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Her trip did have a hidden purpose

But it wasn't one she could reveal to Brent Tremaithe handsome,
arrogant owner of Leisure Lodge, on New Zealandgit Coast--no matter
how attracted she was to him.

For though she was staying as a guest, Lana'sitesgst was in a man who
worked for Brent--the father Lana had never known.

The last thing in the world she intended was tesedtouble for anyone. Yet
when Brent entirely misinterpreted her intereghimolder man, Lana found
herself almost overwhelmed by the conflicts ragangund her!



CHAPTER ONE

LANA sat on the upper reaches of the sand where clomfzdl marram
grass sheltered her from the light southerly bre€he muted murmur of a
calm sea sang in her ears, while the late afterr&uom washed her
bikini-clad form with a delicious warmth. Four nsle@cross the sparkling
deep blue water lay Kapiti Island, the soft bustidiace of its six-mile
length rising to remind her of the body of a gigamthale, beached for ever
more in this area of the Tasman sea.

The sun's dazzle on the ocean caused her to @osyés, and as she did so
she made an effort to suppress the tremor of ereit¢ swirling about in
her mind. She knew that the recent forty-mile drireen Wellington had
nothing to do with her inner turmoil, and that hetire nervous state
stemmed from her reason for being at this place.

In an effort to calm her nerves she breathed ddediil her lungs with the

tang of clean sea air, and as she did so she adhsmhherself mentally.
Relax, you fool. Nobody knows who you are or why'ye here. All you

intend to do is observe, and then slip away quiellyst satisfy your
curiosity and then go home. No harm can be dom@yone and your mind
will be at rest—well, at least to a certain extéhit only to a certain extent,
she admitted, suddenly conscious of a niggling taxdncerning the
wisdom of her actions.

She opened her eyes once more, then blinked aghestin's glare as she
saw she was not alone on the beach. A Greek gasymeone very much

like one, appeared in the waves rippling along Weder's edge, and,

blinking again, she knew it was not her imaginatidthere had he come
from? Had he stepped from the depths, or had thelelan the water kept

him obscured? And then she realised she had bedepty engrossed with

her thoughts she had failed to notice the lone smemn the sea.

She watched as he strode across the beach, tfffenestias she became
aware that he was making his way towards her.. Mdsnater he stood
before her, his dark hair « shining wetly, his atid form complemented by
a handsome face with regular features. She alsanmeeconscious of his



dark eyes appraising the slim lines exposed byikar and finally coming
to rest on the mounds of breasts swelling abovdizer

She snatched at her yellow towelling wrap and thiteacross her body, a
hint of defiance creeping into her blue eyes assghead it from neck to
knee. He had come to her, so let him speak fih&,decided, waiting in
silence for the sound of his voice. When it came slas struck by its
timbre.

'l saw you come down the track from Leisure Lodbe,'said. ‘Are you a
guest?'

'Yes.' Was he also a guest? she wondered, stapiag him, then dragged
her eyes away from the short crisp hairs curlimgsshis broad chest. They
were as dark as the hair on his head.

He studied her with interest, his eyes lingeringhenface. "You must have
arrived late this afternoon.’

'Yes.' He'd be about thirty-two, she decided, gugsat his age.
'How long do you intend to stay?"

'Only a few days," she replied politely. Was thiy dusiness of his? She
lowered her eyes, then found difficulty in keepithgm away from the

muscled legs placed slightly apart. Wet sand glesteon the dark hairs
above his knees.

She followed its line toward his thighs, then sdfther gaze away from his
small swimming-briefs.

‘A few days should be enough time for trouble,ifermed her in a dry
tone of voice.

‘Trouble?'The word startled her. Surely this man couldn/ghguessed who
she was or the reason for her visit. No, that wakegmpossible. 'What do
you mean by trouble?' she asked hesitantly.



‘That fair skin of yours, it won't take too muchlmsso be warned.' His eyes
left her face, then moved to her smooth arms. Yanit appear to have had
much sun this summer. Perhaps you work in an otiicg the weekends

have been poor for sunbathing?' His dark browsetlintne words into a

guestion.

Lana gave a rueful sigh. 'I'm afraid so. Fine day&ellington always come
during the week.' She stopped abruptly, annoyefthtbherself admitting

she came from Wellington. The less people knew tabey the easier her
project would be.

He said, 'You'll find the climate along the coaststy different from
Wellington. At this time of the day the sun is pistdanger point, but you
must remember that February is our hottest mortlejvthe combination of
sun and sea air can do much damage to complexsoiasr as yours.'

Her smile revealed white, even teeth. "You're theall protector of the
district's blondes?’

‘Not exactly, but | dislike seeing visitors leaveidure Lodge with bodies
and faces the colour of ripe tomatoes. I've seempé#in that can be suffered
from unwise sunbathing."'

Thank you for your concern.’

‘There's one person at the lodge who learnt hiotethe hard way. He has
colouring similar to yours and wouldn't dream ofirgpout in the sun
without his old straw hat.’

Interest sparked as his words brought a secreedmiher lips.Colouring
similar to hers.I'll know him, even without his old straw hat, stheught.
Aloud she said politely, '‘Are you connected to kbége in some way? |
mean, are you a guest?'

'‘No, I'm not a guest." He grinned as though thaighb amused him. 'l
suppose you could say | do the odd job about theegl



Puzzled, she said, 'You appear to be rather yooingrf odd-job man. I've
always thought of them as being much older."

Her remark caused him to laugh, then he said s&yipon't forget to keep
yourself well oiled with suntan lotions or whatever

She looked down at the towelling jacket that stiNered her. 'l can manage
my front and arms and legs, but my back defeats me.

‘Then ask somebody to do it for you. I'm usualtyusrd the place. I'll oblige,
if you'll allow me. It would be a most pleasant—avdd job. Just ask for
Brent.'

Lana expected a grin to accompany the words, buthwined deadly
serious. 'Thank you, I'm sure it won't be necesgatyother you,' she said
quietly, looking down at the sand. The mere thougfhlis hands on her
back almost made her spinal nerves tingle.

'OK, so don't neglect to use it." It was an ordsuéd in sharp tones.

Her delicate brows rose as she asked evenly, 'Salger, aren't you being
rather bossy?'

Perhaps, but the welfare of guests happens todefany jobs.’

"Really? Then I'm sure we're all in good handswds difficult to keep the
amusement from her voice. '‘Does it mean you speud {fme advising
people?'

His dark eyes glinted at her. 'Certainly not. Hoarethere's one further
suggestion | might offer: don't go swimming whea tidle is a long way out.
There's a strong rip that can carry you under.'

Before she could reply he was striding towardsweaby path leading up to
the lodge, and with his departure the emptinesheteach forced itself
upon her. The air took on a sudden coolness asuthdropped closer to the
horizon, its sinking cloaking the island with amieeloom.



Lana sprang to her feet, slipped her arms intg#tiew jacket and snatched
up her beach-bag. The marram grass whipped hetdggras she ran up the
sandy track, and when she crossed the lawns ihdfdghe long veranda she
noticed that the umbrellas had been removed frenothdoor tables.

When she reached her room she showered in the emaduite bathroom

attached to the bedroom, and later regarded thleesdshe had hung in the
wardrobe. The selection was not extensive becaweséad brought only a
few dresses with her, and now she paused to corsidéwo most recently

purchased garments.

Eventually she decided upon a full-skirted dressdekp violet that
contrasted with her creamy complexion and pale dlaidken hair. The
neckline was more daring than she was accustomeddong, but her pearl
necklace and earrings would take some of the basesmgay. She knew the
dress suited her, and suddenly she felt grateftieédwins for persuading
her to buy it. A smile touched her lips as shelteddahe way in which they
had bullied her into making the purchase.

'‘Go on, be a devil and buy it,' Raewyn had urgedpbnown eyes sparkling.

Lana had demurred. 'Don't you think the neckliadittle low? Look at that
cleavage!Mother will have a fit.’

Bronwyn's cheeks had dimpled. '‘No, she won't. Anyvea what? You've
got beautiful boobs, so why not show them off!?*

The saleswoman had giggled. 'She's right, you Know.

The colour is gorgeous—quite dramatic," Raewyn Wraathed. ‘It makes
your eyes go all purplish-blue.’

'It's sophisticated," Bronwyn had added. 'It's w@i need, something to
give you oomph and a spot of dash. It stops yowmfilmeing so pale
and—ethereal.’

'Isn'tanaemiche word you're looking for?' Lana had asked drily



The saleswoman, with an eye to business, had inatedgiproduced
another dress of entirely different style. Thersatjold-coloured material
had been cut on more subdued lines to feature alamancollar, plain
sleeveless bodice and fully flared skin that swiram a lowered hipline.

Lana had hesitated, torn between the two dressasibe she considered the
gold one to be more versatile, but the twins hamdddel the question. 'Take
both dresses,’ they had urged in unison. 'You mmgget somebody really
dishy in that holiday place.' And then Bronwyn laaidled, "You might find a
man to sweep you right up into the clouds wheréliyoeed to be really well
dressed.’

Raewyn had become scathing. 'Don't be silly, B¥wou don't need to wear
anythingif you're up in the clouds.'

Lana had laughed. 'Are you girls trying to be ridree, to push me off the
shelf?"

But the twins had seen nothing humorous in the tqpres'Gosh, Lana,
you're twenty-three.lt sure istime. Besides, we're just longing to be
bridesmaids,' Raewyn had declared while Bronwyrdeddn agreement.

The saleswoman had then clinched the deal by sayithgsincerity, 'Both
dresses definitely do something for you, and teexapecial discount price.’

Lana had written a cheque for the two garmentsnamdas she stepped into
the violet dress she could almost hear the twirtdadag that she would
really cut a dash on her first night at Leisure g@dNor did her choice have
anything to do with the man she had met on thetbeatcourse not. How
could it?

Who was he? she wondered as she attended to heumak wine waiter
with a little free time before dinner? She coulédgme him sitting at a table
to drink the wine, but not serving it. Or maybe \mas in charge of the
horses? The brochure on the table said that Lelsaatge provided horses
for riding along the beach, or over the fields whicrmed the farm attached
to the guest-house. However, her mind's eye saw dalloping across



country on a thoroughbred, rather than leading lderly nag that was
suitable for people who did not normally ride.

Could he be the person who organised the bush walkbe Tararua
foothills where he would have to make sure thatstpueid not stray or
become lost? She doubted it. He would be awaylistrahead of the party,
impatient to reach the depths of the forest.

Thinking about him, Lana found herself unable tohfm into any of the
activities advertised by the brochure, mainly beseghere was a dominance
about him, a faint arrogance that obscured albwisiof servility. Yet he had
declared the welfare of the guests to be one ajddsobs. Anyone looking
less like an odd-job man she had yet to see.

She dragged her thoughts away from him, again fogukem on the twins
whom she had always looked upon as her sistersialigtthere was no
blood relationship between them, because they werelaughters of her
adoptive parents, Eunice and John Glenny, whogbehildless at the time,
had adopted Lana soon after her birth.

Lana had always known she was an adopted childisedaunice had never
made any secret of the fact, and even eight yaaes, iwhen Eunice had
amazed John and herself by producing twins, hexcadéin for Lana had

remained constant. 'These are the babies who Wwere to me," she

explained to the little fair-haired girl, 'but yawe the one | chose.’

It was only when Lana reached her teens that shelt® wonder about her
own natural parents, but when she questioned Euméreadoptive mother
usually became evasive and would tell her veriglitiowever, when Lana
had reached the age of fifteen, just as the twgrewow, she had begun to
guestion Eunice with more determination, yet stith very little in the way
of results.

And now, wandering to the window to gaze at thandlrising from the
darkening sea, she recalled that particular daynvwhice had said, 'My
dear, I'vetold you, your mother died when you were born.'



Lana had looked into the brown eyes. 'Yes, | knbevdied, but what about
my father? | presume he lived.'

Eunice had shifted her plump form uncomfortablyh,'@es, he lived, but it
was his situation and his attitude that enabletb @lopt you.'

The statement had been difficult to digest. $fisation—his attitude? Then
you do knowsomethingabout him.’

Eunice had gathered her wits. 'Nothing at all, regrd Haven't | told you
repeatedly that all adoptions go through the Gawemmt Department of
Social Welfare? Their officers must approve the ésitine babies go into,
and they insist upon strict secrecy so that amgtimeiship with the natural
parents is completely destroyed. In this way thi&ab absorbed into the
family of the adoptive parents. Believe me, theagehbeen cases where
mothers have tried to contact children who havenbasopted. They've
made attempts to drag them back, causing situatibinih have been most
upsetting for everyone, especially for the child.'

But Lana was not to be fobbed off with these exgii@mms, most of which
she had heard before. She looked at Eunice thauiyhths she said,
'Mother, if everything is supposed to be so—so wagretive, how do you
know my father had an attitude of any sort, ortaagion to contend with?'

'It's only what | heard from Rita.’

'Rita? Do you mean Father's cousin who died laat#&Vhat could she
possibly know?'

'Well, she was a nurse before she retired, anchappened she was nursing
at the home when you were born. She told us abeytd¢or man. When his
wife died he was quite beside himself with griefl abviously not capable
of thinking straight. It was Rita who really guidgdu into our hands.’

'‘And now she's gone,' said Lana. 'lt's too latehiar to tell me anything
about him. Oh, if only | ha&nown,if only you'dtold me.' Her eyes had
filled with tears of reproach. 'Didn't she even yelu his name?’



'I'm afraid she couldn't remember it," Eunice dexdeevasively. 'As for me,
| did what | thought was best.’

'What did she mean by his situation?' Lana hadiggier

‘Just the fact that he and his wife were alone énvifealand. Neither of
them had any relatives who could take care of alvedvy.’

'‘But hisattitude?' Lana had persisted. 'What did she mean?’

Eunice had compressed her lips, remaining sileshadooked down at her
petit point.The fine needlework was developing into a knighhorseback

beside a tree and would eventually be framed inpacture to be hung

beside numerous others.

Again Lana had appealed to her. 'Are you sure shetday anything more?
What did she mean by his attitude?'

Eunice had controlled her impatience with an eff&eally, dear, I'd rather
not talk about it.'

'Why, Mother? Why won't you tell me?'

Time had been taken to rethread a needle. 'Bedadm®t want you to be
hurt. Isn't that reason enough?'

'How could he possibly hurt me at this late date?'

'‘By knowledge of his attitude towards you at timeetior your birth. Really, |
wishyou wouldn't persist.’

But Lana had persisted. 'Please tell me.'

Eunice had sighed, looking at her with troubledsey¥ery well, if you
insist. The truth of the matter is that he blamed for your mother's death.
Rita said he was so distraught he even refusexbtodt you. To be blunt, he
completely rejected you.'



Lana had looked at her wordlessly. The revelatiad bome as a shock,
causing her to cringe within herself. Her own fathad actually rejected
her? He had blamed her for her mother's death lzr@fore he wouldn't
evenlook at her? It seemed incredible.

The stricken expression on her face then causett&tmsay, 'I'm sorry. |
shouldn't have told you.'

'‘But | asked for it, so it isn't your fault.’

Ever practical, Eunice had said, 'Then try to forge Be thankful you
weren't dumped into an orphanage and that yourylgthrs sent Rita to
organise you into home life. We're not wealthy, buatoubt that you've
wanted for much,' she had added drily.

"You're telling me to count my blessings,' Lana hegponded. 'OK, I'll do
just that, not forgetting that you've also provide@ with a couple of
sisters.’

'l wish they looked more like you," Eunice had saigdtfully as she had
regarded Lana's clear complexion, her large bles eynd the pale gold of
her flaxen hair. 'Instead, they'll be exactly likee, too plump and too
determined to get their own way. Now let's have@af tea,' she had added
by way of changing the subject.

It had taken several weeks for Lana to get thoughter natural father out
of her head. During the daytime when she was bosityipied by her job in

her adoptive father's accountancy firm it had regrbso difficult, but at

night, when she lay in bed, the faceless spectreigped in entering her
mind. It was almost as though he was trying tolteH something, and one
night she realised the truth.

Of course—it was exactly as Rita had explained uaiée and John. The
man's mind had become unhinged by intense griefled with shock. He
hardly knew what he was doing. It meant he hadddve wife very deeply,
therefore it was little wonder he couldn't bearldok at the baby he
considered had caused her death.



After coming to that conclusion Lana ceased to twpbn her natural

father, although a vague curiosity concerning hontinued to lurk in the

back of her mind. There were times when questi¢agued her. What did
he look like? How did he earn his living? Had heamea again, and had he
completely forgotten her mother and herself? Addeit was years ago, and
life must go on for everyone.

During the next eight years life went on as uswoallfana. She had been
given more responsible work in the office and hataly had risen
sufficiently for her to save money to buy a small. dNevertheless her days
were filled with a sameness that even the few @arshe attended were
unable to enliven. Her life lacked excitement ofy aort and she was
becoming bored.

In the meantime the twins had almost grown up. They passed the worst
of the twittering stage, although the odd gigglesvaat to burst forth. At
fifteen they considered themselves to be knowleolgeadults, and this
assumption became even more pronounced with tlaniaty of their
driving licences. They became concerned about khdmahad reached the
age of twenty-three without being attached to assrboyfriend, and they
began to worry about her sinking into the statusesg an old maid.

However, an incident that would bring change fondavas about to raise
its head. It had occurred one evening when Johmrglsat reading his
paper, and when Eunice and the girls usually knettebthan to disturb
him. Slippers on his feet, a glass of Scotch orsthall table beside him, his
peace was suddenly shattered by Bronwyn leaningfosehoulder to peer
at the paper and ask a question.

'Daddy, what's that bit about adult adoptions?’

His voice had come impatiently. 'l don't know. vBa't read it. | doubt that
it's anything of interest to us.’

Raewyn had said, 'lt's probably something to ddwite change in the
adoption laws. I'll bet Lana's been following 8he had sent a sly glance
across the room.



Lana had been following it, but she said nothing.

Bronwyn persisted, 'Well, | haven't been followihgo what does it mean?
What's all the fuss, and what's to be different?"

‘There's no fuss and it's quite simple,’ Eunicd qaietly. ‘It means that the
Adoption Act has been altered. The secrecy has temeaved, and children
who were adopted when young are now given the dppity to search for
their natural parents.’

John rustled his paper, then said drily, 'l underdtthat some of the parents
are not too happy about it.’

'Why should they be unhappy?' Raewyn's tone wagnadt.

He ran a hand over the top of his balding headcdBge it can cause
embarrassment. It can upset entire families or éahto blackmail.'

'So what can be done to prevent that sort of teRIlRaewyn pursued, her
brown eyes widening at the thought.

'People who have no wish to see a by-blow frompist land on their mat
can put a veto against their name in the apprapgavernment department.
It's probably the Department of Social Welfare.'

'People have no right to have babies and then tfatggut them,' Bronwyn
cut in with some heat.

'My dear, it depends upon circumstances,' Eunilkcehter quietly. 'Not all
adopted children are illegitimate, you know.'

. Raewyn became thoughtful. 'Does this changeanAitt mean that Lana
could find her real father?'

'If she feels so inclined," Eunice said, a cooknaeeping into her voice.
'Personally | consider that John had been a verd ¢mther to her.' She laid
the everlasting needlework in her lap as she tutné@na. 'Have you ever
really wanted for anything?"



Lana shook her head. 'No, of course not.'

'You've been given a good education. You've neadrth search for a job,
the firm pays you an excellent salary and we'vé goten you love. Is there
anything else we could have given you?'

'Only roots.' Lana had not meant to say the wordsbmehow it had just
slipped out.

They had all stared at her until the silence hashlderoken by Bronwyn.
'Roots?What do you mean? You've gad, haven't you?'

And Raewyn had echoed, 'l don't understand. Whyldhgmu be worrying
about roots?'

'She means her own personal background,' John Ghathtried to explain
to the twins.

'It's all behind a closed door," Lana had said small voice 'Can't you
understand? You have aunts and uncles, grandpavdrdsare blood
relations, but when | look at them | know | doréldng because there is no
family resemblance. And when I try to look at myroferebears the door is
shut fast." She looked appealingly from one todtieer as she added, 'l'd
love to open it.’

'Of course we understand," John had said kindly.

'So what does this mean?' Eunice's needlework nedadle in her lap as
she gazed at Lana. 'Are you saying you want totfiglman who deserted
you? Do you intend toleave us, after all we've dmne/ou?' Her voice had
risen in agitation.

Dismayed, Lana had cried, 'No, no-of course not.'

John had spoken sharply. 'Calm yourself, Euniceu'néojumping to
conclusions. Why don't you let Lana explain what Bhs in mind?' He had
then turned to peer across the top of his spestatlew then, Lana, | feel
sure you're simmering over a plan of some sort. Wityshare it with us?'



She had glanced nervously towards Eunice. 'No. $tHl have to think
about it.'

'Haven't you been thinking about it already?’ he narsued shrewdly. 'The
pros and cons of this change in the adoption lave leeen given a fair
airing in the newspapers, and now the Act had lpeesed. | can hardly
believe it's escaped your notice.'

‘You're right, | have been thinking about it, blggse believe me when | say
| have no wish to leave you.'

"You'll leave us when you get marrieflyou ever do,' Raewyn had pointed
out.

The remark had brought a laugh from Bronwyn. 'Ad thte she's going
that'll be light years away.'

'‘Be quiet, girls," Eunice had snapped. ‘'Now themd, what would you like
to do? Do you intend to go searching for this man?

She had decided to be frank. 'Yes, I'd like to labkim. I'm curious about
his appearance. I'd like to talk to him, to leatmatype of man he is. That's
if I can ever find him, of course.’

'‘And then what?' Eunice had pursued anxiously.

'‘And then I'd come home. Life would go on as usat I'd feel a little more
satisfied within myself.'

"You'd tell him who you are?' the twins had askiadoat in one voice.'
Lana had become thoughtful, but at last she hat] 'dé. That might cause
an upset of some sort because he's most unlikehgmb contact with me. He
threw me out once so why should he open his armsetaow? At present |
just want to look at him, to learn a little aboirhhand then come home.'

‘Then please remember that this place is your Hdfoejce echoed.



Lana then turned to John. 'Where do | begin? Wdaulee at the Social
Welfare Department?’

John had not answered her directly. Instead heskatlEunice a slightly
twisted smile. 'My dear, | think it's time for yéai come clean and tell Lana
what you know.'

Eunice had sent him an indignant glare. 'Welllike that!" she had
exclaimed. 'Time fometo come clean indeed! Rita toyjduas well as me,
so why aml the one to be holding back information?'

Bewildered, Lana had gazed from one to the othdtewthe twins had
silenced each other with warning glances. Somethag coming up and
they had no intention of being sent from the roeoduse this happened to
be Lana's private business.

And then John had said to Lana, 'There's no nego wearching through
various records. We can tell you where your nattater is living, or at
least where he was a couple of years ago.'

Lana's jaw had sagged slightly as she had waiteklifio to say more.

'Rita told us about him," he admitted. 'A shortditmefore she died she
happened to go into a city restaurant during they bwnch hour. The place
was crowded, making it necessary to share the taibhetwo men and a
woman, and she felt positive that the older man yeas father.'

'How could she be so sure?' Lana had whispered.

Eunice had broken in, 'It was his hair that hadgbater eye. Don't forget
she had seen him before, and his thick, wavy flds@nwas something she
remembered about him, coupled with his height asdhandsome face.'
She paused thoughtfully, then added, 'l recall Ragng that he and his
wife had similar hair, and that they could haverbtken for brother and

sister. However, he didn't recognise her, andstespt and listened to their
conversation. She heard the name Leisure Lodgeoneadt and from what

they said she could tell they were connected wighplace.'



John said, 'lt's a guest-house on the Kapiti coast.

But Lana hardly heard him. She'd had gazed at Euwmith eyes darkened
by reproach. 'You've known about this since—sinefie Rita died, yet
you never told me.'

Eunice sought for excuses. 'Can't you understaed;?dWe—we didn't
want to lose you. We love you and we didn't wangda to go rushing to
this place.’

'Which is exactly what she'll do now," Raewyn hhadred in.

'l think it's exciting," Bronwyn had echoed. 'Pleakanie, can Rae and |
come too?'

‘Certainly not,' Lana had snapped.

'l suppose you'll want time off to go and look fom," John had muttered
gloomily.

'l believe there's some due to me," she reminded idn't I cut my
holiday by half last year when Miss Watson's fattied? | returned to work
while she stayed home with her mother.'

'l seem to remember something about it, he admgtadgingly and in a
resigned tone. Then, with sudden vehemence, ‘Mg lyconsider you're
making a mistake. | think you'd be wiser to leegi@g dogs lie. Some are
not so friendly when they're aroused.’

But Lana had shaken her head, smiling as she hdd"Shis particular
shaggy fellow has been on my mind for a long titidereally like to have a
look at him. Tomorrow I'll see about rearranging work with some of the
girls in the office.’

And that was when Bronwyn had said, "You must bogwa dress to wear in
the evenings, something really smashing.’



The remark had resulted in the visit to the citymhand the purchase of the
gold dress hanging in the wardrobe, as well agléep violet one she was
now wearing.

A glance at her watch told her it was time to goht® dining-room, but as
she surveyed herself in the mirror she was asshyl@edsudden nervousness.
Where, out there along the corridor and down th&sstwould she come
face to face with her natural father? Would he dmye¢o recognise? All she
had to go on was a head of hair somewhat similaetawn.

In what manner was he attached to this place? simeleved. Was he the
barman, or the cowman, gardener? But more impdytamas he still here?
It had to be almost two years since Rita had seerirhthe restaurant, and
that gave him plenty of time to have left and fowatk elsewhere. By now
he could be on the other side of the world, anth&t case her visit would
prove to be fruitless.

Well, she was due for a break and a couple of dayke sands wouldn't go
amiss, especially if Greek gods were in the habistepping out of the

water. The image of the bronzed, dark-haired mam lvetul spoken to her on
the beach swept into her mind, and she knew thaildeemust be around
somewhere; but although she tried to push himtimobackground of her
mind he continued to loom largely in her thoughte. 8vent downstairs to
the foyer where she paused to look through the dq@er door. Coloured

lights now illuminated the tables on the lawn, giithe place a holiday
atmosphere, and from beyond the edge of marrans geame the sound of
the sea.

A girl standing behind the desk spoke to her. dineng- room is along that
passage. It's just past the lounge.’

‘Thank you.' Lana smiled at her, then added afTaltly a lovely evening
out there.'

The girl's tone became glum. 'Is it? Maybe it is $ome, but | haven't
noticed anything to send me up in the air.'



'Oh? Something is wrong?' Then, as the girl madeepdy, Lana went
towards the dining-room.

On entering the well-filled room she remained nbardesk waiting to be
led to an unoccupied table. A wine- waiter stoodrbg, but he was
definitely not the man from the beach, and then sbiced a waitress
crossing the room towards her.

Plump and with a smiling face, she said, 'You'resvMslenny?'
‘Yes, I'm in room ten.'

'Mr Tremaine would like you to join him at his tabl

Lana was puzzled. 'Mr Tremaine? Who is he?'

The girl's smile became broader. 'He's the bosawes this place. I'll take
you to his table.’

Lana was lost for words, but followed the waitrsa table in the far corner
of the room. The man who rose to his feet at #ygiproach was dressed in a
well-cut pale grey suit and a crisp white shirtttb@emed to emphasise the
suntan of his handsome features. Nor did she haye d#ficulty in
recognising the man from the beach.



CHAPTER TWO

LANA blinked at him, feeling slightly dazed by the upegted manner in
which she had found herself at his table. For sg#waoments she could
only gaze at the dark eyes beneath their heavydratthe straight nose
and at the well-shaped mouth with his hint of sensuness. She then
became aware that she was being studied carehidlygyes scanning her
features before coming to rest on the low neckiihber dressCleavage,

she thought, feeling suddenly embarrassed, themisigaze with defiance.

"You've arranged to meet a friend at this place?asked as though the
guestion held a subtle meaning.

She shook her heads, thankful it was impossibléifarto know her reason
for being at Leisure Lodge.

His eyes flicked to her ringless fingers. 'But $yiy@u’'re—attached in some
way?' His tone remained casual as he filled hessghath red wine.

'Does everyone have to be attached?"

'Most of the women who come here are definitehaated, either to
husbands or to a fiance. They seldom come alore:sTiwhy | wondered if
you were expecting someone to arrive.'

'Why are you interested in these small details®pslried.

'It's merely the interest of mine host towards asgu he assured her. 'If
you're alone you could become bored, and that'ddrathe place. Do you
ride?"

‘No, I'm afraid not.'

'Well, there are other activities. This is not @gfdhouse in the normal sense

of the word. It's really a farm holiday place wheity people can see a little
of country life.’



'I've read the brochure, but to be honest I'll bikeghappy to do little more
than relax for a few days.'

"You have a job in Wellington?"
'Yes, | work at the Glenny accountancy firm.'

'‘Ah, yes, you've sighed the register as Lana GleBogs this mean you're
the boss's daughter?’

'l suppose you could say so," she replied guardelfigoor work, you
understand, therefore I'll be keen to just lazeobdbbors, perhaps under one
of those big umbrellas.’

'One can laze around anywhere," he pointed oute 'tte do things, even to
taking walks in the bush, although that means dg\a few miles to get
there.'

She sent him a level glance. 'l didn't come herbet@rganised into bush
walks, fascinating as they probably are.’

Unperturbed he went on, 'We have a launch for ngpkiips to Kapiti
Island, weather permitting of course. Naturally,dwgever dream of going
out in a rough sea.'

'l should hope not.' Lana opened the menu lyinglledser.

He said, 'l've already ordered the chefs speciayda. Tonight it's toheroa
soup, then venison followed by pavlova and stravieet

High-handed and domineering, she thought, but shadeshe said, '‘Suppose
I'm a vegetarian?'

‘Then we'll change the order. No trouble at all.’
Conversation then waned as the meal was serve@sasite finished the last

mouthful she became aware that he had been obgdrentlosely. Feeling
that something was expected of her she remarked. ave a very good



chef.' Then the words died on her lips as a thostghtk her. Was her father
thechef?The sea air must have made me hungry,’ she fishisleakly.

'l trust you'll find more than good food in thisapg,'
he said quietly, his eyes holding an intangibleregpion.

'Yes, I'm sure | shall,’ she agreed hastily, herdneering away from any
innuendoes that might be lurking behind his words.

She also noticed that his eyes had barely ceasedtbughtful observation
of her face, almost as if trying to penetrate hardnand then their gaze
locked as his dark eyes held hers. Her cheeks kegael warm, causing
her to rebuke herself mentally. Watch it, stupioly'ye not here to enjoy a
short sharp affair with this devastating man, y®uiere to observe your
father—wherever he happens to be.

The remembrance of her father had barely passedghrher mind before
she realised that Brent's attention had been éiddrom her to people who
had just entered the dining-room. They were beharcand she did not turn
round to see who had caught his interest, butneistold her they were
drawing near, and a few moments later she knewatltaiuple had seated
themselves at the next table.

Brent's manner towards them was one of familia@gnning in a friendly
manner, he said breezily, 'Everything is under it

The woman's voice said, 'I'm not sure. I'm afrdidt ttrouble might be
looming at the desk.’

Brent did not ask for details. Instead he said,r&\j@u at the desk when
Miss Glenny arrived? She hasn't yet given me pesions but | intend to
call her Lana.' He then made the introduction. sTisi Eric and Hilary
Halversen. They manage the place for me.’

Lana turned in her seat to look at the couple.WWbman appeared to be in
her mid-forties, her hair auburn, her eyes hazet Bore a smart dress of



dark green which enhanced her slim figure. Butas\whe man who caught
and held her real interest.

He had risen to his feet at the introduction and ataove average height.
His fair complexion had become rugged through expo$o sun and sea
air, but his most arresting feature was his haictvivas thick, wavy and as
flaxen as her own. The sight of it made Lana cahbreath, and it was
only by an effort of control that she preventecharp exclamation from

escaping her lips. She was face to face with hearalafather; she knew it

without a shadow of doubt.

Her gaze became fixed upon the man, the shocleadritbounter causing an
inner trembling that made her turn pale. She fellle to drag her eyes
from his face, and she feared that if she didké& &firm grip on herself she
would blurt out something idiotic like 'Sgu're the man who deserted me
when | was a baby.'

Gathering her wits, she realised it was just thexpectedness of the
meeting that had thrown her off balance. In songueavay she had hoped
to be able to observe him from a discreet distarfoefore any

communication could take place, and now it was omith the greatest

difficulty that she forced herself to look awayrfrdim.

She also sensed that the sight of her had hadexst epon him. She noticed
his jolt of surprise and saw a bewildered exprassreep into his blue eyes
as they rested upon her features. However, it dessed in a flash as he
sent her an affable nod to acknowledge the intrtoloic

It was Brent's deep voice that brought her backdonal. Speaking to
Hilary, he said. "You mentioned something aboukdesuble.’

'It's Peggy,' she complained. 'She's asking fohbkdays, and at this time
of the year when we're so busy.’

Brent frowned. 'Are they due?’

'I'm afraid they'd somewhat overdue. She starteld wg twelve months ago
last November, but she didn't want to take herdaglithen. She asked for it



to be delayed until February, even though | warhed it might not be
convenient," she added with an air of grievance.

'Peggy seems to be a reasonable girl," Brent resdarkidly.

'Oh, she's reasonable," Hilary admitted. 'The ntainble lies with her
sister's wedding. It's taking place away down infBdnd Peggy is to be her
bridesmaid.’

'Has the fact only just come to light?' Brent asked

Hilary looked guilty. 'No, she told me about it setime ago, but I'm afraid
I'd forgotten about it. She's been expecting mintba stand-in for when
she's away.'

Eric Halversen's sandy brows drew together. 'Perishp'd agree to take
only part of her holiday, long enough to coverwetlding.'

Hilary gave a rueful sigh. 'lI've already suggested, but she's digging her
toes in, pointing out that there'll be numerousjtdy her to attend to, and |
can see she's determined to be there to do them.'

Eric shrugged. 'l dare say we'll manage somehow.'
"You mean'll have to manage,’ Hilary retorted crossly.

His smile was disarming. 'My dear, I'll do my pditt.spend more time at
the desk. I'll combine it with doing the accoumisswering correspondence
and everything else | have on my plate.’

Hilary turned to Lana, politely drawing her inteetbonversation. 'There's
more to the desk job than meets the eye. Somebasgytdibe there to
answer the phone, and | have too many other joblsamd to spend my
entire time there. | have to check that the bedw@are being done
thoroughly, and | must keep account of the linemuist confer with the
chef about the meals—'

'My wife is a very responsible person,’ Eric tolahia.



'‘But | slipped up on Peggy's holiday,' Hilary lartezh 'I'm afraid I've been
thoroughly stupid.’

