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Lovely surroundings, and a considerate employeth Bvas delighted at the
prospect of her new job in Derbyshire. But when ahéeved at Benedict
House she discovered that it was not the sympathagtarming old Mrs
Thornburn who required her services as a secrefarythe old lady's
nephew, David Benedict - and a short time in hisjgany made Beth realise
why Mrs Thornburn has mislead her. No girl in hght mind would work
for anyone as arrogant and completely unreasoreblBavid Benedict!
Could Beth possibly manage to put up with his ifesable attitude? What,
after all, had she ever done to deserve it?



CHAPTER ONE

HAD Beth been foolish, giving in her notice so ha&tilyvouldn't be the first
one to have my illusions shattered, she thoughthdps I've been over
dramatic...

The buzzer sounded, interrupting her thoughts. IKuishe picked up
notebook and pencil and went into Mr. Hutchinsoififice.

He looked up and gave her a distant nod. "MornMigs Kendrick. Mrs.
Thornburn wonders if you'd type a couple of letfersher.”

"Of course. Good morning, Mrs. Thornburn." Betmea with a smile to the
small plump woman sitting by the window in the offis one easy chair. Her
father had founded Associated Chemicals sixty yagos and she came in
to see the boss and his co-director, John Greeny &w months on her rare
visits to London. Beth had the greatest affectmrier because she radiated
an air of good humour, and was unfailingly cheedespite an arthritic hip
that must have cost her a great deal of pain. Shwtdhave typed a hundred
letters for Mrs. Thornburn if she had asked her.

Mr. Hutchinson stood up and cleared his throat paumsly.

"If you'll excuse me, I'll go and attend to sometters while you're doing
the letters." He looked at his watch, then at Batid went out. He wasn't
pleased that Beth was leaving, she knew, and mdnagepress it in lots of
ways. She gave a small sigh and sat down oppdstelt lady, who then
began to dictate slowly and clearly in her beautifice.

When she had finished, Beth stood up. "I'll do theght away, but first I'll
bring you a cup of coffee. Black, with two sugass't it?"

She chuckled. "Bless you, you do look after mey.deanjoy seeing you
when | come here. You're like a breath of freshrathese stuffy offices."

"I'm afraid | won't be here much longer, Mrs. Thaum. I'm leaving next
weekend," Beth answered. "I was going to say goedblgen you went
today, for | don't imagine you'll be here againavefl go."



Her eyes widened, and she looked up sharply. "lbggviMy dear child,
surely not? You've always seemed so happy herd,tAndght - forgive me
- but aren't you practically engaged to Green'sAan?"

A warm tide of colour swept up Beth's face as $took her head.
"l was. | - I'm not now."

Mrs. Thornburn put out her hand in a placatorygest'Sorry, my dear. I'm
a nosey old woman. | shouldn't have asked. Butsplepust tell me one
thing. Have you a good job to go to?"

"No. I gave in my notice on impulse. | mean to haveouple of weeks at
home with my mother, then look around. I'd likeyet away from London, |
think." Beth wondered why she added that.

She nodded thoughtfully. "Yes, you won't have mtrcluble, with your
abilities.” Then she looked keenly at the girl befber and it seemed that
she was about to say something else. Before sh&l cpeak, Mr.
Hutchinson came in, smoothing back his sparse lgagyself-consciously.
"That's that sorted out. Trouble in the packingmaagain. Well -" his eyes
flickered over Beth's notebook. "Before you typesi out, Miss Kendrick,
perhaps you'll bring coffee for us both?"

"l was just going to do so, sir." She smiled at Miisornburn and went out.
Returning with the coffee a few minutes later, arded it to them and was
about to leave, when the old lady's voice stopped h

"Just a moment, Miss Kendrick."

"Yes, Mrs. Thornburn?" Beth waited, hand on door.

"Will you do me a favour?"

She smiled. "Of course, if | can."

"Then have lunch with me. | want to talk with yoshe turned to the
waiting man. "Will you let her have an extra hatfein?"



He inclined his head slightly, a stiff little smi& his mouth. "How can |
refuse you, Miss Thornburn?"

And so it was arranged. Beth was pleased by thtairon, but she was also
puzzled.

The lunch was superb. Used as Beth was to beatwsast) or a quick ham
sandwich before dashing round the shops, the dughlil'orange served at
the hotel round the corner from the office was lggidul contrast, and she
told her hostess so. She laughed, carefully spgaxisliver of Gruyere
cheese before saying: "Well now, we'll order cafféeaghink. Then to
business."'Business?" Beth echoed faintly. All tlgio the meal Mrs.
Thornburn had kept up a flow of fascinating cona&o about anything
and everything - but never a word of her reasortlfersudden, surprising
invitation to lunch. Now she was about to find out.

Beth poured coffee into the fragile china, and tid lady nodded
approvingly. "Good and strong and black. Now, mgrgdédon't believe in
beating about the bush, so I'll tell you why I"aked you to come here.
Quite simply, it's this. | need a secretary-compani've seen your work,
and | admire your neatness and efficiency.” Heedablue eyes lighted
momentarily. "l also like the pleasant smile yoways have for me. So, as
you're leaving Associated Chemicals, and | won4tbaling you, I'm asking
you to consider my offer. You won't regret it fircgadly, | promise you."

Beth put her cup down carefully. She supposeddshathad half suspected
this from the time when Mrs. Thornburn had firste her to lunch, but to
actually hear the words was a shock. She lookensadhe table, and the
eyes of the two women met in a glance of completekiness.

“I'm very honoured to think you'd like me to wordr fyou," Beth began
hesitantly. "And it's rather a surprise, | must &dou live so far away,
don't you? Up north, | mean?"



She'gave her low familiar chuckle. "Heavens, chitaly make it sound like
the frozen wilds! | live in Derbyshire, and it'slpia couple of hours by train
from here - and you did say you wanted to leavedoor’

Beth nodded, smiling ruefully. "I know. Forgive rfer seeming rude. I'm
just startled, that's all.”

Mrs. Thornburn patted her hand briskly with her dveavily beringed one.
The soft gleam of a huge amethyst caught the ligsd, Beth watched it
fascinated.

"Will you promise to think it over?"

"Yes, | will. I'd like to talk to my mother tonighShe's a widow, you see,
and there's only my young sister at home with her."

"Then you must, of course. I'm staying at the Fiiiam Hotel overnight,
but I'll be going back home tomorrow lunchtime withy nephew to
Benedict House. You can phone me until about elewaight, or before
noon tomorrow."

"l will, and thank you for asking me."

She shook her head briskly. "Nonsense. | know a gearker when | see
one. Now, off you go, back to your desk. I'll stagre a while, and have
another coffee. Goodbye, my dear - and don't letaven.”

Beth smiled. "Goodbye, Mrs. Thornburn. And thank yor a lovely lunch."

The motion of the train had a soothing effect. Be#u bought several
paperbacks and magazines at Euston, and had § s@ckof chocolate
pressed into her hand by Judith, her sister, bedfloeehad left. Strangely, it
was she who had been appalled at the idea of Bkingta job in the wilds.
Her mother had been delighted, but then she hadrriked Alan, never
been able to see why Beth had fallen for him. Asitha miles slipped past,
Beth realised something else about her. She whgaing, and her leaving



home had given her mother the incentive to go odt @get herself a job.
Meeting people would do her good, shake her othefethargy into which
she had sunk after losing her husband, Beth anth3utiather, three years
previously. Judith, a tall, leggy teenager of neaikteen, was becoming
daily more independent, with her own circle of mds. She could start life
anew, perhaps even get married... Beth gazed dseantiof the window at
the darkening countryside rushing past. Another t@fore they reached
Derby, and then she had to change to a branchvivgh would take her to
Appledore. Her reflection looked back at her thiotige darkened glass, a
little apprehensive perhaps. But then she had nkgen to Derbyshire
before, and in her complete ignorance had imaginedoe bleak and grim.
She pulled her hair back tightly into a chignon the journey, and it
gleamed palely in the overhead light; her face paafly in shadow, but her
eyes seemed larger, and darker, than usual. Adfittle light, undoubtedly,
but she looked almost timid at that moment. Betllesinto herself and
turned away, and her eye was caught by that ofumg/anan across the
carriage, sitting with his girl. Just for a momdérat reminded her of Alan,
and her heart lurched oddly.

It wasn't so easy to forget him, after all. She Weiter away from London,
still better away from Associated Chemicals, wogkievery day for his
father's partner, and wondering why it had takersbdong to find out that
Alan's world and hers were poles apart.

She'd worked there a year before chance took ber fine typing pool and
into Mr. Hutchinson's office.

He had liked the occasional work she had done for, land when his
secretary left to have a baby, Beth had got theAddn had come into the
office one day, a tall good-looking blond giantopkang for his father. He
had made some trivial remark - but Beth had seespark of admiration in
his eyes, and responded like any other normal fenvehen he had asked
her out. The friendship had survived the usual wiags' wonder of office
gossip, and had developed into something warmenidgteen Beth had
been too young, too blind, to see what must haen ls® obvious to her
mother. She was in love with love. Alan was chagrand well mannered.
He drove a super sports car, and they went aroutindarcrowd she didn't
particularly like, but because they were his frignghe had tried to. To



them, Beth supposed she was a novelty. A schobkeacdaughter who
actually had to work for a living! She looked doguickly at the magazine
on the table in front of her, unable to keep thtelmess from her face. How
stupid she had been! Nobody had ever dared totbensing, because Alan
had a sharp edge to his tongue when he wanteddthtknew she wasn't
one of them.

Just how different their lives were she didn'tyukalise until only recently.
Alan had asked her down for the weekend to his'suname, in a little
village in Sussex. Beth suspected nothing, theation was all open and
above board. He had said casually, when he hadldske "I say, don't
mention this to the old man, will you? He's nevetr gn with Auntie Cissie,
doesn't care for me visiting her." Beth had thougdthing of it. His family
were always feuding with someone, so it seemee aquitmal. They set off
late on Friday evening in his car, and arrived aleteven at the little village
near Battle. It was only when she saw the cottag®iw darkness that Beth
began to feel uneasy. Surely there would be liglts aunt was expecting
them? When he opened the door with a key, Bethshatlsomething like,
"How did you get that?" and he had answered, "Cdlways have one."
Inside, everything was neat and spruce, and cleatlyed in.

She looked at him as he put down the cases, amygbe expression in his
eyes, went cold. "She's not here, is she?" Betbdask

He gave a boyish grin. "Well, actually, no - bgtéin -" this as she made for
her suitcase. "Beth, look, let's have a drink. Dba'mad at me. You know
how I feel about you. God knows, I'm not made ohst"

"Why - why this way?" she said. "How could you?"

He held up his hands. "All right, I'm sorry. | wslg about it. | might as well
own up, because you've got a dreadful gleam in ggas. | was going to
pretend to be very surprised at her being out whegot here, and tell you
she'd be back any minute, and meanwhile we'd pust b drink, and . . ." he
flung his hands up, "but - well, all right, shelsy@ad if you must know. |
knew damn well the place would be empty - so gadh8&hoot me!"



Beth shook her head. "l was a fool to come. Anywaynot stopping here.
You can if you like. Where's the local pub?”

He took her arm. "You can't go there now. It's hetavelve. They'll be all
bolted and barred and abed. Relax, Beth. Lools ketve a cup of coffee,
and talk things over."

"There's nothing to talk over,” she said wearilye Svas shocked at her own
reaction. She didn't even feel horrified, or frigged; merely a huge,
yawning indifference. She was fond of Alan, hadretr®ught herself to be
in love with him. And now, when he had manoeuvredihto a cottage in
the country with the intention of seducing her,Bedth wanted to do was go
to bed with a hot water bottle and a book. She kifen that it was all over.
Not because she was a prude, but because the gmkeén them, so
imperceptibly growing, had at last yawned wide gpand all the tiny
irritations, all the things she had ignored, ort@neled to, came rushing
forward, and she saw him at last for what he wasshallow,
pleasure-seeking, living only for the moment. Hit Isbped to talk her into
sleeping with him. Well, Beth thought, as she meaoftee in the chintzy,
olde-worlde kitchen, you're in for a shock, my rfige

The next morning they left the cottage to go hoAtethey walked down the
path, a man with a dog appeared through the tredisei lane ahead and
paused slightly, looking at them both, before sgyin

"Good morning."

Alan answered him, the man walked on, and theth&sgot into the car,
Beth saw that Alan was quite pale.

"What's the matter?" she asked.

He looked at her. "Fancy seeing him, of all pedghe! muttered.

"Why? Who was it?" Beth turned round and staredthat stranger's
retreating back. He was tall and well built, andnaked with an easy grace

that implied that he didn't give a damn for anydtis.face was imprinted on
her mind, tanned, a wide well-shaped mouth; blak énd sideburns. He



had grinned when he had seen them, only slightlyitlvas a knowing grin,
and she realised, suddenly, exactly what the manthiaking. The grey
eyes under black, level brows had been amused®#ih.turned away.

"Who is he?" she asked dully.

"He's - no, it doesn't matter.” Alan glanced biytett me. "And to think he
imagines - my God! he couldn't be more wrong, cdwd@" And he started
the car with a jerk and a grating of gears, ang thent home.

Beth came back to the present with a start, simgeslightly, for the train

had gone cooler. She couldn't forget that strasgite, and as she
remembered it, the amusement in those grey eyawmesedo turn to

contempt as they surveyed them. He was entitletligothoughts, yet

suddenly Beth wished it had been possible to hakehim that she had
slept alone, behind a locked door, the previoustnignd Alan had never
told her who he was. They had hardly spoken onidne home. His pride

was badly dented, and she was responsible.

It was no surprise to see him out, a few days ,|atéh Ellen Peters, a
stunning red-head member of his circle. It huntilbéy, but it helped Beth
decide what she must do. The following day she gaher notice, and held
her head up high, ignoring the knowing remarks taahe her way. Alan
went off to America for a month on a selling triptiwthree other senior
salesmen. When he came back Beth would be gonesiandidn't intend to
see him again.

It was dark when Beth stepped off the train at Agple, the only one to
alight. She looked round her in dismay, wonderiogd moment if she'd
mistaken the situation. Not a soul was about. Thi@ began to move and
she watched it go, much, she supposed, as a drgvmam sees his ship
slowly sailing away, out of sight, in a vast oce@here was a sharp nip in
the air, and she repressed a shiver. Silver pdioted the dark sky, they
twinkled and shone, and the air smelt fresh and.col



A gas light flickered and nearly went out as steked up her two cases and
began to walk to the station- master's office. Mifgrnburn had assured her
that someone would meet her, when she had wrlitdrperhaps, if the train
was in early, they would still be on their way. Thiack shadow that
detached itself from the wall just outside theistahaster's office made her
jump, and a dark rich brown voice said:

"Miss Kendrick, | presume?"

"Yes." Beth peered through the gloom at him. "Were here all the time? |
couldn't see a soul."

He laughed as he came forward into the light, dr@lsaw a young man,
good-looking in a fine-boned way, with dark hair.

"Guilty as charged. | had the urge to see Aunt hiaxs new sec, so | stood
and peeped, | admit it."

He had a refreshing manner about him that mad&ahgh, and he gave an
approving nod. "That's it. "You've got a sense winbur, thank God. Not
like the last one." He took the cases from her, added, "I'm Giles

Benedict."

"Oh! You must be Mrs. Thornburn's nephew."

He laughed. "Well - yes, | am. But I'm not the go@ think. | don't live at
Benedict House."

"Oh, | see."” She didn't, but it wasn't importanthett moment, for she was
tired, and cold, and hungry.

"This way, Miss Kendrick." He strode off into theréiness, and Beth
hastened after him before he could vanish entifétg place was so quiet,
she had the awful feeling that if she let him olisight, she'd never see
another human being again. Outside, lit only ditmhthe solitary flickering
gas lamp on the wall, was a sports car. He opemeddot and put her
luggage in, then opened the passenger door.



They roared away from the station, and Beth tuibvessk, for a last glimpse.
"l didn't see a soul. Is it always like that?" sisi&ed.

He slowed slightly to negotiate a sharp bend, hed turned a laughing face
towards her. "You're in the wilds now. Didn't Alrgvinia prepare you?"

She shook her head, smiling a little. "It soundly,dbut I've never been to
Derbyshire before.”

"Hmm? You haven't lived, have you? Never been tcbfghire indeed!"
Something in the way he said it made her glancektuiat him, and he
caught the look and smiled wryly. "Does it show?"

"You don't like it?"

"Well, not exactly. But it's so quiet here. Espégian winter." His tone
changed suddenly. "I'll tell you something, thouljle got a weakness for
beautiful slim blondes - | might stick around, sest of joining the French
Foreign Legion, as | was about to do just befone game into my life."

The outrageous compliment made her laugh, anddsngd. "Don't do that!
Do you want me to crash? What colour are your eyes?

"Blue." Beth added, "And don't you think it's tinpeu concentrated -"

"-on my driving? Yes. And anyway, we're here."saging, he turned into a
gateway, missing the high stone posts by inchestlay began to go up a
wide gravelled drive. Beth could see nothing foe thick trees and the
darkness surrounding them, and her heart bumpaticadty. She was about
to see Benedict House for the first time. What woitilbe like? Country
houses had always fascinated her, and she hopethihaouldn't be some
Victorian monstrosity . . . She drew in her bregttarply as they came round
a curve and it was there, before them. Giles heardjasp, and said softly:
"You like it?"

"Oh, yes." Beth's voice was barely a whisper. Beautiful." And it was.
Even though it was night, she could see the welpprtioned lines of the
large, ivy- smothered stone building in front oértln, lit in nearly every



room, so that warm light spilled out of the tabghnt windows in a blaze of
gold. She caught her breath as they drew slowlyene&he wanted very
much to see it in daylight.

Giles said quietly, "It always hits people suddenly
I'm pleased that you like it. I'd have been disapiead *if you hadn't.”

Beth looked at him. For the first time since thayldt, he was serious. She
decided she liked him, very much.

The door was opened as she got out of the carlodked up to see Mrs.
Thornburn standing in the entrance, leaning shgbti her cane, her other
hand held out in a welcoming gesture.

"My dear Miss Kendrick! Welcome to Benedict House."

For one absurd moment, as Beth ran up the stegpreéd her, she felt as if
she was coming home. The sensation passed in amhasshe had her first
impression of the light and warmth of the vast alhich they stood. A
log fire burned to the left, and the reflectionsnfr the flames were caught
and held in the chandeliers that swayed slightthédraught from the open
door. Giles came in with the cases, and gave aggexated shiver. "Brr!
Cold outside. Well, Aunt, I'll be away now." He ssed to her, and gave her
an affectionate peck on the cheek. "And don't niegtevork too hard, hey?"
He winked at Beth. "We don't want to frighten Mksendrick away - not
until I've got to know her better, anyway."

His aunt laughed. "Now that's enough, Giles." Tivesis strong affection in
the light tap she gave him. "Thank you for meetifigs Kendrick. You're a
good boy, sometimes."

After he had gone, she said: "He's a lovely boiles. Just remember to
take everything he tells you with a pinch of sattg you'll not go far wrong.
Well, my dear, how did the journey go? | have almeady for you, but first
-" she pressed a bell at the side of the fireplace, Beth heard a distant
buzz, "I'll get Mrs. Macdonald to show you to yawom. When you're



ready, come down. I'll be in there." She pointed ttborway. "We'll have a
talk about things. There's quite a lot | mustyell.”

"Thank you. I won't be long," Beth promised. Shewarious. Something in
Mrs. Thornburn's tone reminded her of the timehm office when she had
asked Beth to have lunch with her, some holdinds loh@ secret.

Mrs. Macdonald was tall and dark-haired, and infodres, Beth imagined.
She seemed shy, for she spoke little as she ledvdlyeupstairs. Yet her
smile was warm as Beth looked round the modern farslished bedroom,
then she said quietly:

"It's different up here, miss, isn't it?"

Beth looked at her, caught the gleam of pride #imne in her eyes, and
gave an answering smile. "It's so modern," sheigépin surprise. "l
expected something different.”

Beth's eyes took in the white walls, the pictursithe her bed of a fishing
harbour at night, muted browns and greys, faseigatind the blonde wood
furniture, new, yet blending in so perfectly withegything.

"Mr. Benedict likes to keep the downstairs roomsciaracter with the
house, but up here it's like a different place.& 8lent over and closed the
pale lemon curtains with a soft swish. "Your meaéady, miss. Your
bathroom is the door before this. You'll have it ywourself, for Mrs.
Thornburn and Mr. Benedict have their own." And hwithat Mrs.
Macdonald went out, shutting the door quietly after. Beth was left with
the impression that she was a woman of strong palisg yet quiet dignity.
She wondered who else she was to encounter at Behtmise.

Later, sitting in the comfortable lounge, drinkiogffee and Tia Maria with
her new employer, Beth found out what her dude®webe.

"You did say you could drive, didn't you, Miss Ker#t?" Mrs. Thornburn
asked, sitting herself more comfortably beside Betthe lush cushions of a



burgundy velvet settee that she had the greatéisutty in keeping awake
on.

"Yes, | did - and please call me Beth. But I've dobe a lot of driving."

"No? Well, there's not much traffic around herecept at weekends, and |
rarely go out then anyway, unless David persuadeBeth - yes, | will call
you Beth. It's very kind of you, and do you knowsuits you so well? So
slim and fair, with those blue eyes. Dear me, hkhGiles was quite taken
with you. How old are you, Beth? Or is that a viergle question for a nosey
old woman like me to ask?"

She smiled. "Of course not. I'm almost twenty. Mask you a question,
please? Giles said something about him 'not b&éiegéphew | thought' and
| didn't know what he meant - but now you've memtid someone called
David. Is he another one?"

Mrs. Thornburn clasped her hands over her amplerho$There now! I'm
confusing you, aren't I? You must say if | do. 1 geite forgetful sometimes
- now, where was |I? Oh, yes. | had two youngerhan®, John and Robert,
both now dead. Giles is Robert's son. He's twemtyasd lives with his
mother about two miles away in a Georgian housecktarming, but you'll
see for yourself soon. | sometimes visit them." faesed, then gave her
deep chuckle. "And David - well, there I've gotiglg confession to make.
David is John's son. The house is his, althouglbéen my home since my
husband died twelve years ago, and will be, | hapegl | die." Beth nodded
politely. What on earth could the confession bewbndered.

"| see," Beth said. "And is he here now?"

"No. Otherwise I'm quite sure he'd have met ydwugh as a matter of fact
-" she paused and twisted a huge topaz ring roendiiger, watching it
intently as she continued "- | haven't told himty@u're coming yet, so in a
way I'm quite pleased he had to go away to Parisfiew days. He'll be
back tomorrow night."

Beth went cold. Surely Mrs. Thornburn wasn't gaiogpring her on this
David person on his return? "Oh, | say, I've hieedecretary companion,



hope you don't mind." Her thoughts must have showrher face as she
looked at her employer, for she suddenly beganatmH in her deep,
infectious way. "Oh, heavens, it's not like thag8'sinot an ogre. It's just -"
she stopped, and took a deep breath. "I'm beinityakl woman, aren't 1?
Well, David is a writer. He needs a secretary ntba® | do, though, heaven
knows, I'm on enough committees and things, bwbit't be a full-time job,
you working for me, so | wondered if you'd - wellitpn a couple of days a
week for him. Er - can you type scripts?”

So that was it! Beth heaved a sigh of relief. "VWwgs5. You had me worried
for a moment. Of course | will." A thought struckrh"Scripts, did you say?
Well, 1 did a few for a play at Judith's schooltlgsar, but I'm not really an
expert - does he write plays?"

Mrs. Thornburn beamed happily. "That'll do. You wnitne ropes. Then you
don't mind? Good. Yes, he does several thingsfevision," she dismissed
them with an airy wave of her hand. "The sort afghthat I, quite frankly,
can't watch, though I wouldn't hurt his feelingstfte world, of course. He's
a dear boy, and it seems to keep him busy, thoudbnr't know," she gave a
sad sigh. "It does seem a shame he's not intergstad business. He just
won't have anything to do with it. All he wantsdo is write." Her eyebrows
arched, faintly surprised, as she added: "I domitrof course, and it's none
of my business, but it's really not a job for a Man

Beth had to smile at her tone, but as in all fashshe couldn't pass
comment, she merely said: "I've heard that telexigiays well, so perhaps

"Oh, it's not themoney' She sounded faintly horrified. "If it was, it wimin't
be so bad. It just doesn't seem quite nice, ifgmaw what | mean.”

It seemed time to change the subject, which Bethbgi admiring some
delightful miniatures at the side of the fireplagepicture of the absent
nephew was forcing itself into her mind. A trendjightly effeminate
version of Giles was the unfortunate vision thdtised to go away, and a
feeling of dismay came with it. And what sort oinilps did he write if his
aunt couldn't watch? Her mind boggled at the duosspilities. Fortunately,
he wasn't mentioned again, and soon afterwards hiaele each other



goodnight. It was nearly midnight, Sunday. In therming at nine o'clock,

Beth officially started her new job. As she clo$ed bedroom door behind
her, she made a fervent wish that she wouldn'pgdisiat Mrs. Thornburn.

She had given her the chance to begin a new hig{@forget Alan.

Beth had had some indication of the charity workalby her new employer
when she had typed letters for her at Associatezir@dals, and went down
to breakfast the following morning, ready to siarmediately afterwards,
her notebook and pencil at the ready. She had htobhgr portable
typewriter, although it was fair to assume theres alaeady one in the house.
Mrs. Macdonald was hovering in the hall, and samnediately: "Good
morning, Miss Kendrick. Mrs. Thornburn hopes yoelttuse her this once.
She had a bad night's sleep and will see you bifearkfast. If you'll follow
me, I'll take you to the dining room."

When Beth had eaten, she went to the window andchbadrst look at the
gardens and countryside surrounding Benedict HobBke.wanted to see
whether her preconceived ideas were right. Immeljiatutside the big
window, with its deep embrasure, was a gravel ga#m the lawn began,
rich and dark green, with well laid out rose bedig, roses still blooming,
although it was nearly October. Shrubs and bustees dotted about, with
further away tall cypresses, elegant sentries gouguithe stone house, and
leading the eye easily on still further towards éwogiks and elms that had
clearly stood undisturbed fo? centuries.

She looked and looked, fascinated, drinking itiall the shading and

merging of the different greens against the brilieontrast of the red roses,
and she knew that she had to go out as soon asoslhd and explore it

properly. For a moment her heart was filled withuaisting happiness that
was almost pain. Beth had been apprehensive, wioigdeshat she was

coming to, and now she knew, and the beauty ovdmdteher.

"l see you're admiring the roses."

Beth turned to see Mrs. Thornburn coming in therdand moved to assist
her. "No, no, | can manage, my dear. Just a fewges in the night, that's



all. I'm a silly old woman. You can go and walk nouthe gardens this
afternoon. | certainly don't intend to overwork yauyour first day here. I'd
have let you go this morning, but there are a fettets | must get to post,
and the laundry man will take them when he come®an.” She sat down
heavily on a chair by the table, and passed Batktiek. "There now, a cup
of coffee would be nice, I think. You'll have anet®"

"Certainly.” Beth poured two out, and handed hee.ofis there any
particular room we'll work in, Mrs. Thornburn?"

She laughed. "Do | have a study, do you mean? [deidxoes, and heaven
help anyone who goes in! But | prefer the drawiogmn, or the library on a
sunny day - yes, we'll try the library this morningpu get a splendid view
of the hills from there, and it traps all the sun."

The morning passed swiftly. Beth scarcely notidesldirl who brought in
the mid-morning coffee, so busy and engrossed tvasnsa pile of letters.
Only Mrs. Thornburn's comment: "That's Mrs. Macddisa daughter,
Anne," brought her back to the present. She se¢oleel watching, waiting
for an opinion, so Beth admitted that she hadriicad her.

"Personally, | consider the girl's wasted here. &k a brilliant brain - but
she doesn't seem to want to leave her mother."

"How old is she?" Beth asked.

"About your age, or a bit younger. And pretty tooa dark way. Ah well!"

she gave a brisk nod. "This won't do, will it? | stnlt gossip the morning
away. Tell me, will that typewriter do for you? Arydu've found all the
paper and envelopes in that top drawer? Good. Théave you to get on
with it, and go and see about lunch."”

Dressed in a warm coat Beth set off after lunaéxjglore the grounds. They
extended for miles, so Mrs. Thornburn had assueeddut only the gardens
round the house were tended and cultivated. Thsilol® demarcation line
began past the cypresses, and there, she saidvasheé see rabbits and



squirrels. She drew a rough map of the area sudingrihe house, marking
. a lake where herons were occasionally seen. Atldey parted at the door,
she handed Beth a huge pair of binoculars, whietsing round her neck.
"There now. Off you go, my dear. Don't lose youryia

"l won't. And thank you for letting me have theeaftoon off. You're quite
sure-?"

"Quite sure. David will be back this evening, and want a good dinner
ready. Mrs". Macdonald and | will have to have l& &bout it. She enjoys
trying out exciting new dishes for him. He realppaeciates good food, and
after Paris - well!" Her hands went up in a gestilva implied that the
heavens would descend if the dinner wasn't abdplpézfect. With a smile
and a farewell Beth set off, but inside she fe#t thutters of doubt again.
There was always a fly in the ointment. Mrs. Thammb idolised her
nephew. There was affection in every word when stake of him. He
would be slim, and rather pale, Beth decided. Liosig, possibly bearded; a
lot of writers were, and somewhere in his thirtids.would definitely wear
outlandish clothes.

