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Trevennon had a dark and tragic history.

As a child, Morwenna had listened to her mothéoses of Trevennon, her
old home. Morwenna had pictured a castle full efrtragic of love, standing
high on the cliffs of Cornwall.

So when tragedy struck the eighteen-year-old Monaershe fled to
Trevennon. Contrary to her expectations, she foanthouse full of
unhappiness and hostility - Dominic Trevennon'dihtys

But strangely, Dominic capture Morwenna's heartcasipletely as her
mother's stories had captured her imagination. Gmly time, the story
didn't seem to have a happy ending.



CHAPTER ONE

'WELL, | wish to make one thing perfectly clear at theset. She cannot
remain here.’

The new Lady Kerslake's voice, almost stridentsrvehemence; resounded
plainly through the closed drawing room door, fiegaMorwenna where
she stood, her hand already raised to knock. A reurobthoughts chased
wildly through her head as she assimilated Couatridfa's words—among
them that it would be far more honourable to turd walk away, pretending
to herself that she had heard nothing, and thatsemoppers never heard
anything good of themselves anyway, but at the same she knew that
wild horses could not make her budge an inch. Amdight be a relief to
find out what her cousin really thought, as opposedhe saccharine
sweetness she had been treated with up to now.

'Oh, Mother!" It was Vanessa speaking now, herevaioghtly impatient.
"You can hardly turn her out on to the streets. & no training and no
gualifications. You know as well as | do that sihme@y wasted her time at
school. What on earth's she going to do?'

‘That is hardly our responsibility,’ Lady Kerslaleturned coldly, 'She chose
to neglect her opportunities. She can hardly compiaw if they no longer
exist. And it was up to her father to make suitdislancial provision while
he was alive. He knew quite well what the entaibined.’

'Perhaps, but he could hardly foresee that he artidMvould both be killed
in the same accident. Martin was the heir, afteraald he would have
looked after Morwenna.'

Standing motionless in the hall, Morwenna feltesfr stab of pain inside her
at the casual words. But Vanessa was right in a Wayone could have

foreseen on that bright autumn day, only a few \sdedfore, that before

night came she would have been quite alone in tdwher father and

brother both dead, victims of a freak collisioniwat lorry whose brakes had
failed on the steep hill outside the village.



She had always known that the entail existed, afss Had even laughed
ruefully with Martin over the male chauvinism indlera of Women's Lib of
the insistence that the baronetcy and the estatddshitill descend through
the male heirs only. The future hadn't filled hétihva great deal of concern.
She was barely eighteen, after all, and more istedein having a good time
than considering her future prospects. And herefatad encouraged her in
this. Always he and Martin had been there like tauks, and she had basked
secure in the certainty of their affection and Bpgi Until that day—when
the chill wind of reality had shown her how fragiler shelter had been.

The solicitors had been very kind, and had expthieeerything in great
detail, including the fact that there was not aagdeal of money for Cousin
Geoffrey to inherit. Her father, she learned foe first time, had been
speculating on the stock market and suffered soomsiderable losses.
Given time, Mr Frenchard had said, he would haveouped these
losses—his business acumen was considerable. @riigdhnot been given
time.

During the weeks since the funeral Morwenna hadtiek she was existing
in a kind of curious limbo, and this impression Hwekn emphasised with
the advent of Cousin Geoffrey, whom she hardly knamd his rather
domineering wife, whom she did.

Cousin Patricia, she knew, had expected to finddiean wealthy woman
and had been less than entranced with the true efaaffairs, although
becoming Lady Kerslake and occupying the housenafgom the reign of
Queen Anne, must, Morwenna surmised drily, have lseene consolation
at least.

At first she had been inclined to gush over Morwenbut as the days
passed, her manner had become more distant. Nah#hahad ever been
close, Morwenna thought. And she had never beemi@mdly terms with

Vanessa either, even though her father had instbieyl attend the same
school and had paid both lots of fees to achierge #ne had wondered since
whether Vanessa had resented this, or whether &i@ersaurce of grievance
had been simply that her younger cousin had tHeyalai skate lightly over

the academic waters where she had frankly floundé&kéhatever the cause,
Vanessa's hostility had at times been almost téagéand there had been



little softening of her attitude since her arrial Carew Priory. On the
contrary, Morwenna felt at times that Vanessa weaskly gloating over the
reversal in their fortunes. She'd had to be vergfohover everything she
did and said, making certain that Mrs Abbershawhtiesekeeper went to
Cousin Patricia for her instructions, even remeimnigeto knock before she
entered rooms where the family had gathered. Suygldea was the outsider
in her own hjpme. Yet no longer her own home, adyLKerslake was
reiterating with some force.

'‘And | can't imagine why you should be so concernvathessa,’ she added
with asperity. 'You've never cared for her pargaeiyl.'

'l don't care for her now," Vanessa retorted wéadpisbut we have to
consider what people will say, and her |, fathed Martin were extremely
well liked locally. We don't want to start off one wrong foot.'

'Indeed not.' Lady Kerslake gave a deep sigh. "@lpmoblem it all is! | had
no idea the wretched child was simply going to haraynd here aimlessly.
Wasn't there some talk of a painting school?"

‘There's always talk of something where Morwenoaixerned. But you're
right, she was supposed to be joining Lennox dhlsstlass at Carcassonne
this month. Whether he'll be so keen to have her that the fees are not
forthcoming is a different matter. It's a well-knovact that he fills up his
class with rich dilettantes in order to pay for thails he really wants.’

Morwenna's fingers, clenched deep in the pock#iefoose knitted, jacket
she was wearing, closed shakingly round the eneettye had thrust there
not half an hour before. She had seen the postoraimg up the drive from
her bedroom window and some premonition had told viteat he was
bringing, and she had run down to intercept hinhtt#d letters were taken as
a matter of course to Cousin Patricia now befoeg there distributed to the
appropriate recipients, and Morwenna knew thattarlevith a French stamp
would have attracted just the sort of attention s least wanted.

And her sense of foreboding had been fulfilled. &sa might almost be a
thought-reader, she told herself despairingly. loan@hristie's letter had
been courteous but adamant. The work she had showrat her initial



interview in London, he wrote, did not justify hiroffering her a
non-fee-paying place in his class as she had regpiddowever, he would
be back in London in the spring, and she could yveantact him then with
any new work she had produced, so that he couldwevis decision. It was
the final humiliation. The offer of a review in tBering was, she knew, put
in as a salve to her damaged pride.

She had never had a lot of faith in her abilitypasartist. She had inherited
some of her dead mother's talent, and had beegrizespupil at school, but
she had had few illusions about how she would farghe fiercely
competitive art world if ever her livelihood depeddon it. It hadn't before,
of course, and only a sense of utter desperatidrph@mpted her appeal to
Lennox Christie. She had sensed during their brtefview earlier that year
that he had been unimpressed with the range o$tames and still life she
had shown him, but she knew at the same time higatvas capable of better
things, if not the touch of genius which had betamged on so much of
Laura Kerslake's work. She had not mentioned héhens name to Lennox
Christie. There seemed little point. Laura Kerslake been dead for over
ten years and she had painted little after heddml were born. Besides, her
work was no longer fashionable.

Cousin Patricia had said as much soon after shatnaed at Carew Priory.
Morwenna had little doubt that those of her mothpdintings which were
hanging in the house would soon be relegated @itan- and replacements
sought for them in the trendy gallery in London efhiLady Kerslake

patronised. She had hoped very much that she wmuldng gone from the
Priory before that happened.

She had never intended to stay there in any cdse wias what made it so
doubly hurtful to hear herself being discussedf ahé was some parasite.
She had always known that she would have to galb @ff some kind. This

was why she had been on her way to speak to C&adiitia, to ask, cap in

hand, if there was any prospect of a job, howevenial, at the trendy

gallery. At least she had been spared that paaticsihame, she thought
fiercely.

But that was all she was to be spared. Vanessapeaking again. '‘And are
you sure that she is just hanging around aimledsiigt all, she was seeing



quite a lot of Guy a few months ago before all ttappened. Perhaps she's
hoping to revive all that again and use him as al ket for life.’

Guy's mother gave an unfeeling laugh. 'l can'tevelishe's that naive,’ she
exclaimed. 'Guy may have paid her attention whisddé&tt and Martin were
alive, but the circumstances are different nowy\aifferent. Guy isn't a
fool by any means. She's quite an attractive girlgrant you that, but if
she's hoping for anything more from him than jusasual affair, I'm afraid
she's going to be severely disappointed. Guy cdretter for himself than a
penniless cousin.'

Vanessa's 'Mother!* was half laughing, half scaisedl, but Morwenna
waited to hear no more. She turned precipitatety féed back across the
wide hall with its rich Turkey carpet and dark plieck walls, and up the
gently curving stairs.

In the past few weeks, one room in particular hecbime her refuge—her
mother's small sitting room in the West Wing. Thias one of the few
places where Cousin Patricia and her 'little chandwed so far not
penetrated. Morwenna slammed the door behind hen flung herself
down on the shabby brocaded sofa and gave waystoran of tears. In a
way, it was a catharsis she had been needing. &hbdrdly shed a tear at
the funeral or afterwards, and had meekly accepitranquillisers that the
doctor, worried by her pale face and shuttered,dvess prescribed.

Now grief, humiliation and rage all had their waittwher, as she lay, her
face buried in the silken cushions. It was dreattfulontemplate how near,
how very near she had come to falling in love v@imy. As children, they
had been largely indifferent to each other on évedccasions they had met.
Then, in the early summer, she had met him agamparty after a gap of
several years. In fact they had hardly recognisach eother, but the
attraction had been, as she thought, instant andalhiNow she had to face
the fact that she had been the one who was atiiaante that Guy had only
had an eye to the main chance. She pressed hekléswagainst her teeth
until they ached.