Brent's eye's were upon Lana as he said, 'This stieny@oblem must be
quite boring for a guest.’

She turned to him quickly. 'Not at all. I—I was mlgrwondering if | could
help you.'

"You were?' Interested flickered in his eyes.

She nodded. The discussion had enabled her to anatiked observation of
Eric Halversen, and she realised that a few datrseatiesk would give her
the opportunity to talk to him. Forcing a casudenioto her voice she said,
'l have three weeks on my hands, if it's of anytaosgu.’

Hilary turned to her eagerly. 'Are you offeringdo the desk job? Do you
think you could manage it?'

Brent cut in, 'Lana works in the Glenny accountafixcy. She'll do it with
one hand tied behind her back, I'd say.’

She sent him a fleeting smile. 'Thank you for theeof confidence.’' Then,
as his gaze continued to hold hers, she becameioasghat her heart was
beating at a faster pace. The desk job would ailable her to see more of
this attractive man, she realised.

'We'll make sure you don't regret it,' he said.

'‘And we'll be most grateful for your help," Hilamgsured her.

'l second that," Eric added, his blue eyes agagarding Lana's face with
interest. 'Tell me, is this your first visit to Iseire Lodge? I've a strong
feeling we've met before.'

Her heart gave a lurch as she brushed away thesugg. 'We haven't met

before, | feel sure. Nor are you a man who woulcasgly forgotten,' she
added, thinking of Rita, who had recognised hiraragb many years.



Hilary said briskly, 'l know I've never seen Lanefdre she arrived this
afternoon.' She turned to her. 'Now then, my deame tell you about the
guest-house activities and what working at the deé&ils.’

Lana tried to concentrate, but her mind was in alwHer natural father sat
within a few feet of her, and this was a fact stvenfd almost impossible to
believe. At the same time she knew that in sonange way his presence
was being overshadowed by the knowledge that Bfeemaine's eyes
continued to regard her with interest.

She also knew that Brent's attention to her appearaas bringing a faint
flush to her cheeks, and she wondered if he waesdet fer company when
the meal was over. However, it seemed as if thigeheas to be little more
than wishful thinking, because Hilary led her tce tfoyer where she
continued to tell her about the work at the desk.

Eventually the older woman said, 'I'm sure youitlkpit up quickly by
spending tomorrow at the desk with Peggy. And naupgpose you feel
weary and would like to go to bed.’

But Lana had no wish for sleep, and, leaving Hilahe wandered out to the
veranda where she stood pondering the situationwhtch a few impulsive
words had placed her.

And then she caught her breath as Brent emergedtire beach track. He
crossed the lawn beneath the coloured lights, anfieacame up the steps
she spoke to him. 'Have you been strolling on #mels?’

He walked along the veranda to stand beside hes. ¥'s one of my habits
when | need to think.'

"You have a problem?'
‘At the moment it's a puzzle rather than a probléta.paused, placing his
hand on the veranda balustrade. 'Please under§tandl appreciate your

offer of assistance.'

'Please, think nothing of it," she replied casually



'Surely you understand that it means a lot to wsvéver, | must admit I'm
surprised by your gesture.’

Her brows rose. 'Surprised? This is what's puzygted®'

'Yes. It seems odd that you should ruin your hglideecause of our
problem.’

"You consider I'm stopping work to carry bricks tlas saying goes.’
‘Exactly. And I can't help wondering why.'

Lana remained silent, searching for words that dgive him a reason for
her action.

"You said you had three weeks on your hands,’' heupd. "You must have
had plans for them.'

‘Not really,’ she admitted vaguely.

'‘But you're sacrificing your holiday," he pointedtoTo me it seems to be
quite silly, yet | don't believe you're stupid, laan

'‘And so you've been churning it over in your mind?'
He nodded without speaking.

Grasping at a straw she said, 'Perhaps | shouldiexpat | prefer to remain
settled in one place, rather than to wander airyléds was a pathetic
reason, she realised, but it would have to suffice.

‘Then let's hope you'll be happy in this places tbice was earnest as he
took her hand and brushed it across his lips bééanang her to go inside.

She remained on the veranda for several minutexrdgoing up to her
room, and when she crawled into bed she told Hetéeld been quite a day.
Lying in the darkness she could now see the fateofather, but strangely
it kept switching to become the image of Brent Taera.



Next morning Lana woke refreshed after a night @fachless slumber,
aware that she would be spending the day at tleptien desk with Peggy.
She sprang out of bed eagerly, and after showennie en-suite she
considered her wardrobe with care. The dress sheeclvas one she often
wore to the office, a deep blue cut on tailoreédin

Peggy told her all she could about the job. Thetstark-haired girl looked
at Lana and spoke earnestly. '‘Gosh, am | glad auilting to stand in for
me. It'll make things so much easier for the Haleas.'

Lana sympathised with the girl's situation. 'It Wbhbe a pity if you missed
your sister's wedding.'

Peggy gave a short laugh. 'Miss it? You've goetmking. I've no intention
of missing it. I'll be my sister's bridesmaid ifcbsts me my job, nor do |
intend to arrive at Bluff five minutes before shé'ee to walk up the aisle.’

'No, of course not.'

'l want to be there in time to make sure my dresgght, and to do all the
things a bridemaid is supposed to do. | told Mrdvelgen about it ages
ago,' Peggy added in an aggrieved tone.

Halversen.The name rolled round in Lana's mind, gatherisglitinto a
ball of questions. She was really Lana Halversdthoagh it was
impossible to attach the name to herself.

Peggy said, 'There's more to this job than juskingppeople in or out of
rooms. You mustn't forget to write down the namégeaople who hire
small boats. You must note the time they leaveraakle sure they get back
safely. If they're not back within a reasonablectiBrent must be told. He's
very particular about these matters, nor will Hevalchildren out in small
boats without their parents. As for the launch, useially works that
himself.! She paused to send a knowing glance tsvhana. 'Don't you
think he's Mr Stunning, someone to make you loakire®)



'Is he? | hadn't noticed,' Lana lied.
"You 're half blind?' Peggy's voice echoed pity.

Lana smiled. 'Of course not. Well—yes—I supposesis®@mething to write
home about, but | dare say he's well and truly pigm+—emotionally.’

Peggy shrugged. 'If he is, it's a dead secret.r8ef@male friends used to
drop in, but that was before Camille returned.’

‘Camille? Who's she?'

"You'll learn in good time. Now then, the same su@ply when the horses
are taken for riding along the beach or over thefa

'I'll remember.Who was CamilleRana wondered again.

'‘And make sure that guests return their room keferb leaving. You'l
find it all quite easy, but if anything bothers yibere's usually somebody in
the office to sort it out—either Eric or Brent.'

'‘Brent spends time in the office?' The questioneaasually.

'Of course. He attends to the farm accounts, anldetdinancial side of the
entire place. Eric is mainly concerned with thegjtlf®use accounts. Their
paperwork is done between other activities.'

'What sort of other activities?' Lana asked, hoghg would see more of
Eric. Or was it Brent’No, of course it wasn't Brent. She was here telas

her father, wasn't she?

Peggy went on, 'This morning Eric said somethinguathaving to check
the wine stocks.'—-

'‘And Brent?' Lana asked despite herself.

'He's taken a fishing party out towards the isl&@ek if you can pick them
up through the binoculars.' Peggy took a pair feneath the desk.



Lana carried them to the front entrance where atiesied on the island. The
blue bush-clad hills and valleys sprang into clogew, and then, near the
rocky shoreline, the white dot of the launch cduddseen.

‘They'll be there for hours and hours,' Peggy b@d 'We'll not see much of
Brent today.'

'Oh." She was conscious of disappointment as shenesl the binoculars
and moved to look in the office which lay behind ttesk. It was dominated
by two leather- topped tables, one holding a tyjtewrwhile against the
walls were several filing-cabinets. And apart frartarge calendar the only
wall decorations were two oil paintings of sailisigips, their canvas
billowing against blue skies as they rode whitestad waves.

For the rest of the day she listened carefullytao# notes of all that had to
be done, and when Peggy left next morning Lanaddwerself in charge of
the desk. But because she knew that Eric and Bverg sitting at their
respective tables in the office behind her, shendidreally feel she was
doing anything constructive until the phone rang.

'Leisure Lodge guest-house," her modulated voite ttee caller, then,
listening, she consulted the register. 'A doublemrdor a week from the
fifteenth of March? Is it possible you'd like theneymoon suite? Very
well, I'll reserve it for you. Your name, pleaséahk you.' She replaced the
receiver and wrote in the book.

‘Nicely done.' Brent's deep voice spoke from belhied

She swung round to face him and was immediatelys@ons of her
quickening pulses. "It wasn't difficult,’ she maeddo say calmly.

'Even Peg forgets to ask if they'd like the honegmsuite. | wondered if
you knew about it.'

'Peggy told me about it,' Lana assured him, defenttie absent girl, 'but |
haven't had time to see it yet.'



‘Then it's time you did, otherwise somebody migikt far a description and
you'd be unable to supply it." He spoke over hmuster to Eric, then led
her away from the desk and up the stairs.

At the end of the upper passage a door openediitdme well appointed
room with a private balcony, windows that gave smawiews towards
Kapiti, and over a countryside that stretched eoftothills of the Tararua
ranges.

'It's all fairly new," Brent told her. 'Facilitiesre here for making tea or
coffee and toast, or they can call room service.

A fridge keeps their drinks cool, and the bedroam en- suite are through
that archway.' He crossed the room to stand bdstdeat the window.
'Would you like your bridegroom to bring you here?’

She could almost feel his eyes watching her ingeaid she knew a flush
had risen to her cheeks. Without looking at him shal, 'lt's all most
attractive. The blue and gold gives it an almogaftdouch.’

‘That doesn't answer my question.' His hand orsheulder turned her to
face him as he stepped closer.

Looking up into his handsome features, she could mod dumbly as her
heart gave a sudden lurch.

And then his arms went about her, drawing her to & he said, 'l like to

think of newly married couples standing at thisaaw to gaze beyond the
south end of Kapiti. At certain times the mountadfishe South Island can
be seen quite clearly.' His hand pressed her hgaidsd his shoulder as he
added, 'Can you imagine a bride and groom stariding like this? I'm sure

he'd kiss her.’

His head bent swiftly as his lips found hers ineatte but teasing kiss that
was without passion or pressure, but which seiglitig sensations along

every fibre of her nerves. And while she told hirslee should move away

from him she was held to the spot by the spell thased her eyes to close
and her lips to part.



Her response caused his kiss to deepen and brsughgth to the clasp of
his arms as they gathered her closer to his badygdshe became aware of
his leaping desire common sense caused her tagemsly against his chest.
A shaky laugh escaped her as she said, 'That wigsagdemonstration, but
how can you be so sure about their actions?"

'‘Because it's what | myself would do," he returgecktly. 'And then I'd
sweep my bride into my arms and carry her to the'be

His words had hardly registered before an unexdetievement lifted her
from her feet to be cradled in his arms, and agazed down into her face
she could only gape at him wordlessly. A few swiftdes carried her across
the room and through the archway and as he laidhéhe bed a strange
expression sprang into his eyes.

She came out of her trance in a flash, springiognfthe bed with an
indignant gasp. 'This is too much! | can guess wtie average
bridegroom's next move would be, but I've no intenbf waiting to see
what you have in mind,' she flashed at him, thed ftom the room, rushing
along the passage and down the stairs.

She was breathless when she reached the deslgraseléral moments she
sat on the high stool, leaning over its polishedase. No doubt he had
imagined her to be an easy mark, no doubt the tvatrless with its low
neckline had given him that impression. Seethinganaly, Lana whipped
herself into a fury, but somehow the memory oflipis on hers, caused her
anger to dwindle and evaporate.

The ringing of the phone caused her to gain fulltcd of herself, and when
she lifted the receiver she heard Bronwyn's vogieng to speak to Miss
Glenny. 'Yes, I'm here. Is that you, Bron?'

'‘Gosh, what are you doing answering the phone?ydbheger girl asked
with surprise.

Lana ignored the question. "Why are you phoning&&h nothing wrong, |
hope? Shouldn't you be at college?’



'No. It's a free morning for us and everythings siame as usual. Nothing
ever happens. Rae and | were wondering how yoetteng on.Have you
see him yet?'

‘Yes, of course.' She knew Bronwyn meant Eric Halwe.

'Have you spoken to himWhat's he like?'

Lana became cross. 'If you imagine | intend towBs¢his matter over the
phone you're very mistaken. It's far too soon toytau anything.' She fell

silent as she heard a whispered conversation aittiee end.

And then Raewyn's voice came over the line. 'Dio@'tnean, Lana. Can't
you tell us anything? We're dying to know all abbum!"

Lana smiled as she imagined the curious pair stgnoieside the phone in
the hall at home. 'l can at least give you a mesgagDad,' she said. 'Please
tell him | might take an extra week, because thekdeceptionist has gone
for her holiday and I'm taking her place.’

'‘Gosh, you're a quick worker!" Raewyn exclaimed.

‘Just give him that message. OK?'

'‘We'll tell him. But Lanawe want to know—"

'‘Goodbye. Don't forget to tell Dad.' She repladesl receiver before more
guestions could be hammered at her, and as sheditle became aware
that Eric Halversen stood watching her from theceffdoor, his sandy

brows raised in question.

'l presume it was a call from home.’

She nodded. 'My twins sisters were anxious to kabaut something. I'm

glad they rang because | was able to pass on theage about staying here
for longer than I'd intended.



He remained in the doorway, regarding her in sgenmtil she was forced
to say, 'ls something wrong?'

He shook his head. 'No. It's just that you remind quite vividly of
someone | knew years ago. She had your pale gald ha

She forced a smile. 'The world is full of blondes't it said we all have a
double somewhere?"

'It's the first time I've come across this part@udouble. Your eyes are also
similar to hers.' He strode closer to the deskdcesinto Lana's deep blue
eyes.

Lana returned his gaze unflinchingly. At least aBmembers my mother's
appearance, she thought.

At that moment Hilary came into the foyer. She gal® watch them, then
spoke sharply to Eric. 'l trust I'm not interrugtianything.’

Eric's tone remained casual. 'No, my dear, I'm in¢a&ing a closer look at
the colour of Lana's eyes. She reminds me of—ofesmm. It's quite
uncanny.'

'l suppose you mean Ingrid." Irritation tinged temark, but before it could
be followed up Hilary brushed the subject asides@tying, 'The next time
we're in Wellington | must visit the warehouse. Weaunning short of
towels." She turned to Lana and said briskly, dt1ysee people taking
guest-house towels to the beach, please let me.know

Lana nodded absently, her mind turning over Evwosls and the two small
points she had learned. The first, her mother lba#tdd rather like her,
which wasn't really surprising. The second, her @m&iad been Ingrid. The
door that had opened a tiny crack when she hademethad now been
pushed an inch further.

Brent came down the stairs a short time later,nithen Eric had returned
to the inner office while Hilary had disappearedaods the kitchen. The



dark eyes became sombre as they regarded herré¥siill here? | made
sure you'd be half-way to Wellington by now.'

'l said I'd stand in for Peggy, didn't I?' She neédl his gaze expectantly. At
least he could say he was sorry for having hadetimerity to place her on a
bed.

Almost as if he read her thoughts his mouth twisséghtly. 'If you're
waiting for me to apologise you can forget it. restrong impulse to see
you on the bed, and so | put you there.' He mol@skc to stare down into
her upturned face. 'But I'll admit this, | don'tdkm what the devil got into
me.'

'It seems clear enough to me,' she told him coldlgn't you jump to the
conclusion that I'm easy; a piece of cake, to fhluintly?' She turned away,
hoping he would not see the misery she felt, argheghe decided it was the
cleavage-revealing violet dress that had giventhienwrong impression.

"You're in the habit of leaping to conclusions?akked drily.

'Only when the situation is more than obvious,' i&terted.

'Did you imagine you were about to be raped?' kedaas though quietly
amused by the suggestion. 'l can assure you tlilaingowvas further from

my mind. After all, you had only to yell to bringe staff running.'

‘Then why—?'

'Why did | carry you to the bed? | told you, | itk strong impulse to see
you there. | can only think it was because youaadpd to my kiss. Or is

that something you deny?"

Lana flushed as she recalled her response tosssakid could find nothing
to say.

He went on, 'l can only presume you have no wishte episode to be
repeated.’



Snatching at her dignity, she said, 'Is that a pgefi
'If you wish me to make such a promise | shall dotse said gravely.

Lana searched her mind for an answer. She had sb fer Brent to
promise he would not kiss her again, but she waslerto bring herself to
say so. And then Eric's voice came from the officer.

'Who's making promises?' he asked. '‘Don't forgatglomises are made to
be broken.’

The remark lessened the tension, causing Brentitioag his eyes swept
over Lana's slim form. 'So they are. I'd quite @itgn that small fact.'

Eric went on, 'There's a problem with one of thesmunts, Brent. Perhaps
we can sort it out together.’

They disappeared into the office, the murmur oirtreices coming to
Lana as they discussed whatever needed to be sestusnd as she
listened to Brent's deep tones their recent coatiers spun round in her
mind, while the trend of her thoughts left her stlg bewildered. She was
here to gain knowledge about Eric Halversen andomer background,
wasn't she? Then why was she more interested mt Bremaine who had
no place in her personal history? And why was dad ¢hat Eric had
intervened before Brent could promise he would n&igs her again?

A short time later the voices ceased and she santBrave the office, but
although he passed the desk he sent no glancerimiteztion. He's
forgotten | even exist, she realised, becoming ewar an engulfing
depression, then wondered why the knowledge balheze

Nor did she sit with him at dinner that eveningg atespite her mental
denials she was bitterly disappointed to be waylaidBetty when she
entered the dining-room.

'Mr Tremaine has a guest,' the waitress whispéerégut you at another
table.’



Lana looked across the room to where Brent sat withoman whose
sophistication could never be in doubt. Red hais whaessed in a modern
style and from where she stood Lana could see didgamile being sent
across the table towards Brent. 'Who is she, Betty® asked in a low
voice.

'She's Mrs Boyd. Camille, they call her.'

Camille. Peggy had mentioned Camille, Lana recalled, toend herself
unable to resist the question. 'Is she somebody epecial to Mr
Tremaine?'

Betty shrugged. 'You can bet your life she'd liaebe. | understand she's
someone he's known for years—before she becam®djd, in fact. But
now she's a widow, with plenty of the folding stydiu put in your wallet. If

| took you to their table she'd probably stick &kfmt6 you, or at least make
your meal miserable,' she added ominously.

''ve no wish to go to their table," Lana declacedlly, then stared at the
menu with unseeing eyes.

Betty became brisk. 'OK, if you can't make up yound I'll bring you the
chefs special.’

When the meal was brought to the table Lana ateowitsending a single
glance across the room, telling herself she caoulckre less about the
woman at Brent's table. In any case she was hdeato about her father,
not to become involved with somebody else. Nor shd linger over the
meal, and when she left the dining-room she fouitarat the desk. 'Have
you had your meal?' she asked the older woman.

Hilary shook her head wearily. ‘No. Eric has jushg in, but | thought I'd
hold the fort for a while.'

'Please go in with him. I'll stay at the desk.’

Hilary accepted the offer gratefully, and Lana edaterself on the high
stool where she busied herself with several sraakd. All the rooms were



full apart from the honeymoon suite, and as shallextbeing placed on the
bed her cheeks felt hot; although she tried toptera a sense of indignation
she was unable to rid her mind of the feel of Bedijis on hers, or the clasp
of his arms about her body as they had stood awitheow.

The heightened colour had barely left her face wBrant and the woman
with whom he had dined came into the foyer, andalvaas then able to look
more closely at this person known as Camille. Iswapossible to be
unimpressed by the red hair that gleamed beneatfoyer lights, and then
she became aware that green eyes were regardingthesurprise.

'Peggy has left Leisure Lodge?' Camille asked.

'‘No." Brent's tone became casual as he introdugcech.t'Lana Glenny,
Camille Boyd. Peg's gone to her sister's wedding bana is merely
standing in for her.'

Merelybeing the operative word, Lana thought crossimdant being of no
importance and was obviously the rating she heldisnmind. Not that it
mattered, of course. And then she was startledayille's next words.

'‘Brent, dear,’ she almost purred, 'I'm so intetesbehear about this new
honeymoon suite. How clever of Hilary to think efting it up. Please show
it to me. Or is it occupied?’

'No, it's unoccupied at the moment.' His eyes dalleaggressively as they
met and held Lana's gaze. Then, almost as thougkakethe resentment in
her thoughts, his face became cold while returnieg angry glare.
However, he made no comment as he took Camilles aard led her
towards the stairs.



CHAPTER THREE

LANA turned away. She had no wish to see Brent and lieéaasicend the
stairs together, yet her mind's eye watched thelk alang the passage and
enter the suite where she continued to visualisastlene. No doubt Camille
would show polite interest in the modern appointteeand then she would
stand at the window with Brent. Together they wogkke across the
moonlit sea towards Kapiti. Would he kiss her? Vddué draw her gently
towards the bed?

The thought made her go hot with resentment uti@ shook herself
mentally. Snap out of it, you fool. You don't kn@amy of these things for
sure, she chided herself in silence, yet it seemmgabssible to keep her
thoughts from the suite, the vision of Camille ba bed being all too clear.
As for Brent's reaction—he was a man, wasn't he®digdn't justsiton the
edge of the bed. A deep sigh escaped her as theomewh her own
closeness to his body caused a strange innemgtisomewhere near the
region of her stomach.

Eventually it was Hilary's voice that brought hack to reality. 'Thank you,
Lana, now off you go. Peggy always had time offhia evening and you
must do the same.' The words held a brisk command.

But Lana had no wish to leave the desk, at leasyeto Brent and Camille
were still upstairs and she was plagued by thességeto know how long
they would remain in the honeymoon suite. 'l domfid staying here,’ she
assured Hilary.

'‘Nonsense. You've been at the desk all day. Gamtihe veranda and
breathe in some fresh sea air. The evening's lhelutvarm and we get so
few of them without wind.'

'Perhaps fresh air is what | need," Lana agreexhllmg her previous

confused thoughts, and, leaving the desk, she wento the veranda.
Shouts of laughter floating faintly across the lawid her that guests were
splashing in the moonlit waves of the high tided afthough there were
other guests in the garden she was overwhelmednajihess.



Turning to stare at the lighted windows of the giesse, she noticed that
the honeymoon suite appeared to be in darknesst Dielan that Brent and
Camille had left the suite, or were they still tner a gloom broken only by
bars of moonlight? The thought gave her an uneerpegain, but several

minutes later it vanished when she saw them enmrde the lawn from a

side path.

Camille, teetering slightly on high heels, clungdi@nt's arm. Nor did she
make any attempt to conceal her irritation whedresv her across the lawn
towards Lana.

'l meant to ask you if all the horses had beenlatm,’ he said, his face
unsmiling.

'Yes, only two went out today. The stableman reggbtheir return late this
afternoon. | marked the book.'

'l told you they'd be all right,” Camille declarpdttishly. 'But oh, no, you
had to go out to check that all the saddles weck mathe stable.’

Lana was unable to resist a remark to Brent. h'tigke you come down the
stairs. | felt sure you must be still in the honeym suite,” she added
smoothly.

'‘Honeymoon suiteCamille cut in, her tone aggrieved. 'l haven'treseen
the place yet. I'd hardly stepped in the door wBent started on about the
horses, and the next instant | was being hustledhdbe back stairs to
count saddles in that smelly old stable.’

'It's necessary to keep a check on such mattersiit Bointed out. '‘One
doesn't wait till midnight to learn that guests wivent riding haven't
returned.’

Lana said, 'If the horses hadn't been returnedaie told you a long time
ago.' She looked at him thoughtfully, wonderinth# saddles had been an
excuse to leave a place made distasteful by theameaof recent events
concerning herself. But this was something she evawgver know, she



realised, watching him accompany Camille to whemedxpensive sports
car was parked near the front entrance.

Nor was she interested, she tried to assure heesalfwithout waiting to

learn if Brent would now seek her company she wesitde and up the

stairs. She would go to bed, and he needn't thiekvwgas loitering about
waiting for him. But even before she had reachedtdip of the stairs she
was regretting her decision, and, coming down sfpshe went out to the
veranda again.

His tall figure was easy to discern beneath thewead lights, and she
stood watching as he moved among the guests orfrahe lawn. His
pleasing personality became evident as he chattéchhly in his role of
the perfect host, therefore she was surprised Wwkenounted the steps to
speak to her.

'Don't be afraid to circulate among the guestsal éd be grateful if you'd
chat for a while to that newly arrived American pteu See if you can
make them feel at home by offering a little friehig)s' "'The American
couple?' Her eyes searched the guests. 'Elmer #mdniae Crosby.
They're strangers in a strange land, you understaledtook her arm and
drew her down the steps. 'You don't mind doing fiisne?'

'‘No, of course not.' She was vitally consciousheffeel of his hand on her
bare flesh as he led her to where two people sheand table.

As the introductions were made the woman beamédrad, then began
chatting at once while the husband was allowedutarpa word here and
there. And as she listened to Claramae Crosby, beathed Brent

continue to talk to other guests. Later, as shentealithe stairs again, a
sigh of disappointment escaped her. How could she hmagined he

would have time to spare foer?

And this appeared to be the situation during the fesv days when she saw
little of him, despite the fact that she watchedHton to come down the
stairs, to walk in the front entrance, to appedoteecher in the dining-room.



At last, frustrated, she made an attempt to getcutof her mind, and to do
this she concentrated upon learning all she cobwuiaEric Halversen.
After all, this man who was her father was her oedsr being here, yet in
some strange way her priorities seemed to havelsadtfrom Eric to Brent.

It was during this period that Eric called her itite office. ‘Can you use a
typewriter?' he demanded hopefully.

The question surprised her. 'Of course. It's somgtlve been doing for
years. Don't forget I'm from an accountant's office

He drew a breath of relief. 'Good. I've a pile eitérs to be typed. Peggy
usually does them for me, and since her deparwgdken struggling with
them.'

'l get to work on them,' she assured him chdbfglad of something that
would take her mind away from Brent. But befordirsit down at the
typewriter she moved towards one of the paintingshe wall, peering to
decipher the name of the sailing-vessel.

‘That's theHovding,'he said. 'The other ship is tBallarat. The Hovding
brought my Scandinavian forebears to this countmleningrid's people
came on thd&allarat.'

‘Scandinavian?' Surprise tinged her voice.

'‘Norwegian.'

'‘And Ingrid? Who was she?' She almost held hertbraa she awaited
confirmation of her earlier guess.

'She was my first wife. She died at the time of bivéh of our first child.’
There was suppressed pain in his tone.

'What happened? | mean, why did she die?'



'‘Apparently she had a bad heart condition. She&h learned that giving
birth could prove too much of a strain, but she Weermined to have a
baby.’

'You knew about her heart condition?'

‘Not until it was too late. But Ingrid had made hgr mind and couldn't be
swayed from the idea. She was sure she'd comegthritne ordeal with
flying colours. However, she didn't.'

Lana was afraid to look at him as she asked, "Wappened to the baby?’

'I don't know. Nor, at that time, did | want to kmoThe child had caused
Ingrid's death and | was unable to forgive it.'

Lana felt a surge of anger against him. Her ligeténed as she said, 'l see.
Apparently the baby had asked to be born, theretormas the little one's
fault?'

'In Ingrid's mind a baby was definitely asking t® lborn." Eric shook his
head as though still bewildered by what had hapgpéwenty-three years
ago. 'When it was over | was almost raving mad frgmef. | couldn't
believe Ingrid had died--'

'‘And so you blamed the child. You made it suffer--'

Careful, carefulwatch your stupid tongue, she warned herself.

He became annoyed. 'What makes you suggest itred#elrhe adoption
was arranged through one of the women in the méagehospital, apart

from going through all the proper channels. | wesuaed it was going to a
good home.'

'Did you ever try to find that home?'

‘Certainly not. The strict secrecy of the adopten forbade me to do so.

I'm afraid you don't understand the situation,cBxent on impatiently.
'Ingrid had no relatives still living on this sidé the world, and my own



relatives had moved to live across the Tasman stralia. So tell me, what
was | to do with a new baby?"

‘Couldn’t you have employed somebody?'

'Definitely not. Nor did | have any intention ofevlooking at a child who
would have been a constant reminder of Ingrid.’

Lana was shocked. 'You didn't want to remember her?

He gave an exasperated sigh. 'l mean she'd hanealmastant reminder of
my loss. She'd be sure to look like Ingrid.’

"'The baby was a girl?' she asked innocently.

'Yes, a girl," he echoed wearily. 'Now would yoegse be good enough to
get on with those blasted letters?'

She sat at the typewriter feeling shaken. Her fisgrgembled and the papers
rustled as she began to examine the letters. Dhared her eyes and she
knew she had been a fool to pursue the subjectwhic matter how much
thought she gave to it, concerned a situationdbakd never be altered.

Eric's voice cut into her thoughts. 'Are you havhfficulty in reading that
handwriting? You've been staring at it for a cougfleninutes.’

She blinked rapidly. 'No, | can read it.'

"You're still thinking about that baby," he accubed 'Believe me, adoption
was the best thing that could have happenedliecquse | was in no state to
have the little one near me.'

'Perhaps you're right,’ Lana admitted reluctarifes, | can see that the
child was better off with a couple who would be grds to her." And

suddenly she was overwhelmed by a rush of gratitoe@rds Eunice and
John Glenny who had been so good, so generous.td&e she appreciated
them sufficiently? She doubted it, and was consunysglilt that sent more
tears to her eyes.



This time they did not go unobserved by Eric whaolead her dab at them
with a wisp of handkerchief. He left his seat &t thble and moved to place
a comforting arm about her shoulders. 'You're tgkims matter too much to

heart. It ail happened years ago and that babyrevbeshe is, will now be

a young woman, perhaps with a baby of her own.’

"You find it easy to brush her off with bouts ofsiful thinking?'

His tone became curt. 'What do you expect me toWbp myself into a
frenzy of worry over what became of the child?’

'I'm being a fool," she sniffed, mopping the laatngh traces.

'Don't be ashamed of your tears. They show yoeta $weet, sympathetic
girl.'

His arm tightened about her shoulder while he gess unexpected kiss
upon her brow, but as he did so Brent's voicegstigwith sarcasm, hit
their ears.

'‘Now here's a touching scene! Watch it, Eric, dakiwill have your guts
for garters.’

Lana was appalled. She turned to gape at Brerteagried to find words.
'It's nothing. He was just—just—'

Brent sent her a mirthless grin. 'I'm not blingould see exactly what he
was doing. He was kissing you. And if Hilary hadmein the doorway
instead of me he'd have found himself being seagedincemeat on the
plates tonight.'

Eric began to protest. "You're making too much autothing. Lana was
upset and | was merely offering a grain of comfort.

'Why should she be upset?' Brent demanded, hisragesg from one to
the other.



'It's a long story that's better avoided, partidulas | want those letters
typed,’ said Eric, directing a pointed remindeLata. As he spoke the bell
on the reception desk rang and he left the officenswer it.

Brent moved to sit on the edge of the table. H&ddodown at Lana, his
dark eyes holding an expression she was unabégtorh until he spoke in a
low voice that simmered with accusation. 'You wattldave been making a
pass at him, | suppose?’

She was indignant. '‘passVhat do you mean?"'

'You know what | mean. | suspect you've been eragpng him. You've
been looking at him with those come-hither eyes.’

'Don't be ridiculous.
'‘But | have noticed your eyes following him.'

It was impossible to miss the scorn in his voi¥@u're raving,’ she said
defiantly. 'He's old enough to be my—my father."

'He's only in his late forties, and certainly nmd ©ld to be flattered by the
attentions of an attractive blonde.'

"You're quite mistaken,' she snapped angrily. 'Ntwem, would you be good
enough to let me get on with these letters?’

'Perhaps you prefer older men," he pursued retsmtyle’'l can't help
wondering—if it had been Eric instead of me who&ried you to the
honeymoon bed—'

Lana glared at him furiously as she hissed, "Youndeo if my reaction
would have been different?ow dare you?Her eyes became moist again,
causing her to dab at them furiously with hands shaok.

Watching her, he said, 'l think we'd better havalla'

'Oh? About what, may | ask?"



'‘About the people who are connected to this place.'

'l can't see that it's necessary, especially anibraent when | must get these
letters typed.’

'It can wait,' he said drily.

Lana turned to concentrate on the letters, anchasdal so she became
aware that Eric had returned to his seat at tHe,talhile Brent had moved

to one of the filing-cabinets. She knew vaguelyt e was searching for
papers, and it was almost a relief when he lefrtloen carrying a folder of

them.

She typed rapidly until the letters were finishadd as she drew the final
sheet from the typewriter her thoughts returneldeioown background. So,
she was of Norwegian descent. No wonder she wddosale. A smile
touched her lips as she realised the door had pashed open a little
further. Could she give it another slight shoveZaimeffort to do so she
turned to Eric and indicated the painting of Hevding.'What made those
people come to New Zealand?'

"You mean the Scandinavians?' Are they still onryoind?' His blue eyes
regarded her curiously.

'Yes. | know so little about those particular eadytlers." And then her mind
jumped to another question, one closer to herbksitatingly she asked,
'Why was Ingrid so very much alone? You said she wighout relatives.’

Eric frowned as though not wishing to pursue thgest, but he said, 'She
was an only child. Her parents had parted and éfador overseas as soon
as their divorce had been made absolute. Ingridon@sght up by her only

grandparents in New Zealand, and by the time sheigdahe old couple

had died. Now then, I'll sign those letters.’

A short time later Lana was back at the recepteskdanswering the phone,
chatting politely to guests or dealing with variaueeries. There were brief
moments when memory of the scorn in Brent's eyesmed to niggle at

her, but she brushed it aside, feeling gratefhilaee sufficient work to keep



herself occupied. At the same time she felt an togxplain the situation to
him, but this was something she found herself un&btdo.

Hilary came to relieve her at five o'clock. "Youlveen indoors all day,’ she
declared. 'You should go for a swim. There are geades out there, that's
if you like being buffeted.'

'I'll see what it looks like," Lana said. She kbi¢ desk and went upstairs to
put on her swimsuit, then slipped into her yellowelling wrap. But when
she reached the shore she decided against a sviavour of jogging along
the beach, so she set off at a sedate trot.

The northerly wind that blew her hair also whipled waves, causing the
expanse of sea between the mainland and Kapitig hump to become

dotted with whitecaps, while to her right stretchib@ North Island's

Tararua ranges, their tops shrouded in clouds.tBreain the fresh sea
breezes, she had not gone far before she became aivawo horses

coming along the beach towards her, and as theymiear she realised they
were being ridden by ElImer and Claramae Crosbywsdre extending their

stay at Leisure Lodge.

