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"You're too naive. Don't trust David."

James's tawny eyes glinted in the light of the aod the table between
them. In spite of his warning, Marina knew thatwees far more dangerous
than her friend David.

James Sebastian was one of the nine top interisigmers in Europe.
Handsome, wealthy, excitingly masculine, he coadehhad any woman in
the world--except Marina.

But now she was certain that, on her side, physittedction had deepened
into love. And loving him, how much longer couldestesist him?



CHAPTER ONE

THE first time Marina saw him, she was looking outre shop window and
he was emerging from the Plough with a tall, thetegant blonde who
looked as if she might be an actress.

Marina had noticed the pale grey Rolls-Royce toa®isoon as she had
come downstairs after her lunch break, but it had surprised her
particularly to see such an opulent car among suallassortment of Land
Rovers, Beetles and Minis in the parking spacesosading the Market
Cross. The Plough, originally a coaching inn, waw ra restaurant with a
reputation forhaute cuisinavhich often brought the rich and famous to the
small country town where Marina had spent most ef life. Nor did it
surprise her when, instead of returning to their ttee tall dark man and his
companion strolled across the square towards logr. fhany of the patrons
of the Plough were attracted by the sfgntiques and Curiobanging above
the doorway of the Georgian house on the opposite of the square.
Sometimes they peered through the windows and avealy. Sometimes the
doorbell would jangle, and they would come insioléobk round the large
ground-floor showroom.

Marina's grandfather had taught her to distinguish browsers from the
buyers, and her judgment was seldom wrong. As tireand the blonde girl
approached, she summed up the girl as one of thewase of collectors
who would be attracted by fashionabléc-a-bracrather than a serious and
knowledgeable collector in search of the kind dicares which had once
been the shop's stock in-trade but were now incrglyshard to come by.
The man she put down as an indulgent escort, prdparpay for whatever
took the girl's fancy.

But on this occasion her judgment was only pastiatbrrect. When the
couple entered, the girl made a beeline for a kd@20s evening dress
which was hanging at the back of the shop. The nmatead of glancing
around him without much interest, said a civil '@adternoon’ to Marina
and, almost at once, made for a display of plates.

The one he took down from the rack was an earlye kdnd white
earthenware soup plate transfer-printed with aupgcof a girl with two



goats. Watching him as he turned the plate toigine to look for the rippled
glaze which was a distinguishing feature of manylyegieces of
Staffordshire blue, she was struck by the beautyihands; strong hands
with long, square-tipped fingers and well-kept $maiils.

Both he and the girl were very tanned, as if thaeg recently returned from
wintering in the West Indies, or possibly from airsi holiday. The girl
wore a number of rings, but none of them was a weddng and Marina
formed the impression that the pair were what gossiumnists called
‘close friends'. Why she thought this she coulla'tsure, unless it was
because she sensed that their relationship watiarate one, yet the girl's
pretty face lacked character and she did not l@gable of interesting the
man on any plane other than the physical.

In a way they were complementary as his face hadniach character to be
considered good-looking. It was a cold February, dag he was wearing a
Zip-up blouson of what Marina thought might be @acéur. On some men it
would have looked theatrical, even effeminate. Mat this one. His
emanation of masculinity was as unmistakable as fdwt that his
girl-friend's aura of scent was French and expensiv

'Is there somewhere | can try this on?' asked livadie.

The fact that her question caused Marina to giwdight start made her
realise how intently she had been studying him awith some
embarrassment in case the other girl had noticddbaen amused by her
interest in him, she said, 'Yes, in the room onritlet down the hall, but it
isn't heated, I'm afraid.’

'Oh, that won't bother me,’ said the girl, and disappeared.

When she had gone, Marina said to the man, {iityahat plate is damaged.
You've noticed the crack, | expect.’

Her grandfather had always made a point of memgfiaws and repairs,
and she liked to do the same.



The man raised his head and looked at her. His wges a strange tawny
hazel, almost golden in colour.

'Yes, | have. Isn't the price rather high in vieiitee damage?'

'It's a rare pattern. I've never seen it befotégein the shop or in the books
on Staffordshire blue. At one time collectors wowldly accept perfect

pieces. Now everything pre-Victorian has becomecarce that a hairline

crack isn't important.’

He nodded. 'I'll have it." He put it carefully ortable and began to prowl
round, looking at other things. 'You've been in ttagle for some time, |
gather?' he said, speaking over his shoulder.

'For about twelve years.’

He glanced at her, lifting an eyebrow. She was tybnt looked younger.
'With your parents, presumably?’

'With my grandfather. He died early last year, rafitety years in the trade.
He'd have a fit if he could see some of the thimgsselling now. But ifl
stuck to his definition of antique the shop wouéddmpty,’ she said, with a
regretful shrug.

The blonde reappeared. 'What d'you think, darliagr??"

The man looked her up and down, and she spun ohdey making the
beading shimmer. Her tanned back and bare browns alooked
incongruous in the wintry room where, even thougré was an oil heater
burning in one corner, Marina needed woollen tiglmsl a thick- knit
sweater over her lambswool polo to keep her comifdytwarm. But the
blonde showed no sign of goose- flesh. She beggmatade round the
showroom with the studied grace of a professioradeh

'Watch it! You'll knock something flying." The maeemed more interested
in the contents of a glass-lidded display case hickv Marina kept small
objects too valuable to leave lying about.



The girl pouted at him. 'l thought | might wearait the Wroxleys' party
tonight.'

'Why not?' He looked at Marina. 'May | look at thertrait miniature you
have in here?'

'Of course.' The key to the case, and her othes, kegre clipped to her waist
by means of an old silver chatelaine which haditlssbriginal accessories.
'Would you like a magnifying glass ?'

'l have one, thanks." He unzipped his blouson detl/ing in an inside
pocket, produced a small folding glass through Wiie peered at the tiny
portrait on ivory of a white-wigged gentleman inlitary uniform.

Marina, alert to the possibility that, in spite tbe girl's reference to the
Wroxleys, these people might not be trustworthy, ot say, The Vicar
thinks it's by Samuel Shelley, but, 'Someone wlealus collect miniatures
when they cost a few pounds each thinks it's byusi&helley.'

The man looked at the price tag and, without contprart it on top of the
plate he had bought. He continued to look at atfiegs, and the girl went
on prinking and preening in front of a mirror.

Eventually, she said, 'Yebll have it.| was going to wear a Jean Muir
tonight, but so will half the women there, probablfis dress has much
more ... what's the word, darling?"

The man did not seem to be listening.
‘Cachet ?' Marina suggested.

'Yes, that's it—cachet. | say, you don't think a@ystart to smell nasty in a
warm atmosphere, do you?'

‘No, I'm sure it won't,’ Marina assured her. 'Isvgald to me by the family of
an old lady who died here a few weeks ago. Shébad a lady's-maid, and
they told me she had a trunk full of beautiful bled once worn by her
former employer. She would take them out everyfsendo make sure the



moths didn't spoil them. | sold most of the clothesa member of the
Costume Society who has a weekend cottage hers.iJlthe last of the
dresses, and | think it was probably only worn ooicevice. It's because the
condition is so good, with all the beading intdlogt it's rather expensive.'

'How much?"
Marina told her.

'Oh, that's all right. Put it on the bill," the Iggaid airily. She went off to
change.

By the time he was ready to leave the shop, the maanselected objects
worth more than four hundred pounds, and Marina wlagyed to say
politely, 'I'm afraid. | can't accept cheques exdepm regular customers.'

'Very wise, but I'm paying cash,' the man saiddpoing a wallet.

It was the point at which a fellow dealer would @ahown her his card and
asked for a discount. However, the man said nothmd) started counting
out notes. As, usually, dealers were the only pegpio went about with fat
wallets, and everyone else brandished credit cétdsna could not repress
her curiosity about him. When he had finished cmgptshe asked, ‘Are you
also in the trade?"

'‘No, merely "a snapper-up of unconsidered trifldsg, quoted, smiling at
her.

Perhaps it was the brownness of his skin which niaglexcellence of his
teeth noticeable. Everything about him—the thickneishis dark hair, the
taut dark skin at his jaw, the strange, arrestioigen eyes—was indicative
of health and vitality. He made her aware suddémy most of the people
she met in her day-to-day life were overweight,had colds, or were
depressed by the weather and their fuel bills.

This man and the elegant girl were not of that yda&y world, but came
from another sphere of life where winter could Iseaped, discomfort



avoided, and time passed quickly because there aleragys interesting
things to do, colourful people to meet, partiesglaer, excitement.

As she made out a receipt and wrapped up the thmgad bought, she was
conscious that he was watching her.

'Have you another string to your bow if the antitpaele, as you've known it,
declines even further?'

'No, but | expect | shall manage. I'm lucky in thadst of the people in this
area who have nice things to sell still come to mnaer than to what
Grandfather used to call the bandwagon dealers-esihe who don't really
know much about antiques except that there's moniayem." '

The blonde reappeared. She tucked her arm thrdwggiman's and snuggled
against him. 'Thank you, darling. A lovely prezzy.'

In her high-heeled boots of soft pale grey lealiter was as tall as he and
had only to turn her head to murmur something sndair. Marina had little
doubt that she was promising to express her gdatitnore demonstratively
later on.

As she watched them return to the car, she wondketieel Logans had been
invited to the Wroxleys' party. Mr Wroxley was arnxtremely rich
manufacturer who, several years earlier, had boagheautiful, shabby
Queen Anne house a few miles away. The former gvarermpoverished
baron, was no longer alive, and his widow livea@igranny flat in the home
of her daughter, one of Marina's favourite cust@ner

The Hon. Mrs Robert Logan had been coming to thigaashop for as long
as she could remember, but she and Marina had heet she was fourteen
and Marina was eight and newly arrived from Amemdzere her parents
had been killed in a road accident. Jane Loganbleat, and still was, the
owner of a magnificent dolls' house, and for yeswery penny of her
modest pocket money had been spent on miniaturéshings. Now she
came to the shop for things for her own house asuter husband was not
wealthy, and they had three sons to educate, shid oot afford to indulge
her taste for antiques as freely as the ownerefjtky Rolls-Royce.It had



been Jane who had given Marina her first opporyuloitdemonstrate the
flair which, but for her grandfather's sudden deatbuld have dictated her
choice of a career.

In the closing years of his life, old Mr Merryweathhad foreseen that,
although he had taught her everything he knewgraisddaughter would not
be able to carry on the business after his retilemiéroughout the 1960s
and early 1970s, the demand for antiques had gumwhit far exceeded the
supply of fine quality furniture and porcelain, anchis eyes 'he artifacts of
the Victorian period might sometimes have quality bever the beauty of
the craftsmanship of earlier reigns.

He had encouraged Marina to develop her talerdriawing and design, and
she had been in her first year at art school ditie of his fatal heart attack.
He had been a vigorous man, who had expected &drie his seventies,
and made little provision for any other eventual®pnsequently she had
had no choice but to break off her training ancetak the running of the
shop, above which they lived, and which was healid\grandmother's only
source of income.

Had it been her grandfather who had been left srohin, semi-bedridden,
Marina could have borne her disappointment withardhas well as outward
fortitude. She had adored the old man; they hadelvadything in common,
including a dutiful patience with her grandmothemlifficult woman who

had become more trying in old age.

But for Jane Logan's friendship, Marina would haeen very lonely. The
town was the kind of picturesque, peaceful placeciwidelighted the

middle-aged and elderly but made the intelligenung gravitate to

somewhere more lively. There were one or two fasim&ns who cast an
interested eye in her direction, but she did ngpoad to their overtures, not
wishing to spend her Saturday afternoons at ruggetches, and her
Saturday nights eating T-bone steaks and listetnirigng dissertations on
the merits of various sports cars.

Jane's husband was a naval historian who sometnet® scripts for
television documentaries, and from time to timéhefr house Marina had
met interesting people from the world of books dMi But the company



she craved was that of her fellow art students stiecknew it might be years
before she could resume the career so happily bégeanwhile she made
the best of things and, since the success of hHeense for the Logans'
drawing-room, a number of other interior design oassions had come her
way.

The next day was Sunday and, after she had prepadanch, she went up
to her workroom on the top floor to continue the'kvof hand-stitching two
pairs of interlined curtains for the people who badght White Lodge.

She had scarcely sat down when the telephone i@mi),she hurried
downstairs to answer it before the noise of théjagked her grandmother's
sensitive nerves.

'Marina ? Jane here. | would have rung you eathigirwe went to a party at
the Wroxleys' last night and didn't get home uatil hours. Lucky me,

having Mummy to baby-sit. Look, love, somehow drestyou've got to get
hold of a granny-sitter and get over here, doublietq Your hero is coming

for drinks.'

'My hero?' Marina said blankly.

‘James Sebastian! We met him at the Wroxleyshigst. He's an absolute
dish, I may tell you. He's going to do the wholai$® for them—the mind
boggles at the cost of it. | knew you'd be greeth wnvy at my meeting him,
so | nobbled him for a twelve o'clock drink on tiay back to London. He
has to catch a plane or something. Probably h&ghive're as rich as the
Wroxleys and that there's another huge fee in ftifiego Anyway, he
promised to drop in, and you've got an hour to makeself stunning and
join us.'

'Oh, Jane, I'd love to, but | can't,’” Marina exdlad in dismay. '‘Mrs Bates is
away, helping her daughter who's just had anotaky,band there's nobody
else | can ask.'

'Surely there must be?' said Jane. 'Mummy wouldegtut she's got a lunch
date herself, dammit. Look, you wouldn't be gonelmuonore than an hour.



Surely your grandmother can survive for that lergjtime? You bully her
for a change. Tell her it's a chance you can't miss

"You know | can't. She'd work herself up, and enyd I'd feel a monster. If
James Sebastian is going to do up the Hall th&ednother chance to meet
him. What's he like?"

‘Difficult to describe. There's something ... olagh! Can you hear the howls
in the background ? By the sound of it I've a cliguwen my hands. I'll pop in
and tell you all some time tomorrow. 'Bye!’

Marina heard the receiver go down at the othercéiiide line, and replaced
her own with a muffled groan of frustration.

Of the nine leading European interior designer-odsors whose work she
particularly admired—Henri Samuel, Stefano Mantoyvdbavid Hicks,
John Stefani- dis, Geoffrey Bennison, Dudley Pop&vid Mlinaric and
Esteban Cerda—James Sebastian was the one whits@esigr failed to
please her. To meet him would have given her sparifillip for months to
come. She wondered if he would be amused or apbbilethe fact that,
when Jane had given her a free hand and a shagbtrdget to redecorate
their drawing-room, she had borrowed a couple @hsdfrom schemes of his
seen in the glossy magazines.

He was a designer who not only excelled in the nfizgnce ofle Style
Rothschild—meaning interiors which combined priceless funtwand
paintings with an atmosphere of ease and comfort—alho also had a
genius for using inexpensive materials to achiavesh effects. Not for him
the stylish gimmickry of a collection of cobalt gt medicine bottles
arranged on a white side- table; marvellous to lahknmaddening to dust.
His taste, although boldly inventive, was alwaysnpatible with the
practicalities of life.

As it turned out, she did not have to wait unté thext day to hear what he
was like in person. Jane, guessing the intensikeoturiosity, came over to
see her after lunch, when, as Mrs Merryweatherhaasg a nap, they were
able to retire to Marina's bedroom and chat ingigy



'‘Well now, first of all,’ Jane began, 'he wa®ost impressed by our

drawing-room. He said that as you had pirated s¢eéhis ideas, he had no
compunction about pinching some of yours, and hea#lg got out a pad

and made notes of those cushions you did for me.’

'He didn't?" Marina's grey eyes lit up with astbment and pleasure.

'He did. He didn't find a single fault. | felt sune was bound to criticise
something, but he praised it all; the coloursatrangement of the furniture,
the grouping of the paintings—everything.'

'l expect he was just being polite.'

'‘No, because he asked for your telephone numlikinK, when he comes
back from abroad, he'll probablyring you up ancepffou a place on his
staff. Not that you'll take it, | know, but thinkhat an invaluable contact for
when youare free.'

It made Marina uncomfortable to discuss possibgitihich could come
about only after Mrs Merry weather's death.

She asked, 'What did Robert think of him ?'

"You know Robert. Before they met, he was inclinedracket designers
with male ballet dancers. But having met Sebastienhad to admit there
was nothing effeminate abohitm, whatever the others may be like.'

'Some are, some aren't, | suppose. How old isWeat does he look like ?*

James Sebastian was not a designer who courtednpénsublicity, and
Marina had never seen a photograph of him.

'Early thirties. Rather un-English looking. Very almrusively dressed
compared with Mr Wroxley, who had a midnight blueira waistcoat and
bow tie to match, with diamond waistcoat buttomsgdsand cufflinks—can
you imagine?"



'Yes,' said the younger girl, laughing. Then, 'Wiilat you mean by
un-English looking?'

Jane hesitated. 'As a matter of fact I've beeniiglout on you. You've met
him. He was here, in the shop, yesterday.'

‘Thatwas James Sebastian? Goodness!" Marina saidyfdMdt at all the
way | imagined him.’

'How did you imagine him?'
'I'm not sure, but not as he is.'

‘There's certainly nothing of the languid aestlad¢teut him. He struck me as
an intensely physical person. If I hadn't been tahét he did, | should have
put him down as a climber or a professional skier.'

'Who was the blonde girl?' asked Marina.

‘Lara Lester, a rising star in the fashion firmatmepparently. On the
skinny side—as, of course, they have to be—didoti yhink? Not
particularly bedworthy. To quote Robert, "As fla& an ironing board". |
should have thought a man like James SebastiandwoaNe preferred
someone more cuddly.’

'She had a beautiful skin. He bought her the be&tlesl dress which she
said she was going to wear last night. Did she?'

'Yes, and spent most of the evening making up tMMuxley while James
Sebastian was being lionised by all the women.rideo if Mrs Wroxley put
them in adjoining bedrooms ? She's rather a sisqlé and in spite of her
daughter's matrimonial upsets, | don't think slaises quite what a wicked
world we live in.'

'When they came to drinks with you this morningl, lié and Lara seem fond
of each other?' asked Marina. 'l thought yesteh#awyas very offhand with
her, but it may have been only because he was bugyg up my best
things.'



'Maybe he finds her boring except in bed. She tgkem terribly bright.
Her heavy flirting with Robert may have been to@ndames, or perhaps
she's one of those girls who flirt with everythingrousers.'

About ten days later Marina answered the teleplamdeheard a girl's voice
say, 'Miss Marina Linwood?'

'‘Speaking.'
'Hold the line, please, | have a call for you.'

There was a pause in which Marina wondered wha# whose time was so
valuable that they could not waste even secondexpected her to do so.

‘James Sebastian here. How are you, Miss Linwood?

We met when | was in your shop recently, and ldwaiyour friend Mrs
Logan will have mentioned that | was impressed bwrywork in her
drawing-room.'

'Yes, she did.'

Before she could think of a graceful way to expries pleasure at his
approval, he continued briskly, 'As you probablyown the Wroxleys
invited me to see their house with a view to regl@sig the interior.
Unfortunately they want it done at once, and | haeemuch work on hand
to take on .anything else for at least eighteenthwrSo I've had to refer
them to another designer and, unless somethingesden occurs, | don't
expect to be in your part of the world for somedito come. Hence this
telephone call to discuss something which | shdwdlde preferred to talk
over in person.’

'l see.' The excitement she had felt at the sodifdsovoice began to ebb.
She was not going to meet him again.



'Mrs Logan told me that you were at art schoolintrg to become a
professional designer, when your grandfather drethe light of your work
for her, combined with your knowledge of antiqués, prepared to offer
you a junior position on my staff.’

‘Thank you, Mr Sebastian. There's nothing | shtik&more. Unfortunately
it's quite impossible for me to leave my invalidugdmother.'

'In view of the uncertain future of the antiquesit, don't you think it would
be wise to persuade her to move to London andlefpyrsue a career with
a more secure future?'

'If I could persuade her, | would, but | know shid mever move from here.
Besides, here | can be within call most of the timed_ondon I'd be out all
day, and | shouldn't be able to afford a full-tiowempanion for her.’

‘No, | see your difficulties. I'm sorry. It's a pifor your gifts to be wasted.
However, if the time comes when you can move, cantesee me.'

'l will. Thank you very much.'
'‘Goodbye, Miss Linwood.'

'‘Goodbye."' She replaced the receiver, and stalgdadiner reflection in the
looking glass above the telephone table.

The mirror reflected a face which depended for dts&arm not on
colouring—her hair was light brown, her eyebrowd dashes rather
darker—but on its shape and expression. Wide-s== algove broad, high
cheekbones and a wide, pretty mouth gave it chamaahd expression
sometimes gave it beauty. When she smiled, pedywleght her lovely.
When, as now, she was deeply unhappy, she coutd agkeeost plain.

'Who was that on the telephone, Marina?' she heardgyrandmother call,
from the sitting-room. The telephone was on th& fioor landing, midway
between shop and workroom, but Mrs Merryweatheraihg was too poor
to have caught her granddaughter's side of theersation.



Marina straightened her shoulders, and assumed xgmession of
cheerfulness. Entering the sitting-room, she s@idly a customer, Granny.
Can | get you anything before | go upstairs again?'

The autumnHouse & Gardencarried a feature on James Sebastian's
penthouse apartment in London. The text mentiohed he also had a
pied-a-terre in Rome, and a converted farmhousieeisouth of France.

Marina studied every detail of the photographs.HKilog at the picture of his

bedroom, dominated by an eighteenth-century fostgyp she could not

help won-dering how many girls had shared it with,;and whether he and
Lara Lester were still together or had long sinepasated and found new
partners with whom to spend a few months beforedmmn set in. It puzzled

her that some people were able to sustain lovgefars, while others quickly
grew tired. She wondered where her fate lay. Sonestishe could not help
feeling that love had already passed her by becalt®ugh young, she
lived in such a quiet backwater, and all "the mé&wwight suit her were out
in the mainstream of life.

During her time at art school, she had been in,Ibuénothing had come of
it. The boy concerned had been involved with anogimé

A month before her twenty-second birthday, her dnaother died. She
could not grieve for the old lady as she had fogés\Merryweather.

It was Jane who made her follow up James Sebast#ar, for it seemed to
Marina that too much time had elapsed for him siilbe interested in her.

She debated writing or telephoning for an appoimtileut in the end she
decided to spend a few days in London, and to dudmffice without a

preliminary approach. In that way, she stood a cbai seeing him. If she
wrote, the only result might be a politely regrétiote to say he was fully
staffed for some time to come.

His premises were in Brook Street, off Bond Stredtove the elegant
showroom where people who admired hiSf taste butdcoot afford his



services were able to buy certain of his fabrios$ larmadloom carpets, the
now-classic Sebastian chair, his famous reading and a large range of
useful objects and charming bibelots designed Imy &nd suitable for
Christmas and wedding presents.

The showroom was empty when Marina pushed opengthss door
between the two windows, one displaying an antapsk and a Persian rug,
and the other showing a modern table set for suppbruxwith stream-'
lined crystal and stainless steel.

An attractive girl came forward to ask, 'May | hglpu?'

'l should like to see Mr Sebastian,' said Marina.

'Have you an appointment ?'

'No, but he told me to come. He—he offered me d job

'Oh, | see,' said the girl, her manner changingnfiaolite deference to
friendly equality. 'Well, in that case, you ougbthtave gone in by .the side
door and up the stairs. The lift is really only thients. Wait a moment, I'll
ring his secretary and see if she can fix an app@nt for you. | know Mr
Sebastian is out now because | saw him leave axia\What name shall |
say?'

'Marina Linwood.'

The girl went to a writing table at the rear of #fwroom, and pressed one
of several buttons on an internal telephone.

She spoke in a low voice, but Marina heard her '&at? Julie here. | have
Marina Linwood in the showroom. She says J.S. ffaseal her a job." After

a moment, she put her hand over the mouthpieceasket, 'How do you

spell your surname?’

'L-i-n-w-0-0-d.’



The girl repeated this into the telephone, listemeplaced the receiver, and
gestured at a door with a glass porthole. '"Youttebgo up and see Pat. You
can use the lift this time. Top floor.’

When the lift stopped, Marina saw through the pagha lobby with two
doors leading from it. One was closed and markécatey;, the other was
open, showing a woman seated at a desk, typing/lakga stepped out of
the lift, the woman rose to greet her. She wasenrhiddle thirties and
everything about her from her crisp short hair anchaculate make-up to
her guilt- buckled patent shoes suggested effigiamc order.

'I'm Pat Wilson, Mr Sebastian's secretary. How do go, Miss Linwood?
Please come and sit down. | don't seem to havenaue in my files. When
did Mr Sebastian suggest you should come to se€hilsually he asks me
to make a note of that sort of thing.'

'A long time ago—Iast year. He called at my gratitfes antique shop on
his way to see some people named Wroxley who wamtado redesign
their house, Oakfield Hall. He saw some of my watlanother house, and
about ten days later—at the beginning of Februahge-+ang up and offered
me a job which at the time | couldn't accept.’

While she was speaking, Mrs Wilson—Marina had matiber wedding

ring because it was the only one she wore—had eehfdr one of several
leather-bound books on the shelves by her deskn\ste opened it, Marina
saw that it was an appointments diary.

'Yes, | have a note of his visit to Oakfield Hadlie agreed. 'And the date
explains why you aren't in our files as you shoodd I've worked for Mr
Sebastian for eight years, but | was away for sdweeeks at that time and
we had a series of rather disorganised "temps". ,Net\s see about an
appointment. It would have been advisable to ripgbeforehand, or to
write. Mr Sebastian is always very busy, and ofsmoad. Are you in
London for several days?"

'Yes, until Friday afternoon.’



As Mrs Wilson was referring to the current appoieits diary, the lift door
opened and out stepped her employer.

He walked into her office, looked without recogoitiat Marina, and said
courteously, 'Excuse me a moment: Pat, did you gena contact
Grigson?'

'Yes, there's a note on your desk.’

As he disappeared through a door which presumabinected her office
with his, Mrs Wilson also asked Marina to excuse e followed him
into his room.

Marina could not help being dashed by his failaeresicognise her. She had
not expected him to remember who she was, but shadwhave thought
that her face would have rung a faint bell. Trus,lifie was a kaleidoscope
of faces, and she saw far fewer people, but somstitnstomers returned
after an interval of years, and as far as she ksiesvhad never failed to
realise she had seen them before.

His secretary reappeared. 'Mr Sebastian has fifteeates to spare and will
see you now, Miss Linwood," she said, holding tberdpen for Marina to
pass into the adjoining room.

It was a large room, occupying an area two-thirde size of the
ground-floor showroom. In the centre was an immeguaséner's desk with
Chippendale chairs facing each other across it.

She realised suddenly that the whole top floor rhase been added to the
original building, because here there were windowall sides overlooking
the roofs of the neighbouring buildings and admgttmaximum daylight.

She had no time to notice anything else becauseeslé@ebastian was
coming towards her, smiling, his hand outstretcteethke hers in a firm
clasp."You must forgive me for not recognising yioumediately, Miss

Linwood. | came upstairs preoccupied with delivégjays and, if you won't
mind my saying so, the first time we met you wererenconcerned with
warmth than with elegance. Today you look vepgue-ish.’



She was not deceived into thinking that now he rabexed her personally.
Her work, yes, he might remember that. But theregfee to her cocoon of
woollies was, she guessed, a shrewd guess bagkd tact that it had been
February. As for the compliment to her present apg®ce, a salve to her
amour propre merely. She had done her best topéedsing, but nothing
about her would have turned James Sebastian'shaghktihey passed in the
street. He saw girls with good legs and small gaasery day of his life, and
although what she was wearing might seem owWagueto an ordinary
man, it was unlikely to deceive the trained eya designer.

Mindful of the short time before someone else ctdrhis attention, she said
coolly, 'Thank you. Perhaps the j ob which you teme is no longer open,
Mr Sebastian ?'

‘There's always a place here for talent. You'mea &dgent now, are you ?'

'Yes, my grandmother died last month, and the aatghop is in the hands
of an estate agent.’

By now he had gestured for her to sit down, andthken his place on the
other side of the great desk. After eyeing her ghtfully for some
moments, he said, 'l suggest you come here fansixths—a probationary
period on both sides. We shan't pay you as mucloa&l earn as a
shorthand-typist, but the work will be interestiagd varied, and the
prospects are good if you pull your weight. | wampiessed by your taste,
but | remember Mrs Logan telling me that she gawe § free hand. That
doesn't happen very often, and the ability to handcttfully clients who
change their minds, or refuse to make them us ismportant as a good eye
for colour and proportion. When can you start?'

'As soon as I've found somewhere to live.'

'My secretary may be able to help you out templytagarly last year she
lost her husband, and she lets some of the roonerrhouse in South
Kensington. If none is free at the moment, sheprabably put you on to
something suitable. I'll see you again when yon j@.'



He rose and, feeling somewhat dazed, Marina rehlise interview was
over.

He walked with her to the door. For the second fimess than ten minutes
she felt the strong grip of his fingers, and thegneism of the tawny hazel
eyes looking down into hers.

'‘Goodbye, Miss Linwood,' he said pleasantly.

Then the door was being closed behind her, anavakédack in the smaller
office.

'‘Any luck?' asked his secretary kindly.
'Yes, a six months' trial. | can hardly believeMarina confessed.
'‘Good for you," said Mrs Wilson, smiling. 'When ytwu join us?'

‘That depends. Mr Sebastian said you might betabient me a room while
I'm looking for somewhere unfurnished.’

'My three best rooms are taken. There's a ting wtti could have, just as a
temporary expedient. You'd better have a look diefiore you commit
yourself. If you like, you can come home with meenh finish here at
four-thirty. That wouldn't interfere with your plarior the evening.'

‘That would be fine. Thank you. I'll see you ldter.

Marina left the building by the staff staircased dneaded in the direction of
Bond Street in a state of bemused delight.

That evening she telephoned Jane to tell her ties tigat not only did she
have a job, but some temporary lodgings in a faiydyet square not five
minutes’ walk from South Kensington Undergroundi anly a few minutes
further from the inexhaustible riches of the Vigaoand Albert Museum.

'So I'm coming back on Thursday instead of Fridaypack my clothes, and
returning to London on Sunday to start work on Maynt



"You sound on top of the world. How did you manamgerganise some digs
so quickly?' asked Jane.

Marina explained, and added, 'Pat's mother livéls n@r and looks after the
little boy. | gather the husband died of some disease, and they have quite
a struggle to cope with the mortgage, hence thgdid If | can, | want to
find somewhere unfurnished which | can decoratd vemere | can have my
own things. But, to begin with, until | make friendnd find my feet, a room
in Pat's house will be better.’'

In her first week in London Marina recaptured jbie de vivreshe had felt
in her short time at art school. Just as, afteddeth of her grandfather, she
had woken up in the morning conscious of a clouer dwer life, now she
woke with the happy awareness of being young, el fand in the right
niche at last. The world was her oyster. She il@t$miling all the time.

During those first five days she saw little of J.& he was called by his
staff, but she began to know all the other peopte worked behind the
scenes at Brook Street, and some of the speaaiitsmen who gave form
and substance to his designs.