So many things began to make sense now, partiguteglfact that she had
seen so little of Guy since the funeral. True, &d been working, and only



came down to the Priory at weekends, but eventiedmad held aloof. She
had been grateful then, telling herself that it waspect for her grief that
held him in check, but now she knew differentlywés simply that Guy had
nothing to gain now in prolonging their relationshShe could only be
thankful that she had never yielded to the framkpition to turn to his
arms for comfort.

She had sometimes wondered in the past why it heaya been Guy who

had drawn back in their lovemaking. There had Iseseral times when she
had longed for his kisses and caresses to sweegwagron a tide of passion
past the point of no return. Now she wondered fatl been self-control
which restrained him, or simply a disinclinationget too closely involved

with her. Whatever hi£ motive, it had been enougkeep her eating out of
his hand all through the summer, she thought unhagp fact, she had

come close to quarrelling with Martin on the subjédartin had been

unimpressed with Guy's blond good looks, and hatiked his sense of
humour which tended to poke sly fun at everyonsidetthe charmed circle
in which he moved.

Guy was one of the few subjects they had disagneednd now she had to
acknowledge that Martin had not simply been playirggheavy brother. He
had been wiser than she knew, and she understsothdtives now in
encouraging her to apply for a place on the pajntaurse. Apart from
wanting to get her out of Guy's way, he had beercemed about her lack of
purpose in life, her light- hearted assumption thare would always be
someone around to look after her. She was quiteeawathout conceit, of
her own attractions and knew there were few menwiwald not be drawn
by her pale silky hair, twisted up into a loose ko top of her head, and her
large grey eyes with their long fringe of dark lashShe supposed now that
this was why she had been so easily taken in by Slug was accustomed to
men's attentions and admiration, and it had newen eccurred to her that
her good- looking cousin could have an ulterior irreot

'What a fool!" she whispered aloud, pressing heckles childishly against
her streaming eyes. 'What an utter fool!"

At last she lay quietly, her eyes closed, capablg af an occasional aching
sob. She felt physically and emotionally drained] ahe was scared as well.



One certain thing had emerged from the unpalatabfements she had
heard downstairs—she was going to have to leav@tioey, and fast. But
where was she to go? Even the potential refuglepainting school had
been taken from her, and the remnants of her foitb@de her to ask for any
kind of help from Cousin Patricia.

She sat up unwillingly, pushing her tumbled haickbotom her face, while
her brooding gaze travelled round the room, restiitg a kind of painful
affection on the few pieces of antique furniturattshe knew her mother had
chosen for this room when she had first come tdPthery as a bride. The
fact that the chair covers were faded and the ingrtand carpet had also
seen better days only added to their charm. Abmeevhite marble fireplace
hung Laura Kerslake's only attempt at a self-ptrtpainted only a few
years before her death. Morwenna's eyes lingeredt amith peculiar
intensity, as if that serene face with the humoeyes and the wryly twisted
month, suggesting that the artist knew only tod et portraiture was not
her forte, could provide her with some clue what to do fa thture. She
gave a small weary sigh at her own fancifulnesd,eer eyes wandered on
past the portrait to the small group of landscapethe adjoining wall.

Here, Laura Kerslake had been thoroughly at honies& were what
Morwenna had always thought of as the Trevennoamrohey were scenes
done from memory of the place where Laura had spentgirlhood.
Although she had been born and lived in Londonrduhier early years, the
outbreak of the Second World War had caused hanpato seek a safer
home for her, and so Laura, on the brink of henggedad made a long,
solitary journey to Cornwall to stay with some dist relatives. She had
never returned to London. When the news had colehttr mother and
father had been the victims of a direct hit onrtheuse during the Blitz, she
had simply remained at Trevennon.

Trevennon. Morwenna climbed off the sofa and walkexbss the room to
study the pictures more closely. Of all her mothevbrk, these seemed
more deeply imbued with the almost mystical, feynstnt which

characterised it than any others. When she wad,dvi@wenna had gazed
at the big, dark house on the cliff top with itanvurrets and tall, twisted
chimneys and set her young imaginings of Camelolristan and Iseult

among those sombre stones. Laura had laughed erlygt such fancies,



although at the same time she had pointed ouffteatrmon owed more to
the tin-miners than it did to any fabled knightsl dadies.

Morwenna knew that the rugged coast nearby wasdittwith the remains
of the mine-workings, and the ruined buildings amiimneys stood now
only as the landmarks of a vanished prosperityvdmaon, her mother had
said, had been founded on that prosperity, butd &ad never given any
hint as to what it owed its present subsistence.

In fact, when she looked, back, Morwenna realibad her mother had said
very little about her life in Cornwall. But she haden happy there, or that
was the impression Morwenna had always receivesidBs, her own name
was a Cornish one, and her mother would hardly lidnesen it if it had
revived any unhappy memories, although at the dameeshe was aware
that her father had not approved the Choice. 'Pomeanticism’, he had
called it, but with an edge to his voice rathemtliae indulgent note with
which he usually greeted his wife's whims. And leal lused the same
phrase, Morwenna remembered, when he had lookebdea® revennon
group—the house on the cliff-top, the deserted WHagsey mine, the tiny
harbour village of Port Vennor, and the crampedcheaf Spanish Cove
with the dark rocks standing up like granite seziiragainst the swell of the
tide.

'Why do you say that?' As if it were yesterday, WMenna recalled the lift of
her mother's chin. 'l wasn't just painting a pldosas painting my youth,
and all I knew then was peace, security and I@ree'had risen from the sofa
and walked over to her husband, sliding her armutdpin his and resting her
cheek against his sleeve. 'l don't doubt that goaght, but leave me my
illusions.’

'Peace, security and love.' As the words came batler, Morwenna felt
herself shiver. They were like an epitaph for hendopes, she thought
unhappily. Then she stiffened. A purposeful stes waming along the
passage outside, and she turned to face the dday@ened. Lady Kerslake
came in.

'Oh, there you are, Morwenna. I've been lookingedir the house for you,'
she said rather pettishly. 'l was wondering whegoerintended being in for



lunch.' She hesitated, then went on, "You see,agyust phoned to say that
he's coming down and bringing a friend with him aredthought..." She let
the words drift into silence and gave Morwennagaificant look.

Morwenna bit her lip. So Guy was bringing his latescy down to lunch,
and his mother was checking to see that their meoient house-guest
would accept the situation without showing that sheed, or making any
kind of scene. Her temper rose slowly.

'How nice,' she said with assumed indifferencet iBumy presence is going
to cause any embarrassment | can easily pick npeksat the Red Lion.'

'Oh, my dear!" Lady Kerslake's lips parted in alsrof total insincerity. 'As
if we would expect you to do any such thing! Whadiléy girl you are,
sometimes. Not, of course, that we would wish terfiere if youhad made
any plans. After all, you're a grown woman now, god have a life of your
own to lead. It's perfectly natural that you showiaht to be independent,
and we don't want to interfere, or feel that wéodding you back in any
way.' She paused again, invitingly, as if waiting ¥orwenna to confide in
her. Her tone had been all interest and motherhcem, but Morwenna
knew she would not have been deceived for an ihstaen if she had not
overheard that brief conversation in the drawingnmo Cousin Patricia's
whole tone and attitude was hinting broadly tha¢ slad outstayed her
welcome, and that they were waiting to hear whahplshe had made to
shift herself.

The humiliation of having to admit that she hadptems, and that even her
embryo career as an artist had died an undistihgdisleath, was suddenly
too much to bear. A germ of inspiration lodged én brain, and before she
could reason with herself or question the wisdomioét she was about to
do, she spoke.

"You really don't have to bother about me any m@eusin Patricia. I'd
intended to tell you over lunch that I'm going awky-I've been invited to
stay at Trevennon— with my mother's people—urgib lto Carcassonne in
the spring. The letter came this morning. It's aserful opportunity for me.
Cornwall's a marvellous place for painters. My neotbsed to say that she
got all the inspiration for her best work from hene at Trevennon," she



ended, rushing her words nervously, as the thoogbtrred to her that
Cousin Patricia might demand to see this mysteriowigation.

Lady Kerslake's eyes rested wonderingly on the grolupaintings over
Morwenna's shoulder, then came back to searchalberrather frowningly.
"Your mother had relatives in Cornwall? | wasn'tasv-'

'Very distant relatives,” Morwenna broke in. ‘Cogsheaven only knows
how many times removed.' Wildly she searched henong for names that
would add weight to her story. 'lt—it was Uncle Daia who wrote to me.’
That was the name her mother had mentioned mosllofDominic
Trevennon who had taught the city-born girl to dirnarefoot over the
rocks, to row a boat, to fish, to lift the lobspats and relieve them of their
snapping contents. It had been Dominic too who th&t her the legends
that Morwenna remembered as bedtime stories. Délée 'knackers', the
small malevolent spirits who inhabited the tin nsinevhose tapping
hammers presaged disasters, such as flooding thfadks:. Tales of the
galleon which had foundered off Spanish Cove dutimg storms that
pursued the ill-fated Armada, and the gold it hadied, still to be found,
Laura had said, among the sand of the cove by asexkless enough to
climb down the cliff to search there and risk betng) off by the racing tide.
And Morwenna had lain there round-eyed among theafed of the
blankets, hearing the screech of gulls and fedhegsand gritty under her
bare toes as she delved among the shifting gramthé doubloons.

'It all seems very sudden,' Lady Kerslake was spyaer lips drawn into a
thin line. 'But | suppose you know what you're dpinlave you met any of
these—er—cousins before?'