Lana had now chatted with them on several occasthssovering Elmer to
be a quiet man with little to say, perhaps bechedead formed the habit of
allowing his wife to speak for both of them. Nor swé difficult for
Claramae to reveal her mind. She was a small wosmitiinsharp eyes, and
what she said was usually to the point.

And now as they met she drew rein and looked dowlraaa. 'Hi there,

perhaps you can help me. The Maori names in thistep are so difficult

they defeat me. I've been trying to remember wheee's a special Maori
church. Is it at Wai—Wai—'

'Waikanae? No, it's at Otaki.'
'l told you so,' said Elmer with quiet satisfactibfe stared across the sea

then asked in a slow drawl, 'Is there any chanagetifng to that hunk of
land over there?'



Lana said, 'lt's a bird sanctuary, and permissidarid must be granted by
the ranger. Brent could probably arrange it for,yand he could also take
you on a fishing- trip.’

Claramae said, 'That fine-looking fellow is certgimpressive. I'm told he
owns the whole outfit, the guesthouse and the thaihgoes with it. Say, are
you out to catch him?'

Lana stared at the woman speechlessly. The wortibdraified her. 'l beg
your pardon?' she said coldly.

'Don't get me wrong. | mean are you trying to catphwith him? We saw
you running along the beach so we presumed you Kkmeesvjust ahead of
you." Claramae twisted to look over her should&it. you need to do is
stand and wait, because he's on his way back.’

Lana had been standing with her back to the windnbw she turned and
stared at the figure coming towards them. It waanBwearing shorts and a
green T-shirt, and the sight of him caused heretgfipped by indecision.

Should she go forward, or retrace her steps?

Claramae picked up her reins. 'Let's go, Elmer.s€h&o young people
won't want us around.’

Lana made up her mind. 'I'm coming back too," sfetaded.

'See you later," EImer said affably as a dig ohleisls sent the horse trotting
along the sands.

Lana began to follow them, now jogging at a swifiace with the wind at
her back. She heard Brent's voice carried on thd as he called to her, but
she ignored it.

'Hi, wait for me." Again the voice came from behiner, and again she
ignored it, pretending she hadn't heard.

'‘Lana, wait! The words held a command which caused her to guoitler
steps until suddenly there was a pounding besidarn® she felt her arm



gripped by an iron hand that swung her round te fam. 'Why the hell are
you running away?' he gritted.

'l am not running away,' she gasped breathlessly.

'Oh, no?' He glared at her. 'l dare say you'd sbox@ed down right smartly
if Eric had been trying to catch up with you.'

'Don't be stupid,’ she snapped in a fury.

His mouth twisted into a grim line. 'Are you suha being stupid? | told
you I'd noticed your eyes following him, to say mag of the fact that I've
also noticed his eyes following you.'

The wind blew her hair across her face. She brughagay impatiently,
longing to tell him the truth, but caution silendeet.

Brent said, 'Come up to the shelter of the saralhils time we had that talk
| mentioned earlier.’

Lana hesitated, conscious of a sudden appreher$®itime | was getting
back.'

He moved closer to stare down into her face. 'Ane goming, or do | have
to carry you out of this wind?"

'Very well." She spoke with reluctance but followszkdiently while he led
the way to a valley lying between two marram-gresgered slopes where
it was a relief to be out of the wind. The sun was®/ low in the sky and it
was necessary to turn away from the dazzle o#its.r

As they sat on the sand his voice became tersé.plsssible for you to
understand that | don't want either Hilary or Hrjgset? They've both had
their share of troubles and are now happily matchedll not allow the
wiles of a charming young blonde to come betweemths that clear?!

" Wiles?You're being insulting,' she exclaimed angrily.



'What other word is there for it?"

Frustrated, she said earnestly, 'Please believel m&ye no intention of
coming between them. My interest in Eric is not tWau think.' Too late
she realised her last words had been unwise.

Brent jumped on them. 'Ah, so you do have an istarehim. What is it
exactly?'

'I'm afraid I'm unable to tell you about it.'

'Why not?' His eyes were full of questions.

'‘Because—because it's my own personal business.'

He sighed wearily. 'Let me assure you there's rwotieis problem than you
realise. Hilary is a jealous woman, and if she bee® upset the entire

running of the lodge will be affected. Surely yandsee that simple fact.'

'Of course | can see it,’ she retorted, irritatgtib assumption of her lack of
intelligence. 'l can only repeat that | have nohatis upset her.’

'Heaven knows | had enough trouble to persuadécheome out to New
Zealand and run the place," he admitted gloomily.

'Do you mean she didn't want to do the job for you?

‘That's right. She was really looking for a diffetréype of life. She and her
husband had managed a place for my Uncle Johmadtiw England—in
Cornwall to be exact.’

‘Hilary and Eric?'

'‘No. Hilary and her first husband. Unfortunately Wwas drowned in a
boating accident off the Cornish coast. She thendat necessary to leave
my uncle's employment, first because the job cdibeca married couple,
and secondly because she wanted to get away frempléice because the
sight of foam crashing over rocks at the bottorliéfis got on her nerves.'



Lana's imagination caused sympathy to swell imhmed. 'l can understand
it,' she said softly.

'‘Can you? | wonder. Have you ever experienceddgsteath?’

'Only—indirectly,’ she said in a low voice, staridgwn at the sand, at the
same time realising it had been a very direct loss.

'Well, Hilary got a job in a London hotel, and iasvwhen attending a
convention of some sort that she met Eric.’

'He was doing hotel work?' Her interest intensejas difficult to make the
guestion sound casual.

'Yes. At that time he'd spent about ten years igl& learning hotel
management until he'd reached the type of job heedaHe'd lost his wife
before coming to England, so they had somethingpmmon. Hilary was
the first woman he'd looked at since then.'

'Yet he gave up his job to come to New Zealand.'

‘That was mainly due to Uncle John's powers of yssi®n. Perhaps |
should explain that my father had two brothers giner being Uncle James
who was a bachelor. When he went to visit UnclenJuhwas so impressed
by the guest-house he decided to set one up fosdiirm New Zealand,
except that he was going a step further by havifagra attached to it.'

'He knew about farming?'

'‘Not a darned thing. Nor did he live long enoughryohis hand at it, and
because he'd taken on too much without knowingfitisé thing about
guest-houses, the place became run down.'

'‘But he tried,' Lana pointed out gently.

'Yes, the poor old boy, he tried. Uncle John camefar the funeral, and
when he discovered that the whole outfit had beéntd me, at that time



another ignoramus, he declared | needed a firssdauple who would run
it efficiently. He also declared he knew the veepple for the job.'

'He had Eric and Hilary in mind?"'

'Yes. When he returned to England | went with lang together we went to
see Hilary with whom he'd never lost touch. Attfsbe was apprehensive
about moving to a new land that was so far awamfatl her friends, but
Eric was keen to have another look at New Zealand,'

'‘And so they came,' Lana murmured.

'Yes. They've been at Leisure Lodge for eight ye&ment turned to face
her. 'I'm sure you'll understand my concern. I'@ wish to see the
matrimonial applecart overturned.'

‘You're worrying needlessly.’

'‘Am 1? | wonder." His eyes narrowed thoughtfully fes regarded her. 'l
suppose if | had any sense I'd send you packingy®éiarm is done. Down
the road, as the saying goes.'

She glared at him angrily, then began to scrantbleer feet'Down the
road. Huh, you can save yourself the trouble of telling to get down the
road. I'll go the moment I'm packed.’

The dark eyes glinted up at her. 'So—you'd leaviarifiin the lurch,
without help at the desk?'

'Wouldn't it be safer for all concerned?' she ldshé him scathingly.
'Especially for the smooth running of your precigugst-house. And let me
tell you that the thought of Eric being in dangéseduction from my wiles
is just too ludicrous for words.'

'Why is it so stupid? You're a very beautiful gind he's a man. Besides,
you're forgetting | saw him kissing you.'



You're giving too much importance to that sillgitent because you don't
know what led up to it.'

‘Then suppose you sit down again and give me alédails.’

Lana hesitated, then sat beside him again as sthe'lda was telling me
about his first wife who died when their baby wasrb The story upset me
and | shed a few tears. He was merely being camgoli

Brent stared at her incredulously. 'Are you sayiraj Eric actually told you
about Ingrid? It's unbelievable.’

Her voice became cold. 'Are you suggesting I'md¢itdow would | know
about it unless he'd told me?"

'How indeed? But let me tell you it's been a tabobject for years, ever
since there was a row over a photograph of Ingrid.'

'Ah, there's a photograph?' She tried to keepdber@ess from her voice as
she added, 'l'd like to see a photo of Ingrid.’

'I'm afraid you're several years too late. He dgsi the only one he had
soon after they arrived here.’

'Oh." She fell silent, fearing that anything sheenrgtd would betray her
intense disappointment, but at last she felt colagab ask, 'Why did he do
that?'

'‘Because Hilary demanded it. They hadn't been vemgelong before Eric
took a drive into the Hutt Valley to look at theuse where he and Ingrid
had lived. He should have gone alone, but unwikelyook Hilary with
him. | suppose he expected her to understand éisds and to respect his
memories.'

'‘But she didn't? She became jealous?' Lana asked &isudden
understanding for how Hilary might feel.



'‘Correct. That evening she discovered him lookinthe only photo he'd
kept. Her jealousy bubbled up and splashed over hlrey had an awful
row during which she pointed out that they weretistg a new phase of
their lives and she didn't intend to have it ruitsgda ghost from his past.
She then gave him an ultimatum. Either he destrdiqedphoto, or she
would return to England, alone.

Lana was shocked. 'She'd really leave him, becaiusg@hoto?"

Brent gave a slight shrug. 'Who can tell? At lesds remained, so you can
be sure the photo was never produced again.'

Lana trickled sand through her fingers, her mindttwa photograph. Had
Eric actually destroyed it, or had he kept it hiddavay in some secret
place? A desperate longing to see it began to gnder, but she brushed it
aside as Brent's voice came urgently.

'Perhaps the story of that little incident will pslou to realise it would be
unwise to have a closer relationship with Eric.'

The word startled herRelationship?She glared at him as she became
impatient. 'Can't you understand that he wasnltyr&&ssing me? It was
nothing more than a sympathetic brushing of his lgm my forehead
because there were tears in my eyes. Nobody cmadine a kiss out of
that vague caress.'

'It wasn't like the kiss you were given in the hgmeon suite?' he asked
softly, his eyes full of mockery.

A flush stole into her cheeks. 'No, of course sairely you could see that
much for yourself.'

‘There could have been more kisses before | artitiecpointed out.

'Well, there weren't. And let me tell you that temeymoon suite was a rare
occasion for me. Even the twins would agree.'

‘The twins? Who are they?'



'My fifteen-year-old sisters. Now that I'm twenty¢e Raewyn and
Bronwyn have me firmly stuck on the shelf amongeotlderly spinsters.'

The laugh that escaped him transformed his faedl. ife about home,' he
urged unexpectedly.

'Home? It seems a world away.' His interest suegriser but she lay back
against the slope of the sandhill and stared asklgeas she thought of the
house in Wellington. Then, without mentioning thattar of her adoption,
she told him about Eunice and her tapestry pictwesked with such
meticulous care. And as she spoke of the short plwoman her eyes
misted while her appreciation of her adoptive mothlenost became an
ache. In future she would never fail to let Eurknew how much she loved
her, Lana vowed silently.

Engrossed in her description of home, she did tic@ his change of

position until he leaned over her, his eyes holdgirgpmbre expression as
they examined her features, resting upon her biwosv, cheeks, then

lingering upon her lips. And then she felt his #ng gently stroking the line

of her jaw, pausing beneath her chin before seagdbr a vulnerable nerve

in her neck.

His voice came teasingly. 'Why not admit you engbieing kissed in the
honeymoon suite? Is it impossible for you to do so?

'It would depend upon knowing what you hoped toieah by that brief
encounter,' she replied, watching the play of aateusear the corner of his
lips, and again she realised it was a sensuoushmibwtas perilously near
her own, so she turned away to gaze up at a pidkgaid-tipped cloud
floating against the blue.

Brent was silent for several moments before he,sdith not sure.
Perhaps—just a little love, a little kiss.'

She became thoughtful while still staring up atdloeeid which was rapidly
turning to a deeper shade of rose. 'Are you swesthll you had in mind?
Are you sure you didn't think I'd oblige, just liteat? A snap of your fingers
was to put me exactly where you wanted me.’



'No, it wasn't like that at all. Haven't you evesand of the word "impulse"?’

'Oh, yes, I've heard of it. Closely related to herd whim,isn't it? And
whim can mean a capricious notion, something #hekd real importance.
You decided that | was there for the taking, so wbytake? Wasn't that the
situation?"

'‘Not exactly. You're forgetting that impulse alseans a sudden urge or
desire, and it was really the latter that had bittee—the desire to hold you
close to me.’

Firm fingers beneath her chin turned her face tds/dnim, and while she
knew that now was the time to spring to her feet mam, it seemed as if she
lacked the power to move. Instead, she continuée ton the sand, her lips
tremulous as though waiting to be kissed.

His mouth came down to nibble gently at hers, mg&lowly from side to
side as though brushing away the inhibitions heeago be there until at
last he paused briefly to murmur, "You need towekened—Iifted up from
that bed of ice.'

His mouth returned, tenderly calling for responsélhis kiss deepened
and she felt the stirrings that caused her ligzaid. Her pulses raced as the
blood begun to pound through her veins, and a trg@assed through her as
he gathered her closer to the length of his body.

How or when her arms crept up to his shoulders thend their way about

his neck, she would have been unable to tell, batanly she was clinging

to him while she gave herself up to the ecstadyeotq lifted to where that

pink cloud still floated against the blue. She krtbat his lips had begun to
explore her face, pressing upon her closed lidk ¢ utmost gentleness
before trailing from her temples to her jaw, andhpgs it was the softness
of his touch that made her relax.

'‘Ah, that's more like it. His deep voice came hlysés his lips slid down
towards her throat, then glided further to the tieekof her towelling wrap.
Pushing it aside his eyes reflected an inner feehey rested upon the



rounded swellings of breasts rising above the breeoswimsuit, and with a
sigh he buried his face against their cleavage.

The position of her arms about his neck preveniedffom pushing the
shoulder straps aside, while his lips on her séirsed quivers of excitement
to shoot through her blood. The touch of his hageistly massaging the
muscles of her back sent a searing desire leaprmogigh her veins until
suddenly she became aware of the warnings beingtesdhon her brain.
They brought her to her senses, causing her toguyehst him and struggle
from his arms.

He sat up, frowning at her angrily. 'Hell's teetb,you always switch from
positive to negative with such lightning speed?’

'Please, Brent . . .’
'l trust you don't imagine you're about to be manalthed?’

Lana sprang to her feet, then tightened the tomgelijirdle about her waist.
'I'm not waiting to find out. You work a little tdfast for my liking. Besides,
your impulsesnust be watched. They might run away with you.'

The last remark was flung over her shoulder aswimed and sped across
the sand towards the firmer shoreline near thengagdge. A quick glance

over her shoulder indicated he had not followed, mevertheless she
continued to run along the beach until she reathedrack leading up to

the guest-house.

Minutes later she was in her room where she flueigdif on the bed to
relive the moments of Brent's arms holding herekashim. And while she
stared at the ceiling seeing only his face abowe ihstinct warned she
would be unwise to bask too often in delights aftthature. They could
only finish in a dead end. No doubt Brent woulddldeer along, using a
subtle step-by-step method until she was readywalfidg to give him all
she had been keeping for that very special marespected to find some
day.



Thinking of him, she knew that Brent was a spdgia¢ of man who already
loomed largely in her thoughts, but this wholedaditon was only temporary,
because Peggy would return and then it would be tongo home. She
would leave with nothing more than emptiness tesrléo her breast,
memories that would torture her for ever more.



CHAPTER FOUR

SHE lay on the bed until she knew she must shotlken dress and go
downstairs to face Brent, possibly to watch therséeap into his eyes while
he thought of her as an idiotic fool who made athaflyunning away, either
down the stairs or along the beach. Where wouldrghenext time? Or
would there ever be a next time? Somehow she dduibte

Confidence was what she needed, and after takiagiapcare with her
make-up she slipped into the satiny gold dress thighmandarin collar. It
threw yellow lights into her hair and its sophiated lines gave her an
added beauty of which she was quite unaware.

When she went downstairs she found Eric and Hi&ryhe desk, both
wearing frowns as they studied the register in twhieservations were
listed. Eric, who had been leaning over it, streegled his back as she
approached, his eyes lighting with undisguised aation. 'Well, just look

at you, you're like a golden goddess,' he remankdquiet sincerity.

Hilary sent him a sharp glance before she studesthls appearance 'Yes,
very nice,' she admitted in a frigid tone.

'Is something wrong?' Lana asked, fearing that g@yhshe had
double-booked one of the rooms.

'We're short of a single room,"' Hilary explainedhaa touch of irritation.
'‘Brent is adamant that you are not to be movednbwtthat you're working
at the desk I think you could occupy Peggy's rodmiershe's away.'

'Of course. Naturally | should vacate a room tha¢'sded.’

Eric smiled his relief. 'l told you Lana wouldn'ind.’

'Yes, you did," Hilary retorted snappishly. "Youpapr to know her quite
well. So that's settled, and it will solve this Iplem of a room for Camille.’

Lana was startled. 'Camille? You mean Mrs Boyd?'



'Yes. She often spends short periods here bectais®re convenient than
owning her own beach-house. Tomorrow morning yau roave into the

downstairs room next to the one Eric and | occupy.along the back
passage in the staff quarters.’

'If you'll show it to me I'll move immediately,’ ba said with cool dignity,
at the same time savouring the knowledge that Bradtnot wished her to
be moved.

'Right. Just follow me.' Hilary walked briskly tovds a long passage at the
rear of the building. Doors opened on either siae] she paused before the
small room normally occupied by Peggy. 'I'm sure yall find this room
quite comfortable, although it isn't blessed witlea-suite. The bathroom is
further along the passage.'

"'l be quite happy in it,' Lana assured her chdls

As they returned to the passage Lana looked alsrigrigth and said, 'The
staff quarters appear to be quite extensive.'

‘They don't all live here. Some of them live in townd use their own
transport,’ Hilary explained, then added, 'Thatrddadhe end of the passage
opens into Brent's apartment.’

The words died on her lips as the end door openddBeent came through
it. He was accompanied by Camille Boyd whose blacl white outfit
couldn't fail to catch the eye.

Hilary smiled as they approached. 'I'm putting Larta Peggy's room, and
then Camille can have the one Lana has been ocaydyll be ready by ten
o'clock in the morn



ing." She turned to Brent almost apologeticallkndw you said Lana was
not to be moved, but we had a room problem, a@arhille wishes to have
a couple of weeks at the beach it would be a pityei were unable to find
accommodation for her.'

Camille said urgently, 'Of course, you must finrgbam for me, and as Lana
is now staff she should be in the staff quartdtbpagh | must admit she
doesn't look like staff, at least nottimatdress. It's much too opulent for the
desk girl,' she added on a high note that betrgaddusy.

Brent sent a surprised look towards Camille. "Yo@idrgetting that Lana
came here as a guest,' he pointed out coldly,ttireed to regard Lana with
undisguised admiration.

She felt a glow rise into her cheeks. 'I'll make tthange at once," she
promised hastily, then made her way to the roomhstiebeen occupying.
Her belongings were crammed into her suitcaselidjammed down and
the case carried to Peggy's room.

The changeover had taken only a short time, yetnwdiee entered the
dining-room she saw that Brent and Camille wereaaly seated at the
corner table while Eric sat alone at the one nexthém. For a moment she
played with the idea of joining him, until memorfyRBrent's remarks caused
her to hesitate, and as she did so she was apgehagiBetty who gave her
an apologetic smile.

'I'd better put you at this wall table,’ the wasBesaid. 'As you can seshe's
here again.’

'Don't you like her?' whispered Lana.

'Her superior attitude annoys me," Betty retortisdt true she's booked in
for another of her attempts to catch the boss?'

'Well, she's booked in,' Lana admitted with a rusfuile.



Betty left her to study the menu, but within a fewnutes she returned to
whisper urgently. "The boss wants you to join tfis table. Golly, | must
say it's unusual.’

Lana glanced across the room then said, 'Pleask ki for the invitation,
but tell him I'm quite happy to remain here.’

Betty stared at her incredulously. 'You've gotegdking!

'I'm serious, Betty. Just point out that I'm nicedftled at this table and have
no intention of moving from it.’

Betty giggled. 'OK, I'll tell him." She left to deér the message, controlling
her mirth with an effort.

Lana continued to examine the menu until a shadaivatross it. She
looked up, startled to find Brent beside the talbie manner commanding as
he leaned forward to speak in a low voice.

'‘Are you coming to my table, or do | have to caou?’

She gave a short laugh. "You wouldn't cause sstei@e.’

'Wouldn't I? The guests would love it. It would githem something to talk
about, especially if you'd be good enough to pud show of screaming and
kicking.'

'‘Aren't you forgetting that Camille won't want ntetfze table?'

‘Camille's wishes don't happen to be the issue.’

"You mean you really want me at your table?'

'Of course.'

Lana capitulated, mainly because guests at nealilgst appeared to be
watching them with interest, and as she crosseddbm with him she



became aware of the eyes that followed her. Howewely Claramae
Crosby nodded and smiled, then put out a handttordeer.

'My dear, you look quite ravishing,” the Americaroman whispered
earnestly. 'Just look at her, Elmer. Isn't shelig¥e

Elmer grinned. 'Sure is," he mumbled with his mduth

When they reached the table Camille's brittle sicalesisted of little more
than a flash of teeth. 'So sad to see you sittmgeg she cooed in an audible
voice. 'You looked almogiathetic.’

Her words carried to Eric at the next table whi@swlose enough to enable
matters to be discussed at mealtimes. He stooddip@oke to Camille. 'Do

| also look pathetic sitting alone while Hilaryasthe desk? Perhaps Lana
would take pity on me.' He pulled out a chair agnatation for her to sit
with him.

She sent him a dazzling smile. 'Thank you, Erit,|dve to keep you
company,' she declared, sending a glance of defismwards Brent, and
although he made no comment she noticed the tigigeri his mouth and
knew he was annoyed.

During the meal Lana steered the conversation wsv&ngland, then
encouraged Eric to talk about his life there. Shevk that Brent watched
them, and despite Camille's efforts to claim hierdgton he listened to every
word that was being said.

Eventually Eric paused in his reminiscences. 'lfraid I've been boring
you," he apologised.

‘Not at all,’ Lana assured him hastily. 'I'm manéerested than you can
possibly imagine.’

'‘Really?' Eric was surprised.

Brent spoke from his nearby table, his tone irdni€ course she is, old
chap. Anyone with half an eye could see she was ascinated.'



She turned to look at him, wondering if her facel Ib@trayed her inner
feelings. She also realised she would learn no rabigric's past for the
moment, therefore she said, 'I'll go to the deskratieve Hilary.'

But before she could move she became aware ofyHilatching them from
the doorway, and as the older woman approachedigi¢mouth made it
obvious she was not amused by the sight of Latiagsivith her husband.

When Eric became aware of her presence he smiqedilyl 'Ah, there you
are, my dear.’'

'Yes, here | am,' Hilary snapped crossly. 'Isrime you allowed me to eat?
I'm starving.'

Lana stood up. 'I'll take over for you. Eric hagimished his dessert.'

Camille laughed. 'That's because he's been tai&guch,’ she told Hilary
sweetly. 'He's been telling Lana about his lifd.ondon, and believe me,
she's been listening with bated breath. Isn't¢baBrent?’

Lana sent Camille a wide-eyed look of reproachn ttieked an anxious
glance towards Brent. Had her interest in Eric tmeobvious? But Brent's
face had become inscrutable, and she guessed ntleattally, he was
accusing her of paying too much attention to Hiahusband. She turned
and went towards the door, and as she left the sl@could almost feel his
accusations piercing her back.

The following days were uneventful. Guests came aedt, and Lana
noticed that Camille spent time in wandering abihwgt place as though
continually seeking Brent's company. But in thisject she seemed to be
unsuccessful because she was unable to deter dvimgiving his attention
to matters concerning the farm or the guest-house.

The February warmth sent people to the beach, wmehant there were
always casuals in for lunch, and late one mornimga.looked up to



discover two faces grinning at her from across dieek. Raewyn and
Bronwyn, clad in their brightest sundresses, hasex.

'We caught the bus," Raewyn sdWthere is he?"

'Shut up,'Lana hissed furiously, thankful that Eric was busingaged
elsewhere.

'‘Doesn’t he know who you are?' Bronwyn whispered.
'No, of course not, and if either of you dare topdthe slightest hint—'
"You'll cut our throats?' Raewyn grinned.

‘They've got some mighty sharp knives in the kitcls® be warned,' gritted
Lana, glaring from one twin to the other.

Bronwyn giggled. 'Phooey to that for a load of nshb We know you're
only bluffing. So what would you really do if we\gathe show away?'

Lana considered them seriously. 'I'd refuse to Wt you again,’ she told
them calmly. 'I'd find a flat of my own and I'd {eahome."

"You wouldn't' they said, almost together.

"You just try me and see for yourselves. If you tvae to leave home you
know what to do.’

'Mum and Dad would be most upset,’ Raewyn almospeyh

'No doubt, and it would be the fault of the pairyoli, so just watch your
tongues.’' Lana's voice held a warning ring.

'l believe she means it,’ Bronwyn said. 'OK, Lam@]l promise not to say a
word to anyone. We do promise, don't we, Rae?"

Raewyn nodded. 'We won't breathe a word to a sswl&' she agreed. 'You
know you can rely on us.’



'‘Can 1? Unfortunately I'm not at all sure about.tHaana retorted. Nor was
she sure that she would really leave home, buteénnieantime the threat
would be effective—or so she hoped.

A long pause followed her last words while theyked at her in silence
until Bronwyn said, 'Is there a food-shop near fAdim hungry, absolutely
starving.'

'So am |, echoed Raewyn.

Lana shook her head. 'There's no shop nearertieamain road, but lunch
will be on soon. Would you like to have a meal Retik take you to lunch.’

Their faces lit with satisfaction. 'Yes, pleasatthreally what we expected,’
Raewyn admitted.

Hilary came at noon to take charge of the deskndurana's lunch hour, and
when the twins were introduced to her she madetemat to disguise her
surprise. "Your sisters—with those brown eyes amth dark hair?' she
exclaimed, looking at the two round faces. "Yonoéeven remotely alike.'

Bronwyn began to speak. 'Oh, we're not really—htfel silent while
casting a guilty look towards Lana.

Raewyn said hastily. 'We're like our mother. Slsésrt and dark-haired,
while Lana--' She paused uncertainly.

'While | have my father's colouring,’ Lana finisHedher with perfect truth.
Then, in an attempt to hustle them away from trekdéd better give them
food before they drop from starvation.’

Hilary smiled kindly. 'They can be guests of thei$® today. Give this to
Betty.' She signed a chit and handed it to Lana.

'Oh, thank you.'



‘Not at all. I'm sure Brent would want them to h&wech with you.' Hilary
paused before sending Lana a hard look. 'l suppmsé&now Eric is away,
that he's gone to Levin to see our accountant.’

The assumption behind her tone startled Lana. HedyHeached the stage
of imagining that Eric confided his movements toh&he shook her head as
she said, 'No, | had no idea.’

'He asked me to tell you there are letters waitinige typed. They're on his
desk.’

Lana smiled at her. 'Really? In that case, if held me he was going to
Levin, wouldn't he have also told me about thectsf I'll do them this
afternoon.’

As they went towards the dining-room Bronwyn whis



pered, 'Is she your—your father's wife?'
'Yes.' The answer came abruptly.
"Then she's really your stepmother.’

'Yes, but she doesn't know it, so will you pleasgpdhe subject. Really,
you're most irritating!

Betty led them to a table in the centre of the rpamd as they sat down
Raewyn looked about her. 'The place is much lathan the usual
guest-house," she declared as though endowed witth rknowledge
concerning such matters.

Not to be outdone, Bronwyn agreed with her. 'Yougéat, Rae, it's more
like a hotel." She examined the other guests thamed forward to speak to
Lana in a low voice. 'Is he here—your father?"

'‘No. Didn't you hear Mrs Halversen say he's awayewin?'
'Oh. So he'&ric?

'Yes. Now pleasshut up,'Lana snapped. She glanced at the empty table
usually occupied by the Halversens and in doingrgocaught Brent's eye.

He was sitting with Camille, who had her back tadgathem, and Lana had
a sudden suspicion he was curious about the tvs ginis proved to be a
fact when he appeared to excuse himself with & trged, then stood up
and came towards their table. Speaking to Lanaaitg $\m | right in
assuming that these two young ladies are yoursi&te

The twins gaped at him, both turning scarlet asdaik eyes moved from
one to the other, and then Raewyn, who was the firsregain her
composure, asked breathlessly, 'Did Lana reallytel about us?'

'Of course she did. She said you were both growmtast.’



Bronwyn was indignant. 'Growing ujps? Doesn't she know that vese
grown up?'

Raewyn snapped at her twin, 'Drop it, Bron. Wetiémd to it later." She
turned to dimple at Brent. 'Is it true you havedaesrhere? | mean for guests
to ride?’

'Yes."' He regarded her seriously. 'Do you ride?"

She shook her head sadly. 'There's no hope ofitgata ride in the city,
especially in a suburb where there's nothing blly karmac roads and
traffic.' Her eyes became soulful as she gave @ degh. 'lt must be
wonderful to ride along the beach.’

Bronwyn was quick to follow Raewyn's trend of thbtig'Really
wonderful,'she breathed with deep longing.

Brent laughed. 'OK, so what you'd really like rscke along the beach, or am
| mistaken about that?'

'Oh please, pleasethey said together, joyful anticipation written their
faces.

Lana became impatient. 'This is ridiculous. Theyn'tcahandle
horses—they've never ridden in their lives.'

'‘Don't worry, I'll stay with them,’ Brent assureerh'l'll ride my own horse
and put their mounts on leading reins just asfod@ther non-riders.’

'It's very kind of you--' Lana began.

He waved her gratitude aside. 'An hour's ride althregbeach should be
sufficient to let them know they've been on a hdosdhe first time. Send
them over to the stable at two o'clock.' Then fawgueach of the twins
with a brief nod he returned to his table.



They were speechless for several moments until Radweathed, 'Cor,
isn't he a hero out of a book! You know, | reckengave me apeciallook

Lana chuckled. 'Don't let yourself get a crush iom. iHe's too old for you, at
least twice your age or more.'

'‘But he's not too old for you," Bronwyn flashedhatr. Her young face
became serious. 'Do you like him, Lana?'

She lifted her shoulders in a casual gesturepjpase he's—quite nice.' And
that was an understatement, she admitted to hdrieilas more than quite
nice. He was kind and thoughtful, and definitelpching.

Nor was there any need for him to spend time inngithe twins a ride
along the beach. They were not paying guests, soshbuld he bother
unless—unless he planned to question them abostlff2rBut no, that
thought was ridiculous, because he had no realesiten her, especially
with the attractive Camille Boyd nicely settlechéd table.

Nevertheless when the time came to direct the twairtise stable she issued
a warning, and eyeing them severely she said, ‘twwit forget, not a single
word of discussion about me.'

They nodded vigorously, pulling on hats and sligpinto jackets that
matched their sundresses, and as they almost vards the back of the
building Lana wondered if they had heard a wordrsm said.

She then set to work on the letters, but found eontration difficult because
her mind was on the trio riding along the beach-+tedre more exact upon
one of the trio, because Brent loomed large in theughts. His face
continually pushed its way between her and the mpapéhe typewriter,
seeming to stare at her from the blank page.

And when it wasn't the vision of his face causimy to pause and gaze
unseeingly at the wall, it was the memory of himsholding her close to
his body, first in the honeymoon suite, and secphaside the sandhills
edging the beach. Nor did the vivid recollectioih fa provoke a sense of



longing in her, a yearning that made her feel lamij that was easily
recognised as a desire for more.

Her State of mind caused her to make typing ereord,as she snatched the
sheet of paper from the machine and inserted anathargent tapping on
the reception desk came to her ears. The divecsiore as a relief until she
went out to find herself faced by Camille, who made=ffort to conceal her
antagonism.

The green eyes became slightly narrowed as theyeged Lana. 'You'd
better know I'm not amused,' Camille snapped thndigdnt lips. 'In fact I'm
damned annoyed.’

Lana was taken aback but regarded her calmlyonifething has upset you
it'll be a case for Mrs Halversen.'

'It has nothing to do with Hilary, it's you and yawretched sisters. You had
a colossal nerve upsetting my afternoon in thismeanl know perfectly
well it was all your doing.’

Bewildered, Lana said, 'I'm afraid | don't know wigau're talking about.’

'Oh yes, you do. You must have known that Brentahtairly free afternoon
and that we'd have plans for it. So what actiogalotake? You present him
with the necessity to take people riding, your dsisters, no less. How
very convenient to have them here at the right nmfngeneered Camille.

Lana was dismayed by the accusation. 'You've gt wrong, Mrs Boyd,’
she protested. 'l made no such arrangements.’

The thin lips curled with disdain. 'Of course yad.d¥ou booked them in
for this afternoon, then beckoned to Brent fronoasrthe dining-room.'

'Did he tell you that?' Lana's tone held incregulit
'He didn't have to. | can guess that much for niyséamille snapped.

'‘Brent is a very kind person, and you knew it wdugdthe automatic course
for him to take.'



Lana realised that explanations would be useless,as a member of the
staff, could she argue with a guest. However, shge wnable to resist the
temptation to fire a parting shot, and forcing alsishe said seriously, 'Mrs
Boyd, if Brent had had plans with you for this afi@on he would not have
changed them. There was no need for him to takesistgrs riding. He

could have arranged for them to be accompaniechéystableman who
cares for the horses and who often takes peopleandhnot used to riding.'

Camille's face betrayed her anger as she digesedattt and realised its
truth.

'I'm afraid this is a matter you'll have to take wph Brent,' Lana said,
watching her expression. 'Now if you'll excuse nmave work to do.'

But when she returned to the typewriter concemmabiecame even more
difficult as her own words seemed to fling themsslin her face. Why had
Brent taken the girls personally? As she hersdlf @inted out, he could
have sent somebody else, not only the stablemaaldmuthe gardener, who
often gave a hand with the horses and at timesgaekts for rides along the
beach or over the farm. Therefore, had it beenrtention to put a few

quiet questions to the twins about her?

It was well after three o'clock before the twingiraed, and despite a slight
stiffness from the unaccustomed exercise they wetghted with their
first experience of horse-riding.