Purple shirts, sandals... Beth shook herself biyta

Why spoil an enjoyable stroll by worrying about heew part-time
employer? He might, heaven knows, be quite pleasashtagreeable. Giles
was. There was no earthly reason to suppose thatohisin would be any
different. She looked around her, and stoppedgttirgg David Benedict in
an instant of wonderment at what lay before hee.i8hst have strayed from
the path, and ahead of her was a large expansatef,w8urrounded by trees
and rhododendron bushes.

Beyond stretched more trees, almost a wood, angddsiantly could she
see the hills, the grey guardian Pennines, stregadhi a long line for miles.
She put the binoculars to her eyes, and everythmgng to life with the
intense magnification. Turning, she could barely 8 house, so thickly
wooded was the land. She gave a deep contented igthink she had
imagined this to be grim! Rugged, yes, but witheauty of its own that
surrounded and filled Beth with a sense of timeless, and belonging. The
air was so fresh and cold that it almost hurt, ahé smiled wryly,



remembering how she had slept the previous nigét, finst. She had
expected to he awake for ages, as she always didtmange bed, but instead
she had been away the moment her head had todsehpdiow. So this was
Derbyshire. And she had doubted, wondering if sl doing the right
thing. Now she knew.

It was time to start back. Beth had been away aadrour. There would be
plenty more days for country walks, plenty of tirnte see it all and
appreciate the country more fully. She turned roamdi started retracing
her steps.

She was thinking fondly of a cup of tea as sheheddhe garages at the
back of the house. So huge and dark, a long lonesbwilding, curiosity
impelled her to stop, and hesitating a little, laagide. She was more than a
little interested to know what car she might havedrive. Surely not a huge
Daimler, or a Bentley? The thought made her giggleshe made out the
lines of a large car just inside the first, operrdoand then she heard a
noise, and a man stepped from the furthest recesgbe huge building,
wiping his hands on amily rag.

Beth could scarcely see him, for a spot lamp waslicectly behind him,
only that he was tall and broad, and was walkinvgatds her in a vaguely
familiar way. Then suddenly he spoke, his voicatpddut discouraging.

"Good afternoon. Can | help you?" As he said thedsohe came nearer,
and she saw him then, properly. She looked up stdte grey eyes, and
experienced a shock of recognition. This was tha miaose face she had
been unable to forget; the man who had greeted theside Alan's cottage
on that disastrous, unforgettable visit.



CHAPTER TWO

Beth managed to find her voice eventually, althohghmind still wrestled
with the shock. "Thank you. | was just admiring ta. | -I work for Mrs.
Thornburn."

"I see." But it seemed as if he frowned slighthetl8 wondered, in one
terrible moment, if he recognised her. Surely ndie- had only had a
glimpse. Yet his face was imprinted on her mind.

She wanted, suddenly, to escape, to go back tooihee. It was possible that
he was a friend of Giles', though why he shouldhkee, she couldn't
imagine. The memory of the mocking look he had gitleem outside the
cottage was so strong that Beth instinctively tdrreavay before she
betrayed herself. Perhaps he would be gone, ldedadream, before dinner
time.

"Just a moment. You work for Mrs. Thornburn, yoy%&hen | imagine
you only started today?" His voice was hard, qoestig.

"Yes. Excuse me, I'd better go in."

"First I'd better introduce myself, although I'mresmy aunt would rather do
itin style, when I'm a bit more presentable. I'avidl Benedict." He held out
his hand, and, mesmerised, Beth took it.

"I - my name's Beth Kendrick." His grip was straagd firm.
"l thought you were in Paris,” she blurted out fsilly.

"l was. | caught an earlier plane back becausegfiarningsl imaginel'll
see you later, Miss Kendrick. Goodbye." He noddeelflly and went back
to the depths of the garage. Beth walked away ¢piokards the house and
ran up the front steps, seeing nothing, numb wititk.

Safely in her bedroom, she sat at the dressing tatdl looked at herself in
the mirror. Almost automatically she picked up theush and began
sweeping her hair back. It had been loose, tharpthreadful morning. In



future, she would wear it in a chignon. For somaso& she couldn't put
words to, Beth didn't want him to recognise hert &fes didn't know why the

thought should be so distressing. She knew thaimphad happened at the
cottage. She could hold her head up high, andimetaydamn for anyone -

just as David Benedict appeared to do. She blbetipstick, picked up the

binoculars, and went downstairs.

Beth found Mrs. Thornburn in the room where they kat the previous
evening. It was clearly her favourite. Books andyazanes were scattered
round her on the settee, some knitting had falkethé floor, and she sat
comfortably back, her feet on a footstool, eyese@tb Just as Beth was
about to creep out again, she woke and stretchrselhe

"Ah, dear me, | must have dozed -" she looked radisttactedly and Beth
bent to pick up the knitting.

"I'm sorry if | disturbed you. Is this what you wah

"Ah, yes, my dear. Thank you. You know, I'm a hegslknitter really, but |
enjoy doing these." She pointed to the cushiondeeber and Beth saw
several multi-coloured pieces of knitting, abowhgiinches square. "l pass
them on to the Women's Institute, and someone etst¢hem into blankets
for old people.” She smiled proudly. "I don't fselcompletely useless then,
you see."

"You, useless?" Beth had to smile at that. "I'mestimat's the last thing
anyone could accuse you of."

"Hmm, you do say nice things, Beth. But when onis gast seventy, one
realises -" she stopped abruptly as the door opaneddDavid Benedict
walked in. "David! My dear! But why back so earlythought -" He went
across towards her, and Beth watched him, heanbuth. Seen now, in the
lighted room, he was devastatingly attractive. €ree those who have only
to walk into a crowded room and everything stofissyees riveted to them.
So Beth felt it was with this man. He wore a brosuede jacket, with
matching slacks. Tall, lean, broad-shouldered, beed with an easy grace
that belied his size as he leaned over to kisalng on the cheek. Then he
turned and looked directly at Beth.



She met his glance coolly, with a slight smile. gdlod-looking men are

conceited, she thought, and she had no intentitettofg him see she found
him overwhelming. Yet inside, she was in a turmdihere was a grey
cynicism about his eyes that was fascinating, & iflidn't care about his
looks - more, as if everything was slightly off #ate - except him. The dark
thick brows contracted as he frowned slightly. Vitas the moment? Beth
went cold. Was he going to say it now? 'Didn'té yeu a few weeks ago
at..." But nothing like that. Instead: "Well, Aumiliss Kendrick tells me

she's working for you."

His aunt's face crumpled in dismay. "Oh, you'vethet

He gave a slight smile. "Yes. Outside the garaghink Miss Kendrick
thought she'd have to drive the old Rolls. | fodnad looking at it slightly
shocked."

"Oh, dear, no." His aunt began to laugh. "I've altan one, a Rover. You
should have shown her, David." She gave him a esgrfoll look.

"I would have done, but | didn't have time. My eaas playing up all the
way from Manchester Airport - and Miss Kendrickseel in a hurry to get
back to you." He shrugged, and then looked at Bgfle. found it an oddly
disturbing glance, dark and unsmiling. "However; aime you wish to look
round, just tell me.

"Thank you, Mr. Benedict." Beth managed to smilégduing the flutter of
apprehension that would not be stilled.

He looked at his watch, then at the mantel clockat thing's slow again.
Well, I'm off to do some work. Don't wait dinnerfme, Mrs. Macdonald
can bring me a bite later."”

"But, David!" His aunt's dismayed voice stopped himhis tracks. He
turned slowly, almost irritably. "I've ™got her tmake some of your
favourite - the ratatouille, with peach meringuéditow."

"Dear Aunt, | wish you wouldn't." He shook his headignedly, and Beth
felt a stab of dislike pierce her. If only he kneWat trouble Mrs. Thornburn



had been to to make sure his homecoming meal fdsdleved nephew was
just perfect. But he didn't care.

She gave a little laugh, but it didn't fool Bet®@H, well, never mind, | know
your writing's important, and I'm sure that Betld dwill enjoy it, eh, my
dear?"

"It sounds wonderful,” Beth agreed as she watchedskride out, shutting
the door firmly behind him.

She didn't see him again that evening. Long afeghBad gone to bed that
night, unable to sleep, she went to the windowdsviback the curtains. Her
room was at the back, in a jutting out wing of teeshaped building. Down

below, in the room next to the library, a light bed, the only one for miles

around. Everything else slept.

The following morning, Beth drove Mrs. ThornburrBoxton, twelve miles
away, to do some shopping. At first she was nervarsving the
comparatively large car - she had learnt in a Mokinor - but the roads
were quiet, and gradually she relaxed. For oncenleemally garrulous
employer was quiet. It was only as she directedh Bgb a car park at the
end of the town that she spoke.

"There now, it wasn't so bad, was it?"

"You knew?" Beth looked at her in surprise as sitahpe ignition key safely
in her bag.

"l could tell you were nervous when we set off, bkhhew you'd find your

feet after a few miles. Tuesdays are quiet her¢herroads. It's only on
Saturdays and Sundays | avoid going out by car. ¢&uall the weekend
drivers whizzing round like mad things, looking #®rmpretty place to park
and leave behind all their rubbish. We've evendwade impertinent enough
to sail up to the house, and ask if we did teagl ekpression was one of
such outraged dignity that Beth could hardly keepface straight. As they



walked slowly out of the car park towards the shagi®e said: "What
happened?”

Mrs. Thornburn had a slight twinkle in her eyesh&y were quite rude to
poor Mrs. Macdonald, implying that those with biguses like ours
shouldn't be so selfish as to hog them to oursklvesio snob, my dear, as
I'm sure you know, but | do think good mannersiawgortant in this day and
age. Well, the man, a big, loud-mouthed charaatarflashy car - you know
the kind - didn't show any signs of wanting to keaso | went for David,
who was busy writing as usual."” She gave a lowjmstent chuckle. "Ah,
that was something to see! He sent him packingy aftfew well chosen
words. He didn't lose his temper, he rarely doashbk can freeze anyone if
he chooses."

Yes, Beth thought grimly, I'm sure he can. The nsire heard about him,
the less was she looking forward to working wittmhiOn their brief
encounters he had shown a cool politeness, b tis@s nothing friendly in
his manner. It was in such marked contrast to Mimrnburn, the soul of
warmth, or Giles, who had made her fed so at hagig away with his
outrageous compliments, and sense of fun. Of tleenb@n, David was by
far the stronger personality, she sensed. And hevkAlan well! The
thought came to her suddenly as they walked albegpavement, and she
stopped. Yes, Alan had gone white when he'd seen.him

"What is it? Seen something you like?" Beth redlib&s. Thornburn was
watching her curiously. Beth shook her head.

"It was nothing, really. | was just wondering if MBenedict knew anyone at
the office in London.”

"Why, yes," she nodded. "Of course he knows botttloson, and Green,
quite well. As a matter of fact, John Green's si8issie - a ridiculous name,
short for Cecilia of course - lives just a few hredl yards away from

cousins of mine, and they're old friends. In fa through them that Green
came into the business ten years ago."

Beth hardly heard the last words. So that explawleg David Benedict had
been walking past the cottage that Sunday mornivigat luck that he



should be staying there that fateful weekend! I Welish to dwell on it,
but her thoughts kept coming unavoidably back,tand the expression in
his grey eyes....

"I'm sorry. What did you say?"

The old woman was watching her intently. "I thouglet might go in here
and have a coffee while we mapped out our plamwipaign for the shops."

"Yes, of course." Beth pushed open the door anklMrs. Thornburn's arm

as they threaded their way through the tablesdfilgth shoppers like

themselves. She greeted several of the older antbey made for a table in
the corner.

"Ah, that's better. | used to come here with Migghérs, your predecessor,"
she waved a beringed hand at someone behind Egfie. [éft me to get
married - much to my surprise, though of courseas delighted for her, my
dear." She looked up to order coffee and cakes thenplump, middle-aged
waitress, and continued: "When | say | was surdrigevas just that she was
so much older than you, and a rather prim- facddtgough very efficient,
of course."

"Mrs. Thornburn," Beth said, "did she also do tgpfar Mr. Benedict?"

For some unknown reason the old woman became fhastlormally direct
in her glance, she looked round as if impatient tlog waitress, then
reluctantly answered: "Well, yes, for a - er - shione, anyway."

Beth's heart sank. There was something strangey gmin She wanted to
know what, but could hardly ask without seemingeridet something must
have shown on her face, for her employer asked:y,What is it, Beth?"

"I - is he d-difficult to work for?" Beth blurtedud.

"Oh, Beth, child! Have | given you that impressidi$he began to laugh
softly, only stopping as the waitress came back whe coffee. When she
had gone, Mrs. Thornburn went on: "No, oh, dear & just that - well,
David is a littlereluctantto have a secretary again - you see, he prefers tc



type his own scripts out in rough form, then sdmeht off to an agency to
have fair copies made. He's a bit stubborn, andenead one 01 two
arguments about it. However, he's decided to gme & fair trial. We
discussed it this morning before breakfast. He $agsbullied him into it,
imagine! Me bullying him!" Beth smiled a little, &&r employer seemed to
expect it, but she didn't feel like smiling insiaed it was an effort. She was
cold with dismay. Forcing her tone to be light, slagd: "But why do you
want him to have a secretary? | mean if he's gadisfith the way he does
things now?"

"Because men don't always know what's best for thétns. Thornburn

answered firmly. "All this messing about, postihgngs off and waiting for
them to come back, and then checking them - heldh'dunave all that
worry and bother, he has enough to do otherwise!drloe able to take all
that burden from his shoulders, possibly deal tliveith the studios. He
works too hard as it is, and | do so worry about.hi

And then Beth knew. "Mrs. Thornburn," she said berithat's really why
you asked me to come and work for you, isn't it?"

The old lady looked at her, and her face was wisltshe nodded.

"So you've guessed.” A little secret smile playmehd her mouth. "You're a
very astute young woman, you know that? I like yety much, Beth. If I'd
ever had a daughter, | would have wanted her tikbgou."

"Thank you," Beth said quietly. "I'll try not to tleyou down." Mrs.
Thornburn meant so well, there was nothing elsecshgd say. And yet
there was the strange impression of somethingitefaid.

And so, that afternoon, she began to work for D&8ededict. He had told

his aunt that Beth was to go to his study aftecturishe went up to her room
to wash and make up at two o'clock, feeling asames\as if she were going
for an interview for a difficult job. Uppermost imer mind was the desire not
to let Mrs. Thornburn down.



At least she knew exactly where she stood. Thaigaeh little, and a strange
determination filled her as she stood in frontt@ tirror, smoothing a few
stray wisps of hair back. So he didn't want a sacy@ Then she was going
to make him change his mind. Beth knew that shddcdackle any
reasonable job, was sure of her own abilities. dther incident was to be
put firmly at the back of her mind, and forgottéte hadn't recognised her,
and that was the end of the matter. And perhapsvsié soon be able to
forget Alan as well. Perhaps...

She wore a blue courtelle skirt with a plain whgecretarial' blouse with
long sleeves. Faint hollows showed in her cheekd,her mouth seemed
fuller, but it might have been a trick of the ligl8he seemed altogether
delicate-looking, and smiled slowly. Perhaps it Wohelp to disarm the
brute! A touch of lipstick, and Beth was ready todpwn. She took a deep
breath. This was it!

She knocked at the heavy door to his study, antediaher heart beating
fast, hammering the pulse at her throat so thatstsesure he would see.

"Come in." Slowly Beth opened the door, her presiaotebook and pen
clutched tightly in her hand. He stood by the wiwgdand he turned slowly
as she went in.

Dressed casually in thin black sweater and gregkslahis height and
powerful build accentuated by them, he dominateddom. In that instant
Beth sensed his resentment too, and knew a moryefhidter of fear,
quickly banished. He had no right to feel like tH he didn't know her.
And strangely, it helped to calm her. She wouldrwshon!

"Good afternoon, Miss Kendrick," he nodded. "Sitvdd' He indicated a
chair by his paper-littered desk. The room wasdatglier than Beth had
expected, and furnished only by desk and two chamsg several metal
filing cabinets. He came and sat on the edge oflédsk and looked at her.
The gaze was a cold clear one, his grey eyes esiprdsss as he said:

"Right. Let's get a few things straight before waats First, I've only asked
you here this afternoon to please my aunt, who seenthink | need
assistance. | don't, but as | am very fond of heccasionally do as she asks



for the sake of her peace of mind." He looked rained-oom. "This is where
| do all my writing. | can only work alone. The fdry is next door. You will

do all your typing there, and please understadd,rot wish to be disturbed
once I've given you your work. If there's anythimgj clear, it will have to

wait. So to save time, | suggest that you readutinche scripts | give you
before you leave this room, and ask any questioms Do | make myself

clear?"

"Perfectly, sir." Inwardly Beth raged at his arroge, but hid it. "Then |
won't need this?" she held up her notebook.

"Not today. Now, here are two scripts." He leaneéways and picked up a
thick pile of papers, squaring them slightly on tlesk before handing them
to her. "Read those now. It shouldn't take yowgltmskim through."

Beth looked up in disbelief. Surely he was jokiBgit there was no trace of
a smile on his features, and after a moment helstppwent over to the first
filing cabinet, and opened the top drawer.

She took a deep breath. He was testing her, hghiegvould show dismay
at the amount to be done, then he would be akidltMrs. Thornburn that
his new secretary wasn't up to it.

Without saying a word Beth put everything down ba tlesk, moved her
chair a little closer to it, picked up several lo¢ tsheets, and began to read.
She had to bite her lip to stop the exclamatiosupprise when she saw what
she was reading, for she sensed that he was wgtcbirertly, to note her
reaction. So this was what he wrote! Beth had kberking all sorts of
things, but she hadn't expected to see an epigoteeol roublemaker§he
knew now what Mrs. Thornburn had meant when she thlt her she
couldn't watch. But it was important to get throuh pages as quickly as
possible. He had typed it very roughly; there waeacilled insertions and
alterations on nearly every page, but his writiregwlear, and the typing
good enough to spot any glaring or puzzling eramsost immediately.
Beth read on silently, not trying to assess thaerdnmerely to see that the
words had logical continuity.



The pile at one side diminished, and grew at therads she read. When she
had finished the first script she looked up, tolsee standing watching her,
a strange expression on his face.

"I've finished that one," Beth said, "and | thinkuhderstand everything.
Would you like me to begin typing, or finish reaglitnhe second?"

"You can type it now," he answered. "Is it easjoltow?"

"Yes, thank you." She stood up and picked up @&lghpers. "If you'll tell
me where the paper and carbons are, I'll begin."”

"I'll show you." He went and opened a door, anchBeas surprised to find
herself in the library. She turned to him in assbiment. "I didn't notice this
door yesterday," she said.

"No?" his tone implied that he wasn't surprisedd ahe chided herself
inwardly for her foolishness. Stupid of her to ghien any opportunities to
be sarcastic. He didn't like her, that was obvi&@ise had done nothing to
possibly offend him, yet his manner was one of {hafiteness, the very
minimum acceptable. Beth returned his dislike dgudbut didn't intend to

let it show, and that would be to her advantage,lstew. He didn't want
her, he had taken her on with the greatest relaetamimply to humour his
aunt. That in itself was rather surprising, for in@d already made an
impression as a man who cared little for anyonedlirigs. She still

remembered the expression on Mrs. Thorn- burnésviden he had refused
dinner on Beth's first evening there.

Alone in the library, the communicating door firndigut, Beth sat down and
tried to get her thoughts in order. She let ough sf relief and picked up
the rough script. It was incredible to think thatan like David Benedict
could write such material.

It was a popular weekly series on commercial tsiew, about two suave
modern-day Robin Hoods, who were a mixture offedllteroes from all the
series Beth had ever watched - but whose escapaatkscaught the
imagination of an adventure-starved audience, aadenthem into cult
figures. It wasn't rubbish; it had complicated pl@&nd lots of twists,



hair-raising chases, fights, and beautiful girlsnd a surprisingly
unpredictable endings. Beth rarely watched it, Budith did, mainly
because she was at the dreamy stage over one tiethes, Jon Craig,
played by an Irish actor of great charm called Se@vonnell. Beth smiled
to herself, picturing her sister's face when sle her that she was typing
out the words her hero would speak. It would rdigdith's prestige no end at
school!

Once Beth began to type, all time was lost. Shadat tiring, not being
used to the different format of scripts, but grdguias the pile of finished
pages mounted, she found it becoming easier, ane, miscovered a certain
satisfaction in the work.

Beth heard the door open, then David Benedict'sevdiyou'd better finish
now, Miss Kendrick. It's nearly five, and | don'amt my aunt to accuse me
of overworking you."

She looked up to see him standing in the doorwag,light behind him

silhouetting him darkly, as it had in the garagelid®ly she stood up,

obscurely frightened of him. "I'll leave everything the desk," she said,
wanting suddenly to get away. "I'll begin agairthe morning, unless Mrs.
Thornburn wants me for any letters."

He smiled and walked slowly towards her. "I dohihk she will, do you?
How are you managing?"

"Very well, thank you." Beth watched him pick ugettop sheet of her work
and glance at it in the light from the desk lamp. frbwned, and looked at
her. "l thought you'd done scripts before?"

Beth's heart gave an unpleasant lurch. "I h-haué,obly -" she began,
caught off balance by the scorn in his voice.

"Then surely you know that the characters' named,the directions, are
always typed in red?"

Beth stared at him dismayed, feeling a flush creéedrom her neck. So
much for efficiency! Nobody had said anything abthdt when she had



typed out Judith's school play last year. Her vowas barely a whisper as
she answered, "I'm sorry, | didn't know."

"You didn't know?" His voice was a whiplash of cemipt. "My aunt
assured me you were an expert on scripts."

Beth was silent. There was nothing she could saphdb She swallowed
hard, hating him. "I'll do them again in the mowgiihshe said quietly. Her
hands trembled with the urge to hit that mockingefa

"You needn't do that. Carry on with this one as gmidoing, and underline
what's necessary in red when you've finishedfiitl you a red pen in the
morning. Apart from that, you seem to have beerkimgrvery quickly."

"I'll do the next one properly, don't worry. Magd now?"

He nodded, and Beth could barely see the expressidns face, for only
the desk light cast a soft golden glow on the papEhne rest of the room was
shadowed. There was silence in the room, and aesugdsh of fear swept
over her. Her heart beat faster, and she had tpe tor escape this hard,
ruthless, attractive man. Beth sensed that he aaad her thoughts, and
like some stupid child she moved away and switafethe light. Now only
the path of gold from his study lit her way to theeor.

"Just a moment." His hand came on her arm, andlisithed and jerked
away at the tingling shock of his touch. His lawggiunded harsh. "Don't
jump like a frightened rabbit,” he said softlywhs only going to stop you
falling over that stool.” He bent and picked it then strode to the switch by
the hall door, flooding the room with light. Betlalked past him, out of the
room, and went upstairs. There, in her bedroomy&tseswept by a wave of
loneliness and homesickness. It was all turningddtgrent from what she
had imagined, so very different.

Mrs. Thornburn and Beth ate together that everfaing felt a little better,
seeing the old lady's cheerful face. She so waBétkl to enjoy working for



David that she had to pretend everything was vaell that she had found
the work interesting, which at least, in a way, \Wwas.

"A programme of his is on tonight,” Mrs. Thornbusaid as they drank
coffee. "Would you like to watch it?"

"The Troublemakef®' Beth was surprised.

Mrs. Thornburn shook her head. "Tch, no, not tha.d certainly can't
watchthat. All those long American cars, and mini-skirtedsgjiThough |

don't tell him," she added, with a little conspirgl smile. "l wouldn't hurt
his feelings for the world!"

And that, Beth reflected wryly, would be quite inggtble. She went on: "I
mean the other onélappy FamiliesDidn't he tell you?"

Bemused, Beth shook her head. "I've only lookezhatyet."
"Dearie me! He has another one tdog's World."

"Are there any more?" Beth asked faintly. It wasrédible. If she hadn't
known her employer better, she would have thoulgbtvgas joking.

"No, that's all. He has a certain gift, a facilitye might say, for writing. It is

a legacy, | suppose, from the black sheep of thelyamy grandfather's

brother, Uncle Rufus Benedict. He wrote 'penny ditéa’ under the pen

name of Jasper Mutch, and was, | believe, a gueaess - though of course
we weren't allowed to talk about him, or even n@ntiis name, when we
were children.” She leaned back, a reminiscentesoml her face. "Ah yes,

those were the days. You know, | might have a pectd him somewhere,

taken before he disgraced the family, of coursed-fze looked remarkably
like David too." She shot Beth a shrewd glance. &\to you think, now

that you're working for him, eh?"

The question caught her off balance. "I don't kriche admitted. "I think
the work will be interesting, and there'll be pleof it."



Mrs. Thornburn. "Hmm, not committing yourself. Wedbn't let him bully

you. He writes at terrific speed, at all sorts ofits. Quite frankly, | don't
know how he keeps it up, but people like him haweralency to expect
everyone else to be a human dynamo, too. And [tdiing you here to get
yourself exhausted, y'’know."

"He was most concerned that you shouldn't thinkvag overworking me."

"Hmm, maybe. Well, we'll see how you go on aftdew days. And just
remember, my dear, your weekends are your own. Willbe going home
this Friday?"

"I'd like to," Beth answered. "But after this, orecéortnight will be enough.
I'm going to save as much as | can from my salary."

"Very wise," the old lady nodded slowly. "I mustkaavid if he's going
down by car. He often does, for he has a lot a@nfils, and television
contacts there, you know - that'll save your tfane."

"Please don't bother,” Beth said desperately. Tioaight of a four or
five-hour journey with him was too awful to contelate.

"Nonsense! Gracious me, he won't mind at all, liresit was useless to
argue. Mrs. Thornburn had made up her mind, an8eth could do was
hope that .David Benedict had decided to spendet geekend at home.

She watched the programnitgppy Familieswith a sense of unreality. She
had seen it so many times before, always enjoydaliithad never noticed
the writer's name. Now it positively leapt out frahe screen: 'By David

Benedict.' It was so different fromhe Troublemakersa quieter, easily

flowing story about the life and work of two countdoctors and their

families.

When the first commercial break came, Beth askes. Mihornburn if he
ever watched his own shows, and she laughed. "Deano! He says they
never do them quite as he would like, so he prefetso."



"l just don't see how he can find the ideas, ottithe, to do them all," Beth
said.

"Well, they do have other writers, you know. Heyodbes about one in five
episodes ofoe's Worldfor instance, and perhaps one in three of therpthe
but this one - and | enjoy it - is practically his."

The evening passed quietly, and Beth went to bed after ten. Going to
her bedroom window, she opened it, and looked dadWwa light was on, and
faintly across the dark night air, came the souhdhis typewriter. She
wondered when, if ever, he slept.



CHAPTER THREE

Beth was busy typing, a couple of mornings latdremthe door from the
hall opened and a voice said:

"Good morning, Beth - if | may be so bold as td gali that.”
She turned to greet Giles, standing by the door.
"Good morning, Mr. Benedict."

"Mr. Benedict!" He walked across towards her, shgkhis head. "That's
enough of the formality. Giles, if you please.”

He was dressed in a sports jacket, warm white ®weatd cavalry twill
trousers, and looked extremely smart. He sat oredlge of her desk, and
looked at her, then jerked his head towards theecimg door. "Is my dear
coz there?" he asked in a stage whisper.

"Yes. Writing. | don't think he likes being distedh"

He laughed. "That | already know. Wouldn't dreamitofOf course, all
writers are a bit, you know -" he tapped his foeghsignificantly, but cousin
David takes the biscuit. Quite mad, | assure ygouarAfromthat, though,

he's not bad, as cousins go."

He had cheered Beth immensely by coming in. Thé&rastbetween the two
men was enormous. If only she could feel relaxad,enjoy talking, to her
new employer as she did with his cousin, everythimyld be so much
easier. As it was, David Benedict made her feefiaflers and thumbs, a
condition she tried to cover by adopting a poseoofl politeness and calm.

Whether it fooled him or not, Beth didn't know, Iét continued to treat her
as if he was reluctant to have her there. The atlving was that she couldn't
tell anyone about it. She was the stranger in #&mepg the alien. Even Mrs.
Thornburn, whom Beth liked and respected tremengpusuld think she
was silly. There was nothing tangible about histiiys just an intolerable
tension whenever they were alone. She had to thdapel it, but it would



take time, and meanwhile she was on her own. Sthenlaale a bad start, not
knowing about the red for the scripts. Beth didrt&nd to make any more
mistakes, if she could help it. And talking to Gileould be a mistake. If her
new 'boss’' came in, he would assume the worst, \Basisure. Quietly, she
said: "l hope you don't mind if | get on, only Heshesitated, and looked to
the connecting door.

"Phew! He's certainly got you trained. Don't, | lyegl, my dear Beth, don't
let him turn you into a nervous wreck like the IEmented Miss Thing."

"Miss Withers, you mean?"
He clicked his fingers. "That's the name. Poor'gimt shook his head sadly.
"B-but | thought she left to get married?" Bethnstaered.

He lifted a cynical eyebrow. "Aha, sleat'swhat he told you, is it? Don't you
believe it. That'sthe official version." He lowered his voice. "Shanished.
Just like that-pouf! Gone."

Beth's blood froze - and then she saw the faistespicion of a grin on his
wide mouth, and said: "How could you! | believed -"

"Ssh! Don't shout. You'll have him in. Anyway, bkyou not. He'll be a real
tartar to work for. Personally I'll give it threeeeks before you throw his
typewriter at him and tell him what to do with Bisripts.”