‘No, but | feel I know them. My mother told me sauch about them.’
Morwenna, guiltily conscious just how far this wa®m the truth,
surreptitiously crossed her fingers in her jaclatiets.

'Well, it's very kind of them to offer you a homander the circumstances,’
Lady Kerslake said sourly. 'l do hope you won'tetaldvantage of their
generosity, Morwenna. You can't expect to be admh other people all
your life, you know. But if it's only until the spg, | don't suppose it will
matter too much.' She gave a brisk nod. 'Now, \@batt lunch?"



'Oh, don't bother about me.' Morwenna's nails ceepdnto the palms of her
hands. 'l think I'll go and see about my packiAgother meal in this house,
she thought, would choke me.

'‘As you wish,' Lady Kerslake concurred, not tron@lto hide her relief at
the way the situation seemed to be resolving it§&+e turned towards the
door, then hesitated as if a thought had occuwdtkt. 'If there are any of
four mother's paintings, Morwenna, that you wowdecto take with you, |
hope you won't hesitate to do so. Geoffrey andrewalking last night, and
we agreed it would only be fair that you shoulddnaeme keepsake of her,
although there is no actual legal entitlement.dwh suggesting, of course,
that you should take any of the better-known caesdmnging downstairs,
but if you want any of the pictures in this roonuymay have them. | don't
think they can be regarded as her best work byragns, but naturally they
will be of sentimental value to you.'

If she had expected a show of delight, she wagd@ated. Morwenna's
face was impassive and her few words of thanks Isngrelite. Lady
Kerslake went away toarrange her lunch party réflgcthat the girl was
probably put out because she had not been allowéake her pick of the
more valuable paintings.

As soon as she could be sure that she had dep&ltedienna sank back
again on the sofa, her legs shaking. She staremks@a¢he room at the
painting of the lonely house on the bleak headland her stomach
contracted nervously. She thought wildly, 'Oh, Gebat have | done?'

She had always tended to be impulsive. It was dydmait, but it had never
carried her to these lengths before. It had begnlsiveness that had led her
to apply to the painting school. Many of the frisrghe had been at school
with were rather desultorily pursuing careers assq®al assistants or
secretaries, but they seemed to be little more ghaified dogsbodies as far
as Morwenna could see. Or they were helping tdaoutiques, or serving in
West End department stores. Somehow she had wanatedthan that. And
it hadn't particularly pleased her when people sadaerantly,
'‘Oh—Morwenna? Well, she'll get married, of courlegir eyes lingering
appreciatively over her slender figure with the tgemounded hips and
small, firm breasts.



She tried to control her whirling thoughts. Aftdlr ahe wasn't committed to
going to Cornwall. 'Trevennon had been a let-oute-tispiration of the
moment—something to save her face with Cousin ¢tatrShe didn't have
to actually do anything about it. Anyway, a waveolour flooded her face,
she couldn't just wish herself on a group of steagsgin spite of her brave
words to Lady Kerslake. She had no means of knowimgther the
Dominic of whom her mother had spoken with suck@fbn was still alive.
He would be in his sixties at the very least, dredytears that Laura Kerslake
had spent at Trevennon would only be a distant nmgmo

She had sometimes wondered why her mother had aotamed contact
with Trevennon over the years, but at the timad hever occurred to her to
ask. She had been too young to consider the coitipkerf the situation,
she thought, and after her mother's death, too rpraiing into the past had
never seemed quite appropriate. Besides, she wagshad the feeling that
her father had not shared her mother's nostalgi€donwall. Nothing had
ever been said, but the impression had been agstron Perhaps it had been
nothing more than ordinary, and only too humarngesy of a time when she
had lived and been happy without him, Morwenna gmbuwryly. Sir
Robert's love for his wife had been all-encompasdut somehow she had
felt the past was an area where she should ngiassswith her questions,
and now they could never be answered—unless ofseoshe went to
Trevennon herself.

She shook her head slowly, clenching her fingegetteer in her lap. She
must stop thinking along those lines. The fachefrnatter was that she was
homeless, but that wasn't the disaster it seemednds were always
flouncing away from the shelter of the parentalf i@iter some devastating
row or other, and they managed to survive. Therewa&umber of names in
her address book which she could call on in an gem&y. People were
always swopping flats, or marrying and moving otlhere would be
someone somewhere wanting another girl to makehepmtimbers. And
there were jobs too. Not the sort of creative wahik had planned on. For
those she would need training—qualifications. Bime swould find
something to do which would pay her share of tm¢ aad food bills, and
there were always evening classes she could go to.



She suppressed a grimace. It was a far cry fronsphieg in the South of
France that she had envisaged, but she had ordglhty blame. She was
capable of far better work than that she had sHoswmox Christie. But she
had known the money was there to buy her a plabesiolass, and she had
simply not tried too hard. If she were trying natwyould be very different.

She took the crumpled letter out of her pocket seatl it again slowly.
While it held out no definite hope, it did offerrhee second chance. But she
would need to work very hard over the next few rherib convince him that
she had sincerity and application as well as takemd wasn't just another
wealthy playgirl looking for an undemanding few rttmin the sun.

She got up restlessly and walked over to the windstaring out at the

prospect of smooth lawns and leafless trees whéblded itself before her.

What she needed was a few months' grace to do semo@s painting, when

what confronted her was the urgent necessity forgjod flat-hunting. She

tried to do some swift mental calculations, but tbsults were depressing.
The pitifully small amount of money she had in bank account would not
be enough to feed and house her while she pursidenuous dream. It
was time she recognised her hopes of a careeravére fringes of the art
world as the fantasy they were, and got down thties

She sighed and cast a regretful look back ovesheulder at the group of
paintings on the wall. Their appeal had never seemere potent. If she
took any of her mother's work away with her whea sent, it would be

those and the self-portrait above the mantelpiBogif she did take them,
heaven only knew what she would do with them. Stddcnot imagine

them as a welcome addition to the decor in anyeoffhends' flats. She
supposed drearily they would have to be stored sdmee until she could
find a proper home for them. Whenever that might be

She was halfway to the door when the thought canieet. She stopped
dead in her tracks and swung round again to suheypictures. She might
not be able to claim a temporary home at Trevenbah surely, for her

mother's sake, they might be willing to store thmpngs for her. If she took
them down to Trevennon and explained the situati@ks long as she made
it clear it was only a temporary measure. They wdnd far better there than



locked away in some warehouse. And it might give Tnevennon family
some pleasure too to know that Laura Kerslake lexémforgotten--

There was some relief to be gained in knowing sttedolved at least one of
her problems, minor though it was. It was doubtfbkther she would find
such ready" solutions for those that remained, miegkess as she went to
her room to begin to sort through her clothes agldrgings, a tiny ray of
hope began to burn deep inside her.

The next few days were not comfortable ones. Monaemas thankful that

she had announced that she was leaving in advatieawise she felt the

atmosphere in the house would have been well-mgndurable. As it was,

she could remind herself that the little barbs smde remarks which came
her way were only for a little while longer.

She had been totally ruthless with her packing. tMdsher extensive

wardrobe was now at the Vicarage awaiting the pexble sale, and she
had retained only the most basic elements. Butdilisnot grieve her as
much as parting with the childhood books and pasges that still occupied

her bedroom. She had thought sentimentally thatdaryeall these things

could be passed on to her own children, but shevistee had to travel

lightly, and the cherished articles were dispodda the charity shop in the
nearby town. She had soon reduced her possesgiamstd the contents of
one large suitcase, while her painting gear wasigaed to the depths of an
old rucksack which she found in one of the atfidse Trevennon pictures
and her mother's self-portrait were carefully takem their frames under
Lady Kerslake's eagle eye and made into a neaglparc

Life did not become any easier with the arrival@dfy with his latest
girl-friend in tow. She had dark, elaborately fezzhair and a giggle that
made Morwenna want to heave, but judging by Guyfsoé& smug
satisfaction, he saw nothing amiss.

Morwenna also had to cope with the added humikatioat Guy had

obviously told this Georgina all about her, possiith embellishments,

and that Georgina's reaction to the situation waseat her with a kind of

pitying contempt, mixed with triumph that Morwers¢édss had been her
gain.



Morwenna suffered this in a kind of teeth-grindingpotence, but she knew
there would be no point in trying to convince Geoaghat her relationship
with Guy had been very much in the embryo stagd,that she was not
stoically trying to conceal an irrevocably brokesah. It would have given

her immense satisfaction to tell Georgina thatvgas welcome to Guy, and
that her only regret was that she had not had thtowgee the truth behind
his advances in the first place, but she knew tiiatother girl would not

believe her.

However, it was Vanessa's attitude that Morwennando the most
surprising. As the time approached for her depeyther cousin became
almost cordial, even to the point of insisting aivihg her up to London to
catch the Penzance train. Morwenna accepted tleg, dftit she did not
deceive herself that it was promoted by any newwbliking for herself.
She suspected that Vanessa was taking her todimenterely in order to
make sure that she was in fact going to Cornwailtl was seeking her
company during her remaining hours at the Prionypéy to enable her to
avoid Georgina to whom she had taken an instaneartzhrrassingly open
dislike.

Life at the Priory, Morwenna decided on reflectimgemed likely to
become hell for man and beast quite shortly, eafigaf Guy decided to
marry Georgina and her father's money of whichsglude so often and with
such candour, and in a way this helped to allevtagepain of parting from
her home. Nevertheless she cried herself to sleep eight, her tears
prompted not merely by grief for the losses sheshdfdred but fear as well.
It was all very well to tell herself robustly thad one need starve in these
days of the Welfare State, but there was no esgdpefact that she had led
a reasonably sheltered existence up to a few slemks ago, and that what
faced her was likely to be both difficult and urgdant. Nor was it any
consolation to remind herself of the thousandsirté gf her age who were
far worse off than she was herself. She felt tptatild bewilderingly alone.
From being the pivot on which the family's loverted, she was now an
outcast, and she felt all the acute vulnerabilftiier position.