'It was wonderful,’ Raewyn exclaimed, her brownseghining, her face
glowing. '‘Gosh, he'sice!

"You mean the horse?' Lana asked innocently.

‘No, stupid, | mean Brent, of course. Can't youtkaehe's marvellous? He
sure is Mr Gorgeous.'

'l really hadn't noticed," Lana lied.

‘Then wake up and look at him, dummy,’' Raewyn sedpmpatiently.



Bronwyn spoke in a voice brimming with confidencé/e think he's
interested in you. Isn't that so, Rae?'

"That's utter rubbish.' Lana's tone held amusement.

'l tell you heis interested,’ Bronwyn persisted as she sent advgiknce
towards Raewyn. 'Don't we reckon so, Rae?"

'What gives you that daft idea?' Lana found difficun concealing her
interest in this question.

'‘Because—well—just because." Bronwyn looked dowhet hands and
lapsed into silence.

Lana detected guilt. 'l trust you're not hintingith became part of the
conversation," she said, glaring suspiciously faame to the other. 'Didn't
you girls promise that | would not be discussed?’

Raewyn put up a defence. 'But we had to answequestion, Lana. You
wouldn't want us to be rude and just ignore it.'

Lana tried to control her growing apprehension.€Qn? What are you
talking about? What was this question?"

Bronwyn said, 'Oh, it wasn't anything very much. ¢tdy wanted to know
if your boyfriend was anxious to learn when yousddoming home.’

'My—my boyfriend?’

'Yes. Well, we couldn't be rude and tell him to chimis own business,
especially when he was giving us a ride along tkach,” Bronwyn
explained. She paused, then added, '‘Nor could v #tat you didn't even
have a boyfriend. | mean, at your age it's quitbamassing.’'

'Is it, indeed?' snapped Lana, feeling irritated.

'Of course it is,’ Raewyn agreed. 'So we explaitzettiim that all your
boyfriends kept phoning to ask when you'd be corhimge.’



'‘All my boyfriends?' Lana echoed faintly. 'But thati®ea

'It's a white lie,"” Bronwyn excused herself, asutito this exonerated the
untruth. 'We didn't want him to think you were resgied, so we explained
that—that--'

Raewyn became impatient. 'So we explained that#rebuzzed round you
like flies round a honeypot. Really, Lana, ther@seed to look like that.'

Bronwyn cut in, 'We did it for you, Lana. It was hade the—theshame
of—of not having areal boyfriend, and of looming towards being an old
maid.'

'Spinster is the word," Raewyn emphasised knowlealglg.

Lana began to see the funny side of the situalionthe laughter that shook
her was silenced abruptly by Raewyn's next words.

'We also told him that all the men who took you wete old, like himself,
or even older.

'‘And that's when we knew he was really interestegbu,’ Bronwyn added
eagerly. 'It was the look on his face. We bothaedtiit, didn't we, Rae?"

Raewyn nodded. 'That was when he said it was tintert the horses for
home. After that he went sort of quiet.’

Lana found difficulty in controlling her wrath, bshe managed to say
calmly, 'And that's all? You had no further infotioa to give him
concerning my personal love-life?'

They shook their heads and then Raewyn said,ctrhawas so quiet all the
way home we knew he must be thinking about younDigde, Bron?'

‘There'll be no doubt about that," Lana remarketth &isinking feeling of
resignation. Obviously the twins had given him pjeto think about,
mainly through their assertion of her preferenaeclder menOlder men
like Eric, he would tell himself.



But they had been working on her behalf, she adnithentally, so she
must not hurt them by revealing the inner dismagt thas beginning to
form like an icy ball somewhere near the pit of si@mach, and at last she
said, 'l think it's time you went home. Motherusesto worry if you're late.'

Bronwyn said, 'We've decided to come again, haven'tRae?'

Raewyn nodded. 'Yes, we'll be back quite soon.’

Fond of them as she was, Lana's spirits sank gbritepect, and even as
they looked at her expectantly she decided tohep plan before it could
blossom. So she said with quiet determination,y\Weell, but when you
come again be sure to bring plenty of money, bexgos'll each have to
pay for your own meal in the dining-rom, and fag thire of the horses. This
is not a charitable institution for teenagers.'

Their indignation was voiced by Raewyn. 'Are yowyisg you won't pay for
us?'

‘That's right. Today you just happened to be Iucky.

‘After all Rae and | have done for you,' Bronwyrtlaxmed in a shocked
tone. 'Talk abougratitude!'

'l can live without your assistance, thank younid old them. 'Now see that
you drive home carefully.’

'You're jealous,’ Bronwyn exploded. 'You don't wastto go riding with
him.'

'‘Don't be stupid,’ Lana retorted angrily. 'And faraven's sake keep your
voice down. You talk too much and it's all rubbish.

'Huh! Rubbish, is it?"'

Raewyn took her twin's arm. '‘Come along, Brons lgt home. Anyone can
see we're not wanted here, even after we've doneush.’



'You can say that again,’ said Lana with controfiegy.

She followed them through the front entrance and graeted by the sight
of Brent sitting at one of the nearby lawn tablds.was accompanied by
Camille who, sheltered by the large umbrella, |eldmer elbows on the table
and smiled as she chatted animatedly.

Their apparent intimacy caused an unexpected dapreso settle upon

Lana and she turned her face away as she accordgheiéwins to the bus

stop. They also had done their share to make leédépressed, and while
she regretted the need to snap at them, she wasiarna see them heading
for home.

But before the two girls could get into the busyteaw Brent. A swift glance
passed between them and then Raewyn, who usuakyhe lead, waved to
him. 'Goodbye, Brent,’ she called. 'Lana is worriedcase we haven't
thanked you for our lovely rides. Please come afidhér that we really did
thank you.'

He muttered a word to Camille, then stood up amdeceowards them.
'She's insisting that we do so again,’ Bronwyn éiedhe drew near to them.

He frowned at Lana. 'Of course they thanked mearlg case, I'm not
looking for gratitude.'

'l don't think she wants us to come here agaimh®n told him in a voice
full of pathos.

'Oh? Why would that be?' He was still frowning ana.

Raewyn said quickly, 'She says we talk too mucle &ys we shouldn't
have told you about her having so maryiends.’

He grinned. 'Oh yes, all those old men!

Lana began to feel hysterical. Laughter shook &ed as the bus drove
away her mirth became almost uncontrollable.



Brent looked at her with concern. 'What the devgo funny?’
'l don't think—you'd understand. You'd better sokbi@m—to Camille.’

'Right, I'll do that.' He left her and returnedite table where he sat with his
back turned towards her.

The action gave her the feeling of having been dised, but after all, what
else could she expect from this lord of the lodge?



CHAPTER FIVE

THE following days left Lana with little time to broodver the wrong

impressions the twins might have given Brent. Stendl herself busily

engaged with more office work than she had expeetadialthough this fact
placed her near him it did nothing to improve ospdil the rather tense
relationship that seemed to have developed bettesn.

She became increasingly aware that he had litdayavhile sitting with his
head bent, his eyes moving from sheets of paphkistoalculator, and she
guessed he was preparing figures to be taken exh@muntant. Nevertheless
she felt he could have sent the odd friendly warcher direction, but
although she waited hopefully for it to be utteneol,sound of it came to her
ears.

Frustrated, she continued with the task of typimgwaers to queries
concerning the cost of fishing-trips to Kapiti, atiek suitability of bush

walks for older people. At times she had to conféh Eric, and it was

during one of these occasions that she realised/ab@ot being completely
ignored by Brent. From the corner of her eye shtelea him observing her
attitude towards Eric, and the knowledge filled With irritation.

However, she brushed it aside as she sat dowrsteesra query concerning
the horses. She was then reminded of the twinstfaid joy at being on
horseback, and as she thought of them a smile ¢olcér lips.

Brent noticed it. 'Something is amusing you?'

'Yes.' Her smile broadened, and although the questd surprised her she
did not enlighten him because to do so would oefgind him of the twins'
silly babblings about her preference for older men.

'What's that particular query about?' he demanteapdy.

'Oh, it's just about the horses."



'Horses? Isn't that my department? Shouldn't | lmeen consulted rather
than Eric?' His tone has become sharp. 'I've wdtgbertete-a-teteover
those letters, heads together like a pair of coatps.'

Lana was startled by the strangely cold glint mdyes, the cynical twist to
his mouth. The antagonism behind his expressionksher as she tried to
explain, "You appeared to be so busy, | presumedhgal no wish to be
disturbed. You were so silent, so remote.’

There was a moment's silence while his eyes mawad fier face to Eric's,
and as they did so his expression changed to om#@dEurprise as he said,
'Did you know there's a definite likeness between?/Similar colouring,
same straight noses—'

Lana's heart skipped a beat while she forced & laglgh and brushed the
suggestion aside. 'lt's only because we both haste fair hair,' she assured
him.

‘Take no notice,’' Eric advised her. 'lt's just Bgesubtle form of insult. Who
on earth would want to think they look like me?’

'He's fishing for a compliment,’ Brent grinned atnlk, his good humour
seemingly restored. 'He's really asking to be hefd a good-looking fellow,
handsome, in fact.'

Lana ignored the banter between them as she sfwdrg's defence. 'Why
not be honest and admit that he is a handsome stamasked unguardedly.

Brent raised an eyebrow. 'You really think so kst twhy | suspect there's
an affinity between you?'

‘That's utter nonsense,' she snapped angrily.
"Try to ignore his remarks,"' Eric suggested sm@gothve a strong suspicion
he's jealous. Perhaps | should watch out for rejssions,’ he added with a

grin.

'Particularly from Hilary," Brent cut in, his voiegain cold.



Lana became impatient. 'l don't like the trend o$ tconversation." She
swung round to face Brent, her blue eyes sparklitig anger. 'As for your
insinuations that | have designs upon Eric, yo@tdp believe that you're
entirely mistaken.'

Eric shook his head in mock sorrow. 'That's ver $d like to imagine that
a lovely young woman like Lana had designs upon me.

She flashed a smile at him as she stretched cannéto pat his arm. 'Never
mind, I'll look upon you as a kindly father figur€he words died on her lips
as she wondered how many more foolish statemeat&/ghld make before
leaving Leisure Lodge. Then drawing a deep breaghtigrned to Brent and
said, 'Would you like to check this query aboutlilbeses? It's just--'

'I'll leave it to you—and Eric,' he snapped tersely

Brent's attitude and his veiled suggestion of avgrg alliance between Eric
and her was disturbing, and while she was vitablyscious of his presence
she did not speak to him again before returnirtheaeception desk. Nor, it
seemed, did he wish to speak to her, and sheietilence wrapping itself
about her like a cloak of cold disapproval. Notttehe really cared, of
course.

However, when Hilary came to take a turn at thekdd® looked at Lana
critically, then asked, 'Is there a problem?"

Lana was surprised by the question. 'No. What mg&eghink there could
be a problem?"

"You have a dejected air about you. Perhaps ybateming bored with this
job. I'm afraid it'll be another two weeks or mbefore Peggy returns.’

'I'm not even remotely bored," Lana hastened toradser. 'l said goodbye
to the couple who left from number six, and I'vel ba decide where to put
two new couples who arrived without having previgusade reservations.'



A look of annoyance crossed Hilary's fac¥oudecided? What made you
think you had the right to decide where they shdaddput? You should
have called me.’

Lana was taken aback by her attitude. 'l made thieréwo rooms emptied
this morning had been prepared.’

'‘Really! Youare learning the running of the place. Do you expediake
over at some future date?' Hilary demanded crossly.

'No, of course not.' Lana fell silent, lost for \der

'In future please make an effort to find me." Therds were snapped
furiously as Hilary glared at her.

The older woman's barely controlled anger bewildet@ana, but she
retained her dignity as she said, 'I'm sorry & tone the wrong thing, but at
least | did ask Eric. It was after I'd finished la#ers--'

'‘Ah, so he's had you in there with him again.' Hik& eyes narrowed
slightly. 'It's becoming a frequent task, | notice.

'Yes. I'm glad | can do more than attend to thepgon desk.’

'No doubt you enjoy being in there with him.' Hylareyes glittered as her
words came icily.

Lana decided to ignore the innuendo that hinted\&®emore than partial to
Eric's company. 'Brent was there also, busy witinfaccounts,' she said
with controlled calm.

"You should be looking at Brent, rather than atEHilary told her bluntly.

Lana's tone became cool. 'Please understand #matriot looking at Eric.
He's—he's far too old for me."

'Some girls like older men,’



'I'm not one of them,’ Lana told her sharply.
'‘But surely you must realise—he's looking at you.'
'Isn't that because | remind him of—of someone?’

'Yes, Ingrid, his first wife. Apparently your likess to her fascinates him.
He can't keep his eyes off you, and | strongly easpe likes you to be near
him." Hilary's anger rang clearly.

Lana was silent, unable to find words that wouldydkese facts which had
become obvious even to herself. Eventually she 8ardsure it's only that
he needs help with the typing.’

'Humbug!" Hilary snorted. 'Eric is perfectly capabdf typing letters,
although not as quickly as you do them, of course.'

Lana was surprised. 'l thought Peggy did them.’

'Only occasionally. He has never used her typintityalo the extent that
he's using yours. So how do you think all this @f8eme?' Hilary pursued.
'I'm losing him to you, and all because of youriknity to Ingrid. Really,
it's quite ridiculous.’

Lana took a deep breath as she sought for reagswands. ‘Honestly,
there's no need for you to worry, particularly #sbke leaving as soon as
Peggy returns.’

'By that time Eric will have reached the stage of wanting you to go,’
Hilary told her bitterly. 'He was so very much ové with Ingrid. It took
him years to get over her death, and now it's alm® her ghost has arisen
to confront him. It's as if all the loving cared"given him has been wiped
away by a face from the past.' Sudden tears fildeyes.

Lana bit her lip as she looked down at her hanat$ aéthough she searched
for words she could find nothing to say. She was #loubled by a fact that
hit her with sudden force. She had made a mistakeoming here. Her



dream of learning about her roots had caused hgntwe the possibility of
creating unhappiness for other people.

But at that time she hadn't expected to stay aeintention had been only
to look at her natural father, perhaps talk to tnefly, and then return
home to Wellington. It had been Peggy's annual tiataher sister's
wedding and her determination to be with her fanatyBluff that had

altered the whole situation.

During their conversation the door into the offiead remained closed, but
now it opened abruptly and Brent emerged. He pabsedesk with barely a

glance at either Lana or Hilary, and as he strdolegathe passage towards
the staff quarters the older woman said with caimic ‘He's annoyed about
something. | feel sure he's had an argument with'Er

Lana said nothing, but was assailed by a strongigos that she herself
had been the cause of angry words passing betwedwb men. The fact
that Brent had ignored her made her feel as ifdtedealt her a snub, the
sting of it causing her to say, 'Perhaps it wowddbétter if | leave tomorrow.’

Hilary was startled. "Tomorrow? Oh no, please dgm'so suddenly or Eric
will blame me. He'll know I'm jealous and—and besid-we do need you.'

But Lana's thoughts were not with Eric. They wernéghvBrent and his
attitude towards her, which was more upsetting #hencared to admit. The
problem was that she liked him, and she also krewsgnted him to like
her, but this was unlikely to happen while he hadteher to be emotionally
involved with Eric.

At last she said, 'I'll have to think about itl ¢ib for a walk and let it swim
round in my mind.'

'‘Can you ride a bicycle?' Hilary asked unexpectedlyere are a couple of
them in the back shed, a lady's and a gent's. Siafétimes use them to ride
over to the farmhouse for extra milk or cream. Aebride would be a
change from walking along the beach,’ she addedavmile.



Lana's face lit at the prospect. 'l haven't triedidle a bike for years,' she
said. 'At least, not since | stayed with Fatheelstives in Christchurch
where the land is so flat.'

Hilary sent her a curious look. 'Surely your fatheawrlatives are your
relatives as well?'

'Oh, yes, | suppose they are,’ she said, casualshing the question aside
while knowing it was impossible to explain her infeelings on this matter,
least of all to Hilary Halversen. Then, aware ofadi's hazel eyes still
regarding her intently, she said, 'I'll probablly &f the bike, no matter how
hard I try to stay on.’

‘A little practice is all you need. There's a metahd between the
guest-house and the farm manager's home, but makecu don't get into
the loose sand on either side of it.'

It give me something soft to fall into,” Lanaplied, her natural
cheerfulness asserting itself over her former digjec

She left Hilary to go to her room where she changtxa pair of blue jeans
and a red jersey for protection against the coattely breeze that had
sprung up. And although the sun's rays had lostititensity she pulled on
a wide- brimmed straw sunhat with red ribbons tieat beneath her chin.

Surveying herself in the mirror, she decided slo&éad like a pathetic child
and that the floppy hat did not go well with thans. But what did it matter?
There was nobody to criticise her appearance, raw she likely to meet
anybody on the road which twisted through the sdisdiiing between the

guest-house and the farm buildings. In any casglitée of the road could

be seen from the windows.

Her supposition that she would not be seen by amywoaved to be wrong
almost immediately, because as soon as she stappeitie staff quarters
passageway she discovered Camille knocking didgreet the door of
Brent's apartment. Also, the back deliberatelyadrtowards her indicated
that Camille did not intend to speak, but this@cprompted Lana to pause
and say, 'Don't tell me, let me guess—you're logkar Brent.'



Camille sent her a haughty stare, and at that mbthendoor opened to
reveal Brent. He stood aside as Camille went ingliking-rcom, and
although Lana expected him to close the door helmstood and looked at
her. His eyes took in her wide-brimmed hat, thetslr of red jersey that
emphasised her breasts. The slimness of her waishgs beneath her
jeans came in for his attention until at last hendeded curtly, "‘Where are
you going?'

'For a bike ride. Hilary suggested it, so | presutispermissible." Her
cheeks felt warm beneath his scrutiny.

'‘Brent dear!" Camille's plaintive voice came froehimd him.

Lana was unable to resist an amused laugh. 'Yaitdrirun along. You're
being called.’ The smile on her face belied thelsncand unexpected ache
that began to manifest itself somewhere deep witkimbreast.

It caused her to turn blindly towards the nearbgrdbat led outside, and
once in the open air she took several deep bréattenquer the moisture
that was perilously near her eyes. In an effotirtesh it away she blinked
rapidly, then walked along a path to examine thrdgawhich, on this side
of the wide-fronted guest-house, was sheltered fitoenharsh winds that
swept in from the sea.

Good soil added to the sand enabled a profusidiowérs to bloom, and a
riot of brilliant marigolds formed a border for ttadler red, yellow and pink
canna lilies. Patches of purple climbing geraniuadsied splashes of
contrasting colour, and she was admiring a betlif/fasters when a voice
spoke from behind her.

'You like the flowers, miss?'
She swung round to face Bert, the middle-aged miam attended to the
garden between other tasks involving the horsedana 'Oh, yes, they're

lovely. You've made a real show.'

'Would you like a few for your room?"



‘Thank you, I'd love some when | come back, buhatmoment I'm going
for a bike ride along the farm road.’

‘Then I'll pump the tyres for you.'

Lana's depression lifted as she followed him towdh@ shed. A bike ride
in the late afternoon sun was exactly what sheextamremove Brent's face
from her mind and the thought of his cosy, to sathimg of secluded,

tete-a-tetewith Camille.

A short time later she was pedalling along the owvarroad that had been
formed between the low sandhills. At first she tadbbled badly from side
to side, but after a little assistance from Bertgetting started her
confidence mounted and she rode steadily with tinel &t her back.

However, it was not for long, because she hadniedar when her hat
proved to be her undoing. The ribbon securingfélgdo her head had no
control over the wide brim which the breeze causethp in her face, and
at times it shielded her vision. In an unguardedn®iat she went too near
the edge of the road and the next instant the el left the firm surface
and plunged into the soft sand.

A neat dive sent her over the handlebars to begflagainst a low
marram-grass-covered mound, and there she layrubnhushaken by the
sudden impact. The wheels of the bicycle contirneezpin helplessly, and
extricating herself from it she sat up and pushesvay from her.

She then lay back to relax for a short time, andles watched clouds
drifting overhead she basked in the last of thésswarmth. Another day
had flown past, she thought sadly, closing her .elffewas another day
nearer Peggy's return from the South Island, anthanday nearer her own
return to Wellington.

And it was then that she realised she liked thecel She enjoyed the
contact with the guests who came and went, andtiwélvarious members
of the staff. It was so much more enjoyable thamdeooped up in an
office while Wellington's wind howled round theyd tall buildings, with
little or no opportunity to breathe in sun or walk the beach.



At least these were the reasons she gave hersekfoeluctance to leave
Leisure Lodge. It had nothing to do with Brenthaligh the vision of his
handsome face kept pushing itself into her thoygimd while she made a
fruitless effort to keep him out of her ponderirglje told herself he had
nothing,absolutely nothingto do with her desire to remain. And even as
she emphasised this decision to herself her ears assailed by the
sound of his voice.

"You've had a tumble. Are you all right? You'reeatd get up?'
She sat up abruptly. 'l took a flying leap. | holpe bike isn't damaged.’
He examined it. 'Not even a loose spoke in the Whee

She looked at the bike he was riding. When lash,sBert had been
pumping its tyres. 'Are you on your way to the faouse?’

'‘No. | came to see what had happened to you. | atake window
watching your hat appearing and then disappearetgden the sand
hills, but suddenly it disappeared at a place wheh®uld have been able
to see it. | felt something was wrong, so | grabiesigent's bike from the
shed and came to investigate.'

Lana felt pleased by his concern. 'That was kingoof You actually left
Camille to make sure | was all right.’

'Why should my concern surprise you?' Frowningsditeé' down beside her,
then turned to regard her intently. ‘Aren't yowkdting that the welfare of
everyone at this place is my concern?'

Conscious of the tingle caused by his nearnesssaitg 'That's quite
understandable, regarding your guests and permatafit but | don't
come into either category. Besides, it's becomeentizain obvious that
you disapprove of me. Or did you imagine | hadatiaed?'

He sent her a slanting glance. 'My approval is irtgyd to you?'



She stared straight ahead. 'Let's say that | fael gisapproval to be unjust.
And apart from that, your thoughts appear to bg weunch with Camille.
She'll be furious with me for taking you away frdrar, especially as you
were probably enjoying a cosy little chat in yoyragment or suite or
whatever.'

'It's merely a living-room, bedroom and bathroond aot half as opulent as
the honeymoon suite.' He turned to rest on onethgn his hand reached
out to trail gentle fingers down her cheek. "You cemember the
honeymoon suite? Yes, of course you do, it's makmgblush.'

Lana was annoyed to know that colour had riseretddce, but she tried to
excuse it by saying in an offhand manner, "Theeetianes when | blush
profusely, almost for no reason at all, and thetins declare | look like a
ripe tomato wearing a blonde wig.'

'An incorrigible pair,' he remarked, edging slightloser.
'With vivid imaginations to match. | hope you realithat their tales
concerning me are not to be taken seriously. Taeyity fifteen and they

like to romance.’

His hand moved to rest upon her arm. 'Does thiswtiesre isn't a line-up of
young men eagerly awaiting your return?’

She laughed, wishing she could control the sensatiased by his touch. 'If
there is | don't know who they are.’

Brent's expression hardened as the grip on hebacame stronger. 'In that
case their statement about your preferencelfter men is correct?’

‘Not at all," she retorted, snhatching her arm aay infuriated by the turn
of the conversation.

He continued to regard her with a narrowed gazewha full of questions
until he said, 'l can't help feeling puzzled abgut.'

She remained calm. 'What could possibly puzzleafmut me?"



"To begin with, your choice of Leisure Lodge ascéiday place. Haven't
you noticed that the guests are mainly middle- agexlderly people whose
requirements do not include the deafening musiteped by the younger
set of today?'

'I'm not a loud-noise type of person. | prefer daggning.’

'‘Nevertheless, I'd have thought a place with moteity would have drawn
you towards it. And having realised that Leisurelge is not overrun with
the younger set I'd have thought you'd have goakckimg for it elsewhere.’

'‘Aren't you forgetting Peggy, and Hilary's needdesistance?’

'Indeed | am not, because that's another puzzlwigt.plf | recall the
situation correctly it was you who offered to help.

Lana turned to him, wide-eyed. 'Are you suggestingnatched at an
opportunity to remain here?'

He said nothing, his eyes like spears that dughietruth.

'Why would | need a reason to stay? | could hasergmained as a guest.’ It
was a half-truth only, and she knew it, And then dx@ger mounted. '"You

think | extended my stay in this place for an uttemotive,’ she accused
him as the suspicion grew stronger.

'l didn't say that." He was still watching her wavly.

"You don't have to. It's written all over your fa@nd what's more | can
follow the trend of your thoughts. You think | seaybecause of Eric.'

'Well, didn't you?'
'Yes.' The word slipped out unguardedly. 'But mothie way you imagine,’
she amended, furious with herself for making evendlightest affirmation

of this fact.

'So there is something. Care to tell me about it?"



'Certainly not. It's my own private business aimténd to keep it that way.'
Her voice trembled slightly and she feared he wodldg further
information from her if she remained, so she madateempt to get to her
feet.

But his firm grip on her arm anchored her agaihst gandhill. His touch
sparked a flash of electricity through her veinslavhis eyes held a strange
intensity as they scanned the clear complexioreofdce. His mouth came
perilously near hers, hovering above it until steswure he was about to
kiss her, but in this she was mistaken, and sharbeaware of a sudden
and searing disappointment.

His voice came softly. "Tell me, what has Eric ¢yt | haven't got?"
‘To begin with, he's got Hilary," she prevaricated.
"You know what | mean,' he persisted.

'For another thing, there's a gentleness aboutlrdioubt that he'd grab my
arm and grip it until it hurt." Lana looked downthe tanned fingers that
continued to encircle her wrist.

He released her arm abruptly, then frowned at theksncaused by the
strength of his fingers. 'The bruise, if thereme owill serve to remind you
that | happen to be around,' he told her brusquely.

Her glare held defiance. 'l understand. You'll beuad spying and
watching my movements where Eric is concerned, sslggiested coldly,
her spirits drooping.

'If necessary," he warned in a nonchalant voicrhdps | should remind
you that your thinly veiled obsession with Eric baffect the smooth
running of the lodge, and that's something I'll tubérate. Your cosy little
chats with him are becoming so very frequent tleegleveloping into a
series of getting-to-know-you sessions.'

His nearness to the truth caused her to smile iliydout her face remained
serious as she said, 'For Pete's sake, Eric hadynteren telling me about



Norway. Is that something to send you into a mad4y that makes you
jump up and down?' Her tone rang with scorn.

'‘Norway? You're particularly interested in that otyy?'
‘Well, yes, | am.'

'Is it because you've learnt he happens to be ofvélgian descent?' The
guestion was heavily tinged with sarcasm.

‘Not at all, although | was interested to learnbignde colouring makes me
look like a Norwegian girl.'

'He's an authority on Norwegian girls?' The wora@sevaccompanied by a
low laugh.

Lana ignored his mockery. 'At least he's been thacehas seen a few of
them." She sighed, then added, 'Norway must be dpgautiful with its
mountains and fjords. I'd love to see the midnigim and the northern
lights.'

'l wasn't aware that Eric knew so much about thentrg.'

'He told me he went there years ago to searchlémep where his own
forebears had lived before leaving for New Zealand.

'He found them?'

'Yes. He was able to describe the areas to me\@rdthe type of houses
they lived in.' She glowed inwardly at the recdiiec of all she had learnt,
and now she found difficulty in hiding her delightthe information her

gentle probing had brought forth. It had given keswledge about her own
forebears, and had opened her ancestral dooleawitier.

Brent's lips twisted into an ironic smile. 'In ldban two weeks you appear
to have learnt more about Eric then I've discovenegkars. You've really
drawn him out.'



‘At least you should be able to see that theretn haothing in our
conversations to cause trouble, no reason for anymiget uptight or their
hair in a knot.'

'l try to believe you.' The lines about his mowtere still grim, while his
eyes continued to reflect doubt.

A thought startled her, giving her the opporturtdychange the subject.
'‘Aren't you forgetting Camille? Has she been wgiiim your room all this
time?'

'Certainly not. Camille came to borrow a book oa istory of this coastal
area. | gave it to her and she took it to her ro@d you imagine
something—more intimate?' A faint smile touchedlips as he asked the
guestion.

'Why not? You've been very sure of a growing inttsnaetween Eric and
me," she retorted, her tone cool.

'Point taken,' he replied drily.

Lana looked at the sardonic expression settlingiabis mouth and caught
a glitter from eyes that were again narrowed inugi. The suspicion that
more argument concerning Eric was about to bregh fssailed her, and,
grasping at the first idea to enter her mind, e, $Vhat's the name of the
book you've lent to Camille?’

'It's entitledThe Kapiti CoastBefore the white people came to this coastal
strip the land was populated by Maori tribes whagiat among themselves
like wild dogs, at least until a chief named Te pamaha came from the
north and subjugated the lot. From then on he riledarea.’

'Te Rauparaha. | remember reading about him atétho
‘A ruthless individual, and although not born te thighest chiefly rank he

clawed his way to the top by cunning strategy, aitylaand ferocious
bloodshed.’



‘A charming fellow," Lana said with a shudder, theoked at Brent with
sudden insight. 'l believe Maori history is a sebjbat interests you. Please
tell me more.’

'Well, Kapiti Island became his stronghold, andhthauring the 1830s, the
early churchmen in New Zealand were informed that desired the
presence of a missionary in this area. The reqessited in the arrival of
the Reverend Octavius Hadfield who came from Balglahds to establish
a mission station and a school, and who taughtMberi people all he
knew. It was he who had the famous Maori churclt btiOtaki.’

‘The American lady, Mrs Crosby, asked me aboutstid you'd tell her
how to reach it.'

'I've promised to drive them to see it tomorrow. WMdoyou like to come
with us?'

Lana was so amazed by the invitation she could stdye at him in
speechless wonder.

'Well?' Brent demanded impatiently.

You're forgetting | have to be at the desk,’ shiated out.

"You've been at the desk every day since Peggioldfier holiday. We don't
crack the whip all the time, and you're due foew hours off. I'll arrange
with Hilary to take over from you.’

She was unable to resist the question that slipffdter tongue.

'‘Are you sure you wouldn't prefer to take Camille?"

'Would | have asked you if that had been the case?'

‘The invitation might have been given impulsivend if so I'll quite
understand, so please don't hesitate to say so.'

if you don't want to come why not be frank abo#t it



'Oh, but | do want to come.'

‘Then why all this shilly-shally? Or is it that yduather stay near Eric?' The
second question was snapped abruptly.

She was appalled by the suggestion. ‘No—no, ofseoniot.’

'Very well, we'll leave after lunch tomorrow.' Bitestood up and held out a
hand to pull her to her feet.

His firm grip seemed to send fire shooting up her and she found herself
unable to look at him lest he guessed her stirrioiggner excitement.

Tomorrow she would be going out with him, but whypsld anticipation of

such a simple event affect her in this way? Whyhad loom before her as
something to be looked forward to? After all, itsa@nly a visit to a church
in the company of other people, so why the ridioal@onfusion in her

mind?

As they rode back towards the guesthouse Brentcasdally, 'I have a
booklet which gives information about Rangiatea.'

'Rangiatea? That's the name of the church?’
'Yes. It means the Abode of the Absolute.’

The glance she sent him was full of understandirftave a suspicion that
this church really means something to you.'

He nodded, it's part of the coast's history, as agebeing a church with its
own unique atmosphere. You'll feel it the moment walk in the door.’

She did not answer, mainly because she was findingecessary to
concentrate on riding the bicycle. The wind was mowheir faces, and her
hat flapped at the back of her shoulders. It wdaddjuite ghastly to have
another mishap before his eyes, and she was tHamké&n they reached the
shed and replaced the bicycles.



As they crossed the yard she realised that menolbéne kitchen staff were
observing them through a window, and Lena assueesklf their interest
stemmed from the fact that they were not accustoimeseing their boss
ride a bicycle. His transport was normally the sndaguar she had noticed
in his private garage, or perhaps it was the |latggon wagon parked beside
it.

When they reached the door of the staff quarteesBsaid, 'I'd like you to
come into my apartment while | find that bookldt.ybu study it this
evening it will help you to understand all that ys®e tomorrow.'

He opened the door, then stood aside while sheeshteroom dominated
by its atmosphere of male occupation. The livinganovas brown, relieved
by gold in the carpet and curtains. Easy chairolgpéred in leather were
placed at strategic points for viewing televisian, for reading books
selected from an extensive collection of volumes.

He said, 'May | offer you a drink? I'm sure you lcbdo with a pick-me-up
after being tossed into the sand. Scotch, shernyinosling?’

Lana smiled. 'I'm well over that tumble, but yesherry would be nice,
thank you.'

She placed her hat on a chair, and while he betasyeat a drinks cabinet
she examined the pictures on the walls. Most ofthgere original
paintings, scenes of early New Zealand in oils @tew colours. Each
seemed to convey its own message, suggestingslmtvmer held a love for
earlier traditions, and, recalling Brent's selffsmsed interested in the
district's history, she suddenly felt that she kinemw better.

One oil painting hanging above the mantelpiece difisrent from the rest
because instead of being a landscape it was aajio&he moved closer to
gaze up at it and was struck by its likeness tmBréhe eyes that stared
back at her could have been his, especially whey took on their
penetrating expression, and she was forced toladkjs a portrait of your
father?'



'‘No. He was my father's brother, my Uncle Jamesifrechom I inherited
Leisure Lodge.' He handed a glass of sherry to | e raised his own
Scotch towards the portrait. 'To you, Uncle Janmessaid by way of a toast.
‘Thank you again. Be assured I'll take good catb®place. There'll be ho
spanner thrown into the works.

She turned to look at him, her eyes shadowed. [@kasentence contained a
ring of familiarity. Was it directed to your uncler was it a dirty big hint
directed at me?'

His dark eyes regarded her for several momentsir teepression
unfathomable until he turned again to the porti@geaking to it he said,
'What do you think, Uncle? Is it possible for herthrow old Eric off
balance?’

Lana sipped her sherry, at the same time beconcungly aware of the aura
of male magnetism that seemed to draw her to this fiVell, what does he
say?' she asked at last.

'I'm not sure,’ he admitted. 'l just get a stroaglihg that he's definitely
warning me.'

Her chin rose. 'How very interesting. Against whatagainst whom, may |
ask?'

He turned to regard her intently. 'Perhaps you ctddlp me to find the
answer to those questions.’



CHAPTER SIX

BRENT carried a finely cut crystal sherry decanter axrtie room. He
refilled Lana's empty glass and said, 'Have anadhiek. You can't fly on
one wing, besides, it'll help you to think.'

She looked at the almost brimming glass of goldgund. 'Think? What do
you mean?'