The most senior member of the staff, second only.% himself, was a
formidable woman in her fifties known to him, amdliance and Dominic,
her two assistants, as Sybilla, and to everyoreeaddMrs Fox- Lennox. Her
assistants were always young men, and J.S. alwagsgirls, Marina

discovered.

All the design assistants, as they were called, draditions to become
famous designers. Meanwhile it was their job tcaarge the components of
a design; the two-inch braid of precisely the rigivde of red for the border
of a curtain, the special switch-plates, the owersirought iron fire basket,
the apricot paint exactly matching a snippet &, slhe hand-painted blinds.

On the Friday of her second .week at Brook Stidatjna was in the room
which housed hundreds of "Samples of everythinghfaurtain velvet to
ceramic tiles, when J.S. put his head round the.doo



'‘Get your coat and come down to the showroom.'

Hurriedly she put away the swatches she had beelyisg, and rushed to
the cloakroom for her jacket, scarf and gloves.

He was talking to Julie when she reached the shmwi@nd continued to do
so until a taxi drew up outside when he turned soivh and said, 'Right. Off
we go.'

In the cab he gave the driver an address, befarerg back and saying to
her, 'l understand you haven't yet been to .ounsiéqry, so | thought I'd
take you along and introduce you to Fred, the gaardf our treasures.’

‘Thank you.'

'My pleasure.’ His glance travelled swiftly over heoting every detail from
her boots to her gold hoop earrings. It was naigeither the impersonal
inspection of an employer studying an employee takensure her
appearance was up to the standard required olherfelt. As she turned to
look out of the window, pretending to be unawardisfscrutiny, she had
the uneasy feeling that also he was appraisingkiarand her figure, not
dispassionately, but as if they were on a socwiifig.

'How have you been getting on ?' he-asked, oblipegto turn her face
towards him.

'I've learned a lot. | haven't done anything usgéul’
You will.'

'I'm not sure what you have in mind for me. Am inggtrained to become a
design assistant?’

'‘No, you need to learn what they've learnt, bstyidur existing knowledge
which you and we want to apply. Already you're died to go to the
principal salerooms and on forays into the provént® keep us supplied
with antique decorator pieces. After a year or fsgemeral work, | see you
specialising in assignments where a knowledge nbgés essential.’



After a pause, he added, 'I'm assuming you're sebout it and mean to
make this your career, and not let a man persuaddoydrop it and keep
house for him?'

'Oh, no! | mean yes—I am serious.'

'‘Good, because as you're aware we are investingéadgal of time in you,
and it's always extremely annoying when a girl ihescher potential and
thereupon opts for marriage.'

'l should have thought most girls would have hadjdoon working after
marriage now that setting up home is so expensive.'

'Yes, but continuing to work for that reason is tleé same as being a
career-girl. The working wife's prime consideratisier husband's comfort
and convenience. The career-girl puts her job.first

'‘And should never marry, you think?'

'Preferably not. | don't suggest she should lvane) he said dryly. 'But

living with a man doesn't seem to put as muchrstvaia woman as marriage
does. If she has to work late, the thought of meoowked supper doesn't
make her feel guilty. She assumes he'll eitheoetbr cook his own steak.'

‘That could be because the kind of girl who livathva man doesn't care
very much if he does go without his supper.’

'Do you disapprove of free love?' he asked, lookimyised.

'l don't think there is such a thing. There's er. How can love be free? If
you love someone, you're bound to them by yourirfgs! If they're in
trouble, you worry about them. If they're ill, yoaianxious till they're well
again. If they die, you grieve. If one feels ath$k things anyway, | can't see
any reason to boggle at being bound officially & as emotionally.'

'I'll re-phrase the question. Do you disapprovéed sex?'



She knew she was starting to blush, and was annoytbdherself for
allowing the conversation to reach this point.

'It's not a subject to which I've given much thaoigh

He said, 'l think you should give it considerabiteught. While you were
living in a small country town, with an invalid grdmother on your hands, it
may have been an academic question. But livingoimdion, and looking as
you do now, it won't be long before it becomesaxcpcal one.’

At this point, to Marina's relief, they reached ithdestination. The
repository was a former chapel now crowded withrange assortment of
furniture, paintings and ornaments which were dusted kept in good
order by Fred Archer, a little man with a cap onliiead and a green canvas
apron round his waist.

"You know we're down to our last blackamoor, Gheg,5aid, bringing up the
rear as they walked up and down the aisles whidttenitgpossible to reach
every object stored there.

‘They're hard to get hold of now, Fred. If you esee a blackamoor, Marina,
snap it up, whatever the condition. Also Dublin nmis'—tapping the glass
of an oval mirror, its heavy black frame ornamenaath a row of small
dome-shaped glass discs.

They were there for nearly an hour, by which timeas half past five. As
they taxied back to the West End Marina expectedtbidrop her near an
Underground station and tell her to go home.

Instead, he said, 'Would you like to come to agigwiew at the Palladio
Galleries?"

'Yes, very much, Mr Sebastian.’
'When we're not in the office call me James. | &t not to worry if you

weren't home until late. Are you comfortable witétrh Have you started to
look for a place of your own ?



'Yes, all last Saturday and Sunday, but | thirskkbtund to take some time.
Meanwhile I'm very happy with my little room in Pahouse.'

'‘Good." He looked at his watch. 'We'll have a drikhe Westbury and a
wash and brush-up before we stroll round to thée@as. The view doesn't
start until seven.'

Marina was glad of the opportunity to comb her lagd repair her lipstick
in the powder room at the West- bury Hotel. Asdied her hands on a pale
pink linen towel and chatted to the attendant,whs aware at the back of
her mind that working for someone like * James was$ the same as
working for a middle-aged man with a wife and grewmchildren, or for
someone who, like Lance and Dominic, was not isted in women as
women. In James's company she was conscious ofnderaurrent of
excitement.

'What would you like to drink?' he asked, whenjsimeed him in the lounge.
'‘Could I have a Harvey Wallbanger?'

'Why not?' He ordered it, with a gin and tonic fiamself.

Marina glanced round the lounge which was full edple in every kind of
evening dress. A girl in two yards of clinging gneslk, with a blond mink
jacket to cover her bare arms and back, and amtegko looked old enough
to be her grandfather, was eyeing James out afdireer of her elaborately
painted eyes. It was, Marina discovered, an exditilag feeling to be with
the most attractive man in the room, even if theyresthere on business
rather than pleasure.

What did you have for lunch?' he asked, when ttirmks arrived.

'A cottage cheese salad. | have my main meal at.hig

'In that case | think we'd better have some blgtpaper, or you may find
yourself seeing double at the view.' He asked thgewfor sandwiches.



The Harvey Wallbanger came in a tall glass, with @nd tasted more of
orange juice than alcohol. But it had a delayed,kimd when they arrived
at the view and she was offered another drinkyskeeglad James had made
the Westbury waiter give her six or seven of thalsshicken and smoked
salmon sandwiches from his silver platter.

She had been to private views before, but neveasmgand as this. Most of
the people seemed there to see and be seen, thdrerto study the

paintings. From time to time women surged up to elngreeted him
effusively —'l can't tell you how much | adore rdivine new bathroom. |

live in it—literally live in it'—and looked with intexst at his companion
whom he introduced without explaining her connettigth him.

At one stage, when a woman and her daughter weinemwwm—the daughter

making desultory chit-chat to Marina but gazinglames—she thought it
tactful to drift away and gaze intently at onelwé pictures which had a red
star on the frame to indicate it had been sold.

It was while she was doing this that she was piakedby a nice-looking
young man who confided that he wouldn't know a $5odrom a Van Gogh
and was only there because his godmother was stéeren the artist. While
they were talking his godmother came up, which danethe chance to ask
Marina her name, and to introduce himself and ttery woman who had
responded to his discreet signal to join them.r&uitso discreet that Marina
had missed it.

Are you in the art world. Miss Linwood?' she engqdirclearly aware that
her role was to help her godson to regularise tivewnter.

'I'm in the useful arts field, but you're a conseisr of the fine arts, so your
godson was telling me.'

'Oh, no—not a connoisseur. David exaggerates. Hnaraateur merely.
Which of the useful arts is your line of country?'

'All of them really," Marina answered evasively.



She felt that if David wanted to know her, he sdowbrk a little harder
himself and not rely on his nice godmother, who ireted her of Jane's
mother in that she had the air of being really @ntxy person, but one who
could look perfectly at home in Knightsbridge whemta visit to London.

Presently she became aware that James had appicauhevas waiting to
be drawn into the conversation.

'‘Lady Grigson, may | introduce James Sebastian.'

'How do you do, Mr Sebastian. | once stayed inskavhich had benefited
from your skill—a quite extraordinary transformatito anyone who had
known it before. This is my godson, David Leigh. 8&bastian is one of our
most distinguished interior designers, David.'

The two men shook hands. David was as tall and-Wwellt as James, but
otherwise their looks were in striking contrasg founger man's fair hair
and rather ruddy complexion emphasising Jamesséss, and what Jane
had called his 'un-Englishness'.

While James was asking Lady Grigson about the hslisdnad mentioned,
David turned to Marina and said, 'I'm afraid inbeesign is another closed
book to me. Is there any hope that you might haxeHh with me tomorrow
and enlighten my ignorance? Or'—glancing at Jamas+-trespassing?’

'‘No, but I'm afraid | never have time for more thanquick snack at
lunch-time.’

'Dinner, then?'

‘Thank you, but I've only been in London for a maght, and just at the
moment every spare minute is taken up with flattimgn Perhaps when I'm
rather more settled ...'

He nodded. 'Where do you come from ?'

Before she could tell him, James said, 'We musbmgwe shall be late,
Marina.'



'Late for what?' she enquired, as the uniformedrdaa touched his hat to
them as they left.

'For our supper. Do you like Italian food?'
‘Yes.'

'‘Can you walk to Soho in those boots ?'
She nodded.

'‘Good. Not being a smoker myself, after an houhat atmosphere | need
some fresh air.'

Fortunately the heels of her boots were only of inmacheight, and James
moderated his long stride to her shorter one. Ag Whalked, they discussed
the paintings.

It was only when they were settled at a corneretabla restaurant where
evidently he was a regular customer that he s@iére you sorry to be
whisked away from your admirer?"'

'Hardly. I'd only just met him.'

'l know. | saw him going into action. A smooth ogter.'

'Not really. Just someone out of his element logKkor a friendly face.’

'All the same, I'll check him out. We can't haveiamocent country lass
falling into the clutches of a city slicker befaige's had time to learn how to

pick out the wolves.'

'I'm not seventeen,’ Marina said lightly, 'and éhewre wolves in the
provinces, too.'

He smiled at her, his tawny eyes glinting in tlghtiof the candle burning
between them. She knew how easily, in spite oaanted self-possession,
he could, if he chose, demolish her assurance. &efar more dangerous



than David Leigh, and had he been taking her ogufiper from personal
interest rather than to give some attention tovamember of his staff with
whom, up to now, he had not had time to become antpd, she would
have been on her guard with him. As it was, shieréalsonably sure that
when he smiled into her eyes, he was only teasemgRrobably it was his
way with all women.

Once or twice during their meal he and the waik@hanged brief remarks
in Italian, causing Marina to ask, 'Do you speakynianguages?’

'Five, including English, but German is the onlgavhich | had to learn the
hard way. For three generations before mine, thmS8mns have married
foreigners. My great-grandfather married an Italisty grandfather's wife
was Spanish, and my mother is French. We have ieralrte relations in all
three countries, and as a boy | spent all my hgéid#broad, picking up
languages from my cousins rather than from textbook

'Do your parents live in England?"

'‘No. My father is dead. My mother lives near Lyomere her family
manufacture textiles. My grandfather owned a fumeit shop in the
Midlands and, every year on his way to Spain with grandmother who
came from Barcelona, he would stop at Lyon to bplyalstery silks. My
father was going to follow him into the businesy] &hat's how he met my
mother, just before the last war. During the wargrgndfather died and the
shop was bombed, and my father was able to rdabgerivate ambition to
become a painter. Not a very good one. Now you knowhistory. What
about yours?'

'My father was in the Foreign Service. | was berBrussels, and we lived
there and then in Washington until | was eight wtiney were killed in a car
smash. After that I lived with my grandparents.’

'No brothers or sisters ?"

‘No, and just as well. My grandparents couldn'teheeped with more than
one child.’



'‘But lonely for you, | should imagine. | have ather and three sisters.'

‘No, | wasn't lonely," said Marina. 'l made frienasschool, and | loved
helping in the shop and going to auctions.’

It was half past ten when they left the restaurasthe followed her into the
taxi, Marina said, 'Oh, please— you needn't batth@ome with me.'

‘It's on my way.'

In the taxi he didn't talk, and she found it diffiicto think of anything to add

to their easy flow of conversation in the restatiramspite of the opening in

the glass between driver and passengers, and dlc@spness of the back
seat, and the fact that for most of the way theestand shop-window
lighting made it almost as bright as by day, thees something curiously
private about the back of a London taxi, she though

She found herself sharply aware of the man in gposite corner, his arms
folded over his chest, his long legs stretchedrmiront of him and crossed

at the ankle, his plain chestnut leather shoes ruitately polished. She

wondered about his domestic set-up. Presumablyateathousekeeper or a
manservant to look after him.

“Because of the silence, it was rather a religfetch Pat's house where
James got out and turned to assist Marina.

She said, "Thank you—for the view and for a delisisupper. It's been a
most enjoyable evening for me.’

'‘And for me. Goodnight.'

He waited on the pavement until she had gone upttpes to the door, and
unlocked it. Then, with a wave, he got back ind¢hb and drove away.

Marina had been working for him for three monthg, llad seen little more
of him, when one afternoon after Christmas shesuasmoned to his office.



He did not invite her to sit down, but said briskAt the end of next week
I'm going to Spain. Would you like to come along?’

'I'd love it. What is the project?’

"Two projects. A restaurant, and a private housseH/ou a passport?’
'No, but | can soon get one.’

"You'll also need an international driving licenBat will tell you our flight
times, and anything else you want to know." Withaal of the head, he

dismissed her and picked up the telephone.

In the outer office, she said to Pat, 'I've justrb®old about the Spanish trip.
What part of Spain are we going to?'

‘To the Costa Blanca, which is here,' said Pahg@to a large map of the
world on the wall and indicating a stretch of coggproximately half way
down Spain's Mediterranean seaboard. 'You'll fiAlioante and pick up a
hired car to drive north to Javea. You'll be stgyam theparadorthere.’

'What's gparador?’
'It's a hotel owned by the State, and a lot of ttemin castles or other

historic buildings. I think the one at Javea is erod J.S. always puts up at a
parador,if there's one near wherever he wants to be.’

'How long shall we be away ?'

'Six nights.’

Marina spent the evening thinking about clothestfa trip. She worked
out a basic wardrobe and spent the rest of the Wwaegkg what extras she
needed to cover all eventualities.

As the day of departure drew near her excitemeasreased. She had not

been abroad since her childhood, and Spain wasdmdhe list of countries
she wanted to visit. But her mood of happy antibgrawas considerably



damped when, the night before, Pat came to her ratie she was
packing, and said, with a rather wry smile, 'l kit's only fair to warn you
that, some time during your trip, J.S. is sure &kena pass at you.'



CHAPTER TWO
MARINA straightened from bending over her suitcase. "Wbatou mean?'

Pat sat down on the other side of the bed. 'I'vendiscussed him with you
because a secretary shouldn't gossip about her, lzoss J.S. was
wonderfully good to me after Dick died, and | l&ed admire him. But | like
you as well, Marina. You're different from mostlgiof your age. In some
ways you're far more mature; in others rather ndiveay be wrong, but |
don't think you've ever been deeply involved witiman—I mean to the
extent of sleeping with him—and it wouldn't be tigh let you go abroad
with J.S. without knowing the kind of man he is.’

Marina said, 'The first time | met him, he had addédul girl with him. Lara
Lester. They were obviously lovers.'

'He's had more than one girl-friend since Lara.pto it bluntly, he's the

worst and most ruthless womaniser I've ever knd@enerally speaking,
men who have a succession of women aren't readlgt govers, rather the
reverse. They have some emotional hang-up whichiepte them from

having a proper, lasting relationship. | don't khthat's true of J.S. | don't
know what his trouble is. I only know that everylgvho goes on a trip
overseas with him ends up in his bed. By all actqutis a very agreeable
experience. The pain comes when he loses intdéraisthey have to go on
working for him. He never gives them the sack.thi&sy who can't stand the
strain and have to give notice. So, if you're lmntnaking a career with us,
think it over carefully beforehand.’

'l don't have to think it over,” Marina said firml{f've not the smallest
intention of jumping'into bed with him.’

Pat said gently, "That's what | meant about yourdogather naive. Don't tell
me he doesn't attract you?'

'He's attractive—yes, | agree,' Maxina acknowledgeth a shrug.



‘Then can you be sure of resisting him ? When goalfone together in
Spain? When you've spent the evening dancing vint? WWhen you've had
a good deal of wine, and he starts making expeet o you?'

'l thought we were going there to work?"

'Most of the time—noall the time. J.S. can work for twelve hours and still
have plenty of energy.’

Marina folded a shirt before she said, 'Perhapa,gfrl did resist him, he
might give her the sack.’

'Oh, no, he's not such a rat. He's a nice manalmyrways, a good man. It's
just his attitude to sex which is rather off-pugtiror at least off-putting to
me because I've had love at its best.’

'Were you married when you first knew him ?'

‘Yes, and I'm sure he could see that as far as lomacerned there was no
one to compare with Dick. Mind you, when you'reidaw, any number of
men seem to think you must be going mad with fatgin. I've had the most
obnoxious types offering to relieve my lonelineBsit never J.S., thank
goodness, I'm fond of him, in a sisterly way, anglauld have been horribly
disillusioning if he'd started making advances.’

'Maybe his instinct will tell him that I'm interest only in a career, and not
in the market for a love affair,’ said Marina.

'His instinct is much more likely to tell him thgbu're young and beautiful
and uncommitted, and he should take you to bedésfour friend David
Leigh does," Pat remarked dryly.

She knew about David because more than once hedmd to the house
before taking Marina to the theatre.

'Well, thanks for the warning. | hope you're wrohgt if you're right at least
| shall have had time to strengthen the rampastsgd Marina, trying to
sound lighthearted.



But, after Pat had said goodnight, she finishedglaeking in a very troubled
state of mind, for it seemed to her there was neeraavkward situation than
having to fend off the man by whom one was employed

It was cloudy over France and northern Spain, beggntly the sky cleared,
and the sea looked blue and inviting as they tuinedn offshore loop
before touching down at the airport south of Aligan

A Mercedes coupe was waiting for them outside ihgo# building, and

within twenty minutes of landing they were headmayth. Marina had a
glimpse of the famous mosaic pavement of the paledl Explanada as
they sped through the city and joined theopistabut her first impression
of Spain was of a magnificently- engineered roaceping smoothly
through an arid mountainous landscape.

At Gata de Gorgos they turned east, towards thetcaad entered a greener
region of orange and tangerine trees, and scao\ekfed poinsettias, which
she knew as pot plants, growing as trees outsidewashed farmhouses.

As Pat had surmised, thmarador on the sea-front at Javea was a modern
building with an uninteresting boxlike exterior. thie reception desk, James
gave his name and said, in Spanish, that two betsd@d been reserved for
them by post.

Turning to Marina, he said, with a glint of mockeat has observed the
proprieties by asking for us to be put on differiéobrs.'

She had also heard him check that one of the réxathecama matrimonio,
which could only be a double bed. His self-conficeemfuriated her, but she
did not let her anger show.

He came with her to her room to see that it wasfsatory. It faced south,
overlooking the hotel's palm- shaded gardens agyhra them, a crescent
beach. Further away were the steep cliffs of a laedd The hills inland
were dotted with white villas.



Before he followed the porter to his room, she dsk&hat are we likely to
be doing this evening?’

'We're dining with the Rutlands, the people whdyeight a house they
want me to decorate. It will be quite informal. Gau be ready in an hour?"'

'Easily.’
'Good. We'll meet downstairs in the bar.'

Having hung up her clothes, Marina tucked her imailde a cap and had a
refreshing hot shower. She decided to wear antdagtight at Monsoon in

Beauchamp Place. It consisted of a full-sleevedd#pa gathered skirt with
a band of quilting at the hem, and a quilted waistcAll three were of soft

Indian cotton, printed with different but relatedal patterns in blues and
greens. She had bought herself a fine gilt chath gioups of green beads
spaced along it, and with that she wore a gold rchéin given to her by her
grandfather on her eighteenth birthday. Her eaysriwere her favourite

gold hoops, and she wore a selection of rings cia@tebefore antique rings
became expensive.

James was before her, chatting in Spanish to thedm when she went
downstairs. He appraised her approvingly. He waskiig a chilled
sparkling wine, not' unlike champagne, and havilhgdfa glass for her, he
said, 'To a successful trip.'

Touching her glass to his, Marina thought that i§ definition of a
successful trip included persuading her to vacatedom and share his, he
was going to be disappointed.

'‘Dammit, | thought it was to be a quiet dinnerffmur, and they've obviously
laid on a party,’ he said, when they reached thdaRus' villa and found
several cars parked outside. The door was openedshyall Spaniard in a
white jacket. It led directly into a large livingem where half a dozen
earlier arrivals were drinking and chatting. Thegregmostly in late middle-
age, or elderly, and James murmured in her eany ¥® why this is
sometimes called the Costa Geriatrica.'



'Mr Sebastian! How delightful to see you again.eifthostess, her hands
flashing with diamonds, swept forward to greet him.

It was not, for Marina, a particularly enjoyablesging, although the food
was good. As he had been at the Wroxleys' pantgedavas lionised by the
women and some of the men, and she was left toecsawvith the others,
most of whom seemed to have retired to Spain aftifietime in Africa.
After two hours she began to look forward to legvith seemed to her safe
to assume that James was unlikely to fulfil Patgpecy on their first night.

'Sorry about that. You must have been extremelgdby all those old boys
rambling on about their exploits in the bush," ladsas they drove
away.'Oh, no, they were interesting,"' she answea@dltogether truthfully.

'You're a good listener, aren't you ? It's a rarality. Most people are too
full of themselves to listen attentively to othérs.

The compliment pleased her. Then, like a dash f w@ter, came the
thought that it might be the beginning of his swiftg-up technique.

As they passed the fairy-lit forecourt of what agqueel to be a night-club, he
said, 'l won't suggest making a night of it becaugent to be up early
tomorrow. The Rutlands aren't early risers, bud deawn me a sketch map
of how to find their country place, and we'll ge¢te at nine and have a good
look round before they join us. Tomorrow, we'll ¢athe night off and go
somewhere Spanish.’

Back at theparadorhe asked if she would join him for coffee and loiran
Marina shook her head. 'If you don't mind, | thitlkturn in.’

'Have you something to read if you need it ?'

'Yes, thank you. Goodnight.'

In her room, Marina found her curtains drawn anel ted turned down.

Before she undressed, she stepped out on to tbenyallThe night was not
cold. The calm sea shimmered like black lame utiteemoon, frothing into



white lace where it washed against the beach. hirast to the silvery
foreground, the hills of the hinterland were spadghith the golden lights
of the many villas. It was hard to believe it wasuJary.

She was woken the following morning by the teleghonging and James's
voice saying, 'l thought you might not have a tiavg clock to wake you
up. It's seven-fifteen. I'll meet you for breakfaseight.’

She found it was still dark outside, and only Higlht at eight, but by the
time they had finished breakfast, the sky heldpitzanise of a fine day.

The previous afternoon she had seen the great gliffied mountain which
loomed over the port and town of Javea. Jamesdidcher it was called
Montgo, and from its summit, not far from the sg@gradually diminishing
sierra of less formidable heights curved inlandth/fhe sunlight growing
stronger and warmer, they drove by a minor roadl anguiet, fertile region
of olive and orange groves, and almond trees statt blossom. After a
while James swung the car off the tarred road aodedat a more cautious
speed up a rutted and rocky track which led byumndabout route to a
rambling old house set snugly into the hillside.

When he switched off the engine, Marina climbed afuhe car and stood
for a moment enjoying the blue sky, the sun, ardféint sweet scent of
white jasmine. Both she and James were wearing jéenwith a navy and
white cotton shirt under a guernsey, and she witolaveb-knit sweater
over a cream cotton polo.

At the front of the house was a large veranda With stone arches half
concealed by masses of bougainvillea, dark crinaswhpurple. When they
stood together on theaya, surveying the wonderful view of near and far
mountains, she saw on his face a look of intenseqmupation and she knew
that, although they were alone in a secluded plaecethe time being his
mind was concentrated on his work, and she waslyneiseassistant.

Mr Rutland had given him the key which unlocked &énehed double doors
leading into the dark, dank living- room.



‘Typical local ceiling,’ said James, indicating tb@ncave curves of the
plasterwork between the rafters. 'All the windovega to be opened. You
do this floor, I'll go upstairs.’

They went through the house, throwing open the heaoden shutters and
the windows, and letting the sunlight spill on testy brick floors and into
dark corners.

Opening some shutters at the side of the houseinMaxclaimed with
delight. Outside the wrought iroreja was the bright yellow cloud of a
mimosa tree in bloom.

'What a heavenly place!" she said to James, whey téturned to the
sitting-room.

He was less enthusiastic. 'The setting is supeitoa ot of money needs to
be spent here to make the place habitable by tHlarRis' standards."

‘They can afford it, can't they?'

'Yes, but probably they want it to be ready forugzation-by June, and that
calls for constant supervision and chivvying. Hoewve'll do our best.
Hold this for me, will you?' He handed her the esfdan expanding
twenty-five-metre metal measure.

They measured each room in turn, and James made daver sketches of
the fall of light through the windows.

'‘Never make decisions about a room until you'veckbe the light in the
morning, at noon, and late in the afternoon,’ et her. 'Here, we also have
to consider that in July and August coolness wellls important as warmth
in the winter.'

The Rutlands arrived, and Marina had to admireathg, without damping
their pleasure, he made them aware of the probhlish had to be
surmounted.



While he and Henry Rutland were discussing theipii$g of installing a
range of solar panels on the hill at the back ef khilding, Mrs Rutland
beckoned Marina upstairs to the largest of thesthexirooms.

‘This will be my room. | can't wait to see what &snaoes with it. | have a
rather superb bed—the headboard is ivory inlaid hwit
mother-of-pearl—which Henry bought for me in Libyany years ago, and
| want that to be the centrepiece. The rest | leatzely to James. Have you
been with him long, my dear?'

'l joined the firm last year.' Suspecting that NRstland had brought her
upstairs to pump her, Marina deflected her by ggyliihis house has
tremendous possibilities, but your present villarss perfect. Why are you
moving?'

'Yes, our place in Javea is nice, but most of ihasvaround us belong to
rich Madrilenos—people from Madrid, you understarahd they come
down only in summer. So in winter we're ratherased, and in summer
every night is party night. Here, we have no neagtbours, but a country
house on its own is not like being surrounded bypty houses. Even in the
height of the season we shall have peace herepiexbenwegive a party.'

She walked through the door giving on ton&rador with a parapet and
arches of cream-coloured stone like those omthya. Marina could hear
the two men coming upstairs.

'Isn't this balcony charming? | shall be able tolmthe here without my
bikini. The parapet makes it quite private," saidsRutland.

‘Not from thepastor,'James remarked, in an amused tone.

She turned to him, looking startled. 'Who is plastor?He stepped out on to
the balcony and scanned the crags of the hill whietered the house.

‘There's a shepherd up there somewhere. | cantieaheep-bells. Yes,
there he is—Ilook.’



Shading her eyes from the sun which now, at midfning, made the
January day as hot as an English July, Marina noadlex herd of sheep
cropping the scrub as they climbed slowly upwards.

'l shouldn't worry, my dear,’ said Henry Rutlandgdly. 'l don't suppose the
shepherd has a pair of field-glasses through wtachdmire you in your
nudity.'

At noon the Rutlands left to have drinks with fidsn and James gave
Marina the task of measuring the size and posdfaill windows, doors and
other structural features.

This kept her busy till one when he reappeared said] ‘Lunch-time.’

'l thought in Spain lunch was later." "It is, bsitoair stomachs are accustomed
to English hours, and we're having a picnic todag,may as well break
now. There's a mule track going up the hill. I thlowe'd climb up there to
eat.'

As they passed the car, James unlocked the bodbakdut a small light
rucksack. They had both discarded their sweatdmdo¢he arrival of the
Rutlands, and Marina wished now that, like him, lshé put on a thin cotton
shirt instead of her close-fitting polo. ' The mitidack was not hard going. It
wound its way up the hill, passing innumerable aegs banked up by
drystone walls built long ago, perhaps as far Ecthe centuries when the
Moors had dominated Spain. The breeze smelt okhaant, here and there,
gorse was in flower.

James led the way, moving upwards with slow stridéagch reminded

Marina of something Robert Logan had once told Aekeen walker and
hill-climber, Robert had said that the pace to gathill was no faster than
that at which it was possible to carry on a coratos without being the
least bit puffed.

'Do you do a lot of walking ?' she asked.



He stopped and turned to face her. 'Yes, when lthgetime. But--' He
stopped, his eye caught by something higher upalAof eagles. D'you see
them?'

She turned and gazed upwards towards a sheeofaldtk coloured apricot
by the sun. 'No—where?'

James came two paces down the track and stoodlzbéed her, one hand
resting on her left shoulder, the other stretchmmnting, over her right
shoulder.¥o\/ lowing the line of his arm, she saw the birds swamnd
swooping close to the rock face.

'Yes, | see them now.'

He withdrew his right arm, and rested the hand en dther shoulder.
Perhaps, intent on the eagles, he was unawareidtfitay her, but she was
sharply aware of it and glad when the eagles desaaol from view and he
dropped his hands and resumed his trudge up ttle tra

They lunched sitting on two flat-topped rocks ateaght which made the

Rutlands' house look like a toy house nestlingfmléof counterpane. From

here they could see the sweep of thdopistaas it bypassed Gata de
Gorgos, and the wide open plain behind Javea. @teegold chicken salad

with a small crusty loaf apiece, and drank a battleed wine.

'Lucky us. In London, it's probably pouring,’ saidrina, as they finished
lunch.

'It must rain heavily here at times, or the langsveouldn't be so green. Do
you mind if | take off my shirt?'

'Of course not. If I'd known how hot it was goirglie, I'd have worn a
sun-top instead of this.’

'Yes, you look rather warm. Would you like to bavromy shirt? It would be
cooler than your thing, and | shan't need it umélgo back to town.’

'Oh, yes, please—if you don't mind.’



He tossed it across to her, and she retreateddalelump of bushes to put
it on. The fact that it was several sizes too ldogder added to its coolness.

When she returned to her rock, James had wandéfrecha), thinking he
might also want a few minutes privacy, Marina dad follow but sat down
to finish her wine.

For a while he was out of sight and she lapsedardgtate of post-prandial
somnolence from which she aroused, some time tateee him standing on
a ledge of rock, his bare back as brown as if\rellin this benign climate.