But when the day of her departure actually arrivadte was relieved. She
said a stilted goodbye to Sir Geoffrey in the studiych had once been her
father's and was acutely embarrassed when he hamgleavith a few



mumbled words a slip of paper which turned out écabsizeable cheque.
Blushing furiously, she managed a word of thanks @ soon as she was
outside the door, she tore the cheque into tingnfients and stuffed them
into a jardiniere, conveniently situated on its gmdl further along the

corridor.

Lady Kerslake returned to her former saccharineahiiiy, giving the

impression that it was only Morwenna's own intrhatiiy that was taking

her away from the Priory. Morwenna, putting her oahmeek dutifully

against the scented one turned to her, wonderddamitry twist of her lips
what Cousin Patricia's reaction would be if shedsemtly took her at her
word and announced that she was going to stay.

Vanessa was waiting in the hall tapping her fogtatrently. She made no
attempt to help Morwenna with her case or ruckdackwalked briskly
ahead of her to the car and sat revving the engimke her cousin stowed
her luggage in the boot. Morwenna climbed into plassenger seat and
looked steadily ahead of her. There was no poilttaking back. The Priory
was closed to her now and lingering backward glara®the car started
down the drive would only distress her.

Vanessa gave her a sideways glance as they waitddrge from the drive
on to the road.

You're a cool customer, | must say, Wenna,' shearked. 'One moment
you're drooping about the place like Patience oroaument or something,
and the next you're off—and to Cornwall of all mat You must be
completely mad. | mean, it may be all very weltiie summer, except for
the crowds, of course. But in winter time—my God!'

She paused but Morwenna made no response, so stieuedl, 'l thought

Guy might have made the effort to come down andysaglbye—especially
under the circumstances.' She waited again, btg thas still no reply, and
her voice was slightly pettish as she went onufipese he thought if he
made a fuss it might upset the frightful Georgina.’

Morwenna said calmly, 'There was absolutely nogedsr him to make any
kind of fuss.'



'Oh, come off it, Wenna.' Vanessa put her foot lo@ &ccelerator and
overtook a van on a slight bend to the alarm addymation of its driver.
"You know quite well that you and Guy had a thingng. It can't be pleasant
for you to see him with someone else. | don't blgmeat all for going off to
lick your wounds somewhere-—I think I'd do the samygour position. But
if it's any consolation to you, Mother was furiomser Georgina. It's been
almost amusing watching her try to be civil to Hehink in some ways she
would have preferred it if Guy had insisted onlgtig to you.'

‘Thank you," Morwenna said drily.

Vanessa hunched a shoulder. 'Oh, you know whatanmafter all, you
were pretty involved with him. He's lucky to havat gway as lightly as he
has.'

'Without having to make an honest woman of me,@omean?' Morwenna
was controlling her temper with some difficultys that what you all think?'

Vanessa shot her an uneasy glance. 'Well—not pitgci8ut Guy is
sleeping with Georgina—and being utterly blatardudbt, so...'

'So naturally you all assumed that I'd fallen ibtd with him with equal
ease.' Morwenna forced a smile. 'l can't pretandfttered, or does Guy
usually restrict his attentions to pushovers?"

'Well, let's say he doesn't usually waste a greak of his time on frightened
virgins,' Vanessa returned derisively.

Morwenna caught her bottom lip savagely in herteésee.' She was silent
for a moment. It was difficult to know which was se—the assumption
that she had been Guy's pliant mistress or thenalige inference that she
had not been sufficiently attractive to him for him have attempted
seduction. She would have preferred not to be higeither category.

She managed a light laugh. 'Actually our relatigmskas based more on
mutual convenience than anything else," she sajdind) her hands into the
pockets of her sheepskin coat to conceal the fettthey were trembling.
'We—we both needed someone to be seen aroundAwithl don't blame



Guy at all for confining himself to ladies with mmn Now that our
positions are reversed, I'm doing more or less#me thing.'

'You are?' Vanessa gave her a slightly flabberdalstek. 'l don't follow
you.'

Morwenna allowed her smile to widen. 'Well, I'm ngbing down to
Cornwall for my health's sake, let's say."

'No?' Vanessa was openly intrigued. 'ls there a?nan

Morwenna achieved a giggle quite as smug as arytlieorgina had
produced.

'Of course there's a man.' she said without a treorossing her fingers
superstitiously in the shelter of her pockets. hgddly be travelling to the
back of beyond at this time of year otherwise.'

'Welll" Vanessa's tone was frankly congratulatdryalways knew you
couldn't possibly be as innocent as you looked.eHau known him long?’

Morwenna shrugged. 'Long enough,' she said ailgce | was a small
child, she thought hysterically, in dreams andisgrand please don't let her
ask me how old he is or any other details. | doar'e if she does think me a
gold-digger or worse. Anything's better than beragarded as a charity
case. And I'll never see any of them again, so taeythink what they like.

Vanessa was speaking again. 'And do your plangdeaharriage, or is that
an indelicate question?'

'Oh, that would depend on a lot of things,” Morweersaid hastily. 'l—I
prefer to cross that bridge when | come to it." §&ee a little laugh. 'And if
| can persuade him to provide the money to sentbrpainting school next
year, | may never have to cross it at all.'

'l see,' Vanessa said blankly. 'Well, all | can saat | wish you luck.'



‘Thank you," Morwenna laughed. 'But | don't thindhkll need it.' Her tone
implied a total confidence in her own power ofattron, and for a moment
she despised herself for playing Vanessa's gameyhat did it matter after
all? They were never likely to meet again. Once whe out of the way,

Morwenna guessed that her cousins would breathghao$ relief and put

her out of their minds. In a way she could see theint of view. While she

had remained at the Priory, they could never tegl inheritance was truly
theirs. She was a wholly unwelcome reminder ofdaldedays, and relations
between the two families had never been on the mostate terms.

But it was chilling to have to recognise that sheswow alone in the world
with her own way to make. There had been timeslamgf ago either, when
she had inwardly rebelled against the loving shelt¢he Priory, when she
had been sorely tempted to thrust away her fathedsViartin's concern for
her and take off on her own like so many of hertemporaries. In some
ways now, she wished she had yielded to the impésdeast now she
would not feel so bereft.

Later, as she stowed her solitary suitcase antiderrsack, with the bulky
parcel of canvases attached, on the luggage ratketrnhe train jerk under
her feet as it set off on the long run to the Wasight knot of tension settled
in the pit of her stomach. She watched the platfoamd sidings slip past
with increasing despondency. In spite of her brawveds to Vanessa, each
one of which she now bitterly regretted, she knéwe siight well be
embarking on a wild goose chase.

She swallowed past a lump in her throat. The redgies the Trevennons
should store her mother's pictures until she wées tmbcome for them had
seemed quite a reasonable one when she had finsuleted it. Yet what

right had she, a stranger among strangers, togslaaours at all? Wouldn't
she have done better to have stayed in London artthed herself to sell
the pictures? That would have been the sensilig tioi have done instead
of tearing off on this quixotic journey to a corrdrEngland she only knew
from bedtime stories and a few semantic imagesaonas.

She .sighed unhappily. For better or worse, shesketied on her journey
and she wished very much that she could put otieofhead the fact that
someone had once said it was better to travel hdpehan to arrive.






CHAPTER TWO

HER mood of depression had not lifted by the time deehed Penzance,
and matters were not improved by the fact thaas wouring with rain from

a leaden sky. Morwenna surveyed her surroundingsowi enthusiasm.

She wished that funds permitted her to summon iaatek order it to drive

her to Trevennon, but she knew that would be afroly thing to do when
she had no idea how far the house might be sitdfeded Penzance. For a
moment she toyed with the idea of finding somewheigpend the night in
Penzance, but she soon dismissed it. Top prioriag \getting out to

Trevennon and leaving the pictures there.

Her hair was hanging round her face in wet strbégkbe time she had found
a newsagent and bought a map of the area, andah&ankful to find an

open snack bar where she could shelter and stwdyn#p in comparative

comfort. Trevennon itself was not marked, but shensfound Port Vennor

as she drank her coffee and ate a rather tastdlesse roll. Spanish Cove
was marked too, so she knew roughly the directbaarn for.

As she emerged from the snack bar, a gust of wangyltt the door, almost
wrenching it from her hand, and catching her offabee for a moment.
Morwenna groaned inwardly. Her mother had told lk#rabout the
southwesterly gales, but she had not bargainecthésting one as soon as
she arrived. Walking down to the bus stop, it ocedito her that she wasn't
sure exactly what she had bargained for. In faetnhore she thought about
it, the more hare-brained and impulsive her actegemed. She eased the
rucksack into a more comfortable position on heusder and bent her head
against the force of the rising wind.

One thing was certain. She would soon find ouhd bad been a fool, and
she found herself hoping with something very likgrayer in her heart that
Dominic Trevennon would be a kindly and understagdold man who
would not demand too many stumbling explanationshef arrival,
unheralded, on his doorstep.

When she arrived at the bus stop, she found tleatvsls not alone. Another
girl was waiting, sheltering from the wind in a n®a doorway. As
Morwenna stopped to put down her case, she gave fnenkly speculative



look. She had a short, rather dumpy figure whiclsmtahelped by being
enveloped in the voluminous folds of a black cageching to her ankles.
Her face was round and friendly, and quite prettyd she smiled as
Morwenna put down her case.