"No," Beth shook her head. "You're wrong. Thankstlfie friendly advice,
even if you did scare me half out of my wits. ll§tlank of you whenever |
feel like gnashing my teeth, and perhaps I'll lairgitead.” She picked up a
clean sheet of typing paper and rolled it into iechine. Giles leant over
and picked up the page she had just finished,dnsl nesting lightly on her
shoulder. And at that moment, David Benedict waliked

He nodded to Giles. "Morning, Giles," and his gees rested on Beth
briefly, and for a second there was a spark in tbesomething she couldn't
fathom, something that made her uneasy. What wésitiang ?



She bent her head to the typewriter, and Gilesdstgpand moved away,
casually.

"Morning, cousin. Can | have a word with you abolat Larrimer?"

"You'd better come in the study.” With the briefesik at Beth, he put a
bundle of typescript on the desk and said: "Youhhas well put that away
in a drawer. You can do it when you're ready."

The two men went out, and she began another pae afdlventures of Jon
Craig and his partner, Brett Wilde.

Friday morning, Beth took Mrs. Thornburn to thdagle of Appledore in the
Rover. She was visiting a friend who lived in atageé there, and she told
Beth to call back for her in an hour or so. As glas pretty sure she would
get lost if she ventured far, Beth decided to giklia the house, and prepare
her things for the journey to London. She wasrokiog forward to it, for
she was going with David Benedict in his car.

Beth slowed down for the narrow turn into the dris she did so, she saw
a flash of blue in front of the car, and brakedesxing slightly, and nearly
hitting one of the high stone posts that guardecktitrance. Even as she got
out, to see what she had so nearly hit, a chilgppsted out from a
rhododendron bush, a girl of about seven, wearifighst blue anorak over
grubby trousers which were tucked into Wellingtons.

"What are you doing?" Beth demanded. "Do you know gearly got run
over?" Shock made her voice harsh, and the chidldd up blinking,
red-cheeked, like a rosy apple, her hair shortdan, like a boy's.

"l saw you," she answered. "It's all right, | saauy She might have been
reassuring Beth, so earnest was her manner, angirthelaxed slightly,
smiling.

"Do you live here?" Beth asked. For all she knéwpuld be a child of one
of the gardeners. Two brothers, George and Arthwed in adjoining



bungalows on the estate, and their wives did @&ldleaning at Benedict
House.

The child shook her head. "There?" this with a eomituous lift of her
thumb towards the house. "Not me! | live in't vij&"

"But that's a few miles away. Won't your mothemaendering where you
are?"

She looked at Beth as if she were slightly mad. "tiem? She don't mind.
She's got the young 'uns to bother about - and apyske thinks I'm at
school."

"C)h, you're playing truant." Beth looked down & lwith a mixture of
dismay, and fellow feeling. The temptations to séphool for a day must be
great, with miles of country to explore, but on titeer hand, she was so
young to be wandering about alone, and Beth fidi@ of responsibility for
her. She held out her hand. "Come on," she toldcthlel, "I'll take you
home."

A frown appeared. "Ay, no, me mum'll wallop me."

"But | can't leave you here - it's going to pouwdg' Beth said, with sudden
inspiration. And indeed the sky had gone dark, Vath clouds chasing each
other quickly across it.

The child looked up, then at Beth, resignedly. "WaKay," she shrugged. "I
might as well. | was a bit fed up anyway. | canyphath our Tony - he's too
young for school yet, but he's more fun than tladtytof ours, he cries all the
time, makes me sick.” Still talking, she got inte tcar, and Beth turned it
round and drove off back the way she had just come.

She left the child at the door to her cottage, dedided to spend the
remaining half hour walking round the village, &g telpful clouds had
miraculously swept over and gone.

Beth told Mrs. Thornburn about the incident as tdeye back, and she
shook her head. "That'll be Christine Newton. Shketgal little tomboy,



always running off from home or school. You didti¢p take her home, my
dear, it was very kind of you. | don't suppose waiched heractually going
in the house, did you ?"

"Well, no," Beth admitted. "But | thought -"

"Hmm, she probably waited till you were out of gighnd scampered off
again.”

Beth sighed. So much for her good deed, and a dasté hour!

"Never mind," Mrs. Thornburn must have heard thghsfor she patted
Beth's arm reassuringly. "She always finds her tvame. If you see her
again up at the house, tell me. I'll have a wortth\uer."

And the subject was left at that.

Beth was busy the rest of the day, until four @kjovhen David Benedict
came into the library as she typed away. Nearlge@aend of a page, she was
conscious of him standing by the door, but sheslfiad it before she looked
up, unrolling the paper and separating the carlaenshe said: "Did you
want something, Mr. Benedict?"

"Yes. Finish now. Can you be ready in half an hdur?

She stood up, straightening the papers. "Yes, ofseo And thank you for
offering me a lift to London. It's very kind of ydu

He inclined his head slightly, a dry smile at hisuth. "A pleasure, Miss
Kendrick."

And with that he went back into his den. Beth peesker Hps together
tightly. He looked as if it was anything but a @eee, and she would
certainly have preferred to go by train. Her onghslconsolation was that
she was saving the fare.

Exactly half an hour later she was standing onftbit steps, taking her
leave of Mrs. Thornburn, while David went for ther.c



She regarded Beth curiously, head tilted sliglttlgrie side as she asked her:
"Well now, Beth, your first week is over. And dowthink you'll like your
new job?"

"Of course. And thank you for everything." But itsj Beth wondered.
Impulsively she bent and kissed the old lady's kieid cheek, and was
startled to see her eyes fill with tears. "Oh, Misornburn, I'm sorry," she
faltered, as she heard the car roaring up frong#nage.

The old lady blinked her eyes rapidly. "Sorry? #whiat? That was the nicest
thing you could have done. Off you go, and havafa @urney." She turned
to David, who had come up the steps. "Don't drocefast, dear, you know
how | worry."

"l won't, so stop fretting," he bent to kiss heeek, and it struck Beth again,
this contrast in his behaviour to his aunt anddrsélf. Still, it was none of

her business, and at least he didn't make hisfaehtinwanted. He seemed
to have a genuine affection for her. They went ddia steps, and his
fingers touched Beth's briefly as he took the wadlkease from her. "Get in.

I'll put this on the back seat," he said.

A minute later, they were off in the super new noarXJ 6. Beth hadn't
known what they would be going in, never havingnsée car. Since
Monday he had not been out in it. She looked atduwertly as they slowed
down for the gates, and on an impulse, to dispetdther tight atmosphere
that existed, said: "l nearly had an accident hieisemorning. A little girl
ran across in front of the car, just inside theegehe saw him frown, then
he looked at the road before driving swiftly out.

"l imagine it was that little menace from the wijig Christine Newton."

"Yes, it was. Your aunt told me about her. Does @iten come this way,
then?"

Changing gear, he accelerated, and the powerflgapt smoothly forward,

almost taking her breath away. There was silenca few moments, then
he answered: "She haunts the grounds. It's a wogmmilehaven't seen her
before now."



"That was the first time. When | asked her if ghed at Benedict House -1
thought she might be one of the gardener's childsdre sounded as if the
idea was -" Beth stopped, realising that it woulte' very tactful to repeat
her words, and then heard him laugh.

"She sounded as if the idea was appalling? It'sigtit, you don't need to
spare my feelings, Miss Kendrick."

So infuriating was the cynicism in his tone that blad to bite back the retort
that came to her lips. Instead she looked outeftindows at the roadside,
hedges and stone walls, and hills receding graylthé background. She
decided not to speak again, unless he spoke Airgt.so for the next half

hour they drove in silence. Then he put the radip and she listened
indifferently to a mish-mash of pop, interspersathvrenetic chat from a

D.J. At least, she reflected wryly, it was bettert listening to him.

It grew darker outside as they drove swiftly alaghg motorway. Nothing
overtook them and they sped smoothly past all therosehicles as if they
were crawling. It was with surprise that Beth sdwve theedle on the
speedometer hovering round eighty. Alan had alvwhigen fast, and she
had never liked it. Yet now she was perfectly calavid Benedict was a
good and skilful driver, the car was warm and catafde. She sat back
against the well padded seat, and thought aboutdweiife. What a lot she
had to tell Mum, and Judith

"We're here, Miss Kendrick." Beth's arm was beihgken, not ungently,
and she opened her eyes. What on earth was goihg on

"Take it easy," a lazy voice came from beside had she turned to see
David Benedict sitting beside her, a look of amusehon his face, one arm
resting lightly on the steering wheel as he watchedface. She looked
outside the car. They were parked in a streetwhatvery familiar.

"Have | been asleep?"” Beth asked foolishly.

"For about two hours, yes. And now we're near yame - | think, and as
I'm now slightly lost, | had to wake you."



"But -" she was almost too stunned to speak, "ligfd you'd drop me off at
a tube station. | only live a few roads away." &ieconfused. Why had he
done this ? Surely he should have been only tod tglget rid of her? And
yet, judging by where they were, he must have gamsiderably out of his
way.

He switched on the engine. "Which way?" he saidiaty.

"First left, then third on the right. | live halfay down the road. It's very
kind of you to bring me this far. | didn't expett -

"l always do the unexpected," he answered quiatlg,they drove on. A few
minutes later they were outside Beth's small sestached home.

"Thank you," she turned to him. "Would you likedome in for a cup of
coffee?"

He shook his head. "No, thanks. I'm meeting somedrien.” He reached
over to the back seat, and handed Beth her bag.

"I'll see you on Monday morning," she said. "Gooelbyir. Benedict, and
thank you again for the ride. It was very kind ofiy’

"I'm going back to Derbyshire Sunday tea-time."|é#ned forward to open
her door, and for a moment their bodies toucheth Bmelt the faint, woody
tang of after-shave, then he moved back, and skeouteof the car. As she
bent to shut the door, he added: "Be ready fordlglnck Sunday. Goodbye,
Miss Kendrick." She was left standing on the pavwaimeatching his tail
lights vanish down the road. He had not given herchance to reply, to say
no. She shivered slightly in the cold air, and &omoment the question
teased her, did she want to refuse?

They talked until past midnight. Both her mothed audith were equally
fascinated by the fact that David Benedict wrote tédevision. But they
wanted details of the house and grounds as weth ®é& them about Mrs.
Macdonald and Anne, and George and Arthur and thiees, and of the



orders delivered from the best shops in Buxton, kaendry, Mrs.
Thornburn's own hairdresser who came once a weed ber beautiful grey
hair, everything she could remember, until her megled with the effort.

Judith yawned sleepily and tucked her legs morelyiunder her.

"Oh," she wailed. "Just thinktwo whole days before | can tell the girls! I'll
burst before Monday, honestly." She sighed deefind didn't he say
anything about Jon Craig - mean Sean O'Donnell?"

Beth shook her head firmly, catching the quick snffom their mother.
"Nary a word. In fact he doesn't even watch thgmamme."

"Funny man!" Judith opened her eyes wide in dighhell'What'she like,
anyway? Is he gorgeous and dreamy, or short afit fat

"Yes, go on, dear," her mother added. "What is B&anedict like? You let
him bring you all the way home, and never even éslkea in - what must he
have thought?" She shook her head.

"l did ask him in, but he was in a hurry to get swhere. And he's - well -"
Beth stopped, lost for words. How could she desdnim? Every inch of his
face was imprinted on her mind, yet she couldrt'itpaoto words. Suddenly,
she didn't want to. She shrugged and said casu@ly; well, he's tall,
dark-haired. Quite good-looking in a ruthless sdrvay, | suppose -"

"Ruthless," sighed Judith. "Mmm, delicious," sheseld her eyes. "I can just
see him - has he fallen for you?"

Beth burst out laughing. "Him? No! He's barely tigime. | don't think he's
interested in women - or anything except writing $pends all his time in
his study, doesn't even eat with us, and most siigh's typing away into the
small hours."

"And why's he come to London?" Judith leaned fodyases shining. "I bet
he's got a beautiful mistress tucked away in aflat



"Judith, really!" their mother interrupted, a lookshocked amusement on
her face. Beth let them argue the point, in herd'sieye seeing him again,
just before he had dropped her off. He could begyto a woman. She had
told them she didn't think that he was interestethem, but in her heart
Beth didn't believe it to be true. There was araafrtremendous virility
about the man, a sexual appeal - and Beth knewthorgesuddenly that she
had been trying to ignore all the week. She tooeeasing under the spell of
that magnetism. If she wasn't careful, she migid fierself falling for him.
And that would never do, for it was bad enough wagkor him as it was.

Beth had run away from one bruised heart, she bageé that it didn't
happen again. For if Alan's world and hers wer@rnmgatible, how much
more was this one. David Benedict had been bowetdth, he walked and
talked with all the authority that only years okeeding, and money, can
bring. And he didn't like her. She had been forapdn him, and he, not
unnaturally, resented it, even though he was comndgind her work
satisfactory. But there was something more, somgthshe didn't
understand. It was as if he wanted to hurt her.Halgdedone nothing to him.
Occasionally, during the week, she had wonderdteiftemembered her
from the cottage, but even if he had, what oftit®ds none of his business,
and even if he thought the worst about the vigitwlould hardly let it affect
a working relationship. No, Beth decided, she wawder know why he
had taken such a dislike to her. She would jusehawaccept it. Yet it made
it so much more difficult to understand why he hadught her all the way
home, when he didn't have to.

The two days passed all too quickly. At quartefivie on Sunday, Beth was
ready, determined not to keep him waiting a sedonder than necessary.
When he rang, she would go straight out. She wéseilbathroom at ten to
five when the bell rang, and when she ran dowrsstaiwas to hear voices
from the living room. She hesitated a moment oetiieé door, praying that
Judith wasn't asking him questions about Jon Clyg.if only he hadn't

come early! She pushed open the door and went én. rhbther, Beth

noticed in one quick glance, was looking quite liled and pretty. She was
sitting on the settee, smoothing her hair back Wiittering fingers as she
looked up at him standing on the fireside rug, ljmghis car keys. Judith
stood behind her mother, for once tongue-tied. imb&@&nt impression Beth
had was of overwhelming charm. For some unknowrsama David

Benedict had set himself out to captivate her mo#mel sister - and was



succeeding. Both were mesmerised. Neither sawsher;might not have
been there. It was David himself who broke the Isgéé stopped in
mid-sentence and looked at Beth.

"Hello," he said.

Her mother came back to earth, and stood up. "Theveare, love. Mr.
Benedict was just telling us about some troublehae@ on the way here.
Fancy, a demonstration - and in this weather to@ you sure you won't
have a coffee before you go?"

He looked at his watch, his expression regretfld.lbve to, Mrs. Kendrick,
but | think we'd better set off now." He turnecdB®eth. "If you're ready?"

"Yes." She hugged her mother, and then Judithyé&,'Barlings. I'll try and
come in a fortnight."

"Will you?" Judith's eyes shone as she turned teida'Will you be
bringing her if she does?" Beth could cheerfullyénatrangled her!

He smiled. "l really don't know. Why?"

Judith bit her lip as if shocked at her own tenyeriBecause if you do,
would you - could yopleasetry and get Sean O'Donnell's photo for me?"
She burst the words out in a rush.

"Oh, I see. I'll try." He laughed, deeply, with asement, a sound perfectly
in keeping with the rest of him, and Beth's motg&anced at her and

nodded. Beth knew that look. She found him faseigatyes, Beth thought

wryly, you would. Anybody would, the way he had béehaving just now.

But she didn't have to work for him. Then she waedé the other side, one
that puzzled Beth more than ever.

The journey back to Derbyshire was a little pleésaBeth assumed that he
had spent a good weekend, and was feeling suffigigpod-humoured to
forget to be sarcastic.



When they were nearly there, she said: "I hopewonit take any notice of
Judith. She's only young, and they get these csushéelevision stars."

He nodded. "I don't mind. I'll be dictating a fegtters tomorrow. Remind
me to send one to the studios, and I'll get thesetal a photo direct to your
sister.”

"Thank you. It's very kind of you."
"Is it? | occasionally do these things - makes eed lmore human.”

For once Beth wasn't annoyed. Perhaps, she thosigatwas becoming
immune to him. She watched him driving, the longatde fingers firmly on

the wheel, grey eyes ahead, his back straight,phadile strong and

handsome. And she wondered again that a man suble abould have
chosen the life he had, the lonely life of a writaore, one who turned out
the sort of things his own fond aunt couldn't watobr he himself.

A strange car was parked at the front of the hassthey drove up.

"Hell and damnation."” Although the words were saién undertone, very
low, Beth heard them perfectly, and turned a stdrthce towards him.

He stopped behind the large Mercedes, and lookéerat"'Did | offend
your sensibilities? If so, | apologise.”

Beth felt herself flush as the cynicism in his wartlyou surprised me, that's
all," she answered. "l wasn't sure if I'd heardhtity

"You did. Hop out, Miss Kendrick. I'll put the caway. The Mercedes
belongs to my Aunt Rose, Giles' mother." So sayhmgpushed the door
open, gave Beth her bag, and she watched him ¢overyy mixed feelings.
Surely his Aunt Rose hadn't brought forth such mmrment? With some
trepidation, Beth went in.



The woman who sat with Mrs. Thornburn wasn't dikét Giles. She turned
her head round as Beth went in and she heard Msnburn say: "Here she
is, Rose. My new secretary, Miss Kendrick. Beth, sister-in-law, Mrs.
Benedict."

Cold blue eyes raked Beth up and down as the bjamaeaculately dressed
woman took her hand briefly and limply.

"How d'you do?" She spoke coolly, and made Bethdsd she had made a
faux pasin shaking hands. She turned again to the oldemamy her
high-bridged nose quivering faintly, as if at a sadell. Her mouth was
small, but even though she barely moved her lipsnnghe spoke, her voice
had a clear, carrying quality.

"Better than the last one, Lavinia. | never couldlerstand why you had
such a plain, horsey-faced gel working for you.'trBeghtened her lips.
This woman was talking about her as if she wabe'itet Mrs. Thornburn
said quickly: "Ring the bell, Beth. We'll have cedf | think."

Beth did so, then sat down, at her employer's atain, beside her on the
settee. Rose Benedict looked at her, then operrdzhlyeand took out a gold
cigarette case. She didn't offer either of them bneé lit her own cigarette,
then fixed Beth with a cold look.

"Would you be so kind as to bring me an ashtrayssvir?"

"Certainly." Beth went and brought one back from ¢ither end of the large
room, and put it on a small needlepoint table ekt

"Thank you." She smiled, but it didn't quite re&ehn eyes. Anne Macdonald
came in, and was asked to bring coffee. Even beloeeclosed the door on
her way out, Mrs. Benedict's voice rang out.

"Good heavens, ishestill here?"

"You mean Anne? Why, yes. Were you expecting heletwe?" Mrs.
Thornburn's tone was mild, but Beth sensed heryamnue.



"I thought she'd have got herself married to soowall farmer's boy by
now," Rose Benedict replied, unabashed. "After ik is nearly twenty,
and what else is there for her?"

"Perhaps she prefers to wait until she meets gig man," Mrs. Thornburn
replied quietly. Then, as Anne came in again withag: "Thank you, dear.
Put it down there, Miss Kendrick will pour."

"Yes, madame." Anne spoke and moved, quietly. She tall, like her
mother, but not shy. Instead it seemed as if shd &aa air of
self-containment, an inner confidence that woult b@shaken. Beth saw
her glance at Mrs. Benedict as she went out, justlys but she noted the
flash of dislike. Beth didn't wonder at it.

Even as the door shut after her, Mrs. Benedict, spide loudly: "Well,
Giles seems to have found himself a girl-frienthat."

"Really?" queried Mrs. Thornburn. "Do we know her?"

"Possibly. Colonel Brandrick's daughter Kate. Aengirl, rather quiet. He
tells me he's going to a party there next weekukdtope he'll settle down at
last." She had freckles on the bridge of her n&sth watched them in
fascination as Mrs. Benedict spoke in her highefiwoice. She would look
quite attractive if only she hadn't such a petuéamiression. It was clear that
Giles took after his father. Beth didn't like theman, and the sooner she
could leave, the better. She had brought sevemdrpacks with her, and
wanted to start one. She wondered where David avesknew now exactly
why he had sworn as he had. With his aunt like 8eth would keep out of
the way, too.

When she eventually made her excuses and left,l&sttd the rhythmic-tap
of the typewriter from the study, and smiled toda#ft David Benedict
possessed a cast-iron excuse for getting out oivéye

She went up to bed tired, and only managed twogafja book before she
fell asleep.



Something happened a few days later that in aesulaty changed Beth's life
at Benedict House.

It was in the afternoon. Anne brought a letterronf Beth's home with the
cup of tea. She opened it, and another, foldedlepgédell to the floor. She
picked it up, her heart beating faster as she daw#\familiar writing. With
trepidation, she read the brief covering note fitwen mother, and then sat
there, the tea growing cold beside her as she tbakéhe envelope with its
elegant scrawl. So he was back, and he knew Bethrima away. What
would he say?

She suddenly found, to her horror, that she didatit to know. Biting her
lip, she slit the envelope with a paper knife, aedan to read. It was brief,
and in Alan's way, quite to the point.

"Beth dear," he wrote, and she could almost see diitimg at his table,
biting his pen as he searched for words. "I got&dwo days ago and was
told by my dear papa that you'd upped and leftithe | was so stunned that
| couldn't think straight. If you left because bét silly misunderstanding at
the cottage, then | must beg your forgiveness,ldn't in all honesty
believe you'd do that. There must be some othesoreeSo okay, I'm not
perfect. Who is? But I'm hurt that you could haef Without a word. Could
we meet and have a drink some evening? Please wrifghone me, any
time. Yours, as ever, Alan."

That was it. Beth looked up, unseeing, her hedd within her. If ever she
had wondered about the Tightness of what she had,dthe didn't any
more. Seeing his words, reading between the lwas,an experience. He
had never really cared, at all. She was just theetbat got away, and his
pride, not his heart, had been wounded.

Beth pushed the letter in her bag. She must ansvwaerd "soon . . .

She shivered, and put a new sheet of paper inyffeniter. Better do it
now, while his words were fresh in her mind. Hettitaat first, she began
her answer, then quicker, as the words tumbledIbutas easy, so much
easier than she'd thought to tell him that the wedlat the cottage had been



a minor incident - but one that had made her redlist how far apart were
their worlds.

Beth found herself phrasing it kindly, almost aslie didn't wish to hurt
him, as indeed she didn't. To her surprise, alébiess was gone. She had
only a kind of pity for him, and there was no tra¢¢he love she thought she
had once cherished for him. As she finished thersgpage, she heard the
faint sound of the door handle turning, and patiicien, pushed the two
sheets in the middle of the script she was typing.

It wasn't until night time that Beth remembered] ahe sat bolt upright in
bed, a cold wave of dismay sweeping over her asesdised what she had
done. How could she have forgotten the letter?s¥iethad, and it was still
downstairs in the office, and at any minute it ywassible for David to go
and take the sheets of script, to check througmihghat she had written
was intensely personal, for no one except Alare&alr

Beth scrambled out of bed and pulled on her bluemyousecoat and
slippers. And as she crept down the silent sthiegssayed that he would be
too busy to hear her. She held tightly to the ldanias the mellow notes of
the grandfather clock in the hall boomed twelvepribtvided a welcome
cover as she ran across the hard tiled hall flmad, opened the library door.
All she had to do now was take.... Beth staredshalief at the desk as she
switched the light on. The pages of the script vgenee.

"Oh, no!" she must have spoken aloud, for everhastsrned back to the
door, ready to switch off the light, she heard [@&viexclamation, and
whirled round again to see him standing in the d@gr from his study,
frowning.

Beth instinctively pulled her housecoat closer d@bwar. "I came down for
something -" she began, and stopped as he movedd®wee desk.

"A letter?" he gave her a level glance as he lenpen the top drawer.

"Yes," she answered slowly. There was somethinidisng in his voice,
some note of chilling reproof that came acrossrijlea



He opened the drawer and carefully lifted out twe sheets of paper.
Putting them on the desk as she slowly moved neheesaid: "l took the
script back about an hour ago. | found these,fihger flicked them lightly,
almost contemptuously, "- in the middle. So | pfhérh in the drawer, as |
imagined you'd be looking for them in the morninglé straightened up
slowly, and watched Beth walk the last few feetit® desk. Her heart was
beating erratically. There was something that tegled her about him, but
she didn't know what it was. Had he read what siveilen to Alan? It
would be an almost irresistible temptation to npesiple, and yet...

"No," he spoke softly, but his words were as haadeampered steel, and
Beth flinched, for it seemed as if he read her ¢fins.

"No, | didn't read your letter. | was brought upt @ read other people's
correspondence, and so far have kept to that précep

"l didn't think -" she began.

"No? Then why sneak down like a thief in the night®ould have waited
until morning." Icily he interrupted, and Beth wandd what she had done
to so rouse his anger. She was at a distinct disadge, dressed as she was,
and feeling uncomfortable. So much so, that aswsdre to take the letter
from the desk, her slipper caught in the thick earand she stumbled. Even
as she felt herself falling, Beth was caught anid.hié was only for a
moment, a heart-stopping instant in time, but iat tnoment something
happened. As she breathlessly said: "Thank youd"rnaoved herself free,
she saw his face. His eyes were suddenly dark lzaudbsved, his mouth....
Beth wanted, absurdly, to kiss him, and horrifiethved away, utterly
confused. Snatching up the letter, she stammeifed:I'th sorry if | -I
disturbed you," and fled.

The memory of that incident stayed with her. Evéierashe had put the
letter away, unable to read it again, she remendderey he had looked, the
way he had held her. With any other man, she woaleé sworn he had been
about to kiss her - but it was too absurd for woidsat was the last thing
David Benedict had in mind.



Beth's whole being was still in turmoil, for sheeknsomething she could no
longer deny. She loved David Benedict. It was heggl stupid, but heaven
help her, she could no longer ignore it. How calld go on working with a
man so cold, so hostile? Yet she must. She hadway once. Some time,
the running had to stop. And that was now.



CHAPTER FOUR

Thus began a new phase in Beth's life at Benedciskl. As the days, and
then weeks, passed, she grew to accept the sityati@n derive some
humour from it. Ironic that she should find hersetirking for a man she
had first seen on that disastrous weekend. Thahaould have been the
expression she had seen - or imagined - on his faaehad triggered the
final parting with Alan.

She was now working four days a week for him, ame, officially, for Mrs.
Thornburn. She went home on alternate weekendsw@kesaving more
money than she had ever been able to before, argteing would have
been perfect, except for one thing.

Occasionally David drove her up to London. Judittought he was

wonderful, especially since he had arranged fon&&Bonnell to write her

a short letter with the photograph. It had done dews for her popularity at
school, and she kept saying Beth was an idiot a@ee how marvellous
David was. Little did she know! Under the calm exteshe presented to the
world, Beth's heart cried out for him. She wasawel, deeply, for the first

time in her life. That was what those few magic neots in the library had

done for her. For him, they might have had an elytiopposite effect. His

eyes, whenever they met hers, were impersonal alldd $he was in love

with a man who was barely aware of her existenceg@ as a secretary.

It was the week before Christmas. Beth went in®library to begin her
morning's work, and as she looked towards the windae first snowflakes
of the winter began to fall. Putting down her b&g svent across to the
window and looked out. The soft white flakes ddfigently downwards to
rest on the gravel path and grass. Starlings wadlkedittle old men across
the lawn, looking in vain for worms, and in thetdisce the trees were grey
and pale.

It was so quiet and peaceful, and there was a &irmkauty about it. Any
snow that fell in the city was soon churned intovimn slush. Yet here it
would stay and cover the countryside with a blarfethite. Beth sighed,



touched by the beauty of it all, wishing her mothed Judith could come
and see it. But they were nearly two hundred naleay, and in a few days
she would be going home to them for Christmas.a&lyel ondon seemed a
lifetime away. Benedict House was like a seconddname Beth loved. Yet
she should not even think it, she knew. It washeothome, never would be.
There was something, a deep-rooted atmospherelrafarad content that
was timeless, and which had already soaked intbtees. Mrs. Thornburn
was a wonderful person, Beth got on well with Mv&acdonald, and fairly
well with Anne, who was difficult to know. She wé&sanfriendly, merely
withdrawn. Beth felt sure that Giles had a lot dovdth it. From little things
said - and left unsaid, on his frequent visits, lsaeé begun to think that he
and Anne were attracted to each other. And yetdsesuill his flirtatious self
with Beth. He made it difficult for her with Davidshe did nothing to
encourage him in any way, but it was always theesddavid would manage
to come in at just the wrong moment, and thingsld/eaem vastly different
from what they actually were.

Giles' mother, Rose Benedict, was a bitch. ShentedeBeth and thought
she was-far too well treated for a mere secretaryise her own words,
loudly spoken so that Beth couldn't avoid hearibe also implied that
Beth was keeping well in with Mrs. Thornburn forattshe could get out of
her. It was all cleverly done, and the older, ggntfoman was no match for
her acid- tongued sister-in-law. Perhaps that wag Bavid so resented his
aunt, although her behaviour changed considerablthe rare occasions
that he was with her. She lived with Giles in aui#al small house about a
mile away from Benedict House. Beth had taken NMinarnburn there once,
and been stunned at the elegance and beauty withivas exquisite, a
cameo compared to the ponderous elegance of tiee, dddger house. Yet
Rose Benedict, for all the beauty that surrounded tvas not a happy
woman. The lines of discontent were deeply etchedher face, and
although she idolised Giles, it was an unhealthytbering love, the type
that seeks to possess.

It was a wonder he stayed so unspoilt by it allwées always pleasant and
charming to everybody, and Beth liked him very mugiht that was all. Her
heart was already committed to another--

"Good morning."



