thas thad been built as
recently as the present century, and was the dot@man who had never
seen at first hand the wonders of the period higete® bring to the sight of
young people born in this distant corner of the Gmnwealth.

Forrest took Rowena round to the west face to shewthe Arms of
Christchurch Priory in Hampshire depicted on theapat, and they had
their coffee and scones sitting at a table neatficeplace that was almost a
replica of one in Haddon Hall, Dorothy Vernon's blame.

As they came out and took the highway over the beren tussocky hills,
she resolved that since Nemesis would descendhgrahis week-end, she
would endeavour, if possible, to have one sweetdagmember.

At the summit they left the plains behind and swepivn to the flooded
volcano crater that was Lyttelton Harbour, with 8teltered, productive
valleys of the Peninsula lying on the far side, andultitude of graciously
curving bays ringing the harbour. The port itsedfsvat the far end, but here,



at the base of the U, was nothing but peace loakedn lazy little
backwaters.

"Some day we'll take you to Akaroa ... the Frenettleament. The French
landed there, not knowing England had already @diiNew Zealand for
colonization, but they settled very happily, ane gtace has a charm of its
own - still full of Le Comtes and Dubarrys and Bgis." He laughed.
"Good heavens! Don't | sound royalty-minded ..ateday there are some
plebeian names too ... Duponts and Dubois. Pertrapan unconscious
snob, Rowena."

It lulled Rowena pleasantly into a sense of falseusty. They came to a
little bay where only three houses perched on tnghizovered hillside.
They were all holiday beaches, and here, shelteyatie watershed of the
Cashmeres, their gardens were a riot of colour,eauth had its own small
netted group of cherry trees.

There was no great air of luxury about the Adnsrelbuse. It was bare and
austere, well polished, and with so much teak aadsabout that Rowena
could understand its charm for the sea-loving Beggtbns. It was single-
storied save for a quaint little lookout built likee square turret on top,
reached by an outside staircase, that looked dghto the Heads. It was
equipped with a very fine telescope and nauticstriments, all of which
had belonged to the late Admiral, and about whiolw&a knew nothing,
to Forrest's gratification. He explained them toihaletail.

'‘But come on down, Rowena. We'll have lunch ldterant to take you out
in the launch. This side loses the sun later irdtne"

There was an ease and grace about Forrest asddesstthe wheel, Rowena
thought, watching him unobserved, something thatniteso apparent at
Tawhai. There, sometimes, he appeared taut and Hard, he had left all
his cares behind him. This was his true element.

"In the holidays," he promised her, "if we can gety for a few days, we'll
all come here. The kids love it. Tony is a sea tddie's going into the Navy
later. | hoped he might have fancied the farming.likes it well enough,

but he'll never be happy till he goes to sea. ugfm he'd better have his



chance, life has a habit of catching up with uerlat. he's better to go now
while he has no personal responsibilities. Wherovee down in May we'll
head out for the open sea and cruise around thedmto Akaroa. It's a
magnificent trip. You have the sense of nothingween you and
Antarctica. Would you like it?"

"I'd love it, Mr. Beechington."

May ... would she still be with the BeechingtondMay ... or exposed as a
liar?

"By the way, Heather Richardson - you've met heth@woin the village, |
suppose? Yes, well, she's coming home. She's bexing in Wellington,

but wants to have six months at home. She's engagede of Nicholas
Dewmore's men. I've written to her and offeredaposition at Tawhai for
that time. You work too hard, Rowena, and with aeotgirl, you'll have
more free time, like today."

He put out a hand, drew her nearer to where helstoo

"You'd appreciate more free time, | imagine?"

Rowena nodded, acutely conscious of his eyes ofaher "Yes - although
the surroundings at Tawhai are so beautiful, | n@xant to get away, Mr.

Beechington."

He frowned. "I thought it was going to be Forrest?"

He saw the colour stain upwards from her throatfarsth the apricot skin,

and added, "You can forget all | said the first daymet. | no longer credit
all women with being ... acquisitive... since la@me to know you better.”

His eyes were warm. Rowena couldn't meet themeiBiiss washed over

her. So he'd come to trust her. Her heart saidtgteYou won't for long,
my dear, my very dearest dear.



She mustn't let this conversation lead anywhereolild make the final
disillusion too poignant. She said, clutching atnsthing to get the talk
away from the personal and emotional:

"When is Helen Dewmorearriving?"

"Last week in the holidays. I'm glad for Nicholasike. He's had a
succession of housekeepers, none of them very HmrseHe needs his
sister at home."

"He's not married, or engaged?"
"No. Not exactly engaged.”
"An understanding?"

"No. Nothing as indefinite or exasperating as adéarstanding' " (she knew
he was scornful of that sort of thing). "He's mgnehiting for his love to
grow up. Nicholas is one of the few people who nake me believe in
love ... the sort of love you read about..." Heglzed at his own fancy. "Like
a knight of old."

"And this young girl - will she -"

"Yes. She will. She admires him, always has.déive you to fathom it out
for yourself. It's most romantic."”

For once he had not jeered at romance. But she kmaptthe conversation
going on the level of other people's affairs.

"Everyone seems to think the world of Helen. Whkathe like, Forrest?"

"Extremely striking. Like the description in theirfdale ... Snow-White,
wasn't it? ... 'Red as blood, white as snow, *bkhis ebony frame." She
always makes me think of that. Her hair shines ékeny in the sun, her
mouth is very red - naturally - she has the bloéstyes, and a complexion
like an English rose. Much more like an Englisheraban you are,
Rowena."



"I know." She sounded mock-mournful. The teasingnidly note in
Forrest's voice was doing all sorts of things to heart, and even his
glowing description of Helen had sounded, welicademic, somehow, not
personal. She laughed. "You can't be an Englisk vath freckles over
your nose. And Beechy once likened me to - ginger'd ask you!"

She wrinkled the nose at him.
"Do you want to know what you're like?" he asked he

She held up a hand. "Better not. You're, notedofain speaking. You've
called me a vixen before now. That could easilymfeay ... doesn't sound
like a compliment to me!"

He said deliberately, "Last night you were watchihg sunset, standing
under that rowan tree with the particularly glosdaliage in autumn. That's
what you looked like.. . with your chestnut haindathe scattering of
freckles over your pert nose ... a rowan tree. Treyed you well, Rowena,
even if they treated you shabbily with - Agatha!"

She laughed, keeping it light. "There's a complinvath a difference. Most
girls get compared with roses, with modest violetgh orchids, or have
eyes like speedwells or delphiniums. I'm only a ntain ash."

"Your eyes are as green as this sea. I've never sely gezen eyes
before.... I've read of them, in fact -"

"I'm simply starving, Forrest, when are we going&d?"

He laughed. "We'll turn back now, and attack tiodtl chicken. Afterwards
I'd like to mow the lawns. It will be the last tinbefore winter, no growth
after this. Would you care to weed the flowerbe@s% it a bit thick asking
you to do that on a day off ? "

"I'd love to."

Yes, it was a day to remember. Rowena sat bacleohdels and watched
Forrest piling the last of the clippings on to angpwst heap. Suddenly her



problems didn't seem so overwhelming. This Fowesn't formidable at
all ... he would understand. Here, in the peacthigf little bay, with the
scent of mignonette and thyme drifting up to hbg flt she had found the
courage to say to him:

"There's something | must tell you. Since you nogkr regard me as
acquisitive, 1 must tell you that | came out heoeprove something to
myself. | was like you, sought after for my poss&ss, and it's led me into
all sorts of complications. Would you let me tediuyabout it?"

Yes, she would say just that... now--

His voice cut across her thoughts just as she tm$eer feet, dusted her
fingers down.

"l say, Rowena, we'll have to fly. I've not noticde time. | said we'd pick
Aunt Lavinia up at four-thirty. She'll be just fillg in time as it is. Let's
scram.”

Oh, well, it didn't matter ... and it couldn't ndwe crammed into a few
impatient seconds. There would be tonight. Whemdsbmwent out for his
last smoke on the back verandah at the homestkadysuld follow him
out, it would be easier still to tell him in therdaHe might be angry, but not
very, she thought; not this new, softened Forréken, with all things
cleared up, and he with the knowledge that they ane¢qual terms, this
thing that was beginning to bud between them milgivter. ... She was
ready to leave in five minutes.

The drive back to the city was too short to saytlaing - short and steep. As
they coasted down the other side, Rowena sighsldealooked out over the
vast plain.

"Why the sigh?" Forrest asked.

"I don't know quite ... contentment, | supposes. liteen a lovely day, and
across there, lost in the distance, is Tawhai."

Their eyes met. It was a strange look, a look tlke&d promise.



"You've grown . . . fond of Tawhai, haven't you viRm?"

Rowan.It recalled the compliment. She contented hersilf nodding.

He began to whistle. He whistled the same thingdwihree times.
"Forrest, what is that? I've heard you trying iteovand over in the
drawing-room on the piano. It's very beautiful. Bat've never gone right
through it as now. You've always stopped so farif gsu couldn't quite
remember it. It was so tantalizing."

He smiled. "It wasn't that | couldn't remembeibitf that it wouldn't quite
come. It's one of my own compositions. | used ta ¢ttt of it. Not for years,
though. | had a fancy to take a stab at it agaeiya

He whistled the tune through again. Suddenly thesevon the flat.

As they came into the D.I.C. lounge, a girl frone ttash- desk came to
them.

"Are you Mr. Forrest Beechington?"
He nodded.
"Well, Mrs. Beechington left this for you."

It was a note: "I have something else to do ...tmmee5.15 by the west door
of Cathedral.”

Forrest groaned. "This always happens. Fancy nmkitlg she might be
filling in time! She's had all day, and I'll nevget a parking place in the
Square at this time. We'd better put some more ragie meter outside
here, and walk to the Cathedral.”

They still had half an hour to wait, even thougéythad dawdled. The tide
of busy traffic flowed about the green island offtgurrounding the
Cathedral.



Forrest said, "She's never been known to be onitiraey case. Would you
like to see over the Cathedral?"

He took her elbow, and the next moment a gay, legghoice said: "Oh,
Uncle Forrest!" and they both swung about.

Rowena knew it was Lindsay, even before Forrestttbe name. She knew
it was Lindsay because the man beside her was.aheap ... a bounder ...
Dirk Sargison!

Even in the midst of her sickening dismay, Roweaald be sorry for
Lindsay . .. sorry that she had fallen for Dirk.eStvas tall and had
nut-brown hair and grey candid eyes, and the waychur ebbed and
flowed was enchanting.

But the next few moments were going to be crucsal much would depend
on the way Dirk greeted her. Perhaps if she hehselfsaid, "Oh, hullo, this
is different from on board ship," it wouldn't loak if she'd tried to conceal
it ... but Forrest would tumble to things quickind a casual recognition
like that would puzzle him when Rowena had clainmed an understanding
had existed between herself and an artist tragelin the Strathnevin.
Before she could say, anything, Lindsay said iter.

"What do you think, Uncle Forrest? Dirk knows yddiss Fotheringham.
They met on the ship coming out. | was telling lnhthe set-up at Tawhali,
and mentioned her name, isn't it odd?"

Forrest said casually, "Oh, | don't know, Lindsay let's descend to
platitudes and say: 'Isn't it a small world?" "

He paused, and Rowena, watching him, knew the eraatent when he
realized that here was the artist she had spokerhefhazel eyes suddenly
narrowed, then widened in shock. Rowena couldrseesalization flooding
into them. She bit her lip, hard. Now what?

Forrest's eyes met hers, and in her eyes, she keetgad guilt, dismay. As
his lips tightened into control, she realized taiat Forrest Beechington
was going to say, he was reserving for later, wheg were alone.



Lindsay said, rather shyly, "Uncle Forrest .. . nh&peak with you alone,
for a few moments? Would you two excuse us?"

Perhaps it was relief Rowena read on Forrest's faaeseemed to gentle it,
but she was surprised to see a most indulgent $mabk up the severity of
his mouth as he looked at his niece. She'd expdutedo be stern with
Lindsay.

"Yes, Lindsay, I'm sure the others will excuse w)d the two of them
turned away a little. Rowena heard Forrest sayindgivis hand into his
pocket, "How much do you want, Lin?" and realizedwas often touched
for extra cash when he met his nieces or nephaawn.

She saw Lindsay's pony-tail shake indignantly. "@dt, this time, Uncle
Forrest - not always," and the rest of what thewvganted to say was lost as
Dirk Sargison said to her urgently and thankfullgowena, be a sport -
don't give me away."

She looked at him with distaste, a distaste tha ev@n more pronounced
because she had put herself into such a posit@instie couldn't be too
scathing with him. She might even - in an endeat@put things right with
the Beechington family - have to ask favours of .him

She was in no state for thinking things out cleasly she said, in a low
voice, "If you mean about the way you carried drgaad ship, | shan't," and
felt cheap herself.

Lindsay looked at her watch. "I'd love to lingendato get to know Miss
Fotheringham, but I've an appointment to get my éane. Come on, Dirk.
Cheerio, everybody,"” and she was gone, young, giageihing, vulnerable.

Forrest and Rowena were left alone. Slowly Rowaised her eyes to his.
She didn't like what she read there.

He said, with suppressed violence, because peagle passing to and fro:
"You don't have to look like that. You wouldn't eqb fidelity from a rotter
like that, would you? Here - come round the coofdahe Cathedral. | don't



feel like going in now. My language - or my thouglhtwon't be suited to
holy precincts!"

They took the few paces around the walls, and divere, backs to the flow
of traffic. He waited till she was forced to loog.His face was grim, and he
was oddly pale under his tan.

"Odd, isn't it? | distrusted all women for a timEhen, gradually, you
disarmed me. | could have sworn by your integrtiyd ever since | talked
to you on the back verandah that night, you've kntvat this fellow with
whom you have - or rather had - an understandirggthh@chap Lindsay has
fallen for. | thought next morning you looked asydu hadn't slept ... |
expect you spent the night crying your eyes outHion ... pah! Why
couldn't you have told me? At least that would hiaeen honest!"

He paused. Rowena couldn't speak. He went on, andhere was a sneer
in his voice.

"When did you decide to cut your losses, Miss Fatiggham?"
She moistened her lips, said uncertainly, "Whayao mean?"

There was utter contempt in his eyes. "Oh, comat giwetend you don't
know. When did you decide there were better irstkeethan a mere itinerant
artist? When did you decide that perhaps the bneakfor the best, seeing
he had fallen for someone else? It saymdgiving himthe brush-off, didn't
it? When? ... Well, if you won't tell me, I'll tefou - ever since Anzac Day,
wasn'tit? When Ifirst .. . oh, let it go - kbisfish is the one that got away!"

Rowena's face had been white, but now colour, taméaright, sprang up
in it.

"You're wrong, you're quite wrong. | thought youresgust being friendly;
so was . | told you once you were safe from mmember? And you said,
in your usual hateful tones, 'Not your type, amitl8till holds good. You
aren't my type, money or not."



The hazel eyes were almost black with rage. Hs ligd thinned out to a
straight line.

"What is your type, Miss Fotheringham? A type ltkat dago Lindsay is
with? My God! The men women fall for!"

Those last words did something to Rowena. The tfaatt she had never
fallen for Dirk Sargison, that he was all she naetiested in men, and the
humiliating knowledge that her own folly had brotdjer to this merely
pushed the geyser of emotion that was in her lgoitong-over point.

"Well," she said, her voice trembling, "you're nathbut a hypocrite ...
how discriminating wergouwhen you fell for Jan - a fortune-hunter? "

The hot words fell into a silence that was liké@npool. You could almost
hear the splintering of the fragments. Rowena vgisast. What had she
said?

Forrest said in a controlled tone, little abovelasper:

"Keep out of my affairs, will you, Miss Fotheringh@ And I'll keep out of
yours!"

"Excellent!" said Rowena, and knew relief. Now hewd not probe
further. "Of course I'll leave Tawhai Hills. I'lige Mrs. Beechington notice
tonight.”

"You'll do nothing of the kind. In your dealings ttvimy aunt, at least,
you're quite - dependable. | don't want to dephigeof your services. Only
the less we see of each other the better."

He turned his head. "I think | see her crossing dnem the Safety Zone.
For her peace of mind, which | value, value aboweawn, would it be
possible - much as | hate asking a favour of ymuact as if - as if we did
not hate each other?"

Rowena's voice was under control again, thoughbart was hammering
and her knees shaking.



"Oh, I think | have enough poise to behave likeaspnable human being ...
if you. have." Her tone left that in doubt.

"Oh, hullo, Aunt Lavinia," said Forrest. "I've jus¢en showing Rowena the
outside of the Cathedral. We haven't found timexlore within."

Rowena closed her eyes against the sound, of he na his lips in such a
mock-friendly fashion. She understood - Aunt Laaimiasn't to be upset.
She would wonder if, after a supposedly friendly @& the Bay, they
suddenly returned to their former formality.

"Hullo, children," said Aunt Lavinia gaily. "Hadwaonderful day?"

"It exceeded all expectations," said Forrest cogtly, relieved his aunt of
her basket, took her elbow and turned her in thection of Cashel Street.

Fortunately Aunt Lavinia was such a chatterer shatably bridged the gulf
that yawned between them, and if they were someghiat on the way
home, she innocently supposed the sea air had thadetired. She asked
endless questions about how Rowena had liked tingratls House, and as
Rowena could answer questions like that quite a#iyyrit wasn't the

nightmare it might have been, and stopped her iingnk

Into a sudden silence Forrest said, "We met Lindsapwn - with that
fellow."

"Oh, how did she seem, Forrest? And were your sktopressions of him
just as bad as the first?"

"Worse," he said, "much worse!"
Aunt Lavinia turned to Rowena. "What did you thimfkhim, dear? Is he as
bad as Forrest makes out? Forrest is frightfullyseovative, of course, and

anyone in the least odd - or arty - bohemian - @dnd outside the pale!"

Rowena swallowed. "I think Mr. Beechington's imies of him is right.”



"Then | expect he really is a bounder!" If Rowea been in the mood, she
might have found this funny. Aunt Lavinia was baxtkher opinion against
her nephew's. Forrest was going to love this! Awayinia continued: "But
goodness . . . you're back to full titles agaie, you, Rowena? It makes us
more like a family if you and Forrest are informal.

Rowena said, "l - er - it just slipped out."

"Oh, well -" Aunt Lavinia was maddeningly philosopdl - "I really feel
Rowena's idea is good. If he comes to Tawhai he shay up as quite,
quite impossible. Then perhaps Lindsay would realahn Macrae is worth
half a dozen of him."

"John Macrae?"

"Yes. Haven't you met him? He's over the riveprssident of the Young
Farmers' Club. Trouble is, Lindsay has known hihhat life, and doesn't
see him clearly. No glamour because he's too famHe's so right for her,
too."

Rowena sighed.

Forrest said, with the drawl Rowena so dislikedpwiena is sighing
because she doesn't think you can love to order."

Rowena looked up, met his glance briefly. "Arentiymniscient? You can
even interpret other people's sighs!"

Aunt Lavinia chuckled. "I do enjoy this give-andg' she said. The two
beside her said nothing.

Aunt Lavinia went into the house first, while Rovaedeliberately hung
back. She looked up at Forrest, this time with gowégsm, not guilt, in her
eyes.

"You're the one who's decided | stay here," she. saivould much prefer
to go. I'm staying for Mrs. Beechington's sakéodks as if I've got to go on
calling you Forrest in front of her - pity we stdtit a few days ago, but do



remember it doesn't mean a thing. And when wetaealit will be Mr.
Beechington.”

His jaw was grim. "The only thing I'm concerned abs Aunt Lavinia's
happiness. | won't have her upset. She's growndbgdu - strange to say;
Aunt Lavinia is usually more discriminating, degplier vagueness. The
specialist tells me she may be quite blind by tiek @& the year. She'll come
to depend upon you more and more. | don't feeldéstroying her faith in
you. I'd like these few months she has left foirggéhings, to be as happy
as possible. So — outwardly we'll go on as befgim ought to be able to
do it - you're certainly some actress. I'd neveehguessed these few weeks
that you knew who Lindsay's attraction was. It'stayou - if you have a
spark of decency in you at all, you'll put on ad@at now. Will you?"

"For Beechy's sake, yes." Rowena turned on herarekleft him. She went
into the house. Here were duties, known and famiéiad demanding, to
steady her, to stem back the tears that threatéoetlll the edge of pain
that was well-nigh unbearable, because a day thatbegun with such
promise had ended in disillusion and misunderstandi

Two days later Nicholas Dewmore appeared, leadijedr dlack mare. He
had met Rowena before, so greeted her easily.

"Forrest asked me on Anzac Day if | would let yoereise Ebony Lass
while the children are home and you're short of mi@uHe tells me you're a
crack rider."

Rowena fondled the mare's nuzzle. "Isn't she atp@are you sure your
sister won't mind?"