'‘Miserable day.'

'Yes.' Morwenna looked around her. 'And it getkdar quickly at this time
of the year.'

'Have you got far to go?"'
'I'm not sure really. I'm trying to get to a housdled Trevennon.'

‘Trevennon?' The other looked startled for a momnikist quite a long way.
You want to ask to be set down at a place callesdnon Cross.' She was
silent for a moment, then she said, 'Look—I'm ngitg to be rude. But are
you quite sure that's where you want to go?' * Mamma was no longer very
sure of anything, but she lifted her chin with aftdence she was far from
feeling. 'Of course. I'm looking for a Mr Trevenreominic Trevennon.
Do you know him?'

‘Not personally." The other girl's mouth twistedylyr 'He doesn't exactly
welcome outsiders on his sacred preserves.'

Morwenna groaned inwardly. So much for the benewadd gentleman of
her hopes, she thought.

"You make him sound a formidable character," she, $gying to speak
lightly.

'He's a bastard,' the other girl said shortly. &es like one of the Lords of
Creation, hanging on to that barn of a house asdpldce of crumbling

coastline as if he was defending one of the lastidvas of Cornwall. He

hates tourists and he doesn't go a bomb on caalllsceither, but if he's
expecting you, it should be all right.'



Morwenna's heart sank even more deeply. The whéged grandfatherly
figment of her imagination was turning into onelod autocrats of all time,
so what kind of a reception was she going to get?

"You seem to know a great deal about him," she cembeal.

‘Not through choice, | assure you. My brother arfthve a small studio
pottery at St Enna which is pretty near TrevenWga.want to extend it and
open a small shop, but we were refused planningnigsion, and Dominic
Trevennon was behind that. He was afraid it migtnaet tourists near his
precious estate. He values his privacy very higihbgs Mr Trevennon.'

Thanks for the warning, Morwenna thought bleaklize §jlanced at her
watch. The bus would be arriving any minute nowvstilt wasn't too late to
change her mind. Could this really be the man hether had spoken of
with such nostalgic affection, or had the passdgenee simply changed
him out of all recognition?

'I'm Biddy Bradshaw, by the way,' the girl went dfve been doing the
rounds of some of the gift shops, trying to get edimm orders for the
Easter trade.' She gave a tight little smile. &flwad our own shop, it would
make things much easier. The shops are fairly @vative round here, but
they want commission on what they sell for us, radly, and there isn't that
much profit just at the moment to share around.’

Morwenna nodded, conscious of a slight feeling wkwardness as she
introduced herself.

Biddy's eyes were alight with interest. 'Morwenr&® that's a Cornish
name. | didn't realise you were from this partha world.'

'I'm not. But my mother spent most of her childhdede, and | suppose it
seemed a natural choice for her.'

Biddy shrugged slightly. 'l suppose so—if you hawvedaste for tragic
legends. Oh, here's the bus at last.’



She clambered up the steps of the single-deckde Wtorwenna followed.
"You want the stop after mine,' she directed as#éana paid for her ticket.
‘Turn left at the Cross and follow the road untidrings you out at the house.
You can't miss it,' she added. 'It doesn't leadvdueye else.’

Morwenna would have liked to have questioned Biddyier about
Trevennon, but the bus was fairly crowded and she aware of all the
potential listening ears, so she confined her questo general ones about
the area itself. Biddy was cheerful company, andwénmna felt oddly
desolate when she announced eventually that they eeening to her stop.

'You want the next one, don't forget," she saidresgot to her feet. '‘Good
luck." She paused. 'If you—do decide to stay farhée, look us up at the
pottery.'

'I'd like that," Morwenna smiled up at her. As bus lurched away again she
took a deep breath to steady herself and begaairteve her belongings. In

less than five minutes she found herself stanciniipe darkness, the wind
whipping at her hair and tangling across her f&e shivered, huddling her
sheepskin jacket round her for warmth and wishirad she was just about
anywhere but the chill of this unknown country road

She began to walk towards the faint glimmer of #dignpost at the
crossroads, glad of the shelter of the hedge. $tnaming still and the drops
stung her face. When she licked her lips she cagé salt on them, and in
the distance above the howl of the wind, she cbelt the *sea roaring.

'‘Good night for wrecks,' she murmured aloud, amehaced at the thought.
At the crossroads she turned left as Biddy hadcatdd and found herself in
a narrow lane, bordered on either side by high éedlj was really dark
now, the faint moonlight almost totally obliteratbg the mass of rushing
clouds chased by the gale.

She had walked perhaps two hundred yards, prdgtitegling her way
along the hedge, when she stopped and "aid flatlyadoud, This is silly.’

She set down her case and the rucksack and begsafasten the buckles.
Among the oddments she had thrown in at the lastemd, she thought, was



a torch, although she wasn't sure if it worked fathere were even any
batteries in it. Naturally the missing article I&igpped right to the bottom of
the rucksack and she was obliged to repack it alcmapletely before she
could fasten it again. Grimly she stood up atdaust tentatively switched on
the torch. The faintness of the glimmer of lighdttfell on the road in front
of her indicated there was not much life left ie thatteries, but it was better
than nothing, and it was a heavy, comforting objechave in- her hand
anyway on this evening when the whole world seefuédf movement and
menace and unidentifiable sounds. She shone ttte atvead of her, and her
heart almost leaped into her mouth when it pickedsomething large and
white in the hedge, something which bent and swayele wind. A large
notice board, she realised, with hysterical rebefd what an utter fool she
was making of herself. She had spent the greateopher life living in the
country, so why was she behaving like a towniepileg at every shadow,
letting her imagination play tricks. It was nonseng think that this dark,
unfamiliar landscape was rejecting her. She wam¢eBiddy's warnings
really get to her.

Or was she? she wondered drily a moment lateragaltwed her torch to
play over the lettering on the board. 'Private Rtadrevennon Only', it
stated unequivocally. No sign of the welcome madrdah she thought
philosophically, and walked on.

She had been walking for about ten minutes andimgsthat the notice
board had given some idea of the distance involvieen it happened. The
shriek of the wind had been rising steadily, and/mo a sudden boiling
crescendo of sound there was a loud crack justdabkaer, and with a
slithering rumble a tree fell right across the raatler path.

She stood very still for a moment, then put heeadswn, and began to
shake. She wasn't hurt. For God's sake, it hadert ®muched her, but it had
been close, and at this rate her nerves were goipg shot to pieces and she
was going to arrive on Dominic Trevennon's doorstegjbbering lunatic.

What was more, although the tree on closer exarmimaid not turn out to
be particularly large, nevertheless it had blockkedroad. She could climb
over it, but that was not the problem. Private rogdnight be, but
presumably people at the house had vehicles antbrgiswith other



vehicles, and the tree had fallen awkwardly betwaenbends in the lane.
A driver would be on top of it almost before helis=d.

She caught hold of one of the sturdier branchedwgygkd, but to no avail. It
might not be large, but it was heavier than it le@#kShe supposed her most
sensible course of action would be to hurry ormntohouse wherever it was,
and warn someone, trusting to luck that no onea@dang the lane in the
meantime.

Ironically, the wind now seemed to be lesseningf aware it had done its
worst and could now be satisfied. And behind hethe distance, she could
just hear the sound of a car engine, coming fastwdnna swung round,
her eyes searching the darkness. She was noaafathfrom the main road,
she told herself. There was no reason to thinkttteatraveller would not go

straight on. But even as she watched, she sawdhe af a pair of powerful

headlights and knew that against all the odds éhéad turned off towards
Trevennon. And the driver knew the road. He wasedog the narrow

twisting road without a check, and any moment n@would be here,

unaware of the waiting danger.

Morwenna almost hurled her case and rucksack ngéshelter of the hedge
and ran, stumbling, back to the bend. She stoddarmiddle of the lane,
swinging her torch from side to side in a despemdtempt to attract
attention, but wouldn't the pitiful light it affoedl be swallowed up in the
darkness?

The car lights seemed to slice across the evetkiyngasd then with a snarl
of the engine the car was upon her. She gave thk tme last wave, then
dived towards the hedge, but not quite soon eno8gimething grazed
her— perhaps a wing—and she fell, not hard but@afftly to wind her.
The car stopped with a squeal of brakes, a doonrsked and Morwenna
found herself being hauled to her feet with considy more force than she
felt was necessary.

He was tall, and his hands were hard and bruidihgt was the first, the
most Immediate impression, and more than enoughwkstma thought
feelingly, as she was dumped unceremoniously backooher feet. He
seemed to be very dark, or was that just the stiggesf the darkness



around him, and he was, she realised radiatingngerathat was almost
tangible.

"You bloody little idiot." He wasn't shouting; held't have to. 'What the hell
do you think you're doing? You could have beerekill

His grip on her upper arms was really hurting, &mdbusly she pulled
herself free. 'You call me an idiot!" she blazedkoat him, fright and stress
making her voice younger and more breathless tharwsuld have liked.
'‘And what about you—driving like a maniac on aenthight like this? If |
had been killed, it would have been all your fault!

Even as she spoke, she knew she was not beinly faial He had seen her
pitiful attempt to cause a diversion and had maddgestop, in spite of the
speed he was driving at, almost within the cargtie. But this had been the
final straw in a pretty abysmal day, and now reactvas taking its toll of
her.

"Your logic fascinates me,' he said with a coolteoipt that seared its way
across her skin. 'May | point out to you that tkis fact' a private road, and
under those circumstances one expects to be peeséom the antics of
lunatic hitch-hikers. And might | also suggest yoake your way back to
the main road, and ply your trade there.’