' mean it'll help you to assist me.'
'I'm afraid | don't understand. How can | assisi3/o

'l need the answers to those questions. My unclearsing me—against
what? The message comes through quite clearly.’

A gurgle of laughter escaped her. 'l see. And goping the sherry will

make me talkative.' She took a few sips, then Id@téim across the top of
the glass. 'The answer is obvious. Your uncle isimg you against your

own imagination. It's running away with you. As famything else, only

time will tell, and time is moving along rapidly.h& days are speeding
towards Peggy's return and then I'll be gone. Ywanries concerning Eric

and me will be over.'

Although her last words were spoken flippantly, &amas conscious of an
inner despondency. What she had said was all teo 8he would disappear
from Eric's sight, but would the man standing befloer disappear from her
mind? Despite her efforts he was now dominatingtheughts in a most
disturbing manner, invading them to a greater ebxttean any other man she
had ever known.

At the same time she tried to tell herself it wasreninfatuation because,
after all, he was the most handsome man she hadmeoen. He was a man
whose virility reached out to touch those arounth,hand while she

recognised this fact she continued to assure lasiselvas merely suffering
from a severe bout of infatuation.



Almost as though she had no control over her momsnashe turned to
look at him and was startled to find he had moveder to her. Her eyes
widened, and perhaps it was their unguarded expretisat caused him to
take the glass from her hand and place it besglevian on a small table. His
hands then went to her shoulders, the firmneskenf grip almost making
her catch her breath, and as he drew her agamshilsiarms encircled her
body.

She knew she should protest, but she also knevaath@&o wish to do so,

and as his mouth came down to meet her upliftesiHgr heart seemed to
leap into a bouncing thump that sent the bloodlingrthrough her veins.

Push him away, you fool, she told herself in a drghaze. But instead of
obeying common sense her arms crept about hiswileitd she gave herself
up to the joy of being held closely, and to thesflil feel of his strong

fingers gently massaging the muscles along heespin

As the kiss ended he continued to hold her agdimst 'Just relax," he
advised in a low voice. 'You're always so tensaoal as though you're ill
at ease.'

He was perceptive, she realised, closing her eyesha leaned her head
against his broad shoulder. But how could she @xglat she held a
constant fear of her true relationship to Eric badiscovered?

In searching for an excuse she said, 'Sometimesnake me feel nervous.'
It was true. This man had an effect that made hmwder about herself,
because almost from the moment of meeting him addokcome conscious
of her quickening pulses whenever he was near.

He said, 'There's no need to be nervous at the monidis isn't the
honeymoon suite.’

'No, but it's your own private lair.'

'Let me assure you it's only a place where two [gecgn talk in private and
get to know each other.’



Her heart gave a lurch but she managed to askyakmé you suggesting
that we should get to know each other better?’

‘At the moment that happens to be my intentionénBrooked at her
intently, then added, 'lIt hasn't been so easytttoderow you at the desk or
in the office, especially with Eric gawping at yand you looking at him.'

She laughed shakily. 'Haven't | told you it's ndtavyou think?"

'It's not what Ithink, it's what Iseethat concerns me. And perhaps you
should be warned that it has also become obviottlaoy.'

'Really?’ There was no need to admit she was al@adre of this fact, she
decided. It could only lead to more questions.

'Have you ever heard of a wife putting her husbahtbugh the
meat-mincer?' he pursued. 'We've a good one ikittigen. I'm telling you,
she'll be glad to see Peggy return.’

'‘And to see me disappear beyond the horizon?"
'Well, she has mentioned it to me.’
'l suppose that devout hope also applied to you?'

'‘Not exactly.' He frowned, holding her gaze whie fjuestion in his eyes
seemed to search for an answer to this point. Thaming come to a
decision, he murmured, 'Perhaps this will help ywbelieve otherwise.’

His head lowered as his arms went about her abaiding her even closer

than before, and while she again told herself tagst, she found she was
without the power to do so. Her pulses were racangl, she became aware
of the mounting passion that swept through hereslasped her body

against the length of his own.

But even as his hand found its way to hold herdireea firm clasp, causing
her lips to part helplessly, she knew a suddencp&tis bedroom door was
only a few yards away, and he had merely to swegftom her feet and



carry her into the seclusion of its four walls jasthe had carried her to the
bed in the honeymoon suite. And if that happened...

Fear of her own weakness and inability to resist baused her panic to
increase, and it took all her strength to dragiheuth away from his, and to
push his hand from her breast as she gasped, [dasep Brent, this is too
much.'

He looked down at her. 'Are you afraid of me, oyodirself?'

‘A little of both, I think," she admitted.

‘At least you're honest. Very well, | can be patien

'Patient? Wh-what do you mean?’

'l mean that you're not quite ready and that Iwait.'

Lana stared at him uncertainly, her eyes wide &fprehension. Did he
mean what she thought he meant? She feared tluid h&nd his hands on

her shoulders almost made her wince.

"You've been asleep for too long, Lana. It's tinoel were jerked into
wakefulness.' His voice had become husky.

'What are you talking about?'
‘The twins told me all I needed to know.'
She felt angry. Those twohow darethey discuss me?’

‘Their prattling tongues told me enough to make guess that you're
still—untouched. Your body is dormant. It's timeame to life.'

She could only gape at him speechlessly.

His hands dropped from her shoulders. 'OK, I'iifthat Rangiatea booklet.
He left her and went to the bookshelf where he begarching but without



much success. 'l know it's around somewhere,’ hdame, sifting
fruitlessly among a pile of magazines.

'If you can't find it now perhaps | could see intmrrow," she suggested, still
conscious of the effect he had had on her.

‘No. | want you to read it this evening becauseult that you'll have time
to do so tomorrow.' Frustrated, he stared at tledveh, then said, 'Perhaps
it's among a jumble of periodicals in my bedroom.’

As he left the bookshelves the sound of a tappm¢he door came to her
ears. It was a knock that was so quiet and disdrbately registered in her
bemused mind, but it was sufficient to jolt heht&r senses, and, going to
her bedroom door she spoke in a low voice. 'Brgat, have a visitor.
Someone is at the door.’

He sent her a casual glance. 'Oh? Please see vto it

As she went back towards the door the knocking cagaén, this time with
more persistence, and for some reason she fetttagliuto answer it. Even
with her hand on the latch instinct caused heretithte, but Brent had said
to see who was knocking, therefore she had no i to do so. Then,
taking a deep breath, she opened the door and foensdlf face to face with
Camille.

Green eyes flashed in angry surprise as the oldenam stepped into the
room, took a swift glance at its emptiness apastnfrthemselves, then
turned towards Lana. 'What are you doing in hesie®'demanded coldly.

'I'm—just waiting," Lana informed her quietly.

'Waiting for what, may | ask? | can see that Beaméit here, | can see you're
alone.' Then before Lana could speak she rushéll'sa)so easy to see that
you're snooping about in his apartment. You're logkor anything you can
pick up.'

The attack shocked Lana. 'Are you suggesting ltmef? she demanded
furiously. 'How dare you?'



More angry words came hissing from Camille's thps.I 'Money, that's
what it is. You're looking for money that might lyeng around, and when
its loss is discovered some other unfortunate merabéhe staff will be
blamed, anyone but the quiet little blonde at thekd Oh, yes, there's no
doubt about still waters running deep!

The first sounds of the vicious tones had brougkhBto his bedroom door,
where he stood listening to Camille, who had hekkarned towards him.

But Lana could see him and the situation struckalsdyeing humorous. She
began to laugh, but her mirth served only to irtgiCamille.

The green eyes flashed with temper. 'You stupidlgig twit! Does your
bird-brain imagine he'd ever look twice at you? Wi | tell him about
your intrusion into his rooms. Yes, do suggest you're nothing but a
common thief, and I'd like to know how you got ieré.’

Brent's voice drawled from behind her. 'l let herliana is a guest in my
apartment.’

Camille gasped as she swung round to face himntBrelidn't know you
were here.’

'‘Obviously." He paused as though waiting for hesap something, but when
she continued to stare at him in silence he da@ksn't it occur to you that
you owe Lana an apology?'

His hard expression was enough to bring Camille her senses.
'‘Oh—yes—of course | do." She turned to Lana witloraed smile, then
gushed effusively, 'Mylear, I'm so sorry for misjudging the situation, but
naturally you'll understand that | had Brent's interesthiedrt. My first
thought was to protect his belongings.’

'From my sticky fingers,' Lana snapped furioustil smarting beneath the
sting of Camille's hurtful words.

'My dear, surely you know what membersanfy staff are like," Camille
went on in a confidential tone, and as though stasement lifted Lana to a
higher level. 'Few are to be trusted.’



Brent interrupted her coldly. 'You're doing the niems of my staff an
injustice, Camille. They've all been with me foaygand | have confidence
in the honesty of each one of them.’

Camille gave a light laugh. 'If you say so," shented with a superior air,
'but don't moan to me when you find yourself mistakThe look she swept
over Lana indicated she had had the last word.

Lana was suddenly tired of the situation. She gedttowards the booklet
in Brent's hand and said, "You found what you veexa@ching for?'

'Yes. It'll not take long to read and the illuswas will show you what to
look for in the church.’

She took it from him. 'Thank you. I'll study it ghevening in bed. Now if
you'll excuse me." And without deigning to glant&€amille she snatched
her hat from the chair and left the room.

The sound of the latter's shrill laugh followed o the passage, but when
she reached her room her composure left her andgloa the bed with one

arm flung across her face. Camille's suggestionstia could be a thief had
hurt, and now that she thought more about the amtighe realised that
Brent had said very little to reprimand Camille far unjust accusation.

Or had he recalled the maxim of least said, soanesided? And after all,
Camille was a guest whereas she herself was mstafly despite the fact
that he had held her in his arms. A quiver ranugloher as she remembered
the ardour of his kisses and the feel of beingga@sgainst his body. It was
enough to wipe away her depression, causing reprtng from the bed and
make her way to the staff bathroom where she shexiggfore changing for
dinner.

By the time she entered the dining-room Brent aathile were already

seated at their table. Brent stood up, indicativeg Lana should join them,
but she told Betty tolet him know she wished tabine. She then took the
small table beside the wall, but had hardly satdesven he was beside her.



'You have no wish to sit with us?' he demanded lowavoice, his frown
indicating displeasure.

She forced herself to smile sweetly. ‘None whateMer do | intend to sit
with someone who looks upon me as a thief. It wanéd@&nough to give me
indigestion.’

‘Camille said she was sorry," Brent reminded her.

Lana continued to smile. 'You'd have to be jokihg/ou imagine I'm
convinced on that point.’

'You appear to have made up your mind. OK, I'll gee tomorrow. I've
told the Crosbys we'll leave at two o'clock.’

She felt vaguely regretful as she watched him estbidck to his table, and
then she wondered if he would tell Camille abowet pending visit to the
church. It was highly probable, and Camille wourdnediately decide that
she must come too. No doubt she had already se@htinch a dozen times,
but how could she bear to miss another opportuegipecially with Brent at
her side?

The thoughts depressed Lana, and suddenly therenavgsy left in her

anticipation of tomorrow's visit to the church. Sted no wish for Camille
to accompany them, and she knew that if this haggb&éer own day would
be completely ruined.

However, if Brent wanted Camille to come with thérare was nothing she
could do about it, and suddenly she was horrifeedetalise that she was
bitterly jealous of the red-haired woman. She veadous of the attention
Brent appeared to lavish on her, and of the plaraill seemed to have in
his thoughts.

Nor did she wish to see them walking in the moagditden, therefore she
went to bed early, and as she lay propped ag&iegtiiows she examined
the booklet entitled’he Rangiatea Stori{rhe cover illustration showed the
high gable and tall, narrow windows of the churaestern facade, with
people walking towards the building. The inner Eatgd how the church



had come into existence back in the 1840s whenanizses were bringing
Christianity to the Maori people of New Zealand.

Lana became engrossed in the text which told h@vMhori people had
walked for miles into the bush north of where tharch was to be erected,
and with their primitive tools had felled giantdoa trees. The huge trunks
had been hauled to the nearest river which flotttedh down to the sea.
They were then guided along the coast to Otaki &/heny willing hands
had dragged them ashore, then heaved them ovsatigkills to the site of
the church.

She read that one single tree trunk had been edlémtthe ridgepole. Forty
feet above the ground it rested upon the topsrettlofty pillars, each one
also formed from a single tree trunk. All were atietheir finished smooth
state with stone tools. The three pillars were sylintof the Trinity, while
the ridgepole signified the unity of three Persamsler one Godhead,
binding all three together.

A study of the illustrations told her that the dmaarving on the church's
unique furniture had been done with greenstonest@old as she examined
the intricate work of the altar, lectern and pufitie felt grateful for having
been given the opportunity to peruse the bookldbrbeentering the
building. She then thought of the Crosbys andtfelt they also should be
given the chance to read about the church's histeigre going to see it.

A glance at her watch told her the hour was notatet and, feeling sure
that Brent would approve of her action, she decidetke the booklet to
them. They would be easy to find, either in theom or in the lounge
playing cards with other guests.

She slipped out of bed, dressed hurriedly and rhadevay to the lounge.
As she had guessed, the Croshys were playing bradgkeven from the
doorway she could see Elmer frowning irritably lz tards he had been
dealt.

Claramae took the booklet from her gratefully. 8Tisi mighty kind of you,
my dear. I'll be glad to take a peep at it beforege. Look, Elmer, it's a
book about that church we're going to see tomotrow.



He peered over his glasses. 'Hopefully you'll regiib reading it now. | said
one diamond.’'

Lana made a hasty retreat, leaving them to goootltet veranda where she
stood gazing across the lawn towards the calmdsggpled by a pathway of
sparkling moonlight. Beyond it the length of Kasitiump rose darkly, just
as it had when the church was being built almastrdury and a half ago.

A sigh escaped her as she sensed the romancedtiltihgght air. The tide
was out, leaving the sand firm, and she knew itlditne pleasant to walk
along the beach beside the white frothy waveletsghone as they tumbled
and broke along the shore. But there would beelpileasure in walking
alone because nothing was any good unless it veaseghand suddenly she
was gripped by an unexpected spasm of lonelinégsn&eded somebody to
walk with her, somebody like Brent.

Almost as if to mock her thoughts the sound of anan's laugh rang on the
night air. She looked about her to discover itsreduand the next instant
she became aware of two people emerging from thehbgack across the
lawn. Brent's tall figure was easily recognisedr was there any doubt
about the identity of his female companion. Camitiecourse. Had they
found romance on the beach? Lana wondered. Theéiguegemed to grip
her heart with an icy hand and then, as they desaw, iCamille's voice came
to her ears.

'‘Brent dear, that was most exhilarating. Thank fgsuefusing to allow me
to walk alone. It was just like old times.'

Lana saw the hand that was laid on his arm, andwsitehed as Camille
raised her face to brush his cheek with her lipst lke old times? What
were the old times? Somehow the cold feeling aheuheart became more
intense. Then, not wishing to hear or see morefsimed away and drew
back into the shadows of the veranda.

But Brent saw her as he came up the steps. Hig wmicoing with surprise,
he left Camille and moved towards her. 'Lana, utifa you said you were
going to bed early.'



She forced herself to smile at him. 'l did. | rélael booklet, then thought the
Crosbys should also be given the chance to reao it,dressed again and
took it to them. | hope you don't mind.’

'Of course not. It was the right thing to do,’ ppraved.

Camille's curiosity got the better of her. 'Whabklet is this?' she asked,
stifling a yawn.

'Oh, it's justThe Rangiatea StoryBrent said casually.

She uttered a short laughhatold place? I've seen it many times.' Her tone
indicated boredom.

Lana looked at Brent, her eyes full of questionad He told Camille they

would be visiting the church tomorrow? Apparentigt,notherwise she

would have made clear her intention to join themwas he about to do so
now? Again apparently not, because he remainext sifethe subject.

Relieved, at least for the moment, she smiled maaenly as she said
goodnight and left them to make her way back ta Bedl as she closed her
eyes while lying against the pillow she had a mewision of Camille
walking along the sands beside Brent.

Her active imagination saw Camille smiling up ihis face, Camille taking

his arm, then casually sliding her fingers dow itlasp his hand. Would he
pause to turn to face her and take her in his a@?d he kiss Camille as
he had kissed herself only a few hours previously?

The thought agitated Lana to such an extent shbatatipright in bed to
reprimand herself. Stop torturing yourself, ydiot. OK, so you're jealous.
What can you do about it? Nothing, absolutely nmathexcept console
yourself with the thought of going out with him tomow. And if he decides
to take Camille as well, there's still nothing yaan do about it.

Good grief, anyone would think you were in lovetwhiim, when of course
you're not. How could you be, when you've known him for suckhart
time? As for those kisses that turn you into a gung jelly, you can forget



them, because when he's not kissing you he's supe kissing Camille,
who has only to raise an eyebrow to draw him doavithe sands in the
moonlight.

OK, have you got the messadei@ght. Then for Pete's sake forget him. She
turned and thumped the pillows vigorously, then @gwn to stare
wide-eyed into the darkness until she drifted ntbia sleep that was made
restless by irritating dreams.

Hazily, she knew that Peggy had returned from tbetls Island and was
again at the desk. Brent was in the office, butmstee tried to speak to him
Camille slammed the door in her face. The timeesfdeparture had come
and she was packing her bags. She was going awhagpuviseeing him

again—and suddenly it was a relief to wake up beeaven if these things
came to pass they wouldn't happen today. Peggynatiget back at the

desk, and this afternoon she was going to seeldheharch with Brent and

that nice American couple.

The morning passed rapidly because she was kepthmigeen the desk
and typing letters in the office. Little time waskén over lunch, and then
she hurried to her room where she changed intt-aliuted lilac sundress

with matching jacket. She took extra care with imake-up, then filled in

time at the desk until two o'clock when the Crostgme to the foyer and
Brent drove the white Jaguar to the front entrance.

Claramae Croshy sent appraising eyes over Lana $peke to her
husband. 'Elmer, isn't she a picture? If | hadclhenplexion, that flaxen hair
and those eyes, lilac colour would never leave agkb

"You do OK, my dear,’ EImer assured her brieflyliké your reds and
yellows. They're bright, happy colours.'

At that moment Brent came up the steps, his casuat- sleeved navy shirt
and well-cut light grey trousers betraying his mulac form and a virility
that caused Lana to catch her breath. She becasally wonscious of his
magnetic sensuality, and the knowledge that this head held her in his
arms made her feel weak.



She also became aware of a strange stillness hlouats he stood regarding
her. It was almost a tenseness broken by Clarami@eid as she exclaimed,
'Isn't she just something to look at?'

Lana felt embarrassed, but it was the sight of Gambming down the
stairs that startled her into action. Smiling aémgr she said, 'Let's go. Mrs
Crosby is keen to see the church.’

They went down the steps, and when Brent openedahe&oors he put
Elmer Crosby in the front passenger seat while &dhae and Lana sat
together at the back. Belts were fastened, andlthra’s spirits sank as she
heard Camille's voice call from the veranda.

'‘Brent, Brent, where are you going? Wait for m&aht to come with you.'

She ran down the steps towards the car and rushtbe driver's window.

Green eyes flashed over the car's occupants, takitige seating space
between Lana and Claramae Crosby. 'Where are yiogYshe demanded
again. 'l can see it's one of your guest trips—epkd¢hat they're not all
guests.'

But before Brent could answer Claramae leaned fahvia speak with
unconcealed irritation. 'Young woman, if it's anyslmess of yours, Elmer
and | are being taken to see an old Maori church.’

Camille ignored Claramae, her eyes glowing as pbkesto Brent. 'You're
going to Otaki? Oh, I'd love to see the old chuaghin. Please take me with
you, there's plenty of room in the car.' Her toad become pleading.

Lana held her breath as she awaited Brent's reptyClaramae cut in again,
this time making less effort to disguise her anmaga 'I'll have you know
there is not plenty of room, and if there's onagHihate it's to be crushed in
a car. | don't want my dress to get all mussed up.’

Camille glared at her, then said pointedly, 'I'm 6im to crush you. You
can both move over.'

‘It's too hot to have more than four in the catar@nae continued to
complain snappishly.



Brent revved the motor, then sent Camille a disagngrin. 'l think Mrs
Crosby has made herself clear, and in any casdiw®unear enough to the
church to visit it whenever you feel like it. Noiyou'll excuse us.'

As the car moved forward Lana glanced through ek bvindow in time to
catch a fleeting glimpse of the rage in Camillg/lese She could also see
Brent's face in the rear- vision mirror, the froan his forehead and the
lines about his mouth indicating his displeasurerdkie incident.

Watching him, she sensed that he simmered withraar ianger, but against
whom she was unsure. Was his wrath against Carfotl€ausing their

outing to begin on a sour note, or was it agairsséif for being there
instead of Camille? But if this were so, why hadrét invited Camille

instead of her?

Nobody spoke until EImer Crosby sent Brent an apetic glance. 'I'm
afraid my wife doesn't like that young woman.'

Lana saw his expression become inscrutable, thandh@m say, 'Oh?
There hasn't been anything really unpleasant, ¢Roop

‘Not exactly,” EImer admitted. 'It's just that kadty attitude gives us both a
pain. In my case it's a real bellyache, and she gater Claramae's skin to
such an extent that if she'd come my wife's aftennwould have been
ruined.’

Brent said nothing and the subject was not pursaifthugh Claramae sent
Lana a sly glance as her husband's words reackacetrs. 'And your day
too, | think," she said quietly.

Lana felt she had to be honest, so she noddedlgilen

The road from the beach reached the highway, attdnaa short time the
willow-flanked Waikanae river had been crossed. ddtrten miles further
on another bridge took them over the shingled ékeoOtaki river, and as
they drove through the small Otaki settlement Glara told Lana about life
at home in the States.



She listened attentively to the older woman, algiotinere were times when
Brent caused her mind to wander by catching herieye rear-vision
mirror. On one occasion he actually smiled at iming her the impression
he was now over his former animosity, and the keogé was enough to
lift her spirits. Feeling relaxed, she respondedCtaramae's chatter, and
within a short time they had reached the road witteehurch stood beside
its headstone-filled cemetery.

As they walked towards the small building Brentlexged that the original
thatch walls had been replaced by weatherboardjatthis had since been
strengthened by buttresses. Totara shingles hax rajdaced the first
thatched rood, and in time these had given wawytioca roof.

When she went inside the church Lana found shedamlly stand and gaze
up at the three lofty pillars. To read about thead been one thing, but to
feel and touch their smoothness, to realise thett bad been a single tree
trunk, filled her with wonder. '"How could they pdsg get the ridgepole
across the top of them?' she whispered to Brent.

He was standing so close his lips almost brushedipteirned cheek as he
bent to speak in her ear. 'There are various theatout that,' he told her in
a low voice, 'the most popular one being that m@egple climbed up a high
scaffolding.'

She was too conscious of his nearness, and hez shmok slightly as she
asked, 'But the pillars themselves, how were tmegted?'

‘That, also, is still a matter of conjecture. lmgh days there were many
trees with trunks reaching from sixty to eightytfbefore the first branches.
His hand rested on her arm, then slid down itstletmclasp her fingers.

The action took her by surprise, but she endeadaioreemain calm as she
said, 'The booklet says these pillars are forty Iegh.’

'‘And sunk to a depth of six to eight feet as w&leé pressure on her fingers
tightened as he gazed at her upturned face.ths titmosphere in here that
makes you want to whisper?'



She nodded wordlessly, almost afraid to look at leish her eyes betrayed
her inner exhilaration caused by the feel of mgdirs entwined about hers.

His voice was still low as he said, 'Come and $eealtar table. It's over
forty inches wide and formed from a single slaliatéra timber." Without
releasing her hand he tucked her arm beneath his tven drew her
towards the semicircular rail that curved acrossftont of the altar.

Lana's breath quickened as they stood togetheartmdkeeping her close to
his side, and while she tried to appreciate thateroarving on the rail, she
became conscious of Brent's aftershave, and vigallgre of his physical

attraction which forced itself upon her to sucleatent she almost felt weak
at the knees.

A quick glance over her shoulder showed that theskys were engrossed
in gazing up at the crossbatten ceiling, and atréifters decorated with
scroll designs, yet despite their company shedigly Brent's presence. It
was almost as if they were alone, especially asdminued to hold her
hand.

She also became conscious of a change in hisdatitowards her. His
suspicions concerning her feelings towards Ericmseke to have
disappeared, at least for the moment, and thereaviast of tenderness in
his manner that kindled a quiet happiness within 8emething intangible
appeared to have sprung up between them, somdtrahgnade her heart
beat so fast it sent the blood racing through lears:

An invisible magnet caused her to turn and lookimtt, and she realised he
was regarding her intently. But while she trieddéad the expression in his
eyes, she was unaware of the sparkling glow irolar, or the heightened
colour in her cheeks that made her look more beduhan she herself
could have thought possible.

But suddenly the magic moments were shatteredaaai@he came to stand
beside Brent, a twinkle in her eyes as she lookethto his face and said
earnestly, 'Ah, | see you've been smart enougletaohis lovely girl to the
altar at last. A very wise move, and let me tell gbe's a much better choice
than that other one.’



The words horrified Lana, throwing her into a stateonfusion. She saw
the shutter that swept across Brent's face, chgnigiimto an inscrutable

mask, and she knew that he had dropped her hahdwagh it had burnt his

fingers. She was also forced to acknowledge traphevious tenderness
towards her had merely reflected the serene atneospi the church.

Claramae's voice continue as she turned to herahdstElmer, let me see
that booklet again. What does it say about alllttigce-work on the walls?
Isn't it done with flax, that stuff that grows imet swamps?"

They moved away and somehow managed to takeeadittlana's inner joy
with them. She peeped at Brent, fearing that heldvoaw be in an angry
frame of mind, but if this was so he gave no sifjit while leading her to
examine the intricate carving of the pulpit.

They left a short time later, and as they were atiget into the car for the
homeward drive Brent pointed to a monument thatlbeh erected to Te
Rauparaha. 'That's the place where the old chisfbmaied,' he told Lana.
'‘But within a short time his remains were removedKapiti Island. Some
day I'll take you over to what was once his straidh

His words lifted her spirits again, but she gavéghat laugh that held
disbelief. 'Some day? It'll have to be soon. Yofdrgetting that Peggy will
be back and then I'll return to my old job in Wagdjion.'

Claramae spoke as she climbed into the back ¥t is this Peggy? I've
heard her name mentioned but haven't set eyesron he

'She's the permanent receptionist,’ Lana explaitsek went to the South
Island on the day you arrived. I'm merely a stantiShe went on to explain
Peggy's necessity to attend her sister's weddiBjuéitin the south of the
South Island.

'Well, you do amaze me," Claramae exclaimed.tlsigle you were so very
much a part of the place.' She turned to her husb@rdn't I, EImer? Didn't
| tell you that this girl is really a part of LeiguLodge?’



"You sure did say those very words, Claramae,'gneedl, 'but then you're
the world's number one matchmaker.' The statemastaecompanied by a
grin and broad winks directed to Brent and Lana.

His action caused them to laugh, and this religliedension in a situation
which could have meant further embarrassment foraLdNevertheless,
during the drive home a few veiled glances in #a+vision mirror showed
that Brent's brow was again darkened by a frowr. 1®iticed that he had
little to say, and it dawned upon her that he hadbheen amused by the
well-meaning if misguided remarks that had beendlsh about by

Claramae Crosby.

Sadly, she realised it meant that he had no wible tassociated emotionally
with her, but because the Crosbys were guestsdhé@drhno option but to
hold his anger in check. It also meant that what lshd imagined to be a
changed attitude in the church had been no morewshful thinking on
her part, and she was almost glad when the jousasyover.



CHAPTER SEVEN

WHEN they reached the guest-house Eric's welcome wassaleffusive.
‘Thank heavens you're back!" he exclaimed to Laisaace beaming at the
sight of her. 'There are some urgent letters tartssvered and unless they're
sent at once we'll have double bookings on our falidhere's one thing
that sends Hilary up the wall—'

'It's double bookings,' Lana completed for himthis the result of a mistake
on my part?'

'Not at all,’ Eric assured her.

Brent spoke in a cool voice. 'Lana is supposedettdving the afternoon
off.’

Eric grinned. 'She won't mind sacrificing it for melis tone was full of

confidence as he turned several pages of the eegisen pointed to a block
booking. 'On this date we have a party of senitizems doing a tour. They
want to add a few extras, but there's a limit to aecommodation and we
must let them know.' He turned to Lana. "You domid getting back into

harness?'

'Of course not." She was almost afraid to lookrat Because Brent's sharp
glances were darting between them. 'However, hohte have a cup of tea
first, so I'll see if the trolley is still in th@linge.'

When she reached the large room with its comfcetabhkirs the Crosbys
were already there, drinking tea and telling tbeidge-playing companions
of the previous evening about the old Maori chukditary was also there,
pouring tea for guests, and when she saw Lanantile she sent did not
quite reach her eyes.

Ah, there you are, Lana,' she exclaimed with aredddher voice. 'Really,
I'm not sure what to do about you. My husband hasenb
moaning—positivelynmoaningover your absence.'



Lana looked at her blankly. 'But I've been away-f&or only a couple of
hours.'

'Don't you see? That's just the point. One woulégime he couldn't
possibly do without you.'

The words were lightly spoken, but Lana senseditiierlying resentment
in them, so, matching Hilary's light tone, she s#flease be assured it's
only my typing he needs, not my company.'

'He never goes on in this manner when Peggy hasaifj Hilary continued
crossly. 'I'll be glad when that girl returns and @an get back to normal.’

Camille, who had been sitting near by, now stoodngbcame to the trolley
to receive a second cup of tea. 'You found thebidch interesting, Lana?"
she drawled in a bored voice.

'Yes. It has its own special atmosphere.’

'Why didn't you tell me Brent was taking you toiwit?'

'‘Because he himself could have told you if he'dtegmto.'

"You could have explained more clearly. | mean éasning when he was
lending you that booklet." Camille's voice had meedorittle.

'l didn't see that it was any concern of yoursrid.amiled.
'I'll bet you didn't. You knew he would have wanted to go too.'

‘Then why didn't he ask you? He had his chanceoteadjust as we were
leaving, remember?’

Camille's green eyes flashed and her voice becarsed. "You know very
well it was the fault of that—that stupid American.

'Stop it, Camille," Hilary hissed in a low voicH.you must quarrel with
Lana kindly do it elsewhere. You're making a spdetaf yourself, and it's



not the type of entertainment | like to provide fyuests. Can't you see
people are listening to you?'

Camille took control of herself. 'I'm sorry," shegan, then fell silent as she
glanced about the room to meet the eyes of sepeaglle who listened with
avid interest. Among them was a tight-lipped ClaaanCrosby, who had
edged closer and looked as if she was about tandime argument.

Hilary spoke to Camille in a tense voice. 'Persignalcan't see why you
should be so uptight because Brent took Lana tdheeehurch. They were
away for only a short time.'

Camille gave an exclamation of impatience. Her dagcame a thin line
as she gritted from behind clenched teeth, "Yobiied, Hilary. | know
you're worried about this girl and Eric, but ca/@ti see she's really setting
her sights on Brent? Surely you can understandl'thahe one he should
have taken. I'm back with him now.'

Hilary's expression betrayed incredulity. 'Are y&aying you've taken up
where you left off? | had no idea.’

'Well, | have—almost. So you can believe that gdamgee that old church
is the nearest she'll ever get him to an altar.'

Lana felt it was time to remind Camille of her mese. 'So what are you
worrying about?' she asked, forcing herself to sraifid remain calm while
trying to fathom the exact meaning of the exchamgeveen them.

But Camille ignored her. She put her cup down wsitslight bang and left
the room.

Hilary shook her head in a bemused manner. 'l masth myself," she

confessed. 'I| must not allow myself to become @aamille. She's burning

with jealousy, and when she says you've set ygitson Brent she's really
fearing that he might be setting his sights on‘you.

Lana frowned. 'I'm afraid | don't understand.’



Hilary lowered her voice. 'l mean | mustn't allowself to become boiled
up with jealousy. When | see Eric gawping at yd&e ka freshly landed fish

| must remember it's only because you remind himfirst wife, his—his
Ingrid.' "'You can believe it's his only reasonhhassured her gravely, then
paused before she added, 'Did you ever see a phbs?"'

'Yes, but only briefly. Eric kept one for yearst badvised him to get rid of
it. I told him to burn it.’

Lana kept her voice even. 'And he did?’
'l hope so. It only kept the memory of her alive.'

'What about photos of your first husband?' Lanasyend. 'Have you
destroyed every photo you possessed of him?'

‘Certainly not, but that was different. His deatihdhbeen more recent,
whereas Eric was still clinging to someone he'd yesrs ago. | can assure
you he's been happier since marrying again.’'

'I'm sure you've made him very happy,' Lana saiankg 'but did you really
think that burning the photo would erase the meesdnie'd had for so many
years?'

‘At the time | was naive enough to do so, but noknbw that some
memories are with us for always. They live witharsg we have to live with
them.'

'l believe you're right,' Lana agreed thoughtfuBfre knew that the memory
of Brent's kisses would remain with her for a Idinge, and that they would
have to be erased from her mind before the caressamsother man could
replace them.

When she returned to the office she was surprigéddonumber of letters to
be answered. 'Why should there be this flush ofuests for
accommodation?' she asked.



'We call it the end-of-season scramble,’ Eric expld "You'll find they're

mainly retired people, and this is the month whesytcome out in droves.
The holiday resorts are no longer teeming withdrkih or with young adults
who can't live without loud music, and they imagihey can get quiet
places to themselves.'

Lana smiled. 'l can't imagine loud music at Leisuvdge.’
'It's not that sort of guest-house. We don't neethiace floor or noisy

midnight parties to be successful. And | think yaim say we are successful,
he added with quiet satisfaction.

She looked at him, unaware that her eyes glowedh \@dmiration.
'‘Something tells me it's all due to your efforts.'

'‘Not mine alone. Hilary has also played her pare'"W& both had years of
experience in this sort of management, but thankfgothe praise. | think
Brent's satisfied.’

'I'm sure he is,’ Lana agreed, then fell silenBeent's words flashed back
into her mind. Nothing must stand in the way of $h@oth running of the

lodge, he had said. Nor could she blame him fandso determined on this
point because she now realised that, coupled Wwehunning of the farm,

he had a burden of responsibility on his shoulderas one that had to be
shared by capable people like Eric and Hilary,was it any wonder that he
feared the possibility of their matrimonial appledaeing upset.

Eric's voice came through the haze of her thoug¥itsi're staring at that
letter as if you can't read it. Are you having tsteuwith the handwriting? |

know some of them are difficult to decipher.' H& h@s seat and came to
stand behind her, and as he leaned over her shidugdace remained close
to hers.