Nicholas's eyes crinkled at the corners. "She'sften over here when
Helen's home, it wouldn't make much differencshe was foaled over here
- she's a half-sister to Forrest's Dapple Lasskyow. I've tried to exercise
her a little, Rowena ... | don't have to keep sgyhiss Fotheringham, do 1?
... but | prefer my own hack. I'll turn her intcethome paddock."



"Are you coming in for a cup of tea, Nicholas?"
"Too right. Is Forrest round?"

"He is," said a voice behind them, and Forrest apggk a saddle dangling
from one hand. He dropped it on the verandah asweat in.

After they had tea, Nicholas said, his eyes restapgpreciatively on
Rowena, "Want to try out Ebony Lass? You can ridekiio the boundary
with me, if you wish." Rowena saw Forrest's eyéhen and for no reason,
blushed. Before she could plead busyness as aseXuoe said, "Good idea.
I'll come with you. | want to look at the water-eagver there."



CHAPTER VIII

ROWENA was in slacks because she had been gardeninggrdomth them
right away. Ebony Lass was a mount worth ridingl ath Nicholas there
to act as buffer between herself and Forrest, site gnjoyed the ride, her
chestnut hair streaming out behind her, her cditonse open to the cool
fresh breeze. She hoped that when they reacheboatnedary, Forrest's
examination of the water-race would take him some,tand she could
plead gardening duties and return alone.

Not so; Nicholas inspected it with Forrest, opetietigate in the boundary
fencing and said goodbye.

Forrest put out his hand for Rowena's foot.

"Thank you, | can manage easily without, Mr. Beagton," and she swung
into the saddle. She looked across at him. "I caldd have done without
your company this morning. It's one thing havinguéfer it when your aunt
is round - to pretend we find common interests, duwite another to have
you round when Beechy isn't about."

"I'm quite aware that you'd rather I'd not coms thiorning,"” and there was
that in his voice that made her look sharply at.him

"Do | sense a hidden meaning there? If so, whatat'a loss."
The hazel eyes looked mockingly into hers. "Youlye#on't know?"

"No. Hints are no good to me. | have to have teedétted and the t's
crossed, otherwise misunderstandings are apt tor.8cc

"All right, I'll cross the t's. You're no longer mune to love since Dirk let
you down."

Rowena felt the hateful betraying colour come wj,rhanaged to hold his
gaze.

"I'm still at a loss. How about dotting the i's?"



His attitude was careless, the reins lying loos#lythe dapple's neck, but
his eyes were intent upon her.

"Very well. | hold a watching brief for Penny asrfas Nicholas is
concerned.”

She gazed at him uncomprehendingly. A watchind forePenny ... What
was it he'd said about Nicholas once? Nicholaswatng for someone to
grow up....

"Penny!"she said.
He nodded.

Rowena felt fury wash over her. He was insufferafl&iendly suggestion
from Nicholas that she try Ebony Lass out and RbrBeechington was
suggesting that she had designs on him. Rowenaleché&bony Lass
about, dug her heels in, and was away, racingtbednard paddocks that so
badly needed the winter rains, taking fences angmwaaces and hedges
with reckless abandon. Even so, as she took the fémee, Forrest
Beechington rose with her.

As they turned the horses into the home paddocgalte "That ought to
have done something for your temper, but," his edightened, "when the
youngsters are home, don't be quite so foolhardgyight be tempted to
do the same, and the ground is dangerous."

It Was better when the three came home. Rowendieadied their coming
lest they should appear to resent her, a strangerhad entrance to the
family circle, and especially Lindsay, who mightvhaa natural grievance
that Rowena had been given their mother's roomsheisOon realized that
for Lindsay the wonder of falling in love had edlga all other things.

There was an incandescent look about her as ifleaméd been lit behind
the clear grey eyes, an unmistakable look. Any wartaoking at Lindsay,
would have read the signs.



Penny and Tony, the seventeen-year-old twins, wefightful. At first,
Rowena, seeing Penny, had thought: How odd, abaltohs, for Penny
looked just a child, with dark Hair, like Forrestst slantingly across her
winged brows, and the same hazel eyes that ocedlsi@mowed a glint of
green, but in less than twenty-four hours Rowerarsed that opinion.

She forgot the antagonistic atmosphere that peddietween herself and
Forrest when nobody was near, enough to remarldagyeas he came to
where she was leaning on the verandah: "Pennyly odtture, isn't she?"

He looked at her sideways. "So you've noticed thate you? No longer
think it strange that she and Nicholas should bmalll to each other?"

"No, | think it's quite ideal." Her voice shook tme word because she was
afraid he could laugh at her, or twist her rematk ia barb to turn back on
her. "l hope nothing ever happens to overthrow langtso idyllic. Penny
has planned her life around marrying Nicholas, thasme? Taking that
Home Science course, learning household and esi@t@gement. When
do you think they!'ll...?"

"Nicholas won't marry her till she's twenty. Salge snust get out and about,
have the chance of meeting other men. Penny wantadry him at
eighteen. I'd have given my consent, but he waadt lof it."

Rowena said slowly, "It might be as well to walitte ... it won't be easy at
any time taking on being mistress in a house thast@r has managed so
well, evidently. But it would be extra hard if yoere only eighteen. Not
easy for Helen either, | should imagine, to relisuhe reins.”

Forrest tapped out his pipe. "That won't be a okl he said. "lI've reason
to hope that Helen will be in a home of her owrgld@efore then."

Rowena was annoyed to find she was holding ,hatlbi@eason to hope.
a home of her own ... and that place -Tawhai?

She said matter-of-factly, "She arrives very samgsn't she?"



"No. | got a letter yesterday from her. She's stgyn Australia for a little
while. Not long."

Rowena said, "I must go and switch on the stowe promised them
sausage rolls and hot scones, and heaven helgigestion."

It was the most friendly conversation they'd hadsfame time, but she was
surprised when he followed her into the kitchen.a¥eided being alone
with her these days.

He said abruptly, "Lindsay tells me Sargison is o@mon Friday till
Tuesday. He can't stay longer, seemingly. PerHagis tall he can take of
the country."

109Rowena said nothing, but continued choppingebutto the flour.

Forrest said, "How will you feel about that?" Hmé gave nothing away.
She looked up.

"How will | feel? Perhaps you mean how will | bele& She gave a wry
smile, added, "You needn't worry - Lindsay will leavothing to fear from
me."

He said (she thought gloatingly), "It won't be e&myyou, will it, watching
him and Lindsay. Tell me, did you write to him &mnthlize things? | heard
him ask you not to give him away!" He uttered argbaf pure scorn.

Rowena bent over the mixing-bowl. How she hatedhbeght that through
her own stupidity this man thought she had onckerfaprey to Dirk's
doubtful charms.

She said, because from now on she was going todetiore lies, "Forrest,
that day by the Cathedral, we agreed not to mealtileeach other's private
lives."

Something flashed into his eyes, something unrdadab



"Yes, but -" He stopped abruptly. She had an alnmostistible impulse to
say, "Go on, Forresgo or But ... what?" Even if it was only something to
hurt her, anything would be better than the icyldis with which they had
treated each other lately. But she dared not. Side isstead :

"Sticky, isn't it? | mean - hes too old for her." She stopped abruptly too.
Conversation about this was difficult when she s@#volved.

Forrest's voice was hard. "Wishful thinking, Misstlkeringham? Want him
back?"

Her voice was as hard as his. "l do not want hiockbbdidn't mean that."
"What did you mean then?"

"Just what | said. He's too old for her."

The hazel eyes had a quizzical gleam in them. "dlovare you?"
"Twenty-three."

His tone was dry. "H'mm. Three years older thandtay. Not a great
difference.”

Her head was still bent as she marked out oblohgasiry.

"One gains a lot of experience in those three yehngenty is pitifully
vulnerable. Young love is so open to hurt. Not tihas love ... it's only
being in love with love."

She could have bitten her tongue out when she dddlsat, for he always
believed the worst of her, and would probably théhke wanted to believe it
wasn't the real thing with Lindsay.

But he didn't take her up on it, said instead,austy, "Wereyouvulnerable
at twenty, Miss Fotheringham?"



She said, bitterness in her voice, "Vulnerablges, and oh, so trusting and
foolish where men were concerned.”

He was silent, so she looked up, their eyes meelingas the first time
since that day in Cathedral Square that the distvas gone from his, or so
she imagined.

"Then ... is there some reason for your. . . beha®'

For one moment she was tempted to tell him. Themtamory of his voice
came back to her . . . "When did you decide thexeewetter fish in the sea
than a mere itinerant artist . . . this is the flsht got away" . . . Oh, no, she'd
too much pride ever to let him think she lookedhis direction. And what
chance had she of ever making him believe whabédynd this coil?

She said stiffly, "We agreed to keep out of eatieis private lives. | want
no excuses made for me, thanks. | can bear yoaganism, your mistrust
of me. | couldn't bear you being tolerant, magnanim"

He shrugged. "All right, let it go, but none ofdhielps Lindsay. I'd hate to
see her link up her fresh young life with a mae likat. It's not just his age,
| don't suppose he's much older than | am, I'ntydane, but it's what his
life has been that's worrying me. There won't belmhe's not experienced.
| know the type, my years at sea left me few ithasi."

Rowena said, hesitatingly, "That's just wisattracting Lindsay, I'm afraid.
It's fascinating to a young girl, you know, that@fia man of the world, and
the heady knowledge that he finds her, in spitehef own lack of
experience - attractive."

"Well, you should know. Since you found it so."

Rowena said softly, "If you haven't anything bettedo than to jibe at me, |
wish you'd go away. I'm willing to help Lindsay alftthis mess, help you to
untangle it, if it is possible, and - even if yaon'tbelieve it - my motives
are disinterested. But | can't help when you beligaat everything | say or
do is in my own interests."



He pursed his lips up, watching her intently. "Ymean Dirk Sargison
doesn't mean a thing to you now? That it was mex@lgssing infatuation?"

Rowena didn't answer that last bit. She was tryankeep to the truth.

"l can safely promise you that he means nothingeaow, and that if | can
wean Lindsay from him, I will."

She slid the rolls into the oven, turned to faga.hi

"Very well," he said. "I believe you have got ovel can't trust you as | did
once, can't see why you deceived me over it, buvell, let's give the
youngsters as good a holiday as we can beforegbdyack for the winter
term. And perhaps when Dirk Sargison comes, ybe'lproved right, and
he'll be revealed in his true colours."”

Rowena dusted the flour off her hands as one wisorigdhherself of a
problem.

"l see," she said, a subtle inflection in her voiten to thank you, it seems,
for the chance to reinstate myself in the Beecloimgavour!" She left the
kitchen.

At times, when, for a brief spell, Rowena couldgitrthe shadow that lay
on her heart, she rejoiced in the family life ofwbai in holiday-time. The

house was full of the sound of young voices, ogldar, of teasing, of hot,
silly arguments. Against her will, for now she chtgt anything that might
bolster up her indignation against the master affiea, she noticed that
Forrest himself was good with the youngsters, eeitbo strict with them

nor too indulgent, and he' and young Tony were nli&ee brothers than

nephew and uncle.

They had excursions to Timaru, to the lakes, maesy, riding in the
luxurious car, through mountain passes and rias tio the turquoise gem
that was Lake Tekapo, ringed about with icy remmoi@untains; and to



Pukaki, with the glorious height of Mount Cook, otgirteen thousand feet,
at the end of the pewter-smooth water.

They even went climbing up Moupt Tawhai. The famigre so casual
about it Rowena could scarcely credit that this Wiesmountain that had
brought tragedy into their lives. But she did realiwhen they were
climbing, how careful Forrest was of them, thatretteough they'd lived
with the mountain all their lives, he still insétl into them, at every turn,
reminders of safe mountain-lore.

Rowena, mindful that she must always show this thahthe less she had
of his company the better, often pleaded taskgdase her from going, but
the children simply wouldn't hear of it.

"We'll help you when we come back. We've been bnbug to do our share
inside ... it's no fun without you, Rowena," ane stould look up to find
Forrest's dark, sardonic gaze upon her, as if lethiaking: She casts a
spell upon them all ... I'm the only one who kn®hs's such a schemer. On
the first occasion he said, as she came downstatramping kit, "We'll
take the easy slopes today, till Rowena gets lietep."

She raised her eyes to his. Not now, for her, tinalgriumph of letting him
find out her accomplishments for himself.

"I've climbed before."

"In England? Our mountains are tougher."

"In Switzerland."

He looked at her swiftly, suspiciously. She coudd bitten her tongue out.
"l accompanied people out there," she said lamely.

He nodded. "Of course.” His voice was suave. "Ohgooir Upper Ten
families."



Back of it all, she dreaded the day Dirk wouldaridreaded it as Lindsay
longed for it, Lindsay who went about with starfiar eyes the night before,
who prepared his room herself, sang softly as shr@ about the house.

Rowena prayed Forrest would keep his temper, thatduldn't succumb to
the temptation to taunt her, to lash out at Ditke 8ven went as far as to say
to him, "l think it would be a good idea not to reak.indsay's
disillusionment too sudden. To let it come abouatdgially. | can't see him
showing up well here. She might realize quite gyitat they have nothing
lasting in cojnmon, but if you try to speed it, {lbwnly succeed in
antagonizing her. | - | mean if you hint that hel anvere - were -"

"Were once romantically interested in each otHee,hrompted het.

She swallowed. How distasteful it was! "yes, iftthappened it would only
strengthen the attraction - at this stage she'sddtw take his part, and it
would be a pity to spoil -" She stopped again.

"Spoil what? Oh, | think | have it ... you find Ildeay rather likes you ..."
The tone of his voice derided Lindsay's discrimorat He might just as
well have said, "Lindsay fell for Dirk, and so dle#l for you." He repeated
his last words. "You find Lindsay rather likes yamd you don't want her to
find you out.”

Rowena lifted her head with something of her oliditsp

"I wasn't going to say that. | was going to sayydiu were the one to
disillusion her about Dirk, it might spoil the rétanship betweeryou and
her. After all, | shan't be at Tawhai for ever, I'llobe forgotten when | go,
when you get a more suitable companion for youtt,aamwhen Lindsay
finishes at Varsity and comes home for good."

For once Forrest Beechington looked set back. 't&dreg willing to admit
I'm not too difficult with Lindsay - not quite argee?”

"I'm always willing to admit things ... things thate obviously true."

"Yet you're never quite ... open, are you, Roweoiaéringham?"



She didn't reply to that, but said, "I've admit{edi're good with Lindsay.
Isn't that enough?"

He didn't reply directly either. Simply sighed asaid, "My trouble has
always been the reverse. I've had to struggle gintkeagain against spoiling
Lindsay. It's not easy to refuse her anything whke looks at me with
Darrell's eyes.”

He turned and went out of the kitchen, and therg sugh pain in his voice
that Rowena wanted to run after him, to slip hem ahrough his,
comfortingly, to walk with him, saying nothing, bsthe couldn't. Between
them lay the unbridgeable gulf of distrust, suspici.. lies.

Dirk Sargison's visit didn't turn out quite as thegd planned. Rowena
certainly felt as she knew she would ... as if sladked on the edge of a
volcanic crater, and it might crumble at any mombat Dirk didn't appear
out of his element as they had thought.

For one thing, he was a tolerably good rider. Tty hoped he would show
to poor advantage there, be nervous. For anotherartist in him was so
charmed with Tawhai that he disarmed them a litde. took endless
sketches, of corners of the house, the gardenmihntain, the stables,
ivy-wreathed, with the clock-tower, the gums.

They were aware that Dirk Sargison was impresséd the wealth and

solidity of Tawhai, looking on the plains and fodithcovered with sheep as
evidence of a substantial income, and he obvioes|gyed the ease and
elegance of the homestead, accepting with lazynchhe way Lindsay

waited on him, repaying her in his own coin of magless compliments

and endearments.

Rowena had said to Forrest, feeling the less time spent in Dirk's
company, the less dangerous it would be, "I'llcoyhe out so much. With a
guest in the house there's more to do."

He had said no, very much the master of Tawhatati't always go with
them, the outside work must be done and | dorst @irk. | wouldn't put it



past him to get Lindsay away from the others, tm@mmmise her in some
way to force us to accept him."

Rowena looked startled. "Do you really think heddag far as that? | didn't
think he'd even sensed our — your disapproval.”

"l think he's definitely a wrong 'un. He fits bett@to this circle than |
anticipated, yet it's only a chameleon kind of atipent, | think. He's all
things to all people. There's a kind of nervousnedsm - not quite that
perhaps, rather a lack of confidence that makesmmeder if he's got
anything in his life to hide. I do like people te bpen and above board."

That last sentence flicked Rowena on the raw. §hered it, repeated, "I
didn't think he'd realized you disapproved. Yowetd the genial host very
well."

She couldn't make anything out of his expressi&o. Have you," he said.
"To give you your due, you've taken this fairly lyshown no resentment
towards Lindsay, or to him. But it makes me realizet a complete rotter
he is, to so ignore you, when there had been tidenstanding between you.
| suppose he thinks Lindsay is the better catch@l€arhe thought you were
better off than you are - due to your travellingeoluxury liner."

Rowena felt as if the edge of the crater crumblédtle. But much as she
detested Dirk, this was hardly fair to him. He wasuite the cad Forrest
thought him.

She said, desperately, "Mr. Beechington - dond hioht against him. It - it
was more on my side than his . .. he's not realbjame - | feel | read more
into it than | should have."

He looked at her with dislike. "I don't understayou at all, Rowena
Fotheringham. You're the oddest mixture - at tiryes seem so fair, so
candid ... at others, scheming and underhandhératish you were one
thing or the other. At times, against my betterggement, I'm almost
inclined to trust you." He turned away.



His words lightened something in Rowena's hearonlf Lindsay would
drop Dirk, perhaps this could be forgotten, ovekke... or if not forgotten,
not so vividly present with them. Perhaps thistwssn't quite the disaster
she had anticipated. Forrest was showing her angdinmg of respect for the
way she had - presumably - got over her infatuatwrDirk. She hoped
desperately nothing would occur to revive his stisps and distrust of her.
Rowena continued to avoid Dirk as much as possible.

A pity then that he should come into her kitcheteat time when she was
alone there.

Rowena was wearing a rather severe-looking greylarmdress with a full
gathered skirt, and prim white collar and cuffs.ofbher waist was a gilt
girdle, made Of links, that clipped about her ael fo one side in a
dangling end.

She was crushing some herbs between her fingarsa¢e intent. Beside
her were scales, and little muslin bags, and abevdead, on hooks, some
rolls of home-cured bacon. She looked up, wondatetie look on Dirk's
face.

"Stay just like that, will you? Till | come back."”

Slightly bewildered, Rowena did exactly as he hathmanded, a small
crease between her fine tawny brows. Dirk reapjgegaed and pencil in his
hand. He sketched rapidly. Then he paused, lookedchat he had done,
back at her.

"I don't think I realized, on the ship, how goosidject you are for painting
... your figure, your colouring, | did take a féightning impressions ... that
day in the tropics ... the lights in your hair skmadow it looks almost black,
but in the fierce sun it was burnished copper. Amir eyes - so
mysteriously green.

"But today, it's not mere beauty - you've givenamgubject and a title. On
board ship you were just one pretty girl among m&tere, doing what you
were doing just now, you were in your right eleméfdu could have been
in another century ... the mistress of the houshker still- room. That dress



could have been early nineteenth century, if iteagetittle longer, and your
girdle, a chain with keys dangling from it ... lathcall my picture "The
Chatelaine'. We won't have much time ... you miigos me. I'd like your

hair a little looser, though." He stepped forwanecgly, put his hands to her
hair, fluffed out the chestnut waves.

Rowena knew he wasn't conscious of anything butrtegiration of his

muse, that it didn't mean a thing personally, theé boked over Dirk's
shoulder straight into Forrest's eyes. His eyekdddlack, his nostrils were
slightly flared.

She said, hastily, hoping it didn't sound guilty/é€ll, Dirk, | certainly can't
sit for you now. It's nearly time for tea. Pennidsshe would help me with
the mixing of these herbs afterwards. And we'vetgditag them too. | was
in the middle of weighing them out. Your picturdiaave to wait. Anyway,
perhaps you could just paint it from your sketclhew you're back in the
city."

Dirk uttered a snort of derision. "Good heavens!ai\dn Philistine! I'll do it
here, of course."

Rowena said weakly, "I may not be able to sparéithe. After all, I'm not a
free agent. | draw a salary from Mr. Beechingtomave to earn it.".

Forrest's voice was decisive. It made Dirk spimoabu

"But who am | to stand in the way of ... art? Oficse you may have time to
sit for Dirk. You ought to be flattered ... thoutym not at all sure Lindsay
will be pleased."”

"Why won't 1?" said Lindsay's fresh young voice inehhim, making
Forrest start in turn. "Why won't | be pleased alwaat?"

Forrest said - and Rowena knew she didn't only in@athe triumph in his
voice - he was glad to be showing Lindsay that Bidyes could stray:
"Dirk is dying to paint Rowena."