'l was not hitch-hiking!" She was furious to firtht she was shaking like a
leaf. 'What | was doing was trying to save youe,libr at least trying to
prevent you from being injured. That, of courseswafore | met you.'

There was a long electric silence.

'You'd better explain," he said grimly. 'Oh, notuydast remark. I've
managed to work the implications of that out forseiy.'

‘There's a tree down,' she said tonelessly. 'dusidrthat bend. | was going
to warn someone at the house, then | heard younggrand thought I'd

better stay and warn you instead. Only all | had tixat damned torch, and
the batteries aren't too good—and now they've gdirtegether.' She began



unavailingly to push the switch on the torch bacidsaand forwards as if
her very insistence could make it work again.

There was another silence, then he said abrupdiyit here.'

He walked across to the car, climbed in and stdahte@ngine. He drove the
few feet to the bend, then stopped. Another patism she heard his
footsteps returning.

He said without emotion, 'lt seems |. owe you aol@gy.'

'‘Well, don't let it ruin your life." She tried townd flip, but the quiver in her
voice betrayed her, and she heard him sigh, svafily sharply.

'‘But that still doesn't explain precisely what ywere doing on this road in
the first place,’ he said. 'What happened? Didm@s the main road in the
dark? This lane only leads to--'

‘To Trevennon,' she finished for him wearily. 'lIbkn | can read, actually, if
the print is big enough. And | haven't missed mywhough God knows it
would have been easy enough. I'm going to Trevenhbave to see Mr
Dominic Trevennon.'

She heard his startled intake of breath and wondesegnedly if she was to
be the recipient of another Awful Warning about Mrevennon's
intolerance of casual callers 'and general iralsigipbut when he spoke his
voice sounded cool and disinterested.

'Indeed, and has Mr Trevennon the pleasure of ¢ixgegou?’

'‘No," she admitted. 'And I've already been warred he's arrogant and
awkward and imagines that he's some uncrowneddi@prnwall, but all
the same, I'm going to see him.'

'l can't imagine why," he remarked. 'Judging by tlescription you've
received of him, | would have thought it would haleen infinitely
preferable to keep your distance.'



'l have to see him, she said abruptly. 'l wantstotam a favour.'

'Do you think he sounds the kind of man likely tapde favours for
chance-met strangers?'

'On the face of it, no." Morwenna shook her he@d. the other hand, he's
obviously a supreme egotist, and he might justditefed to think someone
has travelled half way across England to ask hiaotsomething for them.
Besides, I'm not wholly a stranger to him.'

'‘Well, | wouldn't count on it he said bitinglyAnd what do you
mean—you're not "wholly a stranger"?'

But Morwenna was already regretting that she hatlssamuch.

'I'm sorry, but | think that's my business,’ shid daiting her lip. '‘And | don't
doubt you're a lifelong friend of his and that yean't wait to get down to
Trevennon and tell him what I've said. Well, goahd don't suppose that
in the long run it will make much difference anyway

'‘As a matter of fact,’ he said slowly, ‘at thisqise moment, I'm wondering
whether I've ever known him at all. As for proceedwith all haste to

Trevennon to drop you in it, may | remind you ttred road is blocked by a
tree. Besides, I'm going to make a detour rounthéofarm to get Jacky
Herrick to bring his tractor down to shift it, o/ou hurry you should arrive
at Trevennon with your version first.’

‘A tractor?' Morwenna let her voice register exagtgs surprise. 'You mean
you're not going to pick it up with one hand, andstit lightly into the
hedge?’

She was sorry as soon as she had said it. Thergonaehing about him that
got under her skin, but that was no excuse for \dabawith gratuitous
rudeness.

When he spoke, his voice was cold with anger. Wak in the mood for
tossing anything into a hedge, believe me, younmam you'd get priority
over any tree.'



'l think we've already established that,’ she saédully, wincing a little as
she moved forward.

‘Are you hurt? The car hardly touched you...'

'Oh, please don't bother about me." She felt asef side of her was one
terrific bruise. 'l still might manage to finishudh.’

'Stand still," he ordered abruptly. "You might haveken something.’

She stood, teeth clenched more with anger thanpaiith as he completed a
swift but comprehensive examination of her moviagg

‘Thank you," she said with awful politeness whenhld finished. 'You
should have been a vet.’

'l won't complete the analogy,' he returned witbhaaourtesy. 'Although
several members of the animal kingdom do suggesnsklves. Which
reminds me—when you get down to Trevennon, watdhfauthe dogs.
They're not trained to encourage strangers.’

'Oh God!" Morwenna, retrieving her case and rudkdacm the hedge,
swung round to look at him. It was maddening thatas too dark to see his
face properly, let alone the expression on it, eimelcould hardly ask him to
stand in the car headlights for a moment so thatshild judge whether he
was joking. He hadn't done a great deal of jokipgaithat point, certainly,
and there was no reason for him to start now, saltiys probably existed.
She moistened her lips uncertainly. 'Do—do thegjit

'It has been known,' he said laconically. 'The dhia do is stand your
ground. Don't try to outrun them—that's fatal.'

'l can imagine it would be.' Morwenna knew an oveiming desire to sit
down on the wet lane and scream and drum her hBatsyou don't have to
worry. | doubt very much whether | could outruroatdise at the moment.
Would it help if | knew the dogs' names?"



'It might. They're called Whisky and Max. Do younthyou can remember
that?'

'Oh, | think so," she said grimly. 'l imagine | BHeve great difficulty in
remembering anything else." Wincing slightly, skeé&led her rucksack on
her shoulder then picked up her case.

'‘Dear God!" He was still standing in the shadowd wet of range of the
headlights. 'Not just a casual call, | see. Just lomg were you planning to
stay at Trevennon?'

It was on the tip of her tongue to confess thatvebeld -he satisfied with a
roof over her head for the night, but she suppregséfter all, it was none
of his business.

She sent him a smiling glance over her shouldeshagrepared to negotiate
the tree. It was one of her best, slightly teasawjiberately provocative,
aimed at leaving him with something to think about.

'We'll just have to see how things work out,’ slid ightly. ‘Maybe the king
of Cornwall will take a fancy to me.’

But if she had counted on, having the last word,sas to be disappointed.

'I'm sure he'll take something to you." His voicasvbland. 'Preferably a
riding crop.Au revoir,my pretty wayfarer.'

She held her head high, and wouldn't allow hergelfmp until she was
round the next bend and out of the range of thosedvealing headlights.

The force of the wind seemed to have spent itaetf, now the air was full of
the sound of the sea, a sullen booming roar asréekers hurled themselves
against the granite cliffs. Nor was it rain on fege any longer, but spray.

As she trudged on wearily, Morwenna found herselfiglering how easy it
would be to miss the house entirely and walk slvanyer the cliff into the

sea. She grinned wanly at the thought, and théerstd, peering almost
incredulously into the gloom. Somewhere just to I#fe she could see a



light, a steady, purposeful light like a lamp setthe windows of an
uncurtained room. And at that moment the moon eetefigppm behind the
flying clouds, and Morwenna saw the dark mass efitbuse, its chimneys
and roofs clearly outlined against the sky.

Under the circumstances, it was madness to fe¢l awsense of relief, of
homecoming' even, but the familiarity of the builgls shape, imprinted on
her mind by her mother's painting"caught at herthaad she felt childish
tears prick at the back of her eyelids.

Somewhere close at hand a dog began to bark, deefulkthroated, and
then another took it up, and in the house anotigét vent on, as if the
occupants were responding to the animals' war@hgourse, she thought,
they would be expecting a visitor—the man she hatlon the road.

Summoning all her courage, she walked up to tha filoor. The notice she
had seen had been perfectly correct, she thougty.\Wihe road indeed led
to nowhere but Trevennon—straight to its door ict.f&And what kind of

arrogance had decided to build a house in this spoy anyway—out on a
headland, exposed four-square to the elements&tA Biddy had called it,
she thought, and wished that her first view ofaitl ibeen in daylight.

There was an old-fashioned bell pull at the sidehef front door, and
Morwenna tugged at it half-heartedly, not reallpesting any results. But
to her surprise, a bell did start jangling somewteside the house, and the
dogs began barking again tumultuously. They seetoede penned up
somewhere in the outbuildings which rambled awaynfithe side of the
house, and as Morwenna waited, she heard the arldga almost to a
frenzy and the sound of heavy bodies banging agsamse kind of wooden
barricade. It was altogether too close for comfmt Morwenna hoped
devoutly that it would hold.

'Whisky!" she called out, trying to sound firm. '‘Ma&uiet, good dogs.'

The good dogs were clearly puzzled by- this perdsappeal from an
unfamiliar voice, but they stopped barking. Therasva lot of subdued
whining, and convulsive sniffing, and paws scrafdplon a hard surface, but
that, Morwenna felt, was a far more acceptablerztese.



And someone was actually coming to answer the ddorwenna felt her
stomach flutter with nervousness, and clenchedaeds into fists deep in
the pockets of her coat as the heavy door swung ojth an appropriate
creak of hinges.

She was confronted by a small stocky man, almostleped in a large and
disreputable butcher's apron. His face was wrinkleda walnut into lines
of real malevolence, and bright eyes under greggha&yebrows glared
suspiciously up at her.

'Wrong 'ouse," he snorted, and attempted to cleseaor.

Morwenna stepped forward quickly to circumvent theve. She smiled
beguilingly at him, ignoring the scowl she receivedeturn. Her thoughts
were seething. Was this— could this be Dominic €mon? He would be
about the right age, she reasoned, and he seemidthe portrait of
unlovable eccentric which she had begun to buildenmind.