When he raised his arms to shade his eyes, thementeof muscle under

the sunburned skin was as swift and fluid as thelei of water over stones.
Although he spent much of his life at a drawing+dloan aeroplanes, and at
the tables of expensive restaurants, he was ollyiadg man, and a strong

one.

When he returned to their picnic place, she muskehaad a faraway
expression which he misinterpreted.

'Missing your boy-friend already?"
'My boy-friend ?' she echoed blankly.
‘Leigh, | think his name was.'

'He's a friend. He isn't my boy-friend.’

'l seem to have noticed him several times waitingallect you from Brook
Street.'

'‘Once or twice, yes," she agreed. 'Going to thattbevith someone doesn't
constitute an involvement.’

"You could do worse. | checked him out, and heieli-heeled young man
who stands a good chance of inheriting one of tmaller and more
manageable of the stately homes.'



'Yes, | know. His godmother knows Jane Logan's emtBut I'm not
looking for a rich husband. I've only just startey career.’

He glanced at his watch. 'And on that note we hettebget back to work.
Tell me your thoughts about the living-room."’

‘To begin with I'd take off the shutters. They nieytraditional, but they're
also extremely gloom-making.’

All the way back to the house, they discussed duwictive problems.

The heat of noonday had cooled, and Marina hadmpaer polo, when they
closed the shutters and locked up. On the way lieil¢,stopped at a bar for
tapas,the titbits which bridged the hours between a &anish lunch and
even later dinner.

'People like the Rutlands live here for years aadly scratch the surface of
Spanish life," said James.

'Yes, | was surprised at the party last night waenan said he didn't speak
Spanish, and later it emerged that he'd been loeréve years.'" Marina
followed his example and used a toothpick to s@eang of something
white and slightly rubbery in texture, fried inspigolden batter. 'What are
these ?'

‘Calamares alia romanaieces of squid.’
"They're delicious. What I'm looking forward totiging apaella.’

'We can have one tonight, if you like. But dongsiup too much. The best
paellasaren't found in the tourist hotels, but in the Bmegtaurants and bars
used by the locals.

Some hours later he took her to a place near thewdeere the bar was
crowded with fishermen talking at the tops of thaiices. The floor at their
feet was littered with cigarette ends and sugaemaf here were no cloths
on the tables, and the kitchen was a tiny roomeswe by a beaded
fly-curtain.



First the barman brought them a bottle of wine v tumblers; then two
crusty bread rolls and a salad dotted with olitles,crisp lettuce glistening
with oil. Finally came thepaella, decorated with mussels and prawns on a
bed of rice fragrant with garlic. It was as delicsoa supper as any Marina
had tasted.

They had come on foot as the port was only abauil@ along the road
bordered on one side by rocks and the sea, anHeoather by closed-up
holiday villas and one or two restaurants.

Walking back, they continued to discuss the prolklefrthe Rutlands' house
but, as they neared thgarador, she could not help wondering if, soon,
James would steer the conversation into a mor@pafrshannel. However,

he did not do so, nor did he suggest a nightcapeWhe lift reached her

floor, he bade her goodnight and continued upwards.

Next morning he did not wake her up by telephonamgl she slept until half
past eight and had to wash and dress in a hurnyeMer, he was not at the
table when she went down to breakfast, nor haddes land gone, so it
seemed he also must have overslept. Somehow iteseaniike him, and
when by the time she had finished breakfast thexe still no sign of him,
her puzzlement became tinged with concern.

Could he have been taken ill? Could one of the elasa his share of the
paella have been a bad one and poisoned him ? She seéemadember
hearing or reading that, with certain severe fooff®od poisoning, people
become seriously ill so quickly that, without meadiaid, they could die in a
matter of hours.

On this alarming thought she hastened upstairstamued on the door of
James's room. There was no reply. After some sacohahdecision, she
turned the handle and opened the door a couptebés. The curtains were
drawn. The room was in darkness. There was no s@hedopened the door
a little wider, and saw on the bed his spreadeagiestionless form.
Convinced now that her theory must be right—whléoteason could there
be for a young, fit man to be in bed at this hewighe hurried to the bedside
and switched on the reading light.



He was lying face-down, the lower part of his badyered by a sheet and
light blanket, the upper part bare. When she laidiand on his shoulder, to
her relief he felt warm. She had feared his skighhibe clammy and
unnaturally cold. But her touch did not cause tonstir.

‘James.' She gave him a gentle shake. 'James—aadl yght?'

He made a sound so much like a groan that her atammated. Knowing
she could never lift him single- handed, she wasualio ring for a
chambermaid to help her when James rolled overkédi at her, and said
drowsily, 'Hello, what are you doing here?"'

'l thought you were ill.’

'l1? Why should | be ill?*

'It's so late. Nearly half past nine. | thought yoight have been poisoned by
one of those mussels.’

Holding the bedclothes to his stomach, a gestuma Which she deduced
that he wasn't wearing pyjama trousers, he hoistedelf into a sitting
position.

'l must have forgotten to set my alarm. | didntt tpebed until three.’

'Oh ... you went out again ?'

'No, | was working. Have a look.' He indicated thble by the curtained
windows.

With astonishment, she saw that the measuremeatbagh taken the day
before had been translated into twenty or thirtgutiéully drawn colour
perspectives.

'‘Open the curtains, will you.'

Marina obeyed, letting in a flood of light.



'Don't turn round for a minute. I'm going to get otibed, and | sleep in the
raw," he said.

As he spoke it occurred to her that, now she knewdsn't ill, she ought not
to linger in his bedroom. As soon as he was sdfelhe bathroom, she
would leave. Meanwhile she had no choice but toceotrate on the
drawings.

‘This isn't right. There isn't an opening in thdlvaalow the staircase,’ she
said.

'Not at present, but there will be. You can turana.’

She glanced in the direction of his voice and sanhad put on a terry
towelling bathrobe.

She said, 'I'll leave you to get dressed.'

'‘No, don't run away. Look through those while I'avimg a shave, and tell
me what you think of them. If it's half past nine wave only half an hour
before we're due to meet the Rutlands.' He disapgeato the bathroom.

Somewhat uncertainly, Marina perched on a chaireyan to leaf through

the drawings. In some of them he had drawn andre@taired pieces of

furniture from the Rutlands' present villa. Sheogrused a pair of table

lamps, a brass and plate-glass coffee table, aRdrgsian rug used as a
wall-hanging. She had never seen finer draughtshigisut what was even

more impressive was the way, by closing existingrdays and making

others elsewhere, he had greatly improved the lbasign of the house. She
had seen the problems. He had seen the solutions.

'l wonder how long it will be before | can lookahouse and know at once
how to correct the things which are wrong with gAe said, raising her
voice for him to hear it in the bathroom.

‘Not long. It's largely a matter of experience. Fatance--'



At this point there was a light tattoo on the dand a man walked in. Seeing
Marina standing by the window he looked disconakrsaid something in
Spanish, and seemed on the point of retreating Wheres appeared in the
bathroom doorway.

The man beamed and, to her astonishment, he ares Jaohonly embraced
but kissed each other on both cheeks.

Catching sight of her expression, James grinnedgaitgl 'The custom of the
country. Let me introduce my cousin, Jose-MariassvWWarina Linwood.'

The Spaniard bowetEncantado, senorita.'

‘Jose-Maria lives near here, but he's been in Raraeand only got back late
last night," explained James. He turned to hisiocasd switched to fluent
Spanish. As whatever he was saying included aaeterto Senor Rutland,
she gathered that he was telling the shorter man they had an
appointment to keep.

His cousin nodded, shook hands with Marina forgbeond time in a few
minutes, and went away.

'He's asked us to lunch,’ said James, when they alene. 'His wife Lolita
doesn't speak English, but | daresay you'll marsmgee communication.
Women are good at understanding each other.’

'Oh, but | don't want to intrude in a family reumid can have lunch here,
and afterwards do a little sunbathing,' she suggest

"You won't be intruding, and it won't be a familgcasion because the
German with whom Jose-Maria is in partnership,\&hd's putting up most
of the money for the restaurant, will also be thémust dress. | shan't be
long. Wait in the car, if you like." He picked upetkeys from his night-table
and handed them to her.

Marina went down to the forecourt and unlocked Mercedes. She
wondered if her presence in his cousin's roomtlamdouble bed, had given
Jose-Maria a false impression.



But she couldn't very well say to James, Pleaseentaltear to your cousin
that ours is a strictly business relationship. &hdd imagine what he would
make of that!

'l see there's an antique shop across the road.NA a look when we've
time to spare,’ said James, as he slid behind tieev

It was another beautiful morning and, confident tbasome hours she was
safe from any further embarrassment, Marina relaxetisurrendered to the
pleasure f>i being in the sun.

Approaching the Rutlands’ villa by daylight, shevsehat Mrs Rutland had
meant about their isolation. Nearly all the otheus$es seemed to be closed
up, although in several gardens straw-hatted Spwaere watering plants
and keeping the grounds in order during the absehite owners.

They found the Rutlands sunbathing on the terrageosnding their
free-form, blue-tiled swimming pool.

'Do you swim all the year round ?' Marina asked.

'‘No, no—only from May to November. But we keep gul full of water.
An empty pool looks so depressing.'

James went to the edge and reached down to checkethperature
registered by the floating thermometer.

'Care for a dip ? | can lend you some trunks,' B&idRutland jokingly.
James looked at Marina. 'Shall we try a couplengiths?"

Mrs Rutland answered for her. 'Certainly not! Faw told. The poor girl
would be frozen. But while you're here, why not éavsunbathe, my dear?
My daughter has left several swimsuits which wil{/bu. It seems a pity not

to go back to London with a tan.’

Marina demurred, but Mrs Rutland was so insisteat, trather than argue,
she gave way and allowed herself to be taken imohtouse to change.



When she saw the choice of swimsuits open to Iner,vashed she had
resisted more firmly. They were all the briefesboéf bikinis, and although
she would not have minded their brevity had shenlsse brown as Mrs
Rutland, lacking a tan she would have preferredencorer.

'I'll leave you to change,’ said the older womalmewMarina had chosen the
cornflower blue bikini as being the least unflatigrto her paleness.

When it was on, she felt strongly inclined to tékeff. If Pat was right, and
James had dishonourable intentions, to appear édiion in this was to
hasten the very situation she wished to avoid.

When, reluctantly, she returned to the terraceedamas in the water. 'Now
if you did that every day, you wouldn't have yoaupch, Henry," remarked
Mrs Rutland, watching James leave the water byaith@er at the far end of
the pool.

Considering that she herself had a good deal @f ftaind her middle,
Marina felt it was not a tactful thing to say tarhiespecially in front of
someone else.

'I'm thirty years older than James, my dear. Onghtreay that if you didn't
have a weakness fpapasand toasted almonds, you would still be as slim
as Marina here.’

Mrs Rutland compressed her lips, and flashed hitoo&a which made
Marina cringe with embarrassment at being witnessatmoment of
disharmony which, later, made her wonder if, fotlair worldly goods, the
Rutlands were really happy. Forgetting her eadadf- consciousness, she
was relieved when James rejoined them.

It was while they were studying his portfolio ofadrings that he threw her
into confusion. She had adjusted her lounger iremotd lie on her tummy
with her chin propped in her cupped palms and timeos her back and the
backs of her legs. Suddenly James, who had drreddti and now had on
another pair of borrowed trunks, rose from his pemand, picking up a
tube of sun- cream belonging to Mrs Rutland, cawe to sit on the edge of



Marina's lounger. Before she could think of anystwa action, he was
smoothing cream on her shoulders.

'Lie flat for a minute.'

Largely to hide her hot cheeks from the Rutlants,a@beyed, and instantly
regretted it. For, with a dexterity which could yebme from considerable
practice, he undid the clip of the halter-top of hékini and squeezed
several large blobs of cream in a line down hemespi

Marina had never been more furious. She felt likeng up and hitting him,
but trapped by her unfastened bra and the presdnte Rutlands, there
was nothing she could do but lie, fuming, whilesheked her back from her
shoulder-blades to her hips. What made her douiclnised was that while
her mind resented his effrontery, her treacheraaty lbeceived his caresses
with pleasure.

Mrs Rutland interrupted her comments on the drasvittgsay, 'Why not
have a short nap, Marina ? | expect you two wetéabdel last night, and will
be again tonight. A cat-nap will do you good.'

'Yes, but ten minutes only, Marina. We don't wéung pretty back to burn,’
said James, and he had the nerve to give her aoraimy pat on the bottom
before he got up and strolled away.

She lay with her teeth tightly clenched/hating lsind despising herself for
not being able to control tHassonsinduced by his fingertips on her spine.

About five minutes later, when the others were wubstg the siting and
shape of the swimming pool at the new house, sheagsl to refasten her
top, and went swiftly indoors to dress.

By the time they left the Rutlands to drive to tHencheon engagement, her
mood was calmer, and she saw that the only wagndle him was to keep
very- cool.

Jose-Maria and Lolita lived with her parents inaggé town house with
marble floors and formal furniture. In summer, thesed shutters and lofty



rooms must make for coolness, thought Marina, utinter the effect, to
English eyes, was reminiscent of a Victorian hansgeep mourning. This
impression of gloom was counterbalanced by thdylipeesence of three
small children, the twin girls wearing dresses witbautiful smocking
across the chest. Their young mother was dresstt iheight of fashion,
and looked as if she had spent the morning atdirdresser.

Her up-to-the-minute elegance contrasted oddly thighplain black dresses
and black shoes and stockings worn by her mothdramother elderly
woman who was present. Marina was struck by thguéet kisses and
caresses bestowed on the children not only by tiraem but by their father
and grandfather. No attempt was made to restraim tihom running about
the room where the adults were sitting, and theynsel far more cosseted
than northern European children, yet not spoiltdilythe petting they
received.

It was half past two when lunch was served by tvaids Lolita put Marina
next to Herr Schmidt, who spoke excellent Englistd with whom she had
some conversation.

Afterwards they went to look at the restauranteddsaria leading the way
in his car with his wife and the German, and JaamesMarina following.

'I'm afraid | shall have to leave you on your owis evening. Schmidt's wife
isn't with him, and he wants to go to a night-cldiich isn't a suitable place
for you. | dpn't want to go myself, but Jose-Ma&ems to feel it would be
politic, and I'm involved in this project chieflg tielp him.'

'Don't you like night-clubs?' asked Marina.

'Does any intelligent person over the age of tweohe?"'

'I've never been to one.'

"You haven't missed anything. In general they'eas} places serving bad
food and worse liquor at extortionate prices. Tlustésses look like

Gorgons to anyone who isn't half-drunk, and therfshow is aimed at
people who have never matured beyond prurient adefee. According to



Jose-Maria, the star attraction at the place wgieg tonight is a lady on
the wrong side of forty who does her act in twouses| and a feather boa.
Not your scene, | think.'

'No, not at all,’ she agreed. 'Poor Frau Schmidtiust be dismal having a
husband who sneaks off to night-clubs wheneversstiearound. | suppose
she has no idea. | thought at lunch he wasn't @ gowertisement for his
countrymen.'

'Why? Was he nudging your leg?'

‘No, | think--" She bit back 'he thought | was yogirl-friend’, and
substituted, 'He was more interested in Lolita.'Skery attractive with
those huge dark eyes and black hair.'

'Yes, she's a good-looking girl, but totally immeztsn her children and her
own appearance. | think you'd quickly be boredaoifi xould chat freely to
her.'

The new restaurant was on the site of a much smaiie. Its location
seemed to Marina to be rather remote from the caadtthe summer
tourists, but apparently it was on the road toaubgespot which every year
attracted hundreds of visitors, and the restautself had splendid views of
the surrounding sierras.

It was dark when they drove back to Javea. JoséaMaas picking up
James about nine, so he and Marina had dinnetgeind then she went
upstairs to read. It was their third night in Spand with only three more
nights left, it seemed probable that tomorrow wdaddhe day she dreaded.
Recalling their conversation in the car that atbem she found it ironic that
James should jib at taking her to a night-club whbe entertainment was a
strip-show, but had apparently no scruples abaluaeg her.

Shortly before eleven there was a tap on her dgloe.got up and pulled on
her dressing gown, and unlocked the door, expectimgsee the

chambermaid because the bed had not been turned Wben she came
upstairs. But it was James who was standing iconedor.



'Oh, | see you've already turned in. | thought goght still be up and bored
with being on your own.’

'No, | have an excellent book to read. Why are lyack so early ? | thought
you'd be out until all hours.’

'So did I, but fortunately Schmidt took a fancyaiee of the Gorgons, and
Jose-Maria and | becande trop.l can't persuade you to dress and come for
a walk?'

‘At this time of night?'
'Why not? It's warm. There's a beautiful moon.’
'l think I'll be more alert tomorrow if | go to @p rather than for a walk.'

'‘As you wish, but after an hour and a half in aplavhere everyone was
smoking their heads off, my lungs need refreshiith sea air before | turn
in.'

'Yes, I'm sure they must."'

He didn't move and, after a pause, Marina said]l'WWegoodnight," and
closed the door.

Back in bed, she didn't pick up her book but satirsfy absently at the
wardrobe, wondering what would have happened ihstiegone for a walk
with him. Almost certainly he would have kissed,heut whether, when
they returned to the hotel, he would have preskedoutton for his floor
rather than hers was harder to judge. She hadperience of how men like
James went about such things. Did they try to take by storm?

Or did they take time to achieve their objectivdf $ad no idea. All she
knew was that, judging by the effect he had hatiemthat morning by the
Rutlands' pool, it would be madness ever to allow to kiss her.



She thought about David Leigh who had kissed heepohut only lightly,
after taking her to the theatre. Was his attitualbdr basically the same as
James's ? Or was he looking for someone to lovegaioy ?

What do | myself really want ? she pondered. Freedod a career? Or
freedom for a year or two, then marriage ?

Next morning, going down to breakfast and findirgnés already at the
table, she said, 'Did you enjoy your walk?'

'Yes, you missed an interesting experience.’
'Really? What was that?'

'l met a couple who are here for the winter, anditweack to their villa
which is like a magpie's nest, full of interestthgngs arranged by her, with
great taste. He's a Frenchman who has turned higath into a holiday
centre. She's like me, a mixture of nationalitidsey've asked us to supper
this evening, and I've accepted. | felt sure yooi interested in her
collections. | don't know their surname. They idwoed themselves as
Victor and Cleone.’

‘Are they married ?'

'Probably not in the legal sense. They appear tonbeied in all the
important ways.'

'What do you mean ?'

'Unlike the Rutlands who take jabs at each othemftime to time, these
people advertise each other's best qualities. Shle&autiful woman. Her
face made me wish | had my father's talent forrpdtre.'

'Did they recognise your name?' she asked.

'She did. More coffee?"



'Please. What's the programme for today?'

‘Today Mrs Rutland will have second thoughts alibatideas she thought
perfect yesterday," he said dryly. 'Before we ntleetRutlands, Jose-Maria
is going to introduce us to a couple of local beiikl merchants. If they can't
supply all the materials | want, we shall have tmthabout in Alicante.
There'll be no point in driving back here for oasti night. We'll find an hotel
there.'

He was right in thinking that Mrs Rutland would loager be satisfied with
the perspectives over which she had waxed effubeelay before. She had
discovered the absence of a bar in the sitting-r@ond said they had always
had a bar and could not entertain without one.

James, so diplomatic on their first visit to theib®, now startled Marina by
stating bluntly that a bar was not appropriate prigate house and, if Mrs
Rutland insisted on having one, he would have thdvaw his services. The
house, when finished, was likely to be featureHlause & Garderand the
American glossies, and therefore he could not afieatures which were
anathematic to his style as a designer.

Far from being put out by this dictatorial attitydiérs Rutland gave way at
once.

'‘But there's nothing to prevent her installing awhen the place is finished,
is there?' said Marina later, while she and Jamae Wwaving lunch in the
sun outside a small restaurant close to the rotitsecCala Blanca.

'‘No, but she won't,’ he replied. 'She'll even tpksasure in telling her
bar-owning friends that | refused to let her hame.df her husband put his
foot down sometimes, instead of merely grumblihgytd both be a good
deal happier.' He slanted a quizzical look at helon't expect you to agree,
but I think twentieth-century women have an atawiseed to be mastered
now and then.’'

'l wouldn't argue with that.'

He lifted an eyebrow. '"You wouldn't?’



'‘No, because the reverse of the medal is that tetntentury men have an
atavistic need to be lord and master sometimesilslerwomen cater to that
need rather than resent it.'

To Marina's surprise, the woman who opened the dbhber villa to them
that night was not in her thirties or forties, he flad expected. Cleone was
probably sixty, with thick white hair drawn baclofn a centre parting and
caught in a coil at the nape of her neck. Her faas brown and, in certain
lights, deeply lined by much laughter and sunbath@nly her eyes were
made up with a skilful combination of blue and grebadows. Her clothes
would have struck some people as eccentric, buindanought them most
attractive. Under a long red silk coat which, lathe said was paranji
made and embroidered by a Turcoman nomad womaan€leas wearing
a white cashmere polo and black zouave trouseaserfgth to show elegant
ankles in fine black tights.

When James had introduced Marina, Cleone saglctbtler tonight. Come
to the fire. Victor is busy in the kitchen. We bdlie to cook, so we have to
take it in turns, and tonight is his turn.’

She led them into a room where a log fire blazed omised hearth. 'Let me
give you a glass of our favourite wine.'

Within moments of their arrival, Marina found hdfsgtting in a chair over
which was flung a colourful piece of Indian tentimgth a glass ofinto and
a little dish of almonds at her elbow.

Cleone said, 'We buy our wine "loose", that is framcask in a Spanish
bodega.This wine, which isviejo—five years old—comes from the bodega
at Jalon, a village in one of the valleys a fewikietres inland. The almonds
are from a stall in the Monday market at Deniagwart on the far side of
Montgo. Unfortunately the markets of the world &exoming more and
more alike, and consequently less and less intege'sHer regretful shrug
changed to a brilliant smile. 'Ah, here is Victor.'

The man who had entered the room by a door behiwinsls chair was as
tall as James, but very thin with iron grey haid atark eyes. He was
wearing a plastic apron over a navy blue sweateti@users.



He shook hands with James, who had risen, theeduwam Marina and, as
James introduced her, kissed her hand. She cduttidehe liked the look
of her, and had noticed what she was wearing. 8l @lso tell,, from the
smile he turned on Cleone, that for him no yourrgagiuld compare with
the white-haired woman who was pouring a glassioévior him.

"You wouldn't think it to look at her, but Maring anantiquairewith many
years' experience,’ said James, when they weradndinner at a table in a
corner of the room. The centrepiece was a low gaarent of mimosa and
silver-grey leaves, flanked by two green glassfearaith lemons in place
of stoppers.

'Oh, fortunate girl"" said Cleone. 'l can't telluybow often I've longed to
own a little antique shop, but there's never timene life for all the things
one longs to try.' She began to question Marina g&nuine interest.

After the pate, eaten with pieces of bread hot from the oven, drict
produced chicken in a rich gravy with rice, friednlanas, and salad. To
conclude the meal, he brought in a beautiful dishgreen glazed

earthenware piled high with tangerines, the fresbnef their leaves

indicating how recently they had left the tree. Mihe fruit, there were

French and Spanish cheeses.

After dinner he and James began to discuss oceamgachts, and Cleone
took Marina on a tour of the sitting-room. She exptd that the villa was
rented, and furnished with objects of unacceptalgkness. Lifting the
tenting on the chair where Marina had sat beformeti, she revealed a
glimpse of pea-green plastic.

'‘But wherever we go for the winter, always | takg two trunks, and with
what they contain | can change the most horribleskanto somewhere
quite civilised,' she said. 'In the summer, at Cp#eari, we live in two
lovely rooms with all that is left of Victor's fahgithings. | should be happy
there all year, but now that his health prevems thom sailing his boat, he
becomes very restless and needs a change of pldqeeaple. Now, while
he and James are absorbed in the subject of cataspdr must quickly
sketch James's face to add to my file of intergdtaces. Would you care to
see it?'



'Very much.’

Cleone produced a ring-file containing thirty ortfosketches of faces of
many nationalities. While Marina studied them, In@stess drew James with
quick, sure strokes of black ink.

'‘Obviously you're a professional artist,' said Mari

Cleone smiled and shook her head. 'No, my onlygabn has been to
make a place of peace and comfort for the mendwed. | first married in
1939, when | was nineteen, and since then the wtfoiey life has been
spent thinking about my own appearance, the armageof my various
homes, the presentation of food and so on. Ha@n loé your generation, |
should have been discouraged from marrying so yobogthen it was
different, and anyway | always knew that, for me bnly things which
matter are love and beauty. Do you know what yoednt® be happy ?
Travel, perhaps, and independence? There are sy foamulae for
happiness. The difficult thing is to know the riginte for one.’

'l don't think | do know," said Marina. 'I'm takitife as it comes. Is that a
mistake, do you think?'

Cleone considered. 'Not if what comes is agree#ieust be a mistake not
to resist situations which make one unhappy.’

‘Not always.' Marina explained the situation whieddd made her postpone
her own plans for a time.

'‘Ah, but in that case you were accepting your rasjmility. But if, for
example, you were now in an uncongenial job, it Mf@urely be wrong to
put up with it in the hope that eventually marriagmuld provide an escape ?
Except in special conditions, | feel one shouldajsvtry to live in a positive
way.'

'What are you two discussing so earnestly?' Vietauired.

Cleone closed her sketchpad. 'The pursuit of hgppass.’



He said gallantly, 'Ah, for me that pursuit endeel day Mnet youmi vida.'

With a sudden tightness in her throat, Marina weadidinem exchange a look
of profound understanding and love.

Then Cleone turned to the younger man. 'And yame3a? You must find a
great deal of joy in your work. To be born with eeative talent is a
wonderful advantage.’

James said, 'l agree with Rousseau's definitidrappiness.'

'Oh, what was that?'

"A good bank account, a good cook and a good tages

The others laughed, and Marina mustered a smitantuardly she thought
he had succeeded in spoiling Victor's complimert #re interchange of
loving looks which had followed it. Perhaps Jamiés'tllike to be reminded
that there were heights of love far beyond his transient relationships.
Yet on the way back to thgarador,after talking till one in the morning, he
said, 'They're a delightful pair, aren't they?' aodtinued to discuss them so

warmly that she found it hard to understand whyafadmired them and
their life-style, he didn't wish to emulate them.

The next day was their last in Javea. At breakféetina said, 'What is the
address of Cleone and Victor's villa?'

James told her. 'Why do you ask?'
'I've written her a note of thanks for last night.'

'It may as well go in the same envelope as my @llThe porter will stamp
and post it for us.'



It was a tiring day, spent in a succession of cthasons with contractors

and suppliers, and apart from taking a few notesnddames requested it,
Marina felt herself to be a superfluous onlookadeed, except when she
had helped him to measure the Rutlands' house dané, some measuring
herself, she had done nothing to justify the exparidringing her to Spain

. a reflection which increased her misgivings abwstintentions towards

her.

Thus it was with mingled relief and dismay that Eened the Rutlands had
insisted on taking them out to dinner that night.

‘A long skirt, | should think, if you have one wilou,' said James, driving
back to theparador. 'They're picking us up at eight-thirty, so we have
forty-five minutes to change.’

She spent the first ten minutes lying in a scehtt, thinking it was absurd

to feel so tired when all she had done all day wahake hands, and smile,
and stand by trying not to look bored by discussiona language of which

she knew twenty words.

The bath revived her. She brushed her hair andezpfiesh eye make-up
from a palette of four different greens. Then shegn a long black wool

skirt, slit to the knee on one side, and a blousapple-green silk with a

large, finely pleated collar and pleated cuffs.tignty past eight she was
ready.

Downstairs she handed in her key for which therse m@ enough room in
her small black evening bag.

'‘Momento, sehorita.The porter handed her an envelope on which was
written Miss Marina Linwood.

Puzzled, she opened it and drew out a single sifieattridge paper. On one
side was Cleone's pen and ink sketch of James.h®rother, she had
written— thought you might like to have this, so | madmpy. | hope we

meet again some day. C.



'‘Good evening, Marina. You look very pretty tonigiMrs Jutland, in a
blond mink coat, bore down upon her from the emteao the hotel. 'Isn't
that a Gina Fratini?' —eyeing the apple-green ldous

'‘Good evening. Only a copy, I'm afraid. Would yoxcese me for a
moment? |—I've left something in my room.’

Marina hastened towards the staircase just as Jsteygsed out of the lift.
Upstairs, she realised she had no key. Luckily ssipg chambermaid
admitted her to her bedroom with a pass-key, ardpsit the sketch in a
drawer and hurried down to join the others.

Why Cleone should think she would want to have etk of James she
could not imagine.



CHAPTER THREE

IT was half past one in the morning when the Rutlatedisered them back
to theparador.For the past hour Marina had been clenching le¢h te stop
herself yawning. James showed no sign of beind,tard her spirits sank at
the thought that he might have the energy to beranso

But as his clients drove away and he and Marinaeaiup the steps to the
entrance, he said, 'l don't know about you, butang be sorry to get my
head down. It's been a heavy day, particularlyakecouple of hours.’

'Yes, the Rutlands are not nearly as interestinGlasne and Victor, are
they?'

He grinned at her. 'That's a masterpiece of uratersent! But you hid your
ennui very well. Never mind, tomorrow we'll take thight off and do as we
please.’

They shared the lift with an elderly man and hadotizer conversation
beyond exchanging goodnights when it stopped atiber.

It was not until she had undressed and creamedfdoer that Marina
remembered the sketch she had thrust in a drawer.t&k it out and
propped it on her dressing-table while she brustexdchair. While Cleone
was sketching James, Victor must have been telhimg something
amusing. She had caught him with the characterigtick at the corner of
his well-shaped mouth, a glint of laughter in hjs®

Studying his features at length, Marina found Hétkenking that it was a
strong face as well as an attractive one. Theddeeman who would know
what to do in an emergency. If | were an old ladylifficulties, or a child
who was lost, | would trust that face, she refldctan sure it's only” with
girls that he isn't to be trusted.

The following morning, after an early breakfasgytset out for Alicante.
When they arrived James parked the car on the fn@terand told Marina
she could have the morning off to look round thepsh



'We'll meet in one of these cafes about one,' lnd, sadicating several
awning-shaded pavement cafes on the Explanada.e'lyau enough
Spanish money to buy yourself a pair of shoes uf e some you like?"

'Yes, thank you.'
'Until later, then.'

Watching him striding away from her, his tall figudwarfing the average
Spaniard, it struck her that whereas in Englanidbleed noticeably foreign,
here he was unmistakably part-English. Perhapastnot true of all Spain,
but in this region it seemed to her that there waeny lovely Spanish
women but few good-looking men, and none with theftoughness and
virility which distinguished James.

Presently, strolling along one of the main thordagss at right angles to the
waterfront, she glanced down a side-street and stadled to see a
Woolworths. Curious to see how it compared withEtglish counterpart,
she had a look round and discovered that althougsét wf the stock was
different, the store had the same smell as the Wtihs she had known
from childhood.