Lindsay's surprise seemed genuine. "Why shouldndmiUncle Forrest?
He's already painted me. You should see it -" Heetwas laughingly
rueful. "I'm the picture of innocence - like a dhein an Italian painting . ..
looking As if | thought babies were found under glmerry bushes!”

Rowena thought Forrest winced. She caught the Ridk gave Lindsay,
and for a moment knew fear for the girl. No oneenty likes to be thought
either innocent or ignorant. How far would Lindsaylesire to appear
knowledgeable and experienced take her? Dirk's labkhe girl held
appraisal, desire...

She gathered up the scales with one swift moverderpped the herbs into
a bowl, pushed them aside, said crisply, "Welljyses or no pictures, |
must get tea."

After the meal, she met Forrest alone in the I&die said to him, "I didn't
want Dirk to paint me. You ought to have had thesseto say we're too
busy. And it was all to no avail. Lindsay doesatlteca brass sou."

He looked at her impatiently. "You do impute alttsoof mojjves to me.

And while I wouldn't trust him as far as | can kaa - with women - I've got

to admit he can paint! None of this obscure modguff either, but darned
good stuff. Let him paint you - at least when lo®gg that he's not making
love to Lindsay."

Dirk Sargison became so interested in the pictathe stayed on two days
extra, and departed on the Thursday night. Thestwent back to school on
the Monday; their May holidays were just over tweeks, they would have
three in August and seven in December, but Lindealyanother week yet.
She spent most of her time swotting, though Johardadid his best to get
her outside with him.

Rowena approved of John. He was sandy-haired amet ldyed, with
massive shoulders and a magnificent physique. S8liks® to Lindsay,
once.

Lindsay shrugged. "Yes, but so obvious. And albivsVery stodgy."



Rowena said mildly, "Oddly enough he doesn't stnileeas stodgy. | should
think there was fire in him, well controlled."”

Lindsay looked amazed.

Rowena continued. "He's interesting ... alwaysgiwe the impression he's
got inner resources you wouldn't exhaust in a hiknow what | mean?

That he'd always have something in reserve. Sayosi now and again.
The sort to make a member of parliament in lafer li should think he's

quite irresistible to women."

The amazement in Lindsay's voice was ludicrousiriddohn Macrae!"

Rowena laughed. "Yes, John Macrae. You've knowntbomong to even

know what he's like, Lindsay. How he appears t@otomen. It's said that
when you meet a person for the first time you stidabk at them closely,
because it's the only time you'll ever really desnt. After that familiarity

blurs the image. So you've never really had thenohaof seeing John
Macrae as he is."

She glanced at Lindsay. The girl was bending otier table chopping
parsley; perhaps that was what had brought theucaip into her cheeks.
Lindsay was sweet, too sweet to be smirched inayby a man of Dirk's
standards.

Lindsay looked up. "I say, Rowena, what do you khisncle Forrest
promised me last night? . .. That we can have drtimle ball here on
Queen's Birthday night. We'll all be home that week"

Rowena looked puzzled ... the Queen's Birthday iwaspril, though at
home the Trooping the Colour came in June...

Lindsay said, in answer to the look, "It's a pulti@iday here, and since
George the Fifth - he was the one who had hisdastton the third of June,
wasn't he? - we've always celebrated it on the Mgnmukarest the third. A
winter sport holiday. They have trains running upnf Christ- church to
Arthur's Pass, and people go tramping or toboggammthere. Sometimes
if there's been the cold weather, we all go to Liakefor the skating. It's



marvellous. But Forrest says he'll see you abownimg up the old
ballroom. It's not been used for a dance sinceNiwe Year's Eve before
Mummy and Daddy were killed." Her voice tremblelittée.

Rowena said, not looking at her, "I expect your meotand father would
like to think it was used now and then - that ydihat fun. Are you going
to get a new dress for it, Lindsay?"

"Yes. Uncle Forrest said he'd buy me a new on&grasas | didn't go for
something sophisticated and slinky!" Lindsay's eaias disgusted.

Rowena laughed. "Aren't men conservative about wisrnegothes! He's a
bit out of date, isn't he? It's only girls of setemm who want sophisticated,
slinky things. Not a woman your age."

Lindsay sounded gratified. "Yes, aren't men stuffg@n't intend to appear
in unrelieved black, or - or olive green, but -"

"But you don't want to wear white, like a debut&itRowena believed in
steering a middle course.

Lindsay pressed her arm gratefully. "Bless you, Boay you do
understand, don't you? How about helping me cha¥sé daren't ask
Beechy. She'd think white flounces, with rosebudsing over it, or pale
pink with puffed sleeves, or a fichu. Would you?"

"Yes. | think your uncle would probably lend us tbar for a day in
Christchurch.”

"He would," said the uncle's voice.

Lindsay yelped. "Really, Uncle Forrest! For a griealking brute you do
creep about quietly. How long have you been there?"

It was something Rowena wanted to know herself.

"Right from the time Rowena was scathing about im&ng conservative."



Lindsay peeped up at him and chuckled. "And youtaonmd, do you, pet?"

"No," He put his arm around his niece's should&fsu're probably right.
We are stuffy. We like our women looking nice, startling. And it will be
a change to see you out of those ghastly tightspamd loose tops and duffle
coats. | don't know what students are coming tedltays. It's practically a
uniform with them. I don't mind slacks and breedloesiecessary purposes,
but to wear them all the time! They do nothing your figure, Lindsay.
Make you top-heavy. I like women in full skirts. Bgou can get what you
like for the ball if you allow yourself to be guidleby our Miss
Fotheringham."

Lindsay opened her eyes wide. "Goodness, Rowemsnttde trust you!"
She flung her arms about her uncle, kissed hisk;liap away laughing.

Rowena raised her eyes to meet Forrest's. "Ydsn!tyou trust me!" she
said bitterly.

"The more fool I," he said, and went away.

The shopping was a success. Forrest had told Rowespare no expense.
Rowena felt no one could possibly find anythingawil at in her choice for
Lindsay. It was a model and had been called "Saatfp and its filmy
draperies were iridescent like the sea itself.e8ibnd blue and green.

Rowena waxed lyrical over it when she met Forreitaend of the day. He
had driven her up, having had business at Addindbateyards that
Wednesday. Lindsay had gone back to her boardingeno

"It's the perfect colouring for Lindsay," she sdamfgetting for the time that
she was careful these days to show no- emotionomt ©f him, but was
cool, indifferent. "Her eyes are that blend of gesyd blue and green that
pick up their colour from what she wears, and clearngh her mood. The
saleswoman was quite enchanted. She said it wasitglying to sell a
gown to a girl obviously designed to wear it." $lesitated and said, "l don't
know what jewellery Lindsay has, of course, buid think, if you wanted



to make her a gift ... one of those beautiful pshell necklaces, set in silver,
would be ideal. So right, coming from the sea. Tigeynore lovely than
turquoise, and so individually Maoriland."

She saw that, for once, she had pleased him.
"Right, we'll go into the first jeweller's we see."

The necklaces were beautiful, not over-costly, tfiolie bought the best the
shop could offer. They lay on their cottonwool heoigalescent and shot
with all the colours of the changing tides, beaulifbuffed.

"Fit for a mermaid," said Forrest Beechington, lvaddup a bracelet to catch
the light. "Good. We'll have the bracelet too, a&adrings to match. And
some Chinese amber for Penny."

Chinese amber, in its lovely ruby colouring, wohbklideal for Penny, who
was wearing a floral dress as gay as a poppy.

The assistant moved away. Forrest Beechington @icie another paua
necklace.

"You've been very good -" His voice was stiff - thataken the interest in
Lindsay that Linda would have gone. Would you allesv- Aunt Lavinia
and myself, to buy you this?"

Rowena shook her head. Her tone was low, but fiitNd, thank you. It's
nice of you to offer. But | do it for Lindsay's sk

He didn't press it. It had been a conventionalroffeade because, although
he might detest her, he appreciated what she didh® household at
Tawhai. It was irrational to know such a pang @fret as the assistant took
the necklaces away. It would have been somethikgép, when, as some
day she would, she went back home, and the Beegtorisjaded out of her
life.

He didn't show resentment, but said in an off-hamrachner, "What are you
wearing yourself in the dress line?"



"Yellow," said Rowena laconically.
"And in jewellery... pearl beads?"
It sounded so ordinary, something in Rowena redolte

"No," she said, and hesitated. "I'm wearing - greeliants. The dress is
sewn over with them. I've a necklace to match."

They began their eighty-mile drive home, a drivattehould have been
lovely through the winter landscape of a countreveithere were so many
evergreen trees: with the wonder of a sunset cnmgoand paling above
snows that were amethyst and rose and mother-of-péahis hour...
instead they rode in a silence that was neithendly nor companionable,
but fraught with distrust of each other.

Rowena looked at Forrest's lean brown hands owlhleel, and the desire to
touch them, even fleetingly, was almost a phygeah. She wondered what
it would have been like to have been loved by th&s, to have met him
with clear candid eyes, no foolishness to hide....

He spoke only once on the journey.
"Could you face another day in town before thedwliweekend?"
"If I have to. Why?"

"Because I'd like to stand Nelly a dress too. Yeuwwone wonders for her.
She even speaks better than she used to. She's gmahd kid . .. always
slaved for that big family of her mother's. Theyle a bad family on the
whole, only feckless, but Nelly's the pick of thenbh. Maybe you've

noticed it yourself, but the Dutchman is looking ay. | should think he

comes from a better background. | found her poowey fashions the other
day. She hopes to make one herself. I'd like heat® something that didn't
mean hours of work beforehand, and had some fi@shher a really good
one. Let her be Cinderella-at-the-ball for once."



"I'd love to." Rowena's voice was warm. But shehets oh, how she
wished, Forrest Beechington wouldn't show her e of his nature ...
much better if she could keep on detesting hindifig faults in him that
made her tell herself that it was just as welldlsihad fallen out as they had.

All Tawhai township was coming to the ball, if they desired it. A general
invitation had gone out. Forest had had an armyafkmen out from

Timaru to do up the ballroom and polish the reéithg flooring that had

been laid down in his great-grandfather's time.

It was a magic weekend. The weather had been ioynITawhai was

clothed in glistening splendour, and the whole nitage of the Alps

glittered like sugar crystals in the sun. Forreshtwup and collected the
twins and Lindsay in Town and brought them hom&oday night.

"And everyone is to be early to bed," he said, @abtought them into the
dining-room where a huge fixe was lit in the masdiveplace that was of
West Coast stone, with flakes of mica in it, thistered and danced in the
firelight.

"Why early tonight?" asked Penny. "Why not Sundayt) with the ball in
the offing?"

He pinched her chin. "Because Nicholas and | hdsangd a surprise,
poppet. You might as well know now. Skating coraiis are perfect at Lake
Ida. We're setting off at seven.”

"All except me," said Aunt Lavinia complacently,dyuwith her knitting.
"There are great compensations in age. To godkewhere the sun never
shines ... Brrrrrr! Not me. My idea of a holidayais outrigger canoe among
coral reefs. | shall stay by the fire and pity '

Tony didn't look in need of pity. He'd turned a swsault in the big room
out of sheer exuberance of spirits. Only Lindsagnsed to take it calmly.
Perhaps she didn't care for skating as much azshe

She went out with Rowena to get the early suppeswdda had
bacon-and-egg pies for them, and potatoes bak#tkinjackets, scooped



out, refilled with a savoury mixture, and toppedhmheese. There was
coffee, piping hot and delicious.

There was a slight droop to Lindsay's shoulders.
"What is it, Lindsay?"

Tears came to the grey eyes. "Dirk isn't cominghwball. He - he got a
new, more flattering invitation. He was invitee} @ueenstown with a
group of lecturers. He's going to paint the Remialdsa while the snow
holds ... their reflections in Lake Wakatipu, ands. Oh, | know I've got to
understand his painting comes first, buthlaelaccepted our invitation."

Rowena felt a mixture of emotions ... glad for ben sake that Dirk wasn't
to be there, sorry Lindsay was wounded, but alitlieved that Lindsay
obviously didn't approve of anyone's being quiteeasual about manners.
Lindsay was as casual as most students, but skeld brought up in a
different tradition from Dirk. It just wasn't done.

Rowena turned, put an arm about Lindsay's shoultdrs this means a lot
to your uncle. He's put so much into it. It's fbe tsake of you three. He
wants Tawhai to be as it used to be. Put on amdcttou, don't let him see
how you feel."

Lindsay returned the hug. "I know. I've felt a pigcare so much because
Dirk won't be there. | won't let Uncle Forrest dowtis never been easy for
him - he's not really so much older than we ared lze has tried to do his
best for our family. I've realized that lately."”

"Good for you!" Rowena thought Lindsay had matumddt, even between
these holidays and the May ones. But then growmg+as never measured
in time, but in leaps and bounds - by heart-bestger than minutes. But oh,
how much of this new maturity could they put dowrDirk Sargison?

The day at the Lake was all it was meant to b&eénfan and laughter of it
all, for there were hundreds there, from Christchiand Ashburton, and all
the surrounding countryside. Rowena could evenetotigat she played a
part, had fears and anxieties.



The sombre lake, surrounded by snow-clad giants, l#ughter and
comradeship echoing in the clear wine-like air, tfay costumes of the
skaters, the tumbles and mishaps of the begintlterssheer perfection of
the experts.

When Rowena went to bed that night, tired and aghuit drowsy with
delicious sleep, she thought, with a sense of wortidat there had been no
cross word spoken, no shadow had fallen.



CHAPTER IX

THE service at St. John-in-the-Wilderness was in tieening that Sunday,
and was this time a Presbyterian one, taken byeh®lds, who stayed to
dinner, then left for another service eighteen sndway directly after.

In the afternoon they all took to the bush to gathe greenery for the next
day. The pongas had been brought out by the metheoiBaturday, and
potted, but there were great armfuls of vines ame@mers to be brought,
carried in aching arms down gullies and hillsidasg piled into a horse-
drawn dray taken as far into the bush as it coald g

At night Forrest Beechington lit a fire in the loigawing- room, a room they
hardly ever used, it was so large. There was pléoe at each end.

"We'll have some music tonight. Aunt Lavinia saidtjthe other night, so
wistfully, how long it was since we had gatheredwththe piano. And it
means so much to her - now. It's one thing shestithenjoy fully."

Rowena hadn't realized what a family of singery there, all harmonizing
naturally. Even Aunt Lavinia joined in. None of theoddly enough, had a
taste for very modern music, only for old favowsitRowena sat entranced.

During a lull, when Lindsay was sitting at the maplaying dreamily and
softly an old waltz tune, Rowena found Forrest desier.

"Don't you sing? Don't let the family crowd you dut

She looked up, her eyes frank. Of late there had btle of real frankness
between them. Her voice held honest regret.

"I'm no singer. | love music, and | play, but Iive singing voice. You won't
be able to understand that. You appear to be edgifimily in that respect.”

His expression for once was not hostile. He twidkle



"Do you know I'm quite grateful to think there'sysething you don't excel
at. You're so shockingly efficient at most things enough to give
everybody an inferiority complex."

Rowena looked up at him. She wanted to say - § gou knew ... if only
you could guess how I felt when Geoffrey said he iever loved me! How
unsure of myself | became. To her horror she égltg pricking her lids. She
looked down quickly - she mustn't cry, just becauisersoice had - for once
- been kind. She mustn't lower her defences. Stedre or twice, hoped
the breach between them might have healed, buyalthare had been swift
sarcasm, stabbing words, heat that scorched ahdned. As far as this man
was concerned her heart was made of rose-petall; bauised.

So she said, in as sarcastic a tone as he hadiss@rto her, "How nice to

know you regard me as so efficient. Efficient - bat trustworthy! Isn't that
it?"

He didn't reply. Lindsay stopped playing. He loolkedoss. "Play 'Galway
Bay', Lindsay. We'll all join in," and he made it excuse to leave her.

Rowena picked up her neglected tapestry. They airito rollicking Irish
tunes. She felt she was being ignored, as growrigmmse a rather rude
child. But better that, Forrest Beechington, thaat tyou should think me
softening towards you.

Rowena realized that she couldn't go on like thig)g here, with barbed

antagonism between herself and the man she lovedh&ed desperately
that Lindsay would get over her infatuation, thathee end of the Varsity

year she would come home to take her place asaightier of the house.
Then she could look after Aunt Lavinia.

Rowena would be free to go ... it wouldn't mattewnif she went back to
England, for she was free of the old ties that bade bound her to
Geoffrey, and it wouldn't hurt to meet him. He wiblle married by now.
There she would forget Forrest Beechington, andhellfoolish mistakes,
learn to live her life without him. Forget the twuhistling in the gorge, the
bell-bird chiming over the waters of the pass,ribes stars in a new sky....



Penny finished her song, came across to her, digagown on the couch.
Forrest stayed at the piano playing small snatohagll-known songs.

Suddenly Rowena was aware that he was playingutieetie had hummed
that disastrous day they had gone to the Admirhlisse, a day that still, in
the remembrance of its earlier hours, held theityuafl an idyll.

Penny looked up. "What is that, Uncle Forrestjitise fascinating.”

He bowed his head to her, smiled. "Thank you, Pemsmall thing, but my
own. Glad you like it."

Lindsay, delighted, said, "Oh, you've been compmpaigain lately?"

"Not very lately. Some weeks ago - | composeduhe to fit the words of a
poem | thought was rather good... at least | thoitgtas good then. | don't
know since."

Penny said, "Then if there are words, let's heamtHUncle Forrest.”

They pestered him, till, suddenly, he seemed toectora decision, swept
his fingers along the keys, sang in his fine bagtdhe words of an
Australian poet, Jane East:

| have loved green - the green of lovely thingse Phle, flat discs of
new nasturtium leaves,

The feathers of a mountain-parrot's wings,

The first frail grass that Spring, new-awakenedaves;

And depthless pools where tides have ceased to run,

And winter apples hanging in the sun!

| have loved green - bright-dropping beads of jade,

Soft pussy-willow silk with silvery folds,

Books with green covers carelessly arrayed,

And emerald bottles capped with tinselled golds!

Rowena thought the setting quite lovely, and theds@nusual. She sat up,
lost in the charm of it, her eyes fixed on the smgShe was quite
unprepared for the last two lines.



But the green wonder of your laughing eyes Stirgaoh time, O Love,
to new surprise!

As he finished the song, Forrest's eyes held helisedately, the mocking
light in them all too evident.

The young ones begged him to sing it again.

"No," he said. "It isn't worth it. | composed itaweak moment. | imagine
most love-songs are composed in weak moments.rBetgotten. It doesn't
last.”

Penny was horrified. "Uncle Forrest!"

He looked across at her. "It's all right, Pennyg"daid. "Your kind of love
lasts, but one meets up with it all too seldom."

Rowena dropped her tapestry down, went out ofabenr She would have
loved to flee to the comfort of the out-of-doorsee if it was freezingly

cold, to find somewhere to weep, to weep alone. $& couldn't. She
wouldn't give Forrest Beechington the chance tokihie had wounded her.
He might just as well have said: See what you risse

And she, poor fool, taunted and mocked, couldn&netaate him. The
poignancy of it swept over her. If they hadn't D&k that day, he might
have sung it to her, with sincerity ... with lov@&ut the green wonder of
your laughing eyes stirs me each time, O Love gt surprise.”

Rowena began to cut sandwiches.

The next night the old house burgeoned out intthallglory of the old days
when people had come further and by less comf@tabhsport to meet
each other, to dance, to talk, perhaps to flittke| exchange news from
Home.



"Let's all go down together, Rowena," said Lindsdyeathtakingly
beautiful in her sea-foam gown. Rowena loved hee;lsad been so gallant
and gay for her uncle's sake, and underneath shallmust be fretting for
Dirk, because whatever he was or had been, Linlds@&g him, or thought
she did.

So they came down together to where Forrest and Bawminia waited for
them at the foot of the lovely old staircase. Roavemght have been an
older sister, Lindsay on one side of her in heatflyg iridescent draperies
and necklace, Penny in her poppy-bright gown and&3le amber, Rowena
in primrose yellow taffeta, beautifully embroidereshd crusted with
gleaming green brilliants.

Above it her hair shone like a burnished chestantl curled softly at the
base of her neck. Against her creamy brown thioatmered the necklace.

At the last she had hesitated about wearing ify tragl succumbed. It was so
long since she had worn it. And no one here waasl\liko guess how
valuable it was. It was so elaborate it would k@tefor costume jewellery,
no more.

Aunt Lavinia was enchanted. "Oh, Forrest, do |laake three of them. Isn't
it like old times? | mean old times you wouldnitnember."”

Her nephew dropped his eyes from the trio on th&ssto his aunt. "You
look like a million dollars yourself."

She did, gowned in palest lilac, a colour thatexutier so well, with pearls,
and an ostrich feather fan, delicately tinted. stfewwy hair was piled high,
and she wore a pearl- ornamented comb in it.