"Good morning, Mr. Benedict." Startled, brought lbaabruptly to the
present by his voice, Beth turned to see him standhy her desk, the
inevitable pile of papers in his hand. She feltarwtide of colour rush to
her face as if her thoughts could be revealed. Waatthe trouble - she was
always thinking about him. It was difficult not tfeeling as she did, and
working in close proximity to him for so many hoarslay. He looked very
attractive, dressed casually in brown sweater aatdimng trousers. He was
slim-hipped, but his chest and shoulders were bapadpowerful. Beth had
seen him playing tennis one day with Giles, onaineloor court. He moved
with the easy grace of a panther across the ghasspowerful strokes
sending the ball spinning across the net at aséntspeed. Mrs. Thornburn,
with whom Beth had been walking, had remarked, yTiiee to keep fit,
those boys. Especially David. He says that writehgp inactive, physically,
that he needs the change." She had sighed. "Heabeth Giles more with
the management of the estates, but since you cardeds more writing. He
says it's easier now that you can type it out gititaaway."

It was the first time Mrs. Thornburn ever made r eci remark about her
nephew's opinion of her work. Beth seized his ofywoty. "Do you think
he's got over his first - resentment - at havisgeretary, then?" she asked.

The old lady looked at Beth sharply, an odd expoess her eyes. "What
makes you think he resented you?" she asked.

Beth bit her lip. "I - he made it quite clear. btlght you knew. He told me
he'd only agreed to take me on to please you,'s&mped, aware that she
was sounding remarkably 'sneaky.' "I'm sorry," atiéed. "I shouldn't have
said anything."

"Of course you should!" Mrs. Thornburn snorted, diag her stick on the
ground. "No wonder you looked so unhappy those few days - and |
thought it was my fault, dragging you away from Hon!"

"Oh, no, it wasn't that at all. | - well, it wassjuthat | couldn't seem to do
anything right at first. But now it's different. We got into a good routine,
and | enjoy the work, really | do. Please donltheh what | said.”



Again that odd, appraising look at Beth. "Of couns¢, my dear. So you
enjoy your work? Good. Tell me, what do you thifdoat the scripts? Are
they interesting?" And the conversation graduatlftet to more mundane
matters as they drifted back to the house. The egation came back to
Beth as she began the day's work after reluctaathging away from the
snow, which was fascinating. David had gone batk s study, and she
picked up a pile of manuscript. It really was irditde, the speed at which
he worked.

She sat down and began to type.

By lunch time the snow was thick upon the groumd, then it stopped. Mrs.
Thornburn looked at Beth, her eyes twinkling, asrtise dining table.

"Well, Beth, you think the snow is pretty, no doubt it can be a blessed
nuisance when it traps us for days."

Beth looked at her in surprise, aware that Davidpoe of his rare meals
with them, was watching. "You mean, snowed uprditg?"

She nodded. "Why, yes! We can't venture out of sloahich is why we
always keep a good stock of tinned and frozen faaaky for you it's

stopped now, or | might have had to send you padkir.ondon, before it's
too late."

Beth looked at her, still unsure whether or notwhs joking. Those things
happened in the wild of Scotland, she knew, buimtie heart of England,
surely! David's low, amused voice broke in.

"l assure you it can happen. | was in Buxton twargeago - only twelve

miles away, on my way from Manchester Airport, &iéd to stay there in

an hotel for two days!" He quirked his lips. "Hovegyit's stopped now, so |
shouldn't worry. There's fine weather forecastdeer Christmas. I'll run

you to the station myself. And now, if you'll exeuse, ladies." He stood up
and left the room.

For a few moments there was silence. Then Mrs.fAtbarspoke. "My dear,
if we've at all worried you..."



"No, of course not," Beth reassured her. "Not &t al

"Because | was going to say you could go now, tpdayou wished. I'm
sure David will manage.”

Beth shook her head. "I wouldn't dream of it. Hetipalarly wants me to
finish the latesTroublemakerso that | can take it with me and drop it off at
the studios."”

"Oh, but surely - won't that be out of your way?"
"Well, just a little - but I'm dying to see the p&al'm always writing to."

She laughed. "I know. They're fascinating placed/. Tstudios. A bit
overpowering if you don't know anyone, | should gmme. All those people
dashing about looking frightfully worried and busgnd so important! And
then you suddenly bump into someone in a lift,@ng round a corner, and
it turns out to be someone you see every nightierbbox and they always
look so different in the flesh, somehow - small&He smiled. "David took
me round once, so that was different, and very. iekneweveryone, you
see."

Yes, Beth thought, he would. It was a wonder, Witk looks, that they
hadn't tried to persuade him to go the other sidieeocameras. In a way, she
was looking forward to going to a place he mustkiso well, and to which,
indirectly, she owed her job.

Beth should have been warned by the deathly questwlen she awoke the
following morning. She found out what had happeweédn she went to the
window and looked out. Everywhere was covered ithiek blanket of
white. Even the trees were invisible, with onlyhintstrip of black trunk
occasionally showing, where the snow hadn't cadghtas unbelievable,
incredible, but it had happened. It must have ts@wing all night.



She washed and dressed, then went downstairs. rTlsut@ise David was
sitting in the dining room when she went in. Heostaip. "Good morning,
Beth."

"Good morning, Mr. Benedict." She went to the smball, heart hammering
against her ribs. Why should the unexpected siglhiro always do this?
She caught a glimpse of her face in the mirror abitre sideboard as she
helped herself to bacon and eggs from the wanratg.He now called her
Beth, due to Mrs. Thornburn, horrified at theirrfality. Yet Beth could
never bring herself to call him anything other thisin. Benedict," and he
didn't seem to notice. That was the trouble, ha'tigsbem to notice anything
about her. Yet it wasn't due entirely to indiffecenfor there were times
when she would look round by chance, and surpriselain his eyes that
disturbed her. Almost of dislike, and yet not pitzzled her. She glanced
across at his reflection and at that moment heddalp, and their eyes met
through the glass. For a second their glances tbekel held, then Beth
moved away from the mirror and put her plate ont#ite. Tension filled
the room like an electric current, and to dispshi¢ said quickly: "It looks as
if it's been snowing all night."

"Yes. That's why I'm here now. I'm going to try aget you to the station
before it gets any worse."

"But the script. | haven't quite finished -"

"That will have to be left. If you don't go this mming, it'll undoubtedly
snow again, and then it could be days before amgthets moving."”

And he wanted to be sure she was out of the wagréd&thristmas, Beth
thought, as she started eating. On Christmas Evanldehis aunt were
visiting Giles' mother.

If she didn't manage to make it home, and Beth enigd desperately,
wanted to go, then there would be the embarrassofetfiem having to
invite her to Giles' - she knew Mrs. Thornburn wabul want her to be at
home on her own, even though Mrs. Macdonald andeAmould surely be
there.



She stood up suddenly, and pushed her plate aakgrhpty. He looked up
from his coffee. "What's the matter?"

"Nothing. I'll go up and get my things ready."

"Right,"” he looked levelly at her. "Put your warrhesat on, and gloves. I'll
have a spare pair §¥ellingtons ready."

"Wellingtons?" Beth repeated, her hand on the détirat did he mean?

"We'll be walking to the station," he said drily.cbuldn't even drive the car
out of the garage today."

"Then - why - argyouwalking with me ?"

"l certainly can't let you struggle through the wralone, can 1? You might
get lost." A slight quirk of his mouth seemed toplgnthat that was very
likely.

"It's very good of you," she said hesitantly. Befoe could answer, the door
was pushed, and Beth moved to one side to let Mrstnburn come in.

"There you are, dear," she greeted Beth. "l imaBiaed has told you about
leaving. But you're to come back if there's anfidifty - the trains might
get through, we don't know."

"Couldn't you phone the station?" Beth asked. Hartwas sinking rapidly
every minute, and as David came "found the tableitothem, she could
almost feel the impatience emanating from him.

He said: "I tried, but can't get a reply. They'rel@bly not answering - that
often happens in this weather."

"Oh." In spite of, or perhaps because of, the btrsinking feeling inside,
Beth persisted: "But if you phone Buxton or Derlperhaps they'll be able
to tell you?"



He smiled grimly. "The main lines will be all rigliBut Appledore is only on
a branch line, an unimportant one that meandeasitjir Derbyshire. They
probably wouldn't know, or care. No, there's ontg evay to find out.” He
looked at his watch, the impatience scarcely cdededl'll go and get my
coat and th&Vellingtons. | suggest you put your shoes in yag dnd come
down barefoot.” And with that, he went out.

Beth turned to Mrs. Thornburn and tried to smilel thuch rather go on my
own," she told her employer. "It's dragging Mr. Bditt away from work."

"Nonsense," she squeezed Beth's arm. "It will do dppod. Besides, I'm not
having you trying to find your way alone. David kve®a short cut that takes
a lot off the road. You'll be there in less tharhanr.”

Less than an hour! It would seem a lifetime witmhBeth could imagine
his face when - if - they arrived at the stationdd&ow much worse it would
be if they had to turn back!

"Now off you go and get ready,” Mrs. Thornburn neddbrightly, "and
don't forget, if you can't make it, you'll havecaely Christmas here. We'll
try and make up for it not being home."

"Oh, Mrs. Thornburn, you're wonderful!" Beth said.

"Nonsense. Away with you, Beth." But she smiledladl same.

Beth thought they wouldn't even get down the drig,they did. The snow
was four feet deep, soft and powdery, and so ditfio walk through that
by the time she saw the tall stone posts she whaausked, her legs
trembling with the effort of pushing through theldzoclinging mass that
looked so beautiful and delicate. David looked hd#eep your fingers
crossed," he said. "The road might just be beifeafiyone's managed to get
through.” And with these rather menacing wordstuneed and pressed on.

If it was hard for her, it must be twice as badtion, leading the way, Beth
reflected, watching the broad back a few feet amfrof her. What was he



thinking? She knew he resented having to takehteehad made that quite
clear. He was dressed in a dark blue anorak, thiekd trousers tucked into
heavy Wellingtons, and he looked a forceful figptshing a way through
the snow, treading firmly, using his hands to swedpflurries of it aside as
he went. Beth carried his small weekend case; sttva least she could do.

"Right, we'll try the road for a while, then takeetshort cut, if we can find
it." David's voice broke into her thoughts. She ietiately agreed.
Everything was so quiet that their voices soundaaaturally loud in the
stillness. Nothing moved, except high in the skyerve the birds circled
ceaselessly, knowing that there would be no foodhenground for them.
Mrs. Thornburn always put bread outside the dimogm window each
morning, and the regulars waited eagerly. Betheddser eyes, wishing she
could go back and smooth away the snow from a paftgnass, enough to
enable the birds to feed. This too was somethirg dfared, with her
employer, a pity for all helpless creatures. Béihking that he didn't look
as if he would ever be sorry for anyone. How dédfdrthey were, and how
true that people are blind to their loved oneslt$auMrs. Thornburn
considered David to be kind and wonderful. Bethvkagferently. He was
hard, so very hard.

The road was a little easier than the drive hadt b®emeone had passed by,
and a thin, unsteady path had been cut througérnitve. They set off a little
quicker, David still in front, and went for whateseed like ten miles, but
was probably only one, through the anonymous whgen

"Right, this way." He suddenly branched away frowitt little beaten track,
and began feeling along the snowy mound that weaw#il. "I'm looking for
the damned stile. It's buried - ah, yes." He heltlam impatient hand, and
Beth hurriedly scrambled through the narrow gapwids doing his best. He
had a right to be annoyed with her. He would haenlwell through a script
now, if she hadn't needed an escort. She was ndggtte sudden, guilty
feeling that perhaps she should have bought hirhrestthas gift. She had
asked Mrs. Thornburn, a week or so previously, simelhad assured Beth
that he hated presents of any kind, although steswee Mrs. Macdonald
and Anne would be pleased at the thought. Beth tailgm all presents,
and left them wrapped in her bedroom with a noteere& Anne would find
them when she went up. And now it seemed meanvi® leé& him out. Even



if she had only bought him a small bottle of Bmuhich would have been
highly appropriate. The thought made her gigglstesmanoeuvred herself
through the narrow incline the other side of thie st

"All right?" he queried, eyebrow raised in a pudaleay. For a moment they
stood quite still, and his hand was under her &w®th was overwhelmed by
a wave of longing, a desire to have him kiss hée-Bulled her arm away
quickly. "Yes, thank you," she said, breathlesblg.looked at her oddly for
a moment, his grey eyes resting on her face witis@ncerting expression
in them. His glance was always like that, direct bard, almost as if he read
her thoughts. It was absurd, of course. How coud® hHe was no
clairvoyant, and yet the feeling persisted. Betbeepinkness in her cheeks
betrayed her, Beth turned away, looking round agoidering where they
were.

"Which way now?" she asked, as calmly as possible.

"Just follow me." He struck off in a faintly upwadirection, and Beth, not
daring to pause, followed him as best she could.

Perhaps they would just go on for ever, strugglimgpugh the snow. It
certainly felt like it. The cold air pricked her e#ks with its invisible
needles, and every breath came out as a cloudeaifnsthat vanished in
seconds. Yet it was exhilarating, Beth discoveoedetr pleasant surprise as
she took a deeper breath. Maybe she was gettingtase but the day took
on a different atmosphere at that moment, and asiarned and paused,
she felt a fluttering sensation in her stomach.w#s higher than Beth,
clearly, starkly outlined against the pure whitg,sk striking-looking man,
and one whom she dreamed about so often and sdlyifiat she knew
every inch of that lean handsome face.

"Give me your case," he said, holding out his arm.

She walked up to him. "It's all right,” she ansvder&'ou have enough to
do."



"Not now," he pointed ahead of him. They stoochatdrest of the rise, and
down below in the distance, a cluster of toy hougesd against the snow,
stood the village, and beyond it the station.

Beth gasped at the sheer beauty of it, so still pedect, a miniature,
remote, somehow untouched.

"But there's nothing moving," she said. "l can& aesoul!"

He grinned. "No. You will when we get nearer. ThHegll be busy
shovelling snow off their front doorsteps. Come'on.

Beth didn't know how it happened. All she rememdbevas that she started
to follow him down the hill, and it was easier ggirsomething distracted
her attention, a bird, moving from a nearby trew shaking a profusion of
snow as it went, and she moved her head to lodk &hen, as she turned
back, she must have put her foot down a rabbit. I#ie lurched forward
with a cry and pitched straight to the left, tonsatte steep hillside below.
The snow stopped her, but even so she tumbledadeyands. Beth heard
him shout, and the next second David was runnimgtds where she lay
wet and uncomfortable, partly under four feet ajvan

"My God! What happened?" She noticed, absurdly,neabove the
agonising pain in her left foot, that his face wadste.

"l twisted my foot, | think," she managed to saghfing tears of pain. To
have come this far, and for this to happen! Butome thing she was
determined. She would not, under any circumstargs,

"Up now, carefully.” With surprising gentlenessghéled her up, and back
on to the rough path. Then he looked down at newrfing slightly. "How
did it happen?”

"I don't know." Beth shook, her head helplesslinlkhg quickly.

"Are you badly hurt?"

"Only my ankle."



The smothered oath was barely audible. He kneltnddWhich one? Il
have a look."

"The left." She looked down, gritting her teeth @a® not to wince as he
quickly eased the greyellington off. He gave a little whistle. "Wow! I'd
better get it back omefore theswelling starts.”

"Is it - is it awful?" Beth asked faintly.

"Well, you've certainly done something to it. | viotouch it. Come on.
We'll get to the village, it's not far.”

He helped her along by putting his right arm robedwaist, and lifting her
left arm to go over his shoulder. Putting her babis left hand, they set off.

"Listen,” Beth gasped. "If the trains are runnifigbe all right, really. | can
get a taxi home from Euston."”

Their progress was slow and awkward, as they natgotithe steep snowy
path, and he didn't reply for a moment. Then hd:s@on't be silly. It's
quite out of the question now."

"But -" she began.

"Don't argue,” he gave a sigh. "Look, can you imaghunt Lavinia's face if
| told her you'd sprained your ankle, but got ttaent okay, and you'll get a
taxi from Euston - oh, brother!"

"You don't need to tell her,” Beth said, in a qugye&oice. It was no use.
She was trying to be sensible - and he was makangdel stupid - and
somehow unwanted. He intended taking her back teed@iet House, and
she would spend Christmas there, and she suddeimy want to. His face
was set and grim, she saw, as she stole a sideglayse. Oh yes, he
disliked her all right. He made that clear in sognaountless ways, and she
couldn't fight it, because there was nothing talegito fight, just an
atmosphere, a tension barely concealed, and shedadh a regard for his
aunt to think of leaving. She had left a place dnefore, trying to forget a
man she had imagined herself in love with. Bethtbddarn to grow up, and



accept things. Perhaps one day soon she would®é&dhugh at herself for
her absurd feelings now. She was working for himat tvas all it was, the
proximity, the irresistible challenge of a man whasn't interested....

"Does it hurt much?" His voice was almost hardte & stranger's.

Beth shook her head silently. She had just putéfefoot down, without

thinking, only for a second, and the pain had miaelegasp. If only he
wasn't so near, holding her so closely - and s@msgnally. His arms were
like bands of steel, and under the shoulder thatcsimg to, she could feel
hard muscle and bone.

"Nearly there," he said, as they came slowly, syadwn, and reached road
level. "I'll take you to the doctor's, let him haadook, and then we'll see."”

"We'll see.”" The words had an ominous ring, alnasst he had changed his
mind. Perhaps he would let her get the train aflier the pain was so bad
that she no longer cared. All Beth wanted to do siadown and take the
weight off it.

One or two people waved to him as they passeddtiages. He was right.
Most of them were sweeping up snow from their paiti, those that weren't
were standing watching the others.

"Here we are." He pushed open a creaky green gdtthay went slowly up
a snow-free path to a stone bungalow with a widepsmelled door. There
was a short silence after the sharp buzz of the theh an elderly woman
opened the door and stood looking crossly at them-

"Surgery's round the back, you know that -" thenfaee broke into a smile.
"Why, Mister David, | didn't see - here, come ondon't be standing there
in the cold.”

"Hello, Mrs. Longden, sorry to come in the wrongywlut as you can see,
we're in a bit of trouble. This is Beth Kendrickydt Lavinia's secretary."”

"How do, miss," the old woman looked her up and mdmoughtfully, then
hustled them into the kitchen. "Here, sit you dowih,tell Doctor in a



moment. He'll not mind, seeing as it's you. Besitlesre's just the regulars
at the moment, and they only come in for a gossghé gave a sniff.
"Nothing wrong with them that a good day's work Vdott cure, eh, me
dear?" Again the thoughtful look at her, but witsraile tacked on at the
end, to which Beth hastily responded.

Mrs. Longden was cooking lunch. She moved slowiyrfrtable to oven,
with a pudding basin full of something that looketeresting, then after
satisfying herself that the heat was just rightpiat.

She was back a few moments later, popping her feead the door like a
conspirator. "Come on then, he'll see you now."

With a quick look at Beth, David stood up, and hald his hand.

"Ready?" he said.



CHAPTER FIVE

It was Christmas Eve, and the house was filled wattds, and holly, and a
huge decorated tree in the hall. Beth stood atiltihery window. She had

gone in to pick a few books to read that eveninggnvshe would be alone.
A wash of homesickness and sadness came over bBkee &soked out at the
silent garden smothered in white. Tomorrow, Sundhg,should have been
at home with her own family, enjoying her mothé&lsristmas dinner, and
instead she was here with Mrs. Thornburn and D&im was torn in two,

wanting to be in the safe, familiar place on the dand, yet knowing the
sweet agony of watching the man she loved, ontthero

She turned away, wincing a little at the pain frber ankle. It was firmly
bandaged, and over it she wore an old slipper. Whernburn had lent her a
walking stick, and she managed to get around quedé even though she
felt foolish. It seemed a lot of fuss about nothiyet the doctor, a dour Scot,
had told Beth to rest it as much as possible fmeak. She had no choice,
she reflected, wryly, not with Mrs. Thornburn watahher. She really was a
dear, and Beth's accident seemed to have incréasethtural tendency to
mother her.

It had all been unnecessary too, for the trainewerunning, and most of
the main roads for a radius of ten miles were #ock

Beth heard the faint tap of David's typewriter frme next room; he rarely
stopped working. She had never known anyone like ftiwas difficult to
keep up with the output of scripts from his fertil@in. She knew that in a
few days she would be working flat out to typertsults. And yet she didn't
mind, didn't mind at all. Beth was coming to lovs tvork more than she
had ever dreamed possible, and her biggest tladlldeen only a few nights
previously, when the very first episodeHédppy Familieghat she had ever
typed had been on television. It was strange, kngwvhat was going to
happen, knowing, even before she saw them, theractif each character,
the expression on his face.

Yet she had a faint tingling of uneasiness abowid#le couldn't keep this
up indefinitely, this frantic churning out of matdrday after day non-stop, a
ceaseless, endless pile of work. He would burn délinosit, make himselfill.



Yet who was Beth to tell him? He would laugh at, leerworse, turn on the
icy scorn for her interference. She dared notshetworried just the same,
and she had seen the difference in him even iwdeks she had worked at
Benedict House; the tiny lines of fatigue round éyes, the way he would
run his fingers through his hair, a grim expresswonhis face, and the
number of cigarettes he now smoked, while workidg.wasn't a happy
man. Something was driving him on, something Betlld not even guess
at. All she could do was keep silent, and helghandanly way she knew, by
typing efficiently and well, and taking some of therden from his
shoulders.

She picked two romantic thrillers from the sheleesl went to join Mrs.
Thornburn in the lounge.

Nine o'clock came, and the mellow grandfather chvels striking as Beth
walked slowly to the front door with Mrs. Thornburn

"I do wish you'd change your mind, my dear," shd.s&kose will make you
very welcome, | know."

“I'm sure of it," Beth answered. "But | really deef tired, and my ankle's
very sore - besides, I've got a good book, andelesision.”

She shook her head. "But you'll be alone -"

Beth laughed. "Mrs. Macdonald and Anne are onl@ebrge's house, I've
got the phone number written down, and it's orfgvahundred yards away.
And | have Mrs. Benedict's number, by the phonal thank you for saying
| can ring my mother," she added.

"Of course And don't worry about the time. Be on as long as ljke." Her
employer patted her hand briskly. "I feel very téeapto stay at home with
you, and watch television," she sighed. "But - we€tristmas is traditional,
and this is something we do every year."

"I hope you have a lovely time. Be careful on tbad."



"We will, and it's not far, only about a mile. Bybye, my dear." Mrs.
Thornburn kissed Beth and she watched her go dbevsteps, assisted by
David, who had been waiting by the purring car.

Beth stood on the steps and watched them go doevulrilie, cleared of
snow by George and Arthur, with a snow-plough atftont of one of the
farm tractors. And the road outside was passablega track having been
beaten in it since their vain attempt to reach stetion a few days
previously.

When they were out of sight, Beth shut the doanlffrand walked slowly
back into the lounge, where a roaring fire awalted and beside it a coffee
table with a huge box of chocolates, and her bolbkgas really very cosy
and comfortable, and she settled down after switcbin the television.

She tried not to think about David, but her thosdkept returning, seeing
him in that beautiful little house, sitting talkinglass in hand, drinking and
laughing, exuding that effortless charm that caddlelight and fascinate.
Beth had seen it at work on her mother and Juditidl it had worked on

Beth, too, even though, with her, he hadn't begindgr She glared at the
television. Everyone seemed to be having a mamwelione, waving paper
hats and balloons around at an all-star party. dlobgtt everyone. Except
her. They would all be there, Giles and his mothed, perhaps local friends.
Beth sighed, suddenly quietened by the thoughtwghadn't have enjoyed

herself if she had gone, useless to pretend otkerhey were not her kind,
never would be. Giles was friendly enough, thers n@atrace of snobbery
there. Mrs. Thornburn was an absolute darling etleas no other word for
it. While David - what of David? Beth watched a gemine commercial

with scant attention while the thought of him wémbugh her mind. Easy
enough to blame the way he behaved on class-cassmss - yet she knew
in her heart that that was not the reason for bid dislike of her. It was

something else, something more--Beth crossed ss$tl¢o the television

and turned it to B.B.C. Even there she could noaps from the false jollity

0o0zing out. It was no use. She was in ho moodtf@he switched off and
began to read.



The house was very quiet. Beth had left all the mkiairs lights on, as

instructed by Mrs. Thornburn, but even so, it wakhwome nervousness
that she eventually went up to bed, just after mgighn She was completely

alone in a vast house, and didn't know when anylealyld be back. She

sighed ruefully. It was her own choice, after 8lhe could have been at Mrs.
Benedict's. She shuddered, and walking carefusiywguthe stick to help her,

made her way upstairs.

The bed was warm and comfortable. Beth was alnsbs¢p when she heard
voices, and opened her eyes to discover she hatiddight on. Slowly she
sat up and listened. To her utter surprise shell@ages' voice saying:

"Come on, love, try and manage the stairs, yoe'lalh right when you can
lie down." A faint moan was the only response, iantade Beth's blood run
cold. What had happened? Mrs. Thornburn must beBut where was
David? Quickly Beth pulled on the only thing to dara-filmy blue
negligee, and went to the door, forgetting her enkirgetting all the pain in
her anxiety to help her employer. They were comipghe stairs, oh, so
slowly. Beth heard them, then, as she turned theecan the corridor, and
saw who it was, she gasped in utter amazements @i helping a very
white-faced Anne up the stairs!

"Giles! What's happened? How -?"

He looked up, his normally cheerful face worrieBeth? Thank God it's
you. Can you help Anne into bed? She's feelint ill.

Together they walked slowly back down the corridor,past Beth's room,
to the other end where Anne and her mother hadsth&t the door Beth said
to him: "Go and bring a drop of brandy, and - oB,\e& hotwater bottle. If
you can't find one, take the one out of my bes gitill pretty hot. I'll make
her comfortable.”

Ten minutes later they stood outside her door, Wwideth had left ajar.
Anne was asleep, her face still pale, but she lead kick, and had assured
Beth faintly that she felt much better.

"Thanks, Beth," Giles said. "I'd better tell yoadm't 1?"



She smiled and shook her head. "No, it's hone obogmness, Giles. The
only reason | got up was because | thought yowddit Mrs. Thornburn
back ill."

He laughed. "No. She'll be having a great timeyatmother's. It's just - well,
Anne and | have been out tonight to some frienadsohe knows about us,
except her mother - and now you. | love her vergimieth, and | think - |
know - that she loves me. But there are difficsltiéne gave a shrug that told
much.

They went slowly down the stairs together. In th# he stopped, and put
his hand on her arm. "I'll go now. | guess we butld a little too much to
drink, and Anne's not used to it."

"She'll be fine in the morning,” Beth assured Hifthough she might have a
headache. And Giles, thank you for telling me. hieay a word, you know
that."

As he opened the front door, he turned to hemtivkyou won't. In a way it
helps to have someone like you knowing about usieAnwell, she needs
someone to talk to. Her mother's not very keenlezaf the 'difference’ as
she calls it. | don't give a damn about that - bohés so determined not to
hurt anyone's feelings - | presume she means mizerist- that she won't
listen to reason." He sighed, and Beth saw thénsimahis eyes. So many
things had suddenly become clear. The looks sheghagsed between
them on Giles' visits, fleeting but puzzling. Hiotmer's dislike of Anne.
She almost certainly didn't know anything, but @ioly sensed an attraction
between them, and was determined that it wouldmitecto anything. Poor
Giles! With a mother like Rose, Beth could see tietid haye problems.

They stood on the steps, the light flooding outrfimehind them, making the
snow glitter like silver. She shivered, and he said

"Sorry, Beth. You'll freeze out here. I'm a selflsdast, aren't 1? Go on in,
and back to bed. Thanks for everything, and Béth -

"Yes?" she half turned, and he put his head dowd, kassed her cheek
gently. "Happy Christmas."



"Happy Christmas to you, Giles. Goodnight." Sheodtand watched, him
walk off through the snow until he reached his &&.waved to her before
getting in, and then drove off.

As she was about to go back in Beth heard a vaige s

"Well, well!" She whirled round to see David steyt ©f the shadows and
come towards her. Her heart leapt in sudden alatheit moment before she
recognised him, and she put her hand to her breast.

"You - you frightened me!" she exclaimed. "I dickrtow there was anyone
there."

"No?" he walked steadily up the steps and followedinto the hall, then
shut the front door violently behind him. "No," hepeated, "I'll bet you
didn't." There was something about his mannentlaatdisturbing. His eyes
met hers, and Beth saw the points of white-hot atige lit them as he came
towards where she stood. He stopped in front of togrering over her, a
powerful figure, immaculately dressed. This watrétsuave employer, the
busy writer, Beth knew, it was a different, someh&wghtening man
altogether, and in a moment of blinding clarity dtreew what he was
thinking. Even as he said the words, she knew.

"It's a pity he didn't sneak out the back way,"shel. "You did so well - |
believed you myself. | felt sorry for you because yvere alone. Alone! My
God!" he gave a bitter laugh. "And | walked hometlsat you wouldn't be
nervous on your own!" He turned to the door, thewlky back to her, and
his well-shaped mouth was twisted and contemptuBath knew exactly
what was going through his mind, and a shiver geaman up her spine. He
had seen something, and without waiting for anaxation, had jumped to
the worst possible conclusion. Very slowly and, Bbped, calmly, Beth
said: "And what does that mean?"

"Don't give me the wide-eyed innocent lodWjss Kendrick. You know
precisely what | mean. You've been having a veeaghnt time here with
my cousin, who assured us, when he left the pastyshago, that he was
going to visit an old friend."