The streets of the city were full of immaculatetpiffed women, many of
them walking arm in arm, and most of them wearilega@nt winter coats
and boots.Perhaps, compared with the broiling beat Spanish summer,
the sunny day seemed cool to them. To Marina it stiélshard to believe
this was January, for she was more than warm eniougbkweater and skirt.

After buying leather gloves for Pat and Jane, thiebelt for Robert Logan,
and presents for Pat's mother and son, she spiéainhaour looking round
the covered market at stalls hung with hams anozarmdifferent kinds of
sausage; marble slabs ranged with unfamiliar fichshellfish of every hue
from mother- of-pearl to dark red; and trestleseladwith oranges,
artichokes, giant red and green peppers and dtievégetables.

By noon she had bought herself a pair of classiccGstyle black leather
shoes with medium heels and gilt links on the ms&he would have liked
to explore the ancient Moorish castle on the cudsthe hill which



dominated the northern side of the city. But aswghen't sure there would
be time before her rendezvous with James, she etbaidt to risk keeping
him waiting.

When, after more window-shopping, she returnedh¢oBxplanada, he was
there before her, sitting at a table for two. WMarina spotted him, he was
casting an appreciative eye at the tightly-trouséxehind of a girl who was
passing his table by the aisle which enabled padastto walk through the
pavement cafe rather than having to skirt it.

His eyes were still following the girl when Marimaached his table and
said, 'Have you been waiting long?’

He rose. 'No, less than five minutes. You appedratee had a successful
morning'—relieving her of her parcels.

'Yes, | have. And you ?'

During lunch, a number of eye-catching girls padsgdout James had the
good manners not to ogle them while she was with hi

He had booked rooms at an hotel further along ¥pabada, and given his
car key to the porter who would have arrangedtieirtbags to be fetched
from the car.

'l thought after lunch we'd change and drive ouh&obeach at Playa de San
Juan," he said. 'An afternoon of sun and ozonenwiijjorate us for tonight."'

'What are we doing tonight?' she asked.

James smiled at her over the rim of his wine-glass's play it by ear, shall
we?'

Was it only her imagination, or was there a predagteam in the tawny
eyes ?

An hour later they were walking along a miles-ldseach of golden sand
lapped by an aquamarine sea so inviting that siseevapted to take off her



shoes and socks and paddle. At first the waterdglbut very soon she was
splashing through the shallows, urging James toher.

He shook his head. 'I'm the all or nothing type.'

That evening she wore again the Indian cotton oiutfim Monsoon. Their
hotel had only a snack bar, so they dined elsewardethen went to a
discotecacatering to couples who wanted to hold each atder than to
dance.

As they sat down at a dimly-lit table, and Jameteed sparkling wine,
Marina knew that this was precisely the situati@t Fad visualised and
warned her against.

'Shall we dance ?' he suggested presently.

Mentally arming herself against him, she rose aedtwith him on to the
tiny dance floor where everyone else seemed locked intimate embrace.

He drew her against him,, close but not as closhasad feared.

'l like your scent. What is it?'

'Dior-Dior.'

'Mm ... nice.’

He smelt rather good himself, she thought. Nohefdtrong cologne which
emanated from many of the Spanish men who had ghdesdn the streets
that morning, but of some more discreet after-sivavieh she could smell

only while she was in his arms, and which reminkledof a pine forest.

They returned to their table where she was catefdtink her wine slowly,
in sips.

The next time they danced, it seemed to her thaelkher a little closer to
him.



Back at the table, he said, "You're not drinkingcmus this wine too dry for
you ? Or would you rather have a soft drink?"

‘Could 1?7’
'Why not?' He beckoned a waiter.

To her surprise when the man brought a long dratkher, he brought as
well a bottle of water and another glass for James.

'One of the reasons why people who come here adayobften get upset
stomachs is because they neglect to drink enoutgr \wae said. 'If you ever
make a long flight, make sure you drink plenty after while you're in the
air and you won't suffer from jet-lag, which is tharthe result of

dehydration.’

'Really?’
'So I'm told by a friend who's a transatlantic pilo

Calling for soft drinks and talking about jet-lagesned a curious gambit if
he was bent on seducing her. Marina began to eeldtte.

But when they danced for the third time there wasnistaking that he was
holding her much closer than the first time theyl leen on the floor.
Admittedly it was now more crowded than before, ittt yet so packed that
it was necessary for him to release her hand anlgth his arms round her.
She was left with no choice but to rest her rigimidhon his chest. Knowing
that he was watching her, she did her best to &soit she was listening to
the music and looking at the people round them,vaasl not in any way
disturbed by the warmth of his hands on her backtha contact of their
thighs as they slowly revolved round a floor notomiarger in area than two
double beds.

Presently she asked, 'What time is our flight tomo®

'Not until late afternoon. We can lie in bed ldte/e feel like it.'



Had he felt her stiffen ? she wondered.
'‘But perhaps you don't enjoy being lazy on Sundaynmg,’ he added.

Because she had not read a newspaper or lookechidradar since leaving
London, she had lost track of the week and forgattevas Saturday night.

'‘Not usually. Do you?"
'It depends what | did the night before.’

Was it her own nasty mind which gave a sexual ctatiom to a remark

which might have been innocent of any such meanisg@ld she have had
the same thought if Pat had not warned her abauPtrobably. One would
have to be extraordinarily pure not to think absex while pressed to his
tall, strong body.

She tried to ease slightly away. 'Don't you fifd iiecoming rather hot in
here?’

'Yes, and too smoky for my liking. Shall we calainight?’

They had come by taxi. As they left, James lookedrdat her feet, and
asked, 'Can you walk in those heels?'

'Yes, perfectly." This was not strictly true, bot walk would delay the
moment she dreaded.

They passed the lighted windows of an expensiveljevs and he paused to
look at a display of over- decorated silver goblkatsl ornate candelabra.
Marina had discovered that morning that Alicantes wat a city where one
could walk head in air. In places the pavementeweia state of disrepair
which for anyone blind or unsteady must make wakan nightmare.
Extrusions as well as holes had twice caused herénch her ankle before
she had learnt to look carefully where she wasgyoin

Presently, preoccupied with what might be in storeher, she failed to
notice the protruding edge of a flagstone andpinigp on it, would have



fallen had not James caught her by the arm. Hgs grid her loss of balance,
made her pivot towards him, and once more she foenself clasped to his
chest, only this time without the dim lights of thiscotecato help her to
hide her reactions from him. Now the strong ligiuinfi a window display
illumined her upturned face and the tawny eyesecii®ve hers.

‘Th-thank you,' she stammered.

‘These pavements are very uneven. | think we shialdel a taxi after all.'
But he made no move to release her, and his gaftedsto her mouth.

She drew in her breath, certain he was going t® k&, here in the street,
regardless of who might be watching.

But he didn't. He let her go. 'Are you hurt? Didiyering your ankle?'

'Only slightly. Oh, dear! This as, looking dowrmessaw that the fragile
strap which held her shoe on her foot had broken.

James went down on his haunches to examine thegdarda removed the
damaged shoe, forcing her to stand on one leg sstia shoulder as a prop.

'Hm ... pity. My fault for suggesting we should wal daresay it can be
mended. Meanwhile ...

Marina gasped as, slipping one arm behind her kaeghe other round her
waist, he rose with her in his arms.

‘James, you can't possibly carry me!

'Why not? You're only a featherweight, and youtoaalk with one shoe off
and one shoe on. There'll be a taxi passing shdtrtiould make it easier if
you put an arm round my neck.’

Reluctantly, she complied. In fact it was some tbatore a taxi showing the
green light which replaced the daytirhibore sign responded to her urgent
signal, and drew alongside them.



In the taxi she took off her other shoe intendiwhen they reached the
hotel, to enter it in her stockinged feet. But &ttfshe had hurt her ankle
more than she realised, and as soon as she putemgint on it, a sharp

twinge of pain made her wince. James, who had gsame coins to the

driver before they drew up, promptly picked herfaipthe second time and
strode into the building, carrying her as easilyf abe weighed half her one
hundred and twenty-six pounds.

At the desk, he explained to the surprised-lookpayter what had
happened. The man gave Marina her key, and Jaraad'd)eld- open the
door of the lift for them.

In the corridor between the lift and her bedroohe said, 'l can manage
now, thank you.'

But when they reached her door, instead of putiergdown as she hoped he
would, he waited for her to unlock the door whiafier some hesitation, she
did.

A switch by the door operated the light in the tiopby and one in the
bedroom. The inner door was open and James walkedigh it and
deposited her gently on the turned-down bed. Therswitched on the
bedside lamp and sat down beside her to examiniajneed ankle.

After a moment he said, 'I'm going to the bathrdorsoak a towel in cold
water. While I'm gone, take off your tights, withy?"

'What?'

'If you want to walk on that ankle tomorrow, it deereatment now. Take
off your tights." Upon which command, he rose aisagpeared.

Looking at her left ankle, now perceptibly pufftean her right one, Marina
knew he was right. To remove her tights, she had & remove her
knickers. Although she knew people who wore theendther way round,
she had always worn her briefs over her tights,tantjht she was wearing
French knickers.



Having taken off both, she thrust them out of sightler the pillow, and
tucked her skirt closely round her.

Presently James came back with the plastic batand@ wet towel, well
wrung out so as not to drip. Using the mat to mtotee bedding from
becoming damp, he bound the towel tightly roundlbbeee ankle. Then he
picked up the telephone and asked for a pot oeeofind two glasses of
brandy to be brought to her room as soon as pessibl

'I'm not sure that | ought not to try and get holdome strapping,’ he said,
as he replaced the receiver.

'Oh, no, I'm sure that isn't necessary. It's o sprain, just a wrench.'

'Maybe | can improvise something to keep the smgllown. What did you
do with your tights?'

‘They're under the pillow, but | don't--'

He lifted the pillow, saw the toe of one gauzy myleg and pulled, bringing
out not only the tights but also her lace-trimmedelue crepe-de-chine
knickers. Blushing, she watched him disentanglenthad toss the knickers
aside. She remembered how easily he had dealtthdttsnap-in plastic
catch on Mrs Rutland's daughter's bikini top. Gieaomen's clothes held
no mysteries for him.

There was a knock at the door. James caflddlante'and a waiter came in
and bade them good evening. He put down the trayae carrying,
received James's tip with the usual sleight ofdaiting, and withdrew.
Clearly his sharp black eyes had not missed tlmestigp James's other hand,
or the discarded French knickers.

'What must he have thought?' Marina demanded fsigpuvhen he had
gone.

'Does it matter?"



'It matters to me. | don't like the staff here #ang that we ... that you ..." She
broke off in confusion.

‘That he caught me in the act of undressing yostuldn't think he does
think that. If people are bent on going to bed thge they don't usually stop
to order coffee. That comes afterwards. Also iatlbeen making love to
you, you wouldn't be looking so prim and neat, witbur lipstick
unsmudged.’

As he spoke he had poured out the coffee. Bringiogp to the bedside and
handing it to her, he said, with a sardonic smier the record, | should
have started by taking off your blouse.’

Marina knew she was scarlet. In an attempt to dssgher discomposure,
she reached for the cup with fingers not perfestibady.

"You may not like Spanish brandy, but it will hgipu to sleep if your ankle
throbs,' said James. 'On second thoughts, the $stadeld have a first aid kit
somewhere on the premises. I'll ring the porter.’

After a brief conversation, during which she seitteglchance to thrust her
underwear out of sight for the second time, he,saids, he'll have a
bandage brought up.'

He sat down in the chair by the wardrobe, and bégainink his coffee.

The bandage was brought by the waiter who had htabe coffee.

'If he was under any misapprehension the first tingeecertainly isn't now,’
said James, when the man had gone.

He removed the wet towel, dried her ankle with hagt and began,
expertly, to strap it.

'Where did you learn how to do that ?' she asked.



'From the chap who taught me rock-climbing. He bgéxl to a mountain
rescue team, and the rescuers need to know hoatth people up between
finding them and getting them to hospital. Not tigint?'

'It feels fine, thank you.'

'‘Good, then I'll say goodnight. If you're wise, ywan't try to hobble about
too much tonight. By morning you should be okayo@ught, Marina.’

Later, lying in the dark, she wondered if, but ifi@r ankle, he would have
made a pass at her tonight.

From the moment she woke up next morning, and umtbber ankle to find
the swelling subsided, until late afternoon whezythoarded the flight back
to London, the unanswered question nagged at tisk ba her mind.
Holding her close in thdiscotecahad James hoped for a different and less
chaste end to their last night in Spain ... or Hdun?

For a man whose dishonourable intentions had bestrdted, and who had
wasted a good deal of money on a double bed whithhe had occupied,
he seemed remarkably good-tempered. She was ftocdte conclusion
that she had the distinction of being the first wino had come back from a
trip with him without even being kissed, let aldaken to bed. Not because
she had resisted more strenuously than the othetdecause he had not
tried as hard. It should have pleased her, but bomét didn't. Perversely,
now she regretted not being given the opportunitgstablish that she had
no intention of succumbing to his charm, ever.

It was drizzling when they landed.

'I'll come with you to Pat's place and hear whaésn happening in our
absence,' said James, taking charge of her cagellass his own.

His secretary had seen their taxi draw up, andogle@ed the door before
Marina had time to use her latchkey. 'l needn'tibtfle weather was good,’
she said.



It was only when she saw her own golden face atid pPale one reflected in
the hall mirror that Marina realised how greatlfew days in the sun had
altered her appearance. Although not as tannedass]) who had been
brown before he went, she now had the summery dowwvhich she
remembered envying Lara Lester.

"You'll stay to supper?' Pat asked him.

'If there's enough to go round.’

'Plenty. Help yourselves to gin and tonic, or whate while | put on the
sprouts.’

'Shall | run your case upstairs for you?' he sutgge® Marina, as Pat went
olf to the kitchen.

‘Thank you.' She led the way, conscious that heleasng at her legs.

'l should think you'll be glad when you've foundrewhere roomier, won't
you?' was his comment, when she opened the ddwrdiny bedroom.

'Pat says it's stuffy in summer, but in winter ¢tsy,' she answered.

As he set down the case he noticed the seventemitury dressing mirror
standing incongruously on the cheap chest of dmwer

‘That is your property, presumably?"

'Yes, it's my greatest treasure.’

He stooped to study more closely the embroidereddvmf animals, birds
and insects which had been padded with wool to e stand out. In the
confined space of the narrow room he seemed eVen &gmd broader of

shoulder than usual.

He straightened, turning his attention from theramito her. After some
moments his scrutiny made her uneasy.



Marina said, 'l shan't unpack now. I'll just wash nands and then I'll join
you downstairs. If you'd like to wash there's arothathroom on the first
floor landing."

'Yes, | know.' For a few seconds longer he sto@iethlooming over her
with a quirk at the corner of his mouth, as if keagnised her uneasiness
and was amused by it.

During supper, which on Saturdays and Sundays w@lsed by Pat to give
her mother a rest, she told James and Marinaatlhtéd happened at Brook
Street while they were away.

They were having coffee in the sitting-room whea telephone rang and
she went to answer it. When she came back, she 'Baidyou, Marina.
David Leigh.’

Marina went into the hall, closing the sitting-roatoor after her. 'Hello,
David. How are you ?'

'Fine, thanks. And you? Enjoyed your trip?'

‘Very much, thank you.'

'l wouldn't have telephoned you so soon exceptltvaiseen a flat which |
think would suit you, and the sooner you look ahé better. Is first thing
tomorrow possible?’

'l should think so. Hold on a moment, would youjlesh check with Pat ?'
But it was James she addressed when she put leeirtedhe sitting-room.
'Would you mind if | took time off , tomorrow momg to look at a flat ?
Only an hour or so.'

'By all means.’

Marina returned to the telephone. 'No obstacleseM/Is the flat?’



'‘Near the Crown Jewels and awkward to find the firse. I'll pick you up
about nine and run you there.'

‘That's very kind of you, David. Till nine, theno@dnight.’

On hearing the arrangement she had made, Jame$'gaido appointments
before lunch tomorrow. If you like I'll come withoy, and give you my

professional opinion.’

To refuse the offer would have been ungraciousshatdoubted if David

would welcome his presence, and she wasn't suteshleadid; not because
she didn't value his advice, but for reasons shié&od analyse.

Soon afterwards James went home, and Pat said,|'Came up while
you're unpacking and hear about Spain ?'

‘Yes, do.'
The first thing Marina unpacked was Pat's preserth which she was
delighted. 'Extravagant girl! I do love nice glov@kank you, my dear. Now

tell me who you met, and what you ate, and whattjiought of Spain.'

Although she asked many questions about the bussside of the trip, Pat
made no reference, even obliquely, to the perssidelof it.

It was Marina who, on a sudden impulse to confidiear, said, 'By the way,
you were wrong.'

‘Wrong?'
'J.S. didn't make a pass.'
Pat looked surprised. 'How unlike him! Maybe heferming at long last.'

'l shouldn't think so. Although | was glad thatmag happened, in a way it's
rather lowering to morale to be the first girl twrt him off rather than on.’



Pat looked thoughtful. 'There are two reasons fmaa not to make a pass.
Either he's not attracted, which is clearly notrisson in your case. You're
a dish by anyone's standards, and even more ssiftgays in the sun.’
'What's the other reason?'

'Instead of straightforward lust, he finds himdelling something more
complex—Ilove.'

Marina blinked at her. 'Oh, that's ridiculous, RhaS8. isn't in love with me."

'Why not? It hits us all sooner or later, even wWamanisers. A bout of
unrequited love could be very good for him.'

'I'm sure you're miles off the mark.’
'His offer to come with you tomorrow supports mgahy.'
'Not necessarily. He's just trying to be helpful.'

‘Time alone will tell, as the song says. Meanwh#&pect you'd like a bath
before you turn in, so I'll say goodnight, and thgau again for the gloves.’

'De nada,as they say in Spain. Goodnight, Pat.'

Punctually at nine two vehicles approached the éauBavid's car and
James's taxi. While he was paying the driver, Mamxplained him to
David.

She sat in David's passenger seat, James behind.

'Why were you so mysterious about where the fl2itdbe asked.

'‘Because if I'd given you the address you migheHaeen put off. It's not a
district which has a salubrious reputation.'



'How did you come to hear of it?"

‘Through a friend of a friend. You'll have to makejuick decision. Once
word gets around, there'll be a score of peopler aft Have you heard
anything from the agents about your grandparefdse’

'No, | was hoping there might be a letter from th&aiting for me. It could
be on the market for months. | wonder if | canaétidging loan?'

‘That'll be no problem,’ said James, from behind'li¢he flat seems a good
investment, and your bank has old- fashioned idbasit lending money to
single women, we would help you.'

She glanced at him over her shoulder, not quite stnat he meant.

She had never been to the Tower of London, wheré&tiown Jewels were
housed, and caught only a glimpse as they passa&eéall of following the
stream of traffic which was crossing the Thamedsbwer Bridge, David
turned the car in another direction, and sudddmy were out of the surge
and bustle of the central parts of London and muwch quieter locality
where the buildings were mostly old and new warskeu

They followed a long narrow street and presentlyiDaarked the car and
led them towards the loading bay of a tall old vaarese. Beside it, not
immediately noticeable, was a small door which hieeked. Inside was a
flight of stairs leading up to another door. Thes dpened before standing
aside for Marina to pass through it first.

She found herself in a large, lofty, empty roomg tteiling and walls
patterned with the shifting luminosities of suntigin water. Almost the
entire end wall was paned with glass, giving a dstand view of the river.
Marina knew instantly that this was where she waiddive.

She turned a shining face to David. 'What a loypége! How much is it?'
He told her, adding, 'But there's no bedroom cthan the little gallery up

there'—indicating a pine gallery reached by a dacustaircase of
white-painted cast-iron in a corner of the room.



'Let's have a look at the kitchen and bathroong' $ames.

The kitchen was as small and compact as a galeyhathroom just large
enough to contain the necessary fittings, with@nar over the bath.

‘There are two other flats above this. One is d-pieterre for a chap who's
abroad most of the time, and the other is occubied young couple with
two small children. So you wouldn't be alone in thalding,” David
explained. 'Had it meant your being here on youn dvshouldn't have
suggested it.'

'It must be lovely at night—the moon on the riv@e lights of the opposite
bank,' said Marina dreamily.

James's thoughts were more prosaic. 'Is there asiape, Leigh?"

There was, and he had to agree the flat was a desstable property, so
near to the centre of London and yet, with its pamic view, so much like
a place by the sea.

'l wonder if there's a horrible stench from the maidlow tide?' he
speculated. 'You'll need to have awnings fittedriivéa At certain times of
day in summer the light off the water could bec@an@incomfortable glare.’

'Yes, and Grandfather's most treasured pieceshani to live at the shady
end of the room or the stringing will spring,’ sigreed.

When they left, and David locked up, he asked hsheé would dine with
him. Then he gave them a lift to the Tower whesythicked up a taxi to go
back to Brook Street while he returned to his effic the City.

'No doubt Leigh is hoping to be invited to someychsme-cooked suppers
once you've settled in," said James, on a notailkdrny, as their taxi sped
along the Embankment.

'l shall enjoy being able to have a party sometjhsbe answered lightly. 'l
should think that room would take twenty peopleamfort. Not that | have
twenty friends yet, but | expect | shall beforeddn



"Twenty acquaintances, perhaps. One is lucky tbtivo or three friends in
a lifetime," he said, rather cynically.

He was looking out of the window at the river astidying his profile for a
moment, it struck her that he was a man whose masiso full of ideas that
he never felt lonely in the way most people didnfrdime to time.
Self-sufficient: that was the term which summedlames Sebastian.

That night, in a quiet corner of an Indonesianaesint, David said, 'l've
been worried about you.'

'Have you? Why?'

'l know it was a business trip, but | had a feel8apastian might try to take
an unfair advantage of you.'

Marina said, rather coolly, 'James behaved impédgcallon't know why
you should think otherwise.’

'I'm delighted to hear it. Are you likely to go abd with him fairly
frequently?’

'l don't know. | hope so. I've always wanted to #ee rest of Europe,
especially Italy.’

'l feel you should treat with caution his suggeasid helping you with any
financial problems you may have.’

‘There shouldn't be any now. The post hadn't colmenw left this morning.
When | got back there was a letter from the agesysg they've had a very
good offer which they think | should accept.’

‘That's splendid news-.'

On their previous dates David had used his cartdmight he had collected
her in a taxi. When Marina asked if the car wadank, he shook his head



but offered no reason for not using it. She fountltbe reason later, on the
way home, when he took her in his arms and kissediith less restraint
than he had on Pat's doorstep.

It was an embrace which she found neither unpleéasan particularly
enjoyable; which was odd considering that he wamnaoae than usually
presentable man, and her grandmother's dependad¢ctoha long time, cut
her off from the lighthearted romances normal todge. In fact only two
men had kissed her since her time at art schoc. l@xa been an Italian
dealer who came regularly to England. He was yamiygood company,
but as she knew him to be married she had madieait that she didn't want
to play extra-marital games with him. The other rhad been a master at a
nearby boys' boarding school who was a collectevaithes. She had liked
his mind and his voice, but had found him unativacphysically, so that
when one day he had followed her into the privaicthe back room, not
wanting to hurt his feelings she had put him osiskng her a second time by
implying that she was already involved with someelse.

'l shall be glad when you've moved to Wapping aaul ask me up for a
nightcap,’ said David presently, leaning back agatine taxi's upholstery
but keeping one arm round her. 'You don't have aarythat | shall ever
overstep the mark. | know you're different from tnaisthe girls one meets
nowadays.'

'How am | different?"

"To put it bluntly, there are a hell of a lot ofrlgiwho, since the Pill has
ended their worries about pregnancy, are quitangilto hop into bed if
one's wined and dined them in reasonable style.'

'From a man's point of view | should have thouglat vas all to the good,’
observed Marina.

'Up to a point. It's fine in one's bachelor yebrs, after a time a chap wants
to settle down, and then it's different. Whateves may have done
ourselves, most of us don't want a wife who's playe field.'



He kissed her again. 'l don't think you've evenedargreat deal of this,' he
murmured in her ear.

‘Not a great deal,’ she agreed. 'Anyway, I'm aeraigrl.'

In the light from a street lamp she saw him sm¥leu're much too feminine
and sweet not to want a private life as well asadggsional one. Not yet,
perhaps, but eventually. We're nearly there." Hadwew his arm and made
a space between them.

A few days later Marina had stopped on her way@Bloane Street to gaze
through Zarach's window at the luxurious avant-gdtdniture for which
the shop was famous, when someone touched herasunsaid, 'Hello,
Marina. Remember me? Chris Arnold.’

She turned and saw a man standing beside her. Blaleat her own age,
with a somewhat shaggy mop of fair hair and a Sol#kyn beard fringing
his chin. For an instant she didn't recognise srtha idol of her art school
days.

'Hello, Chris. How are you?' Her surprise was tiafé&Gomehow it had
never crossed her mind that they might meet agdow they had, he
seemed only moderately good-looking, not the ghke-libeing she

remembered.

'I'm fine, thanks. What brings you to London? dysfor the day?

'Oh, no, I'm living here now. | work for an interidesigner in Brook Street.’
'‘Not James Sebastian?'

'Yes.'

'Lucky girl! I applied for a job there, but I didmget it. I'm withYour Home,

in the department dealing with readers' decorgbragblems. For twenty
pounds they get a folder with snippets of carpetfabric. It's not the job |



want, but it pays the rent until | can find somethwith more scope. Look,
have you time for a coffee ? I'd like to hear haw yanded a plum job like
yours.'

They spent half an hour in a coffee bar, duringclwviarina asked him,
'How is Linda? What's she doing now?'

'Linda ?' he repeated, rather blankly.
'Linda Tarrant, your girl at art school.'

'Oh ... Linda.' Clearly he had to dredge his mentoryecall her. 'l don't
know. We went around for a while, but it wasn'ices, and she didn't finish
the course. She fell for some guy who got a gobdajoroad, and she went
with him. What about your love life? With your lawkdon't suppose you're
still unattached, are you?'

'l am. I'm concentrating on my career. I'm goindg&England's answer to
Gabriella Crespi before I've finished,' she saldrjgly.

'l believe you. Everyone thought you were the gidst likely to make a
name until you had to pack it in when your grantkatdied.’

'Did they?I didn't think so. | should have voted for Linda—sta such
original ideas. Oh, look at the time —I must flyhri3. It has been fun
bumping into you.'

'When can | see you again? How about tonight?’

'I'm not making dates for a while. I'm doing up neyv flat and it takes every
minute of my free time.'

'‘Maybe | could give you a hand. Drilling holes ®awlplugs and so on."

She laughed. 'l don't have to wait for a man toeatong before | can hang
a painting, Chris. | have my own drill, and I'm guhandy with it. But
thanks for offering. In about a month's time g you and ask you to my
flat-warming party.'



'If you don't, I'll ring you, Marina.’'

He clasped her hand for rather longer than wa®mesty, and she left him
knowing that, if time had not cured her of her daife, she could, now,
have realised the daydreams of her time at artadcho

It seemed ironic that Chris, fully trained and watldiploma, should have a
less interesting job. Later in the day she asked Bhe had any information
about him.

Pat checked her files, and said, 'Yes, about aagamhe applied for a job
with Mrs Fox-Lennox. He didn't get it because ski@squeen of snobs and
although he was long on talent he was short orakgcaces. She likes her
assistants to have a public school aura, ignoheddct that it's much more
fashionable to sound and behave as if one had ibettre B stream at a
secondary mod. What's your interest in Christopgtranld?’

'Only that we were at art school together, andt Inra in the street today.'
‘Not a third beau to your string ?'

‘No, | yearned from afar in those days, but not mye. And | have only
onebeau to my string, Pat.'

'So you say, but I've seen J.S. looking at you ha@ certainly not

indifferent, my dear. Besides which he's never bdeswn not to have a
popsie in tow for more than a week or two, anchib'® several months since
he broke it off with his last one.'

'‘Are you necessarily privy to all his personal tielaships?' smiled Marina.

'‘And how! | order the flowers and organise the tleetickets, and book the
tables for two at his favourite restaurants, areldbuble bedrooms at his
favourite country hotels. Now all that has comeato end. Why, | ask
myself?’

'‘Not on my account, Pat. If he were interested | wther than as an
employee, he'd be doing something about it.'



'One would think so, certainly. But it could be ttladter years of merrily
womanising with girls as hedonistic as he is hifée doesn't know how to
go on with someone like you.'

‘A very improbable theory," said Marina dryly.

'Mm, | suppose it is really. The thing is I'd like see him happily settled
down with someone nice instead of racketing arowitd a succession of
flibbertigibbets. At rock bottomhe is too nice for this endless rake's
progress. It's high time someone reformed him yancknow what they say
about reformed rakes being the best husbands.'

'Yes, but I've never believed it.'

Early in March, by which time Marina was instaliednher flat but was not
yet receiving visitors, James sent for her. On @yrite was going to see a
large country house which had been sold by its osyného could no longer
afford it, to a couple who owned a successful hei@tm and intended to
turn the mansion into another.

'It's just a preliminary visit to get the feel dketplace and mull over ideas
before going round it with the new owners when tigey back from the
States. Would you like to come with me?'

'Yes, very much.'
'I'll pick you up about nine.’

Before the weekend the weather, which since tleurn from Spain had
been mainly cold and wet, suddenly relented andlymed a premature
heatwave. When, at five to nine on Sunday mornMagtina locked her

front door and waited for James in the streetgmstof wearing a raincoat
over a warm sweater, she was dressed for a hotndya short wool coat

over her arm in case it turned cooler later.



Somehow she had assumed that James no longer otleedyrey
Rolls-Royce which he had been driving the firstdighe saw him. It was a
surprise to see its imposing bonnet coming towhsis

'l keep it for country motoring,' he explained,reply to her enquiry. 'lt's
easier and cheaper to use taxis for getting abootan. | used to enjoy
driving through France to see my mother and heilyean route to my place
in the south, but it's become absurdly expensiveake a car across the
Channel, and anyway | rarely have time for a laButrip nowadays. My
mother comes to London every autumn to stock up eashmeres at Marks
& Sparks.'

'Who looks after your French place ?'

‘A local woman keeps it aired, and sometimes | lgnd friends. It's an
investment as much as anything. How's your flatingralong? I'm looking
forward to seeing what you've made of it.'

'It should be ready quite soon and then I'll orgara party.’
You're not lonely there on your own?"'

'Oh, no, | love it. Even if the other flats weretlb@mpty? | shouldn't feel
lonely because of the river traffic. But the Bagteithey're the people above
me— are such a nice, friendly couple. They had ensupper the night |
moved in. I'm still virtually camping, with justteed and a table and chair on
the gallery, while | decorate the living-room.'

Presently, she said, 'I'm embroidering a cushimercand | thought Y might
get on with it as we go along. That's if you wottidmind?'

‘Not at all.'
Marina delved into her shoulder bag for a piecéomwn linen canvas

already more than half covered with a zig-zag patteorked in colours
shading from dark to light turquoise, accented withd grass green.



As she threaded her needle with three strandsefdrewel wool, James
glanced at the canvas and asked, 'Where did yon teado Hungarian
Point?'