The evening went with a swing. There weren't aniflavers, not likely to

be, here in the country, with so many single malmigrants working on
the farms, and it was a colonial ball in the bestise of the word, truly
democratic, everyone having fun with everyone édsmt Lavinia went by
on the arm of the Chinese fruiterer, one of the tnpogular men in the
township. Nelly came past, a transformed Nelly, megaaway from the
bright blues and pinks she used to wear, lookingetwn a misty grey with



gleams of coral showing through, Nelly on the armher Dutchman,
dreams in her eyes.

The ballroom couldn't compare with some Rowena kraalvn, but then

Forrest's great-grandfather hadn't tried to compétethe stately homes of
England, but had provided as best he could a fitadbe early colonists to
foregather in. Most of the woodwork was kauri data, and each window
had a New Zealand motif in the carving about tlzeni: bush clematis,
kowhai, rata, wood-pigeon, a kiwi, a tui, a fantail

She wondered as she danced with Jock, and sawsEgoréy with Heather,
if any ghosts accompanied him ... the memoriesabhCLinda, Darrell, his
mother and father ... or did he think of Helen, rmea the shores of
Aotearoa, the Land of the Long White Cloud ... what changes the years
had brought to Tawhai.

She realized Lindsay had danced more with John &é&aitran anyone, and
she wasn't looking as if she carried an ache irhkart either ... Rowena
smiled. When you were only twenty it was hard teigethe lure of gaiety,
easy to forget when fiddles were busy, and piaromracons merry. Was
Dirk Sargison's star waning?

Penny passed them in Nicholas's arms. Dear liglen, looking as if the
world owed her nothing in this moment. Rowena addhiNicholas. You
were always aware that for him, the world centreBeénelope Beechington.
But he was so restrained, so controlled, and swbli at eighteen Penny
would be ready for wifehood.

The dances were varied, modern and old-fashiohedgh she noticed that
even the youngsters could waltz well. That was b&eaut in the country
like this, all the family went to the local dangeghe township community
centre. Nancy Jerrold, looking ravishing in a grgenvn she had made
herself, was dancing with her Peter and lookecdmnt as a girl newly in
love. How lucky they were in each other. How sfey secure.

It was eleven o'clock before the master of Tawlaied her for a dance, a
waltz. She was standing a little from the otheesidle a huge ponga set in
half a barrel.



She said, without animosity, "You don't have ta) kaow. There are plenty
of other girls here whom you don't despise at all.”

He had her into the throng before she finishedldpga

"Don't be absurd,” he said to the top of her hBatbuldn't the family think
it odd if we didn't ... wouldn't Aunt Lavinia gorfone! Besides, | wanted to
find out if you dance as well as you do everythatge, bar singing." He
added a moment later, "And you do."

Steady, said Rowena's reason to Rowena's heartll get hurt, if you
soften. Just make the most of this ... his armsiiaymu ... music hauntingly
lovely, and the knowledge that without is a lovelgrid ... a world just as
lovely as your English world, though in a differavey.

As the music ended, Forrest swept her out on titl@ porch, screened by
vines. It wasn't part of a duty dance to find dws#ed corner! They came to
the rail, rested their hands on it. They looked omter the
moonlight-silvered paddocks, towards the height Tawhai, whitely
crowned, chill and remote. Somewhere a sheep cayghefamiliar
domestic noise. Further away, from the mountain sires, a bittern
boomed, that eerie, lonely sound. Rowena shive3kd.felt Forrest's eyes
on her and looked up.

He put a finger under the pendant of her necklimked at it. She was
acutely aware of the feel of his finger againstftessh, and schooled herself
not to show it by quickened breath, or faster Ingghieart. His glance into
her eyes was penetrating, calculating.

"No wonder you wouldn't let me buy you a mere psioell necklace!" he
said, and there was contempt in his tone.

"Wh-what do you mean?"
"Oh, don't try to dissemble ... a dress sewn wigreqg brilliants, you said,

and a necklace to match. Then if the embroideryaur dress matches the
necklace, it must be sewn witmeralds... | imagine the dress is by a



leading dressmaker, but | don't suppose even Hhahimeself embroiders
his gown with emeralds ... unless for the Queen!”

He let the emeralds fall back against her breastigged. "Glad you didn't
bother to deny it. Cold here, isn't it? Not thediof year for sitting out ...
let's get back to the ballroom."”

Rowena hoped she made as good a showing as Lind&ay,that, of
enjoying herself.

She was rather glad when it was all over, the eedaggone, and the house
their own again. They said their good nights, wientnove to the stairs.
Forrest's voice arrested Rowena.

"l should like to see you in my office for a few ments, please."

Rowelia didn't want to show how startled she féhe waved a hand to the
girls. "I'll pop into your room for a little chatlven I've seen your uncle,” she
said, as if it didn't matter a scrap. She follovaed with shaking knees.

He gestured her in, came to stand in front of Bée looked up at him
watchfully. He held out his hand.

"All right. Take them off. I'm going to put them the safe and tomorrow
they'll go to the bank at Timaru."

She put her hands round, unfastened the necklaetlty and without a
word put it in his outstretched hand.

He looked down on the emeralds, absently weigHiegt
"Have you anything else as valuable in your bedrgiom
"No."

"Are you telling me the truth?"

"Yes. Perhaps you won't believe me, but | am."”



He locked them in his safe, came back to her. 8w quite still waiting
for him to speak. He took her by the shouldersligta grasp.

"Rowena, what lies behind all this? Would you péeasswer truthfully the
guestions I'm going to ask you?"

"Yes."

"Are they family emeralds?"

"Yes."

"Have you ever worked for anyone ... other thanryawn family?"
"No."

"l see."

"What do you see, Forrest Beechington?"

"l can see it all. | know to what straits taxatlwas brought the stately homes
of England ... was yours in that category?"

"Yes."

"Why didn't you tell me?"

"I had my reasons."”

"Were they good reasons?"

"They seemed so to me .. . yes ... but they wevaterreasons. | don't care
to reveal them, so since I've promised to give yathful answers, please
don't ask me for them."

He said curiously, "l realized some time ago tlat game out on a luxury

liner. What was the idea? Why not as an immigré@f that was going to
take too long, why not a cheaper passenger ship?"



Rowena said stonily, "l can see what this is wagkiound to - you think |
staked my last penny on a desperate throw - tioakla passage on a luxury
liner to secure a rich husband, don't you?"

She had lost the indifference of the last few wetiescontrol of the last few
moments, her green eyes were beginning to blaze.

His grip tightened. "I'm asking questions becaudelike to get to the
bottom of it - and you've promised me the truth."

She bit her lip to prevent the furious words spglout. At all costs she must
preserve the secret that she loved him. Then &bd her head, looked him
straight in the eye, for she was in control agaimd must prevent him from
probing into things she didn't want to reveal.

"If  make a plain statement, Mr. Beechington, wdlu accept it, and ask me
nothing more?"

"Yes."

She drew in a deep breath. "l would like to telhybat never in my life have
| sought for, or even wished for, a wealthy hushd&wlyou believe me?"

She wasn't prepared for the change in him. She&kebb for scorn, for
disbelief. She saw a softening of the lips, a gl@athe hazel eyes.

"Rowena," he said, and she thought his voice wateady. "When you look
at me like that I've got to believe you. There's treuce of a lot | don't
understand, but..." He grinned suddenly, quite $idyi but still Rowena
didn't have a glimmering of his intention ... heabkis head, put his mouth
on hers. With the promptness of a stage cue theegang.

He lifted his head, still holding her with one arand reached for the
instrument, saying, "Now, who the devil at thiseiPnHullo, there."

Rowena could hear the voice quite plainly. Nichslas



"Hullo, Forrest. | knew you wouldn't have gone txlbyet. Just had a ring
from Helen. She couldn't get one through earlibe'Sin Auckland, as we
expected, but instead of coming by the Limited thadferry steamer, she's
flying down by the four-forty plane. She wants twl if you'll meet her at
Harewood Airport. You're going to Christ- churchthvithe youngsters,
aren't you? I've got to go to that sale at Oam¥ou. will? Good. And listen,
Forrest ..

Helen.The one for whom Forrest had sung "the old ldve ttue love, from
over the sea". What a good thing to be remindetielen. Be careful,
Rowena, you once let a man trample on your hehd.t@®isted free from
Forrest's relaxed grip. The kiss didn't mean agthjast an overcharged
moment, quite usual in the male life. These thimg=ant more to women
than to men.

She heard Forrest bang the receiver down, startladtr. She took the stairs
quickly, ran silently when she reached the turthefstairs, tapped hurriedly
on the girls' door.

"May | come in, Lin?" she called clearly enoughan to hear. "I'm dying
to talk it all over with you."

She heard him go down again.

It was an early start next morning, for Forrest badet the youngsters to
school for the last period of the morning. They Hadakfast in the big
kitchen, sleepily and rather grumpily, because 'thagt had a full ration of
sleep, and Aunt Lavinia was given hers in bed.

Penny and Lindsay and Tony all kissed Rowena go®dbych as they
might have saluted an older sister, and Forrestiveal with the hint of a
smile on his lips.

He said, going out the door, "l won't be comingusfint home, Rowena, I'll
be taking Helen over to Matuku Peak, and it's gikedy I'll stay to dinner.
Did you want anything in the city?"



She shook her head. "No, thank you. Well, Nelly bledther and | will be
glad of a quiet day tidying up. Cheerio, everyone."

She told herself that her sense of flatness, afdimax, was only the
natural result of being tired after the ball. Buglly and Heather didn't seem
to be affected that way.

Perhaps she had been foolish to cut and run Igist.ni the mood was gone
now, and whatever had been sweet and warm betwesn had been
fleeting, and would be overlaid by the ordinarineégveryday things .. .
and probably totally eclipsed by Helen's homecomidglen who had
shared all the Beechington memories ... childhawdib, fishing, climbing,
bird-watching, gymkhanas, shows ... school holidaiss Darrell and Colin
and Forrest, all carefree, knowing nothing of cigmc or distrust.Ilt was
quite evident by ten that night that Forrest halde&n able to tear himself
away from Matuku Homestead, so Rowena and Auntriayiyawning,
went to bed.

The next morning when Rowena heard hoof-beatsa#tk paddock, she
knew it would be Helen, for she had taken Ebonyslagr to Matuku while
Forrest was in Christ- church. She felt herseffesti slightly, told herself
not to be prejudiced.

She came on to the verandah, but Forrest had ethémga the stables
before her and was assisting Helen down. She tearday eagerly, "Oh,
good show, Helen. | thought you'd lose no time egraver. Do come in
and see what our Miss Fotheringham has done fohd@aw

Our Miss Fotheringham ... she might have been é g=gretary!

Forrest introduced them informally. "You'd betteiaka it Helen and
Rowena from the start - Nicholas and she are onsttdm name terms.
You'll see a lot of each other."

Helen had her hand tucked in the crook of Forrefitew. Shewasquite
tiresomely lovely, as Aunt Lavinia had said. Rowesther wished she had
removed her apron and powdered her nose. Her éétdeot and shiny from
bending over the big stove.



Forrest's description of Helen had been quite carre ebony,
roses-and-cream, startlingly blue eyes, eyes that at night would need
no hint of eye-shadow; had it been Colin's dea#th liad circled her eyes
like that? It was appealing, giving her an air i@gility - something that
would appeal immensely to anyone as aggressively asaForrest.

Rowena had to admit to herself that Helen Dewmasnit only lovely to
look at, but had a generous, ungrudging nature fmoshe showed no
boredom at the way Forrest, and soon Aunt Lavingaped praise upon
Rowena for the \tfay she had restored Tawhai.

Forrest said, with a twinkle, "Of course, in thetteaof the house she rules
us with a rod of iron, you understand. | thougte sfight find it too much,
keeping up to her own standards in a country sda sthi@omestic help, and
| made a humble suggestion that was turned dowa imost withering
fashion.”

He got a spark from the green eyes. "Humble? ktdg/see the master of
Tawhai being humble.”

Helen laughed. "She's right, you know. I've newsamsyou humble yet." ,

Forrest shook his head at them. He was in greaitsspiow Helen had
returned.

"l have to throw my weight around. The only marthe household! I'd be
henpecked otherwise. | merely suggested it mighabeur-saving if | got
an expert out to clear-varnish all the woodwork &naiture to save this
constant polishing. It took me about two days tooyer Rowena's horrified
reaction. 'And destroy generations of elbow gred@dkthe lovely patina of
faithful polishing?' quoth she."

Helen said, laughing, "You're as mad as ever, Bgread my sympathies
are with Rowena. It would be vandalism."

Rowena found herself wishing it was possible ttldidHelen, but it wasn't.



The next few weeks seemed full of Helen. They wevited to Matuku
Peak, a lovely mellow old homestead, to see allsinavenirs she had
brought home. Helen was asked to speak on heratrithe Women's
Institute and the Women's Division, all of whichviRkma duly attended, and
the Dewmore brother and sister spent evening aftening at Tawhai
showing the movies and coloured slides Helen hieehtaf her trip.

Rowena knew a regret, rather an unworthy one,herold, more intimate
days. She made up for these ungenerous thougltsity out of her way to
be nice to Helen. Not that it was hard.

Helen said to her one day when she had called aschaving afternoon tea
with her alone - Forrest and Aunt Lavinia were ier&@dine, visiting - "I'm
so glad you're at Tawhai, Rowena. It's been a probith Aunt Lavinia's
eyesight steadily failing. You've made this housme alive again. It used
to be haunted with ghosts. We missed Linda andeDatrevery turn. They
were so fun-loving, so devoted to each other. brhiada terribly. She was
older than | was, quite a lot, but I'd known hdrmay life, and when my
mother died, | used to come over here to her. ¥sbayt on, won't you, when

It was a pity that Nelly came in just then, witplaone message for Helen.
Someone had arrived to see her at the homesteddNiaholas wanted to
know if he should send the visitor over, or wouleléh come home. Helen
decided she'd better go. Rowena knew an almostwedming desire to
ask her to finish the sentence.

Afterwards Rowena stood at the window, looking upthee summit of
Tawhai where little clouds hung lovingly. Had Helegen going to say: "I
hope you'll stay on when Forrest and | get marti&t® must have been
thinking of Aunt Lavinia - a blind person would adiability unless she had
a constant companion. And, of course, Aunt Lavaiéanot find Helen a
kindred spirit. Rowena told herself she must hamasty nature to feel glad
about that.

Forrest had been friendly enough ever since thielent the night of the
ball, but there had been nothing approaching igatsist intimacy. Perhaps
he had been glad she had run away from him. Peihdpe sober light of



early morning, when all things seem slightly jawedi, something of his
distrust had returned. She ought to be thankfuldahkate there hadn't been
such antagonism between them ... but she wasn'timas she almost
yearned for the sparks to fly.

Rowena shook herself impatiently. Time to go toppre tea. She left the
sunshine, the unbelievable sunshine for late * Juolythe Southern
Hemisphere, and went to the kitchen.

The next day some snow was prophesied on the fireca

"Doesn't that seem odd, Forrest, when yesterdayswadgfinitely nor'west,
a really warm wind?"

"Oh, it often happens here. A sudden change. Nattltanticipate much. It

just said heavy snow in the ranges, but only lighs at low levels. The

heavy stuff will be right back ill the big fellowsVe often have it dry and
sunny here when that's happening back in. Someskgiwe don't have
snow at all. We start lambing next month. We dalbdrutch two or three

weeks before. Odd that it's been such a mild wjitierberries were so red.
The Maoris always say that is the sign of a sewaee There are plenty of
lambs already, near the coast. We daren't startosm, here by the
mountains.” He put down his napkin and rose. "l inget out. Big day

ahead."”

Rowena had a busy day, and it was late afternoanwshe slipped up, as
she often did, to the Turret Room, a little foutare turret, with windows
in its four walls, that gave a wonderful view oetmountain. There were
field-glasses up there, and Rowena swept the mouatal foothills with
them.

Strange how attached to this country she had becanfiest the mountains
had dwarfed her, they had made her feel insigmificghe had resented their
arrogance and hostility, just as she had resehtedrrogance and hostility
of the master of Tawhai, but now...

But now she loved the ranges, could pick out thekpdoy name, Mount
Peel, Mount Somers, Mount Hutt, and from a cerfgimt of the estate,



between other mountains, you could glimpse thedegming jagged peaks
of the Tom Thumb Range.

Rowena brought the glasses down to the foothHisir tower slopes dark
with bush, sweet with ferns and mosses, and thceédgehundreds of
sheep-tracks. Wonderful how here the stock winteyetside, different
farming altogether.

She stopped ranging suddenly and concentratedpamtigular area. How
odd ... the sheep were on the move! Why? Thereneasustering being
done ... could there be a dog loose on the hilksiBigt they weren't moving
as they would if one of the dogs was unofficiallgrking them. She moved
her gaze to a more open foothill ... the sheep wefimitely on the move,
coming single file, steadily, from all the gulliasd ravines, down to the
flat... a long procession of ewes and lambs windiogn from the hills, a
threat of storm to come - and what a storm!

Rowena didn't hesitate. Even if Forrest laughdteaiand reminded her the
forecast was for light falls, she must warn him.atel Jock were up in one
of the gullies, clearing out a drain that had blelecked.

She saddled up Queen of Mars and rode off. Thevneea boiling the billy
when she got there and the air seemed so milgskieaalmost changed her
mind. She could pretend she was out for a cantewanild like a cup of tea.
They'd think nothing of it, scarcely a day passeat she wasn't in the
saddle.

Jock saw her coming and hailed her. "Hoi thereup. of tea going... want
one?"

"Rather," she said, and dismounted, tied her hior$iee fence and came to
them She dodged the issue till they had had tkeir ltot and strong, and
then, when Jock moved off to get the billy refilledh water from the creek
to douse the ashes, she said nervously to Forrest:

"Perhaps you'll think I'm crazy, but | was up ie fhurret Room and took a
look through the glasses. The sheep are on the.féwveling down from
the passes, not stopping to graze at all. What domean? | feel rather a



fool. I'm a new chum to New Zealand farming, amtbh't know mountain
farming at all. I've never been on a Highland faoma Welsh one. But |
thought I ought to tell you."

"Thank you, Rowena," he said gravely. "I can walhgine you hesitated in
case you made a fool of yourself - especially aseweot always been very
patient with you. Give me the glasses, I'm gladlyaught them. I'll not say
anything to Jock yet .. . come on up that spur with it cuts off the view

from here." He called to Jock, "I'm going up thi &ibit for a view."

Forrest gave her his hand, though she didn't reedbd it. However, she
thought as she scrambled up, I'm unashamedly gtdtefcrumbs, and the
clasp of his hard calloused hand was very comfgrtin

They gained the spur, paused a moment, pantingRamena unslung the
glasses from her shoulder. Forrest swept the matand hills of his
property first, concentrated on certain areas, ginbthe nearer hills within
range.

He brought the glasses away from his eyes, turnddaoked at Rowena,
his eyes appreciative.

"Good lass! There's certainly something brewing.IMget back and alert
the homesteads and farms. The exchange will coatpénere. I'll have a
word with the postmaster, and I'll ring the broadicey people. | think it
warrants that. A few hours' preparation could matrthe difference to
stock losses. Come on, Rowena."™ They rode off.

"Even if we look fools later, it won't matter," bkadd her. "You can help too,
if you will. I want the woolsheds cleared, and then can load hay bales to
take round to some of the shelter belts. We'lletive sheep in there. The
stud stuff can go in the sheds. Would you drive ainiae trucks? Then we
can have a man each side of the tray of the tritckipg off. And, if you
could get your pigs penned up, we'll drive soméhefsheep into the oak
wood, it's very sheltered. And when you've dong fat the horses into the
stables and see to their feed, will you?"



They worked with a will, Jock driving the other ¢ku Aunt Lavinia sat in

the kitchen, tending the dinner and listening t tadio, while Nelly and

Heather looked after the poultry, filling up watesughs, leaving out extra
feed, and getting them all in from free range.

Presently Aunt Lavinia called Nelly. "Go up to thig hay-shelter and tell
my nephew that word has just come through thabavstorm is sweeping
Otago and Southland and is travelling up from th€wgest. It's expected to
be severe."

When the hay was distributed, the men got theisémrtook the dogs, and
made for the foothills to hurry the sheep alongrrést said briefly,
gathering up the reins:

"Thanks, Rowena. Due to you, the district has alwor start. It will make
all the difference. Go and make yourself a cugeafdand have a rest."

She shook her head. "We're well stocked up, bugding to take the car to
the township and get some yeast in. It may notdeeled, but if there are no
deliveries of bread for a few days, I'll have t&da."

He nodded, laughter in his eyes. "Got a diploma Woead-making,
Rowena?" and there was no sarcasm in his voice.

He whistled the dogs, wheeled, and was off. The merked on till past
nightfall, and just before they came in the firkakés began to fall,
powdering the scarlet berries, outlining the cureklsrch and spruce.