'Mr Trevennon?' she asked, trying to speak configen
'‘Not 'ere," was the discouraging reply. 'So you 'smarell take yourself off.’

'Do you mean he's away?' Morwenna's heart sanknwhir. 'Or is he just
out?'

‘Tedn't none of your business,' the gnome remankgdsatisfaction. 'Now
go 'long with you. | want to get this door shubn&where in the house a
telephone began to ring, and his face assumedmession of even deeper
malice. "Ear that?" he snarled. 'l should be anmgehat, not stood ‘ere,
argy-bargying with you.'

'Oh, please,’ Morwenna said desperately, seeirtchthavas about to slam
the door on her. 'I—I've come a long way todayiifTrevennon isn't here
at the moment, couldn't | come in and wait?'

'‘No, you couldn't." He looked outraged at the thudf Mr Trevennon
wanted to see you, he'd have left word you wereeebgal. You phone up



tomorrow in a decent manner and make an appointridwt, go on. I'm
letting all this old draught in.’

The door was already closing in Morwenna's facennd@voman's voice
called, 'Hold on there, you, Zack. You're to let ime

''0Oo0 says?' Zack swung round aggressively.

The woman approaching jerked a thumb over her gleoul 'E does. Good
enough for you?"

Apparently it was, because Zack held the door opaotwide, it was true,
but sufficiently to allow Morwenna to squeeze hHrwough it into the
hall. She put her case down and eased the ruckisank her aching
shoulder, ignoring Zack's mutter of. 'Seems mareel.t

"You keep your opinion until you'm asked, Zack Haitab' The woman gave
Morwenna a searching but not unfriendly look. "Yaan wait in the study
for the master, miss. There's a nice fire in the3be paused doubtfully,
taking in Morwenna's chilled and generally bedradgippearance. "Would
you fancy a cup of something hot, while you're g’

Morwenna accepted gratefully and followed her resacross the wide
hall. She was too bemused by the suddenness atbess to the house, just
when she had almost given up all hope, to take masdount of her
surroundings. but the paramount impression was afnall- pervading
shabbiness.

And this was confirmed by the room in which shenfdtherself. A big
shabby desk, littered with papers and crowned bwararient typewriter,
dominated the room. A sagging sofa covered in fauhdgkz was drawn up
in front of the fireplace, and these with the additof a small table just
behind the sofa constituted the entire furnituréhaf room. The square of
dark red carpet was threadbare in places, andrite-patterned wallpaper
seemed to have faded to a dull universal beigd, Nghter, brighter square
patches seeming to' indicate depressingly thatisthad once hung there.



Morwenna sank down on to the sofa and held outads to the blazing

logs. What she had seen so far gave her no en@ueag at all. The

Trevennons, it seemed, had fallen on hard timesedmer mother had last
visited the house. And it could furnish an explaratas to why Laura

Kerslake had never returned there. Perhaps theeinewms themselves had
discouraged any reunions, preferring her to remerttbegs as they had
been. To remember people as they had been.

She glanced at the rucksack which she had placétemsofa beside her and
began to fumble with the buckles. She "took outgheecel of paintings, and

after a moment's hesitation walked across andtlad the desk. Her own

equivalent, she thought wryly, of putting all hards on the table.

There were some newspapers and magazines piled tettidily at one end
of the sofa and she riffled through them casualhemwshe sat down again.
They were an odd mixture, she thought, givingditlue as to the tastes and
personality of the subscriber.

There were some local newspapers as well and Maravanfolded one of
these and began to glance casually through the menvs on the front page,
but the newsprint had a disturbing way of dancipgand down in front of
her eyes, and at length she gave up the efforhcadiedging that she was
more tired than even she had guessed.

The door opened and the women came in carryingyawhich she placed
down on the sofa table. Again Morwenna was theprewt of one of those
searching looks.

'Is—is something wrong?' she asked.

"You have a look of someone | know. Can't bringniod who it is, but |
daresay it'll come to me.’

Morwenna's heart skipped a beat. Was it her mothair this woman
recognised in her? She was quite aware that thaseawesemblance, but
before she could ask further, a door banged nearyZack's voice shouted
pettishly, 'Inez!"



The woman tutted and moved towards the door. '[feadoesn't he go on,”
she remarked placidly, and went out closing the thebdind her.

Morwenna studied the tea tray with slight amusermiehad been laid with a
tea towel, and bore in addition to a fat brownleamtvare teapot, a cup and
saucer, neither of which matched, and a small piatding two buttered
cream crackers. But the tea itself was strong aagrdént, and by some
miracle not made with teabags. She sipped it &sviis nectar.

When she had finished, she leaned back againsthieby, comfortable
cushions and closed' her eyes. She felt warmeddghrand oddly at peace
in spite of her inner uncertainties. All kinds afrious images began to
dance behind her shuttered eyes, and it was pleasalie back and

contemplate them while the warmth of the fire beyadiissolve away some
of the ache from her tired limbs.

Trees danced in the wind, and dogs with eyes asaijgolden as the
headlamps on a car went bounding through the nigying at the moon.
And somehow Biddy was there too, the wind fillirgy lblack cape. 'Private
road,’ She seemed to be saying over and over dgaiate road. Keep out.’

Morwenna had no idea how long she had been astegpat had disturbed
her, but she was wide awake in an instant andgittp startled. It was much
lighter in the room and she realised that someax switched on the
powerful lamp which stood on the desk.

It was a man, and she knew as soon as she savh&in tvas the man she
had encountered in the lane. Her instinct, she ba@,not misled her. He
was dark, as dark as r the stormy night outsidemihdows, tall and lean.
His face was thin and as hard as if it had beennhBam the granite
cliffs—a high-bridged nose, a jutting chin, firnpsiand dark, hooded eyes
that stared down at her mother's paintings spradtdeodesk in front of him.

Men who looked like that, she thought dazedly, loade sailed ships
bringing contraband from Brittany into the covesrg this coast under the
noses of the Excisemen. And men who looked like toald even have
hung lanterns on lonely rocks to lure unsuspecsinigping to a terrible
doom.



He must have sensed her eyes on him because hegllapkand Morwenna
found herself shrinking from the mixture of angrglklief mingled with
contempt that she saw in his face.

She tried to tell herself that she was still aslaad that her dreams had
crossed the frontier into nightmare, but then haekepand she knew that it

was all only too real.

'Who the hell are you?' he said. 'And what aredang here? You have two
minutes to answer me before | have you thrown out.’



CHAPTER THREE

FOrR a moment Morwenna was stunned into silence, thgetiuously she
jumped to her feet, regardless of her hair whicth bame loose from its
topknot and fell about her shoulders in a silkeovatr.

'‘And just who are you,' she raged, 'to speak tdikeethat? And how dare
you open that parcel? It was for Mr Dominic Trevens-a private matter.
But you have the unmitigated insolence to walkenehand...’

'l can't imagine who has a better right," he intgted with icy hostility. "You
are the intruder here, not I. And your time is fimgrout, so | advise you to
answer my questions.'

Her head came up defiantly. T need tell you notHispe said. 'l wish to
speak to Mr Trevennon and no one else.’

There was a long electric silence. Then,
'l suppose,’ he drawled, 'that it's just withinblo@nds of possibility that you
aren't playing some devious provocative game of yimun to attract my

attention and that you really don't know who | am.’

For a minute Morwenna felt numb. Her eyes travedieer him desperately
rejecting what her brain told her was the truth.

'‘No!" she whispered. 'lt—it's not true. You camt.b

'‘But | assure you | am—what was it you called mefe-uncrowned king of
Cornwall. And this'—he showed his teeth in a me#s smile—'is my
castle.'

'‘No!" Morwenna pressed her hands against her byiafieeks. 'It's you that's
playing some game. You can't be Dominic Trevenntou're not old
enough.’

He laughed contemptuously. 'If that's an attemfiatery...'



"It isn't,’ she said flatly. 'By my reckoning theal Dominic Trevennon must
be in his sixties at least.’

He showed no surprise at her statement. Insteaddaed slightly as if her
words had only confirmed what he himself alreadgwn

'‘Now," he said very quietly, 'tell me who you arel avhat you want in this
house.'

She could have ground her teeth. Instead she heldld to her self-control.
'I've obviously been under a misapprehension,'ssti@ tonelessly. 'l can
only apologise, and leave. May | have my pictungilease—and their
wrappings?' She held put her hand, but he igndredésture completely.

'‘Not without an explanation,’ he said. 'You hadwgioto say for yourself
when we met earlier. Why this sudden reticence? Wanted to ask me a
favour—remember?'

She gave a bleak little smile. 'Not you,' she s&dmeone else who clearly
doesn't exist any more. Your father, perhaps, or...

'My uncle,’, he supplied equally bleakly. 'Who desasst, thank'you. He's
upstairs in his room at this moment studying clpgeblems.’

She looked at him, startled. 'Then—may | see hisgge?’

'‘No, you may not. Whatever business you feel yoy have in this house,
you can settle with me.' He flicked a hand towdhaéspaintings. 'l assume it
has something to do with these. If you're hopingdibthem, then | should
tell you at once that you're wasting your time.'

'l don't,’ she denied swiftly, her glance in spafeherself going to the
discoloured marks on the walls.

His eyes followed hers and he smiled thinly. "Yewuite right, of course.
There were pictures hanging there once, and ofiderably more value
than these offerings.’



'l admit they're not her best work," Morwenna saiting her lip. 'But they
do have a certain value—sentimental value, perh@psthat's what |
believe, or | would never have come here.’

'Why?' he said. 'Because the subjects bear arceaugerficial resemblance
to certain buildings and landmarks locally? | thiygu'll have to do better
than that.'