For one mad moment she was gripped by an almosivbeéming desire to
brush his cheek with her lips, to cry alolhn't you recognise meBut of
course he didn't. She was merely a blonde who megal® look like Ingrid.
Besides, he'd already rejected her once, and nlot th@uwould do so again.



Even as she pondered the question a movement dlwgtdrner of her eye
and she looked up to see Brent standing in thewdnor The ironic
expression on his face gave her a shock, and sinedfdo guess at the
thoughts running through his mind. She also felt ¢teeeks burn, then
become drained of their colour as she thoughtettnsequences of giving
in to her former impulse. Brent's suspicions conicgy her feelings towards
Eric would have then been confirmed.

She forced her eyes back to the letter she wasngodshd managed to keep
her voice steady as she spoke to Eric. 'l thinkrthme is Braithwaite.
Perhaps | can check the address in the phone book.'

"You're having difficulties?' Brent drawled frometdoorway. 'There's need
to go into a huddle?’

Eric straightened his back, ignoring Brent's hihintimacy as he reached
for the telephone book. 'l wish people would let@rmvrite clearly," was all
he said.

Lana took the book from him and began flicking otrex pages. She then
ran her finger down the list of names until she a&hke to pause and say,
'Yes, this is the address in Wadestown.' Then &nBshe added, 'Some
handwriting is very difficult to decipher.’

He came into the room, picked up the letter andistlit. 'This doesn't look
too difficult to me.’

'It's easy once you've been told what it is,” sferted, then handed him
another which was even more difficult to read tkfaa Braithwaite letter.
'Perhaps you could get to work on that one.’

Brent frowned at the short note. 'Obviously a reson is required.’

Eric laughed. 'Even we can work out that much, foutwhom, and from
when to when? We can't read the figures, muchthesaame.’

Brent's expression became rueful as he returnelettiee to Lana.



'OK, point taken. I'm afraid your free afternoorsleen nipped in the bud.
We'll have to make it up to you in some way.'

'I'll look forward to that, if it ever comes to [gasshe flashed at him, then
began to type rapidly.

Eric chuckled. 'Perhaps he'll take you on one efliish walks where you
can help keep an eye on some of the elderly lad@ilet’ll be a real treat,' he
concluded with thinly veiled sarcasm.

'l haven't one arranged at present,’ Brent demurred

‘Then arranged one for yourself and Lana,’ Ericped. "You might even
contrive to become lost,' he suggested, his eyakling as he turned to
Lana. 'How would you like to be lost in the bushhaBrent?'

She tried to ignore the sly grin on his face. 'hud be an interesting
experience,' she said, feeling that something wpsated of her. 'However,
| don't believe Brent is one who would become iloshe bush.' Nor did she
believe she would find herself walking between tlemse trees on the
foothills with him, feeling the touch of his handlping her over wet places
where streams made the ground slippery.

And that evening at dinner the prospect seemedtevien more remote.
Sitting alone at the small table beside the wadl slatched Brent move
between the tables, chatting amicably to variowsstgs Camille was with
him, oozing grace and charm as she also chattgéeldple in the manner of
the most accomplished hostess.

When they reached the Crosbys' table Claramaagsgrdrawl reached
Lana's ears. 'Tell me, is there any truth in threqur that you intend taking
over the running of this guesthouse?' she demamid€dmille.

Camille appeared to be startled by the unexpeatedtmpn but was quick to
find an answer. She sent a sidelong glance at Biesrt said boldly, 'Where
there's smoke there's usually fire, Mrs Crosby.'



Brent was not amused by their exchange. He frovan€laramae but asked
calmly, 'What would give you such an idea, Mrs @3S

She smiled at him. 'Well, right now she looks ashié's in training for the
job, and this afternoon | heard her say she'd—cbauk." She turned to
Camille. 'Have you been awaydear?"

Camille gave a gay laugh, and instead of beingoaféd by Claramae's
temerity she merely sent another glance towardastBrées, I'm back, and
one must always be ready to face the inevitalbhe'said, as though the
inevitable was already settled in her own mind.

Lana then became aware that Betty had paused blsidable with a
trolley bearing tempting desserts. 'Did you heat tittle lot?' the waitress
whispered.

'Who could miss it?' Lana replied, helping herselfrifle and ice cream.

‘'The big question being, what is the inevitable@ttyd murmured. 'Would
you believe there are bets about it going on antbagstaff? Does she or
does she not pin him down this time? We're allanog that this particular
visit is being somewhat extended, and some ofiok ttis because of you.'

Lana was startled, and her voice became cool. l{Re&low can that
possibly be? And you can tell the staff I'm notustomed to my private life
being bandied round as part of a bet!

'No offence meant, and you might as well become tsd," Betty grinned
impishly. "You've been part of the wagering abaot from the moment you
arrived. Besides, he took you out today, didn't he?

‘That was only because time off was due to me.’

'Don't you think Peggy ever had time off due to?hEiot once has he ever
taken her out. And another thing, some of us hatieed the way he looks

at you. | can tell you the staff don't miss muchatfat's going on in this

place.’



Lana's voice remained cool. 'lt seems to me that dtaff should be
commended for their excellent imaginations.'

'‘Don't you believe it. They can see what's what;git.'

Lana looked at the waitress apprehensively, waitmg further comment
concerning the fact that Eric had also been sesmruing her. But if this
was so, Betty failed to mention it.

However, the next outing with Brent caine soonantkexpected. In fact it
came next morning when she had been at the desklpa short time, and
she turned to find him regarding her from the @fdoorway. The sight of
him caused her heart to flip over, but his wordsatyegave her a surprise.
‘That dress makes you look extremely capable ehmarked.

She smiled as she looked down at the tailored lid®r deep blue office
dress. 'The twins call me Miss Efficiency when lawé. | put it on because
the day is cooler.’

'Or because that particular blue sends depth oo gyes?’

'‘Are you accusing me of trying to impress somebbdy?

'It's possible. No need to mention names.'

"You're quite wrong.' Irritated, she glared at hdfi.course he meant Eric.

'l don't intend to argue, Miss Efficiency. I'm mangerested in learning how
expert you'll be at choosing fruit and vegetables.’

She looked at him blankly, awaiting further explaoma
'I'm taking you to Levin," he informed her. 'It'ditile over twenty miles

from here. | intend to visit my accountant, butrafieom that I've had an
emergency call from the kitchen, and as the pladdliof market gardens--'



'l see. Very well, I'll come if you wish." Or shdushe have said if you
demand?There was no suggestion of, would \like to come, nor even a,
please would you accompany me? It was just a blomtaking you.Yet
despite these irritating facts she knew she watdegb with him. 'What
about the desk?' she asked, making an effort ® lned eagerness.

'Eric will keep an eye on it. So, shall we go?' ahpatience tinged his
voice.

'I'll need to go to my room first," she said caljdyvare of a bubbling inner
excitement as they walked along the staff quapgassageway. This outing
with Brent had come so unexpectedly it left helifgedazed, and as she
paused in her room her fingers trembled as shegeltbinto strappy sandals
and applied more make-up.

As they crossed the gravelled yard towards thegggrahe was assailed by a
feeling of being watched, and glancing over herutder she was not
surprised to see faces peering at them from tlobeait windows. Were more
bets being laid among the staff?

And then the back door opened as Betty came runaangss the yard
towards them, a slip of paper in her hand. PasstogBrent, she said, 'Chef
would like you to add these items to the list. Hg#ing low on spices.' She
smiled knowingly at Lana. 'Have a lovely day. | msay you look nice.
That deep blue dress makes your eyes look likehsags'

‘Thank you, Betty, it's just colours playing trick& flush rose to Lana's
cheeks as she tried to brush the compliment a@dent had already
accused her of wearing the dress for this veryorgaand then the flush
deepened as she realised he was regarding helyclose

"You're right, Betty," he said after a pause. 'Sapp is the exact word.' He
turned abruptly and pushed up the roller door ef glarage housing the
station wagon. 'We usually take this vehicle whanaovegetable-buying
spree,’ he explained, opening the car door for her.

She fastened her seat-belt, and as he backedati@nsivagon out of the
garage she turned to send Betty a farewell waviethieuaction froze as she



found herself greeted by the sight of Camille stagdat the back door,
obviously gquestioning the waitress. Then, as thiebegan to move out of
the yard, Camille ran after it, her voice comingnfig through the open
windows,'Brent, Brent, stop. Wait for me!’

Lana saw him glance in the rear-vision mirror, thealised that although he
had seen Camille he was not going to stop. "That@amille,' she said. 'l
think she wants to come with us.’

'No doubt." His tone was non-committal and abr8pe was relieved by the
fact that he had not stopped, yet was unable tstresying, 'lt's a wonder
you're not taking her instead of me.’

He stared straight ahead. 'If I'd wanted to takenll& she'd have been
sitting beside me instead of you. However, as yousee, it's the other way
round.’

She sighed as a thought struck her. 'l dare saytlyiold I'd be better at
choosing fruit and vegetables.’

‘That's exactly right, Miss Efficiency,’ he grinnédlow suppose you sit
back and try to enjoy yourself. There's no realdneeallow thoughts of
Camille to nag at your mind.'

'Who says she's nagging at my mind?' Lana proteseaen if
acknowledging the truth of this to herself.

'l do. Hasn't she driven you from my table in tih@rh- room?

'‘Nobody likes to feel-de trap,'she pointed out. They drove in silence while
following the same northern route of the previoay,dpassing roadside
homes where the gardens were bright with the sedlews and pinks of tall
canna lilies, tiger lilies and marigolds. There veedges where the white
trumpets of convolvulus sprawled to dot the darge¥en, and as they
crossed the Waikanae river bridge Lana's gaze wevdrds the willows
lining the stony bed stretching towards the west.



'So many willow trees,' she said, then added wigtfit must be lovely to
walk along the riverbank beneath their shade.’

Brent sent her a swift glance. "You'd like to datthThere's a track along the
bank. We'll take a short walk on the way home."

She looked at him gratefully, her eyes shininchatgrospect. "Thank you,
I'll look forward to it.'

He glanced at the smile playing about her lipsatBhbetter. Now | can see
you're feeling more relaxed, even happier perhaps.’

'Am | so transparent?' She was indeed feeling happg sitting beside him
and to know that a state of companionship, evemiy temporary, was
beginning to build between them. The sight of llisdsome profile stirred a
sense of satisfaction deep within her, and membtiieofeel of his hands,
now resting lightly on the wheel, sent a small guithrough her. It caused a
tingling sensation of pleasure somewhere near ithef iner stomach, but
when she turned to peep at him he was staringgbtrahead, apparently
engrossed in his own thoughts. Were they about I&mihe fear that this
could be so caused her face to become sombre.

'‘Something's worrying you," he remarked unexpegted|

'‘No, it's nothing of importance,” she assured hsurprised by his
observation.

'It appears to have been enough to wipe the sroite your face. Is Camille
still sitting on your shoulder?’

Lana decided to be frank. 'Well, yes, she is.bgen puzzled by something
that was said yesterday.'

'Oh? Did she poke sticks at you?' His tone wasdgar
'She was .talking to Hilary when something was shiout taking up where

she'd left off. | know it's not my business, butduldn't help wondering
what was meant.’



'It seems clear enough to me.’

'Oh?' She turned to him, her brows arched as slitedvexpectantly for
further explanation.

His shoulders lifted in a small but resigned sht8goner or later someone
is sure to tell you that Camille and | were oncemcloser than we are now.
It's years ago, and | suppose we were somewhatiaté with each other.’

'Only—infatuated?’

'Definitely. In any case Camille proved it to bdyomfatuation on her part.
Her father had a farm a few miles from Waikanae,\@aa had a rendezvous
at a half-way place, a secluded spot where we tsateet. One day she
phoned to tell me she wouldn't be meeting me onghdicular day, or any
other day, because she was about to marry sometbeely

'Oh. That would be Mr Boyd?' There was no bittesnieshis voice, she
noticed.

'Yes. She'd met Terry Boyd about three months pusly. He was a
wealthy Australian who'd crossed the Tasman tat vedatives in New
Zealand. Needless to say | was a fraction angtlyeatime.'

'Only a fraction?' Lana looked at him wonderingly.

'l might as well admit | was raving mad when | readl she'd spent three
months dating us both. However, her marriage todBdin't last long,
because the poor fellow was killed while drivingeoof his supercharged
cars on the Sydney to Melbourne highway.'

‘And so Camille came home.'

'Yes, she's back.'

'To take up where she left off,’ Lana added, tledirsflent while waiting for

him to deny that a reunion between them would talkee. But when he
failed to do so her gloom deepened.



A few miles further along the highway they came mupeveral roadside
stalls that offered a large variety of fruit andye&ables. Brent parked the
station wagon before one of the larger colourfgptiys and together they
made their way towards the trays of garden produce.

The stall owner approached Brent. 'Ah, Mr Tremaltieought | recognised
your vehicle. As it happens, a load of fresh vegleta has just arrived.
Come through to the back.’

They followed him to where cases were being unldddan a lorry. Brent

handed the chefs list to Lana, then stood watchimte she consulted it and
chose carefully. He then left her while he drove #iation wagon to the
back of the stall, and as the purchases were loauttedthe back he
examined them with satisfaction. 'You appear taefgone this sort of thing
before,' he remarked.

The stall owner grinned. 'She knew exactly whapitk up and what to
leave. I'd keep her on if | were you,' he addedjaisly assuming Lana to
be a member of Brent's staff.

'l might do that," Brent returned gravely, but with looking at Lana.

She sent him an oblique glance as she got intoaheAren't you forgetting
that I'm only temporary staff? And very temporaoy that matter, because
Peggy's holiday is drawing to a close.’

'Is that something I'm likely to forget?' he askgeuketly.

‘There's no need to hide your relief over the fatte remarked lightly,
remembering he would be glad to have her out af€sight. Then feeling
that a change of subject would be wise, she adRedjou always drive this
distance to buy fruit and vegetables?'

He laughed. 'Of course not. There are plenty afgdanearer to home where
the fertile soil grows produce to feed Wellingtdyt when | visit my
accountant at Levin | usually make purchases dtghdicular roadside
stall.’



The remaining miles did by as they drove beyondkiCiad through green
farmlands until they reached a long stretch of stdal area on the outskirts
of Levin. At the end of it lay the shopping-centtiee business premises
being tree-sheltered from the heat of the sun.

Brent parked the station wagon beneath the leageslof a plane tree, and
after making the extra purchases on the chefshisguided Lana to a
restaurant where he ordered a lunch of Canadiasagdye salmon, salad,
wheatmeal bread and coffee.

Sitting opposite him she became vitally aware sfdark eyes raking her
features until they caught and held her gaze. Timost hypnotic force
behind them made her suspect they were trying netpgte her thoughts,
while the slight frown on his brow warned her top®a questions.

At last he said, 'l must admit you're still a pezid me, Lana.'

Her gaze became direct. 'There's nothing very cexngbbout me.'

'I'm not so sure. You are indeed Miss Efficienast, you don't appear to be
doing anything concrete about your personal life.'

She was lost for words until she said defensivelgw can you possibly tell
what I'm doing with my—my personal life?"

'l can tell it's without an objective because tih@artant signs are missing.'
"You're speaking in riddles. What sort of signs?’

"The mating signs. | haven't noticed any young malshing to discover
why you're spending so much time at Leisure Lodge."'

‘That's a sign?' She looked at him incredulously.

'It's one that indicates you're not engaged or enere than friendly with
anyone in particular.'



She straightened her back and sent him a diraet sttatill don't know why
| baffle you. What, exactly, are you trying to say?

He hesitated, frowning, until he said, 'Well, to fbenk, on the one hand
you're such a sensible girl, yet on the other hamdappear to have set your
sights on a man who's more than twice your age\ildrds trailed away as
he fell silent.

'l presume you mean Eric.' The food seemed to gygound in her mouth,
causing her to find difficulty in swallowing it.

'Of course. Who else could | possible mean at tbmemt?’

She placed her fork on the plate. 'Must you spgilday in this manner?
Haven't | tried to assure you there's nothing betwric and me, at least
not the romantic association you appear to haveuoseh up in your own
mind?'

'Yes, you have tried.'

‘Then please believe it. And let me assure younmtheer point, you're not
half as observant as you imagine yourself to bee' f8ll silent, annoyed
with herself for having uttered those words, buasperation had forced
them from her.

Brent's eyes narrowed slightly. 'What do you mean?’

She stared at her plate. 'Nothing. It was a sdiyark to make.'

‘Then why make it?' he asked softly.

'‘Because you're upsetting me," she retorted.

‘Then simmer down and finish your meal,’ he advised

Il try, but you've made me feel | can't eat it.'

'Nonsense. Just drink this.' He poured more coffee.



She made an effort to finish her meal and by thee tshe had drunk her
coffee she felt more cheerful.

He looked at her critically. 'That's better. | bek you're ready to smile
again. Something tells me you're not one who inelilgn long hours of
sulky silence.’

'Even if | were, your remarks are too far from theh to be worth worrying
about,' she informed him loftily.

'I'm glad of that,' he returned, his tone seriodswever, I'm still curious
about your remark concerning my lack of observatitéunlike you to say
such a thing without reason.' He paused thoughtftiien asked, "You still
refuse to tell me?"'

'Definitely, so please forget it.'

''ve a strong feeling I'm missing out on somelvitaint. Really, Lana, |
could happily bang your head against one of thdeeeptrees in the main
street!'

‘That would make an interesting news item. | canost see the headlines:
Lord of Leisure Lodge knocks sense into lowly remepst.’

They both laughed as they stood up to leave thHe il she felt she had
steered his thoughts away from the subject of benér careless remark.
Nor did he pursue the matter when they reachegaement, where he
said, 'Do you think you can fill in an hour while&ikit my accountant?’

'Easily. I'll browse in the shops. I'd like to firdgift for my mother and
perhaps something for the twins.'

‘Very well. I'll see you back at the car in an Hstime.'

She stood watching as his tall figure crossed tiagl,rthen made its way
towards a block of offices. A sudden depressionceleded upon her,
causing her to feel lost without his company, aagpite the fact that there
were people all round her, walking along the shettpavement or standing



in groups, she felt very much alondiot, she snapped at herself. Anyone
would think his presence meant the earth to yod,that, of course, is the
height of stupidity.

She squared her shoulders and took several deagihbia an effort to clear

him from her mind, then began to examine the shimglews in her search

for gifts. The twins were easy. Necklaces with rhatg earrings always

pleased them, but Mother was a real problem becshsseemed to have
everything.

And Father—surely he deserved to be rememberedshyadl gift of some
sort. He hadn't turned his back on her when shebkad a baby. He had
cradled her in his arms and had given her a horhen,Tin a flash of
fairness, she recalled Eric saying that he haddefEngland soon after his
bereavement, so how could he have coped with hersomall self?

Her eyes misted with tears of gratitude as herghtaureturned to John
Glenny who had never failed to open his wallet whlea had been in need
of some item. Ah, that was it, a new wallet woukl ideal, because his
present one had become worn and shabby.

Inspiration struck again when she stared at thévetien a shop where
perfumes were sold. Did Mother ever buy perfuméfaself? The idea was
almost laughable, because any spare cash she adlways spent on
necessities, or on something for the twins who weseyet earning for
themselves.

The search for the gifts caused the time to pgsdlya and although Lana
had finished her shopping well within the hour alreost ran back to where
the station wagon was parked.

She told herself she had no wish to keep Breningpibut a sudden burst of
honesty forced her to admit she longed to be withdgain.



CHAPTER EIGHT

WHEN Lana reached the car she was surprised to findtBi#ing in the
driver's seat, waiting for her. He got out and aukthe door for her, then
asked, 'You've had a successful shopping spree?"

'l hope so. They're just small gifts." She got itite car and unwrapped a
parcel. 'Do you think my father will like this watP Is it a suitable type?'

He fingered its smooth texture. 'lt's genuine &aifsI'm sure he'll be
pleased with it." He examined and approved her @iehases, then asked,
'What did you buy for yourself?’

She was surprised by the question, her brows rassnghe turned to regard
him. 'Myself? Nothing. | seldom buy for myself usdethere's something |
need. What makes you imagine I'd be buying for if¥/se

'l thought it was the usual feminine procedurerdw one person who never
fails to buy a gift for herself. Jingle-janglesdecorate her arms or hang
from her ears.’

'No doubt you're thinking of Camille,’ she flastadhim, suddenly irritated.
'As it happens, | am not Camille.’

'No, | can see that for myself.' He smiled as thoagused.

She rushed on, 'And | can see she's obviously om yond, constantly

sitting in your thoughts. Why don't you marry hedaut everyone's mind
at rest—especially the kitchen staff who are' hgtton the result?’ She
stopped, appalled by her own lack of discretion.

Brent chuckled. 'Don't worry, | know there's spatioh in that quarter.’

'Well, why don't you?' she felt compelled to purgue

'For two very good reasons,' he returned seriously.



"Two reasons?' She looked at him expectantly, dagh 'I'm sorry, I've no
right to pry into your private affairs.’

But he continued as if she had not spoken. 'Tisé f@ason is the obvious
one. I'm not in love with her.'

'‘But you were once.'
'l told you it was infatuation.’

She looked away into the distance, wondering wheywshs conscious of
such an overwhelming relief. 'And the second re@ssime forced herself to
ask.

'l don't believe that Leisure Lodge has room fahhdilary and Camille, at
least, not on a permanent basis. | don't thinkoml work, especially after
Camille's transition from guest to boss's wife.'

Lana gave a short laugh. 'l see. It's as you sd®, nothing must interfere
with the smooth running of the guesthouse, not gx@m own emotional
situation.'

He ignored the irony in her voice. 'Sooner or latesre'd be a heap of
trouble. Haven't you noticed there are times whesy thave to force
themselves to be polite to each other?"

'Yes, there have been times when | thought | setesesibn, but | was never
positive about it." She fell silent, wondering hiesshould voice the thought
simmering in her mind, then, unable to resisthg asked, 'Suppose ydo
fall in love with Camille, how will you cope witthé problem?’

His short, mirthless laugh was almost a snort ofsae. 'That state of
affairs is most unlikely to arise.’

'‘But—surely it's notmpossible?’

'It's quite impossible!" he almost snarled, makig effort to hide his
irritation. 'Now, may we change the subject?' Hmeéd the ignition key,



shot away from the kerbside and began to drivehsaldng the main
highway.

Lana took the hint and pushed Camille from her ¢jindsi while she looked
forward to reaching the Waikanae river. Would hmember his promise to
walk along the bank? Or had the recent discussibtipn into a frame of
mind that would cause him to race across the braahgkon towards home?
She held her breath as they drove past the Wailshramping-centre, then a
sigh of relief escaped her as he reduced spedtedritige before swinging
into a parking-bay beneath lofty trees on its sautisede.

He looked down at her strappy sandals. 'Are thastalde shoes for
walking along a riverbank?'

She shook her head, then admitted ruefully, ‘Naityebut with luck they'll
not come to much harm.'

'We'll not go far," he said as they got out of #tation wagon, then he
gripped her hand to help her down a bank that gagess to the riverbank.
Her high heels made walking over the stones ditficaut within minutes
they were on a track that twisted between scrubimergrowth thriving
beneath the willow trees.

The path was strewn with stones and protrudingstomnd at times her
sandals caused her to stumble. On one occasiopitched forward, then
uttered a shaky word of thanks as he caught artihezlagainst him. The
action caused her heart to flutter, although shadderself released almost
immediately, yet not before she had caught thengleha question in his
eyes.

'Perhaps | should carry you,' he suggested casually

‘That won't be necessary, thank you, but you'ret @dpout my shoes being
unsuitable.'

They continued without speaking, the silence bénuden only by the song
of birds and the burble of water rushing over angtbed. And then the



winding track led into a thick maze of slim willawunks and foliage-laden
branches from which there appeared to be no outlet.

Brent examined the blockage and said, 'Winter ffobdve sent piles of
young saplings against these older trees. Thegkentroot and are now
growing bunched together to end the track.'

Lana was disappointed. 'Can't we get round thesoine way?'

'Only if we scramble up a steep bank on one sideade through water on
the other side. I'm afraid we can go no further.'

But instead of making a move to retrace his stepput his arm about her
waist while he drew her deeper into the leafy tbidhat concealed them
from prying eyes. His hands on her shoulders tuhsedo face him, then his
arms drew her closer while his chin rested agdiestop of her head.

They stood for several minutes without speakingntla tremor passed
through her as she felt his lips brush softly asroesr forehead in a caress
that was almost imperceptible.

'Relax," he murmured softly, his hand beneath higrmraising her face as his
head bent slowly.

She drew a deep sigh of contentment as his mowired her own. It was
the third time he had kissed her, and secretlyhsitebeen aching for it to
happen again, although only now did she freely atinis to herself. Her hps
parted while her arms crept about his shouldersfimgers entwining in the
hair at the nape of his neck, then fondling theelobhis ear.

His kiss became rapturous with sensual demandsdHhatl for her response
to the needs of his body, nor did he make any gitémconceal the intensity
of his arousal. And as one hand found its way tobneast the taut nipple
betrayed her yearning to be closer to him, thelgesttoking of his thumb

causing spasms of desire that made her feel diwry suddenly she knew
she must not lose her head.



His lips left hers while he paused to stare at hesrdark eyes seeming to
burn in a face that had now become pale. '‘LanaaLahe words came as a
husky groan as his mouth found hers again, ancims held her even

closer.

Above their heads the leaves rustled gently whitess the dry width of the
main riverbed the water sang on its way to the Eas®ea. The low cliffs
stretching along the banks seemed to enclose thearsecluded world of
their own, and then his voice came with deep urgehana, | want you.'

She felt his hands slide down to her hips to clempbuttocks and drag her
against him, and she heard the demand in his Mdisaneaning pierced her
brain, causing her to draw a deep breath that imassaa sob as she gasped,
'‘Now? Oh no—'

'Why not? | know you want me as much as | want y@ti.me bring you to
life.'

She looked at him dumbly, unable to explain thagémvbhe gave herself to a
man, for the first time, it would not be during aeb interval on the
riverbank, and at a clinical request that was elytiacking in any words of
love.

Brent frowned at her, then repeated, 'Why not? @odeny that you want
me, that you're longing--?"

Shaking her head, she raked about in her minddutldind no more to say
than, 'I'm sorry, | can't, not just here and now.’

'OK, so now is neither the time nor the place." Rimds moved to her
shoulders, almost shaking her. 'Does this meanrgyoaally hoping and
waiting for Eric?"

She wrenched herself away from his grip, her faceing pale with anger.
'How dare you make such a suggestion? It's—it'®e@i@spicable.Please

take me home.' Tears blurred her eyes as she tantestumbled along the
path, but the heels of her sandals were too higimiking speed over its



uneven surface. And then a protruding root caughtde, causing a cry of
pain to escape her as she fell sprawling in theddsty ground.

For several moments she lay sobbing, but he wadeoker in an instant, his
arms lifting her from the river silt. 'Are you h@rthe asked gently, holding
her against him once more.

She stood submissively while he used his clearsbygacket handkerchief
to wipe the tears from her cheekées,| am hurt. My entire lovely day has
been ruined. | wish we hadn't come here.’

'Bad as all that, is it?' he mocked.

'Yes, it is. My knee is grazed, my nylons are rdimay toe hurts and my
pride has been dragged in the dust by your suggpetitat I'm just waiting
to make love with Eric. I—I feel completely degrdtisShe leaned against
his shoulder while fresh tears fell.

'‘And just look at your dress," he said, ignoring last remark. 'Deep blue
isn't the colour to be worn when rolling in thetdide brushed her skirt with
his hand, but the dusty patches refused to be mibeedthe fabric.

A feeling of hysteria gripped her, causing heritggte, then she gasped as
he swung her from her feet; but before she coutdegt he was striding
along the track. Nor did she really want to protésie strength of his arms
gave her a feeling of security, and she found Iferdaxing to the extent of
nestling her head against his shoulder. Nevertbales murmured, 'This is
ridiculous. | can walk quite easily.'

You'll walk when the path is more suitable for ghosilly sandals," he
retorted as he strode between the willows and lsusbelering the narrow
track.

'How was | to know I'd be taken to such a placeh&s?' she asked in a
plaintive voice, while remembering her main aim h&en to look nice to
go out with him.



Driving home a short time later she saw little led passing farmlands, the
green hills rising on their left or even the rodwtad. Instead, she sat in a
daze of deep thought, reliving the incidents onrtherbank when he had
held her so closely.

She knew their longing had been mutual, but honestypelled her to
admit that the situation had hinged upon thoseethitde words which
would have told her he loved her. They would hassueed her that those
moments had been more than a brief flash of passion to be forgotten,
but they had not been uttered.

If Brent had told her he loved her, heaven alonewkihow helpless and
weak she would have become, and suddenly shea@éalee longed to hear
those words more than anything else he could sasemse of shock came
with the knowledge, and while she fought mentatiyptish it away from
her, it became an explosion of truth that couldbetenied.

At the same time she refused to admit she wasva Vaith him. It was
infatuation, nothing more and nothing less, sheir@ssher own doubting
mind. She had been whirled off her feet by thisad¢ating man who had the
temerity to place her on the bed in the honeymaite swho had kissed her
in his apartment, and who had been ready to maleetdeneath the willows
on the riverbank.

Lack of sophistication was her trouble, she deci@®te was not used to
men of Brent Tremaine's calibre. She was not irhdist of being taken by
storm, and when the tempest arrived she was unableope with it
emotionally. No, she wasotin love with him. At least she didn't think so.
Or was she?

When they reached home the car was driven intydhd and parked near
the back door. Kitchen staff came out to unloadphechases of fruit and
vegetables, and Lana became acutely conscioug afmbbtrusive glances
that flicked from Brent to herself. She felt rathéran saw the sly
observation, the searching for evidence telling gethaps they were now
closer to each other than when they had driven aadier in the day.



Their watchfulness made her doubly careful to Kespeyes away from the
man who had held her against his breast, and wti&isaed her with such
demanding passion. And after making sure that beé approved of the
produce she had chosen she disappeared insidessmhdoher room, where
a change into fresh nylons and a different dredsrdich to restore her to
normal.

And as she examined the discarded deep blue gasherknew it would
need to be washed before it could be worn agairshsocarried it to the
laundry. Warm suds were put into the washtub, teegiwas immersed, and
she was searching for the soiled patches when @aspibke from behind
her.

The few undies in Camille's hand indicated her psepin being there, and
her surprise at discovering Lana was betrayed wshersaid, "You're home
very early. We didn't expect you for hours.'

Lana turned to regard her. 'We?'

'Well, Hilary and I. She was sure Brent would keep out of Eric's sight
for hours and hours." A brittle laugh accompaniedlast words.

Lana stared at her as the meaning of them begagister. A cold feeling
gripped her, but she managed to say calmly, 'Whataoth are you talking
about?’

Camille's lip curled. 'l presume you do realiset fBeent's sole purpose in
taking you was to get you away from under Eric'sa®

The chill creeping over Lana began to intensifgpseg into her blood until

it reached her bones. Could this possibly be tid@@ Eric been the only
reason Brent had taken her to Levin? What a faehstd been to believe his
story about hoping she had the ability to choos& &nd vegetables! And

the walk along the riverbank, had that been meaxghjoy towards gaining

satisfaction fo his own sexual needs? The thougtdenher cringe.

The iciness in Lana's soul began to deepen antbsped to weep. But she
also knew that Camille was regarding her steadifjiting for a reaction to



her words, so she forced herself to appear uncuffReally, Camille, you
do get the strangest ideas,’ she managed to sayycahlthough | can
understand your disappointment in not being as&eaimne with us."”

Camille's lips thinned. 'Disappointment? What rsbbiWho cares about
going to Levin? | can go there any time | like.'

Lana forced a smile. 'We both know that when theveas leaving you
shouted to Brent, but he just drove straight onweleer, | can't see that it's
sufficient reason to vent your anger on me.'

The green eyes glittered maliciously. 'You doréns¢o understand that I'm
telling you the bare facts. And it might interesuyto learn that Hilary says
she intends writing to Peggy to demand her retuimudrk at once.’

Lana was appalled. 'l don't believe you. Hilary Wdot drag Peggy back
before she's due to return.’

'Wouldn't she? You just wait and see for yoursgife's getting really fed up
with the situation, and after all, Brent can't lo@tinually taking you out to
get you away from beneath Eric's nose.'

'Why not?' Lana was prompted to ask casually.t'ispossible that Brent
might like taking me out?"

'Don't fool yourself,” Camille declared loftily.

Lana made no attempt to answer her. She pulledvésittub plug, then
replaced the water to give the dress a final rinse.

Watching her, Camille’'s eyes narrowed with suddeerést, and then the
guestions came sharply. 'Isn't that the dress yane w0 Levin? Why did it
need to be washed?’

'It became soiled while we were down on the rivakyd_ana said casually.
‘The ground was so dry and dusty, some of it ctongy dress,' she added
with a degree of innocence.



Camille glared at her. 'Riverbank? Which riverbards this?'
"The Waikanae. We walked where the track runs beivilee willows.

'l knowwhere the track runs,’ Camille declared with baceintrolled fury.
'‘Are you saying Brent took you there?"

'Of course. Who else would take me there?'

'l suppose you know that Brent and I--' Baffled enghook the words which
faded abruptly, almost as though she feared shab@s to say too much.

Lana turned to stare at Camille. 'You and Brent? #iat was your
rendezvous years ago?'

Camille's eyes widened. 'Did he tell you that?'

'No. It's your attitude that tells me the place haghning for you, so it's easy
enough to guess it's where you used to meet bgdorevent away to marry
someone else.’

'How do you know we had a meeting place?’

'Surely it was common knowledge?'

'Somebody must have told you,' Camille persisi#ftho was it?"

Lana shrugged. 'Does it matter? The point is tleaipje remember these
things just as they remember you went away.'

'‘Well, I'm back now, and I'll thank you to undersfawhat that means.'
Camille's tone was menacing.

'How long is it since you—Ilet him down?' Lana asked

'Five years, and I'll have you know | did not l@inhdown. We were not
officially engaged, nor could | help falling in lewvith somebody else.’



'Five years,' mused Lana. 'A lot of water has phskevn the Waikanae
river during that period. What makes you think Jidaé able to—to take up
where you left off?’

'‘Because | know Brent. He's a one-woman type of. iHafll come back to
me like a homing pigeon. Why do you think I'm alwagyut at his table?’
Camille asked smugly.

'Possibly it's because you're such old friendsyalsuggested. At the same
time she felt she had heard enough. Her fingerskshlightly as she placed
a hanger inside the shoulders of the dress, andyesrblurred as she went
out to the clothes-line. Why had Brent taken hewmldo the riverbank?
Despite his assertion of not being in love with @emhad he been merely
testing his memories and his emotions concernieig tbrmer relationship?
And had she herself been a tool to be used irtébt® Forget him, you fool,
she advised herself, then sighed with exasperatsosherealised that, for
her, he would be completely unforgettable.