As soon as Rowena heard the men come in, she wentith meat for the
dogs. They were moving the kennels into one ofoltbuildings. The air
was full of the bleating of distressed sheep. Tigelsheds and barns were
full, and they were in the hay-shelters too, thgenhaffairs with only a roof
and the south walls closed in. Every clump of tteeld its quota of sheep.

"You couldn't have got them all, Forrest?"

"No. Quite impossible, with the size of our mobst &t least the ones that
are still moving down will find shelter in the busbw that we've got these



ones out of the bush. We managed to spread hay tmelscrub. Most of
the ewes are close to the homestead. I'll be tigatrack of dawn. Now for
a hot bath and a good meal."

As they came on to the verandah, lit by a shafigbt from the door, she

looked up at him. He had an indescribable cap gutieer his head,

bedraggled and running rivulets of water down hiseks, but he looked the
picture of health, rugged and strong, and - sheddvim. Was there any
hope of a fresh start? Would all that had been katdieen them ever be
wiped out? Or was she cherishing a hopeless draadhwhen he sought a
mistress for Tawhai, would it be Helen? Helen widr sapphire eyes, her
air of fragility, the eternally feminine. Oddly emgh, though Helen had
been brought up here, she wasn't the outdoor tyalk a

Forrest looked down on her as he scraped the nfugisoboots. She was
wearing an old bottle-green coat over her mud-sbakacks, and it had a
hood, lined with flame- coloured silk, that hadldal back and left her
chestnut hair powdered with snow. He noticed thgh laheekbones, the
short patrician nose with its spattering of freskléhe tawny brows, the
green eyes. Her feet were thrust into farm boatd,apair of men's socks
pulled up over the cuffs of the slacks.

He grinned, and put a hand on her shoulder. "Yokenaagood -fouseabout,
Rowena. I'll give you a reference for one anytime."

A good rouseabout. the odd job man on a New Zealand farm. Yext,was
about it, and she had thought to compete with Helen

In spite of the gale that swooped and screamedtdhethomestead that
night, she slept soundly, tired out by the extrakw&he was awakened
while it was still dark, by an impatient hammergigher door. Forrest.

"Rowena, come and see your snowstorm."

She stumbled out, fumbled for the switch, clickedn, no result. He heard
her.

"The power's off. I've got a torch. Just grab eslreg- gown."



She couldn't help a smile. A snowstorm could besaster to farming folk.
There would be heavy stock losses, setbacks, gmmvar of hard work
ahead, but there was always something magical apowt... till it turned to
slush...

She caught up a thick turquoise dressing-gown remllaand cuffed in
matching velvet, tied it about her slim waist, aodened the door.
Everything seemed pitch-black.

"What time is it?"

"Half-past five, but the moon is setting over Tawlaad | want you to see
it. I've roused Aunt Lavinia - she grumbled macigd said she was too old
for moon-risings or moon- settings now, that shelmpreferred an electric
blanket and dozens of pillows at this ungodly hduwt she's getting up.
Heather is escorting her with another torch. igjht the lamps for you in a
moment. | want to go over to the sheds then. Sheeso stupid, they've
probably overlain each other by crowding."

He took her arm, guided her down. The cold air edsio meet them as they
opened the back door.

"Look!" he cried exultantly. "Is it worth coming dm for?"

He lifted her on to a box on the verandah to kespshippers dry, came up
beside her, slipped an arm about her to save ber falling off; there was
barely room for the two of them.

Rowena gasped. There wasn't a fence in sight, amth ¢he huge
macrocarpa hedges had terrific drifts against tieearly all the verandah,
save a circle where they were standing, was whiteere the snow had
blown in. The foothills and Tawhai looked like onege mountain, all the
gullies in between filled up with soft white smotimg snow.

"It's all right," he said. "If the sheep from away reached the bush they'll
be O.K. They can live for days, their breathingpsea space cleared around
them, even if they are drifted under; they livaaisort of igloo, and they'll
nibble each other's wool for the grease in it. Wddehve plenty of feed too,



thanks to you. If we'd not heard till the teatingsus, it would have been too
late to do much. We've got thousands under cover."

"We'll get cracking digging out paths to the fowlsd the horses while the
snow is soft. It'll be milking by hand, and thettmaaren't going to like any
of it - they aren't used to being cooped up."”

Rowena thought she would never forget it, the galtimed moon setting
above Tawhai, the unbelievable expanse of unbrskew, stars fading like
diamonds in a velvet sky, the air clear and cahd, the warmth of Forrest's
arm about her, his thigh against her thigh, hig &mainst hers.

They heard the others coming, turned, got off tpench. The magic fled,
there were things to do.

When the others came in, Aunt Lavinia and HeathdrRowena went up to
get dressed, leaving Nelly and Forrest to lightlémeps and start breakfast.

They came down and gasped at the way their plages piled ... bacon,
eggs, bottled tomatoes, piles of toast. It was amgadzow it disappeared.

The kitchen had slipped back a century. There wasa on the table and
one on the sink, and a rosy glow from the open dbgte big double-oven
coal range.

"The telephone wires must be down," said the madt€awhai. "We're cut
off. I'll put new batteries in the portable radiodasee what's happening in
the rest of the province. We had a snowstorm like about ten years ago.
In some places the power was off for six weeks.ghoan the new all-
electric farms.”

"Six weeks!" gasped Rowena.

"Yes. The distances are terrific, leagues of pdimes, and they were down
everywhere. That was the time they lost track ef $outh Express, but it
turned up, hours late. There were whole plantatiolosyn out between
Rakaia and Christchurch."



Rowena wasn't proud of the thought, but at leasénHeouldn't be over
here, or even ringing up, for a few days. She madea that, right or wrong,
she was going to enjoy this isolation!

She did; it was great fun, if exhausting. The memenout in the woolsheds
and shelter belts, looking over the sheep, gettiegh on to their feet when
they were cast, loosening up the crowding. Theyldtouattempt going

higher up yet, it was too soft. Besides, the sloeepd make out for a time.

Forrest got the portable going. Things were ba@anterbury and Otago.
Losses were terrific where lambing had alreadytestiarTransport was at a
standstill in the cities, many business housesitaterstaffed to keep open.
The authorities were trying to get news of isolafi@ans; many were far

more remote than Tawhai, and in case of shortafi@odf when conditions

were good enough, there would be parachute dromumblies, and an

air-lift of hay to some areas. Down swirled thewragain.

On the third morning, when they woke, they knevih®yintense cold it had
frozen. Downstairs was warm enough because thepiakied the big fire
in the kitchen where they had taken up living gerarfor the time being.

Rowena watched Forrest gird himself into a massa@on of garments
and step on to the hard surface of the snow tacgmsa to Jock's place.

"You'll be careful, won't you? The drifts are giganand some might be
soft under the hard crust."

She was glad he didn't laugh at her, or sound cksssaid briefly, "I'm
going to keep to the fences and low hedges. Seecan see the mark of
them ... a faint sinking of the snow where they. dfleplot my course by
them."

She was glad to see him back.
He said, "Jock and the two single men are gointhagully to the gums to

see how the sheep are faring there. I've told tteetake no risks and stick
together.”



Rowena said hesitantly, "l read a book about afiteenowstorm about a
hundred years ago. It said that the sheep natui@dly shelter under the
overhanging banks of the creeks and rivers andrsoved the snow, but the
thaw set in too quickly and while they saved huddravorking frantically,
many thousands were swept downstream and drownddthat happen
again?"

"Very likely. | looked it up myself this morning.hat's where I'm going
now - to Miro Gully. That would be the one to givem most shelter.”

"Not by yourself?"

He grinned. "Well, who've | got to take> If youn@ny were here now ...
but Jock and the lads will have gone."

"How about me? I'll probably be a nuisance, buedlfit's safer to have
company of some sort."

He considered it unhurriedly. "All right. | beliews foolhardy to go alone,
and you've done a lot of climbing. We'll take algiexcks. There are some
up in the Turret Room with the skis and skates."

Rowena got her climbing boots. Forrest brought $@me waterproof
trousers to put on over her slacks. They had legs were laced like
leggings. He knelt and laced them for her. She dra@lmost irresistible
urge to run her fingers through the crisp blackr.h8he buttoned the
flame-lined hood beneath her chin, grasped henatpek.

Their progress was slow and irksome till they realcthe lower slopes of
the gully, where, sheltered by trees, they foundasiomnal firm footing.
They splashed in and out of the creek as they sdagless snowy places to
put their feet. The gully narrowed and darkened, lagre the banks began
to overhang.

"Are your feet freezing, Rowena? Mine are!"

"Can't feel them," she gasped. "And my hands!" Siegpped her
furry-mittened hands smartly together, and stanpedeet.



They groped under the snow-crust that overhundpamés.

"Ah!" said Forrest, encountering wool. "There areme here." He
straightened up, looked up the rising line of taeks. "Look, Rowena, do
you see what | see?"

She narrowed her eyes against the blinding whitavsriYes ... steam
rising. Are they under there all the way up?"

There were little holes in a regular pattern, whkeebreath of the sheep had
thawed the snow, and through each vent rose atimydge of steam.

"l think we can get them out. Or will it be too muicin you? If we can, we
could get them over the hard surface today. thitts to thaw we'll never do
it, and it would sweep them down the creek if tsse in real earnest.”

"I'll give it a go."

It was amazing how hard the snow was to shift,leowd sharp the particles
were. They kept their gloves on. After the firsifé became easier, and the
sheep began to move along after each other. Thatwainey had generated
was amazing. Forrest and Rowena worked till evengaie ached, grimly
determined to get them all out.

Forrest looked upwards and said, "l believe théseindsight." He went on
burrowing, said, "That's odd - they've stopped cmyiiHe looked up the
hollowed-out bank, but what with overhanging traed the misty breath of
the sheep he could see nothing.

He took his alpenstock up a little way, thrushibithe next breathing-hole,
said, "Ah, what | feared - one is down. I'll gebit to its feet, and get them
going again."

As Rowena came up to assist he uttered a still whereayed exclamation.
"Oh - the rest of these are wethers. This is a pvematurely lambing.”" He
bent to the distressed animal. She knelt beside then looked up at
Forrest. "She's got no strength left to help ihgldhas she?"



He pulled off his gloves. "The lamb's head's hetkink | can help." He
was gentle and efficient, and in a moment the gléhery little creature
was beside Rowena. She unwound her scarf, wrap@edund the lamb,
heard Forrest give an exclamation that she thouge of the worse of him
for uttering, and realized why.

"Not another?" she demanded. "Not twins?" They vkeeeling in such a
confined space. No room for working in.

"Yes. And this one's nearly had it - too long ie thirth." It didn't take him
long, but the lamb was very weak. He gave Rowesasbarf. "Hardly
worth saving, but we'll give it a go." He lookedwdoat the ewe and then up
at Rowena.

"I'm sorry, it's too far gone. Rowena, I'll havepot it out of its misery.
Look the other way, will you?" He drew a thin-bladenife out of its sheath
at his belt. Rowena averted her eyes. Forrest avaittew moments, then
flung the carcase into the stream, and coaxeddakiewether out. Soon they
were all on the move, slowly and steadily.

Rowena had the first lamb buttoned inside her deattrest had the puny
one in his. It took them even longer to go dowmtka come up, for the
sheep kept straying apart. Forrest was cursindatttehe'd not brought a
dog.

"Though with the snow as hard as this, they'd ramehdone too well. It
packs up between their pads and gives them heieYy Tvere almost to the
point of dropping when at last they got the shegp the frozen yard.

"Where now?" asked Rowena, stumbling a little. 'fpva@ace is full, isn't
it?"

"Yes. I'm going to put them in the big laundry amdthe back verandah -
though it will make a fearful mess to clean uppilt one of the chaps on to
it when this is all over."

"As if that mattered!"



They brought the lambs into the kitchen. Forresappeared, then came
back looking crestfallen. "I'm crazy," he said. WQaet used to the idea of
no power on. | started to rustle out the boxes whth heat-lamps above
them. Nelly, get out the tin bath - it's in therstooom. We'll have to bath
them."

They kept adding hot water, rubbing and rubbingnttook them out on to
sacks laid on the big rag rug in front of the fed with old towels rubbed
them dry. Aunt Lavinia, to Rowena’'s amazement, g then, warming
milk, feeding the lambs with it, betraying infinipatience.

Then, and only then, did Forrest and Rowena sopylreparatory to having
the hot coffee that was ready.

As they shared a sinkful of scalding water, and tvashed the mud and
blood off themselves, Forrest said:

"Good scout, Rowena."

She felt a glow of satisfaction as at a hard \yefl done, but sighed a little
for glamour. Geoffrey had appreciated her efficietmo, as well as her
money ... had thought she would run his place dt ageshe had done
Ainsley Dene. Not for her the colourful, emotiomabments; what was it
Forrest had once said? ... "Soft music, palm-strelares."”

Any love anyone would feel for her was commonsdoge indeed.

After that, the men all got busy, scouring theigslin pairs for sheep under
the banks, and though, inevitably, there were slosses, Tawhai's would
be lighter than many.

Rowena found the days more than filled, for all bhead had to be baked,
the kitchen was full of bleating lambs, for theydlguite a few premature
births, and the time spent in preparing bottles t@aghing lambs to drink
seemed never-ending.

Then a nor'wester sprang up, softening the crussatting the thaw in, and
the mud in the house had to be seen to be belieVadhai was



re-connected by phone, for that break was locdl ey didn't have the
power for weeks.

Rowena began to develop a tremendous respect doe@i women who
coped with filling so many lamps, and even madelteen The store ran out
of candles, there was a shortage all over the peeyiand when she found
some candle-moulds in the Turret Room she eleoteg thaking them, and
produced such inferior specimens that Forrest ladgtt her.



CHAPTER X

SUDDENLY the roads were free again, and around the hontegtea
waterlogged grass showed a yelloyish-green. Thevsmould lie in the
gullies and hollows for weeks, but at least theknadithe farms could go on.
It wasn't all work. Out came the toboggans andggedand they spent hours
on the hillsides flying down the slopes in an emtimg world.

Aunt Lavinia said to Rowena, "Now | expect we'lveaHelen over here all
the time again.”

The remark was so obviously disapproving, and dikeiunt Lavinia's
sunny nature, that Rowena stared.

Aunt Lavinia chuckled. "Oh, | suppose like everyaise, Rowena, you
think Helen is just sweet ... well, I'm a rebel whehe's concerned. | never
did like people everybody likes ... bound to be ethimg wrong
somewhere. If ever anyone enjoyed nursing a brbokant she did!"

Rowena couldn't help chuckling. "Oh, Beechy, you lsamp. You
shouldn't. Helen is very accommodating, she fits any company."”

"I know, | know, my dear. Spare me a list of hetues. I'd like her better if
she had a few vices. It's no good, Rowena, shembsp the wrong way,
always has."

Rowena's voice was pure affection. "Oh, Beechyau are a pet. No
wonder you like me, I'm full of original sin."

"Yes, you're quick-tempered and witty to the pahbeing sharp - at least
as far as Forrest is concerned, but all the Begtbms are, and | can get
along with it. But if things had turned out diffetey and Colin and Helen
had set up fiouse here, I'd never have stayedhd\ee gone back to
Summer."

Rowena said reflectively, "But, Beechy, at leasi yaust give Helen credit
for constancy. She's remained very faithful to €slmemory.”



Aunt Lavinia sighed. "l expect she has. But oftewohder. | always felt she
was more in love with Tawhai itself ...sort of greyy expecting to marry
and come here. She's not got the courage to break faom the sort of life
she's always lived. | hope Forrest steers clebenf

Rowena felt her cheeks grow warm and bent overtdyeestry. "Why,
Beechy, wouldn't it be rather ideal? Heal any per@nasense of loss Helen
may know, and ... and Forrest would never feel shasought him for his
money as his former fiancee did."

There was something in Rowena's tone that caught Lavinia's attention.
She smiled to herself, unnoticed.

"Forrest would tire of her in less than a month.déesn't like women all
sweetness and light. He needs variety. In fachesels someone like you!"

Rowena gasped. "Beechy! You mustn't! You mustnitchmaake. You'll

embarrass me horribly if you do. Forrest and | dogver come together.
We quarrelled on that score right from the staryou weren't home ... he
made it most plain that all your other companioad been - very tiresome.
But he and Helen could meet on equal terms. Hedvoever suspect her of

"Feathering her nest,” completed Aunt Lavinia camphtly. She patted
Rowena's hand. "Don't worry, child, I've got plang will work out all
right.”

Rowena panicked. Hadn't Forrest once said theydaficed to Aunt
Lavinia's piping? It was right enough, they all fiduthemselves going her
way, yet anyone less like a dictator or a martoeetidn't be imagined.

"Beechy! You're not to interfere. If you do I'll tand run. You mustn't -
promise me, promise me ?"

Aunt Lavinia laughed in the most maddening way. Boa said
desperately, "It's all so ridiculous, it's just figl thinking on your part,
Beechy. You can see for yourself how incompatibke ave, how we've
guarrelled.”



Beechy laughed again. "What are your quarrelshmutihdertones of love?"

Rowena, aghast that, in some way, she should retva@/ed herself so, was
silent. She must watch her every word, her eveol,lor if she had given
herself away to Aunt Lavinia she might to othekgreto Forrest - oh, no,
she couldn't bear that.

Aunt Lavinia said, "Don't upset yourself, dearl ptomise you this, I'll
never embarrass you, in any way, with Forrest."”

Rowena had to be content with that, though she awascious of deep
uneasiness whenever she recalled it. It had tleetedf making her stiff with
Forrest, something that was strange after theirradeship during the
_snow. It was a pity, just when the menace of [Hakgison seemed to be
fading.

Not that Forrest seemed to notice her withdrawatrBince the night of the
ball he had been more friendly, more at ease vathRRowena put that down
to the fact that he and Helen were drawing togetsat he felt safer, more
off his guard, with his aunt's companion. There wadoubt that Forrest
Beechington was a happier man since Helen hachexur

She said to him one day, "Lindsay doesn't seenave mentioned Dirk in
her letters lately. Is the affair petering out?"

He looked up from some harness he was mendingikitthen. "He's away
in Dunedin. They probably write, but knowing hipey he'll most likely
find someone else quite soon and drop Lindsay."

Rowena flushed. Forrest thougfitewas one of Dirk's passing fancies, to be
picked up on board ship and dropped casually whein ways parted ... and
it was her own fault!

Forrest continued: "He was offered a part-time l@tturing down there
round the various schools, and it suited him ghtiOtago has the scenery -
it's on the grand, grim scale down there - andfneésto paint all round the
lake district and fiordland, yet keep earning.”



"How lucky, for Lindsay's sake - and ours - thgbla like that juEt came
along.”

Forrest said dryly, "It didn't just come. | pulledrings to wangle it.
Mentioned what a darned good artist he was toeadrin academic circles
down there."

Rowena gazed at him with new respect. "How cleeyou - far more

clever than my paltry little idea of having him aethinking he'd show up
badly against a family background. That was a cetepflop. Yours is

much more effective."

He looked at her across the kitchen table, his sigriendly, his fingers
busy.

"Whenever you give me praise for anything, Rowdémayeluctance in your
voice is quite amusing. It goes against the graih you, doesn't it, to have
to admit, even to yourself, that the crabbed FoBegchington has his good
points?"

She went scarlet, said indignantly, "I never cajled crabbed!"
His tone was still teasing, but his eyes watchful.

"Didn't you, sweetheart? It was about the only etije you didn't use, then.
Let me think of the others - rude, overbearingnyaisufferable, unjust,
self-willed, insulting, self- opinionated, harsh oh, there's no show of
remembering them all!"

Rowena picked up a large basin. "l must get soneg@es,” and as she bent
over the vegetable bin in the storeroom she wayathto find herself
trembling. It doesn't mean a thing, she told h&rsernly ... that he called
you sweetheart. He does it to Lindsay and PennyAaimd Lavinia, even to
Nelly. You mustn't read anything into it, he onlses it to the others when
he's teasing. Don't be such a fool, Rowena Fotleaim!

She came back, telling herself she hoped he waulgbbe. He looked up as
she went to the sink and turned the tap on.



"Of course | admit | deserved them all," he saidvassationally,-as if no
interruption had occurred.

Rowena pretended she had forgotten what they haw théking about.
"What was that, Forrest?"

He laughed. "You know what I'm talking about agjhi."

She went on peeling.

He came and stood behind her at the sink, cuppgddmds about her
elbows, his face over her shoulder.

"But even if | did deserve them all, | hope somg glau'll take them all
back, even -" He cut off, then said savagely, "@ast, can you beat it? The
interruptions in this place are legion. If it's delly or Heather it's Aunt
Lavinia... and if it's none of them it's the Vicaof all the times to call!

Rowena looked up sharply, which brought her cheelafmoment against
his. There, out of the kitchen window, they cout@ she Vicar helping his
wife out of the car. Forrest went out to greet them

The Vicar and his wife stayed for tea, and aftet fforrest had to go to a
farmers' meeting in Geraldine. Aunt Lavinia wasoasrvisiting Jock's wife.
Rowena was going over later to collect her, andisdsequite glad, for once,
to be alone, and to sit by the fire and dream.