For an instant his recognition of the stitch swgd her untl she
remembered it was part of his job to know abouigaetembroideries, and
the pattern she had chosen for her cushion, ontaeofyenre known as
bargello or Florentine, was to be seen on chaio®|sand beds in most of
the great houses in England.

'From Jane Logan and her mother. They've both dbeemost lovely
embroideries.’

'Have you ever been to Parham Park in Sussex?’
'No.'

‘There are some magnificent early seventeenth-perflorentine bed
hangings, and a lot of other interesting needlework

'‘As Cleone said, life is too short for all the @pgnone longs to do. When my
flat is finished, | thought I'd spend Sundays gaiagnd all the museums,
but actually it would take a year of Sundays toesesything in the Victoria
and Albert.’

James said, 'Don't miss the Wallace Collection ambhester Square. | often
spend an odd hour there.’

The journey took more than two hours, but seemechnshorter not only
because she had her needlework to occupy her,dmatube, when James
was talking professionally rather than personalihe found him a
marvellously interesting conversationalist.

Driving through a countryside made spring-like ahehseason by the high
temperatures of the past four days, she was rewhinflgoing to country
house sales with her grandfather. She could neweember being bored in
the old man's company, and it was the same witleSam



Her grandfather's hands had been veined and fiekbeulh age, his nails
rather furrowed. He had always worn a gold sigingg on his left little
finger. James wore no rings, and his hands, leah lamown with
well-scrubbed nails, rested lightly on the wheel.

Suddenly Marina found herself wondering what it Wddae like to feel those

long, square-tipped fingers caressing her face.mbment her conscious
mind realised where her subconscious had led hergave herself a mental
shake for falling into such an unwise reverie.

The mansion they were going to see had a lodgeehehere a gardener,
who was still living there, handed over the keyd apened the heavy iron
gates.

They crossed a cattle-grid and drove up a windiigedhrough parkland
where sheep were grazing, most of them with laneashy.

The house which came now into view was a fine seesmth-century
building with a Jacobean south front and a Williana Mary west wing. As
James stopped the car and Marina stepped downtbe tgravelled sweep,
she caught a gust of sweet scent from a drift afissi growing in the long
grass under a Cedar of Lebanon.

Perhaps on a different day the house, denuded!atsafurniture and

paintings, might have had a forlorn atmosphere.aypdvith sunlight

slanting through the panels of mediaeval stainadsginserted into the mul-
lion and transom windows of the Great Hall, it sednmo be tranquilly

awaiting a new phase in its long history.

Beautiful rococo plasterwork designed by JamesePiairthe middle of the
eighteenth century was a feature of the Dining-rpbat the room which
Marina liked best was the Library with its greenrbi@ chimneypiece and
empty bookcases with brass-trellised doors.

It was half past one before they finished exploting attics, the sculleries
and the stable block.



‘Time for lunch," said James, and produced from dapacious boot a
hamper, a ground-sheet and a rug. The latter he gawWlarina with an
armful of cushions, while he carried the hamper adol bag. That flight
of steps with the urns will be the best placejikh he said.

The steps were worn and mossy, and here and thested with golden
lichen. They led from a terrace to a lawn. Jamesagpthe ground-sheet and
rug so that they covered the two lowest steps agavhich he piled the
cushions, making a backrest for her. As she sahdowl stretched her legs,
Marina could not help wondering how many girls hadlined on his
cushions and if, with James, a picnic was usu&iléy grelude to somal
fresco lovemaking. However, while they afadte and salad, and drank
chilled hock, his manner remained as impersondl lagd been since they
set out.

'You can take a major part in this project, Marime, told her, while they
were finishing the meal with apple pie. 'What | giree the owners will want
is for us to recreate the country house atmospdieits most luxe. In that
case | shall leave the selection of all the antjgjeees entirely to you, and if
you like you can handle the private suites whdeal with the public rooms
and the treatment rooms."

'I'd love to tackle the bedrooms,’ she said eag®iyt am | up to it?'

'l believe so. You made an excellent job of therbenhs in Signora Galli's
flat.'

His praise made her glow. Presently he returneddaaar for his notebook.
He was absent for some time, and she began to lieimkust have gone into
the house again. Soon she would join him for arse:émok at the first floor.
But just at the moment it was so pleasant lollmthie hot sun, looking down
towards the lake and the daffodils, that she fliatant to bestir herself.
With a sigh of contentment, she clasped her haetsntd her head and
shifted into an even more recumbent position, nrato linger only five
minutes more.

She must have dozed off for a short time. Whensilee, she found James
had returned. He was lying on the rug close bdsgglooking into her eyes



from a distance of less than a foot. Before shefulfsalert his lips were on
hers.

At first it seemed that he meant only to kiss hghtly, but when after
twenty seconds, his mouth was still covering h&lis, realised he wasjust
teasing, but determined to make her respond.

When she tried to push him away, he didn't reléaséut held her pinioned
beneath the breadth of his shoulders while heethon kissing until her lips
softened and parted.

Some minutes later—minutes of the most blissfukatons she had ever
experienced—Marina mustered her last shred of cammense and
wrenched herself free of his arms.

Trembling, considerably dishevelled, her cheekssh&d, her nerves
tingling, she said, forgetting discretion, 'Befare went to Spain Pat warned
me you would make a pass. I'd begun to think sreewvang in calling you
a wolf. Now [ find she was right. What held you kan our Spanish trip?'

He lounged on one elbow, watching her tidy hersédfsaid lazily, 'In Spain
you didn't want to be made love to.'

She widened her eyes. 'And you think now | do?'

'l know it. I've wanted you for some time and néw mutual,’ he answered.
'Why deny it, Marina? You didn't stop me just noacause you disliked

what | was doing. Your heart was beating with estognt, not revulsion.

You stopped me for some other reason.’

'‘Because | like my job and don't want to have tegi up.'

'Why should you have to?'

"You must know as well as | do that one can't heweorking relationship
and a ... an amorous one.'



'l don't see why not. | should think it's fair taysthat fifty per cent of
marriages begin at work, possibly more.’

'l don't think you're looking for a wife, James.’

'On the contrary, | should like to have a wife aonthe children, but I'd never
marry a girl without being sure we suited each Qthad of that one can
only be certain after living together for a time.’

'l see it differently. To me, living together preveothing except the fact that
one or both people arestiretheir feelings will last. | don't care what other
people do, or if they think me old-fashioned. Ishgive my body to a man
until I've given him my heart.’

'‘And then will you give yourself freely? Or will yohold out for marriage
and a mortgage, and some life assurance in casashen-early coronary?'

'What makes you so cynical?' she questioned.
'Not cynical... realistic. That's the price mostmpay for a wife.'

‘Not for me. All | want is to be loved, and if a mves you he wants to say
"This is my wife" not "This is my girl-friend".’

'What happens if, after you're married, you fintslaeboring lover? Will you
accept it philosophically?'

'l don't think any intelligent man, with a sensenafmour and a reasonable
degree of sensitivity, could be boring as a lokzeke isn't some special skill
which only a few people have. It's a ... a primenatinct we all have.'

‘At least that's your theory.' His eyes were naadand mocking.
Marina flushed, and her chin lifted. 'Whereas yawmehinfinite experience.

But none of it very satisfactory apparently, or yawuldn't still be
unmarried,’ she retorted.



‘The reason I'm a bachelor has nothing to do wak,'she said dryly.
'Providing the girl is attractive and willing, mgjeyment is guaranteed. But
a girl who pleases me in bed is not necessarigtiafactory companion out
of bed. When a man has an excellent housekeeetypf friends, and no
shortage of bedfellows, he can afford to be exgatrhis choice of a wife.'

As she opened her mouth to castigate his arrogdémecemiled and added,
'As you can yourself when it comes to choosingsbhad. Any woman who
can support herself comfortably can look very cailly at men.'

"You make it all sound so cold-blooded!

He sat up and reached out a hand to catch ong@f he

'‘But when my blood was hot, and yours too, you geed,' he reminded her.
Then he pressed his lips into her palm, and shershis eyes a fierce gleam

which made her shiver and quickly pull free hegérs.

"You see ? You're afraid,’ he said softly. "Younyaval instincts are urging
you to come into my arms, but your mind is fullifiibitions.’



CHAPTER FOUR

SHE sprang to her feet and shook out her green catkam. 'If there's
nothing more to be done here, I'd like to go backdndon.’

'‘And waste this lovely afternoon?’
'It's you who've spoilt it!"

"You shouldn't have tempted me by lying on the migan attitude of
abandon.’

'It wasn't intentional,’ she assured him.

'Or if it was, only subconsciously,' he teased her.

Marina ignored this, and began to gather togetieptcnic things.

Tl tell you what," said James, 'we won't go baokLondon yet, but ['ll
promise not to mention the subject again, and we'for a walk and fill our

lungs with country air. How would that be?"

Marina hesitated. It did seem a pity to waste tbeaus afternoon sitting in
a car.

"You really promise?’
'Solemnly.’

He didn't look very solemn, she thought uncertaiBlyt at least she could
make sure he didn't catch her unawares a secoed tim

‘Alright, but hadn't we better take the hamper bacthe car first ?'

Somewhat to her surprise he kept his word, anthrest of the afternoon
his manner was friendly but impersonal. As theplkd about the sunlit
parkland, he talked of the great landscape gardemith whose work he
seemed as familiar as with the history of architextBut they did not talk



all the time, and during their silences, Marinaldawt keep her mind from
reverting to what had happened earlier. That Janmsdd be a thrilling
lover she could not doubt, in view of the pitcheatitement to which he had
swept her in those few tumultuous moments on tige Indeed the mere
thought of his lips and his hands caressing hereraadsy stain creep up her
throat. She had to stoop to examine an unknown fllger in case he
should notice the colour, and guess where her titsuagy.

On the drive home he asked her if she would mirekiplayed some taped
music.

‘Not in the least,’ she said, wondering what kifidnoisic he liked, and
hoping that it wouldn't be too modern and, to hesgediscordant.

The familiar opening notes of Rachmaninov's Piammndérto No. 2
reassured her, and she threaded her needle withamdoworked on her
cushion to the accompaniment of that and other ena#livery much to her
own taste.

'If I tell you my promise still stands, will you oee and have supper at my
flat?' James asked, as they drove down Park Laitiettve trees in the park
very green in the golden light of early evening.

The temptation to see in reality the rooms shedtadied so eagerly in the
pages ofHouse & Gardenwas very strong. But was it stupidly naive to
believe he would keep his word after suppeteux ?

'My housekeeper spends Sunday with her sistervergaks, and she won't
be back until later, but | asked her to leave sbigtin the oven for us,’ he
added.

‘All right, but | don't want to be too late tonighghe said cautiously.
Clearly he knew what was on her mind. His eyes eiezical as he said,

'Home on the dot of nine-thirty, and in bed—alone~tdén. Will that suit
you?'



His flat was in a modern block with an undergrooadpark, and a porter to
keep an eye on everyone who came and went. Jameelsdn the topmost
floor.

Marina was prepared for his hall where the wallsemMeung with grey
flannel on which was superimposed a collectionasfyenineteenth-century
gouache paintings of Italy, the picture postcarfdfe period.

But when they entered the sitting-room she fourad Where, before, there
had been a complex exercise in pattern on patteost of them Oriental,

there was now an exercise in textures and onlycotaur, cream. All that

remained of the previous scheme was a gracefud@jilddian goddess in a
corner under a downlighter. Two large Spanish gitids mirrors gave the

room sparkle, and another touch of gold was theathused to smock the
cream wool cushions of the sofa of knobbly creametv

'So this is where you used my cushions,’ she da&ly pleased to find that
he had adapted her idea for use in his own apattmen

For Jane Logan's drawing-room she had made theotissfrom the same
material as the curtains, and smocked them witlt@ipsilk to pick up the
colour of the walls.

'Yes. They look well, don't you think? Would yokdito go to the bathroom
and freshen up?'

The bathroom had black lacquer walls with the wimtarble heads of

Apollo and Aphrodite in lighted recesses. The t@weére white, bordered

with a Greek key pattern in black. In another redbgre was a music deck
with a record still on the turntable. Evidently ghivas not a visitors'

bathroom but the one which James himself used.

Marina found him laying a table in a corner of Hiing-room.

'When I'm alone, or with only one guest, | eaténdy' he explained.

'‘Can | do anything to help?"



‘There's not much to do. Have a look round," hgssigd.

It was an invitation which she was glad to accept &lthough the room
gave an impression of uncluttered spaciousnes® hed there were
assembled groups of objects which she longed todbm detail.

From her earliest years in his care, her grandfdihd encouraged her to
spend her pocket money on pictures at a time wioed girawings and

watercolours could often be picked up for penceitSa@s with particular

interest that she studied the collection of picturassed on one wall.

Presently James brought her a glass of wine, dad¢héo the history of some
of them, including a fine naval battle scene whigh had bought as a
schoolboy.

Talking about pictures carried them through a suppeasseroled chicken
and salad, followed by Scots oatmeal biscuits artbus cheeses.

‘Just time for coffee, and then we must be offd 3ames, checking the time
by his watch.

So far he had kept his word so scrupulously thatiddacould almost

believe she had dreamt the interlude on the rugvalé only when he

delivered her to her door, and said goodnight, shatknew by the glint in
his eyes that in spite of his decorous mannetfepgst hour or two, he did
not consider his promise binding indefinitely.

Later, lying under the weightless warmth of her mwet, she thought that,
if he had not kissed her, it would have been aggéday. Or if he had not
been her boss. Or if she hadn't known he madeiadfab Or if he had not
made it clear that with him a kiss was always duoleto bed.

Too many ifs, she thought drowsily.



One morning she found on her desk an airmail lettdr a French stamp.
The address was written in a handwriting she didrecognise, yet which
she felt she had seen before.

Inside was a single sheet of expensive white pwjér the address of a
chateau die-stamped on it. Above this, written by hand,swaom
Vicomtesse Daubraylhe letter begatMy dear Marinaand, even more
puzzled, she turned it over to see the signatienne.

We returned to Champfleuri last wedke Frenchwoman had writtemhere
weshall have two months of comparative peace befaréddurists descend
on our Camping in droves. We shall remain herel late October, and if
you should find yourself in this part of France,@nne to spend a few days
with us. The campers do not occupy attention. It would give me the
greatest pleasure to show you the treasures whoeimhot take with me on
our winter expeditions.

The rest of the letter described various amusieglents during the latter
part of their time in Javea, and ended,abfthe people we met there, you
and James yl/ere by far the most stimulating.

Later in the day Marina went up to James's offaceetl him she had heard
from Cleone.

'So have |,' he said.

'‘Apparently we were wrong in surmising they migat be married. It seems
they're one couple whavelived happily ever after.’

'Or it may be their second or third marriage, ameté hasn't been time for
the gilt to wear off the gingerbread yet.’

Chilled by his cynicism, she changed the subjeca toroblem she was
having with her part of the health farm project.

That night, curled on her window seat, she answetgbne's letter,
thanking her for the invitation to visit Champfleand expressing the hope



that if Cleone and Victor came to London they wodide with her at
Wapping.

| can't tell you how much | love my little flat leeloy the rivershe wrotel
feel so lucky to have a fascinating job, and a @latmy own where | can do
exactly as | please. | couldn't be happier.

Having written this last sentence, she paused.dperht wasn'guite true.
There were times when it would have intensified happiness to have
someone with whom to discuss the events of theSimyeone who, if a bad
dream or a strange noise woke her in the night|dvbe there, warm and
reassuring. Someone to share her breakfast grapeind The Timesand
the lovely first movement of Tchaikovsky's only Moconcerto which she
liked to play every morning while her coffee wasqoéating.

She turned her thoughts back to her letter, andaraten Cooking, which
used to be a problem because of my grandmothditaitiedigestion, is now
great funwhen the telephone rang.

'Marina Linwood.'

‘James here. It's just occurred to me, Marina,yball need a day off when
your flat is ready for your furniture to be delieer If you have it delivered
on a Saturday, they'll charge you overtime ratedixsit for a weekday.'

‘Thank you, I will.'
‘Goodnight.’

Before she could answer, he had replaced his receédhe wondered what
had made him think of her in the middle of the engnlit was possible that
he, too, was acknowledging Cleone's letter to him.

The day when her furniture came was a very hapgyfonher. She had
already worked out where everything was to go,saruth pieces as the room
would not hold she was leaving in store. To sahthunless she needed the
money, would be folly in view of the continuing appiation in the value of



antique furniture, and one day she might have getahome where
everything could be accommodated.

Meanwhile her room by the river was a perfect sgttor the smaller pieces
such as the single width bureau bookcase, its redrdoor indicating that it
belonged to the early part of the eighteenth cgritefore the introduction
of glazed doors.

Unlike most antique dealers of his generation, Anlglerryweather had had
a taste for French furniture at a time when it was$ greatly sought by
English customers. When a fine piece had come ais thie had kept it for
himself, and had slept in a boat-shaped bed wih bkcrolled ends, fit for
Napoleon. This, fitted with squabs and piled withslions, Marina
proposed to use as a sofa.

When the removal men had gone, she got out heemuahd a tin of her
grandfather's special beeswax polish, and spemioan or more lovingly
rubbing up the fine patina which in storage hadbez a little dulled.

More than once, as she rubbed with an arm whictetweeesting more often
than it had in her shopkeeping days, a reminisseriie curved her mouth.
She was remembering her grandfather's idiosyncrasi@, in particular, his
detestation of too much restoration.

In the days when the fine antique furniture knowgaalite de musekad
been comparatively plentiful, many a piece from Werryweather's shop
had made its next public appearance at the anneatanof all antique
lovers, the Grosvenor House Fair. Often accompanyier grandfather
round the Fair, Marina had heard him give a sniartitation as he spotted a
piece which had left his hands in what he consuipexfect condition, and
had since been over-restored for the benefit oélmiwho were attracted to
such furniture by its value rather than its beauty.

The last time they had been to the Fair togethenvhath at coming upon a
fine sideboard which had been made to look untaliblyeime had led him
to harangue the young man in charge of the stand.



‘The last time | saw that piece it was the finedelsoard which had ever
come into my keeping. Look at it now! It might haween made yesterday.
Go to Hatfield, to Chatsworth, to Blickling—go toyaof England's great
houses and study the furniture in them. You'll méwl it in this condition,
any more than you'll find a woman of sixty with acé as smooth as my
granddaughter's. In my opinion you've ruined it!

With which pronouncement he had left a ruffled ygpunan and various
amused onlookers, and had stumped off to the nartisfollowed by an
embarrassed Marina.

As her social circle was small and her living-rogpacious, she had the idea
of making her house-warming partjrlarger by aslsoge of her guests to
bring a guest with them.

Most of her preparations were made when, shortigredunch-time on the
Saturday of. the party, Jane Logan arrived by Bixe was staying the night.
Robert was abroad that weekend, and her motherinvabarge of the
children.

Her reaction to the decor was enthusiastic. ‘thelly, Marina ... simply
lovely!" she exclaimed, looking round the huge roatmch now had its
ceiling and walls painted a soft olive green grdlgushading in places to
turquoise.

Marina had achieved this effect, so subtle as motbé noticeable
immediately, with the aid of a paint spray. Thelingiwas matt, but the
walls she had varnished so that vague impressios@noe of the objects in
the room were reflected in their glossy surfaces fibor was covered with a
medium-toned olive carpet which, at the river ehthe room, continued up
the side of a range of low storage lockers. Becasi$®rizontal surface was
covered with an antique Persieenarahor runner, and piled with more than
twenty cushions in every shade of green, this wwdeat was reminiscent
of an oriental divan.

'What are these trees?' asked Jane, touchingabeslef one of two slender
trees which had their containers concealed by latgker baskets.



‘They're Japanese maples. I'm told they grow welbors and | like them
better than ferns or pot plants.’

Jane's eyes went up to the gallery where the fofdabe Persian rugs which
Marina had inherited concealed the rather unat#adbalustrade while
displaying their own mellow beauty safe from dambge&oo much sun or
sharp heels. The wall at the back of the gallerg wbnost completely
concealed by bookshelves and paintings, and bytltaywo single beds
looked like sofas rather than beds.

After a light lunch, Jane helped Marina with the fiemaining preparations,
and then they relaxed by the window until it wasdito dress.

'l asked James to come an hour earlier than tlegobecause | want him to
see the room before it's full of people," Marinplained, as she put on her
party dress of violet chiffon with Indian gold tlak embroidery round the
neck and down the outside of the sleeves.

Jane was wearing a silk skirt patterned with cfimalers on a chocolate
ground, and chocolate cobweb- knit sweater withoaé cowl collar.

Punctually at the time at which Marina had askedekato come, the bell
rang. Going down the narrow staircase to opentteetsdoor, she wondered
whether his guest would be male or female.

She found him standing on the pavement with a maresyears older than
himself whom he introduced as John Lloyd. Jamescaaying something
swathed in tissue paper which, upstairs, he preddnother.

As she took it from him she could feel it was a@dplant. She took off the
protective tissue and found a particularly fine t@hazalea, one of the few
house plants she liked. The weight of its pot haggssted that it was
earthenware, but in fact it was a very pretty Frelooking cache-pot, larger
than the plant's own plastic pot.

'It's charming. How very kind of you!'



Jane emerged from the kitchen and, having shakedshaith both men,
took John Lloyd's coat and asked him whether héepesl white or red
wine. When planning the party, Marina had decideat to give people a
free choice of drinks would not only strain her getbut make refills more
complicated than if wine alone was available.

As she took James's raincoat, she saw him begintmicgst a critical eye at
the decor. She gave him a glass of red wine, anttraglace for his present
by raising the side-leaves of a Sheraton butl&estwhich had been one of
her grandfather's favourite pieces. Then she kstén Jane's conversation
with Mr Lloyd and tried not to watch James's expi@s as he viewed the
room from different points.

It was Jane who, as he strolled back to them, 2ot 't you think she's done
a super job? I don't know how it was before, litirik all these greens upon
greens are beautifully restful.'

'Yes, but | expected it to be cleverly done. Marlms great flair,” he
answered, looking at Jane. Then, turning to MarfMay | see the gallery?'

'Of course.' She made a gesture towards the spaiatase.
'Won't you come with me?"

She received the impression that he wanted to sfedler privately, a
nuance not lost on Jane, who said tactfully, 'Cameé see the view, Mr
Lloyd. What part of London do you live in?' and leich away towards the
window.

Presently, looking at her paintings, James saadawered voice, 'Lloyd is a
widower—a rather dull but decent type. He and Rghtrsuit each other. If
they seem to take to each other, do what you céelfmthings along will
you ?'

For once it was her turn to mock him. ‘Do you doclmumatchmaking,
James?'



‘That boy of Pat's will need a man around in ayears' time,' he answered
seriously. 'It can be difficult for a woman to copith a teenage son. | don't
want to lose a first-class secretary, but | likedkDWilson and, when he
knew he had no chance of recovering, he asked tkeejp an eye on her.'

'Yes, of course I'll help,’ she agreed.

His seriousness changed to a retaliatory gleanu Wauldn't have come up
here, to your bedroom, with me if the others hatda&n present, would
you?'

She said lightly, 'I'm an old-fashioned girl. | sitabthink twice about asking
any man here on his own, upstairs or downstairs.’

"Your parents should have given you one of thostratt-virtue names the
Puritans liked. Prudence or, better still. Chastitde took in the clinging
violet chiffon. 'Puritans should wear Puritan ckghin that you look more
like one of Krishna's favourites.’

To her relief, the bell rang and she excused Heisanswer it. The arrival
was Pat, accompanied by a man whom she introdwcédea Macdonald.

Soon people were arriving in rapid succession fefdre long the party was
going in full swing. David's guest was his godmotlaend Chris brought a
girl from the art department &four Home.

Marina had always disliked parties at which thedfamnsisted of an
abundance of mouthful-sized snacks of conflictiegdurs, and she knew
that if people ate standing up they were more yikeldrop bits and tread
them into her new carpet. As her cooker had a dootén, she had baked a
big batch of jacket potatoes in the upper oven anthe lower, pieces of
chicken in a crisp, buttery coating of crumbs amibk. She had also
prepared two large bowls of green salad, and ttifesrent sauces.

At nine she asked them all to find a seat, andendane distributed napkins
and knives and forks, she served everyone withkehi@and a potato and
asked them to help themselves to salad and sanroélfie table in the centre
of the room. With the aid of David and James whatweund refilling



glasses, the supper was quickly served, and foima the babel of
conversation subsided as people concentrated orfdbd.

Marina ate her own supper sitting on a Regencyl tpthe sofa on which
the girl from Your Homewas sandwiched between Alex Macdonald and
Mary Baxter from the upstairs flat. While the twolg chatted, Marina
talked to Alex and discovered that the reason wWigylead not encountered
him during her time as Pat's lodger was becausebken engineer working
in the Middle East with a long leave once a year.add Dick Wilson had
been at school together and, being unmarried atitbuti a parental home,
Alex had often spent part of his leaves with thés@fis.

As men seemed always to enjoy the sweet puddinghiwiomen tended to
shun, Marina had prepared a choice of pears coakedine with a

low-calorie, yoghurt-based dressing, or a rich ajmbey gateau with
chocolate sauce.

She ate her pear on the gallery with Robert Lloywb wpredictably, was
tucking into gateau. She found him lacking in humoand far less
forthcoming than Alex.

At half past eleven the Baxters, who had a baligrsihad to leave, and by
midnight the party was breaking up.

'Where's James?' she said to Jane, when it sebatdtetwas the only guest
to whom they had not said good night. Robert LIbgd accepted the offer
of a lift with Pat and Alex.

'In the bathroom, presumably,’ said Jane.

But, to Marina's astonishment, they found him ie Kitchen, wearing her
plastic Martini label apron and getting on with thkiashing up.

'l shouldn't have suspected you of being any wagnakticated,’ she
exclaimed.

'It doesn't call for any great skill to wash a fdishes,' he said dryly.



He stayed until one and, when he left, he kissew'dahand. 'It's been a
pleasure to meet you again, Mrs Logan. Goodnight.'

To Marina, he said, ‘Come up to my office on Mondagrning. There's
something I'd like you to see.’

'I'l remember. Thank you for helping.' She held lber hand to him.

He took it, and held it in his while he bent andgad her lightly on both
cheeks, Spanish-fashion.

'He's in love with you, Marina,' said Jane, whernaé left them. 'He hardly
took his eyes off you all night.'

‘That's libido, not love," Marina said wryly. 'Heants to take me to bed, but
| don't want to be taken, and he's not used ts gaying no.'

'l don't know how you can resist him.’

'Perhaps | wouldn't if he were not my boss. Did yesist, Jane, before you
met Robert? Don't tell me if you don't want tes jtist that sometimes | have
the feeling that I'm the last girl in England whiegnging on to her virginity,
and perhaps it's stupid of me."

'Oh, no, | think lots of girls are, only they dolikte to admit it for fear of
being mocked by the trendies. A lot depends onsopatents, some of
whom seem frightened of laying dovamy moral guidelines. My parents
were never in the least afraid of propounding tle#as to me. Probably
she's never discussed it in front of you, but mythapo is violently
anti-pill—not only the contraceptive pill, but trqullisers and sleeping
tablets. When someone dies, she thinks it's tgrmblong to give their
husband or wife a sedative, instead of letting thent their grief in the old
way. As forthe Pill, she thinks it's a boon to the unintelligemasses and
people who drink too much, but wrong for intelliggreople. | remember
her saying to me, "So silly and dangerous to ieterfvith nature in order to
make a fortune for the people who manufacture drdgding. Sensible
people planned their childrgmearsbefore pills were invented." '



Marina smiled. Jane's mother was a woman whoseaiornzce was always
mild, but whose views were forthright and firm.

'However, to answer your question, yes, | did téslane went on. 'But not
after Robert and | became engaged. He's been mgrahenly lover, but |
don't think I've missed anything by not going tal lvgth anyone else.’

What did you think of David?' asked Marina.

'Hard to judge on one meeting. A little humourlpsshaps. That's James's
great charm, of course—the quick reaction to amghlightly amusing, and
the way he keeps his face straight and laughshistleyes.'

'His humour is not as attractive when he's lauglahgne," Marina said
dryly.

'He teases you because he likes you. What wasyihegda you when you
were up on the gallery with him beforehand? | restigou shot down the
stairs to answer the door at the double.’

'He was telling me that | ought to be called Chgséind that this dress didn't
match my puritanical nature.’

'No, it covers but doesn't conceal,' Jane agreitd, angrin. 'Better not wear
it to dinecl deuxwith him." She laughed. 'In fact, better not dandeuxif
you mean to withstand the siege.’

'Itisn't likely to last long. He must meet lotsgufrgeous girls, and he'll soon
lose interest in me when someone more co-operatosses his path.’

'Mm ... maybe. But men with an appetite for womeayrhoe like collectors.
You know how it's always the thing which odieln't buy which sticks in the
mind. With men of the Casanova type, perhapshi€gtrl who said No who
haunts them long after they've forgotten the wgllones.’

They went to bed and slept late the following mogniwaking to find the
river sparkling in the sun.



'If one must live in London, this is certainly thkace to be,' remarked Jane,
eating grilled kippers at a table by the windowd amatching a launch
passing in the direction of Greenwich.

She had brought only a small overnight case. Aghiney walked to the taxi
rank on Tower Hill where they hugged goodbye, aartedeparted to catch
her train back to the country.

Marina spent the rest of the afternoon writingeettof thanks for the many
housewarming presents she had received. She waer rdisturbed to
discover that the cache-pot holding the white azaas not, as she had
assumed, a clever reproduction, but an antiqueméconsiderable value.

On Monday morning she asked Pat to tell her wheredavas free, and then
she went to his office to find out what it was hanted to show her.

'It was this,' he said, opening a drawer, and priodpa colour perspective.

It was a perspective of her room, seen from thedawnend, and it was
uncannily like the room as it was. He had givendahtire drawing a wash of
blue-green watercolour, and then with opaque gedttouched in the white
spiral staircase and various pieces of furnitutewds not her furniture
because that he had not seen until her housewariingt was antique
furniture positioned almost exactly as she hadguldter main pieces.

He came round the desk to stand beside her andolmkher shoulder. It
seemed likely that you would have some good rimgs said, tapping his
pencil on the balustrade of the gallery which, lilez, he had concealed with
Persian rugs.

'When did you do this?' she asked.

'The day | came with you to see the place. It@ranfof doodling with me.’

'May | keep this doodle?"



'By all means.’
'Will you sign it for me ?'

He took the drawing from her, and laid it on hisklevhile he signed and
dated the lower left corner. As he handed it baeksaid, 'An interesting
example of professional rapport. It confirms mylifeg that we ought to
establish an equally strong personal rapport.’

She ignored this, and said, 'lt took me a long timdecide on that colour
scheme. You knew at once what it needed.’

'‘But you don't trust my judgment in any sphere pothan design?'

She gave him an appealing look. 'l wish you wou)eéspecially not here at
work.'

'Will you have dinner with me next Friday?'

She was about to refuse when he added, Ndeux.I'm giving a small
dinner party for an American architect and his wifieo are always very
hospitable when I'm in the States, and I've algedé&ucia Ashton and her
husband. | think you'll like her.'