A few days later Lana was at the desk when the @lhang. She lifted the
receiver. '‘Good morning, this is Leisure Lodge.'

Raewyn's voice came over the line. 'Is that yoma?aFor Pete's sake, you
sound as if you own the place!

Lana laughed. 'l haven't quite reached that hatgig.5
'Do you reckon you're on the way?"

'Don't be silly.' She felt a sudden anxiety. 'Whye gou ringing? Is
everything all right? Mother's OK?"

'No, she's quite ill.'

11?7 Mother?' Panic rose within Lana's breast. Eunice was név&What's
the matter with her?' she asked at last.

There was a giggle at the other end. 'She's dyirggetately dying with
curiosity!"



Lana became impatient. 'What are you talking about?

'She's curious about you, of course. You haveng r written, and she's
longing to know all abowou know who.'

'Oh.' She meant Eric, of course.

Raewyn said, 'So we're coming out for lunch. Younwvbave to pay for us
because Mother's coming too. She's decided to dévek at him.'

Lana's panic rose again, this time for a differeason. 'l hope | can rely on
discretion from the three of you.'

'Of course,' Raewyn assured her. "You know Motheu, can rely on her
silence. She's the soul of discretion unless slerbes really upset, and
then she's inclined to blab a bit.'

'I'm not at all worried about Mother's discretidrgna said pointedly. 'It's
the yacking tongues of two other people that actknad to get me on edge.
No need to mention names.'

But her remarks were going unheeded because asdisouappeared to
have arisen at the other end of the line. She stegh¢hat the receiver was
being grabbed from Raewyn, and after a few diffusaehds of argument
Bronwyn's voice came over the phone. 'Hi theré&as you, Lana? It's me,
Bronwyn. Can you hear me?'

'Only too well," Lana returned drily.

'‘Good. Then make sure you tell Brent we're comifgjl him we'll be
wanting to ride the horses this afternoon." Bronwwoice rang with the
command usually echoed by Raewyn.

Lana laughed, then said with exaggerated politenissthat a fact? Then
I'm afraid | must regretfully inform you that therses are all occupied this
afternoon. There are only four of them and thdyreked for house guests.'



Her bantering tone obviously annoyed Bronwyn, wbongled even more
like Raewyn as she said, 'Then you'll have to doething about it. You can
tell those people that we're coming from Wellingtamd will need the
horses in the early part of the afternoon. Theywsnthem later.’

"You've got to be joking," snapped Lana. 'The timesalready arranged.
Lord help us, who do you think you are?'

'We know who we are," Bronwyn returned with dignityor do we expect
them for free. Mother will pay for our rides.’

"You don't seem to understand,’ Lana said weari. told you, the times
are already arranged.’

'‘And you don't seem to understand that if you ddm'something about it |
might feel inclined to drop a hint of you know whatyou know whom,’
Bronwyn threatened smoothly.

Lana made no reply, remaining still while the yoengirl's words sent a
chill through her. She became aware of an altemcataking place at the
other end, and then it seemed that Raewyn hadrsthtbe receiver from
Bronwyn.

'‘Don't worry, Lana," Raewyn said. 'She won't sayoad. I'll kill her if she
does.’

And with that promise Lana had to be content, aigfoshe was unable to
rid herself of a feeling of unease where Bronwyabbling tongue was
concerned. It was almost noon when they arrived.thns, wearing jeans,
ran up the front steps closely followed by Euniedjo carried her
needlework bag just in case she found an oppoyttmitio a few stitches.

Bronwyn's eyes darted from left to right. 'Wherehs?' she demanded
breathlessly.

'l presume you mean Eric,' Lana said coldly.



'No, silly, I mean Brent, of course. Did you telirhabout the horses?' the
younger girl insisted.

‘Certainly not," Lana snhapped, then turned to Eurildother, we need to
talk. I'll take you to my room where you can akhve your swimsuits or
whatever.'

'We haven't come here to swim, we've come to rBi@hwyn reminded
her.

Lana ignored the remark as she led them along éissgge to the staff
qguarters. She ushered them into her room, and siehad closed the door
she turned to face Eunice. 'Mother, you know I'mindhe habit of telling
tales, but this time | need your help.' She wentooexplain the problem of
the horses and Bronwyn's threat to drop hints to. Er

Eunice was horrified. 'That's blackmail!" she exukd, then swung round
to face Bronwyn. 'Is this true?’

Bronwyn's face went pink. 'l was only joking," ss@d sulkily. 'Lana never
could take a joke. She's far too serious.'

'Is she indeed?' snapped Eunice. 'Then let me yearthat I'm also serious,
especially when | say that if it comes to my eaed you've said one word
out of place your allowance will be stopped formianths, and that goes for
Raewyn too.' She paused to draw breath as sheldlara one twin to the
other.

Raewyn gasped. 'Oh, but that's not fair!"

'Isn't it? Your activities are usually planned titgg," her mother declared
knowledgeably.

Raewyn turned on Bronwyn. 'l said you were beingpist' she almost
shouted in a fury. 'From now on you'll remembett tha do what | say.
Your plans always go haywire.'

''ve got to have a say in what we do,' Bronwynigsted.



Eunice intervened. 'Be quiet, girls, that's enouwgh the subject, but
remember you've been warned. Now then, Lana, whehgoing to meet
this—this Mr Halversen?

Eric was in the office when they returned to thekj@nd at Lana's request
he came out to be introduced to Eunice and the.dithe latter, she was
relieved to note, refrained from giggling, possibcause they realised that
giggling would rank with words spoken out of plas®l could cause them
great financial loss. Their allowances had beenoauprevious occasions,
Lana recalled. It had been most effective.

Eric's blue eyes twinkled as he shook hands withideu 'l can see you're
the mother of the twins,' he remarked affably, lbana must take after her
father.'

'Yes, she is rather like her father," Eunice adrditaintly, her eyes on Eric's
flaxen hair.

Lana noticed the twins send swift glances towaedth @ther, and watching
them narrowly, she guessed that their amusemenpdalously near the

surface. It was a relief when they decided to gside and sit at one of the
lawn tables before lunch.

A few minutes later Hilary came to the desk. She im&roduced to Eunice,
then said politely, 'Lana has been a tremendouystbels. It was kind of her
to sacrifice her holiday to help us when we becahert-handed. We
haven't anyone else on the staff who could haventaker the desk in such
a capable manner.’'

'She's been a tower of strength,’ Eric added withusiasm, ‘and she's very
much more efficient than Peggy, the girl who's nallynhere. To be honest,
I've enjoyed having her around.’

Hilary sent him a long thoughtful look, then turnedcunice. 'You might as
well know the truth, Mrs Glenny. My husband hastak very strong fancy
to your daughter. He seems to be really drawn to he



Startled, Eunice appeared to search for words.Weh, | don't suppose it's
SO very surprising, because—atfter all—' She dreMep breath, swallowed
hastily, then fell silent.

Hilary looked at her with interest. 'Yes? Because?'

'‘Because, well, because everyone loves Lana," Edinished lamely, then

added quickly, 'I'm glad she's been able to halp.ttied to teach the three
girls to do all they can to help other people, ahile it's been an uphill job

with the twins, it's always seemed natural for Lamdnold out a helping

hand.'

Lana smiled faintly. 'In this case it's been naible at all.’

'How long are you to be here?' Eunice pursued. Wikehis other girl,
Peggy, coming back to her job?"'

'She's not due before the end of next week,' Laldaher, 'but | understand
she'll be back much earlier.'

Eric was surprised. 'What gives you that idea?'

'‘Camille told me that Hilary intended writing to dand her return!
Camille's words had continued to niggle at Lanal iampulsively she now
snatched at the opportunity to straighten the mattber mind.

Hilary flushed as she avoided Eric's eye. ‘Carhidld no right to make such
a statement,’ she said with an edge to her voice.

'What is this?' Eric demanded of Hilary. 'Why wowytill write to ask Peggy
to come back before her holiday had ended?’

Hilary became slightly agitated. 'l didn't write lher, but it was Camille's
idea that | should. She's anxious to see Lana &amanthis place, her reason
being more than obvious, especially where Bremoiscerned. However,
you know perfectly well that the situation has ndvanged, because Peggy
will not be returning.’



Lana was amazed. 'Not be returning?' she echoed.

‘There was a letter from her in this morning's thiillary said. 'Her mother
is il and she can't leave home. Now then, Erid waike you in for lunch
while | remain at the desk. The dining-room islfafull, so he'll take you to
our table.’

‘Thank you," Lana murmured. She felt dazed by #wvesrthat Peggy would
not be coming back to Leisure Lodge, but she gaveign of it as she went
to the door and called to the twins.

They came at once and as they entered the foyaryHdvoured them with
one of the smiles she usually reserved for gué$tdio, girls, | see you've
decided to pay us another visit.'

Raewyn answered in her most polite manner. 'Oh,weve been longing
to come back. The last time was marvellous, ansamganted our mother
to see the place.’

Bronwyn slid a defiant glance at Lana, then spokditary. 'Are the horses
all booked for this afternoon, Mrs Halversen?'

Hilary consulted a book on the desk. 'Yes, I'midfthey are. Sorry about
that.'

'Oh, well, next time perhaps,’ sighed Bronwyn, dir@j Lana's eyes, but
whispering to Raewyn, 'At least it was a try.’

When they went into the dining-room a quick glatoeards the corner
table showed Camille to be already seated at itpb&rent there was no
sign. And while Lana longed to ask Eric if he wotle in for lunch she
found herself unable to voice the question.

But Raewyn saw no need for hesitation. She dimpleBric and asked,
'Where's Brent?'

'l think he's busy with the farm manager,’ Ericdtdler. 'Have you a
particular reason for wanting to see him?'



'Yes, we want Mother to meet him," Raewyn repliedosisly.

Her words caused Lana to send Raewyn an enquioioig land as they
seated themselves at Eric's table she wonderedhghyounger girl thought
this should be important. Nor had she any intenabadmitting that she
also was anxious for hermother to meet Brent. messtrange way it had
now become imperative for her to know that theyrapgd of each other. In
fact it had become more essential for Mother te Brent than it was for
Eric to meet with her approval.

In the meantime Eric had placed Eunice on his r@gitk Lana on his left. He
looked at the twins apologetically as he said,dblé meant for four can
mean a crush. Would one of you like to sit at Beetatble?"

They both moved with alacrity. 'We don't mind df &aewyn assured him
with a happy smile.

'l meant only one of you,"' Eric protested.
'We always do things together,’ Bronwyn told him.

Eric then introduced Eunice and the girls to Caniho favoured them
with cool appraisal. Nor was Camille amused whempirhed their tables
closer together so that they almost formed one/pahte glare she sent him
brimmed with resentment, and then she did her utheognore the twins

who were already engaged in lowered conversation.

Watching them, Lana guessed they were planningaltiaick on Brent with
regard to the horses. Possibly it would be the ptiler city girls deprived of
country joys approach, or it might be sorrowful @sations of yolknow

you promisedthat the next time we came--

At one time their determined tactics would haveayea her, but now she
merely smiled as she watched their serious exessAnd it was then she
realised that she herself had matured since corongeisure Lodge,
perhaps because she had fallen in love. This fechew freely admitted to
herself, although she also realised that dreamirgrent was a pointless
exercise.



CHAPTER NINE

THE sound of an excited giggle from the twins indidateat Brent had come
into the dining-room, and, as she watched him, Isaheart beat a little
faster as he made his way between the tablesrétisgss was slow because
he paused to speak to various guests, and eveay @ kindly word to the
kitchen staff member who served as an extra waitnen the dining-room
became busy.

On reaching Eric's table he was introduced to Eynémd although the
flicker of surprise in his eyes was only momentdargid not escape Lana's
observation. She knew a sudden fear that he miggihlto question why

there was so little mother-and-daughter resembldmst@een them, and
while she had been happy to see Eunice, she foersgélhwishing the trio

had stayed away.

However, it was easy to guess that the visit hash lz@ranged by the twins
who had worked on their mother's curiosity as atueg to return, and as
Brent pulled out his chair to sit down their rotfades beamed at him.

Raewyn's voice rang clearly. 'Mother was longingé¢e where Lana was
working, so we decided to show her. We thoughtd/be' pleased to see us,'
she added naively.

'Of course, of course,' he replied with mock gafhan

Bronwyn came straight to the point. 'How are thesbs?'

He smiled. 'Quite well, thank you. I'll tell theroy enquired.’

'Oh.' They looked at him in silent expectation uBtonwyn uttered a deep
sigh, then said in a sorrowful voice, 'We've be#d they're all booked for
this afternoon, and we've come in our jeaspecially.’

'Specially to ride along the beach?' He raised lmo& in her direction.
'Well, as it happens thayereall booked until a short time ago, but now two

people have changed their minds about riding atidoigoing for a bush
walk instead.’



'So?' they breathed together, their brown eyes wittehope.
'So | guess the horses you rode last time willzlable.'

'Oh, thank you!Their gratitude was accompanied by triumphant ggan
thrown at Lana, and then Raewyn's voice becamedaisgth excitement.
"You'll see that we've remembered all you toldhsuh knees and heels and
hands and elbows."

Lana sent a rueful smile towards Eunice. "Woulgm't know that those two
would get their way?'

But Eunice hardly heard her. Speaking anxiouslgrent, she said, "You'll
be riding with the girls?'

Brent shook his head. 'No. I'm taking guests foush walk. But don't worry
about the girls, Mrs Glenny, the stableman willdkeeping an eye on this
afternoon's riding party.'

The twins looked crestfallen but realised they widog unable to persuade
Brent to change his plans, so they made an eforéxchange a few
pleasantries with Camille.

But Camille hardly heard them. She had had litileady and she now spoke
to Brent in a voice that was almost pleading. 'Vidldbere be room for me in
the station wagon? I'd like to come to the busloif'll take me.'

He made no attempt to hide his surprise. 'Yesgethame seat left, but |
thought you disliked bush walks.'

'Oh, no, you're mistaken,' she declared hastign thdded with a show of
enthusiasm, 'I'm most interested in all the adésitarranged by Leisure
Lodge. But you know that, Brent." Her eyes glitteli&e green lights as she
gazed at him, then she turned to send a challeryimng towards Lana.

The action was not lost upon Eunice, who asked intérest, 'Do you live
here permanently, Mrs Boyd?'



'No, not yet." Then defiantly, 'But the time migiaime when | shall. If you
must know, I've been considering applying for a l@be," she added with
what sounded like a degree of confidence.

The statement was met by silence from the peogetattables until Brent
gave a short laugh. "You've got to be joking," &iel.s'| can't see you as a
housemaid, or working in the kitchen.’

‘Neither of those situations had crossed my mi@drhille replied with a
show of dignity. 'Actually | was thinking of the slejob. Lana won't be
there for much longer.’

Brent's brow darkened. The desk? What do you meArgh't you
forgetting that Peggy will be returning?'

She sent him an arch look. 'Haven't you heard ¢esf’

'‘News? What news? What are you talking about?’

Camille leaned towards him in a confidential manriéflary told me that

Peggy won't be coming back. A letter from her cam@morning, and that's
when | got this idea.’

Brent turned to Eric. 'Is this true?

He nodded gloomily. 'I'm afraid it is. Even Lanawaly just learned of the
situation.' He sent her an apologetic grin. 'Yaedall that the mail was late
this morning, and by the time I'd come to Peggttet you were involved

with your mother and sisters."'

Camille said, 'When Hilary told me that Peg wouldré coming back |
knew at once that I'd like the desk job.’

Brent interrupted impatiently. 'ls it possible foe to be told exactly why
Peggy isn't coming back?'

Eric said, 'Apparently her mother suffered a slgfhtkea few days after the
wedding, and now, with her sister married and a¥agn home, Peggy



realises she can't leave her mother, especially jmb that's so far away. So,
when Lana leaves we'll have to advertise for apwoeist, he added,
despite Camille's former remarks about stepping tim position.

Raewyn directed a sly look towards Brent. 'Daddyoesidering when Lana
will be back in the office. He's missing her.’

‘Then she can go at once and I'll take over," Garsilggested eagerly. 'I'm
sure Hilary and | will get on famously in—in rungithe place." She smiled
happily, giving the impression she considered ilestjon to be settled.

'‘Can you type?' Eric snapped at her.
Camille was startled. 'No, but I'll learn.'

'l don't intend to wait for a new receptionist &ailn typing,’ he gritted,
making no attempt to conceal his irritation. 'lry aase, the matter will be
discussed in private between Brent, Hilary and iiyaed in the meantime
the arrangement made with Lana has not yet ruoiisse.'

Camille smiled, first at Eric and then at Brentcah wait',’ she said, again
with confidence. 'I'll be ready when you are.' Eges slid to Lana, this time
holding a gleam of triumph.

The last few minutes of conversation had left Léeling dazed. Peggy
would not be returning, and when she herself ledtdesk would be taken
over by Camille, at least if things went the redhgavay. It would place her
closer to Brent, and within a short time he migrdérebegin to realise he did
love her after all. Perhaps a deep affection farvaas lying dormant. It

could rise to the surface and—and—

Further thoughts became unbearable, sending samathithe nature of a
sharp pain through her. It completely ruined hepetipe, and she found
herself unable to eat the food placed before hed. while she sat staring at
the salad on her plate, Raewyn's voice piercedhoeights.

'Why don't you offer the position to Lana as a pamant job?' she queried. 'l
know she loves being here and it would solve tloblpm.’



A snigger escaped Camille. 'That's most unlikelgappen.'

Eunice turned to face her. 'Oh? Why not?' she askadply. 'Are you
suggesting that Lana has been unsatisfactory?dratwbd she'd been quite
the opposite.'

Camille sent her an enigmatic smile. 'There areemways than one of
being—satisfactory, Mrs Glenny.'

'What do you mean?' Eunice persisted quietly.

Lana knew a moment of panic. 'Please leave it, BIgtlshe pleaded
urgently, fearing the conversation was edging towatangerous ground,
and knowing that Camille was more than capableimirty at a romantic
alliance between Eric and her. It would bring faathangry reaction from
Eunice, possibly one that would reveal her truati@hship to him.

Brent came to her rescue. 'Lana’s right. The stbjecst be dropped,
otherwise we'll have the twins applying for the,jdt®e added teasingly by
way of dispelling the tension that was beginningloud the atmosphere.

'We can type,' Bronwyn told him proudly. 'Rae antthVe been going to
commercial college, and at the end of our courseébegin as juniors in
Daddy's firm, so when Lana leaves to get marriedidtardly be missed at
all.’

Her words were followed by a tense silence untim@le turned to Lana
and said sweetly, 'You didn't tell us you had naeyei in view. How very
nice for you. I'm sure we all hope you'll be happy.

Lana opened her mouth to speak, then became afiBrents narrowed
gaze resting upon her, his eyes holding an icy.glin

His voice came smoothly. 'Indeed, this is a sugpNghy was it necessary
for you to have been so secretive?'



She longed to shout that it was just a load of islpkthat it was merely
another sample of Bronwyn's stupid babbling. Anehtthe expression on
his face, the tightness about his mouth, causedehml to die on her lips.

Obviously he was recalling the moments he had lhetdn his arms and her
willing response to his kisses. His memories wargsmg him to stamp her
as a two-timing flirt who was ready to fell intoetlarms of any man who
came her way, and naturally this would include Eviery well, let him
think as he wished.

'May we know the name of the lucky man?' Brent peds

Lana glared at him unflinchingly while endeavourittgkeep her voice
steady. 'Perhaps Mother could tell you.'

But Eunice merely shook her head in a bewildersdiéa. 'I'm afraid this is
news to me. | had no idea that Lana had such plans.

Lana turned to Brent, her gaze still steadily c6lthen why not ask your
informant?' she suggested. 'No doubt Bronwyn cae gou a few more
details, perhaps even the date and time of the wedd

Brent turned to the younger girl. 'OK, Bronwyn, whahe name of this
fellow Lana is to marry?'

Bronwyn gulped, then flushed to find herself thatoe of attention. She
cast a nervous glance towards Raewyn as she admiifh, there isn't
anyone special at thmoment.l didn't say she had definite plansw. I
meant thasooner or latelLana would leave to get married, and when that
time comes, if it ever does—'

Raewyn interrupted her twin's explanation. 'It Was Boyd who jumped to
the conclusion that Lana had plans to get married.’

Eric said, 'That's what | call a real anticlima*e stood up and put a kindly
hand on Lana's shoulder. 'I'll relieve Hilary a thesk. There's no need for
you to hurry back to it.’



‘Thank you.' She smiled at him gratefully, at tame time being aware that
Brent's eyes still watched her reaction to the rohdan.

Hilary entered the room a few minutes later, andlas sent a smile to
everyone at the two tables she remarked pleasantiig looks as if it's a
family party.'

Camille spoke to her eagerly. Not being interesteainything that looked
like a family party, she asked, 'Did Eric tell ytbm to be considered?’

A veiled expression crept into Hilary's eyes. 'Gdesed for what?"

'For the reception job, of course. Now that Pegggtscoming back | can
start the moment Lana leaves.'

‘That's interesting.' Hilary's tone was non-comahitthile her eyes sent
guestions towards Brent. 'lI've never thought of iyoa job of any sort. You
lead such a life of leisure.

‘Then Leisure Lodge is the right place for me," @lanquipped, then went
on hastily, 'l know you'll be having a meeting abibubut of course Brent
will have the final say.' Her green eyes shone withfidence as she turned
to look at him.

‘Naturally, he'll have the final say," Hilary agiea a dry tone as she picked
up the menu and began to study it.

Camille sent Brent a dazzling smile. 'Do you kndwelieve he's already
come to a decision.'

Brent's face was inscrutable as he said quietly,diktision will rest upon
what is best for the smooth running of the guesthotilihe livelihood of the
entire staff depends upon its success, and tharel®e no dissension
between the people in charge of operations.’

'Hilary and | have always been such good frien@smille hastened to
assure him.



'Really? I hadn't noticed.' Brent's tone was irpthien he turned to Hilary as
though waiting for confirmation of this statement.

But Hilary did not reply. Instead she gave her ortte Betty who had
approached the table.

Brent glanced at his watch, then stood up. 'Ifyextuse me I'll check that
the horses have been brought into the yard. Beeadtables in half an hour,’'
he told the twins.

'We'll be there,' they echoed with unconcealedterent.

He spoke to Camille. "The bush walk will also leavéhirty minutes. Make
sure you wear suitable shoes.'

' will," she promised eagerly. 'And I'll see theateryone else is wearing
correct walking-shoes. It'll be the first of my ehgtin this place.’

Nobody answered this final remark and there waeé as they watched
Brent leave this room, a tall figure striding betwehe tables, his progress
also followed by the eyes of other guests.

Looking at the faces of the latter, Lana realiskdt tthe dining-room

appeared to be filled with new people. It brougtrinle the fact that Leisure
Lodge was a place where guests came and went withedng missed,

although she had to admit that she was missingntt@rigible Claramae

Crosby and her husband, who had now left to coattheir travels in other
parts of New Zealand.

But would she herself be missed when she returoed/¢llington? She

doubted it. And then the thought of Camille's tgkirer place at the desk
filled her with a deep despair which she knew nbvastept under control for
the rest of the afternoon, otherwise it would b&aeal by Eunice's” sharp
eyes.

However, this did not prove to be as difficult &g $rad expected because
activities at the desk kept her occupied; furtheendhey helped to



obliterate the sight of Camille sitting close toeBr as the station wagon
drove away from the front steps.

In the meantime Eunice relaxed in a comfortableanea chair, busily
engaged with her tapestry needlework while awaitiegtwins' return from
their ride. They came at last, and as they prepi@réehve Lana said with
forced cheerfulness, 'I'll probably be home sodhan expected.’

Eunice said, 'Do you really think they'll give MBsyd the job?'

Raewyn cut in before Lana could reply. 'We told ghableman she was
angling for it.'

'‘And he nearly laughed his head off," Bronwyn intpted. 'He said if she
got it, it would be over Hilary's dead body.'

But during the following days the memory of theserds did little to
comfort Lana, because Camille formed the habitaviehing near the desk,
obviously watching and learning all she could abtet job. There were
occasions when she answered the phone, snatcleimgdiver before Lana
could lay her hand on it, and there were times waientook it upon herself
to usher new arrivals into their rooms.

She even reached the stage of discussing withyHitarch rooms should be
allotted, and it also seemed clear that Hilary wa#l aware of Camille's

endeavours. Her attitude towards them appearedetone of amused

tolerance, and to make matters worse her utter lzm@pcy made Lana
wonder if she was actually encouraging Camilletviies. So much for the

stableman's opinion, she thought bitterly as theason became more and
more frustrating.

At one stage her irritation almost caused her #h fiato the office to tell
Eric she would be leaving that evening, but eveshasreached the door the
sight of the two sailing- vessels on the wall caulser to pause and realise
there was still a little more information she wolike to glean from him.

The opportunity came with the next batch of letterbe typed, and as she
went into the office to do them Camille settleddadr at the desk. 'Don't



bother to hurry," she assured Lana airily. 'l camage quite well and soon
I'll be here all the time.'

Lana ignored the remark, then went into the offaccénd herself alone with
Eric. She worked rapidly, although at times hersesteayed towards the oll
paintings, and at last she left her seat to statal\btheHovding.Gazing at
its three tall masts, its taut rigging and its @ billowing as it rode the
white-crested waves, she said, 'Tell me, Eric, whased your forebears to
come to New Zealand?' It was a question she haatmeask on several
occasions because they were also her own forebears.

'Promises brought them here,' he told her. 'Pram$epportunity and a
better life; At the time conditions in their ownuwdry were bad and there
seemed to be little or no prospect of improvement.'

‘The promises must have been good to persuadetthégave homes and
loved ones to sail to the other side of the woslde said thoughtfully. 'Who
made these promises?’

‘The New Zealand Government of the day. They neaded who could
construct roads and railways through large trattdemse bush, so they
looked to the Scandinavian countries where thewttiiardworking people
who were used to .chilly weather and lumber work.’

'l see. And so they came. The months at sea mustideen a nightmare, full
of dangers and hardships.’

'‘But nothing to the hardships they found when threpched their
destination.' He told her about some of the ordiaded by those people,
then added, 'The land of milk and honey they'd [pgemised was at the end
of some other rainbow.’

‘The mere thought of facing storms in a sailingeskienough to make me
shudder,' Lana confessed.

He came to stand beside her. "Hm/dingwas known as a clipper. She was
sharp-bowed and built for speed, and she madedy&ge in one hundred
and eight days.' He paused, then placed one haraeioishoulder in a



friendly gesture that caused them to stand cla@seath other. Then with the
other hand he pointed out various aspects of tiggsstanvas. 'All the sails
have names,' he told her. 'That's the main topgakéand that's the mizzen
topgallant. Those angled sails stretching beyoedtw are known as jibs.
That's the flying jib, the outer jib, the inner.Jib

His head had come closer to hers, but she madeoxe ta draw away until
she was startled by the sound of Hilary's voiceiogrfrom the doorway.

'‘Are you thinking of sailing away with her, Ericghe asked, her voice
shaking from an emotion she found difficult to qoht

They turned, to face not only Hilary but also Brarito stood beside her.
Lana noticed the hardness in his face, the griesliabout his mouth, and
she quailed beneath the accusation in his eyesori8eBrent and Hilary

stood Camille, a broad smile on her face.

Hilary's lip curled as she said, 'If it hadn't bé@nCamille we'd have missed
this touching scene. Brent and | were talking @anwhranda when she called
us in to take a peep in the office.’

'May | ask what you expected them to see?"' Eritegriat Camille.
'l wasn't sure how far you'd have progressed,asin@tted smugly.
'What the hell do you mean by progressed?’ he daatier.

'Well, | was sitting at the desk when | realiseduildn't hear the typewriter,’
Camille told him. 'Work seemed to have come taa,sd0 | peeped in to see
what was happening. You appeared to be standingcl@se together, and |
felt you'd have her in your arms at any moment. Aiitht happened | knew
it was something that Hilary—and Brent—should sweliemselves.’

Eric gave a loud snort of derision before he saadlsngly, 'Do you honestly
believe I'd be kissing Lana with you only yards gWw&'ou must be less
intelligent than | imagined, Camille." He pauseldert glared coldly at
Hilary. 'And apparently that mental state applegdu too, my dear.’



Lana said quickly, her tone stinging, 'There's eedto ask what Brent
thinks. He hasn't said a word, but it's writtenosdér his face.'

This was indeed a fact. Brent had come further tinéoroom, his watchful
eyes moving from Lana to Eric, his expression ohacgusation, while a
muscle pulsing beside his hard jaw indicated hislgaontrolled anger.

Lana looked at the tightness of his well-shapedtmdhben turned to Eric as
she said frankly, 'l suppose you do realise heestispus of having an affair?
He's positive I'm drawn towards men much older tmaself.'

Eric looked nonplussed. ‘No, | hadn't realised, whdt's more | thought my
wife trusted me. However, | can understand Brdrgiag jealous.’

'He's not jealous,’ Lana said with a bitternessasdeunable to disguise. 'He
couldn't care two hoots on a tin whistle abm&.He's completely wrapped
up with the smooth running of the guest-house.' §ineng round to face

Brent. 'Isn't that so, oh master of Leisure Lodge?’

He had seated himself on the edge of a tableyims folded across his chest
as he continued to watch the people in the rodmmitdht surprise you to
learn that my emotions are not entirely dominatgedhe guest-house,' he
retorted crisply.

'No? You could have fooled me," Lana snapped back.

He left the table and moved closer to look down her face. "Your memory
of certain moments is so short?' he asked quietly.

She knew he meant the memory of his kisses, thestine had held her
against him, and the deep longing they had feletwh other when on the
riverbank. 'l remember things that are true andesm things that are
meant,'she said, hoping he would get the message.

He frowned, still staring down into her face. 'Whadkes you so sure they
were insincere?’



The question gave her the crazy feeling they werehly two people in the
room. However, she knew that this was not so, soastswered carefully.
'What was there to tell me they were meant—thay there not merely a
passing whim?'

'I'm surprised by your lack of judgement.’
'Sorry, I'm not clairvoyant.'
Hilary interrupted crossly, 'What are you two goorgabout?"

Lana ignored her as she continued to gaze up ir@ntB face. Recently she
had realised that her days at Leisure Lodge wenebeted, and suddenly
she knew that the last number had come up. It wassfor her to leave, and
the words left her lips unwillingly as she saidpiMI be pleased to know
that any problems you've had concerning me are dregoing to my room
to pack. I'm leaving at once.’

The statement brought an exclamation of displedsome Eric. 'Hey, wait a
minute, you can't go yet! You haven't finished thiegters,' he protested.

‘Let Camille try to do them," Lana suggested. 'Amidat's more, she's
welcome to the desk job. I'll be glad to get awapnf the atmosphere of
suspicion that's hung over my head from the monheagreed to take
Peggy's place.' She felt so frustrated and angeyhsindly knew what she
was saying, and she also knew that tears wereanaixay.

'You can't leave today," Brent said with determorat
His words surprised Lana. 'Indeed? Who's to stop me

'I'm stopping you, because I'm taking you to tHand tomorrow. I've
already arranged with the chef to prepare a hawipeod.'

She was so taken aback that for several momentsositet only stare at him
in silence. But at last she gathered her wits aadaged to say, 'Thank you,
| no longer have any wish to go there.’



'Why not? You were keen enough the last time | roasd it.'

‘Things have changed since then. That was wherodgtht you might
believe there was nothing of a romantic nature betwEric and me. But
now | can see | was mistaken in harbouring thaehtpe sooner | go home
the better it will be for everyone, and of coursethe smooth running of the
lodge,' she flung at him.

Hilary made an effort to take command of the sitrmatShe moved to
Lana's side and said earnestly, 'l think you'reingal mistake in not going
to the island with Brent. It's a lovely day's ogtirPersonally | consider
you'd be wise to avail yourself of the opportuntigcause it's not everyone
who can get across to Kapiti.'

Hilary's words surprised Lana. Was it possible ttieg older woman
approved of her spending a whole day alone in Breaimpany? Could it
be that she was encouraging them to be togetherbd&uare she could
decide upon replies to either of these questioteyspoke again, this time
her words being accompanied by a smile.

'Why don't we all forget this quarrelsome scené®@' asked with forced
cheerfulness. 'Lana, why don't you finish thoséetstfor Eric, and then
we'll go on as though it had never happened, amdiw Brent will give
you a marvellous day out in the launch.’

‘A very good idea," Camille exclaimed. 'I'll go withem.' 'Like hell you
will'" Brent snarled at her. 'You say you want thesk job. Very well, you
can prove yourself worthy of it by attending teatmorrow.'

Camille pouted. 'l don't want to be at the deskdwow. I'm coming to
Kapiti with you. I'm still a guest, and your brockwadvertises horse-riding,
bush walks and launch trips for guests."

‘This is not a guest trip," he cut in. 'This iga&ffdrip in the form of a bonus,
and you're not yet on the staff.'

"You're splitting hairs,” Camille argued.



'So what? The point is that | promised Lana attvigapiti and | don't want
it ruined by snide remarks.'

'Snide remarks? | like that!" Camille was indignant

"Your attitude towards her has been obvious to mpesple," he pointed out
calmly.

Camille shrugged. 'Oh, well, if you're only keepagromise.’

The remark hit Lana with force. Of course that wadsit was. His ego
demanded that he must keep his word. He must dao h&ad said he
would do. Her chin rose as she turned to face I@amille is right. You're
merely satisfying your own self-esteem by keepipgenise, so in that case
you can forget it. | shan't go to Kapiti with yoAnd now I'll pack my bags.’

But her move towards the door was waylaid by Higagrip on her arm.
'Please don't do that," the older woman pleadddeast finish the letters
first.'

'Let her go,' Eric said gruffly. 'I'l manage someh although | would never
have believed Lana would leave me in the lurch.'

A wild laugh escaped Lana. 'My goodness, that¥yraany!
'What's funny?' grumbled Eric. 'l see nothing humosrin this situation.’

'It's just the thought that | should be the one ‘wheavingyouin the lurch,’
she exclaimed, then stopped abruptly, shocked égadlind of the careless
words tumbling from her lips. She was relievedina they had little impact
on the others, because they merely looked at hamklyl, unable to
understand what had amused her.

Brent was the first to break the silence followimgr outburst. 'Can you
honestly say you have no wish to come to Kapitidmow?' he asked in a
low voice.

Her eyes held a bleak expression. 'No, | can't $tbnsay that.’



‘Then you will come? You'll promise not to disappiathe night?'