She was still apprehensive about the fuure, theclideg- tons were so
unpredictable; if Forrest did follow this up, theseuld have to be some
explaining done - or was it just wishful thinking ber part that he meant
anything by this softening towards her? It mightméan a thing!

She heard a car draw up. It couldn't be Forrest yetiess he had cut the
meeting short ... her pulses stirred at the thqughtsweetness took
possession of her ... here tonight, because ofvaldaghing words this

afternoon, she was ready to dream again . ..



Quick footsteps, a light knock, and the door hanaées turned. Helen
walked in. She looked different - something thal htle or nothing to do
with the fact that she was wearing a new dressthaopale blues and greys
she usually affected, but a glowing ruby-red. Neas to do with the spirit.

Helen looked alive for once. There was a deepeucah the matt white
cheeks, a sparkle in the eyes; but she was obyialishppointed that
Forrest wasn't there.

"l didn't realize he was going to be out.” She lad) "Oh, well, it will keep.
I've thought it out for long enough. Only | knowrFast will be happy about
it."

Rowena knew a deep unresiorrest will be happy she didn't speak,
couldn't.

Helen said. "He's told me time and again that Itrgasover Colin. That it's
not getting to terms with life, living with a menyoiOnly | couldn't forget.
He made me take this trip away. Said he was cordititat half the time I'd
been in love with Tawhai ... yet even when | caraeki still couldn't make
up my mind. He pressed the point the other dagidl 80, I still felt the same
- but suddenly I don't. So | wanted to tell himrdést's always right, isn't he,
knows exactly where he's going?"

"Yes," said Rowena. "He knows where he's goingighit. He's certainly
very downright.” She kept her head close abovedpastry.

Helen looked at her curiously. "For some reasondanit like him much,
do you, Rowena? You clash. Yet | don't know anyfomer."

Something within Rowena jeered at that. You dakét him - oh, well like
didn't describe what she felt for Forrest!

But she must be careful, she mustn't say anytloingn Helen's happiness.
Helen deserved it. She had known sudden bereaveyeams of loneliness,
and latterly evidently had had a big decision t&kendut oh, fancy having
to think your way through that one ... fancy havifgrest Beechington's
love offered to you, and not taking it with botmha! Fancy not knowing ...



didn't love come with a sunburst any more ... ddi@.. . didn't you hear
trumpets sounding on the wind? Something that cbeldevealed to you
even in the midst of fury and resentment!

Aloud, crushing these thoughts down, with some medf sincerity she
said, "Heis fine, Helen, | know that. It's just that we rulzleather up the
wrong way. But thank you for telling me. | wish yall happiness.”

They talked of other things, had supper, and itnitasdl Rowena was
driving the Land Rover over the frost-rimed paddodk collect Aunt
Lavinia that other thoughts came to plague her.

Forrest and Helen. Aunt Lavinia was right. He'dobead to death in a year.
Why hadn't he picked someone with more vitalitynsone to respond to
the power and feeling Rowena was sure were lockeuh this heart? Oh,
Forrest, why?

Rowena thought back with regret to this afternawh the interruption, then
decided she shouldn't regret it. It might have meathing - or it might
have meant that Forrest, tired of years of Helshifly-shallying, and
knowing that Tawhai needed a mistress, that Aumiria and the children
loved Rowena Fotheringham with all her faults, lietided she would
make a good second-best!

She wouldn't tell Aunt Lavinia yet. It would onlysturb her. What would
Aunt Lavinia do ... take on a flat in Summer agdin§o, would she want
Rowena with her? For Rowena knew that she couldstagt on at Tawhai
when Forrest and Helen married, to watch their heggs - or their
unhappiness. But perhaps she would be better toadtft from the
Beechingtons altogether for her own peace of mind.

Rowena lay awake a long time. She heard Forresééonmake the rounds
of the house, go to his own room. Daylight greyeel darkness before she
slept.

She woke an hour or two later, resenting the aldatk, the cold, the need
to get up and cook meals and be ordinary. It seesdddlooking at Forrest
across the breakfast table, that he didn't know tat his love had



capitulated. Only a few hours ago she had readami@reless word or two a
new promise, a new hope.

Forrest said, "Soon as | see Jock, I'm for Timdme get to see the
Chairman of the County Council urgently, on belddlthe meeting last
night, and I'm told he's leaving for Dunedin at dag."

Rowena hesitated. Should she say Helen had wanmtseethim last night?
No, better not. Helen wouldn't want to sandwich siéike that in between
breakfast and an urgent meeting ... it needed soigude . .. time to kiss, to
know the ecstasy of at last resolving things ..

It was a long, joyless day. At four the phone rafi@ll call from Timaru,"
the local operator said.

It seemed ages coming through. It wouldn't be angthshe told herself
impatiently. There'd be nothing wrong, he was adgdriver, not in the least
reckless, handled his car beautifully.

Then his voice, "Oh, Rowena .. . listen, thergs@d picture on. How about
getting the four-forty-five bus and seeing it witie? There wouldn't be time
for me to come home and come back. You'd havett gethe crossroads.
It comes down through Geraldine. Could you make it?

The first overture of any kind from Forrest Beeghton, and it had to come
now, when - his voice came again... "Are you thB@yena? Were we cut
off? Can you make it?"

She knew she should say no, but instead she $dithve to. Where shall |
meet you? | don't know Timaru. Oh, you'll be at s depot. Very well, |
shall have to fly."

She ran upstairs. Aunt Lavinia was resting. Shiddan.
"Beechy, Forrest rang up, there's a film he wamtet in Timaru. I'm to get

the bus at the crossroads. Will it be all righthnaybu? There's a veal and
ham pie for tea. Nelly could cope."



Aunt Lavinia was delighted. "Of course, of courdepe only too happy,
dear child. Oh dear, you've not got much time. Hoe you getting to the
crossroads?"

"I'll use Heather's bike. I'll hide it behind thedge."

"Oh, no, you won't. I'll ring Jock. He can take ydNow fly . . . titivate
yourself, wear your new dress. I'll fix it."

She did too. Jock was in the yard waiting when R@aveame down.

She'd put on her new turquoise floral cotton fraeld with her coat over it,
it wouldn't look too dressed-up for the bus. Ifyoshe'd had time to set the
burnished chestnut hair that was a little longanthsual, owing to lack of
time to go to the hairdresser, but she'd combemttuntil it hung in a
shining bell.

It was an ordinary outing compared to some Rowethkmown. Timaru
was only just big enough to be given the statua oity, so you wouldn't
compare it with London's West End, but it was gdmgiean a lot. It didn't
mean a thing to Forrest - just a kind gesture girlawho'd worked hard
during the snowstorm, and didn't get many breaks;ksaway in the
country. But it was something to remember. Aftentorow there would be
no outings like this. After tomorrow there would bielen! Something
twisted Rowena's heart. But she would make the rabdbnight. She
wouldn't remember how disappointed Helen had salimden she rang up
this morning to find Forrest was away.

The hills and dales of South' Canterbury lay i gceen pastureland, there
were daffodils bursting fat buds in every garderd willows trailing pale
green fronds in stream and river. Timaru came wug@v over the brow of
the hill, quaint as an English seaside town wghaitnding hilly streets and
the blue sweep of Caroline Bay down below.

And there was Forrest, pipe in mouth, his leangamminent, debonair in a
rugged way, every inch a farmer. It seemed inctedtmat they should ever
have said to each other such stinging things ...



Over their leisurely dinner at one of the hotelsirést said, "Do you mind
being very late tonight?"

She shook her head. The later they were, the ldngemember.

"Because | know the captain of one of the shigsoirt. | wandered down to
the quays this afternoon, filling in time. He wantsdown for supper.”

Rowena said, "Are you sure you wouldn't rather heayarn on your own? |
wouldn't mind waiting in the car."

"Good lord! What an idea. | told Mac I'd bring ybu.
His eyes dropped to her throat. "You're not weaamgcklace!"

"No. | didn't have time. | started to put one oat bouldn't fasten the catch.
| couldn't wait. Jock took me to the crossroadeedhy's idea.”

He grinned. "She'd approve, all right.”

Rowena felt the colour come up in her face. Folesked amused. He felt
in his pocket, brought out a tissue-wrapped packet.

"I've an idea thahowyouwouldaccept this from me."

She opened it on the white tablecloth. She caughbiteath afe she saw it, a
paua shell necklace, linked delicately with silv@h, knowing what she
knew, this was bittersweet ... but she was goirtghke it. Helen would have
the rest, and Forrest and Tawhai too, but when Raweas back in
England, sometimes she would take this out, andléon, and remember
the giant pauas lying like bowls of opal on New [Zed beaches.

"Oh, Forrest,"” she said, "it's beautiful. | so ldkie jewels of the sea."

"So do |I," he said. "Not that this is really jevesi}, only shell, but it appeals
to me. Beautiful, if not rare.”



"Yes, | know," she said softly. "Just as I'd rathave a rose from a garden
wall than an orchid."

Their eyes met. Rowena had to look away quicklyetnember - Helen.

It was a sparkling night, with a hint of frost, aihe shipping was vividly lit.
Rowena knew a pang or two for Forrest when sheheawat home he was
on board. He was glad to have her with him, shedceee; his eyes held
pride, making her aware she was looking her best.

"Paua shell,” the Commander said, looking closelyea necklace. "That's
an idea. I'll take one home for my wife." He pickgala photograph, handed
it to Rowena, followed it by one of three children.

The cabin was overheated. Rowena had removed farfop supper.

Forrest picked it up, held it for her, buttoned imo it, pulled her scarf up,
all with an unembarrassed air. His friend watched with an indulgent

smile. It was evident what his thoughts were. Hg&n a quick glance at
Rowena's left hand earlier in the evening.

Then they were heading north. It was late and ileviay almost deserted.
They were both content to drive in silence.

"Sleepy?" he asked her once.

"NO."

Five miles from Tawhai Forest Road, Forrest toak Ibft hand from the
wheel, slid it under hers where it lay on her legrjed her fingers into his.
Rowena thought she should do something about its SHence was

dangerous ... too understanding, too intimateemecd.

There was a blinding flash of light over the fangas, an unearthly white,
violet, faint green.

Rowena jumped, her fingers tightening on his. "®@hat was that?"



Forrest peered out. "An electrical storm, far avethe ranges, nearly to the
West Coast | should say. Hasn't there been one gmeve been with us?"

"No. I've seen lightning playing around the pedist always when it's
stormy, not on a still, lovely night like this. Anidve seen the Aurora
Australis, raying up over the night sky from theuBoPole."”

Forrest drove on, humming under his breath somgtmauntingly lovely ...
the song he had set to music, the song she'd eot ddde to bear to hear
when his eyes had looked so mockingly into herst Bomehow,
miraculously, he'd come to trust her again. Herthesmembered the last
line:

But the green wonder of your laughing eyes Stirgeash time, O Love, to
new surprise.

She felt her green eyes mist over. This had coméate. Forrest had loved
Helen a long time, he had been patient and undemgnaerely advising
her to go abroad to sort out her feelings, and Relen had decided, and
Forrest was unaware that what he had wanted waswiis reach at last.

A pity that he'd made - evidently - another decigib his own ... to make do
with second-best, seeing Helen wouldn't have him.

She, Rowena, was his second choice. Oh, gladig)yglavould she have
accepted the role, for the joy of being with hiraydh, year out, as his wife
... but there was Helen. It would be sly, underhaodnatch at this chance
of happiness, and if ever he got to know, as heequinceivably might, he
would despise her. Rowena, you've got to head fiinstop him declaring
himself.

They turned into the drive, came into the garagerdst switched the lights
off, leaving just the dashboard lit, turned, peededn at her, put a finger
under her chin, tried to turn her face up.

His voice held a whimsical note. "Where has all old enmity gone,
Rowena?"



She didn't reply. Her other hand was feeling f@ door handle. She must
get out.

He said, his head coming closer, "It's been washed/ by something else,
hasn't it? Something bigger than ourselves ..."

It must have been then that he felt the tear diofis hand. His fingers
instantly came up to her cheek, feeling the runmélsilent tears. He
gathered her close.

"Why, Rowena, darling, sweetheart ... you're cryMthat is it? Tell me?
Tell me instantly!"

Tell him! The one thing she couldn't, mustn't do!

She tried to release herself, but he held hergnpthat was unbreakable,
yet infinitely* gentle. She finally put her headvdo against him. His hand
came up to press her head against him, immeasurabiforting.

His voice sounded remorseful. Could this be FoPré&ie had once said,
"I've never heard him humble." Well, she was hepiimow.

"Rowena, I'm sorry. Have | rushed you? | thought were feeling as | was.
Our silence in the car, | thought it was onene$mt Tve were as close as
breathing ... what is it?"

She was beyond words, and he sensed it.

"Perhaps I've not realized how much it's meantdo y the break with
England - the change in your conditions - from kimmgaplenty to having to
work for your living.. . and we can be a trying fiaml know. What is it,
love... homesickness, a sudden longing for othgs?ddell me it's that,
Rowan. Tell me it's not that you still love somepetse."

When she didn't answer, he stiffened a little. "Wvealll right, I'd hoped
you'd got over it. But given time | think you wilt's all right, 1 won't rush
you. Here, let me mop you up.” He pulled out a tkanchief, gently dried
her eyes. "We've plenty of time ahead of us - timget it all straightened



out. I'll just lock up." He went round, opened thaor for her, locked the
garage doors, put a hand under her elbow.

He took her up the stairs to her room. A dim liglds burning on the
landing. He stood looking down on her, a smileesaifig his mouth.

"Good night, my dear," he said. "It's a new dayaoimw, we all get a fresh
start.”

He didn't kiss her, so she wouldn't even have tbatemember about
tonight. She opened her door, and heard him gadgndo his own room.

Rowena crossed to her window, drew down the blimasarily tossed off
her coat, looked at herself in the mirror.

Everyone gets a fresh start tomorrow, he had Bgidomorrow, in spite of
what he had said tonight, Forrest Beech- ingtonhigell find himself
engaged to Helen Dewmore. A man couldn't pestat togyears, send her
off on an expensive trip to the other side of thald/to help her make up
her mind, then reject her decision when she madgoiivena took off the
paua shell necklace, tossed it into a drawer.

She had thought she wouldn't sleep, and was mgeised when she heard
blinds being pulled up, and saw Heather, in a liaerall, picking up a tray
from near the window.

"Good morning, Miss Fotheringham," she said. "MeeBhington said you
were to have breakfast in bed."

Rowena peered at her watch. "Heavens! Nine o'clgokfll have finished
breakfast long ago."

Heather was laughing at the guilt on Rowena's fadee milking's done,
the pigs and fowls fed, and Mr. Beechington hasegower to Matuku
Homestead. They rang up for him. Something abodirg, | think."



Rowena picked up her grapefruit spoon. Oh, noferating.

Nelly and Heather, later in the morning, had takesrning tea up to the
men in one of the far paddocks. Heather was a dawdr, and often used
the Land Rover. Aunt Lavinia kindly told them tovieatheir own morning
tea with the men. It was a glorious day, full ofdsiong and ethereal
blossom, with cottonwood clouds in a washing-blke s

Rowena and Aunt Lavinia sat down to their tea br@&ley heard Forrest's
step on the verandah. Rowena felt a pulse stdotaging in her throat. He
was back sooner than she'd thought, she must secbsd|f, be ready to add
her felicitations to Aunt Lavinia's. To pretend geene in the car last night
meant nothing.

He looked happy, really happy, as he came in, lmo@nd carefree . ..

"I've got news for you," he said. "What do you #)iAunt Lavinia? Helen's
engaged. To a chap she met coming home, an Aastrali

Rowena didn't take it in. She sat staring at himth & face from which all
colour had fled. She suddenly realized that Auniihia, was making all the
usual responses, sounding quite rapturous, bechesbad never wanted
Helen here .. . but also that Forrest was awasaiivs had been a complete
shock to Rowena. She couldn't pull herself together

She put her hands on the table to steady hers®if] sip. "Engaged. . to an
Australian."she gasped. "But | thought ... | thought..."

She managed to stop the tumbling, revealing wdnalsshe'd gone too far to
thwart their curiosity, and she didn't know how divert the sentence.
Rowena lost her poise and rushed out of the room.

Up the stairs she fled, conscious that steps wem@ng behind her. She
gained the landing, saw the little stairs at thd #mat led to the Turret
Room. The door had a key on the inside, she knew.



She reached it, flung open the door, tried to #fddut the thrust Forrest
gave it sent her flying to the far window. She stagainst it, her back to it,
a hand on the sill either side of it.

He laughed, a triumphant laugh.

"Oh, Rowena, did you think you could run away frora? That I'd let locks
or anything else stop me from making you finish iwwa were saying?" He
had her by the shoulders now and his mouth wastefalghing. "Come
on, I'll keep you here till doomsday if you doeli tme."

She couldn't look away from the flecked hazel egad, by the look in them
she needn't prevaricate any more.

"l thought she was going to get engagedydo!"

He laughed. "I knew that was what you were goingayp, but, before | go
on with the business in hand - the business tladiiyrmatters - tell me why
you thought that."

"Oh, there were things said, hints dropped, Auntia hoping desperately
you wouldn't... they added up .. ."

"Yes, two by two, till they made five. Go on, Rowan

"And - and then Helen came over the night you varthat meeting. She
said she had something to tell you that would nyakehappy - that you had
told her time after time she must get over Colihaflsometimes you
thought it was her love of Tawhai, more than lo/@im ... that you'd sent
her away to make up her mind. Oh, Forrest, whatwbs | to think?"

He nodded. "Trust Helen. That girl just can't makelain statement.

Completely woolly-minded. | got so sick of her gegtaround here like a

tragedy queen, hollow-eyed and brave, that | teldfor heaven's sake get
away from Tawhai, and face up to the fact that veeawneant for life - not

grief. | asked her when she came back. She confestsed fallen for this

chap, but didn't know if she'd like city life in &@yey.



"l told her what | thought ... you know what | aReowena. | don't mince

matters. Now, that's cleared up. But I'm afraidgstlieart, you've got a hell
of a lot pf explaining to do yourself. Every tinted felt we've got to terms,
something has cropped up to make me distrust yow, Ndon't get mad,

you can explain later. Right from the time you wewmesweet the day |
worked a slinter with Aunt Lavinia and she pretahdshe'd a dental

appointment so | could get you to myself ... and gearly spiked the guns
that day, by wanting to phone the dentist ... Then Rirpped up that

night. I'm hoping, now you'll tell me he dicn't @vaean - very much. But
this is wasting time. Tell me, if you hadn't thotgdst night that Helen and
| - would you have -" As he went to draw her closerpaused, jerked his
head up, listened. There were footsteps rushinggsy sounding loud on
the uncarpeted stairs.

"Now what the hell - surely to goodness Aunt La&igan give us a few
moments to ourselves for me to -"

Aunt Lavinia was calling out before she reacheddber and befean to
hammer on it. "Forrest, Forrest, quick! The rivasburst its banks . .. some
of the cottages have gone further up ... quickglqui

He unlocked the door, flung it open. "But how - whyhere's been no
nor'wester to melt the snow and flush the gorges!"

"That electrical storm last night ... phenomenaifedl at the river sources,
fifteen inches of rain, it's just reached here, tieevs. The postmaster is
alerting everyone - you've got to go to the towpsitis all on that side. A
shepherd up in the hills saw the volume of watéh@pass - managed to get
to one of the farms and phone a warning to evadbateside. What do we
do?"

Forrest said to his aunt, "Go out and beat thddiiebeat it and beat it,
that will bring all the men. Ring all the cottagesoss the creek. The creek
will get it too if it floods into it ... tell the wmen to come here, fast as they
can, Tawhai is high. Round up all the children. Tdwenship is the worst
danger. They'll all have to come here. Keep thesfastoked, and get Nelly
and Heather to stock up the cake- tins. We'll havieed them. Rowena,
you get Queen, and come with me. Dapple Lass iojuside.”



He had Queen saddled like a flash, and away thay.\R@wena was glad
she'd not been ordered to stay behind. Her place wvdn him, now,
virtually mistress of Tawhai.

There were plenty of fences, but that was nothinQueen and Lass. As
they came into the township, people were spilling @ the houses into
the streets. Forrest immediately and naturally agslucontrol.

"We'll hope it won't be as bad as reported, bull ¥e&e no chances. There
hasn't been a big flood for fifty years, and thepdbanks have been
strengthened since then, but all the children argot to the homestead.
Take the c<rs, and put all the little ones in.

"The schoolmaster can organize the older childgen. no one is to delay.
Go into your houses, put everything up on bedstablgs you can, but the
minute you hear tne fire siren, get out." Theytatlk on duties, the bank
manager, the postmaster, the storekeepers.

"And now," said Forrest, coming back to where Roaveras holding the
two horses, "you and | are going on over the bridgd up the flat. There's
a fault in the telephone service up there, and wetrtet them know.
Devilish luck. We may not be able to get back thégy; if it cuts through
where it cut through fifty years ago, it will realskre before it reaches the
flat. Come on."