"I have not been having a ‘pleasant’ time with &iées you so tactfully put it
- and | won't even go into the meaning behind yooirds,Mr. Benedict. As
a matter of fact, | spent the evening entirely aldmeth turned away to go
upstairs, aware suddenly of her flimsy attire. Uadb resist a parting shot,
because her temper was so thoroughly roused teatat almost trembling,
she added: "And even if we had been together -iwieweren't - it would
have absolutely nothing to do with you."

"Quite right, of course." He spoke loudly, and de¥ied her to the foot of the
stairs. "Your lovers should be of no concern toryemnployer,” he added
icily.

Beth looked him straight in the eye, temper atibgipoint.

"Listen," she said. "I've had enough of this tdku might be my employer,
but | don't have to take disgusting innuendoestlied from you."

"Perhaps you prefer action,” he said harshly, amatblged her. The next
second Beth was struggling in his arms as hiccigpse cruelly down on hers
in a searing kiss that went on for ages.

Gasping, she pulled herself free at last and pukhmecway.
"How dare you!" she said shakenly. "Halareyou!"

His eyes blazed back at her. "Quite easily. | deetwhy | shouldn't join the
gueue for your favours. First Alan, now Giles. Whext, | wonder?"

Beth stopped, stunned. "Alan? What do you mean?"

Hi? eyebrows rose cynically. "You've forgotten yoweekend at the
cottage? You must be a busy girl!"

Raising her arm, Beth slapped him soundly acrosdabe, so hard that it
jerked his head to one side. Taking a deep breastop herself trembling,
she said: "You're revolting and disgusting! I'mrgpto bed. I'm also going
to lock my door, so don't waste your time trying And she turned and
walked slowly, painfully, upstairs. The pain wasehtirely from her



throbbing ankle. At last she knew the answer to question. Hehad
recognised her. As Beth reached the top of thesststie looked back. He
stood where she had left him, stroking his cheeis. ékpression was
unfathomable.

It was lunchtime when Beth saw Mrs. Thornburn oni€imas Day. She
came home, her cheeks glowing with the cold dnigasmile on her face as
Giles helped her up the steps.

"Merry Christmas, my dear," she greeted Beth aswsieed by the open
door.

"Merry Christmas, Mrs. Thornburn," Beth bent heathéo her kiss, and saw
Giles signalling, out of the corner of her eye.

It was ten minutes before they could talk, durinigich Mrs. Thornburn
thought it necessary to explain why she had stayed night at her
sister-in-law's. She had felt too tired for thevdrihome, but David had
insisted on walking home so that Beth wouldn't bevaus. Then she had
gone to church in the village, and Giles had run lmme. Making the
excuse that she had to get some papers, Bethelestiting comfortably in
the lounge enjoying a cup of coffee, and eatingcolades. Giles followed
Beth into the library. She listened at the dodD&vid's study, but there was
silence. She hadn't seen him, and as far as shehaevas still in bed.

Giles was bursting to ask her about Anne, and @s as she had come away
from the connecting door, he said: "How is she?"

Beth smiled. "Fine. | looked in about eight, whegok up, and she'd just
woken. She had a headache, so | gave her tworaspand told her mother
she wasn't feeling well. I think she's up now, glmuWhy don't you go to
the kitchen and see her? They're preparing lunch.”

He shook his head. "No, better not. Just give hmeasage, will you? Tell
her to meet me at the usual place this eveningytabne."



"I will," Beth answered. "Now, we'd better go bamkMrs. Thornburn will
wonder what we're up to."

As they went back to the door, Giles said quietijou were a brick last
night. Thanks, Beth - and thanks for not asking gmgstions." He grinned
suddenly. "l didn't know David was coming home adye We must have
just missed him."

"No, you didn't," she said. "He saw you go." She 98

hadn't intended telling him, but the hurt was sepdthat she couldn't keep
silent.

"What? What do you mean? Did he see Anne and me?"

"Oh, no," Beth answered quietly. "He came up jesy@u were leaving. He
saw you and me instead - and I'm afraid he jumpeeitain conclusions."

He gave a low whistle, his face shocked. "Betht'srewful! Where is he?
I'll go and sort it out with him. | can't have htirinking -"

"No. Wait,"” She held his arm. "Leave it, pleasele&i He'll only think
you're making excuses - and besides, | don't wabetthe one to let your
secret out."

He shook his head. "That's not the point. | caaté it like that. Good grief!
He probably thinks you and | are having an affair!"

"It doesn't matter,"” she said tonelessly. "Let himmk what he likes. No,
Giles, leave it, it's too late."

He stood there, fists clenching and unclenchinwlisio"Why, the dirty -"
He took a deep breath. "I've a good mind to punchdn the nose!"

"And have him even more certain that he was rigB&th shook her head,
the tears not far away. "It doesn't matter, it ddematter at all. Come on,
let's go back to your aunt." And she smiled, makamg effort to seem
normal.



He relaxed slightly, and grinned back. "You're weridl, Beth. Just
wonderful. But are you sure -?"

"I'm sure."” She walked through the door he heldhoper head high, a smile
on her lips, and a hollow misery in her heart.

For Mrs. Thornburn's sake she was cheerful for rdést of Christmas
afternoon. Fortunately for her, her employer engbyiae Christmas
programmes, so that Beth was free to think her theaghts at leisure as
she pretended to watch.

In the middle of the afternoon, after a light lunchpreparation for the
enormous Christmas dinner to be served at seveypwhre watchingittle
Womena perennial Christmas favourite, Starring a venytigtul Elizabeth
Taylor, and June Allyson, when the door openedZandd walked in. Beth
closed her eyes momentarily, dreading to even &dkm, but he too was
considering his aunt, apparently, for he said aseh&ered: "Happy
Christmas, ladies," then went to kiss her. Bethestarery still, fighting for
control so that she would be able to speak norntallyim. She found that
the nails of her hands were digging so hard in® ghlms that they left
marks.

"A happy Christmas to you, my dear,” Mrs. Thornbwaid, as she
embraced him. "l thought a morning in bed, aftet faght's party, would do
you good."

"Very thoughtful of you," he smiled. Then he turnaad the smile might
never have been. "Will you come to the study fdeva moments, Beth?
Something has cropped up in a script, and I'dtlksort it out.”

"Work! That's all you think of," his aunt grumbletCan't it wait a day or
so?"

"Well, no. It is rather important, and | know yd&kcuse us - we won't be a
minute. Beth?" He turned to her, politely waitindpe courteous host
attending a guest. It was cleverly done, she thpwaghshe walked slowly to



the door, picking up the walking stick en route,ceverly done that she
could almost have believed it would be about woeksklf - if she hadn't
known better. Her heart began to thud in realizat8he was about to have a
verbal lashing from that cruel, arrogant tongueeréhwas a grim set to his
jaw as he walked across the hall beside her, ensd. Their footsteps
echoed hollowly on the cold floor as they maderthgiy to his study. Beth
shivered, suddenly cold. Everything she had evirfée him had been
destroyed last night, when he had said what heBetth. meant what she had
said to Giles - it was too late, in more ways tbae. As they went into the
study, her doubt hardened into resolve. If he dayeven try and talk to her
as he had then, so many hours ago, she would wlkfdhe house, and
never go back.

She turned round to face him as he shut the ddonté¢hem.

"Well?" she said. "Tell me why you've bought meehér

He shook his head slowly. "Sit down first, please."

"I'll stand," Beth said, and held her head evehigShe was ready for him.
He looked down at the carpet for a moment befqlyirey, and she watched
him. He had suddenly become like a stranger, ar¢atiote stranger. He
looked at her, and in his eyes was something thased her heart to stir.
Then he spoke.

"Beth, | said certain things to you in this housstlnight that | had

absolutely no right to. | would like to ask yourdoreness." His clear grey
eyes met hers, but the glance was no longer hardiestt; it had a waiting

quality, a gentleness she had not seen before.

"You implied that | was having an affair with Gilesm | to take it that you
no longer think so ?"

"That's not the point,” he answered. "It has naghmdo with me."”

"You haven't answered my question," Beth said icily



"Very well. | - don't know."

She moved nearer to him, so that she stood in fobritim. She was
trembling slightly, and didn't know why, only thette wanted suddenly, to
hurt him as much as he'd hurt her. She said slowly:

"Before | accept your apology, I'll tell you somieidp Two things, as a
matter of fact. One - Giles came here about fifteg@mutes before you came
home. I'm not going to tell you why, because | hia@en given a confidence
that I've no intention of breaking, but I'll telby now that Giles has never
been, or ever will be, anything more than my emgitsynephew to me.
Secondly - that time you saw me coming out of saget with Alan Green.
Yes, I'd spent the night there - and I'd slepta@ldie gave me the impression
that his aunt had invited us both for the weekend] it wasn't until we
actually arrived that | found out he was lying. Ylee'd hoped to get me into
bed with him, and no, he didn't succeed. That Wwagéason that | finished
with him, as a matter of fact - that, and a feweotthings which have
nothing at all to do with you."

Beth took a deep breath, and gripped the walkirgl shore tightly. Her
ankle was hurting like hell, but she hadn't fingh&\ll the pent-up
frustration and resentment of the past few months @@ming to the surface,
and she couldn't have stopped it if she'd trietl.tell you something else,
Mr. Benedict. | came here to work as companionetacy to your aunt, for
whom | have the greatest respect and affection.AVfeund out she hoped
I'd work for you as well, | undertook the work ghad to please her. Since
then I've been made to feel your dislike quitergiail don't know why you
should find me so objectionable. If I've ever damgthing to cause your
resentment, I'd be glad to know. I've always tteedo my best for you, and
I'll tell you why - it was for your aunt's sake,thimg else. She thinks a lot of
you, though heaven knows why. | don't. | think yeuthe most
objectionable, unpleasant man I've ever met, ayalifever speak to me like
you did, again, | shall leave immediately. As ateradf fact, | was prepared
to do just that this afternoon.”

She stopped, suddenly appalled by what she hadBaédrealization came
over her in a huge wave as she saw his face, antege went weak.



Turning, she grabbed desperately at the desk bdt@ndand leant over it.
She was shaking all over, and tears streamed dewfate.

She heard movement, and saw David put the chanldasr.
"Sit down," he said, his voice devoid of expression

Beth did so, quite unable to refuse in any case th@ thought crossed her
mind that this was the most awful Christmas Day s ever spent in her
life.

"Have you finished now?" he asked, steely soft.

She nodded, unable to meet those grey eyes. Heeaname in a whisper:
"Yes."

Beth heard him let out his breath in a deep sigld, faund the courage to
look up. Let him say what he had to, it couldn'imese than what had gone
before, and already the situation was taking omeard-like quality. She

began to feel as if she wasn't really there, giswlsn't really happening.

Any minute, it seemed, she might float away...

"Beth, | didn't realise I'd given you such a tdeibmpression - and | - Beth,
are you listening?"

His voice was getting fainter, and she looked uglanm. Why was the room
going dark too? She held out her hand, and it sedm&aver. She must
have called out then, for she heard the cry asyhiag went black, and the
room whirled round her head, mixed with thousarfdmng stars.

Anne was sitting at the bedside when she woke eth Boked at her in
alarm, remembering the message from Giles..

"Anne," she began, "Giles asked me to tell you getrhim at the usual
place, at -" She frowned. She couldn't think wiraethe had said, nor what
she was doing in bed for that matter. "What hapg@hshe asked, puzzled.



Anne smiled. "You fainted, that's all. And thanksthe message. It'll be the
same time as usual, about nine.

"Yes, that's it." Beth was relieved. "B-but how dliget here?"

"Mr. Benedict carried you up. You should have skisnface!” She smiled
slightly. "The poor man was white." She smoothed 8heets as if
remembering her job, and added: "He's gone tohgetibctor now. Old Dr.
Longden won't turn out for anyone in this snowhs& gone to fetch him
here."

"Oh," Beth sank back on the pillows, exhausted. Siiefelt strange, but it
was too much effort to ask a lot of questions.

Anne must have sensed this, and said: "Mrs. Thamiwanted to come up
and see you, but he told her to wait until after doctor had been. | said I'd
stay - after all, you helped me last night. Thaigkghat, Beth. I'm not used
to a lot of drink, and it hit me."

"Giles told me,” Beth said slowly. "I like him, ketreally nice, and
charming."

"I know. | was rather jealous of you at first, whgyu came,” Anne laughed
softly. "But he's like that, you know, a bit of l&tf and it doesn't mean
anything."

"He made me feel welcome, Anne. | shall never fortmat. | hope
everything works out for you."

She patted Beth's arm. "Thanks. | hope so too nbunore talking for a

while." She stood up, a tall slim girl who movedwgreat dignity, and went
to open the window slightly. "There, that's betldris central heating's fine,
but it does dry the air.” She cocked her head, libeked at Beth. "I can hear
a car in the distance. I'll bet it's them. He wafilike a racing driver."

"Anne," Beth held out her hand towards the girguyl stay with me - while
the doctor's here ?"



"Of course, if you want me to." She straightenedidain and looked out
across the white expanse surrounding the houseget#t you, this place.
There's something about it. Do you know what | n?8an

"Yes, | know exactly. It feels like home, and yét -

"And yet it isn't,” Anne finished softly. "Yes, kél like that, too." She
sighed suddenly, walking across the thick carpetsibent feet. "l can

understand Mr. Benedict - David, | mean, feelikg Ine does, and working
so hard to keep it from the taxman. Sometimesnkthie drives himself too
hard - but there." She gave a slight shrug. "Isdife, and his choice."

Something in her words made Beth look hard at 'femne, what do you
mean - what are you saying?"

She turned toward the door, then bit her lip. "Thé&g here any minute. |
thought you knew. Oh, Beth, | wouldn't have saigtlimg, but | assumed
he'd told you why -"

"Anne, tell me, please." Beth grabbed her handicky"

Again that swift glance toward the door, then shiedewn on the bed, and
spoke very quietly. "It's all to do with death asti Giles told me a while
ago. David's father died three or four years agd, tae death duties were
absolutely fantastic - hundreds of thousands ofngsult left the estate
virtually penniless, and if it hadn't been for Ddigiwork - he gets lots of
money for every script, you know - the whole plassuld have had to be
sold to break even, or given to the Governmentsamething perfectly

awful. David said something like, 'over my deadygbdnd set to, and sold
some priceless family heirlooms, and paintings, staded producing T.V.

plays right, left and centre. He's a marvel redltdon't know how he does it.
He was already writing for television, but on a #erascale.”

Beth lay back weakly, and closed her eyes. "Buts.Mhornburn told me
he did it more or less as a hobby - she was moghatic that he didn't need
the money."



Anne laughed softly. "I know. Giles says she'snlivin the past as far as
finance is concerned. She honestly doesn't reahse it takes to run a place
this size, and David won't give her any worry &at@he potters about doing
her charity work, and she's happy - but if she daigw!" She stood up.
"Ssh, they're here." Beth could hear the footstepthe stairs, only faintly,
and voices. Her mind was still in a whirl. At la$te knew why David wrote
as he did, frantically and ceaselessly. Even ndter dis behaviour, it
aroused a spark of admiration for his single-mindegbs. He must have a
fierce love for his home, and his work was an acmeent to be proud of.

She looked toward the door as, after a brief kntlok,old doctor came in
alone.

Beth had her Christmas dinner in bed, so she wagdphe ordeal of eating
it with David downstairs. Two days in bed was thectdr's main
prescription for what turned out to be delayed &fottowing her fall in the
snow. He had glared at her suspiciously from utitiek brows.

"And what have you been up to, eh, miss?" he desthntDragging me
away from ma pipe and ma turkey on a Christmas Dayad better be
good."”

"I'm sorry, Doctor. | didn't intend to be any trdebl didn't even know Mr.
Benedict had gone for you. Apparently | fainted."

"Hmph! You girls and your slimming - not eating eigh, that's what it is.
Nothing much wrong with you." He pulled down Betibédtom eyelid. "Ah,
hmm, a wee bit anaemic too. Well, we'll soon pat tfight." He began to
shake out some red capsules into a box. She didrétto tell him that she
wouldn't dream of slimming. No one argued with Dongden, ever. She
accepted his mild rebuke, smiled and thanked hiah veatched him go with
a feeling of relief.

Anne brought her up her dinner. "You'll be pleasekihow,"” she said as she
plumped the pillows, "that the dear doctor was elifiome by David with



the best part of a bottle of good Scotch undemaistcoat.” She giggled. "I
bet he stopped telling David off after the thirdgg!"

"He told David off,” Beth whispered, unbelieving.

She nodded. "Not half! Said he thought you weraglyihe way David told
it - and he finds you pink and pretty and not mathll wrong."

"| feel awful about it," Beth said wretchedly.

"It's not your fault,” Anne answered. "Get on wytbur turkey. It's delicious.
Do you want me to stay with you until you've fineshit?"

"No, I'm all right, | don't want you to be late fGiles," Beth answered.

"It's all right - he'll wait. It'll do him good, gmvay. Serve him right for
getting me tiddly last night." She sat back andpéal her hands behind her
head. "No, | take that back. It was my fault as mas his. And he's super
really, Beth. If only -"

"His mother?" Beth asked, tentatively.

"Mmm, yes. You've met her. | don't need to tell ydo 1?" Anne sighed

deeply. "That's his own fault. | love him dearlytlone of us has got to be
sensible about this. I won't run away and havela imathe corner wedding

in some poky register office. | intend to be matrnie the village church or

nothing. And he's got to be the one to tell hishreatNo one else can do it
for him."

"She is pretty formidable," Beth agreed.

"She is, but I'm not afraid of her, you know. kil tier tomorrow if | had to
- but he's got to do it. It must be done propeilif not have a bitch like her
saying | 'stole' her son." She turned and lookeBledlh, her pale clear eyes
calm and wise, and Beth thought that if anyoneddekl with Rose, it was
Anne. Gentle as she was, there was a hard coreenigth about her that
would not allow anyone to bully her. Beth wishedrthwell in her heart of



hearts. Anne was a girl who knew what she wantaal-Beth didn't doubt
that she'd get it. And what did Beth want? She'tlielren know.

Mrs. Thornburn came up to see Beth after she heheand was reading.
She brought with her a small gift-wrapped package.

"My dear," she began, "I completely forgot your Stmas present. And
thank you so much for yours - but you shouldn'tehawou know."

It was a heavy chain bracelet, filled with charmis, gold in colour, and

beautifully designed. Beth thanked her delightediyt she tut-tutted.

"Nonsense! It's an old one of mine as a matterndf, fand you've got such
slim, pretty wrists - it'll look much better on y6u

Beth looked down at it in dismay. "Mrs. Thornbuyou don't mean - it's not
-1 mean, it's gold!"

"Why, yes!" She seemed surprised. "You do like it?"

"But you can't,” Beth said, a warm tide of colourgng up her cheeks.
"Please, | can't accept -"

"Of course you can. Heavens, was that all thathwegisering you? My dear
child, nothing would give me greater pleasure tltesee you wearing it. As
a matter of fact, it was Great-Uncle Rufus who gaveo me on my
twenty-first birthday, so it probably has quiteiatbry, like him." And she
burst into delighted laughter. She refused tonisteany more protests, and
as she left, said: "Oh, yes, | nearly forgot.s8hd David up with the phone.
I'm sure you'd love to call your mother today."

"Please tell him not to bother,"” Beth began - bus M'hornburn was already
out of the room, and she sank back wearily. What thia use? It would be
nice to phone her mother, of course, although shddwnever be able to tell
her of the day's dreadful events. She'd think Betk having a lovely time,
with perhaps even a kiss under the mistletoe filwah rnarvellous man, Mr.



Benedict. If only she knew! But no one could eveow Beth's dreadful,
humiliating experience; that was something shetbdxbar entirely alone.

The knock came soon afterwards, firm and light, simel called:
"Come in."

David walked in, carrying a red phone. Instantlg tbom was filled with

electric tension, crackling round them, so thathBeas almost suffocating.
She took a deep breath, and prayed he would go.&vuagly he wasn't so
insensitive - couldn't he feel it ?

"Aunt Lavinia asked me to bring this for you," heds going and kneeling
by the bedside, where he plugged it into a sockéte skirting board. She
had wondered what that was for « now she knew.

"Thank you."
He stood by the bed. "How do you feel?"

"Very well, thank you," Beth answered, her voia# and harsh. "And now,
if you don't mind, I'm rather tired -" she lookedimtedly at the door.

"Yes, I'm going. Before | do, though, one thingushfinish. | made you an
apology. Have you accepted it?"

"All right.” Beth looked into his grey eyes. "Pefsawve both said things that
are best forgotten. | don't think you'll have anyrenopportunities to jump to
the wrong conclusions - I'll make sure of that.ehfall, this is your house,
and | am only an employee. Don't worry, Mr. Benedilt never forget my
position again." She was breathless when she hathéd.

"Don't. Don't talk like that," he said. He shook hiead. "If you knew how
badly I felt about it. You did right to hit me, &derved it. You should have
punched me on the nose -"

"Yes," Beth said, stupidly, not realising, "thatdat Giles said when |
told--" She stopped, appalled, as his face changeere was a; dreadful



silence, as he closed his eyes, then, opening tloeked at her. They were
dark with a frightening kind of anger, but his wiwas strangely quiet as he
said: "Dear God, what a fool I've been!" He moveag as if frightened
what he might do. "And to think | believed you!"$Hiontempt lashed her as
he went on, "I'll bet you couldn't wait to tell hirould you?"

Stunned with shock at his reaction, knowing witeatiful clarity what must
be going on in his mind, Beth said, shakenly: "\Mgitu don't understand, |
"Perhaps | don't, nor do | want to." Without anothwerd, he turned on his

heel and walked out, tall, stiff- backed.

She lay there in utter misery as the tears welfednbidden, and, unable to
stop them, she wept.



CHAPTER SIX

The events of that Christmas Day became a shadietiafy Beth's life
from then on at Benedict House. She was deterrmoetb tell either Giles
or Anne what had happened. They had enough probdétheir own, and
Anne often told her about the difficulties, on thaire chances to chat. Giles
was working hard to get enough money to becomadiadly independent
of his mother, who had virtually held the pursensgs until only recently,
for it wasn't until his twenty-fifth birthday thatoney from a trust fund had
come to him, and it was tied up securely in stakd shares. He wanted to
avoid touching that, and instead worked hard orfahmas that belonged to
the Benedict estate. Soon, they hoped, they waoailabite to get married. It
was obvious to Beth that they were deeply in l@are what was surprising
was that no one else could see it, especially Besedict, whose eyes and
ears were extremely keen, and missed little. Inivaid that David didn't
see, for he practically lived in his own study.

Ever since that dreadful evening, he had changesh EIrs. Thornburn was
worried about him. "I've never seen David like thefore,” she confided in
Beth one February morning as they drove to Bux&me was glad of these
occasional trips out, for work was now difficultjtivthe atmosphere that
existed. He was remoter than ever, a stranger wbgedhimself on,
working night and day writing. Beth avoided goimglLiondon at the same
time as him, because she couldn't bear the thaightting next to him for
several hours. His mother was puzzled about itBletit fobbed her off with
excuses, for she couldn't even talk about him. éwe thing she had
discovered, painfully, since Christmas, she wadkistiove with him. The
love she had thought destroyed by his words, aatigbaring, cruel kiss,
had merely been dormant. It was torture to seedvery day, to speak to
him, to hear him, and all about work, and scripts.

Beth answered Mrs. Thornburn now, keeping her egesfully on the road
ahead. "What do you mean?" she asked.

"So busy. He's driving himself harder than I'vereseen him, Beth. Can't
you do something, make him ease up a bit?"



"I don't think he'd listen to me," Beth answereying to speak casually, but
unable to keep a tremor out of her voice.

"But the work - all that typing,” she insisted. "&lens, it's too much for
you, my dear. You know, | don't want you gettinguvith overwork as well."

"Didn't he tell you?" Beth said, surprised. "Haar®d sending odd scripts
to the typing agency again. It leaves me freerotondre letters, you see."”

"He tells me nothing," his aunt said sadly. "Oml vorried about him, |
don't mind telling you. He can't go on like thisthgut cracking up
eventually."

"Perhaps if he went away for a holiday? Why doolt gersuade him?" Beth
suggested. Outwardly casual, inside she achedwuaitty too, but she had to
keep hers hidden.

"Mmm, yes," Mrs. Thornburn said thoughtfully. "Ircary. You're going
home for a week soon, aren't you? Perhaps helbdearis, at the same
time."

"Perhaps," Beth agreed. Secretly she doubted liicRatly, and only after
much heart-searching, she was coming to the canalubat she would
soon have to leave. It wouldn't be running away, lshew that, for deep
inside she sensed that David Benedict would ngedrimself so hard if she
wasn't there. She had no tangible reason for tiosvledge, it was more an
instinct, deep-rooted and immovable. If she wentyould be better for
everyone, herself included. Beth knew she woultetiing Mrs. Thornburn
down, and this was the only thing that gave hespabut she knew too that
she couldn't carry on much longer like this, wogkiar a cold stranger, one
with violence smouldering just below the surfades b slumbering volcano
that might erupt at any time.

It was two days later, a Friday, that it happeridte day began normally
enough, if normal was the word for the conditionsler which Beth now
worked. She had two scripts on the desk, and begenat nine a.m.



promptly, hoping she would get it finished by lundh was already

three-quarters done, and she hoped to be off getyafternoon to go home
for the weekend. She typed quickly away, brokecioffee at eleven and
started again ten minutes later. She left the spilpd neatly beside her
typewriter when she went for lunch, intending totgmugh and check it
afterwards. When Beth returned, it had gone. Sbedsby the desk for a
moment wondering, when the door to David's studsned and he came in.
She knew at once that he was in a temper by theheayrandished the
missing script in his hand.

"I was looking for that -" Beth began.

"l thought you were a secretary,"” he said, flicking pages contemptuously.
"This script is full of mistakes."

"Mistakes?" she echoed. "But | haven't been thrauygeét. | always -"

"I wanted it finished by lunch,"” he interrupted.tdlld you that yesterday
morning. | particularly want this to go off toddyll take hours to correct.”

Beth tried to keep her voice calm. "l think thedis exaggeration,” she
answered. "It usually only takes half an hour.d@iyl give the script to me,”
she held out her hand, "I'll do it now."

He handed the bulky pile of papers to her, and B&thced down the top

page. He would have to pick this one, off all thelse had done! There were
several glaring, stupid errors on it, and they gaegl her. She turned the
sheet, frowning. The next page had a couple ofgrsimple ones that could
be easily put right. She looked up. "I'll retypestfirst sheet,” she said. "l do
seem to have made a few more mistakes than usudl, b

"Perhaps I'd better start checking them all agdia,8aid, before Beth could
finish. "I thought you were accurate, however 45tith a shrug, and a
significant pause as he looked again at the paBbesput them down on the
table. Her patience and temper were both wearingahd she said, without
thinking: "If | was given a little more time to dbem, instead of having to
work at breakneck speed -"



"You mean you can't cope?" he demanded sarcagtitBkrhaps you'd like
me to get another secretary as well as you?"

"l doubt,” Beth said icily, "if anyone else wouldtpup with your temper, or
your rudeness. You haven't let me finish a sentgetidf you'd allowed me,

| was going to say that it's difficult to be comply accurate at the best of
times. With you breathing down my neck, it's vittyanpossible!" She felt
her cheeks flush, and knew that she was glaringiraf unable to help
herself.

"What you mean is that you're in a desperate htarget your train to
London, and so the work suffers," he said infunigty.

"If you like - anything to get away fromyou," Beth retorted. "And now I'll
get on with correcting my mistakes, if you don'tnchl’ She sat down
abruptly and picked up the paper.

"And when you've done that, you can begin this rosiceipt,” he said.

She looked up. "l intend doing so.” She was trymgeep calm, trying so
hard to keep her temper from boiling over. She ktiesvpressures under
which he worked, and though she had some undeistpatihis behaviour,

there was a limit to what she could take from hBeth too had her

problems, but there was no one who could help &ke had to try and
control the agony of working near him, living inosk proximity, and

keeping up an impersonal front. If it hadn't beenMrs. Thornburn, she
would have given up long ago. As it was, even $§higg in her pleasant

world, sensed that Beth wasn't happy, and charsitatly she blamed

herself.

"I'm making you do too much,"” she'd say, as Betbvdrher to a friend's
house on the alternate weekends when she didhdme, and Beth would
protest that she enjoyed helping her very much, dwat would remain
unconvinced. How could she be so blind? Beth wialde done anything
for her, but she wasn't the problem, her nephewddass.

Now, deliberately ignoring the furious man who stday her desk, Beth
bent to her task, and began to retype the first pidg was watching her. She



wondered why. Why was he standing there so silernlsessing her hps
firmly together, she typed determinedly on, trytoggnore him. But it was
impossible. Why wouldn't he go away? She wouldshmuch quicker.

In sudden exasperation she looked up, and stastegdak, then stopped.
She had surprised such an expression of utter tarorehis face that she
almost gasped. It was frightening to see - a morfaet it was gone, and
might never have been, as he said with heavy irbrsge that | distract you.
Excuse me." He went out, closing his study doanliirbehind him. Beth
stared at the heavy oak door, blank and uncompnogpidor several
puzzled seconds, in the silence that hung aftavbrgls. She saw again that
expression, and wondered at it. Why, oh, why? slkedherself. But she
knew no answer. Unless it was that David Benedact teached the point
where he was about to have a breakdown. And thaldhihg was, there
was nothing she could do about it, nothing at all.

Beth looked again at the typewriter before her, tnedpaper blurred and
wavered in front of her eyes. She too was tiredabse she couldn't sleep at
nights, and she had lost weight. It would be sefdb be at home for two
nights, but it passed so quickly, and in no time svould be back at
Benedict House, to start another week.