She nodded. 'Yes, I'll come." Of course she watdeph with him. Loving
him as she did, she longed to be at his side,@ndrrow would be the last
opportunity to enjoy such a luxury. It had beendilly pride that had made
her say she wouldn't go. The thought that he wdsdaer for the sake of
keeping a promise had got under her skin.

Then Eric sat down before the typewriter. He robel@tternead paper into
the machine and began stabbing at the keys withfitvgers. "What's the
date?' he enquired, a pained expression on his face

It was too much for Lana. 'I'll do it," she offeredsigned.

Eric's gloom lifted as he stood up with alacrityl be most grateful, thank
you.'

Lana tried to ignore the others as she made ant éff@oncentrate on the
work before her. She sensed that Brent was regafin intently and she
tried to refrain from looking up to meet his gage,it was a relief when he
sat at his table and drew a calculator and a piéecounts towards him.

She also knew that Eric had sat down again andwasshuffling through
papers on his table. A quick peep showed angrg latut his mouth and
she guessed he was still annoyed with Hilary faradimg him, and possibly
with Camille for having caused the scene.

Hilary spoke to Camille, her voice cool with supgsed irritation. 'l think
it's time we had a talk, Camille. Shall we leave ¢ithers to get on with their
work?'

Camille gave a short laugh. 'Do you mean we shtaade them to get on
with the smooth running of the place?' she askiethggundue emphasis to
the last words.

'Yes, as it happens that's exactly what | wantatk about. Shall we go
somewhere private?’



Camille was momentarily nonplussed, then appearbd flattered. A smile
spread over her face as she said, 'You mean youtwdiscuss the smooth
running withme?But there's no need to go into a corner to do Bint
and Eric will want to hear our decisions. As fonaahasn't she already told
you she'll be leaving?'

Hilary sounded exasperated. 'You're taking me epstong way, Camille.
You don't appear to be getting my meaning.'

Camille stared at her. 'Aren't we to discuss—?"

"The smooth running that you've been doing yourostnto disrupt,’ Hilary
snapped. The trouble you've caused this morninglisone example of it.
And you're right, Eric and Brent should hear whdtave to say on the
matter. They'll be interested to learn you've bgesetting the guests.'

Camille's jaw sagged. 'Upsetting the guests? Thatisense.' She sent an
accusing glare towards Lana. 'ls this somethin¢s dfeen saying?'

‘Certainly not,’ retorted Hilary crisply. 'l happamknow it was because of
you that the Crosbys left earlier than they hadnded. When they were
paying their account Mrs Crosby told me that yagdken rudely to her in
the lounge and before other guests. Her husbandevasnoyed he told her
to pack at once.’

'l gave the woman what she deserved.' Camille defdherself hotly.

'Was there an argument?' Brent asked in mild tones.

'Well, yes, there was,' Camille admitted.

‘Then suppose you tell us your side of it,’ he.said

She beamed at him. 'Thank you, Brent, then pertaget a fair hearing,
and it might also interest you to learn | was anguon your behalf.' Her

cheeks had become flushed as she uttered thedad$.w

His brows rose. 'Indeed? Tell me more.'



‘That Crosby woman was telling a new arrival alibet church at Otaki,
and then she started discussing your private affair

He frowned. 'What could she know about my privdteais"?"
'l mean youromanticaffair, if you could call it that.'
'I'm afraid I'm still in the dark,' he said.

Camille's hesitation was only momentary, then hemds came with a rush.
‘That woman told everyone in the lounge that it badn just lovely to see
you standing before the altar with—witler.' She paused to glare balefully
at Lana. 'So | let her have it right from the slaew! | told her there was little
fear of Lana marrying you because she was compl&tkén up with Eric.
The silly woman began to rant and rave about itdpaipack of lies, but you
and Hilary know it's true, even if Eric is too Wlito see it for himself.' She
paused to draw breath.

Lana felt herself go hot and then cold, and altiosige longed to scream
and shout the truth her instinct told her that domaly else would handle the
matter of this particular situation, and this prdte be correct when Brent
appeared to take control.

'Have you quite finished?' he asked, his voice demggly quiet.

'l suppose so.' Camille's expression had beconkg,querhaps because her
explanation had not brought forth the sympathetgaring she had
expected. 'But you do see that | was arguing om pebalf?' she persisted
anxiously.

Brent's tone became dry. 'Thank you, Camille. uesgou it was quite
unnecessary, and in future I'd prefer that youndidargue on my behalf.' He
turned to Hilary, and giving her the cue for hextn@ove he asked, ‘Aren't
we expecting a coachload of senior citizens tonva?to

'Yes, they'll be here by late afternoon.’



"The accommodation for these elderly people istatiory?' Brent pursued.
'As manageress of this place you've made suradt'soo cramped?’ His
words seemed to be loaded with meaning.

Hilary betrayed a moment of startled surprise ascdught the message.
'Well, actually the accommodation is somewhat tighhe faced Camille
squarely and said, 'I'm afraid we'll be needingryoom, Camille. If you'll
vacate it in the morning it can be serviced betbeecoach arrives.’

Camille drew a sharp breath, then went crimson aiidper. ‘Are you asking
me to leave? Am | being put out?'

'l didn't intend to put it quite so bluntly," Hilareplied calmly. 'However,
you know your stay with us has been much longer tisual and without a
date of termination. When the coach reservatione weade | didn't realise
you'd still be here.'

Camille interrupted her. 'Brent knows why I'm hefghe looked at him
pleadingly. "You know why I've stayed so long, dgou, Brent?'

His face was unsmiling. 'l presumed it was for shene reasons that other
people stay here, for sea, sun and sand. You\ayaldeclared it saves you
from setting up your own beach house.'

‘That's right," Eric put in. 'lI've heard you sayososeveral occasions.'

'You've said it over and over again,' Hilary echoed

Camille ignored their comments as she said to Bf¥éou know it was for
more than that.'

He regarded her coolly. 'Do 1? | can't imagine wimatre there could be
around these parts,’ he drawled. 'At least, apam the odd bush walk, a
few horseback rides or fishing-trips.'

She became desperate. 'Brent, knowI'm not here for those things, you
knowit's for more than that. What about out—our demdship}’



'l trust we'll always be friends, Camille,’ he infeed her gravely, his voice
almost compassionate.

Hilary came to Brent's rescue, her voice takingadousinesslike briskness
as she said to Camille, 'I'm sure you know thattelock is the usual time
for vacating a room. I'll go and make up your actdu

She left the office and Camille had little optiontto follow her. Their
departure left a silence, and from the corner ofdye Lana watched Brent
continue with his accounts. His face was a mas#t,sbre wondered if his
mind was really on the figures being tapped onctideulator.

He had been diplomatic, she decided. He had notGamille by denying
their friendship, nor had he upset Hilary by renmgMihe management of the
situation from her capable hands. Smiling inwardlgna had to admit to
herself that he was indeed lord of the lodge.



CHAPTER TEN

WHEN Lana woke next morning she felt strangely calmthasigh a load
had been removed from her shoulders. Lying in bbd,thought about it,
wondering what had wrapped her in such peacefaqtmdlity, until she

realised it stemmed from the knowledge that Camitbeild be leaving that
day.

There was also the fact that Hilary's distrust eoning her and Eric
appeared to have evaporated, but this did not ntleain all suspicion
concerning this point had been removed from Brantisd. This was an
entirely different matter, and she feared that dimhe would convince him
there had been nothing erotic between her and hisager. And by that
time he would have forgotten her. She would be @nsither of the many
people who had come to the lodge and who had iee their way.
Already Peggy was becoming somebody from the past.

She recalled the scene of the previous afternoanwilary had actually
asked Camille to leave. It had been done with thesat dignity and without
too much unpleasantness, the pending arrival osé&mor citizens giving
Hilary as manageress the necessary excuse fomge€dmille’'s room.

Recollection of the tour coach's arrival filled leawith dismay, causing her
to realise that this was not a day to be going apiK Island. It was a day
when she should be at the desk, ready to helpowvigly people their rooms,
or to give any necessary information. However, aswossible that Brent
had already thought of this and had decided tgyoost the trip.

She sprang out of bed and looked at the jeans ranedtve blue jersey she
had intended wearing, then regretfully laid theml@sfeeling sure that the
trip would be put off. And this seemed to be evamenikely when she went
in for breakfast and was greeted by a cold glammf€Camille.

The redhead's lip curled into a sneer as her eyesver Lana's usual office
attire. 'Not dressed for the launch? Am | to untderd that your day out
with Brent has been put o0il?' She gave an exagggesagh. 'Oh dear, how
sad! Of course, if my stay had not been curtail@driiwould have had my



help at the desk when all those old dears arrive nBw your day has been
ruined. Too bad! The words ended with a shorttaug

Lana forced herself to smile sweetly. 'There'lldm®ther day,’ was all she
said, then she concentrated on her breakfast. A sime later she made her
way to relieve Hilary at the desk, and while theine saw Camille carry her
bags out to her car, then drive away without a vajridrewell to anyone.

Hilary did not remain long at her breakfast, ancewishe returned to the
desk she looked at Lana's dress with a hint ofrme&p'Are you ready for
your day's outing with Brent?'

'‘Are we really going?' The question came doubtfully

'If you go out to the veranda you'll see the laurigient has already put a
hamper of food on board.’

'‘But | thought you'd need me here. | mean, witk ttwach tour arriving—'

Brent came out of the office and spoke from belhied '‘Don't worry about
the senior citizens, they're not due before laterabon. We'll be home
before they arrive.’

Hilary spoke earnestly to Lana, her voice betragngiety. 'Will you make
sure about that? Will you please help him to keepye on the time? He's
inclined to forget any other place exists when be&r there.'

"'l do my best,' Lana promised, feeling doubtht she could order Brent
to head for home, and knowing it was the last thirag she herself would be
wanting to do. Excitement began to mount within, lsausing her eyes to
sparkle and a flush to tinge her cheeks.

Looking at him she realised he was definitely dedsfor the launch trip.
The red and black check shirt covering his broamiklers was open at the
neck, revealing the crisp dark hairs on his chiBsé grey shorts encasing
his slim hips left his long muscled legs bare, @amvdas only with an effort
that she kept her eyes from them. She was remioidibeé first time she had



met him. It had been on her first day here wherhsitewondered if a Greek
god had stepped from the water.

‘There's another point to remember,” said Hilamttimg into Lana's

musings. 'When a coachload arrives Eric and IBikent to be at the door to
welcome people in the manner of a true host. Nat adivals, you

understand, but a coachload is different.’

Eric spoke from the office doorway, his tone jokagghe said, 'We've tried
to persuade him to wear a white apron and to bewflom the waist in the
manner of the old-time host, but he draws the dinthat caper.'

Brent laughed as he said to Lana, 'Now you cawsethey're kept on to
run the place. They add such finesse to the jolu &an stop worrying,
Hilary, we'll be home in good time.'

‘All right, but don't forget that the coach arriadive o'clock, so that means
you should be home by four-thirty at the lateser Woice still held its
anxious note.

'OK, OK, we'll be home long before then,' he assurer, then turning to
regard Lana his eyes inspected her attire. 'l degdo find you dressed in
jeans and a jersey. There'll be a cool breezeheut t-

'l thought the trip would be put off," she explaine

‘Certainly not. Go and change at once, and smgthearface with plenty of
suntan lotion. Bring the bottle with you.'

Lana needed no further bidding. She hurried toldeelroom, and as she
changed into her jeans she almost toppled over #ioeer excitement. She
flung her blue jersey over her head, and her h&nedsbled as she rubbed
suntan lotion into her face and neck, then snatchmher hat she returned
to the office.

Brent surveyed her critically. 'That's better, altgh your hat will have to be
tied securely." He placed it on her head and madeuble bow of the
ribbons beneath her chin.



'He thinks you need a nanny,' Eric chuckled.

Brent ignored the remark while Lana glowed inwardgm the knowledge
that he was really taking care of her. She almkigiped with joy as they
made their way across the lawn towards the traaditg) down to the beach,
and as they reached it Hilary's voice made thensgpéailook back. 'Don't
forget the coach is due at five!' she shouted filoeveranda.

Brent merely waved to her and they went down torevfige launch's dinghy
rested near the edge of the ripples. They pushedtitogether and were
soon at the vessel's side. 'Welcome aboarti¢rsire,'he said.

Minutes later the anchor was up and they were hgadivards the southern
end of Kapiti's six-mile length. Exhilaration fileLana as she stood beside
Brent whose hand rested lightly on the wheel, dtitbagh the sea's slight
choppiness sent spray over the bow they were sbélfeom it by the cabin.

As they drew near to the island the long hump itlssmisty blue tinge, its

wooded hills and valleys becoming massed by mysfaties of green. The
three small islets and groups of rocks also becelearer, and as they
approached she listened to Brent's deep voice ipginbut various

landmarks while telling her of the large Maori ptgiion and the whaling

stations that once existed on the island.

'‘Does anyone live on Kapiti now?' she asked, figduohfficulty in
visualising those distant days.

'Only the caretaker. I've already been in touctn wim to get permission to
land. He's known as the ranger.'

She turned to look at his handsome profile. 'Yoenseto think of
everything. | suspect that you always do the rightg.’

'l don't like to have that sort of reputation, detmitted gloomily. '‘People
never make allowances for the fact that |, also,moake mistakes.'

She laughed. 'lt takes a big man to admit he's gyrespecially where a
woman is concerned.’



He made no reply as he stared across the bow,jchahd wish to interrupt
his train of thought. However, when he did decmbreak the silence it was
to change the subject. 'Kapiti is a strange isldm&fold her. 'It covers five
thousand acres, yet is only one and a half milegdih. Before we land I'll
show you the western side which is merely a linbak high cliffs, some
rising to a thousand feet. Of course the placali®f legends.’

As they sailed clear of the rocks at the islanalglsern point memory swept
Lana back to when they had stood at the windowerhibneymoon suite. It
was there he had said he liked to think of newlyried couples gazing
beyond the south end, and then his arms had gooat dier. The
recollection caused her to draw a deep breath.

He looked at her sharply. "You're all right? Natsek?'
'No, thank goodness. | was just looking at thoserveks.'

He followed her gaze. 'Those two on the island?yTaehe two dogs.
Legend has it that in the dim past they belongedNtaori woman from the
South Island. Her husband abandoned her on Kapighe walked into the
water and swam home, a mere trifle of thirty mileler two dogs were
afraid to follow her, so they went back to thefdihd sat waiting for her to
return until eventually they became petrified.'

'Faithful hounds," she murmured. 'More faithfulrtibe husband.' She fell
silent as she became conscious of his eyes resfing her, one brow
slightly raised in an unspoken question. Was hekthg of her association
with Eric? At the moment she had no wish for thibject to be discussed,
so she veered away from it by saying, 'Isn't théeweather rough on this
side?’

'Yes, we'll return to leeward.' He spun the whael aithin a short time they
were gliding in the calm waters that edged theezasthore.

She watched anxiously when rocks seemed to be,dgesventually a
small bay came into view. Brent steered the lauogiards it, and after
dropping the anchor he helped her into the dingimg hamper and a rug



were also placed in the dinghy, and as he rowedlioet distance to the
shore he said, 'We'll have lunch in the bush.’

When they stepped from the dinghy Lana carriedulevhile Brent lifted
the hamper ashore. He led her towards an openitigeirtrees that grew
down to a low level, but before entering it shenagr to gaze across the
water at the mainland, and at the lengthy line ofintain ranges stretching
along the lower North Island. It all seemed to bdéas away.

He came to stand beside her. 'Is something worryoug'

'‘No, of course not. It's—it's just the isolatiorhefe's a remoteness about
this place.'

‘The mainland is little more than four miles awhyt if you're afraid of
being alone with me we can always visit the rantyersure he'll help you
keep me at bay.'

Her eyes became filled with reproach. 'Are you wagme you're not to be
trusted, or are you enjoying your little joke, ydawut of mockery?' she
asked accusingly.

His eyes glowered as they rested upon her. "Yohthig interested to learn
it's because of the way you affect me. One minutng to give you a

bear-hug, but the next instant | could shake hall @f you. I'm not

accustomed to this type of frustration.’

His words came as a shock, causing her eyes tmwitide she searched
for words. They came at last when she said, 7ratesyou} | can hardly
believe it.’

‘Then you'd better believe it. Nor is there anydhé® go into details,
because I'm sure you must be well aware of them.tdthe had developed
an underlying grimness.

Eric, Lana thought bitterly, and again she shied awaynfdiscussing a
topic that could only ruin her day.



Perhaps Brent also sensed the danger of a ruingdodeause he turned
abruptly and, carrying the hamper before him, pdshis way along a
little-used track winding between the tree trurikise ground was uneven,
and thick undergrowth shut out the sight of the beiawithin a short time
they came to a small flat area where he spreadithend placed the hamper
upon it. Then as he straightened his back he 3&igl|l take a short walk
before we have lunch. | doubt that you'll need ymatrbeneath the trees.'

She pulled at the ribbons beneath her chin, butdthéle bow he had
previously tied became knotted and refused to ree. fHe came closer to
help, and as his fingers worked on the knot shé&daanly stand and gaze up
at his face. His expression remained serious, anthe ribbon became
unravelled he surprised her by brushing his lipssschers before turning to
walk along the path.

The unexpected action made her pulses leap, buvabeinable to dwell
upon it because the vague track needed her fahiadn. It was not easy to
follow as it had become overgrown by native grasased there was an eerie
dimness caused by numerous overhead branches pt@ebnted the sun
from filtering through the thick foliage.

She said, 'l feel as though I'm walking in a mdgied. I've never had
fantails fluttering so close to my head and shagldget | can't catch one.’

He chuckled. 'They're not really interested in lmst they like the tiny
insects we disturb as we walk.'

He stopped suddenly and drew her against him. ldartHeapt and she
expected to be kissed again, but he merely poitdeal branch a short
distance ahead. 'Can you see them? They're woednsd

She gazed up at the plump birds, and as they stedectly still a fantail's
wing almost brushed her cheek while her head regjadst his shoulder.

They continued until the barely discernible tragkne to an abrupt end,
completely disappearing into a wilderness of scyulndergrowth, and as
he frowned at what lay ahead Brent said, 'I'm dfva'll need to go back. In
any case | keep thinking of that hamper of food.time we had lunch.’



As they retraced their steps a chorus of musicesechoed above their
heads, forcing them to pause and listen to thamingf bell-like chimes.
"Tuis,' said Brent. 'They're black witlj white tsifat their throats.' His arm
went about her shoulder again as he drew her néareim while they
peered up into the branches, vainly searchinghferféathered songsters.
‘They're too high to be seen,’ he said, then rechbigarm and continued
ahead of her until they reached the place wheraithand hamper had been
left.

These are magic moments, thought Lana, sittingherrug and watching
him open the hamper, and then an exclamation pfiserescaped her as he
extracted a bottle of white wine and two stemmeasgts. 'Wine, at a
picnic!" She peered into the hamper. The chefthasght of everything.
There's a cold chicken, punnets of coleslaw andtpatalad, hard-boiled
eggs, tomatoes and crusty buttered rolls—'

'He probably guessed it was our first picnic, saatled for a special
hamper," he said gravely, handing her a filled gobl

She looked at him wonderingly. 'Our first? You sdwas though it might
not be the last.'

'‘Anything's possible,’ he returned non-committally.

She stared down at the pale sparkling liquid. "WWiBHNnk you for this one.
I'm grateful to have been given the opportunitgéd foot on Kapiti. It's a
fascinating place.'

'It's a place where birds can live without feap#dators, and its history has
always interested me," he admitted, watching haedeod on to the picnic
plates.

As they ate he recounted tales of the days wheisldned was a stronghold
for the old Maori chief, and when the shores acthesvater echoed to the
bloodthirsty yells of tribal warfare.

Lana sipped her wine and listened with interedt, &hile she revelled in
the sound of his voice she wished they could renmaithis Eden for



countless hours. However, the leisurely meal camant end, and as an
occupation to keep her eyes from his face she begaaplace all they had
used into the hamper.

He removed it from where it rested on the rug betwshem then said, 'The
wine isn't finished. Pass your glass."'

"You finish it,’ she pleaded. 'I'm already feelmdjttle light-headed. More
wine is sure to make me giggly and too talkativeauld become worse than
the twins.'

‘That might not be a bad idea,’ he remarked, @llner glass despite her
protest. 'I'd like to get you into a state of betog talkative. I'm sure it

would be interesting.'

"You are? | wonder why." His words had surprised he

'It's because | believe you've been holding ounenlthink there are things
| should know, so drink up and tell me all aboutHis voice held a serious
note.

Her eyes sparkled at him from across the goblethatWould you like to
know?' she asked, at the same time warning hecsglfard her tongue.

'Well, question number one, why did you offer tepstnto the desk job?
Was it because of Eric? | recall he wondered itl raet you at some
previous date.’

'Yes, he did have something to do with it.' Despigz resolution of a
moment ago the admission slipped out between $ipine.

'‘Ah, then the twins were correct when they said goeferred older men.'’
His voice had hardened.

‘No, they were quite wrong. Actually they were Lyin

'Why would they invent that sort of tale?"



‘The twins have their own mysterious reasons fastrobtheir actions,’ she
prevaricated, taking a further sip from the goblet.

'‘But | can see you're drawn towards Eric," Bremsigéed. 'Why don't you
come clean and admit it?"

His voice now held an even more intensive harshaedshis eyes seemed
to bore into hers, causing her to scramble witleén hind for an answer.
And then the draining of the goblet loosened hegte sufficiently to cause
her to say, 'Why do you want to know these things® know I'll be leaving
soon, so why should it matter whether or not I'mwdr to Eric? OK, ['ll
admit Ihavebeen drawn towards him, but as | told you befivenot in the
way you think. And please don't start up aboutdgim®oth running of the
place, because the moment I've left I'll be forgotiLike everyone else I'll
be less than a memory. What | can't understandhig you should be
worrying so unnecessarily." Her voice had risen sinel paused to draw
breath. "There now, | said the wine would make ooetalkative.'

He looked at her in silence for several long moméefore he took the glass
from her hand and put it in the hamper. "You redfy't understand?'

She shook her head. 'No, it's beyond me.'

' Then I'd better explain.' He edged closer, movirig a position which

enabled him to take her in his arms. 'Can't youtlsael love you? That's
why | want answers to these questions, it's whustrhave them.' His voice
was now low and tilled with emotion.

For a moment Lana wondered if too much wine hadealher to hear
incorrectly. 'What did you say?' she asked unadstai

Brent spoke huskily. 'l said | love you. Does itaneanything to you?' His
eyes raked her face anxiously.

She could only look at him in a dazed manner, thle® nodded as she
whispered, 'Yesph, yesjt means everything to me.'

‘You really mean that? You're quite certain?'



Again she nodded. 'I've never been more certaangthing in my life.'
‘Then tell me, my darling, tell me you love me.’

'l love you, Brent—I love you so much it hurts.' €Tlwords tumbled
tremulously.

His enfolding arms held her more closely, pressiagback against the rug
as his hard mouth came down to part the sweetrié®s goft lips, and then
he changed his position to lie beside her.

Her heart thudded, causing her pulses to race raarhes crept about his
neck, and for several long minutes they lay asghdocked in harmony,
floating heavenwards in the joyous revelation @httove for each other,
until she murmured, 'l didn't know you loved méald no idea.’

He trailed his lips across her closed lids. 'Cgott understand why | held it
back? It's been a torment, an inner tire that watite put out. | couldn't get
rid of the flame. You see, | was so sure you fethsthing for Eric. There
were times when | caught you looking at him witklsa definite fondness
in your eyes.'

She struggled into a sitting position and lookedhiat seriously. 'Darling,
the time has come when | must tell you...'

'‘About you and Eric?' he cut in sharply.

'Yes.'

He was suddenly tense. 'I've always known thereseaething. OK, go on,
| can take it." He lay back on the rug and closedelyes while his jaw
hardened.

"You look as though you're waiting to learn the stor

'l suppose you were infatuated with him when yast fmet. Well, | can
understand infatuation.'



Lana laughed as she bent over him to kiss his chidek even that. Do |
have to repeat it's not what you imagine? Beliéwe not, Eric Halversen is
my father.'

His eyes flew open as he sat up abrup@pod grief!'

She went on, 'l was the baby whose birth causetiagleath. At that time
he wouldn't even look at me, and he put me outftmption. But when |
grew up | found | wanted to look Bim.| wanted to know about the type of
man I'd sprung from.'

"You wanted to dig for your own roots.'

‘That's right. Roots. But with every single onele#m behind a closed door,
it was most frustrating.’

He regarded her with interest. 'So how did this@né situation arise? How
did you find him? | suppose the passing of the Adaloption Act enabled
you to trace him with the help of the Social Wedfdepartment.'

'‘No, | was more than fortunate in not having tacérdim through any

official channels." She told him about John Glesmgusin who had been
working at the home when she had been born, and thwaugh Rita, the

Glennys had learned where her father was livingnRthe moment | knew
where to find him the temptation to look at him was great to resist,' she
concluded.

'Does Eric know who you are?' The question camgpsha

She shook her head. 'No, nor have | had any et telling him." She
went on to explain her early plan of just lookingEaic, and perhaps of
talking to him a little, and how the desk job ahé bpportunity to know
him better had then proved too much to resist.

Brent said, 'He'll have to be told, and he'll daeaocked.



'Please believe me, | had no intention of causimgigset of any kind. |
didn't realise that Eric might be drawn towards ifee thought that | might
look like my mother never entered my head.’

'He probably thought Ingrid had returned.' He tdwk in his arms and
kissed her tenderly. 'There's just one more quediiobe settled, my
dearest. Will you marry me?'

Lana nodded, unable to speak.

'Please let it be as soon as possible.’

'Yes, oh yes. Perhaps a quiet wedding in the Q@talich.'
'l couldn't wish for anything more perfect.'

A disturbing thought crossed her mind. 'Do you khiilary will be upset? |
mean about me being Eric's daughter.’

'Of course not. | think you'll find she'll be madhean relieved to discover the
true situation, and then she'll adjust to it qwdl. Also, her relief to learn

I'm marrying you instead of Camille will probablguse her to welcome
you with open arms.’

Lana was silent, wishing she could feel as contigenBrent concerning
Hilary's attitude towards her, and turning troubkgs towards him she
said, 'l still can't help wondering if Hilary wilesent my presence when she
realises I'm Ingrid's daughter.'Brent's mouth haedeas a frown darkened
his brow. That situation will be easily remedidtl.Hilary shows the
slightest hint of antagonism towards you their empient will be
terminated.’

'‘But that would be terrible! They're both so capaldnd the smooth
running—'

'My dear; nobody is indispensable,, and nobodylvalallowed to make you
feel uncomfortable or cause you unhappiness, neh dur the sake of
Leisure Lodge.'



His words caused a glow of confidence to flow tlgloiner, and suddenly
she felt that perhaps Hilary would accept her fog sake of her own
relations with Eric.

Brent said, "Tomorrow we'll drive to Wellingtonlay a ring, and I'd like to
meet John Glenny.'

Lana shook her head. 'Not tomorrow. Not until tlemah has taken the
senior citizens on their way. Hilary will need mgip.’

He chuckled. 'Are you actually putting the lodgdobe an engagement
ring?'

'Well, it's Hilary, really. | know she'll need me bbe there.’

'Bless you!" He took her in his arms again andafevhile the world stood

still. But at last he looked at his watch and saith regret, 'If we're to be

home by four-thirty we'll have to start moving nowe could be slowed

down by a tidal rip between here and the mainlathel sat up with a sudden
exclamation. 'Hell's teeth, I'd forgotten the tidéle launch might be up on
the beach.’

They picked up the rug and hamper, then hurriedgatbe track, towards
the opening to the beach. When they reached itftheyd that Brent's fears
had proved to be correct, because the recedindgnidéeft the launch high
and dry on the sand. It lay on its side and wasontsly too heavy to be
pushed towards the water.

Lana threw an anxious glance towards him. 'Whattow

she asked.

He shrugged. 'We'll just have to wait for the tidecome in. I'm afraid the
coach will arrive long before we can get across.’

'Hilary will be furious.’



'She'll be more than furious. She'll be worriecksaad in a panic. They'll
both imagine the worst has happened. They'll fegwanhit one of the rocks
round the island, or that the launch has sunk, erhaps we've been
overturned by a freak wave. They'll never thinktth@ould have been
stupid enough to forget the tide. Not me, I'm thkable one who never
makes mistakes.'

'Perhaps you had other things on your mind," slggested with feigned
innocence.

'You can say that again!" He dropped the hampersaatthed her to him,
crushing her against his body.

The embrace left her breathless, then she gaspednasnexpected
movement swept her feet from the ground and shedftverself cradled in
his arms. Long strides bore her back to the openitite trees where he laid
her gently on the soft-forest floor, and as her sament about him he
stretched his length beside her.

'My precious darling," he murmured huskily.

Wordlessly, she clung to him while his mouth foumas, a surge of desire
shaking her as his fingers fondled her taut nippgts lips found their way
to her bare breast, causing small cries of ecstesscape her, and she knew
that the time had come, that the moment she haahd@ about would
happen here and now on Kapiti.

His lips returned to hers, and as the kiss deepenadising tide of passion
a tremor shook her, causing him to pause and stéweher eyes, his
expression serious. 'You're frightened,' he accgseestly. 'You're terrified
to—to make love.'

She nodded, then quavered, 'l suppose most galshe—the first time.'
He was silent for several long moments before e Séhe first time for us

must be perfect. It'll be exactly as you want itb®, in a bed after our
marriage, so we'll wait.’



'I'd like that." A deep sigh escaped her, a sighrafitude.

Brent stood up and dragged her to her feet. 'We'lback to the beach and
fill in time by drawing plans in the sand.’

She was puzzled. 'Plans for what?"

'Plans for extending my apartment into a home fgriomde. We'll need a
nursery and probably a room for your sisters. Iddbat they'll leave us
alone. Perhaps I'd be wise to buy two extra hdrses.

"You'd be even wiser to curb your generosity, \sheed.

'Oh, | don't know. Their matchmaking tactics weoeadvious they were
really funny. Naturally, they'll take the creditrfbaving arranged our
engagement.’

Lana laughed. 'Naturally. | can see you're begmrionknow them quite
intimately, but really they do mean well.'

A few hours later they pulled and tugged at thegldynuntil it was in a
position to be attached to the launch’s paintet |aier, as the tide began to
creep round the stern of theisure,they went on board and waited for it to
float.

It was dusk when they arrived home, and as theyoagped the mainland
shore they could see people coming down to the Hbdemm the
guest-house. Brent stared at the small crowd,sbh&h 'l think we'll have to
face a reception committee. No doubt they've beemied about us and
have been watching for our lights." He dropped ancéeized the painter
and nudged the dinghy alongside.

Lana peered through the gathering darkness atebplg gathered on the
beach. 'Most of the staff appeared to be thereedisas a number of guests,
and good heavens, | can see the twins Mather and FathenVhy should
they be here?’



As he helped her into the dinghy he said, 'l hasaspicion there's been a
general panic. We were to have been home in timgreéet the senior

citizens at five o'clock, remember? Everyone kntives boating accidents

are all too common round New Zealand waters.'

When they reached the shallow water Brent liftedd_xom the small boat,
and as he carried her to dry land Hilary's voicatikd towards them, her
agitation evident. 'Where aarthhave you been? We wereworried, we
were afraid somethingwful had happened!

Eunice's voice echoed tearfully. 'Thank heavensgmafe.'

The next instant they were surrounded by staffstguand family while
Brent explained the problem of the tide. Eric idiwoed him to John
Glenny, while Eunice, Hilary and the twins clusten@und Lana. The
twins, she noticed, were agog with excitement.

Raewyn said, "You'd better know that Mum has blditbeEric. He knows
who you are.’

Lana drew a nervous breath. 'He does?"

Bronwyn added, 'lt was when we rang to ask yowtuklus in for the horses
tomorrow. It was about six o'clock and Eric saidi'gdoeen expected home
by four-thirty at the latest.’

Raewyn snatched the story from Bronwyn. 'When Jgk Mum she nearly
had a fit. She rushed to the phone and rang baakting to know why
you'd be so late. Then she got really wild becabsethought Eric sounded
very casual and unconcerned so she flew up inittzd blew her top. She
told him who you really were.'

Bronwyn cut in, "You should have heard her yelhiat! She shouted that
any fool could have seen who you were for hims@tid then she bundled
us all in the car and we came at once.'

Hilary said quickly, 'It gave him a shock, but Inctell you he's quite
delighted. In fact we both are.’



Lana's eyes were full of anxiety. 'You're sure dahbat?’

'Of course. Surely you can understand there haea bienes when he's
wondered about what happened to you. He's eventtadno me that the
thought of you often nagged at him.'

Eunice spoke to Hilary. 'Do you think he had atgtoimplex?'

Hilary nodded. 'To be honest, | think he realisettildone something that
would have upset Ingrid, yet he was unable to dest wise he could have
done because of his circumstances at the time."

Lana turned to where Eric was standing beside BredtJohn Glenny. She
knew he was staring at her through the gloom ard#xt instant he had
crossed the sand to give her a hug. "You're soltigad," he whispered in
her ear. 'I've been a blind idiot.’

'I'd love to have seen her,’ Lana said wistfully.

‘There's a photo you can have," he admitted grufifljlary thinks I've
destroyed it, but now | know she'll forgive me fmt having done so.'

Her eyes glowed. 'You've kept it hidden?'

'It's in a safe-deposit box at the bank with otbdds and ends, things like
the engagement and wedding rings | gave Ingrid,thadewellery she'd
inherited from her grandmother. It's all yours riow.

'Oh, thank you!" Further words failed her.

'When | left for England | didn't know what to datkwvthose things until the
bank manager suggested the deposit box. We'llhgeh tout at the first
opportunity.’

Brent joined them at that moment and seemed todakol of the situation
by declaring to everyone that he had an announcetmenake. He placed
an arm about Lana's shoulders and said to the smoalt of people, ‘Ladies
and gentleman, this seems to be an appropriate niamenform family



and staff that Lana and | are to be married. Tontiggre'll be champagne on
the house for everyone.'

Cheers rose, and in the babble of excitement seokthe stafi' members
reminded each other about bets. The twins begamanated discussion
about being bridesmaids, and Lana found hersetigddéssed by everyone.
Congratulations were poured upon Brent, who ingdistpon kissing her
blushing face before the whole crowd, and as thageatheir way up to the
guest-house Lana's cup of happiness brimmed ttothand ran over.

Later, as she stood beside him on the moonlit viEashe was gripped by a
feeling of unreality. 'It all seems like a dreasié whispered, gazing at the
glittering pathway cast across the water by themfso@ys. 'l feel as though
I'm walking along that silver road out there.'

He drew her closer to him. 'And what will you find the other side? Why,
the island, of course. Something that's solid astirig, and as enduring as
my love for you will always be.'