As they thundered over the two bridges, over tttee liTawhai and the
greater Tawhai, Rowena looked down, and saw thaseeng more water in
than usual, only the shallow streams intersperiegshingly beds. It was
hard to believe that in a little while there woblel more water in them than
they could hold. It made one realize how far awsg $ource of the storm
must have been for it to take so long to reach.here

The cottages and farms this side were poor antatiteitself swampy and
tussocky and low-lying. The occupiers were bewgderhardly able to
believe it. They even took some convincing, butr&strwas adamant. They
might turn out for nothing - they might feel foolsyt there must be no risk
to life.



"There's time to move your stock, to get it on ighhground, but get your
families down to Five Forks in the cars."”

At last all were warned and they decided to turd see if the bridge was
still passable. If not it meant a terrific detodihey heard a shout, and
turned. Here was a man riding after them for diéar |

"l suppose you've been up Irishman's Gully? Toesison's?"
Forrest stared. "No one up there, is there?"

"Yes, young chap, a wife and two children, onelayb&le's taken over that
derelict cottage, and is doing it up."

"My God!" said Forrest. "It'll reach there first'slin a triangle between the
two Tawhais ... right ... let's go. Look, Stevehittry to get them down
through Middle Road, and over the dry ford. Bumniy not be dry by the
time | get there. Have a tractor or something thwréhe time | arrive - if
you can." He turned and looked at Rowena. "You atklwith Stevens."

She looked at him. "l won't, Forrest."

Surprisingly he did not argue. "All right. You cauhelp. He'll have a car,
but if the water's over the road, two horses wdigddetter than one. Come
on."

They rode madly into the valley, a dark, frowningeoRowena gasped as
they rode, "If the water's reached here, coulda'gyet them up the hillsides?
They'd be safe there, so would we." »

Forrest's mouth was grim. "The rivers cut in athesicle , - narrow, steep
river-beds like miniature gorges, and the blufFevabare sheer. No, this
way back is the only way."

They thundered around a corner, then reined imaist ludicrous sight. A
young woman was running madly down the stony rpadhing a lurching
pram, and on a seat across the pram was percheddirt clinging

desperately to the handles.



The woman looked incredulous as she saw them. 'Ktand!" she said.
"My husband is away with the car. There's no otharsport. | heard the
warning on the radio. Thought I'd take the prarfeass | could. The wee
chap can't run fast."

Forrest handed his reins to Rowena, lifted thielliby, put him up before
Rowena.

"You can manage?" His eyes were confident.

He snatched the baby from the pram, wound it tyghtlts shawl, placed it
in the woman's arms, swung her up before him.

As they rode he looked on the side towards Tavwkhaicouldn't get much
of a view, but said, "Oh, good . .. it's breakitggbanks over there ... if it
spreads out over the flat it will lessen the foere] we may get to the ford
before it does. Not much further. Press on. Evenute could count.”

They turned the corner, and the road dipped doeepsy to the ford. They
reined in, dismayed. The water was swirling aldhgre were logs coming
down, tossed like corks. It was twice as wide amlsnd widening every
moment.

"We can't go back," said Forrest. "Rowena ...?"
She smiled. "It's all right with me."

"Nothing else for it," he said, and his face wais 'SEhat water from the
paddocks will swirl down behind us soon. Let yoarde take its own way,
it will feel its feet ... I'll go just a little atz@l of you, you go on the
downstream side ... we'll make it." He bent to tmd on Rowena's
saddle. "You've got to hang on with all your migind main, sonny. She
needs both hands."



CHAPTER XI

THE woman clutched her baby tightly to her, gave & labher little boy
that had all the poignancy of farewell in it. Fatrgave a swift look behind
... down the incline he saw the water coming, tholigt fast, these were the
heralds of the flood, the first muddy waters.

They urged their horses into the swirling torrdhtdidn't last long, but
seemed like hours. The bed was scoured out, there loulders coming
down with the water, tumbling along, and the naises frightening. The
horses slipped and stumbled. They were aware thateathe far bank
people had suddenly appeared, shouting, people fathgilent as they
watched.

Forrest was urging the horses along with all hédcput into his voice. The
water was up to their knees, the suction and forteelievable ... but - the
bank was surely getting nearer. Rowena saw Farestse almost there,
hers close behind. She saw Lass scrambling, trgegperately with

slipping hoofs to get a grip on the road abovewhter.

Forrest's face was turned to her; he was holdisgdins with one hand, the
other held out to her. "We've nearly made it. Camne Lass, come on,
Queen... come on..."

Lass was up. Forrest slipped off her back, gaver¢ires to the woman,
turned to urge Queen on, but suddenly, losing lie¢texr of the other horse,
Queen slipped.

Rowena lost her stirrup, gripped with her kneesvkrshe was going,
kicked her other foot free, said, "The child, thaldi" and thrust him
towards Forrest.

Forrest scooped the child from her, waist-deeph@& waters made a
desperate clutch for her, but missed. Rowenalelthbrse go from under
her, slip sideways. She flung herself away from weeght of the mare,
surrendered for a moment to the drag of the watteuck out blindly,

brought her arm up against a gigantic root thatkstaut from the bank,
grasped it, knew the sudden horrible thud as sange#truck against her



side, clung desperately, and the next moment faitelSt against her, one
arm each side of her. He was grasping the roohddy braced against hers,
taking the force of the current that threatenetdéo her from the bank.

"Rowena, I've got you . . . you've got to scramige . . do you hear, up you
go!" He was exerting all his strength to lever tngr"Get your other arm up,
grab that other root."

"I can't, Forrest," she heard herself say, "I cl#hthat arm. It's broken."

Suddenly the woman was above them, on her knedshenhands came
under Rowena's armpits. "I've got you," she satély. "You can't let go
now ... and the others will reach here in a moment.

They did. Desperate, strong arms pulled Rowena Fordest from the
water, an effort that made a blinding pain go tigtoher side till she cried
out.

They put her down. Forrest knelt beside her. Hig faas grey with fear.
"What is it, Rowena? The arm?"

"Ribs," she said, with tight lips. "A tree struclenBut I'll be all right... now

Stevens was most apologetic. "l tried to get thetar here ... didn't make it
quite in time, sir."

"I know you did your best," Forrest said, "and aaywhe tractor wouldn't
have been any good, only the horses could make it."

Rowena said: "Queen ... is she all right?"

He nodded. "Yes, she scrambled out further down."

A car arrived, and carefully, on a board, for Fetngas afraid the split ribs
might do internal damage, they lifted Rowena othtoback seat. This side

of the ford was high, they were quite safe herd,taay would take Rowena
straight down to Ashburton Hospital.



Forrest was thinking: And please God may the Ratagihot have burst its
banks.

It hadn't, and the main south road was thick winscrushing to offer
assistance. They had to stop for petrol and leathat the water was
through Tawhai, into the houses, but there wasose bf life. The older
bridge of the two had gone.

The next few days were most unpleasant for Rowgha.narrowly escaped
pneumonia, and she had to fight it alone. At Tavthay were frantically
busy, though they kept in touch with the hospitaphone.

Then, just when she might have expected more frequsiting, she was
sent by ambulance to Christcllurch Hospital. Thangsters came in to see
her, Penny and Lindsay quite horrified at what Ish@ been through, Tony
deeply regretful that he'd missed all the fun.

Rowena fretted ... had there ever been such datétt moment for a
proposal? Before Forrest had left her in the foed-tvard, he'd bent down,
brushed her lips with his own, said: "Get bett@rso. we've a few things to
tidy up.”

Some girls got moonlight and roses for their preggmsShe only had a dusty
little Turret Room, full of old skis and toboggans and Aunt Lavinia
pounding up the stairs ... and she didn't know lmw they were going to
keep her.

The reporters took her mind off it. "You're readlygodsend,” one told her
frankly. "We didn't want anyone to lose their lijast to provide a story,
but you so nearly did that it's been marvelloud. IBather wish your head
was bandaged too ... be better for the photos."

Rowena felt alarmed. She wanted no publicity. Baetreporter said, "Give
us a break ... we've got a living to make," soshmumbed.

The outcome of that was that it brought to her ltkd®ne morning,
accompanied by the matron, a tall, familiar figue.Guy Chennings. Her
father's eye specialist.



"Didn't expect to see me, did you, Rowena? I'm lo@réour, and saw this
to-do in the papers. Jolly good show. But whathim world are you doing
here?"

She laughed. "Working for my living. And enjoying'iShe quite enjoyed
seeing him, and didn't fear he might give her avimyhe was leaving for
Dunedin for the medical school that afternoon.

Forrest, she knew, was busy on endless flood redefmittees. They were
working frantically at Tawhai Township to get thi gut of the houses, and
when he did get to see her, someone was alwaydwmith

There came a day when Aunt Lavinia came in alomsvd®a was touched
by that, for she knew Beechy hated travelling by.bu

Aunt Lavinia said, practically, "Oh, well, dearcan't expect to be driven
about just now, with everyone flat to the boargenty to restore things at
Tawhai. | don't like to think of you here, withousitors. And anyway I've
worked in one or two other things. | saw my lawyagsin this morning."
Aunt Lavinia was smiling to herself. She had qtiie air of a conspirator.

Rowena was out on a chair on the balcony. "Why t\whge you been up to,
Beechy?"

Aunt Lavinia smiled a Jove-like smile. "I've beemkimg a new will. At
least | made it out some weeks ago, really, bstriorning they drew up a
deed of gift... to you."

Rowena blinked. "What did you say?"

"A deed of gift ... so that you can have some maray. The rest will come
to you when | pass on."

Rowena sat up straight. "No, you mustn't. Beeclbimghoney must stay in
the Beechington family. | couldn't. | don't need it



Aunt Lavinia patted her hand. "Don't excite youfisehy dear. It isn't

Beechington money. My husband's money goes tohitdren. This was

my mother's. You've been more than a daughter fean@on't do me out of
this. And you never know - a tidy little sum nowghi come in handy for a
trousseau.”

"Trousseau!" gasped Rowena. "Oh, Beechy, you'neggmio fast!"
She smiled.

"I don't know - quite - what was going on the manof the flood, but even
if my sight is dim, | do know | interrupted sometgimost important ... but
... well, Forrest sent away for some ring catalegu®e discovered. And
this has straightened everything out, this ideanofe ... you meet on an
even keel now. | thought it was the complete answéhnis bee Forrest has
had in his bonnet ever since Jan turned him down."

Rowena closed her eyes against the impact of ditie $triking home. Aunt
Lavinia said negotiations had been going on forksee weeks .. . those
lovely weeks when Forrest had - seemingly - foyotill that lay between
them.

She opened her eyes, said : "Tell me, Beechy, pawdold Forrest about
this... about your will?"

Aunt Lavinia looked surprised. "Of course | havehd/would be the point
otherwise? It was the only thing to convince hirmptetely that you were
the one .to love him for himself alone. | thougltthnever get over thinking
women had an eye to the main chance. But if my moaee to you, he'd
not be able to think it."

Rowena laughed suddenly, a laugh she checked, $®ehe could detect in
it a note of rising hysteria. She mustn't hurt Auavinia. Mercifully the
bell went, and the visitors rose to go.

Rowena sat on, with unseeing eyes, not heedinghaety of the botanical
gardens below, sweet with spring blossom, whereAbhen meandered
between daffodil-crowded banks. No wonder Forredtitude towards her



had changed ... even if it was money that had lgeldrio Aunt Lavinia's

mother, he wasn't going to let it pass out of Bewegtbn coffers. It would be

considerable; Forrest had once said Aunt Lavipasple had been in
shipping, that they could have bought the Beecbimgiup a dozen times
over. And of course, wool prices were not quitgrscely as they were ...
and the snow had set Tawhai back ... would sherneam a lesson, would
she always want to trust again, and again to beenaatbol of? But oh,

Forrest, Forrest, it may have hurt when | found ahwut Geoffrey, but it

was nothing to this ...

Next morning they told her she could go home.
"Would you like us to send for someone to fetch3/ou

No. She wouldn't. Forrest would come, and until #heugh”™ her way
through it, she didn't think she could bear the atbne with him. Her arm
was in plaster, and a sling.

"I'll just take a taxi to the bus depot, and waillon them for a surprise,” she
said.

By the time she got home, she had arrived at sideciAs soon as she and
Forrest had a talk, she would make it plain to that she had changed her
mind. She wouldn't go in for any dramatics. Simigly him she had been
swayed by a mood of the moment, and that she l#ided she didn't care
for him, after all. She hoped Forrest would beehso she could get it over.

He couldn't have been much further away. He was thee Strait, in the
North Island, with a deputation to the Governmentthe question of flood
relief. He was away some time. The deputation \easTup North to flood-
devastated areas up near Auckland, to see for tieesshow rehabilitation
was being tackled up there.

Rowena's arm was mending nicely, though Aunt Lavitiiought she
seemed very depressed. Probably because Forrest va®. Never mind,
another two days, and he would be.



On the Friday, sorting the mail, Rowena saw a famtandwriting that
gave her quite a shock. She stared, unable toveatieGeoffrey's!

She opened it with fingers that trembled. She rigadckad it again, then
dropped it to the table shaken by more fury thanlsd ever known in her
life.

Geoffrey wasn't married after all ... he said: €l'scome to my senses,
Rowena, and realized all | lost when | lost you.wias nothing but
infatuation, it swept me off my feet. And it couldiast, those affairs never
do. Suddenly, it was all over, and | knew you wre only one for me.
Someone I'd known all my life, someone | couldttrusnade Margot give
me your address. She wouldn't at first, but I'vanit@d Ainsley Dene for
weeks, and she finally gave in. Come home, Rowenahall | fly out? |
could be with you in a week - just say the word."

Rowena sprang to her feet, listlessness gone. Wwsesomething she could
deal with ... and how! The key to this lay in thegerds "all | lost when |
lost you". Oh, yes. Not perhaps a fortune, but & wiith private means.
Geoffrey was certainly going to be jolted right ofihis complacency. She
wouldn't spare him anything.

In her room, sitting at the little writing-desk blye french windows, she
covered page after page as the hot words spramgy foen.

She came to the foot of the page, scanned theviasts she had written:
"You see, Geoffrey, I've learned a lot since | falllove with you ... |
dropped into your hands like a ripe plum, didn'N@ hard-to-get tactics
about me. | was so vulnerable, so trusting, so stiyeu."”

She ripped out the page, started another. "Nonltwaearry you ... don't you
remember my telling you, that fateful night we beadur engagement, that
for reasons you would understand, if ever in thergi |l .got married, it
would be to a man as rich as Croesus!"

Rowena read it all over then, and suddenly alrigfieteous indignation she
had felt deserted her. She would not send it. & twa undignified, too full
of emotion. It would be better to be cooler, tdfibpal, in a more controlled



way. She didn't feel like this about Geoffrey angren. .. into the letter she
had really written all her bitterness that Forseas of the same kind ...

She sat for a while, spent, heedless, while theZeréhrough the open
window rustled the pages of the letter. She wotildnite another letter.
Merely send a cable. She tore off the last pagénatestarted, and began to
compose a cable. It would have to be definite yetigive nothing away to
the post-office staff at Tawhai. When she had wemitit out to her
satisfaction, she took the pad and went downstaifghone the overseas
telegraph branch. It merely said: "Sorry. Propoasitiarrived too late.
Rowena." He would conclude she had married somelsee

She had left her door open, and the little bretnes encouraged, became
more frolicsome. It lifted the page she had startedirled it about,
parachuted it through the window to fall to the telselow, and finally blew

it up against the garage doors.

Spent with emotion, she was quietly reading indimng-room in the early
evening, and heard the door open. Forrest walked in

She looked up and knew instantly something had évaggh She had seen
him angry before, but never like this, his lipshantline, his eyes black. In
his hands he held a sheet of paper.

Rowena rose to meet whatever he was going to $ay.was all wrong . . .
she had missed a cue somewhere. It slaswho had been going to
denouncéim, but -

His eyes held a contempt that made her flinch.."®oce again I've been
played for a sucker. What a fool I've been ...éxad in you against all
evidence to the contrary, trusted where there wasust to be found, told
myself there would be a good explanation for eveng that had ever made
me doubt you ... that when you came from hospual would explain all."

He laughed, a short unamused laugh. "Aunt Lavini@dvme you were
home. | managed to get a seat on an earlier pladeounted every mile,
every minute coming home. Then, two minutes agiéngarage, | picked
up this..." He thrust it at her.



She took it wonderingly, and her heart turned tola hard lump. There it
was, in her own black positive writing ... a stagsinthat, taken out of the
context of the letter, was completely damning.

"No, | won't marry you. Don't you remember my tegjiyou, that fateful
night we broke our engagement, that for reasonswauwld understand, if
ever in the future | got married, it would be tman as rich as Croesus!"

And the rest of the letter, not knowing this page blown away, she had
consigned to the depths of the big black range!

She looked up. "There's nothing | can say, is there
"No. You can't lie your way out of this one. Itgete, in black and white."

There was a pause, a pause filled with accusationdsstrust, and quite
unbelievable pain.

She said in a voice just above a whisper, "l suppos wouldn't believe me
if 1 told you that when you came home tonight, Iswgoing to tell you I'd
decided not to marry you?"

He laughed again. Was there ever a harsher soamdaHaugh with no
mirth in it?

"Oh, | could believe that, Miss Fotheringham. Trek, was this a decision
you came to when you knew Aunt Lavinia was leawiag all her money?"

So he thought she no longer needed to make a weal#inriage ... this
should have been the moment when she told himhisabwn plans had
been acquisitive ... grasping, but she'd had endfighe stayed any longer,
if she said any more, she would break down. So sbed silent,

condemned.

The remorseless voice continued: "Lindsay will mamle at the end of
October. She can look after my aunt then... unded&t"



"Yes, thank you. | understand perfectly.." Shaédrto go. At the door his
voice halted her. A hateful postscript to this hiimting scene..."And if

you're interested, I'mot as rich as Croseuble didn't have ill-thrift in his

flocks, or flood-silt all over his pastures. Toodbf@r you, wasn't it, Miss
Fotheringham, that a chance breeze blew this tdaat? Or was it my
guardian angel? God, how low and scheming can waya&t

Rowena turned to the door, and only then did theststart to come in to her
eyes. White-faced, clutching the paper, she rao tyer room, passing Aunt
Lavinia on the stairs.

She heard Aunt Lavinia demand of Forrest as shegfline door open,
"Forrest, you and Rowena haven't halother misunderstanding, have
you?"

Rowena hesitated. She heard Forrest's voice, wiltkyultimate rage, say,
"Oh, no, not a misunderstanding. We understand et perfectly - for
the first time. And let me make this clear for orazel all, Aunt Lavinia,
you're not to interfere."”

Rowena sat in the privacy of her own room, and durow that she had
reached it, that she was beyond even the solaeas.

Somehow the days passed, but there was no joyihiag. Aunt Lavinia
had said to her wistfully, "Forrest insists I'mkiep out of this, but if there's
anything | can do, tell me, won't you?"

Forrest was forbidding and silent these days, @&pd to his own quarters in
the evenings. He hardly spoke to Rowena at alleipngrassed on necessary
messages to her through Nelly and Heather.

Aunt Lavinia went to Christchurch for a couple a&yd. While she was
away, Rowena wrote to Sir Guy Chennings at Dunexhd, asked that if it
was possible, when he returned to Christchurctshoelld examine Aunt
Lavinia's eyes.



Rowena was glad to have the place to herself. Sioras in Oamaru at the
Waiareka stock sale. She had given the girls theatfa and drove to
Geraldine in the early afternoon to have her hamnred.

Driving the Land Rover, on the way home, she ndt@ear waiting at the
side of the road, facing the way she was comingrd@kvas a bus stop here,
the driver was probably waiting for someone. Hdleotions were quite
idle. As she passed, the man at the wheel lookedngptheir eyes locked in
recognition. Dirk Sargison!

Silly to be startled; why shouldn't he be here? A&ndn if he was in the
district, that needn't disturb her now. After adhe and Forrest were
estranged beyond any making-up, so there could be further
complications.

She'd been inside only long enough to make heaselip of tea when she
had a toll call from Christchurch and expected ibé Aunt Lavinia.

It wasn't. It was a stranger's voice, rather higbkhed and agitated. It asked
if that was Lindsay's mother. Rowena's heart gavedal little jerk. Now
why should she feel alarmed?

She said, with a query in her voice, "Lindsay's eothas been dead for
years. Her aunt is usually here, but she's away."

"Who are you ... her sister?"
"I'm - the housekeeper." That was easiest. "Candrgjthing to help you?"

"That depends. That girl is heading right for trieutshe’s run away with a
married man. She's eloping. She thinks he's sihgle.

"What?" Rowena was incredulous ... but Lindsay imdsve with Dirk ...
Lindsay wouldn't - "How do you know?"

"Because I'm his wife."