She resolved there and then that it couldn't gdboormuch longer. In the
spring she would tell Mrs. Thornburn that she waisgto leave. She would
let her know in good time. It might take one or twwmnths to find a
replacement. Beth had no intention of leaving eithfethem in the lurch.
But they would find someone, and when they didwhbald be free to go.
And she would never allow herself to fall in lovga@n. There was no joy in
it, none at all. Only pain, and disillusion.

"You've changed these last few months," Beth's erathid, watching her
as she sat down to dinner on the Friday night. I8bked up from the
delicious steak and kidney pie, and smiled, tryiagnake light of her
remark.



"So have you," Beth answered. "Your cooking's impdh and you look
years younger since you went to work at that offitre- there wouldn't be a
good-looking man working there, by any chance ?"

Judith looked up grinning from the chair where spewled, reading a pop
star magazine. "Careful, Beth, you're treadinghom ice!"

"What?" She whirled back to her mother, whose chd®ld gone slightly
pink, and who had suddenly become busy plumpingughions, as she
answered: "Don't talk nonsense, Judith.” Then "&hB"And don't try to
change the subject! It's you we're talking aboutat\are they doing to you
at that place? You've no colour in your cheekdlaCauntry air like that,
why you should be rosy - and aren't you eating?"

"Of course, Mum. It's just that Mr. - David's téigi busy at the moment.
He's even started sending scripts to the agenay,dggcause he gets lots of
letters, and he doesn't want me overworked."

"Hmmm," her mother snorted, though slightly mo#idi "Too busy to give
you any lifts any more, | suppose?"

Beth bent her head to her plate and started eagam. Her mother meant
well. She just didn't realise how painfully closesvas to making Beth cry.
That was something else she couldn't understanat &leoself just lately. It
was no use. She would have to confide in someargg mad. And then she
remembered Anne.

Beth told her late on Sunday night what she hadlddc They-'were in her
room, and Anne had come up to see the trousesiseihad bought during
her weekend at home.

She sat on the bed looking with a critical eye a\Bwept across the carpet
in the best Dior manner.

"Like it?"



She nodded enthusiastically. "Yes, Beth. That ddwle really suits you,
makes your hair almost ash- blonde.” She sigheatKy. you! Why wasn't |
born beautiful ?"

Beth began to laugh. "Anne, you are an idiot! Yewjet a lovely face - oh,
| see, you were just fishing for compliments!"

Anne smiled. "No, | wasn't. You are very attractideth. But | don't think
you need me to tell you."

Beth took off the jacket and put it carefully orethed. "Thank you." She
looked at the other girl sitting there so calmly aerenely, and it was her
turn to sigh. "It must be nice having a man to tae places. | could do with
a good night out."

Anne opened her eyes wide. "That's an idea! Wedcoul

"Whoa, just a second!" Beth said weakly. "I wasygoking -"

"So? An evening out would do you good. You work toard for that
unappreciative swine!"

"Anne!" Beth was shocked by her choice of words.

The other girl looked up, an impish smile on heefd'Well, it's true. Giles
says he wants shaking. He told me what happen¢ahityiat - you know -
Christmas Eve, and -"

"No," Beth said quickly. "Let's forget it." She sitoher head. "That's best
forgotten.” She bit her lip, then said: "Anne, bmi as well tell you now. I'm
going to leave soon."

"What!" Anne nearly dropped the jacket of the trerusuit that she had been
examining. "When? Have you told him?"

"No. I'll tell Mrs. Thornburn first - after all, €his my employer, officially."

"Beth, is it because of what happened - you kndvZhaistmas?"



"Partly, | suppose.” She looked at Anne, then bagitantly: "I'm sure | can
tell you, in confidence, of course."

"You can,” Anne answered quietly. "l won't even @iles.” She smiled. "I
can keep secrets."

"Yes, | know. Well, it's quite simple." Beth sat wio beside her,
absentmindedly moving the new jacket to one sitie had the misfortune
to fall in 1-love with David Benedict." Her hp tréabed, and she paused for a
moment, then went on: "You can tell me I'm madouthh | already know it

- but it's unbearable, working with him. He's imgibte, and he's getting
worse. | don't mean the amount of work, | can cefib that, but it's his
manner - and he h-hates me." Shaking, Beth redon&er hanky and blew
her nose. But she felt a strong feeling of relidiaving it out at last.

"Oh, Beth!" Anne's arm came round her shouldermvand sympathetic.
"You poor thing. | didn't guess! | thought -" shepped.

"You thought what?" Beth sniffed.

"Well, you seemed so super-efficient and cool hdught you'd got him
nicely sorted out. Oh, Beth, I'm so sorry. It'sl dben you love someone,
and they're unpleasant to you." She looked thouliytht her. "It's strange,
you know, he never used to be like he is. | meawdr&ed hard, of course,
and he used to drive Miss Whatsit round the bendesines, but she
worshipped him, in the nicest possible way. AndMas always courteous.
In fact,” she nodded slowly, "in fact, to be quitenest, | don't think I've ever
seen him like he is now."

"Well, | can't take much more from him," Beth saidpre calmly. "It's
affecting my work. I'm making mistakes, and | usede so accurate. He
blew up at me on Friday, implied | was hopelessatas when | decided |
couldn't take much more."

"Mmm, Friday. Yes, he even had a row with Mrs. Trtmrrn in the evening,
| could hear them when | passed the library - pestiee wasn't feeling well.
You know what men are if they've only got sometHikg a headache; like
grouchy bears."



"He had a row with his aunt ? That's awfull"

"And unusual. But he apologised afterwards. 1Y/ sae thing in his favour,
he really thinks the world of her. She's been dilsecond mother to him ever
since his own left."

"Left? | imagined her to be dead."

"She is now," Anne answered. "But she left hisdatithen David was only
about twelve. Ran away with the chauffeur - yespiinds like a corny old
movie, but it happened. And his father never mdragain.”

"I didn't know," Beth said.

Anne looked at her oddly. "There's a lot you ddmow about David
Benedict,” she said. "He's not had it easy. | knbwoesn't excuse his
behaviour to you, but sometimes - well," she shedgdit helps to explain
it."

"Yes, | suppose so. Thanks for listening to me, &nyou've helped a lot.
I'm a selfish thing, aren't I? Going on about mghems when you've got
your own."

"That's what friends are for - and we are friendgpe?"

"I hope so too. Can we write to each other whea? td like to hear how
you get on."

"Of course." Anne stood up and looked at her wateleavens, it's nearly
midnight! I'd better go." She walked to the doawntd the handle,
hesitated, then walked slowly back. "Just one ttiefpre | go," she said.
"It's been at the back of my mind ever since | yaw face when you were
telling me. It's this." She smiled a strange litigile. "I've thought for ages
that David was in love with you. | realise now thatas mistaken. But it's
something I've been unable to forget, the way | Bamwwatching you one
night when you were at dinner. He looked like a nmatorment. As though
- as though he wanted to grab you, and - oh, ltdoww - still, after what



you've told me tonight, I'd better forget it." Sinened away. " 'Night, Beth.
Things will seem better in the morning."

Beth hardly heard the words, or saw her leave. A nmatorment. It
reminded her of the look she had sur- prised orfelers that dreadful Friday
lunchtime two days ago. She shivered, suddenly. cold

Perhaps because her mind was made up, and sheskeemould be leaving
before much longer, the situation seemed to imprekghtly in the
following few days. At the back of Beth's mind waadull kind of sadness at
her decision, but there was no alternative, aihebat she wasn't rushing into
it, as she had with Alan. She would miss the hostse knew that already. It
had taken hold of her more than she had ever thquagsible. It was but
stone and mortar after all, inanimate, yet filledman atmosphere of life
and love. It had been built in the eighteenth cgntand passed down
through generations of Benedicts with love and.canel each generation of
the family had left their mark on it, from the veigst, who had probably
watched the tender shoots of ivy make their precarway from the ground,
inches at a time, the ivy that now smothered they gralls in thick
profusion, to David himself, the latest of the |imého had installed central
heating the year before his father's death. It inaad to imagine what the
bedrooms could have been like, before that, inevint

Beth looked out across the gardens, so impeccadgy iy George and his
brother. In the distance she could see a smalidigending over one of the
stone lions that guarded steps down to a sunkengaslen, and smiled to
herself as she recognised Christine, the child ftbm village. Even in

winter there were jobs to be done. Even when tlaeeplwas grey and
uninteresting, there was life deep beneath thergtoquivering life as the
seeds awaited the coming of spring, and warmth. perthaps, when the
garden was at its best, she would be gone. Heanttlwonstricted at the
thought.

Soon she would tell Mrs. Thornburn. All the timeestmained here,
knowing she wanted to leave, and without her engleknowledge, made
her feel as if she was living a he. Beth resolveste and then to tell her at



the first opportunity. One evening when there wess §he two of them, and
Beth could perhaps begin, if only slightly, to mdie¥ see her reasons. For
she knew she could not tell her less than the .tiBéth disliked lies and
evasions; with a woman as wonderful as Mrs. Tharmmpanything else
would be unthinkable.

The week went quickly by, and the opportunity didn'se. An old friend of
Mrs. Thornburn came to stay for a few days, anc Bes left to her own
devices in the evenings. On Sunday afternoon Amwgltt up with her as
she walked down to the gate, for a stroll.

"Beth," she took hold of her arm, "I was looking j@u."

"Hello. I came out for a breath of air. Mrs. Thouanb and Lady
Summerfield are gossipping about old times, amgbita bit boring, so |
came out."

"Yes, Lady S. does go on a bit, doesn't she? Anywast | wanted to tell
you was this. You're free tonight?"

"Yes. Always at weekends. Why?"
"Would you like to come out with Giles and me teisening?"
"Oh! It's good of you - but -"

"No buts!" Anne said firmly. "We want to thank ydéar all the help you've
given us."

"Thanks, Anne," Beth smiled. "Yes, I'd love to. Whme?"
"About eight-thirty. Don't eat, we're going for a&al.”

“I'll try. Oh, yes. Who do I tell Mrs. Thornburnt’ going out with? You
know, do I imply that you've got a boy-friend, at®"

Anne laughed. "It's all right. She knows I'm gomg with someone, but she
thinks he lives in Buxton. It's not nice to decenar, | know, and she never



asks questions anyway, but if she did find out, inght think it was her
duty to tell you-know-who, and we've already be#o that, haven't we ?"

"Point taken," Beth answered. "I'll just say I'mirggpout with you. Where
will we meet Giles?"

"I'll show you. Must dash now. Mum's making somatéetic concoction for
our titled guest's sweet tonight - and she saydftehe turns up her nose at
this one she'll take great delight in upendingrgrcher ladyship's head!" As
she sped away, she said in answer to Beth's hasttign: "It's a lemon
mousse!"

Beth was still laughing as she reached the gatee/Ald her good. For all
her cool exterior, the girl had a lively sense afrfour, and a fascinating
personality. It was easy to see why Giles loved her

"Hello, Miss."

Startled by the voice, Beth turned quickly to dee girl from the village,
Christine Newton, crossing the road towards hee Is&d seen her several
times since their first accidental meeting, but sleays seemed in a hurry,
and had only time for a brief wave before vanishidgth had decided that
the child was frightened she might take her honshé stopped!

"Hello," Beth answered. "Where are you off to?"
Christine lifted her shoulders in a very adult ghru

"Somewhere, a walk." She was dressed in the irfdeitslue anorak and red
Wellingtons. Her hair had grown slightly, and waltwith elastic bands
into two clumps.

"Can | come?" Beth asked, and saw her surprise,ghe smiled. There was
something appealing about her, and a spirit of mfiwe shone out through
the dirty, rosy-cheeked face. Small and young aswss, Beth sensed that
she would grow up into an interesting woman. Cimésheld out her hand,
after that momentary hesitation. "C'mon then." Jsstshe began to lead
Beth off, she paused. "Er, you won't tell anyonewlwvhere I'm taking you,



will you?" Beth looked suspiciously at her. Wasamewhere on private
property? she wondered. Christine guessed her liwufpr she gave a
gap-toothed grin and added: "S'all right, only g secret place, and I've
never shown anyone before.” Beth nodded, and putitably impressed
expression on her face, and they set off.

In the next two hours, Beth heard her complete difery. She spoke
naturally and unselfconsciously, and through jttakk grumbles and grouses
about her home, her parents and the school shdlingiyi attended, came
the deep love of life, and the country.

There was something else, too; her devotion tddraily. A wanderer she
might be, but it certainly wasn't because she vegsacted, Beth felt sure. It
was simply that the spirit of adventure was toagte be contained in her
sturdy little frame.

"I'm going to be a mountaineer,” she said as tlays a rather damp flat
rock on top of a hill. They were in her 'secretcglaand now Beth knew why
she so often appeared near Benedict House. It mhsraoute there. Behind
them as they sat was a small cave, well concealeddks. She had taken
Beth in when they first arrived, and proudly sholer the wooden box
covered with an old blanket that was her little parg seat. Beth smiled,
and admired it, and secretly wondered at her inagin.

Now, as they sat outside, Beth looked down atéhimg countryside below
them, and drank it all in. She could see Benedaiidé far away to her left,
gracious and perfect, even from this distance, datimg the surroundings.
And with the trees, stone walls, different shadiegreen in the fields, the
whole panorama was like a giant patchwork quiltdAo beautiful, so very
beautiful. She could scarcely believe that shedma# imagined Derbyshire
to be bleak and uninteresting.

She wrenched herself back to the present as Claistpeated her words,
and answered quickly: "A mountaineer? It sounds weteresting, but |
think you'll find it hard work."

"Have you ever done any?" the child demanded irditect manner.



"Well, no," Beth had to admit. "But I've seen it d1V., and it seems very
tricky."

"Well, 1 'm going to a school ttearnit when I'm big enough. There's one
near Buxton. And I'm going to join a mountain resteam, and help people
who get stuck. I'm not stopping at silly schodlltih sixteen."

"Oh, Christine,"” Beth sighed. "You'll have to waittil you're much older.
In the meantime it would be a big help if you lesdrall your lessons at
school. They won't have mountain rescuers who caat or write, you
know."

The, child considered her thoughtfully. It was aus that this aspect had
not occurred to her before. Eventually she saide"fou sure?"

"Positive," Beth answered firmly. "Why, I'll bet ye@ven have to pass tests
before you can join the mountaineers, just to ptbhaeyou're bright enough
to know what to do in an emergency."

Christine jumped up. "Right! Come on, let's go batkd you can test me
now on spelling. I'm very good at spelling, you wndso give me some
words. Not too long, just nice ones.”" She held lwaert hand, and as Beth
racked her brains for nice, not too long wordsythegan the downward
walk home.



CHAPTER SEVEN

At three o'clock the following morning, Anne, GiJeand Beth stood
shivering in the cold night air while Giles fumbledopen the back door to
the kitchens of Benedict House.

He swore softly, and Anne and Beth clung, gigglivedplessly, to each
other.

"Ssh, don't make a noise!" he ordered in mild egespn. "Do you want to
wake everyone up?"

That sobered them. They stood perfectly still, lsatmdmouths, listening to
the rattling of the key in the lock. Then - "Ahatls it." With a deft twist of
the key, he opened the door with a flourish, andded back the key to
Anne.

"Are you coming in for a coffee?" she whispered. $heok his head, and
bent to kiss her. "No, my love. Just in case Dawtill up. In you go. Lock
the door now."

" 'Bye, darling,” Anne whispered. "Be careful goidgwn the drive." She
listened until his footsteps died away, then lockiee door firmly, and

leaned against it. "Oh, what a night!" She lookedoss at Beth as she
poured water into a pan. "Did you enjoy it, Beth?"

"It was marvellous. I'm going to have a cup of eeflbefore | go to bed.
You'll have one?"

"Yes, please." She sat down carefully at the kitdiadble.
"Are you going home this weekend?"

"Yes, | think so. I'm also going to tell Mrs. Théwrn about leaving before |
go."

"Oh, Beth, don't do it unless you're sure. | meathought things had
improved slightly this week."



Beth laughed as she poured the boiling water dhddnstant coffee that
Anne had put into cups. "Things have been slightiyer this week, but only
because I've had as little to do with David as ibbssand also, | think,
because I've made up my mind."

Anne nodded slowly. "Perhaps. Oh, but he wantsisgfk

"Don't you start,” Beth protested. "He's a law uhbmself. Nothing will
change him. | don't even want to try, not any nfofad she lifted her cup,
and drank the coffee slowly.

For the first time in ages, she slept soundly tigit.

Beth had barely started work the next morning, wBawid entered the
room.

"Can | help you?" Beth asked.

"Yes. When you've finished that page, I'd like youake some dictation.
Come into my study."

"Yes, Mr. Benedict." Beth turned away and begatype again. Why, how,
did he make her feel so guilty, and somehow chpegp,by the way he
looked at her? This was how it was now; almost ardige, feeling as she
did. She knew she mustn't delay telling first Mireornburn, and then him.
Once it was done, she would feel freer. It wasdppen sooner than she
expected, within minutes, in fact.

Beth went in and sat down opposite his desk, htr pad open, pen at the
ready. "Right, sir." She knew he hated her callimg sir. He had never said
SO in so many words, but the tightening of his jauscles was enough to
give him away. Now, this morning, he must have dedito speak.

"Miss Kendrick," he began, "I prefer you not toleag 'sir." It's an outdated,
old-fashioned word. If you cannot bring yourselfcal me by my name, |
would rather have none at all.”



"Very well, s - Mr. Benedict," Beth said, tryingtim smile. Something had
rattled him, anyway. She decided to find out whavas. "Mr. Benedict,"
she said, "I'm sorry if I've annoyed you. I'll agd see that it doesn't happen
again."

He shrugged, clearly unconcerned. Then he benpekeéd up a calendar
from the desk. "By the way, when do you want yoolidays?"

Beth felt the colour drain from her face. How coslk answer?
"I d-don't know," she stammered.
He looked at her oddly. "What's the matter? Argolt well?"

"l - yes," she nodded slowly. "It's just that - drck know," she repeated
lamely. She was aware that he was watching hennireg, and her face
flamed. It was no use. He suspected something,ifasite kept silent it

would be cowardly. So now was the moment.

Quickly, without allowing herself to analyse tocegy what she was about
to do, Beth said: "l won't need any holidays. émd to leave as soon as you
can find a replacement. You took me by surpriseabse | wanted to tell
Mrs. Thornburn, your aunt, tonight. It's only fuat | tell her first, because
she is my employer, after all.”

Then she looked up at him, not knowing what he woog like. She

expected anger, perhaps sarcasm. She didn't eixipedd look as he did,;

completely blank, as if shutters had closed. Théwr the silence grew taut,
he spoke, his voice controlled and even.

"Thank you for telling me," he said. "You'd bettgr back to the script.”

"But | came in for dictation!" Beth said. There waabard knot of pain in her
stomach. What she had known all along was provedditin't care a damn
one way or another. Not even at losing a secreliagyer she had cherished
the slightest, smallest hope about him, it was dortae face of that calm
indifference.



"The letters don't matter. I've changed my min&"dnswered. And he
turned his back on her and went to the window. I8blked at him standing
there, and stood up, smoothing her skirt as sheditie didn't move, a tall
broad-shouldered man sharply outlined in the ctddrdight from outside.
Quietly, Beth made her way to the door and wenklya@o her own office.

"But, my dear, | don't know what to say! I'm contplg shattered. Oh, child,
| thought you were happy here!”

They were in Mrs. Thornburn's large bedroom, nexBéth's own, and it
was afternoon. Lady Summerfield had gone to haveubeal post-lunch
rest, and Beth had seized her chance as theyé&ttihing room, and asked
Mrs. Thornburn if she could have a private wordwier. Puzzled, she had
told Beth to go to her room, where she was gointhamge. Now, as she sat
in the hard-backed chair by Mrs. Thornburn's winddwve old lady turned
slightly from her seat at the dressing table, wistre sat choosing earrings
to wear that night, and said, with sudden shrewsin&eth, | feel that |
know you as well as if you were my own daughterw®at I'm going to say
is perfectly frank - and | hope you'll do me thedar of answering with
equal honesty."

Beth nodded slightly. "Yes, | will."

"Then I'll ask you first. Is your reason for leaginonnected with either of
my two nephews ?"

Beth's lips were dry, and she passed her tonguklguover them. Very
quietly, she said: "Yes."

"Is it Giles?"
IINOIII

"Ah!" The old lady let out her breath in an audilsigh. "I should have
known. Do you love him?"



"l -" Beth's heart beat faster, but she had to ansWes," she said, her
voice barely a whisper. "And he - he - not onlnéscompletely indifferent,

| could cope with that, b-but he dislikes me. Hegsely civil most of the

time." She stopped, aghast. "I'm sorry. You askedriinkness, but | have
no right to criticize a relative -"

Mrs. Thornburn held up a hand. "No, you have evigiyt. And I'll admit it,
what you say intrigues me. It will go no furtheaththis room, | promise.
What do you mean, barely civil? Is he actually radmsulting to you?" Her
face reflected her honest bewilderment, and Bestehad to answer.

"No, it's not like that. I'm putting it very badlirs. Thornburn. He - oh, |
don't know - there's just an awful atmosphere whene working together,
a tension that | can't do anything to dispel. imeshe must be aware of it, in
fact, | think he's changed even since I've beerkivgrfor him. He drives
himself too hard, and there are times when | alstdaéad having to ask him
anything."

Mrs. Thornburn nodded, her faded blue eyes shré¥es, you're quite
right. | too have noticed this change in him. Araliyhave no idea why it
could be ?"

“"No." Beth was uneasily aware that Mrs. Thornburaswvatching her
closely, and she turned more to face her.."No, ratradi. Have you?"

She smiled so slightly that it was gone even a Batv it. "I don't know,"

she answered. "I'm not sure. Oh, how blind he rhasiThe Benedict men
have always been foolish, in need of guidancedh'tiguess that David
would follow suit." She held up a pair of daintlidree earrings to the light,
where they glinted and glittered in the faint moeernof the air. Her eyes
were kind as she said: "And it must be painfullifgeas you do about him.
| quite understand your desire to leave, even thdugust say that | don't
want you to go. | find you delightful company - kben I'm a selfish old
woman."

"No, never that." Beth reached out to touch herdhdfvou're most
wonderful and unselfish. | feel so badly about ezgking you to accept my



resignation. But my position is becoming impossilaed quite frankly |
can't see it getting any better.”

"Have you told David?" the old lady asked casuallgt looking at Beth,
riffling through a trinket box with idle fingers.

"Yes. | intended telling you first, naturally, biitcame out when he asked
me about holidays."

"And what did he say? Was he surprised, dismayed?"

Beth shook her head. "No. It was just as thoughingthad happened. He
thanked me for telling him, and told me to go baxkvork."

The old lady tightened her mouth. "Yes, he woulitholught you'd say that.
It's the Benedict men all over, stiff-necked anidtid.” She suddenly flung
the earrings back into the box. "Oh, my child,nfyl could help you!"

"You can't. Nobody can. I'll get over it, when laway from here. And that's
why | have to go." Beth stood up. "I think I'd le#tgo down now. I'll be late
back from lunch, and | have a lot to do. Thank fjauistening."

Mrs. Thornburn said nothing, only shook her headf anable to speak.

Now she knew. Now it was official.

It was obvious that some kind of conference hadraktace when, returning
later that evening from a walk round the grounderafinner, Beth entered
the lounge. There she found David and his aunt tawaiher. Mrs.
Thornburn sat in the middle of her huge settee,idaxas standing by the
fireplace.

"Have a drink?" he asked, as Beth sat beside Mrstnburn.

"Yes, do, my dear,” she said. "A drop of brandyl warm you up. You look
frozen from being outside. Yes, David, Beth wilvka brandy."



Beth thanked him for the glass of clear goldenitighat he handed to her,
and drank, gasping a little as the warmth creptrddwer throat. It was
ridiculous, but she felt like a child, suddenly uresof herself. She held the
glass firmly, to give her confidence, but it wasuse. For some reason he
was watching her. She swallowed the brandy quicklshink I'd better go
to bed early tonight.”

"Of course, my dear." Mrs. Thornburn spoke quickBut before you go, a
little word." She looked across at David, who sgtressionless, glass in
hand. "We would like you to reconsider your restgmg" she said quietly.
"I know it's rather late to be discussing it, ktig 0 rare that the three of us
are together like this, and it seems a good oppitytti

"What my aunt means, Miss Kendrick," said Davidvatsardonic look at
them both, "is that she wants you to say you'{f.dtae told her there's not a
cat in hell's chance."

"Really, David!" She turned to Beth. "I'm afraid mbeave a more forceful
way of expressing themselves. You'll have to extuise"

"It's all right, Mrs. Thornburn," Beth smiled atrhe
"l won't see you left without anyone, | promise ybat."

"There you are,” he said, with a lift of one blagkebrow. "That's your
problem solved, Aunt. All you have to dgasetendto be trying to get a new
secretary. Then Miss Kendrick will stay and staggduise you won't really
be trying at all, will you?"

"If you can't talk sensibly, I'm going to bed." Bdtelped her up, and handed
her her stick, and with a little smile the old ladyned to David, who rose
slowly to his feet. "Perhaps we can talk in the mmoy, David. Goodnight to
you both." Beth walked with her to the door, anemgd it, and she said
quietly: "I can manage, my dear, thank you." Thee went. Beth waited
until she vanished up the stairs, then looked rdendher bag, which she
had put down on the settee. As she went towardketheard the doors shut
behind her, and turned to see David leaning agthest, watching her with
a sardonic smile on his face.



She picked up her bag and walked slowly towards Biomething about the
very way he stood there should have warned her.

"I'd like to go to bed," Beth said, as pleasan#ypassible. "Will you open
the doors, please?"

"No. Not until we've had a few words with each othbe answered.

Beth drew herself up to her full height. Very slgvand clearly she said:
"You have no right to keep those doors shut. Will please open them?"

"In a minute. Do you imagine I'm going to seduce3b

"The idea didn't enter my head/' she retorted winigéy. "I am tired,
however, and | would like to go to bed. Perhaps'waodorgotten what
happened the last time you argued with me - but wewve extremely
offensive, and | don't intend to listen to you ttise."

"I've no intention of insulting you - at least Irdbthink so," he answered
disarmingly. "I just wanted to tell you that yoittle scheme didn't work."

"What little scheme?" Beth was beginning to wontihre brandy had gone
to his head.

"Don't look so innocent,” he snapped. "I'm not tthat."

"I'm sure you're not,"” she retorted calmly. "I jdsin't happen to know what
on earth you're talking about."

"Then I'll spell it out. | mean the little plan y@and my dear aunt cooked up
between you to get me to fall madly in love withuyo

"What!" Beth could hardly believe her ears. Whatwia saying?
"Look," she said. "This gets more ridiculous evaryute. How on earth

could | think up a plan like that?" It was ludicegubecause he was so
painfully near the truth - but in a way he didniaigine.



"Don't tell me she did it alone." He laughed hayshEhe's cleverer than |
thought if she did."

Impatiently Beth walked forward and reached beltisdback for the door
handle. She found her wrist grasped by his handwi#ted round and held
it loosely before him. "Well, well. | almost beliethat she did!" He laughed
softly. "And you didn't know! You're such a goodrass, it's difficult to
know whether you're telling the truth or not."

Beth pulled hard to free the wrist he held so tighiut it was as if in a steel
band. "Patience, little one. Patience." He spol#ysanfuriating her even
more.

"Let me go!" she demanded furiously.

"Whenl've let you in on the joke. You see, my aunt tRirtls about time that
| settled down and got married. She doesn't likee®me working away, all
alone, so for the past two or three years shels iné®ducing me at discreet
intervals to eligible young females in the hopéd thmight succumb to their
charms sufficientiy to relinquish my bachelor sgatélas, it hasn't worked."
He released Beth's arm abruptly, and flung it afsamy him as if it burned
him. "And you're the latest, and the last. | mubtha she did a good job,
picking you, and getting you here to work. You'egtainly desirable, you've
got brains, and you know how to bat those longdadi their full effect.
You're a bit too young, but we can't have everglperfect, can we?" His
voice was mocking and harsh, at the same timesaddenly sick of it all,
Beth put up her hands to her ears.

"Stop it! Stop it! | won't listen," she gasped.
"Yes, you will." With one swift movement he pulledr hands away. "Yes,
you will. How do you feel, being part of the cattiarket, eh? How do you

think | feel?"

"You're hateful!" she said. "Hateful! Let go of nmands, you're hurting
me!" The words came out in gasping, breathless.sobs



"I want to hurt you," he said. "Oh, God, how | waathurt you." And his
mouth came down on hers in a searing, burning,thiess kiss. The next
second Beth's hands were released as his armsovedk her, hard bands of
steel pressing her closely to his body, lifting &kenost from the ground. He
groaned, his mouth searching for hers, his handseorback forcing her
against him. Then his hps were bruising her, mofrogn neck to chin, and’
to mouth again, soft and warm and infinitely todasired. In a crazy spiral
of response that she was unable to resist, Betidfbarself, quite against all
will and reason, returning the fiery kisses witlaadlon, and knew that she
couldn't help herself.

His breathing was quick and ragged, as if he had benning, and his heart,
beating against hers, almost suffocatingly loudsténtly Beth heard the
words, as if from far away: "l want you, oh, howant you!"

And then, like a slap of cold water, came sanityddgnly, shocked icily
sober, Beth forced herself to straighten, bracesdfielagainst him, and
pushed him away. It broke the spell. As he lookdtka, face and eyes dark
and shadowed, she said shakenly: "That's it. Taktsow,let me gd' She
could scarcely speak for the thudding of his hag#inst her ribs, and her
legs and arms were weak, too weak to fight hineifduched her again.