'I'm sure | shall." The Lucia boutiques in BeauchaRlace and Lower
Sloane Street were two of her favourite shops,sr&couldn't turn down
the chance to meet the creator of a recognisaplie ist both clothes and
furnishings. "Thank you. What time?"

'Seven-thirty, but if you like, to save you goingck to Wapping, you can
bath and change at my place. | shan't be thererdoefeven, but my
housekeeper will look after you.'

‘Thank you, but I think | would rather go home."
At lunch-time, Marina went to the fabric departmehtlohn Lewis where

she bought a Vogue pattern for a voluminous eveskig, and six metres
of rustling black taffeta. It took her two evenintgsmake the skirt which,



the following Friday night, she wore with a beauitiseventy-year-old
blouse of white silk chiffon and lace. Her shoesememerald satin court
shoes to which she had added a pair of antique paskles, and she wore
stockings to match. Her jewellery was her mothengrald engagement
ring, and her grandmother's pearls and pearl- dangings. Over the blouse
she wore a black wool jacket she had made hevsigif fox cuffs from furs
which her grandmother had worn in the 1930s.

Because there had been nowhere to park a car'atBase, and because it
seemed unlikely to pass many more MOT tests, Mahad sold her
grandfather's shabby estate car. However, althebhghhad no garage at
Wapping, there was ample unmetered street parkidgan her way to the
dinner party by taxi, she debated buying a litdeto use in the evenings and
at weekends. But as most of her dates were withdDatio fetched and
returned her, and she was not living in a placeciyhin summer, would
make her long to escape into the country, a camedean unnecessary
expense for the time being.

James opened the door, and hung her coat in aaedceupboard in the

hall. Then he took her hand and led her into hisxgiroom where his four

other guests, one of whom Marina would have resmghby her dress even
if she had not seen photographs of her in magazmee standing in a

group by the fire.

Had she been of a shy disposition, Marina wouldehappreciated his

gesture of taking her hand as they entered a robenereveryone there was
a stranger to her. But as she had never found ngepéiople an ordeal, she
felt that their clasped hands might give a falsgression of their

relationship, and the possibility that she might tken for his latest

girl-friend did embarrass her.

'Marina’, this is Kay and Jake Michener, and Luid Bill Ashton.'

She shook hands. They were drinking champagnesadanaes turned away
to fill a glass for her, Lucia Ashton said, 'Justdse you arrived James was
telling us about your lovely river room at Wappimiss Linwood. This is
the first time Bill and | have dined here since déamedecorated, and those
clever smocked cushions were the first thing | cemtiwhen we came in.



They are your idea, | understand. | wish I'd foyod before James did. |
used to do all the designing myself, but now thatlnsiness is expanding
into the provinces I'm looking out for other desgh who are on my
wavelength. However, James saw you first, and I'tvapoil a beautiful
friendship by trying to lure you away from Brook&it!'

They had dinner at the table which was one of thest's most famous
designs; an octagon with a hinged centre leaf wkatthed down out of

sight, reducing the table to a hexagon for smaligm Marina sat between
Bill and Jake and opposite James who had Kay onidtisand Lucia on his
left.

The Americans appeared to be in their fifties, idag had her iron-grey hair
cut very close to her small, shapely head. Sheweasing a caftan of fine
white tweed with a dramatic necklace of silver-ged silver plaques.

Lucia was wearing one of her inimitable designbillawing dress of pale
grey silk crepe-de-chine patterned with lines oétpp written in lipstick
colours, the last letter of each line becoming &l @& colour ending with an
applique gold or silver lipstick case. At the ndtle soft material was
gathered into a ruffle narrowly bound with scadik, and the full sleeves
had similar ruffles. It was typical of the easyear, undating dress with a
touch of nonsense about it, which had made hehetoso popular with
women who could afford them.

During dinner the shape of the table encouragedpgomnversation, but
afterwards they broke into pairs, Kay with Billpdes with Jake, and Marina
with Lucia, who talked about the change in womattitude to their clothes
since the days when to go to a party and find sometse in an identical
dress was a disaster.

'‘Now, as long as everybody recognises the dressZandra Rhodes or a
Gina Fratini or a Lucia Ashton, and knows that itsthhave cost a lot, that's
all that matters.’

Presently Kay, having caught sight of Marina's shoekles, came over to
ask where she might be able to buy a pair like theamd the talk turned to
London's antiqgue markets.



As they all had a number of common interests treniengy passed swiftly,
and it was not until the Ashtons said they musthgt Marina realised how
late it was.

'‘Could you ring for a taxi for me, please?' sheedskames.
'I'll run you home after I've dropped Kay and Jakéheir hotel.’
'Oh, no, please. I'm so out of the way, and itlyaah't necessary.'

‘They're at the Savoy. Your place is not so mudéu. | shouldn't dream of
letting you go in a taxi at this time of night.’

He had made it impossible to argue. She realisedsBbuld have foreseen
this eventuality and kept a close eye on the tided she left at half past
eleven, with the excuse of having to get up eamydrrow, he would have
had to call a taxi or break up the party.

Although determined to resist his attempts to caonfer a nightcap, she had
no choice but to accept the offered lift.

On the way to the Savoy, Jake sat in front nexiames, and Kay talked
about her three grown-up children. Marina triedigten attentively, and to
ignore her mounting trepidation, but afterwardssh@d remember little of
what the older woman had told her.

'‘Come in for a nightcap,' Jake invited, when thegched the Savoy Hotel.

Marina saw Kay give him a glance of wifely amuseme@tearly she sensed,
if he did not, that their host had other fish tp fr

'No, I think we'll be on our way, thanks. It's aftme, and | like to be in bed
by two if possible,’ said James.

Marina felt sure Kay was thinking: In whose bedidnder ?



They exchanged goodnights and while the Americampleoentered the
hotel, James put her into the passenger seatuttrefee that her skirt was
not caught by the door.

"You and Lucia seemed to hit it off very well,' feenarked, as they emerged
from the hotel's forecourt into, the Strand. 'Shesmit joking, you know,
when she said she would offer you a job if it didmean poaching from me.’

'l wonder if she might give Chris a trial," Marigsaid thoughtfully.
'Chris being the boy with the beard whom | met Janigfly at your party?"

'Yes, he's working on Youdome,but there isn't much scope for his talent
there.'

'He'd be wise to shave off that damned-fool beagtbre seeking an
interview with Lucia,' James answered dryly.

She could tell that Chris had not made a favourabpgession on him, and
said, rather defensively, 'As you say, he's yolxdjyou never grow a beard
at his age?'

'No, my youthful follies were not sartorial.'

There was something in his tone which made her eoifgerhaps as a boy
he had made a fool of himself over a woman, antivtha the reason for his
present attitude to the opposite sex.

Soon they were passing the Tower. Her tensionase@ At half past one in
the morning, the shadowy streets of Wapping haelesie atmosphere. In a
way, she was glad she was not being set down lay avbich might drive
away before she had unlocked her door. Since mawinghe had studied
the history of the district and discovered thatplethe building of the first
inshore dock in 1800, gangs of thugs had stolenctlrygoes from ships
moored on the river. Near Tunnel Pier there had l@eexecution dock
where the corpses of seamen who had been hangeddfscipline were
fastened by chains to dangle over the mud un#&l &dd wind rotted their
remains. Once safely inside her river room it wasyeto forget the



neighbourhood's macabre past. But even today itheaia part of London
which she would have cared to walk at night withdlw comforting
presence of a tall, fit man.

James stopped the Rolls at her door, and walkeddrolie bonnet. As
Marina stepped on to the pavement, he said, "Wyaoldlike me to come
upstairs while you switch on your lights and ses #verything's in order?'

With anyone else she would have taken the offeitsatace value: the
courteous suggestion of any mannerly man when geeimoman home to
an empty flat in a capital city where burglarieg@veot uncommon.

With James it seemed best to be blunt. 'No, thawk' ghe said, politely but
firmly.

She had left on the light over her door, and haelaaly found her key. He
held out his hand to take it from her, and somewiehictantly she
surrendered it; although once again it was a ceurghe would have
accepted without misgiving had David or Chris besh her.

James unlocked the door and pushed it open. Asolod $ack for her to
pass, she held out her hand for the key, and Sdidnk you ... and thank
you for a delightful evening. | enjoyed it immensel

'‘As we all enjoyed looking at you.' As the key cfpath hands, he pulled her
to him. 'Are you really more afraid of me than afiatruder who might be
lurking upstairs?’

'I'm quite sure there isn't one. Please let me go.'

'Don't tell me you don't allow Leigh to kiss youagimight.' As he spoke, he
stretched his free arm to switch off the light otlee lintel. With his lips
close to hers, he said softly, 'If I'd been inteigdio stay, | should have
turned off my lights." And then she was crushetisochest, and his mouth
was on hers in a kiss altogether more demanding Breevid's kisses ever
were. When he let her go, he said, 'Now stay thdriée | nip upstairs to
assure myself that all's well." He switched on ltgkt over the stairs and
went up them two at a time.



Marina leaned limply against the wall, her heaudithing wildly.

He was gone for only a few moments. Watching himealown the stairs,
she braced herself for another shattering embrace.

This time James didn't touch her. Smiling, he s&derything shipshape.
Up you go. Sleep tight!" He moved the catch onlbek to the locked-fast
position. Then he stepped into the street and dlds=door.

Marina spent all the next morning thinking abow thght before. She had
meant to go for a browse in the Portobello Market, instead stayed at
home dusting and polishing her furniture, and bnogcabout James to
whom, after lunch, she wrote a letter of thanksterdinner party.

On Monday she collected from the framer the sigre&dpective which, that
night, she hung on the wall below a Holderman de$yg a room in the
apartments of the Grand Duchess Stephanie in theniam Palace in
1860.

James was away for the first three days of the yawk she was grateful for
the respite from his disturbing presence.

On Wednesday night David took her to the theathe. fbllowing weekend
he was spending a night with his parents, and a$lsé@ would come with
him.

'My mother's been asked to take a party to a fuading dance, and she
wants me to bring a partner,’ he explained.

On Thursday and Friday James was at Brook Straetylarina was never
alone with him. On Saturday she packed her blaffletéa skirt and a
different top, and at mid-morning David fetched.her

They had lunch at a riverside pub, and arrivedsahbme about tea-time. It
was a Queen Anne manor house.



Marina had expected his mother and sister to beimidte Jane Logan and
her mother, and was taken aback when she foundlheeing introduced to
two very tall, strapping women whose make-up cdedi®f lipstick, and
whose unvarnished, neglected nails suggestedibataok little interest in
their appearance. She soon discovered that Mrdisaggeatest interest was
v her kitchen garden and freezer, while Penelopemasabout horses.

However, they seemed to accept her without resana although she was
given a bedroom with some of the most hideous \&pkp she had ever
seen, at least the bathwater was hot and plentiful.

Brigadier Leigh, whom she met when she went dowdinoer, surprised

her by being a rotund figure, inches shorter tharsbn, and dwarfed by his
Amazon wife whom he had met when she was an officéhe women's

services during the second world war.

Rather to her surprise, Marina found herself placext to him at dinner
and, even more surprisingly, he turned out to keravledgeable collector
of military portrait miniatures and regimental loises.

‘Tomorrow I'll show them to you, m'dear," he proaais

In David's car, on the twelve-mile drive to the danhe said, 'You seemed
to be making a great hit with my father during é&inn suppose you were
talking about his miniatures.'

'Yes. In the morning, he's going to show them td me

'Don't let him monopolise you completely. | wantreotime with you, too.
You've made another conquest with Penelope.’

'Really? | should have thought she'd despise medbbeing able to ride.’

'‘No, under the horsey exterior, Penny's ratherlaevable creature. She's
always been a great beanstalk, which narrows #ld fvhere men are
concerned, and as you can see neither she norWaniach fashion sense.'
He glanced sideways at her. 'You always look ierrifhose big fur cuffs
make your hands look even more small and deliddtey remind me of a



song one of my ancient great-aunts used to singwhas a small boy.' He

paused. 'It was called "Pale hands | loved besidé&halimar”.

As Marina knew that her hands were capable-lookatiger than fragile, she
was rather disconcerted by this uncharacteriséicgpof romanticism on his
part. It made her wonder suddenly if she had beeuadht to his home not
merely as a partner for the dance but for his gareninspect a prospective
life partner.

She said, 'l think your sister could look stunnirghe dramatised her height
instead of trying to camouflage it. Her dress tbihig very pretty, but those
pastel flowers don't do as much for her as a sgiklain colour would. Her
figure is very well proportioned.’

'l wish you would tell her that, and give her sonirets about how to make
the best of herself. I'd be sorry to see her orshiedf, being browbeaten by
Ma for the rest of her life. Don't misunderstand Mg mother's a dear, but
one needs to stand up to her and, except wherbdnees are concerned,
Penelope isn't assertive.'

The dance was being held in a beautiful Greek RéWiguse which, Marina
discovered during the evening, was the small stai@ine which James had
once said that David was likely to inherit. In féo¢ owner of the house was
his mother's brother whose son had been drowned sailing accident.
When David introduced her to his uncle and his dyninarriage, she no
longer doubted that she was being viewed as thalpesride of their heir.
Otherwise why should they question her about hegra ?

Most of the time she danced with David, but becawesly all the people
there seemed to know each other, there were sesarasions when other
young men asked to be introduced and were allowedrry her off for one
dance.

It was her conversations with them which made tegirbto suspect that
there had been an element of masquerade in Daeld®onship with her.

She had thought of him as a London person, butineeemed that in spite
of his job in the City he was very much a countrgmédnose chief pleasures
were not, as she had supposed, going to the thaadrelining at gourmet



restaurants, but shooting, and riding with the llbeariers. Seen through the
eyes of friends who had known him all his life,un&s not the David Leigh
she knew but someone quite different.

The dance went into the small hours, and once metahe caught herself
wondering how James was spending the weekend hamdrtg how much
more she had enjoyed the dinner party at his faat was her natural
milieu; the world of people like the Ashtons, netéwhere even the women
discussed field sports.

Penelope, having no partner, had arrived and goneelwith her parents,
and the house was in darkness when David and Magtaened. He insisted
she must have a hot drink and took her into thehkit, which she thought
the nicest room in the house. In the drawing- raomd dining-room the
furniture was good, but the soft furnishings werehject lesson in how not
to combine pattern with pattern.

Are you tired ?' he asked, as he lifted the cor@nfone of the hotplates of
the Aga, and put a pan of milk on it.

‘Not now. | expect | shall be tomorrow. What tisebreakfast?'

'‘About nine usually. Ma has a widow woman fromhkge who comes in
to help in the mornings. She could bring you upag &t nine-thirty or ten.’'

'‘Goodness, no! | shouldn't dream of being so léltype down at nine with
the rest of you.'

While they were talking he had found two mugs antinaof drinking
chocolate. Now, waiting for the milk to heat, hd pis arms round her and
said, 'There's something I've been wanting to ask lgut | felt | shouldn't
until you'd been down here and met my people. Thiex you're a darling.
You like them, don't you?'

'Yes, very much,' Marina replied, but she knewaisva white lie. She had
something in common with his father, but she knae/\would never enjoy
the society of his mother and sister as she didahdane and her mother.



He looked pleased. 'l expect you can guess whalehaing up to. | want
you to marry me. You wouldn't have to give up ymly, at least not for a
year or two. My place in town is pretty basic, gbdught I'd move in with
you and buy a cottage near here for weekends.'

Without giving her time to reply, he began to Kies.

She realised then that she should never have alldkesr relationship to
reach this point. She did not and could never lowe. At first she had
thought that she might, but that was largely beedneshad gone out of his
way to be a pleasant companion, and before thikemeeshe had not seen
the gulf between his interests and inclinations laers.

However, it was not necessary for her to put anterids embrace. Clearly
David had a strong strain of his practical, no-mmse mother in him. He
had not forgotten the milk he had left on the haitigl

Watching him pour it into the mugs, Marina thougdt even if she had
loved him, the very act of breaking off a kiss wiitie girl to whom he had
just proposed would have seeded a doubt-in her thiadthey could- live
happily together.

James, kissing a girl he truly loved, would hauwgddten the milk, forgotten
everything, as would the girl in his arms.

James!With a sudden flash of self-knowledge, Marina grdeed a fact
which had been known to her subconscious for same, tbut which only
now came clearly to the surface of her consciouslmilot only did she not
love David: she had fallen in love with James.

"You look rather dazed, darling,’ David said, sngli'Surely you knew | was
in love with you?. | thought I'd made it pretty @tdor some time past.’

'‘Not really. It was only this evening that | woneérif | were being
inspected, so to speak.’

'Not inspected. No doubt it seems silly to you, Datle Ivo is a bit of a
martinet and, as head of the family, he might H@een a good deal put out if



I'd announced my engagement before he had metyokily he and Aunt
Freddy thought you were charming. Who wouldn't?'dttempted to take
her in his arms again.

This time she held him away. 'And if they hadn't®ud you still have
proposed to me?'

The question caught him off guard. His 'Of couvea$ a fraction delayed.
He added, 'But it's always best to pander to themahof the older
generation, don't you think ? No point in puttihgit backs up needlessly.’

'No point at all," she agreed. 'I'm sorry, Daviah, hot ready to marry anyone
yet. | did tell you | was a career-girl, but youwan't believe me.’

'‘But, my darling, you can be a career-girl and mfgat the same time. If
the fogeys don't approve, that's too bad," he gddedtone which made her
wonder if he had already discussed the matter tivén.

‘No, | can't. When James gave me my job, he molessrsaid that he didn't
expect me to marry for some time to come becaunsejtably, it creates a
strain which is reflected in one's work.'

'l never heard such tosh," said David angrily. Taet is he wants you
himself. | saw the way he kept leering at you airyparty, and | felt like
blacking his eye.'

'‘And you don't think your animosity towards my bessuld create a strain
on me?' she asked incredulously.

'You could easily get another job. You told me alir that Lucia
Somebody had virtually offered one to you.'

'‘And desert the man who gave me a chance to prgselfibefore I've given
him a proper return for the confidence he investade? Really, David, you
don't seem to take very seriously one's obligatioone's employer.’



He was silent for a little. Then he said, 'It'sywkte and you're tired ... we
both are. Take your drink up to bed with you, mgstvWe've all tomorrow
to talk things over.'

In her room Marina creamed off her make-up. Asrahehe tap to clean her
teeth, she hoped the gurgling of the plumbing wawltwake the rest of the
household. Although she was tired, she wasn't glegipe sat in a chair by
the empty hearth, drinking the cooling chocolat#,thinking about the man
who had asked her to marry him, but about the ome mvade no secret of
the fact that his intentions were dishonourable.

She had resisted him so far because it had seenned that the response he
aroused in her was a purely physical thing whiahldoever last. But now
she was certain that, on her side, physical aitrabtad developed into love.
And, loving him, how much longer could she resist R



CHAPTER FIVE

WHEN Marina woke up the next morning, after a restlaght, her spirits
sank at the thought of the hours ahead. Could amytibe more
embarrassing than having to spend the day witliaitndy of a man whose
proposal one had refused ? Surely the fact thatidDbhad kissed her
goodnight after their evenings together did notifysis assumption that
she had been waiting eagerly for him to ask henaory him ? Neither of
them had ever been at all carried away by thosdrggbt embraces, nor had
they discussed any of the subjects—children, @tigpolitics—which, to
her, were a necessary prelude to any agreemerdriy.m

It seemed unlikely that David could be anything Wit of E. and
Conservative, and probably he would want to haveest two children and
possibly four. No doubt he assumed her outlook tivasame as his. It was
not. She had no religious beliefs, and none ofntlagor or minor political
parties represented her view of how to achievesgnd contented society.
As for children, at present she felt that one chittlld be enough for her.
Perhaps she might change her mind about that singas obviously a
matter on which, failing accord, there must be campse.

When she went down to breakfast, a few minutesrbaime o'clock, she
found David's parents and sister already at thie thlit he was not present.

Marina mustered a smile. 'Good morning.'

The Brigadier had risen to pull out a chair for.@ood morning, m'dear. |
gather you and David danced until dawn, as thengagoes. Run up and
knock on his door, will you, Penelope ? In case het awake yet.'

As Penelope left the room, and Marina spread hekinaacross her lap, it
seemed to her that his parents were looking exptgtat her. Perhaps it
was only her imagination, but she felt that thegwrtheir son had proposed
to her last night and were expecting her to lodklgént with joy.

'l hope you slept well," said Mrs Leigh.



'Yes, very well, thank you. Actually we were nobtate coming back. |
think it was just before two when we got in. Damdde some hot chocolate.
| went up to bed before he did, and | forgot toiredrhim to fill the milk pan
with cold water. But | expect he remembered,’ sthéded, with an irony
which would be lost on his parents.

'Yes, one can always rely on David to leave thingsrder. Penelope is the
scatterbrain of the family," said her mother.

At that moment Penelope returned and, overheahisgémark, gave Mrs
Leigh a reproachful look, but said only, 'Davidistjcoming.'

The Leighs had breakfast at a table by the large vibadow of their
morning-room, a sunny room with a view of a brickled herb garden.

'Will you have cornflakes before your bacon andsgdfarina ?' her hostess
enquired.

'No, thank you.'

The door opened and David came in. Giving him tanky to say a general
good morning, his mother said, 'Would you tell Mvarren we're ready for
the bacon, please, David,' and he disappeared.again

The breakfast table was arranged so that his Famsatt at either end,
Penelope had her back to the window, and thereavedmir for David next
to Marina. As he took his place beside her, he dasteanother more
personal '‘Good morning’, with a confident smile eithmade her fear that
her refusal last night had made little impressiarhon.

However, no immediate denouement was possible becalfter breakfast
Brigadier Leigh took her to his study to see hisuiatures. Ordinarily
Marina would have enjoyed the time she spent wiith His collection was
a fine one over which she could have pored for amr had there been
nothing else on her mind. In the circumstancesas & relief when he took
out his watch and said it was nearly time for nmgtin



When they returned to the morning-room, where Miavh had cleared
the table, and the others were sharing the pageghefSunday

Telegraph—thereby making Marina feel that taking two papessshe did,
was wanton extravagance—she felt it was politgay "You won't mind if |

don't come to church with you, | hope?'

Mrs Leigh raised her eyebrows. "You're not an Asagi?'
'‘No.'

With inward amusement Marina watched her hostess sler prejudices by
flicking a glance of dismay at her husband, whal sdihave to admit that
our Vicar is no preacher, but at least he doesoriedon for forty minutes as
they did when | was a boy, and Margaret and | feglright to set an
example.' Prompted by another look from his witeshid, "You're an R.C.,
perhaps?'

'‘No, my grandfather was an atheist, and so am I.'
The Leighs were palpably relieved.

"To be frank with you," said David's father, 'I'ntlined to think that a great
deal of orthodox religion is mumbo-jumbo. The inpat thing is that it
exerts a discipline which is what most people rteedake them toe the line.
| attribute many of our present troubles to the that the Church has lost
much of its hold.’

He drew breath for what, judging by Penelope's esgion, was an often
repeated diatribe, but was prevented by his son, seid, "While you're at
church I'll take Marina for a walk, Father.’

As soon as he was alone with her, he s#itdtake you to see a cottage |
think might do for us. It's coming up for auctioext month with the rest of

the estate of an old boy who died recently. Theela in a pretty bad state
of repair at present, but it could be made verygsnu

'‘But, David, | told you last night that | couldntarry you. I'm sorry that |
seem to have misled you into thinking I felt mohart friendship. But



people who are thinking in terms of marriage ugulaive far more serious
discussions than we've ever done before they g#tei@oint which you
reached last night.’

'Do they ? What about ? There are no skeletonsyircloset, and I'm sure
there are none in yours. As for what | said laghhiabout you changing
your job, | take that back, darling. If you can gelames Sebastian at arm's
length now, I'm sure it won't be a problem when's@my wife. I'm not
really the jealous type, you know. It was late &neas tired and a bit shaken
by your not saying Yes right away.’

'David, please, | don't want to be cruel, but yaneé me to put it bluntly. I'm
nevergoing to say Yes to you.'

To her consternation, he put an arm round her agdéd her to him. 'You
will, one day,' he asserted. 'l don't mind waitifig,must.’

His obstinacy amazed her. 'But | don't love ydug' grotested, pulling away
from him.

He smiled. 'All right: you don't see sparks whedsk you, or feel weak at
the knees, or any of that sort of nonsense. Aflgieople who do feel that
way at the beginning end up in the divorce colftsu've always enjoyed
yourself with me, haven't you?'

'Yes, but--'

‘That's what really counts. Getting on well. Beincharmony. Seeing life
from the same point of view."'

His mother said much the same thing when, aftestiushe asked if Marina
would advise her on a new colour scheme for herdmen.

'David tells me you have turned him down,' she,sasdsoon as they were
alone.

Marina was appalled. It was bad enough having peaeith his refusal to
take No for an answer. To find his mother rangesiregy her was the end.



'Yes, I'm afraid so, Mrs Leigh,’ she answered urfootably. 'l—I've
enjoyed his friendship, but I'm not ready to marey, and anyway, | don't
think I'm the right person for him.'

Margaret Leigh sat down on her dressing stool ae€ing no way to escape
this awkward tete-a-tete, Marina sat on the daybed.

'You are very pretty and elegant, and | daresaygooad and will have a
great many proposals,’ said her hostess. 'l hadteal offers of marriage,

one from a man with whom | thought myself in loiA® was an American.

We met at the beginning of the war. He was verly $at feet and three or
four inches. In civilian life he was a mining eng@n and, had | married him,
our life would have been very unsettled, and | ghdwave had to live in

many uncomfortable and unhealthy places. My parepposed it. Mother

told me that it was always a mistake for girls tarng for emotional reasons.
The strongest feelings must always die down in tiGwe should marry a
man who would give one a pleasant way of life. As ¥know, my husband

is shorter than | and, when | was younger, thestéffice in our heights was
sometimes an embarrassment to me. However, I'v& megretted marrying

for sensible reasons; and I'm certain | have begrhrhappier living here as
we do than if | had married the other man.’

She paused, turning aside to adjust the alignménhe old-fashioned
silver-backed brushes and hand-mirror on the digdsible.

'‘Before you come to any definite decision, do beanind that with David
you will have a very agreeable mode of life, andt thventually he will
inherit my brother's lovely house which would gixei great scope for your
talents. | know that his godmother, whom I thinkiyw@ met, is leaving him
all her property, including some very fine jewesdly, she has no children
and David has always been the apple of her eye.

When Marina received these inducements in sileklzs, Leigh went on,
'Perhaps you think all this very down to earth, leén assure you that when
you are my age you will see life from a differeetgpective.’

'‘But don't you think that, from David's point ofew, there are girls who
would suit him much better than | should?' Maringgested.



‘No, | don't think so. All we ask of our daughtartaw is that she should be
a girl of good breeding with domesticated interestd the ability, later on,
to manage a large household. At one time he waslvieg with a young
woman who worked in television, | forget in pretysevhat capacity. A
most unsuitable person—very ambitious, and withtequinacceptable
manners. Fortunately David came to his sensesma.tHe was younger
then, and more susceptible.’

Marina felt the time had come to bring the conviosafirmly to an end.
She stood up, and said, 'I'm flattered that you@pmpof me, Mrs Leigh, and
| accept that, for some girls, to marry a way f& fhay turn out better than a
love match. But I'm afraid I'm a dyed-in-the-woohrantic, and love is at
the top of the list of my priorities in life. | ctilibe happy anywhere with the
right man, and it's only while I've been stayinghnjou that I've realised the
right man for me is someone in my profession. S@ag® don't encourage
David to hope that | may change my mind. | knowadrst.'

Her last hour in the Leighs' home was one of thestnthscomfiting
experiences of her life, and the drive back to landith David was hardly
less so. However, by the time he delivered heretodoor, she felt that,
without admitting her love for James, she had madag convince him that
she knew her own mind. But he refused to acceppttiieyy should not see
each other again.

'I'll call you in a few days,' he said.

Aching to be on her own, Marina submitted to thisagement. Her river
room had never seemed a more welcoming haven trdid that Sunday
afternoon when, leaving her unpacking until lasée made a pot of tea and
kicked off her shoes to curl on a corner of thedeinseat.

She knew it was partly physical tiredness which enadr feel depressed.
After an early night, she woke up on Monday feeloggter, although she
continued to blame herself for not realising sodhat her relationship with

David was heading for a debacle.



In the weeks that followed it was necessary fortbedo a good deal of
to-ing and fro-ing from London to the health faramd during this time
James laid siege to her in a way which, had shend®d eventually to
surrender, would have been a very pleasant phakeimmrelationship. There
were times when it was tempting to believe thah&e fallen in love with
her, and that this was not a siege but a courtship.

He sent her small, charming, anonymous presentaagnetised scarlet
mouse with a note 'For your fridge'; a stapler disgd as a gilt grasshopper;
a pretty bath pillow; a box of honey on the combm®times the postman
would bring an unsigned card which she knew coullg oome from him.
One morning it was a Large Copper butterfly withsipout wings,
published by the Natural History department of @Betish Museum.
Another morning she received a card showing som@u#en Victoria's
childhood collection of peg dolls. Sometimes thedsawere Victorian,
containing sentimental messages.

When she taxed him about this bombardment, he 8&fidat makes you
think they're from me? Perhaps they're from Leigh.’

'l know they are not.’'
"You have other admirers, | expect. That boy whii beard.'
'We were fellow pupils at art school, and now wgist friends.'

'Perhaps you have an admirer who hasn't yet declameself,’ suggested
James. But the amusement lurking in his eyes genevay.

Matters came to a head the day after she retumte toffice after lunch to
find on her desk a florist's box of white lilac. Qihe card was
written—Come live with me and be my love, and we willladl pleasures
prove.

As usual there was no signature, but the handwgritivas his and
unmistakable.



He was not in the office that day, but he had ayedrto pick her up early the
following morning for another trip to the healthifa

All that evening and night, the lilac pervaded heom with its sweet

summer scent, and the two lines from Christopherldiae's poem echoed
and re-echoed in her mind, quashing any faint hbaeJames's intentions
towards her might have changed.

She slept badly, tossing and turning for hoursluatithree in the morning,
she got up to make a pot of tea which she took batke gallery on a tray.
She took from a drawer Cleone's sketch, and gazédvhile she drank the
tea. Now that she had fallen in love with Jamesdiemma was even more
complex.

Before, there had been only one question to asselieMVas it wrong to

have a liaison? To which her answer had been, eot¢gsarily wrong but
usually unwise and, with one's employer, invariablpw she had" to ask
herself whether, since clearly her job at Broole&twas going to become
untenable anyway, she should grasp as much hagpaseshe could while
she had the chance. Either way, she could see pimieas looming ahead of
her.

When James came to fetch her next morning, hisingeemarks made it
clear that for the time being his mind was on hasky They lunched with
the owners of the health farm, and it was earlyhawgwhen they set out for
London. Half way there, he turned the car into dhgeway of a country
house hotel.

'People come from miles around to eat here, blinktat this stage of the
week we should be able to get a table." He glasalvays at her. "You
didn't have a date with Leigh this evening | hope?'