Rowena's head was spinning. "What's your name? ¥/gour husband?
Tell me quickly where you think they've gone. stibp it."

The voice said: "I'm Mrs. Dirk Sargison. I've justived in New Zealand.
I've had detectives tracing him, but he's givemthbe slip. This girl
Lindsay left her boarding- house today. The langled'me look in her
room. She'd told the landlady she was going homthéoweek-end, but we
found a note from him saying to meet him off the buhalf-past three, and
he'd have a special licence ready. I've been ringird ringing, but could
get no answer."

Rowena said, "lI've just got in." Everything fellrhibly into place. Dirk
waiting at the bus stop ... how long ago? ... nader she had thought he
looked startled ... could she hope to catch up thigém? If they got as far as
Timaru or Dunedin she'd never find them. ...

Rowena went into action, told the woman she thosgkthad a chance of
catching up with them. Asked her address, copiddwn, rushed out to the
Land Rover.

She didn't usually drive fast, but she pushedi@how, trying to calculate
how far she would be behind them. If only somethiwamuld happen to
delay them. He'd have to go through Geraldine Wvhated good roads to
travel on ... if he stopped for petrol there shghtfind them.

What would he have told Lindsay? Lindsay knew she aminor, that she
couldn't marry without her uncle's consent, so slust be falsifying her
age. Would they try to get married passing throsmie town or township?
She'd try Geraldine first, try the manse, the \agar .. . Rowena trod hard
on the accelerator. For the first time for weekssished Forrest was there.
He'd know how to handle it. Men could think thesiegs out more ... would
he be on his way home? She must keep a look-otnigazar - a big green
Chevrolet. On her own, she daren't call in the gaoliForrest might be
furious at the publicity.

Every grey car that looked like Dirk's that she nbeek she hoped against
hope. If she saw it she'd stick on their tail tiley stopped. And then -
Rowena couldn't think past that moment, but in sarag she'd get Lindsay



away. Once Lindsay knew he was married she woudgntin with it. But
oh, the horror of it, if she didn't find them tohtgif Lindsay contracted a
bigamous marriage.

Geraldine! It was small enough to scout round asdige herself that Dirk's
car was not at any garage or tea-room. She drodé/maund in circles, but
saw nothing. She'd have to try the manse. She kfexe it was, right next
to the kirk, opposite the back entrance to the-geseens; an entrance that
was a leafy lane walled in by a copse of magnitidezes ... but Rowena
had no eye for their beauty today.

She braked to a stop, leapt out. This was goirgetthe very devil. Fancy
dashing breathlessly up to a manse and askingithister's wife, "Has your

husband had a wedding by special licence thisradtar?" and if the answer
was no, saying, "Well, may | ring the vicarage frbare?"

Never mind, no matter how embarrassing, it's gdiet@one - and quickly.
It's getting late-ish in the afternoon. She knew&st might go by while she
was here. If she didn't get them she'd ring Tavidoan Timaru, praying he
might be home. Forrest might risk the publicity drale it put over the
radio to stop the car.

As Rowena leapt out, she caught the corner of bat ia the car and was
brought up short by it. She turned impatientlyreefit, and faced the copse
again ... and there, unbelievably, was Lindsaydkay, alone, carrying an

overnight bag, looking wildly dishevelled and tblyi distressed, coming

through the lane.

Wasn't it odd? All the time you prayed for a mig@nd when it happened
you wouldn't believe ihadhappened.

She sprang across the road, said "Lindsay!"
Lindsay jumped, then looked relieved, then horréatybarrassed.

Rowena had no time to sort her feelings, to wonfllee. went right up to her.
"Lindsay, where are you going? Where is Dirk?"



There was something in Lindsay's eyes that Roweunklc't read .. . shock,
she thought.

The girl said, "How did you know | was with Dirk? "

Rowena was too upset to be careful. "His wife ra®ige rang me from
Christchurch. I've been looking for you."

Lindsays face went grey. She said urgently, "RowEmagoing to be sick."

She was. Rowena led her to the trees. When sheelcatered, Rowena
said, "Now ... tell me."

Lindsay gave a hunted glance around. "Let's getyafn@n here. I'm
running away from him."

"From him?"

"Yes." Lindsay shivered. "And he's in a toweringgaHe may catch up
with me at any moment.”

Rowena said, "He can't do anything when you're mi¢gh But come on, into
the Land Rover, and we'll go like mad for home."

Lindsay seemed to feel safer in the Land Rover. @, "I thought we
were eloping. | thought | was getting one back amclg Forrest... he
arranged to get Dirk away from Christchurch..hdught it was romantic,
exciting. Then | found he didn't have any intentadnmarrying me. First, |
think he must have found it too hard to get therlime. He said that if Forrest
found I'd spent a night with him, he'd be glad egtoto let me marry him
... then there'd be no fuss about marrying a mi@dr, it was horrible,
Rowena. | suddenly realized he didn't mean to mareyat all ... only
wanted to have me ... it was so tawdry, and frigjinig

"I told him to stop at Geraldine and I'd get a hame. He only laughed and
drove on. | was desperate, | thought if we gotfazamn our way, I'll never
get away from him ... if | jumped out in lonely cuty, he'd pick me up
again. So | - so | -" She shivered again.



"So you what, Lindsay?"
"So | pulled the wheel round and ditched the cauala mile up the road."”

"Lindsay!" There was admiration as well as horroRiowena's voice, and
Lindsay warmed to it. "You might have been killed."

"Well, I wasn't. But | broke his axle. And while es still swearing | got
out and ran."

"Good for you!"

The girl, fearing censure, and hearing only adnuratbegan to cry.
Rowena let her cry it out. It was relief from tesrsi Lindsay said, on a sob,
"I thought you'd have been furious, though | wasgibty glad to see you. |
left my bag in the car, and grabbed this insteddhd no money. I've been
hiding in the little camp-kitchen in the campingegnds, wondering what
to do. | was terrified he might start looking foenit's only a little distance
up the road. He'll have to get it towed into onéhef garages here."

As she uttered the words a breakdown truck camefauside street, towing
a grey Humber, and stopped at the next garage.

"Oh," said Lindsay.
Rowena made a decision. She went past the garadgd pito the kerb.

"You can sit here, Lindsay. What I've got to saptk Sargison won't take
long."

Lindsay looked alarmed. Rowena continued, "I'm gdmmake quite sure
he never comes near you again," and before Lindeald make further
protest, she was gone.

To say Dirk Sargison was startled when Rowena thppe on the arm
would have been an understatement.



"How do you do, Mr. Sargison,"” she said sweetlye arage man was
standing near. "l saw you just as | was passingtdking Lindsay home.
But I've got a message for you first."

He moistened the full red lips under the dashingistecche. She had never
seen Dirk Sargison lose his poise before. He wald. JA message?" he
said.

"Yes. From your wife."
Rowena knew satisfaction at the sickly tinge heefeook on.

"Yes, she rang from Christchurch. To tell me alaotisay. She had your
note." Rowena could have laughed madly at his exgpva. "She told me, if
| caught up with you, to give you her address. titie Hotel Rialto,
Christchurch.”

He said nothing. Rowena said, "I don't expect weEllseeing you again.
Goodbye." And she turned on her heel. She wasanoerned with her own
busy thoughts, wondering what was the best thirtptwith Lindsay, to see
the big green Chevrolet pulling in for petrol.

As she climbed into the Land Rover again Lindsag,s&®owena, where's
my uncle?"

"He's in Oamaru. He may not be back till tonight.”
Lindsay's voice held a plea. "Does he have to khow?
Rowena considered it. "No, | don't see why he ghoul

And for another thing, I'd like to think you werafsly returned to your
boarding-house' tonight. Otherwise your reputai®rgoing to suffer. |
could put you on the express at Orari. I've monglg me and | could ring
your landlady from there, save you making any exai@ns yourself, and
I'll ask her to say nothing to anyone. I'll wire MSargison. Could you pull
yourself together enough, and simply brave anytgimg landlady says?"



Lindsay nodded. "I can take it. I've got to. Ance'sha nice person, not
gossipy."

Rowena managed to tidy Lindsay up, to lend herralbag, get her ticket,
and to buy her some coffee and sandwiches. Shestiemsigh of relief
when Lindsay had gone. She would be in Christchatdhmalf-past seven,
and this experience would do a lot for her. Sheldi@tibe minded to play
the fool again. Rowena thought she would drop atbidohn Macrae that if
he liked to go up to the city this weekend, anckthindsay to the theatre,
he'd find her willing.

It was a great relief to get home, for her arm laedribs were aching now,
and she had a terrific headache. It was a greglief to find she had beaten
Forrest home. Better for Lindsay that he shouldkmotv. You never knew
how men would react.

When he did come in, he caught her alone. Shetdigpect him to speak.
He did. He said: "Had the Land Rover out?"

She nodded. "Yes. | went in to get my hair cut, Wwas back by three,
though.”

"Were you?" His lip curled. "How odd. | saw youargarage in Geraldine
with Dirk Sargison at half-past four."

Rowena looked up. She felt sick, but since she'hhdd to call o» Forrest,
she wasn't going to give Lindsay away now.

"Oh, well," she said without a trace of emotionotiydon't expect anything
but lies from me, do you?" and walked away.

October came in trailing plumes of lilac and lahum the fishing season
opened, and suddenly the saturated pastures ofal dwdked a little less

hopeless. Rowena felt her term at Tawhai was rgnaut. She had a note
from Sir Guy to say he would see Aunt Lavinia nerek.

Forrest was polite to her about it, formally gratehothing more.



"I'l be away, but there'll be another car in tlagage. It's arriving Monday.
A present for Lindsay for finishing her educatiand for being so sensible
about Dirk Sargison. It will do for her to run Aubavinia about in when

you are gone. You can take Aunt Lavinia up to Gblnigrch in that. I'll be

up in the Waikato after cattle.”

"Cattle?" Rowena had been schooling herself to shmnterest in Tawhai
affairs of late, but this was so surprising the dvaras jerked out of her.
Tawhai was purely a sheep run; the cows they hstdsjupplied the house
and the pigs with milk.

He said stiffly, "I want to cash in on this new sofe of shipping cattle to
U.S.A. I'm going to try it out as they do away dosouth, winter the cattle
in the bush. The flood has ruined the flat pasturesiry cattle, of course.
You cut a bit of bush down for them, and they kgemg. An experiment.
Have you looked out for another job? | mean, wordd like me to write

you out a reference?"

Rowena said, "I need no reference from you. Whatigeould it be? You

might say | was efficient, you certainly couldraélyd was to be trusted. By
the way, I'm not telling Aunt Lavinia right till éhlast. | don't want to upset
her before this examination of Sir Guy's. I'm gobagrk Home. And - for

your peace of mind - I've seen her lawyers. Hekiwiback to what it was,

and the deed of gift rescinded.”

Forrest turned on his heel and left the room. &t A#forded Rowena some
empty satisfaction.

Rowena laid her plans. Forrest was to be awaydga.@&he would be gone
before he came back. There would be a gap of a areskbefore the end of
the Varsity year, but Nelly and Heather could manég that length of
time.

The visit to the specialist would be over, for Guy himself was going to
Wellington for a conference at the end of the weld his report would
come later.



She did her packing unobtrusively, paid visits areé€n of Mars to all her
favourite spots, spent a brief time, one eveniasgt, s the stars came out, in
the Turret Room, trying to keep a tryst with memarying to recapture the
moments she had spent here with Forrest - thosehBsawvenly seconds
before the flood. But if was no good. Subsequerness had ruined the
magic.

Now it was Tuesday. Tomorrow she would tell Beetttag she was leaving.
The next day she would go. The day after that theten of Tawhai would
be home, and would be glad to find her gone frosrhlousehold.

It was late afternoon. Lengthening shadows lay ssctbe sunlit turf, the
perfume of lilac was heavy on the air. Rowena veasling aloud to Aunt
Lavinia in the dining-room. Preparations for dinmezre well ahead, and
Nelly and Heather were going to serve it. Laterewishe was gone from
sight and sound of here, she would remember gwatgful hours like
these...

There were the sounds of cars drawing up. Twogetsed. Aunt Lavinia
broke into the reading with, "Who will that be?"

Rowena said casually, "Oh, the men. Jock had tlek tiGerhard the Land
Rover. They're about due back."

She went on reading unhurriedly. Suddenly a shdétwacross the french
windows, darkening the page. There were two mandchin the doorway
when she looked up.... Forrest and Sir Guy Chersning

Rowena felt her heart turn over. She didn't knovatwinlucky chance had
brought them here together, but... Forrest wasggmrknow her for even
more of a deceiver in a few moments. Sir Guy haoWwknher family so

well.

As if she had asked how it had happened, Forrestened it. "I flew home
early. Sir Guy was on the plane. We got jnto cosagon and | found out
who he was. He's on his way back to the Medicab8klso he kept on my
tail all the way down from the airport. He's be@émdkenough to stop off for
a short time to give us his report in person.” kéed at Aunt Lavinia. "He



definitely thinks the trouble can be arrested, d€aly he wants you to fly
home to his own clinic. I'll get Rowena to go wihu. She knows the
ropes."

Rowena wasn't capable of saying anything. TheselBegtons! Whatever
they thought of you, they still used you as thegdesl you. She couldn't say
anything now, in front of Sir Guy, but she would gdenty - later. But for
now she must appear natural, at ease, to savader f

Forrest continued. "Sir Guy can't stay for dinfRowena; he's due at Dr.
Gloucester's in Oamaru for that, he's staying tigatrthere, but | asked
Heather to bring in some tea."

Then, if he wasn't staying, perhaps she could metdway before Forrest
found out she had been playing a part all alontpathai. Not that it really
mattered. He already had such a bad opinion ofaéttle extra disdain
wouldn't matter.

Forrest certainly had the floor. "While we're haythe tea, Sir Guy is going

to get all technical about Aunt Lav- inia's eydswWas all done very much in

the pleasant, affable manner. Rowena felt bewittldPerhaps Forrest was
no more desirous than she of letting Sir Guy knloat &ll was less than well

between them.

The only piece of Rowena's heart that wasn't frozas the bit that loved
Aunt Lavinia ... Aunt Lavinia, who now, it appearesiould probably be
able to preserve the sight still left to her. ltulbnever get worse, and might
possibly improve.

Rowena poured out, handed the tea. She was firehmgl talk a little
difficult. Her eyes landed on a small table belfiodrest.

"Your mail is all there,"” she said. He gave it &bglance, then looked
again.

"Haven't you opened this week¢eekly Newget?" he asked.



Aunt Lavinia answered. "No, Rowena's going to r#gad me tonight. We
were just finishing our library book."

Forrest's lips twitched. "There's something indtyt be interested in." He
picked up the rolled magazine, slit the wrappeensa up the big illustrated
paper, spread it out at the middle pages. His eyes on Rowena.

Her eyes widened. About eight large pictures wemawled across the
centre-spread, farming pictures ... but not Newlatehfarming. English

farming ... Hampshire ... Ainsley Dene! Its smiliagres stared up at her,
and the caption at the top ran: "One of the fewhef stately homes of
England that is a paying concern." There was anlote ... reports of the
experiments carried out on a large scale over nyaays at Ainsley, the

estimated income of the place, the plans for tharéu Leicester's and
Margot's photos were there too.

She caught her breath. Aunt Lavinia leaned forwargbeer at it in her
shortsighted way, but Forrest said, "It's a parEngland Rowena knows
well, Aunt Lavinia. I'll read all about it to youtar tea.”

Rowena thought bitterly, He's enjoying this, enfmyimy discomfiture. Is
there no end to the humiliations heaped upon meslif I'd been gone
when he came ... if only | can appear unperturbiedit Guy gets away.

Forrest said conversationally, "It was that wrifethat made Sir Guy speak
to me on the plane. He looked over my shouldersaid, 'That's odd ... |

know that place well. The whole family." Then weurid each other's

names."

Mercifully, it wasn't long before Sir Guy rose.
"Well, I'm sorry not to be able to see over thatestbut I'll be back. Mr.
Beechington has asked me to spend a weekend hanesnd. Be like old

times, eh? He tells me the salmon are wonderful."

She smiled faintly. "Oh, they are ... larger thaiel.. larger than any
fisherman's dreams."”



They stood in the doorway waving good-bye as tleldiack car swept
down the drive. Then Rowena turned swiftly, thahkdulet the smile fade
from her face. She was going to escape to her oamr She was through
the door before Forrest noticed her. She heardshaynsomething to_"unt
Lavinia, laughingly, and she ran up the stairshém room she examined
herself in the mirror. Heavens, but she was pdie.|8oked frightened, all
eyes.

Rowena squared her shoulders, walked across tréssing-table, picked
up lipstick, rouge, powder. She brushed the shinalgstnut hair,
straightened the gold belt of her soft green woohlieck. There was a
knock on her door.

"Yes?" she called.
Forrest's voice, stern, implacable.
"l want to see you, please, right away."

She opened the door to stand before him, quieyesimpning. His face had
the controlled look that was worse than temper.

"Down in my office," he said.

So she was to be on the carpet once more, likéirgdent employee. But
what did it matter? In two days she would be gone.

He opened the office door, gestured her in. Hizeffiad a bare look from
being unused for a few days. Usually it was quifeemdly room, with an

untidy fireplace scattered with pipe-ash, and ®@rlibf fishing rods and
riding crops, but Heather had cleaned it out ydstgrand everything was
in mathematical precision, the two big wing chaimned squarely to the
fireplace. But this wasn't going to be a sittintgemiew....

Forrest came past her, crossed to the window, steod, back towards her,
looking out at the darkening landscape.



Rowena was past wondering why. Her spirit felt §edi, forsaken. It didn't
matter what happened next.

He said, jerkily, in a voice quite unlike his owhwrote to Lindsay when |

was up north, asking her if she would be prepavesiay home to look after
Aunt Lavinia when you were gone. | told her thdtféund you completely
untrustworthy, that you'd lied and deceived me &bmany things."

Rowena said nothing.

He continued, "I told her that | thought it wasthigme she knew that there
had been something between you and Dirk Sargi$@t,there probably

still was. | told her that | had seen the two ofiytalking most intimately

quite recently in a Geraldine garage.”

He paused again.
"Yes, Forrest?" said Rowena.
He didn't speak for so long, she felt herself swayi

Then he said, "Lindsay wrote me a long letter. $taimhs high time | knew
what you had saved her from. Told me why you warthat garage with
Dirk ..."

He swung round, came across to her ... took hedban.

"Oh, Rowan . . . sweetheart. | rushed home on éx¢ mlane ... | met Sir
Guy ... | was gazing blankly at that write-up ire Weekly.He told me
about you ... about that chap giving you up he.dne who had courted you
for your money . . . how you'd come out here torprgou could be loved for
yourself alone....Oh, Rowan, Rowan, the anguisghdaused you!"

He drew her towards him. She was still frozen, lielng, looking up into
his face, still afraid ... afraid to hope that mlisunderstandings could be
wiped out.



"Then, while you were in hospital, Aunt Laviniadaine what she'd done.
And when | found that letter and confronted youhwit ... | can see now
what it meant .., and you said you'd already detigat to marry me, |

thought it was because you now had the money witimeaJ

Rowena came alive. "Forrest ... Forrest ... Auntiia didn't tell you till |
was in hospital?"

He nodded.
A change came over Rowena's face, a light intelies.

"Oh, Forrest ... then, when you were proposing &imthe Turret Room,
you didn't know she'd done it?"

"No, of course not.... Oh, darling, did you thinkLook, Rowena, there
are dozens of things to be ironed out. Let's shkent all till later, till we
come down to earth again. Nothing matters, swedtheathing except that
| love you!"

As he bent his head towards her, looking into theeg eyes, into the
stillness came an unmistakable sigh ... a sigleladfr a happy sigh, from
one of the wing chairs.

Forrest lifted his head, said, "What the - who-aint Lavinia! What the
devil are you doing here? Didn't | tell you to kemp of the way for a few
moments? Didn't | tell you | wanted Rowena to mf@sel

She was quite unperturbed. "But you didn't tell wieere,dear boy, so |

scuttled in here, out of the way. | thought yowlet her on to one of the
balconies. Your office is no place to propose iat Bon't let me stop you
... go on ... kiss her!"

Forrest let out a great burst of laughter. "Aunviba! You're the giddy
limit! Out you go ... this isn't the sort of kidgat can stand being withessed
... out you go!"



He took his aunt by the plump shoulders, propehled through the
doorway, turned the key.

Then he turned and looked at Rowena. "No placedpgse, she said. Out
on the balcony, Rowena. It's got everything ...tavia, a view of the

mountain ... the new moon coming up over it..." \W&s pushing the

french windows open as he spoke.

He turned, put out a hand, drew her out.
Rowena looked over his shoulder, saw it all - treunain, the moon, and
pale stars glimmering out into the evening skyfairer stars than she had

ever known.

She held out her hands to him, a light in the geges he had never seen
before.

"l don't need any of it, Forrest," she said. "Yaa my sun, my moon, my
stars ..."