Yet he did. Suddenly, before Beth could move, hetpsi hand up and
touched her cheek so gently.

She was rapidly regaining her lost composure. imoge steady voice, she
said: "You seem to make a habit of this, don't yddér lips trembled as
futile anger rose within her. At that moment sh&etlehim. "And th-thank
you for telling me about your aunt's little pldtsidecided me on one thing.
I'm going tomorrow. You can type out your own rugdty scripts after that.
In fact, you can b-burn them, for all | care!" Bd#it her voice rising, but
she was past worrying about anyone hearing hewu'\édreated me like a-a
tramp, ever since | came here. Now, at least, Wkwhy you resented me -
but that doesn't excuse your trying to take adgentd me. Your behaviour
is vile and beastly - and don't bother to apolgdiseause you've gone too
far for that." She took a deep breath. "If you tiget out of my way, I'll hit
you!"



"Don't worry," his voice was steadier, almost nokrflavon't stop you. And
tomorrow will do fine. In fact, I'll run you to th&tation myself."

She paused as she was about to pass him. He wast altmte with anger,
quite suddenly. So he'd run her, would he?

"I'd rather walk," she answered. And she went past and up the stairs.
She didn't look back. She wouldn't have seen angtifishe had. The tears
stung her eyes, and blinded her so that she coaldaly see where she was

going.



CHAPTER EIGHT

It was with a heavy heart that Beth woke up nextmmg. She had slept
badly, and as she came back to full consciousisbesremembered why.
She was leaving Benedict House for the last timgeiimaps an hour or so.
Leaving it with an unpleasant taste in her moutld, laitterness in her heart.
Overwhelming all else was the knowledge that shalgvbe letting Mrs.
Thornburn down. Yet she could not stay. David Béctedast night, had
made that utterly impossible.

She knew the truth at last, and knowing it, cowtinemain.

Before washing, she packed her suitcase. She dernelling Mrs.
Thornburn after breakfast. And if she had to telt tvhat David had said,
perhaps it was better that she should know, instéadinly hoping to see
him settled with a wife.

Beth heard the thud as she dressed herself. It tmmeMrs. Thornburn's
room next door. For a moment Beth thought she wasking, and paused
in the act of putting on her tights, but it wasm®peated. She finished
dressing, brushed her hair, and was about to opeddor when she heard a
faint cry - so faint it might have been a cat miaayin the distance. But a
prickle of something ran up her spine, and withbintking why, Beth ran to
her door and knocked.

"Mrs. Thornburn, did you call?" It might have bderagination, but....
"Beth?" The answer was faint and unmistakably wavé&ome in quickly."
She opened the door, then ran forward to where Nmrnburn lay
awkwardly on the carpet by the bed. The eiderdowehcuilt were half over
her and half on the bed, as if she had tried te savself from falling.

"Stay still," Beth said. "I'll get David." She puweha pillow under her head,

and ran out across the corridor, hammering loudlpavid's door as she
shouted: "Please come!"



"What the hell -?" The door was wrenched open sogly that she almost
fell into him. He stood there, a towel slung oves arm, naked from the
waist up. In his right hand he held a razor, amgjijng by the black stubble
on his face, had been about to start shaving.

"Mrs. Thornburn's fallen - | heard her call me egde come,” Beth said
urgently. "I'm frightened to touch her -"

Even as she was speaking, he flung the razor avel tmwn on a chair, and
strode past her, into his aunt's room. Beth folldWwanm, running to keep up
with him, to see him kneeling by her side, his fand hair still damp.

"Aunt Lavinia," he said gently, "I'll try and geby back into bed." To Beth,
over his shoulder, he called: "Open the bedclotHeise hurried to do his
bidding, then waited.

"Can | help you?" she said.

"No. Not yet. Now, do you hurt anywhere - legs oms?"'No," Mrs.
Thornburn whispered. "Oh, David, I'm so sorry tcsheh a nuisance. | -"

"Ssh!" he stopped her gently. "Don't talk. | deveint to hurt you getting you
up, that's all, but I can't leave you in this posituntil the doctor gets here.
So before | move you, | must be sure.”

"No -I slipped, that's all. If you could just pull

"Save your breath." With infinite care he easedisds under her back and
legs, then with an unbelievable effort of strendjfited her on to the bed.
Beth gently laid the covers over her, bent and guckp the pillow, and
eased it beneath her head.

"Shall | get you a cup of tea?" Beth said quiedlyare of David leaving the
room.

"Oh, dear, please. If it's no trouble," she begaheawalked back, pulling a
thin black sweater over his head as he said:



"Beth, phone Dr. Longden, tell him what's happeaed that I'm on my way
now. I'll be back within fifteen minutes. Leave tfea until he's seen Aunt.
Okay?"

He was gone, and Beth immediately went to the plaonebegan dialling
the doctor's number.

She went in the ambulance with Mrs. Thornburn, Radid followed in his
car. The doctor was doubtful that she had brokegrbanes, but agreed with
David that X-rays were necessary, to be on the sdfe Beth was almost
numb with shock, and mingled with it, a feelingdeispair. She couldn't go
now, today, not until she knew what was wrong. Blo&ed out of the rear
window of the gently swaying ambulance at the feslley car. David
couldn't see her, the windows were of dark glagssbhe could see him. He
sat easily at the wheel, seemingly relaxed, yeh Reew he wasn't. It was
the one thing in his favour, this affection for laignt. There was nothing
else. He was hard, cold-blooded and ruthless wi#ryene else - and
especially Beth. Last night he had finally tipp&é balance. Oh, she had
been blind, not guessing before. But then how cshlel know what had
been in his aunt's mind? Beth looked at her whited face on the pillow,
and wanted to cry. She couldn't blame Mrs. Thomjor apparently could
David, so he had taken it out on Beth. She wondko®d many others his
aunt introduced him to in the vain hope that hehmnigll in love. She
remembered her questions when Beth had told hewvakéeaving the firm.
She had made sure it was all finished with Alarolefisking Beth to work
for her. She should have known, too, that Mrs. Tibarn couldn't possibly
need a full-time secretary. But she hadn't, and redet walked into the
bitter-sweet trap with ease.

Beth smiled down at Mrs. Thornburn as she squedwmsdhand, and
whispered: "All this trouble and fuss."

"It's better to find out if anything's wrong. Anldetre'll probably be nothing,
then you'll be home again."”

The old lady tried to smile, but it was an effénen she whispered:



"Last night - David - I'm sorry."

Anxiety flared in Beth's eyes, she was unablede i Had Mrs. Thornburn
heard? She must have seen it, for she said quit&gth, what is it?"

Beth sighed. She didn't want to upset the old lady,on the other hand a
hurt now would prepare her for what she would havenow soon enough.
Slowly, choosing her words with care, and makiggtiof it, Beth said: "I'm
afraid David is under the impression that you hoped fall in love with
me."

Beth smiled as she said it, but she watched Mremdurn's face, and saw
what she'd dreaded to see. Her lip quivered slightid she looked almost
shamefaced as she said: "I'm not as clever asgtitpam 1?"

"You mean -?" Beth stopped. Somehow it made it idrearing it from her
own lips.

"Oh, forgive me, child. Was he very angry?"

"Angry?" Beth repeated the word, knowing she wawdder be able to tell
her the extent of his anger. Then she nodded. "eesyas, a Utile. And it

made it so much worse, feeling as | do. Oh, Mrarfburn, don't look like

that, please. But you know | can't stay now. | ettBstopped, biting her hp,
and Mrs. Thornburn patted her hand.

"I know. | hoped so much -" her voice tailed awayd Beth saw the tears fill
her eyes. "l thought - | thought, for a while, thatwas -"

"Never," Beth answered. "I'm sorry that your expet failed. He despises
me."

"No," the old lady shook her head feebly. "Not tmever that. Don't say it."

"But it's true. | was going to leave this morniiid. already packed when |
heard you fall. | can take so much, but not anyanbec-can't take any more
from him." Beth put her hand to her face, the teansing freely now. "I
must go."



"At least wait - a day or so. Please, Beth, da@t’é€ me when I'm like this.
When I'm back at Benedict House, and on my feep th

"Of course | won't." Beth bent and kissed her wiedkcheek. "Oh, Mrs.
Thornburn, he loves you so much, you know. Nevektihe doesn't. But
he's just not interested in anything in life exdaptwriting.” She looked out
of the window, to see the houses and shops of BuXtwe'd better cheer
up, or they'll keep me in as well." She bent anpledithe old lady's face, so
frail and helpless against the pillow, and smil#bn't worry - everything
will be all right. You'll see.” But in her heart egrey despair.

They allowed Beth to stay with Mrs. Thornburn whslee had the various
X-rays, and as she followed the trolley along yellmrridors, Beth looked
back to see David talking to a white-coated dortdhe casualty hall.

Once, while they were taking the X-rays, Beth saxg.Mhornburn grimace
with pain, and asked her if she was all right.

"Yes, my dear. It's this silly arthritis of mindnat's all. Just playing me up
because of all the movement. Don't look so worragddd. I'm as tough as
old boots really."

When they had finished, a plump, motherly nurseuaghd them both a cup
of tea as we waited in a small side room.

"Here you are, my dears," she put the cups dowmri48e locker. "You
won't have to wait much longer - though I've amaidleey'll want you in
overnight."

"But won't they know the results before tomorrovB#th asked.

"Yes, but sometimes there's a delayed shock. issn#

Remembering her own, after her own minor fall, Betluded. Her heart

sank as she realised she would have to go homeDaitid. She "would do
anything to avoid it, but feared she would havehoice. And so it proved.



A few minutes later, as they finished their te®, doctor came in, followed
by David.

"Well, Mrs. Thornburn," he said, beaming a profesal smile at them both,
"l think we'll keep you in just a while longer. MBenedict has arranged a
room for you, and I'm sure you'll be very comfoléab

"I'm sure | will, Doctor,” she answered. "I'll dost as you .say.” Then, to
Beth, "Don't forget, Beth. You will look after Ladgummerfield for me?"
She squeezed Beth's hand, who nodded, knowing lgxattat Mrs.
Thornburn meant.

"I'll look after everything,” Beth said. "Can | ggbu anything from the
shops ?"

"Nothing, thank you." The old lady looked at thecttw. "May | have a few
words with my nephew?"

"Surely. I'm wanted elsewhere, anyway." He grinaeBeth, and went out.
Beth made as if to follow, but Mrs. Thornburn spoR&ait, Beth. | want
you to hear what | have to say to David."

With a sense of foreboding, Beth paused, and haled. For the first time
ever she saw something approaching anger on tHady® face as she went
on: "This won't take a moment, David. | didn't realhow very foolish I've
been these past few years with my little effortsmatchmaking. I'm sorry to
have offended you so much, and | can assure yadut tvan't happen again

Beth saw David glance first at her, a smoulderilagce, then to his aunt as
he moved forward. She went on: "No, you don't neeshy anything. Just
listen. Beth has told me how she was going to I¢higemorning - and I've
persuaded her to stay. | want you to know thatsisenever known anything
of what was in my mind, and also that she didi'ite willingly what you
had said to her. | made her. And as, for the rextdays, she is my guest -
no longer my employee, or yours, for that mattgsu will treat her with the
courtesy you afford to all my guests. Do | haveryward that you will?"



He looked just as if she had struck him. Wordlesglytook her hand, then
without once looking at Beth, answered: "All rigBut please don't worry
about it. | didn't want you to know. | wouldn't Vingly hurt you for
anything, you know that." He looked at Beth therd ahe saw the muscles
tighten in his cheek, saw the hard directness ®iglance, and she looked
away, unable to face that merciless stare.

There was nothing more to be said. The long yelbowridors stretched
endlessly before them as they went along. Lifeeateglict House would be
unbearable now; the sooner Mrs. Thornburn was htdmedjetter.

The only words that David said to Beth were: "Thay," when she would
have gone straight on, instead of turning left. Heart beat faster. If she
refused to go in the car with him, she would bargled. She knew nothing
about a bus service, and had, in any case, lethdgiat Benedict House in
the confusion.

Beth looked at her watch as they reached his @ked amongst several
others in the large car park at the side of theitals It was eleven-thirty, a
cold Wednesday morning, with a watery sun tryingsttaiggle through a
dull, fuzzy sky. She looked up, wondering if it idwsnow. It certainly

wasn't a normal day for February. There was somgtloidd about the
atmosphere, and it matched her mood. David, grawed, opened his door,
then, leaning over, unlocked the front passenger dod pushed it open.

"Cigarette?" He offered Beth his open case, andbbek her head.

"No, thanks." She knew what he was thinking; timat Isad waited until they
were in the ambulance, and poured out everythinth@fprevious night's
events to his aunt. It was no use her telling hiherwise. He would refuse
to believe her - and after the Christmas incidehémvit appeared that she
had done the same with Giles, she could hardly élaim. Everything had
gone too far for any explanations to do any gooothig she said or did
would erase the bitterness on his part. And she'tdielally care any more.



They drove most of the way home in silence. As thegred the familiar
road leading to the house, he said: "Lady Summidrisdeaving tomorrow.
Can you manage her until then?"

For the first time since leaving the hospital, Betbked at him.
"Manage?" she echoed. "If you mean entertain heragine so. Why?"
He shrugged. "She's difficult. If you want me tkdaver, | will."

"And leave your work?" She turned indifferently ayand looked out of
the window. "Don't bother. | can take her for ridleshe gets bored."

"Or to visit Aunt Rose," he added. He was busitgim on steering the large
car through the gates, and Beth couldn't see Ipgesgion, but she was
puzzled. Was he making an effort to be polite, Hratefore obeying his

aunt's request, or was there a deeper meaningdéalsnvords? She had
never seen her so near to anger; perhaps it hadrshan. He had certainly
seemed so. Good, Beth thought, savagely, it'll ko ¢pood. He was so

self-assured, almost arrogant with it, that tolsgetaken down a peg or two
was curiously satisfying. His words of the previaght came back to her
suddenly. "l want to hurt you," he had said. Why@wghould it come back
to her now, out of the blue? Then she knew. Shdetiaio hurt him as well,

wanted to see him injured, as she had been. In@suwvay it had given her
satisfaction to see him there, in the hospital, tb@ wrong end of a

tongue-lashing, for a change. Beth turned to whtohas he drove swiftly

up the drive. His profile was hard and uncomprongjsthe stubborn jaw set
firm as he watched the road ahead.

He gave the impression of a man without mercy o @@ anyone. Yet now
she knew his Achilles heel, and she felt a liteétdr.

Anne was waiting for them, and flung the door wagen as they stopped in
a shower of gravel. David raced up the steps with@iting for Beth.

"What is it?" he demanded.



"It's Lady Summerfield, Mr. Benedict," she answer&he's very worried
about Mrs. Thornburn."

"All right. I'll speak to her. Where is she?"
"In the lounge."

As he strode off he said, over his shoulder: "Bnmg coffee and toast, will
you, Anne? Miss Kendrick's not breakfasted either."

She looked at Beth. "Phew! What's up with him?"

Beth shook her head. "I can't tell you now. Buatked ready to leave this
morning."

"I know," Anne said, as they walked towards therdjrroom. "I saw your
cases when | went in to make the bed. Is that vé'yy$o grim?"

"No. Because Mrs. Thornburn told him off. It's adostory, but the gist of it
is this -" and Beth told Anne very briefly, omityrmuch of what David had
done and said - of the events of the previous nagid of this morning.
Anne nodded and looked at her, and perhaps shedesadmore in the words
than Beth knew, for she smiled a little, then sdithink you're wrong about
him, you know."

"What do you mean?"

"You really don't have any idea, do you? I think -"

she spoke very slowly, "- that your loathsome egshis in love with you."
"What!" Beth nearly exploded in disbelieving assiment.

Anne nodded. "All right. | know it sounds mad. e sounds mad tme
and it's my idea. But it's just a combination oésthing I've ever seen and

heard, and what you've told me. And don't forgeg¢ known him for several
years -"



"No, I'm sorry, Anne. | can't accept that. Good s, if that's what he
behaves like when he loves someone, I'd prefetonkitow about it!"

Anne shrugged slightly. "I know. All you say iséxtHe's a real beast to you,
and I'd do what you've done, in your place. Bun'tget it out of my head
now. | just wish - oh, what's the use? I'll get yomething to eat.” She gave
Beth a wry smile, patted her arm, and went out.

Alone, Beth walked to the window and looked out,n&is words going
round in her mind. She knew the other girl was lhegsy wrong, and yet...

It was so quiet and peaceful outside. A few bitskéd in vain for their
breakfast crumbs outside the window, and Beth shskedly. Soon Mrs.
Thornburn would be back to feed them. Until thdme svould do it. She
opened the window and flung out some toast fronmahke. A wave of cold
air came in and she shivered. It was so damp. &thim mist covered the
ground further away, giving shrubs and trees aocsty suspended
appearance. It was odd; usually these ground masiished by noon to give
way to warmth and sun, but this was lingering. Betiked further away,
and knew what had bothered her. The hills had hadisompletely, as had
the furthest trees.

Even as she watched, a roll of mist came sweepomgadhe grass, swirling
and flowing before blending in with the other grega. She turned quickly
as the door opened, and Anne came in with a pfataan and eggs.

"Here you are. Not much, but it's lunch in a cougdl@ours."

"Thanks, Anne. | should have just had toast. | néveught about it." Beth
pointed out of the window. "I've never seen a tikst this before.”

"No." Anne frowned and put the plate on the tatiien came to Beth's side.
"Ugh! It's cold when it's like this. You want towghyour bedroom window
when you go up, or everything will be covered witldamp sheen.” She
looked up. "Funny, it's coming over very quickly."

"Does it often happen?"”



"Yes, in February especially. They can be quiteggaous for hikers when
they come so suddenly. They can trap you justthiet!" She snapped her
fingers, and Beth shivered, feeling sorry for theep and cattle on the hills.

"It was quite clear in Buxton when we left," sh&dsdAnd all the way back
here."

"That's what | mean. If you walk down the drive nowu won't even be
able to see the gateposts until you walk into them.

"That's awful. It's like a thick fog."

Anne laughed. "Except that it's cleaner. That's dhty difference. His
lordship's with Lady Summerfield. She'll just kdem talking for ages. Feel
like rescuing him?"

Beth pulled a face. "No. They deserve each othiezat this and then go and
tidy up all my things in the library.” She sat doairthe table.

With the words, "I'll leave you to it," Anne wentito

It would have been impossible to have taken Ladwyi@arfield out, even if
she had wanted to go. The swirling mist had coreplesurrounded the
house, and isolated it as surely as the snow.

After lunch, a most uncomfortable meal at which dite all the talking,
regaling them with accounts of friends of hers wiaal fallen and broken
bones and died, David left them and went back $cstudy, presumably to
write. Beth was left to keep Lady Summer- field @eul, a task she would
have found difficult at the best of times, but whigas almost impossible,
feeling so wretched as she did.

It was a relief when Anne brought in tea at fouclock, and gave Beth a
break from listening to Lady Summerfield's life rstoand the accounts, all
slightly malicious, of the famous people she knéwvas a shame, Beth
reflected, as she poured tea into the fine chims.cif only she possessed a



sense of humour, how fascinating she would beyitirout a doubt she had
led an interesting life. Yet everything was colaliby the acid of her nature,
and therefore soured.

Beth knew she was a television fan, and tentatiseggested that she might
like to watch the Beverly Hillbillies, which came at four-fifteen. She was,
to Beth's delight,. agreeable, and breathing k& Igtayer of thanks, Beth
switched on, waited until the programme began, rmade the excuse that
she would have to see about the dinner.

Safely in the kitchen Beth collapsed in a chairtalad by Mrs. Macdonald
as she prepared the meal.

"Anne's slipped out for a moment,” she said. "Gghened."

"Oh, | see. Do you mind if | stay for a little wi# I've left Lady S. watching
television, and I'd have started screaming if égrpin there much longer."”

Anne's mother laughed, and Beth saw the likenelssrtdaughter in the way
she held her head. "Aye,"” she answered, "that'smstahdable. You're
welcome to stay here as long as you like. Poursaiout some tea, and
there are biscuits in the blue tin."

Beth wandered round the enormous old-fashionetidiitchelped herself to
biscuits, and studied the high, blue-papered wah&n with the modern
labour-saving devices, there was room for improvemand she began to
realise the amount of money that must be swallawedhonthly by a house
of this size. Mrs. Macdonald was clearly in hemsdait. A portable radio

played quietly in the background as she preparggtables at the huge
wooden scrubbed table. Beth sat in an old rockimgrcby the fire and

watched her work, envying her contentment.

The news came on at four-thirty, and she checkedvh&h, and stood up
regretfully. It really wouldn't do to leave Lady@merfield for too long...

"Beth, what's that? Listen!" With a deft hand, Aisneother leaned over
and turned up the volume. Beth stopped the chamn fiocking. She too had



heard the word, 'Appledore.’ They both stood pédsfestill as the voice
finished the announcement:

"... are searching for three scouts who failedejoort back to their youth
hostel this afternoon. They are on an initiativet,tend were last seen
camping in the hills a few miles from the villagee police spokesman said
that visibility in the area is down to a few feétje to dense mist. In
Somerset, a man has been charged with--" She saliitloff and looked at
Beth. "This is the thing | always fear when the éognes down." She looked
towards the window, and it might have been nigtiside. All they could
see was a grey wall.

"I'd better go and tell Mr. Benedict," she saidntAl hope Anne's not out
too long. This'll do her no good." She shook hexdhé&Those poor boys!"

Beth followed her out, and into the hall, and wiMes. Macdonald knocked
at David's door, she returned to the lounge.

After that everything seemed to happen at oncey lSummerfield was
engrossed in the television, so Beth tiptoed thalhkbut again, to bump
into Mrs. Macdonald, who had been about to come in.

"Ssh," Beth said, drawing her out again. "She'teuappy."

They stood in the hall, and Anne's mother said) wihod towards the study,
"He was on the phone when | went in, and knows atl@missing boys.
The doctor phoned to see if we'd seen anythingaehthere.”

Even as she finished speaking, the study door apaneé David came out.
Without pausing on his way to the stairs, he shaiute

"Get my Wellingtons, Mrs. Macdonald, and the thiike anorak. I'll be
down in a minute.”

As he vanished, taking the stairs two at a tim¢hBaid: "He's not going?"

"Yes," the older woman smiled. "He's done this befé&Knows these hills
like the back of his hand. They always phone heBeth was surprised to



detect a note of pride in her voice, then turnedlssantly, the kitchen door
banged and Anne came running in, her hair curimdamp tendrils round
her face. She was white, her eyes enormous. Hdranotent towards her.
"Anne, what is it?" And Anne turned a frightenedrgie on them both, and
bolted upstairs.

Mrs. Macdonald and Beth looked at one another, Beth said, "Let me go

"Yes, do." She passed a hand over her hair, abstitgc”l must get those
Wellingtons. Go now, Beth."

Beth ran up the stairs and went full tilt into Ddwas he turned the corner at
the top. For a moment he held her, then steppdd biechad put on a warm
sweater, and carried gloves. Frowning, he saige "#lready phoned the
hospital to say | can't make it tonight. If I'm fmdck here in two hours,
phone again and ask for Dr. Trent. He's going llousethe X-ray results.
Understand?"

"Yes, Mr. Benedict. | hope you find the boys," stigled.

"Thanks." He was already half way down the stdBeth watched him go,
with a curiously numb feeling inside her. She hadreadful sense of
foreboding, but she couldn't have put it into words

Biting her lip, she went along to Anne's room.

"Anne, may | come in?"

A muffled voice answered. "It's not locked."

She opened the door to see Anne sitting on therbbdijng her hair with a
towel. She looked up, and Beth was relieved tongesign of tears. But her

face was tight with misery.

"Do you want to tell me?" Beth asked softly.



Anne shrugged. "There's not much to tell. Giles ldmalve had a row, that's
all.” She gave a wry, twisted smile. "There mussbmething in the air. I've

finished with him." The words came out flat aneléss, and so calmly that
for a moment Beth didn't realise what she'd sdmknTshe did, and gasped,
"Oh, no, Anne!"

"Oh, yes." She shook her head. "I don't know howtarted really. Over
nothing, | suppose, but one thing led to anothed, la- 1 accused him of
being a coward too frightened to tell his mothed ae said something like,
he'd tell her when the time was right, and | di@ntbw how difficult it was -
and | said, as far as | can see the time will nbeaight, and if you think I'm
hanging around waiting for ever you're mistakemd dere | am."” She
rubbed her damp hair vigorously. "It's all over."

"Oh, Anne!" Beth sat down beside her. "You'll makep, you see.”

"No. Not now. Not any more. It's too late. I'm ggito leave here - how
about me getting a job in London? Would your mothera lodger?" Anne
tried to smile, and Beth put her arm round her.

"That would be marvellous - but | don't think ibat you really want. Why
don't you come downstairs, don't stay broodingene hDo you know about
the three scouts?”

"What?" Anne looked at Beth as if she was mad,hsotsld the other girl
what had happened. It helped to restore the atneospto something
approaching normal, and Beth managed to persuade #ango down with
her.

As dinner-time approached, and there was no sigdavid, Beth phoned
the hospital and learned that Mrs. Thornburn, as LUongden thought,
hadn't broken any bones, and would be able to doonee the following
day, weather permitting. Beth was able to speahketo and reassured her
that everything was going well, and that David, wias very busy, would
phone later, if she was still awake. She had nenirdn of worrying her
unnecessarily. Time enough to hear about the sauues they had been



found, and her nephew was safely home. Lady Sunmitenhsisted on
speaking to her friend, so Beth plugged an extensio the lounge, and left
her to it.

She was worried. She couldn't help it, althoughlstesv it'was stupid to be
bothered about a man she couldn't get away frontkbyuienough.
Nevertheless, the heavy, nagging ache persistedghout dinner, and she
ate hardly anything. Mixed with the worry was sagever Anne. There
was nothing anyone could do to help her. Only cgrsqn, Giles, could do
that, and if he chose not to tell his mother, isw& loss. For Beth was sure
he would never meet as fine a girl as Anne again.

All the time, subconsciously, she was waiting f@ phone to ring. It was all
the greater surprise then, when, as she sat wgttbiavision with Lady
Summerfield, David walked into the lounge. Befone sould stop herself
she stood up and went towards him.

"Mr. Benedict! Did you - find them?"

He nodded. "Yes. They made their own way down, arnghrty near the
village reached them first." He peeled off his heghoves wearily. "Thank
heavens that's over."

It was absurd, but her heart leapt with joy atgigit of him. He was safe!
And all the forebodings had been wrong.

"I'll get you some dinner," she said. "I'll go amdl Mrs. Macdonald you're
back." He followed her out of the lounge, unzippthg heavy anorak he
wore.

"I'll have a bath first,” he said, running his ferg through his wet hair.
"Make it half an hour. Did you phone the hospitat#s voice was distant,
polite and formal, like a stranger's.

"Yes. Mrs. Thornburn hasn't broken anything. | saad might phone later.
She can come home tomorrow if , the weather clears.



He frowned. "It's thicker than ever. | had to walck from the village, and
leave the car at the doctor's house. It's compldiksinketed everything.
We'll have to see." He turned and walked towards #tairs, tall,
broader-shouldered than ever in the thick heavy @daich he was taking
off as he went. And as Beth watched him she womdirehe'd ever love
anyone again as she loved him. Loved and hateélde aame time.

Lady Summerfield rarely stayed up late, and soter &n, announced that
she was going to bed. David had gone back to htsygrand the tapping of
his typewriter came spasmodically from the studgthBhelped Lady

Summerfield to her room, intending to follow non¢pafterwards herself.
She was very tired, but she wanted to have a tatkAnne before she went
to bed. She walked slowly downstairs, on her waset® her in the kitchen,
when the phone shrilled in the hall, and she pickag, forgetting that

David might answer it in his study.

The agitated voice of Dr. Longden came over cleaahd for a moment
Beth thought he was ringing about Mrs. Thornburnhassaid: "Miss
Kendrick? Get me Mr. Benedict, will you?"

"Just a moment, Doctor." She ran to his study aedtvin after a brief
knock. David looked up from the typewriter with tidery face, but before
he could speak, she said: "Dr. Longden wants you."

"Right," he picked up his phone, said: "Hello?" &wth turned to go out, to
put the hall phone down, but was stopped by his$ wexds.

"Oh, my God! Who? Christine Newton?" Beth stoppetiér tracks, aware
that she was eavesdropping, but physically unabladve as the fear and
foreboding rushed back tenfold. Paralysed, shedhéds words, not

knowing what was happening, yet sensing somethintesible that her

heart thudded painfully against her ribs.

"When was this? And they've only just found out3 Yi#l have a look now,
of course - no, I'll ring you back. '‘Bye."

He put the phone down and looked up at Beth. Skerlkrer face was white,
and with an effort she said: "What's happened?"



"The girl, Christine Newton," he stood up and caimend the desk. "She's
run away from home."

"Oh, no! Why - how?" she could scarcely whisper.

He shrugged. "l don't know. She was hanging rotedvillage with all the
other kids when the crowd was there, then her nnathme and hauled her
off to bed. They assume that she climbed out oinelow of her bedroom
- it's over an outhouse - and when her mother wprtb see the youngest
child she found the bed empty, and her outdoohektgone too. Fancy
picking tonight of all nights to run away, thoudghar God, what next?"

"No," Beth shook her head. "I think you'll find $hgone to try and find the
scouts." She looked up at him. "Don't you see’hdf was taken off home
before the scouts came down, she'd go to bed tigrtkiey were still lost.
Her mother wouldn't think to tell her because slegjplect her to be asleep.
What time were they found?"