'No.'

'He seems to have been less in evidence recently.’

Marina said nothing, and a moment later they redt¢he house.



'You go in and powder your nose while I'm parkirge tcar,’ James
suggested.

A grey and rather chilly day had turned into a zlitey evening, making the
log fire in the entrance lounge a welcome sightte€hor four groups of
people were chatting over their pre-dinner drinksdiscreet sign on the
dark oak staircase indicated the way to the Ladied, Marina went up to
refresh her make-up.

As she came downstairs she saw James sittingafa asa secluded alcove.
He was drinking pale dry sherry, and a glass admrsherry was waiting for
her. As she crossed the room to join him, he stgodind gave her an
appraising smile.

It was the kind of caressing, undressing look whidwvid would have
considered bad form in a public place. But Maralthough her colour rose,
could not have said truthfully that she dislikethigdooked at in that way by
James. She wished she did.

As they sat down, he said, 'Aren't you going tonkhae for the lilac?—Or
are you allergic to lilac?"

'No, | love it. It's one of my favourite flowersuBhow was | to know you
sent it? The card wasn't signed,’ she answeretiyligh

He grinned.'Bien touche!However, | think you've seen my handwriting
often enough to recognise it. I'm glad to hearlilae pleased you. What
about my invitation ?'

Marina forced herself to meet his eyes. 'I'm nstieainch liberationism but if
| were and | asked you to live with me, what woybdi say?'

'l should say "What an excellent suggestion. Yauiihhave made it much
sooner.""

'It wouldn't trouble you, having to give up youragjment and put most of
your belongings into store?' She saw that for aieehad startled him, and
she pressed home her attack. 'You know you woultbrisider it, but



presumably you expect me to give up my lovely rieem. And if | did, and
after a while we broke up, where should | be théfofheless.'

James had recovered himself. He took her left hartds. 'If that's your
principle objection, I'm sure we can get round¥hy not compromise by
spending a week at your place and a week at mine?"

'You can't be serious!'

'Entirely serious, | assure you. I'm convinced & be very happy together.
If sharing your bed at Wapping is the price of hgwou in my bed every
other week, | shall pay it willingly.'

'It would never work—or, if it worked for a whilé@,would never last.’

‘It might. | believe it might.’

'If you really thought that you would ask me to nyayou,’ she said lightly.
'If it worked, and we wanted to have children,dsll ask you to marry me.

‘That's not good enough for me, James. | want tlowed by a man who
knowsthat he'll never get tired of me, and | want tel the same way. Shall
we go in to dinner?"

As they rose, he said dryly, '‘Never is a long tiMarina," and for the rest of
the evening he said nothing more on that subject.

Later, as they entered London, she wondered ifdwddikiss her goodnight.
Since the time he had driven her home after hisatiparty, he had always
made sure her flat had not been disturbed, buhbadr repeated the kiss at
the foot of the stairs. Tonight she had a feeliagrtight.

On her doorstep she gave him her key and he urddbtleedoor and reached
for the staircase light switch before standing bswkhat she could precede
him up the stairs. She had left her curtains oped, the room was alight
with silvery gleams and reflections from the mobniier. There was still a
strong scent of lilac.



She lighted a table lamp. The room was in perfedero Even so James
checked the kitchen, bathroom and gallery whileiivatook off her coat
and waited rather tensely for him to finish higoestion.

He came down the spiral staircase and walked toevbige was standing,
pretending to be studying the electricity bill winibad come through the
door in her absence.

'l see you've had my drawing framed," he remarked.

*In a hundred years' time it may be as valuableagsmge from one of
Humphrey Repton's Red Books.'

'‘And the hand which drew it will be a little heapbmnes, and your lovely
face will be a grinning skull, or ashes scatteradre wind. "Then worms
shall try that long-preserved virginity, and yowragnt honour turn to dust
and into ashes all my lust. The grave's a fine@nate place, but none, |
think, do there embrace,™ he quoted softly.

Her heart was already beating faster than norm&g folded the bill with
fingers not perfectly steady, her throat tight wagiprehension.

But James did not kiss her. He said, '‘GoodnightimMdaDon't bother to see
me out. I'll make sure your lower door is locked.'

As she heard him run down the stairs, and clossttket door firmly behind
him, perversely she felt a sharp pang of disappwent. Later she came to
the conclusion that it was precisely what he haehided her to feel.

In June he told her that he had been asked to atecamew wing of a house
in France belonging to an internationally-famougoacit was in the
Dordogne, and while he was there he wanted to d@kderelict farmhouse
which he thought might have possibilities.

'Would you like to come with me?' he asked her.



She hesitated, suspecting that he didn't realld ne¢ake an assistant, and
that it would lead to complications. But the tentioia to meet a favourite
actor and to see one of the loveliest parts of dg&avercame her caution.

'Yes, very much.'

They flew to Limoges and picked up a hired car imch to drive south into
the countryside surrounding the Dordogne river.

"You will have to brace yourself for some fairlyilhaaising language, I'm
afraid,’ said James, on the way. 'lI've stayedeapthce several times since
Jared bought it, and his conversation is peppergdfaur-letter words. He
isn't as oafish as he sounds. He grew up on New'&&ast Side, and he's
heard those words all his life and thinks nothih¢ghem.'

'So do a lot of people who haven't the excuse sitian background,' said
Marina dryly. She glanced sideways at him. 'l r@{iou aren't among them.
Do you never swear?'

‘Not in front of women. It's my sole claim to chiig'he answered, meeting
her glance with a smile.

It was early evening when they arrived at the éiftédr- century house which
was their host's refuge from the glare of publiaityvhich he spent most of
his life. He did not seek solitude as well as prixarhe house was full of
other film and stage people. When they arrivedetlsgremed to be a party
going on in the central courtyard surrounding Hrgé oval swimming pool
but, after twenty-four hours there, Marina realisieat a party atmosphere
prevailed all the time. There was a good deal ofl lthinking; everyone
smoked king-size cigarettes, inhaling as if they haver heard of lung
diseases; and there were generally one or two esugancing to the
background music which played from early morningnionight, although
fortunately it couldn't be heard in the bedrooms.

Even without the toupe he wore on screen, Jarett %es still, at fifty, a

ruggedly attractive man. James had prepared M&ointhe coarseness of
his vocabulary, but not for his jokes. On the secoight, in her hearing, he
told a story of such lewdness that she turned eicalfhile everyone else



who had heard it was rocking with laughter, shegbabis eye and, for some
seconds, could not disguise her disgust.

The next day, shortly before lunch, she was dagdiier legs in the pool,
watching James swimming the length, when someoweddin from the

other side and she saw a man coming towards hesruhd water. He
surfaced close by her, and hauled himself intét@giposition. It was Jared
Scott, his blue eyes arrestingly vivid in his teateured face.

He said, 'Hi. | get the impression you don't thimkuch of me, Miss
Linwood."'

For an instant she was taken aback. Then shetsaidily, 'On the contrary,
I'm one of your fans. It's only your jokes | ddike, Mr Scott.'

'Is that so?"'

For a nasty moment she thought he might punishob&pokenness by
choosing the foulest words he knew to tell her Hitthe he cared for her
opinion. Instead his gaze shifted to the divingrdas the far end of the pool
where, turning her head, she saw James abouté¢o div

'How long have you been running around with Jarmhbe asked.

'I'm not running around with him, Mr Scott. | woidr him, as a designer.'
"You're not sleeping with him?"

‘Certainly not!

'Is that so?' he repeated. 'James must be slipping.

From then on, to her astonishment, Jared Scotttezkdrimself to be
charming to her. He made sure she sat next to himeals. In the evening
he asked her to dance with him. He showed herdirgipgs and sculptures

and made her realise that, as James had said,sheotva crude oaf but an
extremely intelligent man. Had she not been in lowh James, and had



Jared not been old enough to be her father, shibtrhaye had her head
turned by his attentions.

On their fourth evening-there, about an hour betbnmer, she was in her
bedroom, reading, when there was a tap on the door.

Marina calledEntrez',expecting to see the French maid who turned down
the beds. When Jared Scott walked in, a bottldaimpagne in his hand, at
first her only reaction was surprise.

Each one of the many guest rooms was equippedanthilt-in refrigerator
stocked with orange and tomato juice, bottles afgomineral water and
beer, cartons of yoghurt, butter and cheeses. ¢apboard above were
bottles of wines and spirits, various types of gg&s and an airtight canister
of biscuits. Presumably these were replenishetdegswere used, but so far
Marina had sampled only the carton of orange juice.

'Hi, honey.' Jared went to the cupboard and took ta glasses. He
uncorked the champagne and filled them.

She had had her pre-dinner shower and, her bathbeamg provided with
many towels, was wrapped in a pale yellow bathtsii@e her feet were the
terry mules which were also part of the comprehangrovisions for guests'
comfort.

As he came to the sofa where she was sitting,ss glhchampagne in each
hand, she said, 'What's this in aid of, Mr Scott?’

'l told you to call me Jared, honey. You could ¢hi$ a libation to Venus.
Most of the women around here wouldn't know wheas talking about, but
you're an intelligent girl and | don't have to eadplto you.'

Marina began to feel alarmed. At the back of handvshe had feared this
eventuality, but had dismissed as absurd the pbgsthat a famous film
star, well supplied with glamorous popsies onlywoking to share his bed,
should make a set at her.

She said, 'l was just going to dress--'



‘There's an hour before you need do that. Whad Imenind was to undress."

A light tap on the door heralded James, who stlaleand said, 'What are
your thoughts on the bathroom for that end bedradarina? Oh, hello,
Jared. | thought | heard voices in here, but asiMarsn't a girl who
entertains in her bedroom | felt I must be mistaken

'She entertains you, it seems," his host retosmthewhat acidly.

'Only to confer about professional matters. Maim#e kind of girl who
featured in your films about twenty years ago, bethe Emmanuelle type
became fashionable.'

'Is that so? | guess if Marina can keep you in, lefe won't have any trouble
with me. Have your conferences some other time,“hRight now you'rele
trop, as the French say.’

Marina gave James a look which begged him to stayossed her mind
that, in view of the times she had repulsed himpminght feel it served her
right to be left to cope with Jared Scott. Alsaoredawas one of his most
extravagant clients whom he might not wish to affen

To her relief, he smiled at her, and sat down, m@ki clear he had no
intention of deserting her.

'Say, what's with you two?' demanded Jared. Hedd@k her. "You told me
it was strictly business.'

It is, but James is kind enough to keep an eymerwhen I'm out of my
depth. I've led a rather sheltered life,' she Bghtly. Protected by James's
presence, she could afford to smile at Jared;eat twith amusement an
interlude which, but for James's intervention, mibhve become most
unpleasant.

'Is that so? Knowing James, | find it a little difflt to cast him as the good
guy where girls are concerned,’ said Jared. 'Hebmasaving you from the
attentions of other guys, but it could be he'srsgayiou for himself. Watch
him, honey. You watch him.' He patted her cheekwaalted out.



'No point in wasting champagne,' said James, takangd's place beside her
on the sofa, and picking up the American's untodatfeampagne. Thank
you. That could have been awkward, Marina saiteguby.

'It shouldn't have come as a surprise. He's besiingaa predatory eye in
your direction for a day or two.'

'l can't think why, considering the competitiondathat | told him off
for telling a blue joke.’

'Maybe that's why. Jared is used to girls who dwoirid blue jokes.’

'It was lucky you arrived when you did. Did you llg@ome to discuss the
bathroom in the end suite?’

'‘No. Although you seem unaware of it, | happen&oobcupying the next
door bedroom. | heard Jared's voice, guessed haigvé&s no good, and
came in here to frustrate him. His surmise abouthmayives was entirely
correct,' he added mockingly.

'In that case I'd better get dressed.’ Her everlothes were already laid out
on the bed. She scooped them up and whisked iatbathroom.

When she reappeared, wearing a shirt of apricktcsgépe-de-chine and
trousers of heavy matt crepe, two shades deemalonr, James had gone.

Marina rinsed out his empty champagne glass, muhif empty bottle in
the fridge, and sipped the wine in the other glass.

Thinking about Jared's conversation with her bypgbel, and the fact that
James had been put in the bedroom next door, &rsdightly sick at these

people's attitude to sex. To them, it was as habénd trivial a pastime as
smoking or drinking. She felt she would rather baum—an existence
which she had always regarded as a negation difeld best gifts to

women—than fall into the casual promiscuity of dagcott's world. She
couldn't bear to think that James was no better Jaaed.



After breakfast the following day, they set out the high tablelands,

known as the Causses, surrounding the gorges dfaire Up there on the
heights of central France it was bleak, wild anddyi sheep country, but
with an atmosphere of its own which made her undedsJames's interest.
However, the farmhouse about which an agent in bongd given him

details was far too remote, and too far gone ifaugto be a worthwhile

investment.

They lunched in the sun on French bread and bsjierad with slices of
onion and soft tangy Roquefort cheese made inaliescof a village in that
region, and washed it down with red wine. Marina\gtad to have shaken
off the curiously corrupt ambience of Jared Scaiksirious house.

Late in the afternoon, miles from anywhere, the lwarke down. James
spent a long time with his head and shoulders utieebonnet. Obviously
he knew a good deal about the causes of breakd@amndshere was in the
glove box a booklet of helpful instructions. Butesifthe best part of an hour,
he had to admit to being defeated.

'I'm afraid we've no choice but to walk until welpiup a lift or come to a
village with a garage," he said, wiping the oilnfriis well-shaped hands.

Fortunately Marina had a pair of low-heeled shoekdr luggage. By the
time they reached the nearest village they muse healked eight or nine
miles without seeing any traffic or people untiytrcame near to the cluster
of houses at a crossroads. Like all towns and hanmd-rance, the village
had its name on a sign on the right-hand sideeftad, and another sign
with the name crossed out facing motorists who vieaging the place. It
was called St Etienne Les Cascades, and althougfastsmall it had a
roadside auberge which looked clean and comfortable

'What if they're full up?' said Marina, lookingthe rows of cars parked in
the forecourt.

'l don't suppose they will be." James looked dotwmeatired face, and gave
her an encouraging smile. 'You're a brick to hawelged all this way
without a word of complaint. You'll feel better eafia good meal and a bottle
of wine.'



They entered the inn and James pressed the bdheomneception desk.
Presently a middle-aged Frenchwoman appeared atel them both a
pleasant good evening.

While James was talking to her in his fluent FrerMdharina glanced round
and noticed a glass door which gave a glimpseretiavalled dining-room
where a number of men were eating, each at histalle. This, and their
city suits, suggested that they were reps, in whade they probably knew
all the best hostelries in the region. Marina ssalithe long walk had given
her a raging appetite. She was glad when Jamesddorher and said, 'I'm
going to wash my hands downstairs and get my kmedsr a table as fast as
possible. Whatever the accommodation is like, it &0 very well for one
night.'

'Oh, yes, | agree. All | want is to sit down antl ¥dhat luck they're not full.’

‘No, they're not full." He headed for the washraunarked by the silhouette
of a man smoking a pipe.

A few minutes later Marina joined him at a tablehva red linen cloth
overlaid with one of crimped white paper. It washly a red-shaded lamp
which made the glasses gleam and the cutlery spakle thought she had
never tasted anything more delicious than her &igtof wine, her first
mouthful of bread torn from a fresh crusty roll.

‘Tramping all that way without seeing a soul ma&mee realise how large
France is compared with England,' she said presevitlen they had chosen
their meal.

'‘Are you very footsore ? Never mind: after dinneuycan relax in a hot
bath.'

By the time she had drunk her soup, and eapaupietteof veal with beans

and finely cutpommes allumettefsied crisply in oil, her weariness was
almost forgotten. They finished the meal with clesesand coffee and
cognac.



It was then, while she was smiling at a joke heto&tliher, that James said,
'‘Now I've got to tell you something which will prably throw you into a
panic. By the time we arrived there was only oneawa bedroom. But
fortunately it has two beds in it.'

"You took it?' she exclaimed, aghast.

'l should have taken the hay-loft if they'd hadhiag else,’ he said dryly.
‘There must be another ro@amewhere..perhaps in one of the cottages.’
'l asked about that, but Madame said no. The mexisi fifteen miles away
and very likely full up as well, even if we coulétghere, which we can't.

This village hasn't a taxi.'

'But there must be some other alternative. We shaalte a room. How can
we?' Marina expostulated.

'l don't see why not. Madame doesn't seem to abject

'She may not, but | do!"

'Oh, come, be reasonable, Marina. After a breakdowtinis benighted
stretch of country, we can count ourselves luckytade sleeping under a
hedge.’

‘That would be different,’ she argued.

'Yes, "it would," he replied sardonically. 'Aftervary short time you'd be
only too glad to snuggle up to me simply to keeprgelf warm. Here, that
won't be necessary.'

She said suspiciously, 'If you really did enquip@at other rooms, it seems
very odd to me that, knowing we aren't husband aiid, Madame is

prepared to put usu

'‘As you don't speak French, you'll have to acceptassurance that | did
enquire. As for the nature of our relationship,efiets can't afford to be



prudish. Anyway, the English are known to be thesnp@rmissive nation in
Europe,’ he said, with the ghost of a grin.

'So they may be, but not all of them.'

'Look,' he said gently, 'you have my word that nWéouch you, unless you
wish it.'

"You might think | wished it when | didn't. You habefore.'

'Have 1?' His expression was quizzical. Then, asflstshed and bit her lip,
he stretched his hand across the table to coves. hBon't look so
upset—I'm only teasing you. | realise this is afotmnate situation from
your point of view. However, if you knew rather recabout men, you'd
realise that, with the exception of eager teenagen®se energy is
inexhaustible, a long day with a ten-mile hike la¢ &nd of it isn't, for
someone of my age, the ideal prelude to a nigldva. Now why don't you
go up and have your bath, and in about forty-fivautes, when you're
modestly tucked under the bedclothes, I'll folloauy

He didn't look tired to Marina. She said, 'If yoxpkined the situation,
perhaps one of these men would let you share bis.to

James cast an eye over the Frenchmen at the atlies.t' They might, but |
don't intend to find out. | want to sleep tonightt lie awake listening to
French snores.’

'For all you know, | may snore.'

‘Do you?'

She shook her head. 'l don't think so.’

'If you do | can stop you by nipping the end of yoase, which | can't do to

one of those chaps.' He finished his coffee, amdis#skly, 'If you're going
to dither, I'll go up and have my bath first.'



Marina wished very much that her schoolgirl Frehald not rusted. With a
better command of the language, she felt she dwaud persuaded Madame
to find somewhere else for her to sleep. In herthedge was almost certain
that James would not take an unfair advantageeo$itiation, but noquite
certain, and if he did try to make love to her, sf#s not at all sure of her
power to resist.

However, as there seemed no help for it, she 8&dy well, I'll go up.’

The bedroom which they had been given had a ddadaleand a single bed,
both with upholstered headboards and covers tomtlagéclong curtains. The
room was carpeted and furnished with a wardrobestcbf drawers and
writing table, and there was an adjoining pinketiteathroom.

There were two complimentary sachets of bath gahkeytaps. While her
bath was running, Marina took off her make-up anslad out her bra, briefs
and tights which she rolled in a towel before dngghem over the radiator.
Then she stepped into the green-tinted water gnddwn for ten minutes,
timing herself by her watch which she had proppgairest a towel on the
bathroom stool.

In her grandmother's day this situation would hbgen unthinkable, she
reflected. For an unmarried girl to share a bedraotn a man would have
been scandalous. Even now there were people whialweushocked by it,
and few, if any, who would believe she had nottsigfh James in the usual
sense of that term.

She found herself thinking how different her fegirwould have been had
this been the beginning of their honeymoon. Thestead of waiting with

trepidation for him to come upstairs, she wouldendeen impatient and
eager. Probably he wouldn't have stayed downstdiite she bathed, but
would have been lounging on the bed, drinking wane chatting to her
through the open door. Or, even more likely, he ldidhave been in the
bathroom with her, watching her as she lay halbnserged in the scented
green water, or possibly sharing it with her, alifjo this bath was not really
large enough for two people, especially when ontheifn was as tall and
broad-shouldered as James.



As she thought of lying, not as she was now agadhesthard slope of the
bath, but against James's shoulder and chesthsherexd and realised the
folly of allowing herself to invent that kind ofrigasy.

When she was dry, she put on her nightdress angltremday clothes in the
hanging compartment of the wardrobe. Having notkeisg to put away, she
didn't bother to look in the other compartment.

Leaving the reading light over the double bed mgnshe climbed into the
single bed and lay with her back to the door. Whespened, she would
pretend to be asleep. The mattress was firm andspeing, not sagging
like some hotel beds. Only the bolster was ratheriard for comfort. She
wondered why there were no pillows.

It seemed far more than ten minutes before sheallibardoor being opened
and, very quietly, closed. For a few minutes Jameged about the room as
softly as a cat burglar. Then he went into the tomtiim and she heard the
water running, but slowly so that if she had besleep it wouldn't have

woken her.

He was in there for what seemed an age. At lasttoened to the bedroom,
and she heard him opening the wardrobe as shedmedshme time earlier.

'Wouldn't you be more comfortable with a pillow?'

Even though he had spoken in a low voice, the aurestade her jump. She
opened her eyes and turned her head. He was gfjdretimeen the two beds,
holding a square pillow. His only clothing was ahbtowel wrapped round
his narrow hips.

She said, 'l didn't think there were any.'

'The French always put the pillows in the wardrdbé. your head for a
minute and I'll get rid of that bolster for you.'

She raised herself on her elbow, and James puiey ¢he bolster and
replaced it with the pillow. 'Now yooan go to sleep,’ he said, with slight



emphasis. 'Goodnight, Marina.' He brushed a ligdd kn her cheek, and a
moment later the room was in darkness and she Igardetting into bed.

For a long time she lay awake, wondering if, tweydgsirs hence, she would
remember tonight with regret that she had sleppealhen she could so
easily have been in the double bed, in James's arms

When she awoke the next morning, the bathroom d@s open and she
could see James shaving at the hand-basin in theoban. He was wearing
trousers but nothing else. For some moments shdilhyvatching the play

of muscle under the brown skin of his back. Thememne knocked on the
door, and he turned and came into the bedroom a@tetiout,'Entrez.’

'‘Bonjour, monsieur ... madame.'

The waiter put the tray on the writing table, pdekiehis tip and departed.
Marina wondered if it puzzled him that people afithage should occupy
separate beds.

James had finished shaving. He took his shirt ftbenback of a chair and
put it on.

'l thought if you'd had a poor night you might likeeakfast in bed.
Afterwards I'll go downstairs and you can have ribem to yourself," he
said.

‘Thank you. I'd just like to clean my teeth befbhawve breakfast.'

'Ill get my kit out of your way.' He went back tiee bathroom and put his
shaving things, toothbrush and toothpaste intork kieown wet pack. 'lt's
all yours.' He turned his back and began to pawueof coffee.

Marina appreciated his tact, but in fact her nigkgéd was not a transparent
one. It was made of apple-green and white striptbic gathered into a
band of shirring embroidered to look like smockiitghad wide shoulder



straps and a flounced hem. Worn with green sard@s shady beach hat it
could have passed for a sun-dress.

When, having cleaned her teeth and combed her starreturned to the
bedroom, she found James piling bolsters and pslimio a mound against
her headboard. She couldn't climb back into bed hathad finished. This
time, instead of keeping his eyes averted, he ldakeher, making her
realise that although her nightie was not as rawgahs a nylon one,
standing where she was, between him and the windawight show the

outlines of her body. She was glad to scramble l@ickbed and pull the
clothes up to her armpits.

He had rearranged the tray, removing the heavyeqibt and the basket of
croissants and bread, and leaving on it only whatreeded. When she had
settled herself he put it on her lap, and seatesélf on the end of the bed
where he could reach the writing table and pasg#hio her.

The croissants were freshly baked. 'Mm ... deligjoshe murmured,
munching a mouthful of warm croissant spread wiitidy and peach jam.

‘The coffee's good too,' said James, reachingrarfarhis cup.

Marina was sitting in a shaft of sunshine and, cams of its searching
light, she wished there had been time to do hes.eye

At the same moment he said, ‘'Not many girls loolg@sd without their
make-up. You do.'

‘Thank you," she said uncertainly.
'l don't like kissing skin which is clammy with gbo

‘No, it must be rather unpleasant." She didn't wartialk about kissing.
'What are you going to do about the car?’

'I've arranged for the local garage to tow it nstfthing this morning. If they
can't repair it by lunch-time, the hire firm willale to provide us with



another. Even now, having spent the night as clyagsea nun in her cell,
you still don't feel safe with me, do you?'

'Yes, | do,- she protested. 'Of course | do.’

"You shouldn't, my dear," he said dryly. 'Peopl&kenve in the morning

just as much as they do late at night, and as ymwoosly enjoy the

pleasures of the table, | think it's high time someintroduced you to the
even greater pleasures of the bed.’

Marina froze in the act of lifting the croissanthter lips to bite off another
mouthful. 'Oh, Jameslease—don't spoil it now," she begged. 'You've
behaved so well, and you know | don't--'

He interrupted her. 'Do you know those lines by Mfalle la Mare ? "Look
thy last on all things lovely every hour.”" Who kre@Wwow much future we
have? Perhaps fifty years, perhaps a few days wrshaife ought to be
lived as if there were not much time left.'

'Up to a point—not to that point. | don't want laeebe as trivial a pleasure
as this croissant: something enjoyable now but time next week,
forgotten.’

'Have you forgotten the first time | kissed you?'

'‘No," she admitted. 'And | don't think | shoulddet it if | let you make love
to me, but you would. You would forget, and knowthgt would spoil it for
me. Anyway, | don't want a string of lovers. | wane man who adores me,
and—who knows?—he may turn out to be a reactiomduy doesn't share
your permissive ideas. David told me once that ed&t men had done in
their bachelor days, most of them didn't want wivd® had had lots of
lovers.'

'From which | conclude that he's never tried tashy@ur bed.’
'‘No, he hasn't!

'Do you like him better because of it?'



'l don't like him less. | shouldn't have found stgyhere as embarrassing
had | been with him. He would have found somewletse to sleep.’

'‘Bully for David," he said caustically. 'Better nt#ll him about the
contretemps here. He'd never believe | shared smam but didn't lay a
finger on you.'

The savagery of his sarcasm startled her. Befoeecshild think of any
reply, he had sprung up and strode from the rooomesvhat belatedly
Marina realised that in fact he had behaved a geatlbetter than most men
would have done in the same circumstances.

Some days after their return to England, when lesk dvas clear, James
called her to his office to discuss her next projetarina was sharply aware
that a pause in her work programme, with no oveifsgpcommitments, was

something which might not recur for some time tmeo

Sitting in the chair she had sat in the day he ¢)@ve job, she said, 'I'm very
sorry to have wasted the time and trouble you'vested in me during my
time here, but | want to give notice. | want todeas soon as possible.’

His dark eyebrows rose. After a short pause, he 4a0n't tell me you're
going to marry Leigh. You must be out of your migd]. He'll bore you
stiff in six months.’

'It has nothing to do with David. As a matter aftfhe did ask me to marry
him some time ago, but | refused. | shouldn't haaele him a good wife.’

His eyes narrowed. 'Then what is your reason fartivg to leave us?'

Marina swallowed and drew a deep breath. 'I'veefalh love with you,

James. | know it's probably only an infatuation etiwvon't last more than a
few months, but while it does I'm too vulnerablegm on working here.
Sooner or later you'll wear down my resistance, bddn't want that to

happen. | know it isn't right for me. So the onbjugion is to leave.'



There was a long and, to her, painful silence leef@mes said, 'Have you
another job in view?'

'No, but I'm sure that will be no problem if yogive me a reference."I'll do
more than that.' He picked up his telephone anliedia number. 'This is
James Sebastian. I'd like to speak to Mrs Ashtiease.'

In the few moments before he was put through, di@dtintently at Marina,
and for once his eyes held no lurking gleam of humbut were
uncharacteristically sombre. She wondered if he @rabarrassed by her
declaration. She had thought that she would beoprafly embarrassed, but
somehow she wasn't.

James said, 'Hello, Lucia. How are you? Good. Ye®, thanks. You
remember meeting Marina Linwood the last time yomed with me? You
said jokingly that if | hadn't seen her first yotidve liked to have her in
your team. Are you still looking out for designeé?sYou are ? That's
splendid, because Marina wants to find a new niche.

There was a short pause. Marina could hear Luabi¢e but not what she
was saying. However, it was easy to guess.

James hesitated a moment before he answered. Riveling me, | should

think you might make a shrewd guess. Yes, thajlg.rBut Marina doesn't
believe in mixing work and pleasure, and as | cstop being attracted to
her, and she can't help not reciprocating, she feehn awkward position.
When would you like her to come and see you? Toowomt ten. Fine.

Thanks, Lucia. Goodbye.' He replaced the receifgrou want it, there's a
job for you with Lucia Ashton. | don't know whatesh pay you, but it

certainly won't be less than your salary here.’

‘Thank you. It ... it was good of you to explaie tieason as you did.'
He shrugged. 'I'm sure you don't want to advethsereal reason. You can
leave as soon as you like.' He rose and came ribveradkesk. 'As the Ashtons

are old friends of mine, it's likely that we'll mesgain, you know.'

She stood up and began to move towards the daes, bt not every day.'



At the door, James put his hand on the lever, iatead of pressing it he
paused and, looking down at her, said, 'l was atf@i night in France. |
should have made love to you then. You wanted mash as | did— you
still do. Why not admit it Marina?'

He caught her against him, crushing her to hisgaibng body, pressing his
warm mouth on hers, ignoring her stifled cries aftest until her lips
softened and parted under the passionate onslaltgd. they been
anywhere else she would have been powerless &t hatsi. In his flat, or in
her river room, he could have done what he pleastxher.

It was only because they were at Brook Street, ®é@hon the other side of
the door and likely to walk in at any moment, thla¢ was able to cling to a
vestige of sanity.

'Oh, God, | want you so much." His voice was huskip desire. His hands
slid down to her hips, holding, her painfully tigimaking her even more
aware of the raging hunger she aroused in him.

For the first time in her life she understood futhe cataclysmic force
which, once unleashed, could overwhelm all restsalhwas like struggling

for survival in a wild sea, or being engulfed byaaalanche. Her mind cried
Hold on ... Don't give inwhile every tissue and nerve clamoured for her to
let go, to be swept away on this tidal wave ofierdelight.

'No, James ..nd"' With her last ounce of resistance, she wrendimdelf
free and fumbled frantically at the door.

There was no way she could have hidden the breathlembling condition
to which he had reduced her, but mercifully Pat waisat her desk at that
moment, and Marina fled down the stairs to the tsemg of the women's
washroom.



CHAPTER SIX

IN the weeks that followed her departure from Brotle&, Marina was
unutterably miserable—far more so than when hemdjedher's death had
obliged her to give up her art training. But no evauld have suspected the
despair which she hid with a manner outwardly cagef

She had put away, in the top cupboard of her wargjrall the things which
would remind her of James; the antique cache-pstddésign for the river
room, Cleone's sketch of him, the card on whiclh&e writtenCome live
with me and be my love, and we will all the pleasuproveand all the
charming or nonsensical presents he had sent teeénder to succumb to
him. But hiding from view these tangible remindesss easier than ridding
her mind of a hundred insidious memories of himalhiry as she would,
she could not always resist.