"About eight.”

"There you are. She would - or should - have bek¥ep by then."He looked
doubtfully at her. "Dr. Longden wants me t6 lookimd the gardens. She
often comes up here. She could be hiding in thegges." It was obvious that
he didn't think much of Beth's theory.

"I'll come with you," she said.

"No, you won't. You'd break your neck in the daBthone George and
Arthur. They can help." And he strode out witholoaekward glance.

They said they would be up to the house in two meswAfter she had
phoned, Beth went into the lounge, switched offtédevision and went to
the window, drawing back the curtains. She shivemsack inside, and
prayed that Christine would be found, and founchs&@he was a child, and
so small. The scouts that had been lost were intéens, adequately clad,
and carrying tents and sleeping bags and foodhely hadn't been found,
they would have been able to eat, and shelterCBustine had nothing like



that. Only her little legs to cany her, and an wlatn anorak and trousers.
Beth sat down and put her head in her hands.

The ring at the doorbell roused her, and she gajugkly, expecting the
two gardeners. David was running downstairs asogiemed it, and Giles
walked in. Before either of them could speak, Dasadi: "Good. You can
help. Keep your coat on. We're looking for a cHiftwm the village." Their
voices faded away as they went down the stepsAand came up behind
Beth.

"Was that -?" she began.

"Giles. Yes. He didn't have a chance to say a wioa¥id grabbed him and
took him off to search the grounds. Christine Newtad apparently run
away from home, and they think she might be wandemound here."

"Oh, I hope so. | hope they find her." Anne bit her "Poor little thing. It's

so cold." Then, as if remembering, she added: "hdeo why G-Giles

came?"

"To see you, | think. He looked very determinedydre didn't get a chance
to -"

The front door was pushed open and George pokeleaid in. He was a
man of few words. "They gone?" he asked.

"Yes. Try the garage first," Beth suggested.

"Right." He gave a quick salute and vanished, aeth Beard two pairs of
boots clattering down the steps.

"l was going to bed," Beth said. "But | can't gomd
"You must, if you're tired. You've had a very heaay, and there's nothing

you can do." Anne looked at her. "They'll find h€hey'll be looking from
the village too, don't forget."



"Yes, and the mist is worse than ever. It's awdiuthink about her. | wanted
to go and look, but David wouldn't let me." Betlosk her head in despair.
"She's so small, little more than a baby."

"Don't, please," Anne begged. "You won't help bygetpng yourself like
this. The best thing you can do is wait until tikeyne back and give them a
cup of tea."

"You're right. I'll wait in the lounge," she saitll go and get my book
first.”

"I'll wait with you," Anne gave a small laugh. "H@rdship won't mind - and
it's all the same if he does, now I'm leaving."

Beth had to smile. Somehow, having seen Giles', false doubted very
much if Anne would be going. But she said nothing.

They were back an hour later, just David and Gl heard the bell, and
Anne went to answer it, then Beth heard Giles say:

"Anne, | want to talk to you. It's very important.”

Her answer was lost as the lounge doors opene®and walked in. He
looked surprised to see Beth, and as she stooddipsked: "Did you find
her?" he shook his head wearily.

"Not a sign. I'll phone.”
"I'll get you a cup of tea.” She tried to speakunaity, but it was difficult.

"No, wait. | think there's something going on odésiLeave it a moment."
He sat down and picked up the phone. Without logpkan her, he said:
"We're having an extra guest tonight - Giles." Tihenwas busy dialling,
and Beth listened as he spoke. Briefly, withouttimgswords, he told the
doctor that four of them had covered the entirelgas and all outbuildings,
and found no trace of Christine. He hung up evélytuand turned to her.



"They've no sign of her either. It's bad. Very bate bent and put his hands
over his face, and a deep sigh escaped him. "Gogahdhat tea now,
please." As Beth went out, she looked back. He hatbved, and he looked
exhausted and angry.

There was no sign of Giles or Anne in the hall, &eth went down to the
kitchen, expecting to see them there. But Mrs. Maetl was alone,
clearing everything away for the night.

Beth made the tea and put it on a tray, and asveheout, said: "Oh, by the
way, Giles is staying here tonight."”

"Yes, | know. Anne's gone to get his room readyink he's helping her."
There was the slightest suspicion of a smile onfées as she said it, and
Beth stopped. "You mean -"

Mrs. Macdonald nodded, eyes shining. "They werdrglvery seriously.
Giles has told his mother!"

"Wow!" Beth's eyes widened. "And she threw him dut?

"From what | can gather, he walked out, and came. ligut | dare say we'll
find out in the morning, if not More."

"I dare say we will." With those words Beth leftrhearrying the tray
carefully up the steps, and along through thetbahe lounge where David
waited.

She left the tray with him and told him she wasygdp bed. Something was
worrying her. She didn't know what it was, onlyttehe had to think about
it. She was in bed, trying vainly to read, when s¥adised what it was. She
sat up abruptly, stunned into the realization o&atly what had been
bothering her.

Christine had taken her a walk, only a few daywiptesly, and they had
gone to her secret place, barely a mile from Bemddouse, a place she
often went to alone. What if she had gone there,fmping to find the

scouts, knowing, in her childish way, that the canaeild provide shelter for



them? A sob rose in Beth's throat as she imagimadsmall sturdy figure
struggling alone, uphill, in the damp, cold darl®)dsoping to achieve her
ambition to be a mountain rescuer. The utter loesk she would feel when
she arrived, to find nobody there. What then? Walle have the sense to
stay, or would she try, exhausted, to find her Wwagk home in the mist?

Beth got out of bed and began to dress herself kBbe where that place

was - but would she be able to find it in the utimkness outside? She
didn't know, and there was only one way to find &lte had to do it alone,
for it was only an idea, and she had already sesw David treated her

theories about Christine. He had already turnedwigce, and was angry at
the time wasted looking round the gardens.

Beth shivered as she pulled on a warm pair of #musEven a man who
didn't like children might be expected to havdtéelsympathy for a lost one,
but he had clearly resented having had to turrt@aitsecond time.

She slipped on an extra pullover and zipped upanerak. The bedside
clock showed half past twelve. Time for everyonéedn bed. Beth turned
round for a last ook, to see if she had forgo#teything, then paused on her
way out. It would be only common sense to leaveote.nShe hastily
scribbled one and propped it on the pillow. In thdikely event of her
getting lost, Anne would see it in the morning.

All was in darkness as she crept downstairs, anat wevards the front
door. Nothing stirred; the only sound was fromghendfather clock ticking
slowly in the corner. She reached the door andetlirthe lock, but it
wouldn't open.

Muttering to herself very quietly, she reached apards the bolt and tried
to ease it free, wincing as it grated noisily.

"Damn the thing," she muttered, as it shot opend, stre turned the lock
again, and eased the door gently open.

Light flooded out as she heard a click, then Dawvidiice, cold and hard,
"Where the hell are you going?"



Beth whirled round to see him standing at the leudgor, looking at her
with grim puzzlement on his face.



CHAPTER NINE
"l - you frightened me," Beth stammered.

He walked towards her. "Not half as much as yoghtened me. Now, |
asked you - where are you going?"

Beth tightened her lips, resentment springing uphatarrogance in his
voice. Taking a deep breath, she said: "I havelea where Christine might
be. | can't sleep if | don't try it - so I'm goit@look."

"Just like that!" he gave a mocking laugh. "Youtrad."

"Maybe. But | think of her lying on a cold hillside this -1 can't just do
nothing."

"Oh, for heaven's sake," he cut in. "If you setwith that airy-fairy notion
in your head, you'll not even get as far as thegyatou need your wits about
you on a search. You have to make your eyes, @&g,your nose, work for
you in weather like this, and you're trotting otftpjust like that." He took
the handle and opened the door, letting the danvesvswirl in.

"Look at it! Four of us spent an hour going rouhd gardens tonight - and
we all know them like the backs of our hands -wetcouldn't see a bloody
thing!" With a gesture of contempt he shut the dé8o how far do you

think you'll get? There are twenty or thirty exgaced men waiting in the
village for morning to come, so that they can dtasking again. They know
they daren't venture out in this - but you can,mfree!"

Beth listened to his angry tirade with a growinglite inside her. How she
hated him at that moment! Strangely, it made herentetermined than
ever.

"Thank you for your advice," she said icily. "Bugtlll intend to go. | happen
to care, you see."

"And | don't?"



"No, I'm sure you don't."

He shrugged. "We won't argue the point. | suggest go back to bed.
There's nothing doing until morning."

"Perhaps you didn't hear me," Beth retorted, trymgeep her voice level.
"I'm going to try that one place. Then I'll comeka

"And perhaps you didn't hear me," he answeredlysteed. "l said you're
not leaving this house."

"You can't stop me."

"Can't I?" His eyes were slate grey in the brigrdgrbead light, and points of
anger danced in them. "l think I can.”

Without answering him, Beth reached out to opendber, and his hand

shot out and covered hers. He lifted her hand atixay, leaned up and shot
the bolt. "Now try," he said, and there was mockapput his mouth. It

infuriated Beth so intensely that she struck out slapped his face hard.

"That's the second time that you've hit me," hd,saicold, level tones. "I
suggest you don't make a habit of it."

"Then don't be so damned patronising,” Beth snappeédo the hell do you
think you are?"

"At the moment, your host," he replied, infuriatimg "And | have a duty to
my guests, one of which is to see that they doafkstraight into danger -
however much they appear to be asking for it."

Beth put her hands to her face in despair. Why \tfegg arguing, wasting
time? All she wanted was to find Christine, and fisgling grew stronger
every second that she would be at the cave, heztggace.

"Please," Beth looked up at the tall implacable ineiore her. "Please listen
to me. Hear me out, and when I've told you all'shatmy mind, if you say
I'm wasting my time, I'll abide by it. Will you lien?"



"All right. We can't stand here. Come back into lthenge."
They went in, and as he shut the doors behind gtensaid:

"I met Christine the other day -" and she told hexactly what had

happened, omitting nothing of the conversation,ciwhvas still clear in her
mind, and of the place Christine had shown hervamere it was, and of the
child's desire to be a mountaineer when she greandpo rescue people. It
all came out, and he listened intently, withouirgyke interruption.

When Beth had finished, she looked up exhausteti Wie effort of
remembering everything. And something she saw snféte as he stood
there, in front of the dying fire, made her hedit |

He looked steadily at her. In a tone quite unlikg she had ever heard him
use, he said: "l think you have something. | onishwyou'd told me sooner."

"But | only thought about it after | got into beldl.was at the back of my
mind all evening, but I didn't know what it was."

David reached over to the coffee table and passed hotebook. "Can you
draw a rough sketch of where this place is?"

Beth nodded. "Yes, I'm sure | can.”

"Then do it. I'll get us a drink. We're going tcedeone."

He handed her a glass of brandy and took the skegohher. Sipping his
own, he looked at the drawing from several andlesn at her. "All right.

I've got a damned good idea where this is. I'll eanith you."

"You'll -" Beth nearly choked on the brandy, andged before managing to
finish. "Youwill? But | don't-"

"It's me or nothing," he said drily. "Take your at@ Drink up, then we'll go
and change."

"But | am changed - | mean -" she looked down asdié



"Go and get an extra sweater on. I'll do the sdimewhen - we find her,
we'll put them on her. She'll need them, and thégl warm from our
bodies." He crossed to the drinks cupboard, anedlibut a small metal
flask, which he shook. "That'll do. Come on, I#tghe Wellingtons."

Ten minutes later they stood outside the front dSbe felt clumsy, wearing
three pullovers, and Wellingtons, but the thoudt#t tthey would be of
practical use was enough to make her glad.

The black night was impenetrable. Behind them thesk, in darkness, was
already invisible. Beth felt as if she was breaghumder water, a frightened
sensation, but one she was to get used to in thkiefe® minutes. They
walked along the drive, the only sounds the fainhch of gravel underfoot,
and their breathing.

"Don't waste your breath in unnecessary talk," Ddad warned her before
they left the warmth and safety of the house. "Aakk shallow breaths.”
And he had handed her a scarf. She wore it ovdsdttem half of her face,
as he did his, and they would have looked, to asger-by, like two bank
robbers. But there was no one to pass by, therenabasdy at all except
them and a child they needed to find.

Beth was completely lost, and they were still ia ¢fnounds of the house, on
the path to the gate. With sinking heart she redlihat David had been
completely right. If she had ventured out alones slould have been as
surely lost as Christine, and no use to her at all.

When they reached the high gateposts, and stogpeal ihoment to take
their bearings, Beth said: "I owe you an apology.never have made it
alone.”

She couldn't see his face for the scarf mufflingut he shook his head, and
said: "You've got guts, anyway. You were goingrio Come on. It's this
way, isn't it?" They began walking along the roats@e, and he went on:
"If you're in any doubt, stop me. I'm going by yooap, as | see it, but we've
got to be in agreement, okay?"



She nodded her understanding, and they went om Beth got an uneasy
feeling, and touched his arm. "Wait."

"What is it?"

"I think - it was near here that we turned off tlead, but | can't be sure
exactly -"

"Did you climb over a stone wall, or a stile, ogate?"

She cast her mind back, trying to see, to remerekactly what they had
done, then in sudden relief as memory came, sheheld his arm. "That's it!
It was a stile - only a funny one, like a littlerr@wv gate that only one person
could get through at a time. | remember becausseught as | went through
that animals wouldn't be clever enough to push tmd at the right
moment..."

"Hold it," he said. "I've got it. Good girl!"

It was so ridiculous, the warm glow that came whie words, and the

approving pat on her arm. They set off, moving nsdosvly now, close by

the ditch at the side of the road, their eyesrstngiin the effort. And then -

"That's it." He stopped, and Beth saw the familtile gate before them.

And it was at that moment that she knew they wéualfithe cave, the secret
place.

The climbing was difficult. It was rough underfoaind the ground was

damp, so that their Wellingtons squelched andesigt on hummocks of

grass. Beth was trying not to take deep breathg)dmito, and a sudden pain
in her side made her gasp and pause.

"What is it?" David stopped beside her.

"Nothing, just a stitch," she answered, her voicarke.

"Here, have a drink of this," he pulled out theskidrom his anorak pocket,
unscrewed the top, and poured some liquid into it.



She sipped the brandy, feeling immediately warngerthee golden fire
coursed into her stomach. "Oh, that's better!"

"Good." Beth couldn't see his face, but she kneat tie was smiling, and
suddenly he peeled off his left glove and stuffeshto his pocket. "Take
your right glove off,” he said, in a tone that bted no refusal. Puzzled, she
did so, and then felt his warm strong hand clagp.i€ome on, we'll walk
like this. It's safer for us both, now that we'lienbing, and | can help you if
you're flagging. Are we going in the right directi®y

So confused was she by his action that for a mofetit couldn't answer.
His hand was so warm, and strong, and comfortiagd more. The very
touch made her heart beat suffocatingly loud. liydre knew what he'd
done! And yet to him it was just a gesture of compaship in their mutual
struggle up the hill. And a temporary truce, thasvall. Yet suddenly it
didn't matter, nothing mattered, because everythiag unreal, dreamlike.
The mist, suspending everything in a strange cotaldvof unreality,
seemed to have taken over, and transformed themsmiething quite
different. ...

"Yes," Beth realised that he was waiting for arnvears "It's a lot higher, and
in a minute we should come to a wall. The bit wenbkd over was
collapsed, with several huge flat stones on thermputd

He squeezed her hand reassuringly. "That's itafidyremember these little
things, they'll help us keep our bearings. Righe wall coming up. Fingers
crossed." And with that they set off, and the gairag suddenly easier. Dark
grey mist swirling round them at every step, th@ugid horribly uneven, and
steeply uphill, yet she was filled with an exhitamg sense of well- being.

That was dashed the next moment when they camdighastone wall. It
loomed up on them suddenly. They stopped. He loak&#th.

"Is this it?" he asked quietly.

"I don't know - it - the one we climbed was muclvés,” she answered
hesitantly.



"Don't sound so worried." Again the comforting me® of his hand on
hers. Just for a moment, but it was enough.

"We'll go along it to the left, as far as we cdrert come back and go to the
right,” he said. "And so that we know exactly whenxestarted from, I'll put
a marker on the wall." He dug into his pocket anodpced a hanky, and
wedged it firmly on the top of the wall with a sina¢bble.

"That'll do. It'll help on the way home too."

Half an hour later they found the gap in the whalll{ only after a fruitless
journey to the left, and back again. Beth knelt &t the ground round
them as they reached the gap. "Yes, this is gnmeamber there was some
dried-up heather by one of the stones, and | cstrfgel it."

David knelt beside her. "Are you tired?" he ask&bh you want a rest?"
"No. Not until we find her."

"Come on." He stood up and pulled her to her feet.

"Let's go."

Hand in hand they went on, ever upwards, and s&emiflsxcitement beat in
Beth's throat. They were nearly there, and soonwhueild know. A sob rose
in her throat. What if Christine wasn't there? .

"Beth? What is it?" She sensed anxiety in his tone.

"l just thought - if she wasn't there," she said.

"Then don't. Don't even think it. Wait and see."

"Yes." Beth accepted the rebuke, and added, "Tlyankfor coming. I'd
have been frightened on my own, | realise that."



"And you're not now?"
"Not with you, no."

He stopped abruptly, forcing her to do the sambat® just about the nicest
thing you've ever said to me." And there was noasan in his voice. Then,

as if realising a moment of weakness, he pulled'i@yme on, we'll never

get there if we stand talking."

Suddenly the ground became very familiar, flat, emech smoother. Beth
tightened her grip on his hand. "We're nearly thE&eto the right, | think -
yes - oh, yes!" She saw the huge looming shaddiedfigher slope in front
of them swimming out of the mist, and she pulled,hrying to run.

"Don't rush,” he held her back, steadying her pdéée’ll be there in a
minute. Beth?"

llYeS?ll
"We'll know, one way or another, very soon."

"Yes." Her heartbeats were suffocatingly loud, afiek felt the gentle
pressure of his hand, as he added quietly: "Anapklthat you're right.”

"So do I."

Beth bent and crouched down as they reached therituyvrocks that
formed the mouth of the cave. All was blacknessiwjtand so quiet, that as
he crouched beside her, she whispered: "She'$ not -

A beam of light pierced the inky blackness befdremt as he switched on
his torch. In its yellow path a bundle was reveakegathetic blue bundle,
lying on the floor of the cave. Beth drew in heedth sharply. "It's -" as she
bent forward to crawl in, he stopped her.

"No, I'll go. Hold the torch.” And very slowly heased himself forward
towards the inert child. And as his hand went unéath that grubby blue
anorak, Beth knew why he had wanted to go firsti Breathed a silent



prayer. The tears pricked her eyes, blurring the eealls and the shadows
into one swimming mass of grey.

Then he turned, pulling down the scarf from higfas he said: "She's cold,
but her heart's beating well. Come here."

A moment later she was by Christine's side, bligidasperately at the tears.
David was already taking his coat off, and pullimg thick sweater over his
head.

"Ease her up,” he commanded, and as she did gulled his sweater over
her. It covered her from neck to toe, and he loakeBleth. "Take yours off
as well. I'll try and rouse her."

He lifted the unconscious child into a sitting piosi and began gently
rubbing her cheeks, repeating: "Wake up, Christirmjer and over

patiently. Then he put Beth's jumper over her ks pulled it up over her
shoulders, upside down, all the while cradlingihdris arms. Beth watched,
wanting to help but knowing instinctively that wied was doing was best.

Suddenly a faint murmur came, a sleepy mumble fiteechild, but it was
enough. Beth knelt beside her and looked at himh,gaimned.

"Let's get her awake sufficiently to give her sdm&ndy. Talk to her, Beth."

She touched the child's white face, and said: stine, it's me, Beth. Do
you remember our walk? Did you come looking for skeuts, Christine?"
Gently she kissed the child's cheek, then put mer against it, willing
warmth and life into the pitiful little body.

"Mummy?" a sleepy murmur, and her eyes fluttereeinops Beth took her
from David and cradled her in her arms.

"No, love, it's me, Beth. You remember?" She cadarcely 6peak for the
aching lump in her throat. Christine was goingéab right, Beth knew it in
her heart, and could have wept for joy.



As Beth held her, David drew the flask out and pdwsome brandy into the
cap. He put it to her lips. "Come on, there's adggid. Have a drink of this."

Christine took a tentative sip, then pulled a wibleace, and her muffled
hand came up to push David's away.

"Ugh, nasty medicine," she grumbled, looking atBet
"It's to do you good," David said firmly.

"Don't want it," was the prompt reply. He grinnedayot lithely to his feet,
replacing the cap. "She knows best." He bent afidgthem both up. "All
right, Beth. I'll carry her now. Pick up her things

Beth bent to the floor of the cave and carefuftgtl a small string bag from

beside where she had lain. A bar of chocolateoig] and in the bag was a
teddy bear and a small blanket. Beth held thenflugmk," she said. "She

brought these.”

David and Beth looked at one another over the glebjid in his arms, and
as their eyes met, Beth saw in his something tleateich her immensely. It
was a deep compassion, a tenderness she woulde'thmught existed. He
said softly: "She came here alone, just like tRaor little kid!"

"Yes. | apologise. | accused you of not caring,obef I'm sorry." Beth
couldn't help herself.

"I care. | care very much," he answered softly, aedmiled.

Two hours later they were sitting on a settee at Lllngden's house,
drinking hot chicken broth from beakers, while Misongden, in a
voluminous blue dressing gown, fussed round them.

Christine was in a warm bed in the next room, beixgmined by the doctor
while her mother sat at the bedside, red-eyed fwmeping, and almost
hysterical in her gratitude.



The lights dipped and swayed, and Beth felt Daak@ the beaker from her.
"Careful, you nearly spilt it.'

"Yes. Sorry." Beth knew she was mumbling, but shddn't help it. All her
body craved was sleep, oodles of sleep, in a lowalyn bed, and....

She opened her eyes to find herself sitting inrag@ng extremely slowly
down a mist-shrouded road. David's voice came lfaifrom miles away.
"Go back to sleep. We're going home."

Home. He meant Benedict House, but he'd said htinseunded so very
right. So very right. With a little sigh, she cldseer eyes again.

She woke up as the car stopped in front of thedyaursd looked around her
in amazement. The mist was as thick as ever, andgtstill night. Yet she
felt as refreshed as if she had slept for hourswas astonished to see, as
she looked at the dashboard clock, that only am had passed since they
had been at the doctor's.

"You drove home in this?" she said, as they gotaoat crept quietly up the
steps.

"Yes. We could have stayed there the night, bueH,\Wwhe shrugged, "I
prefer my own bed. Don't you?"

"Yes. | imagine you're more tired than me," Betevaered, as she watched
him fitting the key in the lock. "I have at leastdha sleep."”

"I can manage with very little, if | have to," hewng tjie door open and they
went into the darkened hall. "Go into the loungaeé&d a drink. Will you
have one?"

"Yes. Just a drop, to celebrate." She bent anddeas$ke the heavy
Wellingtons. "Ah, that's better!"



Inside the lounge, watching him get the drinks, saiel: "Will she be all
right?"

"Christine? Yes. She's a sturdy child. A day in,kmet she'll be as right as
rain." He looked up from the bottle he held. "Thaud you."

"No," Beth shook her head. "I'd never have dors#abe. | knew that soon
after we set out. | would have been hopelessly'lost

He handed her a glass, then raised his own. "Thegidto both of us.”

They drank, and suddenly faintly embarrassed, shé SHave you a
cigarette?"

"Certainly." He reached into a pocket of his disear anorak, and brought
them out. "Let me help you off with your coat," $ed. "You'll be boiling."

"Yes, thank you." Beth put her glass down on theetand stood up. He
reached out and began to help her off with heraadhe was half turned
away from him as he did so. Then, as if in slowiomtshe put her arms
slightly back, because that made it easier to fietand she felt his hands
tugging at the sleeves, pulling them, and halfedrto ease it off fully. And
his hands came up and round to take the jackefraffi the front, but
somehow they kept on coming round, and didn't atdap they were around
her. And then his mouth was on hers, and this tineeas different from
anything that had ever happened before. This késsse tender, and full of
love that Beth responded like a flower to the slihey seemed to be
revolving gently round until she opened her eyabraalised it was just the
effect he had on her. She had gone so dizzy tleghat to hold on to him to
keep from falling. He groaned, and kissed her ggaid that one was better
still. Beth pushed her head away sufficiently tormur:

"Please stop this. You mustn't, you know."

"No, | know. But I've suffered long enough. | docére any more. | love
you, Beth Kendrick."

"What?" she murmured faintly, nuzzling his ear. e mad."



"I know, but what the hell. Come here, woman." Ahdt was that, for at
least half an hour.

"What did you say?" she pushed him away suddeslth@meaning of his
words sank in.

"l said | love you, dammit!" David made a deterndreffort to bury his face
in her hair again, but she stopped him, with difig. They had somehow
got on to the settee, though Beth didn't rememober, but it seemed as good
a place as any to be, especially as her legs madduo jelly.

"You can't. You hate me," she said flatly, pushing away. "You treat me
like - like something awful. I'm the one who's mbatting you kiss me like
this. How dare you!"

"Don't," he begged. "Don't start that again. l'aken all a man can stand. |
can't go on any more - and | can't let you escipebeen such a fool,” he
gave a groan and buried his head in his hands.y@agon't hate me, Beth.
Please say it."

"Oh, David," she laid her hand gently on the batkis head, "if only you
knew!"

He looked up slowly. "You called me David. Thaltis first time you've ever
done that, you know. Say it again, please."

"David, David. Don't you know when a woman lovesi 90
His face grew sad. "There's no need to joke."

“I'm not joking, you idiot. Oh, love!" she put h&ms round him joyously as
all the tiny pieces of jigsaw fell into place, aslde knew at last what she
should have known all along. "My love, don't yoe3é love you too. Have

done for so long, but you were so hard and crike&l,d stranger, that | knew
- or thought | did - that you despised me."

He gently eased his arm more securely round her,vath his fingers,
traced a line along her chin. "Yes, | was a btesn't I? There was a reason



for it. God, what an absolute swine | must havenldeeyou!" He shook his
head. "How did you put up with me ?"

"l gave up, yesterday, remember?" Beth answeregdlgim

"So you did. And I'd have let you go, because -$topped, and cupped her
face in his hands. "Because I'm a stubborn, sto@d who doesn't know
what's good for him. Oh, my darling, to think thatight have lost you -"

"But why?" Beth asked. "Why did you -"

He silenced her with a tender kiss. "Because f@mtso many reasons that
seem false, now that I know. It was at the cavejngeyou tending to

Christine, loving her to bring her back to lifeathl had my eyes truly

opened at last, and | knew | could never let youi gf® leaned back and
eased her more comfortably into the curve of his,and then, in that utter
stillness of the night, he began talking.

"You remember our first meeting here, that dayadarage? | was strongly
attracted to you then, seeing you there, your loaise, your cheeks pink
with the cold air. And | knew you were the girl béen with Alan coming
out of the cottage in Sussex that weekend, a feeksvbefore. Alan's got
quite a reputation, and to be frank, | thought ymre just another of his
birds -" he put a finger to her hps "- no, donit aaything. | know nothing
happened there, but meeting you so suddenly, puttio and two together,
knowing Aunt Lavinia's habit of pushing eligiblerlgi at me with gay
abandon - | set up an automatic barrier, which reagorced when | saw
how friendly you and Giles were. Okay, | said tosaly, she's a flirt - and I'd
no intention of letting my scalp go on your belpecially as Aunt Lavinia
was hovering in the background, hoping quietly tfatfall in love with
you." He laughed softly. "The irony is that | digsf that - and | fought like
hell, believe me. It was agony, working with yowegy day, trying not to
grab hold of you every time you brushed past nghtiing a natural, basic
desire to make love to you. So | buried myself wrky and became more
grouchy than ever. Then, at Christmas, you reme®ilizeth nodded.

"I'd never behaved to any woman like that befosdielbe me. Then, when
all was well, you came out with that remark, whichde it seem you'd gone



straight to Giles. God forgive me," he said bitetll thought you'd been
lying, all you'd said -"

"It was an accident," Beth interrupted. "I'd oyt him by chance. I-"

"Don't you think | don't know that? Oh, my lovekihow you. You couldn't
be a cheat, you're incapable of deceit. You'reeggrfprecious, and I've
trampled all over you in the most brutal way pokesibhere's another thing.
I'm thirteen years older than you. My father waat tmuch older than my
mother, and their marriage ended disastrously. fadht this attraction,
because of all these things, fought the absurdheysight of you gave me.
Oh, darling, I've been lost all my life, lookingrfsomething, |1 knew not
what - until I met you - and then | so nearly degtd it all, because of my
own stupidity." His voice was shaking.

"Oh, David, to think I'd have gone from here! Aralid have let me go, just
like that?"

"No," he said quietly. "For a while, yes, becausleought you didn't know
your own mind. Alan, then Giles, what else wasthiok? You have to have
time, at twenty, to choose. But it couldn't havdeshthere, it couldn't have.
| knew I'd see you again. Knew I'd have to find ydout | don't need to.
You're here." He took her hand and placed it orhbart. "That's where you
belong, and will stay, for ever."

Beth smiled, and snuggled contentedly down besiale And as the room

gradually lightened, and morning came, bringinghwita lessening of the

mist, they sat there talking, planning, all needsieep gone, happy beyond
words to be together, at last knowing the trutld, &ith it, a deep and lasting
contentment. Beth wouldn't leave Benedict Hous@addl the dreams she

had had, of it being home, had come true, as Hatteadreams about the
man she loved, David Benedict.