One comfort during this time was the strength af ta@port with Lucia
Ashton, who quickly became a friend as well asrapleyer. The work was
interesting because much of it was new to her,immndersing herself in the
technical problems of designing textiles and cecanhielped to keep her
mind off other things. But she was not < sure timethe long run, she would
find it as congenial as interior design for indwad clients. Certainly her
knowledge of antiques had far less play than abBfstreet.

To her relief, David had at last passed out of Iliey and the only man
whom occasionally she went out with was Chris Adnol

Lucia's public image of someone who managed tothecmn and a devoted
wife was not an illusion created by clever pubtgidviarina discovered.
Although she had, of necessity, to employ some dtiméelp she really
was a domesticated woman who loved to cook and keage.

'‘Nobody infuriates me more than the type of persdro announces
apologetically that she's "only a housewife"," sir@arked to Marina.

They we're in the kitchen of her flat which, altigbun the heart of London,
had the cosy atmosphere of a farmhouse kitcheny Tael left work



together, and Marina was watching Lucia put theésfimg touches to the
pudding for a dinner party due to begin at eigbioak.

'If she doesn't like being a housewife," Lucia went 'she should do
something else; and if she does like it, she shbelgroud of it, and not be
brainwashed into believing thatyjob, however dull, must be better than
staying at home. Hello, darling'—as Bill came ittte kitchen. 'What sort of
day?'

He put his arm round her pinafored waist, and kiss cheek. 'Trying," he
said, rather wearily.

'What you need is a leisurely bath and two stranepgd-tonics, one here,’
removing the cat from the Thonet rocker, 'and ortée tub. Marina will get
you the first, and I'll bring you the second. Whaint wrong?"

Ten minutes later, after telling Lucia his problemtsle she calmly went on
with her cooking, some of which was already prodg@ppetising aromas,
Bill's fatigued look had gone.

There had been other occasions when Marina had lseersoothe and
reassure Lucia and, as always when she was with, tslee thought what a
wonderfully sustaining and rewarding relationshilpa@py marriage, could
be.

That night, not for the first time, she found hérsstting next to an
attractive, unmarried man who, a few days laterg feer up and suggested a
date. Whether these were deliberate attempts athmaking on Lucia's
part, she was never certain. Lucia had never eddo Marina's reasons for
leaving Brook Street, but no doubt she suspectaittiie attraction had not
been as one-sided as James had made out.

One evening Pat Wilson rang up to ask if she cowet her for lunch the
following day. When Marina had agreed, Pat saig tH& way, I'm leaving
Brook Street myself soon. I'm going to get marrigddtell you all about it



tomorrow. 'Bye,' and she rang off before the yourgyd could ask any
guestions.

However, Marina had no doubt that Pat's husbands®-was Alex
Macdonald, and she felt very glad that after theemyi of losing her first
husband, and the loneliness of several years' widod, Pat had been given
a second chance of happiness.

‘James must have mixed feelings about losing gbe,5aid at lunch the next
day, after Pat had confirmed that before the erthe@month she would be
Mrs Macdonald. 'He'll never find anyone to matchiyefficiency.'

'I'm sure he will. Nobody is indispensable.’
'Where are you going to be married? In churchna iegister office?’

'In church, but we want a very quiet wedding, andvoid offending people
by picking and choosing among a large circle adrfds, we've decided to
have no guests at all. Mother will be there, ofreeyand Bobby, and I'd like
you to be my bridesmaid.’

''d be delighted, Pat, but won't that offend fdenyou've known much
longer than me?'

'l haven't any close girl friends. You and | may have known each other
for years, but we've always seen eye to eye.'

'What are you planning to wear?'

‘That's what | want to discuss with you. Your tastsurer than mine. I'm all
right when it comes to buying plain, tailored cleshfor the office, but with
more feminine things | sometimes make ghastly rkesta— or used to. Have
you time to come shopping with me ?'

It took two lunch-time expeditions to find Pat's ddéeng dress. It was
actually a summer evening dress of pale celadoengrhiffon with a short
jacket of matching cashmere. The jacket had a Iboed lined with chiffon
and narrowly bound with silk to match the bound aitki-buttoned cuffs,



and the hood obviated the need for a hat or heasldnavhich, said Pat, she
never looked or felt right. When she baulked atphee of the dress, which
was expensive, Marina pointed out that it had aating simplicity which
would make it wearable for years.

'‘Anyway, you needn't economise so rigorously frawimn, need you ?' she
asked.

'l hadn't thought of it before, but | suppose Idrée Alex has told me his
income, and it's far more than Dick used to eatrt.dde gets into the habit
of penny- pinching, and | can't see myself evepbeng extravagant.'

Later, passing a Janet Reger shop with the windalof delectable
underwear, Marina said, 'What about a super nigatigour honeymoon?'

'Oh, something from Marks & Sparks will do. Expesesnighties are wasted
on men. They prefer one to sleep like Marilyn Marein Chanel No. 5,
said Pat, laughingly.

Nevertheless Marina felt that, even if Alex did appreciate it, Pat would
enjoy having one luxurious nightdress in her treass Another day she
went to the shop on her own and bought one as dinggresent. For Pat
she chose peach satin and ecru lace and, for hexbate crepe-de-chine
appliqgued with pale blue butterflies. What madewmcumb to such a mad
impulse-buy she could not imagine.

She put it away in a drawer and, as she did soahadnhbidden vision of
wearing it for James's delectation. Not that it ldaemain on her long in his
company, she thought; and had to close her minthstgan image of the
nightdress lying discarded on the floor in a maobédroom and herself,
naked and yielding, in James's arms on the bed.

Thoughts of this nature continued to catch her wmes; and with a
frequency which did not seem to decrease as tirmsepa She had hoped
that out of sight would bring about out of mindt bot only did he continue
to invade her conscious mind but also her dreaims strange thing was that
even in her dreams she was bound by the inhibitiamsh had held her
back in her waking relationship with him. Her braiould not let her forget



him, but nor would it allow her the vicarious s#diion of surrendering to
him in her sleep. Always, at the crucial momenesthing would happen to
prevent her from abandoning herself to his kisSég would wake up sick
with frustration and longing.

It was not until a few days before the wedding #tet discovered that James
was to be the best man. It seemed that all Aléasedriends were scattered
in remote parts of the world.

"You don't mind, do you?' asked Pat.
'No, indeed not. Why should I?' Marina said airily.

'I've never asked you why you left Brook Streessddenly, but | assume it
had to do with J.S."

'Yes, but it wasn't for the reason you mentionechéowhen you warned me
about him before that first trip to Spain.’

Pat said, 'l had hoped that you and James mighupritke Alex and me.
You seemed so right for him, somehow.’

'Did 1?' Marina shrugged. 'l imagine by now he'ssping another of his
popsies.'

'If he is, he's keeping it dark.’

The night before the wedding, Marina slept at Hadigse. Unlike Pat she
liked hats, but had seldom had the opportunity éamone. To go with her
ivory silk jersey dress she had bought a pillboxecred with primroses of
pale yellow velvet.

Before she went to sleep, she lay in bed with et lon, looking at her
dress which was on a hanger on a hook on the bat¢keodoor, and
wondering if James would insist on doing the comeerl thing, taking her
out to dinner the following night. If he did, it wial be difficult to refuse.



The wedding was at noon, to be followed by a lunchearty after which
the bride and bridegroom were flying to Paris faveek, and Pat's mother
and son were going for a seaside holiday at Dedting up with Pat's aunt
and uncle.

It was Pat who was calm, and Marina who had thergitthe following

morning. Both had appointments with a nearby hasser, and Marina
noticed that, under the dryer, Pat read a magaanaacidly as if it were
any ordinary day, whereas Marina found it impossitd concentrate on
anything but the prospect of seeing James for ifs¢ fime since her
panic-stricken flight from his office.

It was only the second wedding she had attendedfitst being that of
Robert and Jane Logan when the country church éad packed with more
than two hundred guests, and the surrounding lame with every kind of
car from impressive limousines to battered spats.c

Today, James's pale grey Rolls-Royce was the anlputside the church
when the bridal party arrived in a hired car. PasWweing given away by her

mother, and they were followed up the aisle bylnelesmaid and son, hand
in hand.

Marina saw Alex glance over his shoulder, but weetfames did she never
knew. Throughout the service she was careful tadaeoking at him. The
first time their eyes met was in the vestry, duting signing of the register.
‘This is a very happy circumstance in which to naggtin," he said quietly.
'Yes, isn't it?' she agreed, hoping she soundeé swnposed than she felt.
'How are you liking your job with Lucia ?'

‘Very much, thank you.'

'‘Good.’



She thought, how extraordinary human beings are.ldst time | was with
this man we were locked in one another's arms. hene we are exchanging
platitudes like acquaintances with no common ground

At lunch the conversation was general, and it watsuntil they had taken
Pat and Alex to the airport and said goodbye tantkieat Marina's aplomb
was put to the more severe test of being alone Jaithes.

'What are you working on at the moment?' Jamesdasieethey began the
return run.

Marina told him, and enquired about his currenjguts. They talked shop
all the way back to central London where, preseittlyecame clear that he
was taking her home. Perhaps he assumed that sttedita change before
going out for the evening, although in fact hersdrevas the kind one could
wear anywhere, at any time of day.

When he stopped the car at her door, he said ntwoggest that we follow
the custom on these occasions. I'm sure you'vadirédad more than
enough of my company today.' He opened his doorvealkled round the
bonnet to open hers.

This time he did not, as in the past, take hehlag from her. He fetched
her small overnight bag from the boot and, haviagded it over, said
crisply, '‘Goodbye, Marina,' and returned to thearat drove off.

She went slowly upstairs, and took off her hat drebs, and the fine gold
chain with groups of tiger's-eye beads which haenbihe bridegroom's
present to her. It was seven o'clock. The evertimgched emptily ahead of
her. She thought of Pat and Alex who would soonirb@®aris where,
probably, they would make love before going outitmer, and again when
they returned to their hotel. Visualising their paggss made her loneliness
all the Sharper.

Suddenly, after refusing for weeks to give way & imward misery, she
found it impossible to repress the tumult of cordnsand despair which
seeing James had stirred up. The thought that thdéeome indifferent to



her, while she continued to suffer acutely fromeldor him, was not to be
borne. Flinging herself on her bed, she burst teéos.

*

A few days after the wedding, she said to Luciandw I'm not entitled to
any holiday, having only recently joined you, batybu think | could take a
few days off?'

'By all means. Where are you planning to go?'

‘To some friends in France—if they can have meori'tcknow yet if they
can.’'

However, when she telephoned Cleone that nightFteachwoman said,
‘There's nothing we should enjoy more.’

It was late in the afternoon when, a few days Jatarina'’s train reached the
station nearest to Champ- fleuri. Cleone had canmedet it in a dark green
Rancho, a vehicle not unlike a Range Rover.

Marina's first sight of the fourteenth-century &@at, given to one of

Victor's ancestors by Louis XIV, was of its silvgrey turrets, clad with

slates as close and neat as fish scales. In thendsathere was a ruined
aqueduct, overgrown with ivy and other creepersclvberved as a screen
between the house and the camping ground where ¢émtright blue and

orange"”, and caravans, could be glimpsed as trmsedrp the drive which

led to thecour d honneuor main entrance courtyard.

The Daubrays occupied a wing with windows overlogka private part of
the gardens. When Cleone had said, in Spain, llegtlived in two lovely
rooms, she had spoken the truth. But as the roowhioh they lived and
dined was as large as a ballroom, divided into Emateas by magnificent
lacquer screens, and their bedroom only slightlgllem they lived a good
deal more spaciously than many people in houseseed&kthem was a staff
flat, kitchen and store rooms, and above were dugdoms for visitors.



Next morning, before the main part of the chateas wpen to the public,
both Victor and Cleone took Marina on a tour of ¢i@e apartments, and
told her some of the problems of owning an histboase.

"You see how we must protect the curtains. Pecgté cesist stroking the
silk, and without this transparent plastic coverishort time it would be
threadbare,’' explained Cleone.

Later they showed her the camping ground whereoYittad built a
swimming pool and several modern wash-blocks widm-operated hot
showers and washing machines.

It was on her second day at Champfleuri that Manimaurdened herself to
Cleone. She said, 'Would you mind if | asked yalwiee about a problem in
my private life?"

‘Not at all, but | don't know that my opinion wile of much value, my dear.
You know the saying "In much wisdom is much grieffid although my

first husband was killed in the war, and my seconadn air accident, |

regard myself as having led a life of exceptionapginess. However,
merely talking about a problem to a sympathetietier often helps one to
see a solution. What is it that troubles you ?'

Marina explained. 'Perhaps | haven't given mysadugh Jime to get James
out of my system,' she ended. 'But shall | ever@ A wait too long, he's
bound to find somebody else. | can't go on wavelikegthis. | must make
up my mind. If you were me, would you live with Hm

'l must think about it for a few minutes,' said fRenchwoman. She laid
down the gros point panel which she had been stitching, and looked
thoughtfully into the middle distance.

At length, she said, 'It's difficult to clear ongigd of the influences of one's
own youth. When | was your age, the decision te talover was one which
came later in life, after marriage, not befor&dr centuries young men have
been trying to persuade girls to sleep with themt,itbomy day it was easier
to resist because of the fear of becoming pregi&et Pill has removed that
worry, but not the fear of loving more than onéiged, of being discarded,



of being badly hurt. That's what concerns yout ish'The fear that James
will amuse himself with you; that you won't be abtdenold him and, if you
can't, your self-respect will be damaged?’

'Yes,' Marina agreed.

Cleone took up her needle. 'Towards the end ofsdife,; it's the sins of
omission which one regrets—the kindness undonegémerous impulse
checked by second thoughts, the kiss withheld.'

‘There's a poem by Andrew Marvell calldd His Coy Mistressvhich
James once quoted to miéhe grave's a fine and private place, but none 1
think do there embracesaid Marina.

'‘Now that is greatly in his favour. How could oleé a man who knew not
one line of poetry?' demanded Cleone.

'Yes, | agree: although all the poets whom Jamesegiseem to have been
thinking of sex rather than love in the highestsgen

'‘But, my dear, sex is so important. If it goes vgoother things will not go
right: if it goes well, it makes up for many deé&ocies. Sex without love
must be like eating nothing but cream cakes. Inediow boring and
sickening! But sexwith love never palls, not even after many years. You
know the smell in thbéoulangerievhen you are travelling and you go to the
bakery early to buy loaves for your lunch, andtbesad is still warm and has
the most heavenly fragrance ? You could smell ¢haty day of your life,
and always with pleasure. Making love is the sahhe. thousandth time is
as good as the first—indeed, for a woman, muctebeétt

She paused and, after some moments, said firmiyadice is to let your

heart win. There's no danger that you'll have g legfore you are ready to
have one. Your grandparents are no longer alivieetdistressed by what
they would feel was an immoral relationship. No efse need be hurt but
yourself, and that's a risk you would have to takeny case, as | did when |
married my first love and lost him within two years



Again she paused before adding, 'But, if | were,yahould not sacrifice
my home. Give him your heart and your body, buipkgaur own roof and,
with it, your independence.’

That night, composing a letter to James, Marindise that talking to
Cleone had confirmed and reinforced a decision yideep down, she had
made already.

My dear Jamesshe wrote| am spending a few days with Victor and Cleone
at Champfleuri—a most lovely place to relax andetakock. Perhaps by
now it is too late to accept the suggestion youenalden you sent the white
lilac to me. Butjf you have not changed your mind, | have change@.min
Otherwise please ignore this note. Marina.

Next morning, shopping with Cleone in a country mowot far from
ChampfleUri, she posted the letter. As it disappeanto the slot of the
postbox, she wondered when James would receive it.

The following day, her last at the chateau, she aghsnished to receive an
airmail letter from London addressed in a hand Wimade her heart leap
with excitement.

"This is from James! But he can't have heard fraeryet. How did he know
| was here?' she exclaimed in bewilderment.

'Perhaps he explains that inside," her hostessesteyt)

The post arrived late at Champfleuri, and the butleo was also Victor's
valet, and whose wife was the Daubrays' treaswekl, ©iad brought several
envelopes on a salver with the silver letter-opemgch Cleone offered to
Marina, saying, 'Here, open it quickly. My lettevsl keep.’

With fingers made clumsy by tension, Marina insgtttee opener under the
flap of the envelope, slit the top and withdrewrake sheet of paper folded
into three. As her eyes took in the first words ghve a little choked sound
of joy mixed with disbelief.



My only love,James had writter,have been ten kindsf fool. You have

been on my mind continually since you left Broaoke®t and | know now
that you are everything | have ever wanted in a amnand more than any
reasonable man should hope to find in one persent foo late to start

again on a new footing? Is it possible that what y@d me the last time you
were in my office may still be true? If it is, wibu marry me?

'My dearest child, you mustn't cry," Cleone exckiinseeing two tears
trickling down her guest's cheeks.

'I'm notreally crying,’ said Marina. 'It's just ... oh, well, deig, Cleone.’

'So James capitulated before you did," the Frenofamosaid, with a
twinkle. 'As for me, | knew in Javea that you twere» made for each other.
Come, you must telephone at once. If your letteri@ yet arrived, he will
be on hot coals, the poor fellow.’

She hustled Marina to the telephone, but when ttoolB Street number
answered, an unfamiliar voice said Mr Sebastianwaaishere.

'May | speak to Mrs Fox-Lennox, please? This isiNatinwood.'

There was a short interval before a voice saidpdGmorning, Marina.
Sybilla here. What can | do for you?'

'Oh, good morning. | wanted to speak to James rraitgently, but I'm told
he's not in the office today. Do you happen to kwvelnere | might catch
him?"

'I'm afraid he's abroad—in France. He rang mertiosning from London

Airport to say he was catching the first flight Raris, and to give me a
telephone number where he could be reached in angemcy. The trunk
dialling number is 85, and the local number is 255. It's the home of
Vicomte Daubray.’

‘Thank you, Sybilla ... thank you ... goodbye.' Marrang off and turned a
radiant face to Cleone. 'He's coming! He's on fayg here.’



'It doesn't surprise me. A letter is not the masisgactory way to tell a girl
you love her. To fall in love when you are seventeedistracting enough.
To fall in love for the first time at James's agea bebouleversébeyond
bearing.'

'Surely he must have been in love before?

'‘But no, it seems not. He calls you "my only lov€"must go to tell Marie
and Maurice that tonight will be a special occasand you will enjoy being
alone to reread your letter.’

The hours which followed seemed interminable. Marras tortured by the
thought that now, on the brink of happiness, somgtlreadful might yet
intervene. James might have an accident.

At lunch, Cleone said, 'If he's coming by road loe# arrive until this
evening, and you can't remain in this fever of itrgrece until then. What
distraction can you suggest for us, Victor?"

'Why not visit your friend Madame Albigny?' suggassher husband.

'‘An excellent idea. Antoinette is always happy &g wisitors. If James
should arrive before we return, don't tell him veé been expecting him,
Victor. To be in suspense for a short time longdird® him no harm."

Normally, Marina would have enjoyed her visit toetlouse of the
somewhat eccentric old French actress whom Cleook her to see.
Madame Albigny was a lifelong collector of lacemeant more to her than
jewels, both for its beauty and its value. The sapgeces in her collection
were worth many thousands of pounds, and had &xamined through a
magnifying glass for their fineness to be appredatHowever, although it
was a rare opportunity to see exquisite examplesadfy Valenciennes,
made in dark and damp cellars because a dank ater@swas necessary to
prevent the gossamer thread from breaking, andifidavenetianpoint de
neige, socalled from its resemblance to snow crystals, Narfiound it
hard-to pay full attention to the old lady's tatésrow she had acquired her
treasures. The thought of James, now -somewhergebet Paris and



Champfleuri, was impossibly distracting. She hopedwas keeping his
mind on the road more successfully than she waserdrating on the lace.

When they returned to the chateau, a car whichr@ea not recognise was
parked on the sweep outside the entrance to thatpnving.

'He's here!' she exclaimed excitedly.

Marina began to shake with nerves. She delvedrirbag for her compact
and lipstick, but was restrained from putting fresthour on her mouth by
Cleone who said, 'Don't waste your lipstick, myrdéaa few minutes you
are going to be kissed as you've never been kizstede! Come: | will say
how do you do to him, and then I'll make an exdaskeave you together.
Ah, how | envy you! | remember very clearly the wlerful moment when
love is declared on both sides and for a time tbddabecomes paradise.’

They found Victor and James on the terrace. Afkgressing her surprise
and pleasure at seeing him, Cleone turned to hsdydmd, and said, 'Jean and
Luc are having another of their rows, Victor. Youshcome and calm them
before they come to blows.' To James she explaifikdy are two old men
who work in the garden. They quarrel at least anogonth, and once they
are enraged Victor is the only person who can pdlk#m. | must tell Marie
to prepare a room for you, James. You are en fmugee your mother, |
suppose, but you must spend at least one night k¢ité which she seized
Victor's arm and urged him to hurry before the qeidrecame a battle.

When they had gone, James said, 'Lucia told memwgye staying here, and
| wrote to you. But perhaps you haven't receivedi¢tter yet.'

Marina moved to the balustrade at the outer edgeedtferrace, and laid her
hands on the ancient stone, warm from the sun.

'Yes, it came this morning.'
'‘As soon as | posted it, | realised | couldn't vimityou to write back. | had

to see you ... even if you turned me down." Shechkan come to stand
close behind her. 'Are you going to do that, Ma®ina



She turned and looked up into his face. 'I've emith letter to you, James,
but it isn't an answer to yours. | posted it yetdgr | wanted you to know
that, if you still wanted me, | was yours—on yoeimts.'

His eyes blazed. He caught her close. With his dipker temple, he said
huskily, 'My terms are the same as Alex Macdonaldis&nt you to be my
wife.'

A small but very gay dinner party took place in {Beande Galerie at
Champfleuri that evening. The gallery spanned #éke Wwhich, on summer
nights, was illuminated by arc-lamps. As the folitltem sat at a small
candlelit table set up in the centre of the galleinnking champagne and
eating a delicious cold supper, while outside tledaws the shining dark
surface of the water was occasionally rippled byeeze, Marina felt that all
her past unhappiness had been a small price tdopaihis unforgettable
evening.

With James hardly able to take his eyes off hex,vgbuld have felt equally
euphoric in the most mundane of settings, but kebcate their happiness in
so romantic an atmosphere could only enhance ttesam.

After dinner, Cleone rose and said, 'Now Victor dndill leave you to
discuss your future, and to make plans, and | staaié in my diary what
happened at Champfleuri today. | record only hagysnts, and this has
been one of the happiest. Goodnight, my friends.'

When they were alone, James moved his chair ctodatina's, and said,
‘The last time we were in France together, you diwtlhave let me do
this'—resting his hand on her shoulder and cargssar neck and the
delicate skin behind her ear.

'You didn't love me then.'

'Didn't 1? | think 1 must have or | should have haever scruples about
undermining your resistance."When you came usstdiat night we shared



an hotel room, and you took the pillows out of werdrobe, how did you
know | was still awake?"

Amusement made his eyes glint. ‘'In view of yourexie nervousness, you
would have to have been tired to exhaustion to modeged off in those
circumstances. Never mind: the next time we shdredaoom it will be in
circumstances of the utmost respectability, andllyenjoy it much more
than last time. We both shall.’

He put his other hand up to her ear and she reaftisevas removing her
ear-ring, which tonight was a malachite bead owold gin with a butterfly
fastening at the back.

'l can't resist your ears,' he murmured, and he falobe a gentle nip with
his teeth before kissing her neck and her shoufdiowing the line of the
narrow strap of her low-cut green cotton summenegedress.

'Darling ... isn't this rather public?' Marina segted 'breathlessly.

His questing lips brushed the soft curves whichldwering her zip a few
inches with the hand now stroking her shoulder4dadie had made more
accessible to his kisses.

'Public?' he murmured, in a muffled voice.

He must have shaved before dinner. Earlier hiskshaad chin had been
slightly rough. Now they were not.

'l think we can be seen from the paths round tke. [Bhere-may be campers
strolling about.’

James straightened. 'Perhaps we should have bairs¢lves. Have you a
shawl or something to put round your shoulders?altvarm night, but even
so you might be a little cool in that dress." Haeenbered to close the zip.

'I'll run up to my room for a wrap. Can we walktive parterre garden? The
paths round the lake are grassy, and | don't veage:ttthese shoes wet in the
dew.’



He pinched out the flames on the candles, andenight of the arc-lamps
they walked along the shadowy gallery and throtghsilence of the empty
chateau to the occupied wing.

There were campers admiring the illuminated fademl®a the courtyard as
they passed through the state rooms. James daildeyl see you, they'll
think you're a ghost—not a lovely warm armful o¥itig, breathing

girl'—this as they came to the doorway between apartments, and he
pulled her against him to kiss her.

It was then that Marina made the decision whictera rather brief stroll,
made her say, 'l think, as you've had a long dayvee're going back to
England tomorrow, we ought not to have a late night

‘Are you tired?'

‘A little. It's been an exciting day.’

‘Not as exciting as the day after tomorrow.’

'What's happening then?’

'If | can arrange it, it's going to be our weddday, and after that, for some
time, you'll find yourself keeping extremely eaiipurs, my beautiful.
Meanwhile ... goodnight. Sleep well. I'll take on®re turn round the
garden before | go up.' He kissed the palms ohbhads, and let her go.
'‘Goodnight,’ she whispered, and hurried into thesko

In her room she had a quick bath, and powderedsested herself before
going to the drawer in which she had put the expensrepe-de-chine
nightdress which, when she bought it, had seemeld auoolish impulse.
She had brought it to France to show it to Cleme®er dreaming that she

would wear it to go to the bedroom which-Jameslyeeh given.

It was about half an hour after they had partetthéngarden that she tapped
on his door.



'May | come in ?' she asked, when he opened it.

He looked surprised, but he said, '‘By all meams]' €tood back for her to
enter.

His room was not unlike hers, with a massive f@aster bed, Persian rugs
on a polished wood floor, and panelled walls hurit) waintings.

Marina walked to the foot of the bed, and turnetht® him. 'You asked me
once if | would give myself freely. Here | am, Jamall yours.'

He had closed the door and was standing with hmldahrust into the
pockets of a thin, dark silk dressing-gown whicttlioed the powerful
contours of his shoulders and chest.

He said, 'Are you sure you mean that ?'

'Quite sure. You said also, if you remember, thgirloought to test a man's
prowess as a lover before committing herself.'

'l thought you were committed already.’

'l am.' She went to him and slipped her arms rdusdeck. 'So why must |
waif to experience all the delights which you'verpised me?'

James put his hands on her waist and his palms wane through the
flimsy fabric of her nightgown. She quivered, bid dot draw back.

'‘Because | think you've had a little too much chagme, and might regret it
in the morning," he said, with a quizzical smile.

'Darling James, | could never regret anything ymutd me.'

He began to kiss her, gently at first, brushingdinereks and her eyelids, and
then, as his mouth closed on hers, unleashingassign with which he had
kissed her in his office. This was how she had miexhit would be except
that, in dreams, she had never surrendered hekmif. she cast aside all



restraint, feeling with tremors of bliss his haeaploring her body while his
kisses grew fiercer and more demanding.

When he picked her up in his arms, she thoughtdsegeing to carry her to
his bed. But it was to her own bed he took heigisiy along the moonlit
corridor with her cradled against his chest asedrefore, he had carried her
to her room in the hotel in Alicante, after she Hhadt her ankle. How
nervous of him she had been then. She was nenawshut only because
she wanted so much to please him and was conszidwes inexperience.

Where the corridor was intersected by another, desed to ask softly,
'Which is your room?"

The third on the left.'

Perhaps, she thought, he considered it good matmerake love to her in
her bedroom because then it would be he and notvebewould have to
wake up early to leave before the rest of the Honigewvas astir.

She had drawn back her curtains, and there wasypdétight for James to
see his way to her bed. But having laid her geotiyt, he did not kiss her
again but murmured a husky 'Goodnight.’

‘James--' She clutched at his broad, hard should®ts/ are you leaving
me?'

'‘Because | love you,' he told her, in a low vol@me day we'll make a child
together, but not tonight ... not this year." Sélé liim give a stifled laugh.
'For once in my life | came with honourable intens, and no thought of
sleeping with you—at least not until we're married.

She gave an involuntary murmur of disappointmemd, \&ith a sound like a
groan James. disengaged her hands and went qoigkbf the room.

It was not until nearly eleven the following morgithat, having waved
goodbye to the Daubrays, they were once more dabmether.



'Where would you like to go for our honeymoon?ak&ed, as they set out
for Paris.

'l don't mind, darling. Wherever you suggest.’
'Perhaps we might go back to Javea.'

Marina said, 'When we stayed at frerador,why did you ask for a double
bed ?'

'l always do. When you're my size, a single besbreewhat cramped.’

'l thought it was because you intended to seducd’atehad warned me that
you'd try, and the double bed seemed to confirm it.

'Possibly | should have tried if you'd given me amgouragement, but you
didn't. It made a refreshing change.'

'Perhaps | disillusioned you by coming to your rolast night,’ she said
uncertainly.

With a swift glance in his driving mirror, Jamedlpd in to the side of the
road and switched off the engine. Turning to herséid, 'You made it very
difficult for me to sleep. For a puritan, you wearrprisingly sexy nighties.'

‘Not usually." She explained the Janet Reger. &srimy subconscious
mind knew that | couldn't hold out against you muonger, and a
glamorous nightie might come in useful.’

'Only in case of fire, and for the benefit of brizat waiters.' His expression
became serious. "You couldn't disillusion me if ywoed, but | wonder if you
realise how discreditable my past has been. Therpag be dead, but it
doesn't always lie down, Marina. Are you sure yan d¢ake it if the
skeletons in my cupboard rattle their bones ocoadiy?'

He had already released his seat belt in orderrtodideways and rest one
arm along the back of her seat.



Now Marina unlocked her belt and, turning, put hands on his strong
shoulders. 'Darling James, | don't care how many&mhave had a place in
your past, as long as I'm the only one in yourritbdon't want to ask any
guestions which you would prefer not to answer,durely you must have
loved someone before me?'

'‘No, not as | love you—never,' he told her seripu§here are not many
women who are beautiful, and intelligent, and kiadd who share my
particular tastes in as many ways as you do. Skbv/i&afound only one.’

She said, 'l don't think there are many men wrst,fgght, would have gone
away rather than risk spoiling things. That waghé action of an
irresponsible, selfish man. | think you are muatder and wiser, and more
self-disciplined, than many people realise.'

For the first time she had the assurance to takmttiative and kiss him; but
it wasn't long before James took over and retutvadgentle kiss with an
enthusiasm which caused a farmworker, passing bityale, to shout a
good-humoured and probably bawdy comment.

They drew apart, smiling at each other. Then rahity, James refastened
his belt, and switched on the engine, and theymesitheir journey.