'Of course not," she flared at him, stung. 'Becalse— my mother, Laura
Kerslake, the woman who painted those pictureg] teskve here. This was
her home when she was a girl. The Trevennons waréamily—the only
family she had until she married my father. Ohnow that she seemed to
have lost contact with you all, but...’

'Did she send you?' he interrupted, his voice glaci

Morwenna shook her head, conscious that there veasiden lump in her
throat, but reluctant to reveal her distress t® timan's cold hostility.
'She—died, several years ago,’ she said constycted

He made a slight restless movement. 'I'm sorryiakt a perfunctory remark,
made simply to satisfy the conventions, and odady hurt most of all.

She lifted her head and stared at him dazedlyglém she can't hear you say
that,' she said, almost in a whisper. 'I'm gladsshet here to know how little
the people she loved really thought of her.'

"You're very quick with your judgments.' He thrag - hands into his pants
pockets. "You said she seemed to have lost comtifictus. Did it never
occur to you to ask yourself why? | don't know howch or what she may
have told you about her life here, but I'll dareeawshe never told you about
the misery she left behind her when she went.’

"You're lying!
'What reason would | have to do that?' he shrugijéldat I've said may be

unpalatable, and light years removed from Laurask&e's glossed-over
version of her time at Trevennon, but it's theltriatrr all that.”



It wasn't so much his words, but his tone reveatiagclearly that it was
immaterial to him whether she believed him or tlwat carried conviction.
Morwenna stared at him numbly, unable to think dfiag to say.

He broke the silence himself eventually. 'And waladut your father—the
gallant Sir Robert. Does he know that you've coere®

'My father's dead too." She had to dredge the wopdffom some deep,
painful recess of her mind. 'And my brother Marfiitey were killed in a
road accident only a few weeks ago. The estate wwdns$ cousin. All | have
left are these pictures.’

'My God," he said very quietly. 'So that's it. Yooother's stories must really
have got to you, my dear. Thirty-five years ago fslund a refuge here, so
you thought you'd do the same.' He shook his hesdzklievingly. 'Well, |
give you full marks for tactics. What a pity youneso totally misled about
your likely reception.’

The contempt in his voice seemed to curl down péeres She wanted to
strike at him, to rake her nails down his dark femed had to clench her
hands into fists at her side. His face did notraliat she knew all the same
that he was quite aware of her inward battle wghtemper and even faintly
amused by it.

"You are also very quick with your judgments.' Skered defiantly across
the room at him. 'l admit | did come here to askddome—nbut only for
these pictures. | thought you might store thennfieruntil | got a place of
my own. | thought that if you wouldn't do it for nsgke then you would do it
for my mother's. | know now that | was wrong.'

He gave a short, unamused laugh. 'Disastrously gur&o that was the
favour you wanted to ask. I'm afraid | can't accealét. There are still
people-in this house for whom such an overt reminéigour mother would
be undeservedly painful. My uncle is one of thend he's been a sick man
for some years, so | would prefer him not to bestips this way.'

Sh<j could hardly credit what her ears were tellieg. What*had happened
here all those years before to leave this afterrobbitterness? Whatever it



had been she could not believe that her motherkad been aware of it.
Nothing had ever shadowed Laura Kerslake's affieateo memories of
Dominic Trevennon. She felt herself shiver, and etblier hands in a slight
negative gesture.

'l can't pretend | know what's going on here,'sdid, steadying her voice by
a tremendous effort. 'But under the circumstandlescan do is leave at
once, and apologise for my intrusion.’'

She picked up her rucksack from the sofa and watikedrds the door, but
he stepped away from the desk and into her path.

‘Just a minute,' he said peremptorily. ‘It isnit@as simple as you seem to
think. Just what did you hope to gain by comingeHike this?'

'Very little,' she said wearily, her head bent. Hands were clenched tightly
round the straps of her rucksack, the knuckles stgpwhite. 'Just a few feet

of storage space, that's all. | see now of colnakit was too much to ask of
strangers. It was just that I've never—thoughthefpeople in this house as
strangers.'

'How very appealing," he commented cynically. 'Wdnaity you didn't take
the trouble to write or telephone in advance ofryaruival. You might have
been spared a difficult journey. And for the re¢drd not convinced by this
cock and bull story of yours. It's just unfortunéde you that giving refuge
to waifs is no longer among our family failings. d\giou have your mother
to thank for that.'

Morwenna lifted one shoulder in a shrug of resigmat'Believe what you
want,' she said shortly. 'But what | told you happto be the truth.’

'‘Come now, Miss Kerslake.' The cynicism in his eodeepened. 'Are you
trying to tell me that it never once crossed youmdrthat there might be a
home for you here?'

It would have been wonderful to lift her head aadha his eyes and fling his
insinuations back in his mocking face, but she @otilie, not even to save
her own face. Half- truths had got her into thismaefter all.



'‘No," she said at last very quietly. 'l can't dehgat it did cross my
mind—~briefly, once.’

As she spoke, she glanced up and saw an odd losk bis face, as if her
admission had surprised him. But why should it hdeee? It was after all
only what he had been waiting to hear, she thoughe gathered all her
resolution and moved forward again towards the ddermade no attempt
to get out of her way and she had to walk round tameach it. As she
reached for the knob, the door suddenly swung idsvand she stepped
back, unable to repress a little cry of alarm.

'Hell's bells, I'm sorry.' The young man standingloe threshold gave her a
swift look of concern which swiftly and overtly ahmged to one of
admiration. 'Did | knock you? | just had no ideattiiou'd be standing there.
| thought Dom was alone, you see, and.

‘The young lady is just leaving," Dominic Trevenrsaid in a voice as bleak
as a winter's gale.

'Really?’ The newcomer made no attempt to hiddieappointment. That's
too bad. Are you staying in the neighbourhood?

'Only as a temporary measure. | have to get batkmdon.' Morwenna did

not look at Dominic Trevennon to judge the effefdhis deceptively defiant

little speech. She was frankly shattered at theighbof having to go out

again into this stormy night to find somewhere tays|f she was honest
with herself, she had counted on being offered ghtts shelter at

Trevennon. She had not wanted to eat any furthehier small savings. She
reflected despondently that this trip to Cornwadiswikely to prove one of

the costliest impulses of her entire life, not nhene financial terms either.

Her confidence and self-respect had also takemarpected battering. All

she wanted to do now. was to get away from thisdaick house and the
harsh insensitive man who dominated it and lickvaeunds in peace. She
needed desperately to think too, to consider sointeeounpalatable facts
that she had been presented with. Her mother,eined, had created a
fantasy world about her time at Trevennon for seeason best known to
herself. Perhaps she hadn't wanted to face fattsreMorwenna thought

unhappily.



The young man was speaking again. 'Well, if youtrnush away, then |
suppose it can't be helped. But do drive carefdllfree came down on our
road tonight. Jacky Herrick was moving it with kigctor as | drove down,
but there might be others.’

She smiled at him with an effort. 'Perhaps it's fisswell that | haven't a car,’
she said, trying to speak lightly. 'l presume thei still be buses on the
main road.’

'Yes, but they're few and far between." He studiedfor a moment with
undisguised curiosity, then swung towards DominievEnnon who had
been listening to the interchange with a faint sngesmile playing about
his lips.

'Dom, what's going on here? You aren't seriousfjgesting that she should
walk all the way back to the main road on a nigte this—not when we've
got half a dozen empty bedrooms."

Oh, please.” Morwenna intervened, alarmed. 'l yemllst be going. I've
made arrangements...’

‘Then you must let me take you in my car." He ghgea smile of such
charm that she felt warmed by it in spite of evieing that had happened.
'‘Where are you staying? The Towers in Port Vennor?'

'Er—no." Morwenna thought rapidly. 'As a matterfadt, I'm staying with
some friends. But you really don't need to put gelirout.’

'I'm not. Dom, don't just stand there. Tell hett $fze's not putting us to any
trouble. What's the matter with you? You surely emdr going to let her
simply trudge off into the night, for God's sake?’

Dominic Trevennon raised his eyebrows coolly. 'khanit didn't seem to
be any of my concern,' he said offhandedly. 'In ease, Miss Kerslake has
already impressed me as a young lady more tharbleapélooking after
herself.'

'Miss—Kerslake?'



Dominic Trevennon nodded. 'You heard me correctlyard your
assumption is equally correct. And as introductioos seem to be in order,
Miss Kerslake. this is my younger brother Mark.'

His handshake was warm enough, but Morwenna alrsansed a faint air
of withdrawal in his manner. The younger brothed laam easy forthright
charm which his elder totally lacked, she thoughtpuldering.

She said very sweetly and politely, 'If after myedidentity is disclosed to
you, the offer of a lift is no longer forthcomingshall quite understand.’

'What? | mean—oh, no." Mark Trevennon looked hdhwmbarrassment.
'I'll take you wherever you wish to go—just as sasryou're ready.’

Without another word or glance in Dominic Trevensodirection, she
walked into the hall. After a moment Mark joinedr lend they walked
together to the front door.

A battered-looking Mini was parked in the shadowtloé outbuildings.
Mark unlocked the passenger door and helped haunutiliously, stowing
her rucksack on the back seat.

As he got into the driver's seat, Morwenna saideiaawkwardly, 'I'm sorry
about all this. I had no idea until | arrived h#ris evening that there'd been
any kind of rift.'

He smiled tightly. 'It must have been a nasty sHockou,' he said, turning
on the ignition.

‘The thing is," Morwenna gripped her hands togeitihérer lap, 'l still don't

know what it is my mother is supposed to have ddfreTrevennon—your

brother—was talking in terms of misery and ruineced. | can hardly

believe we're talking about the same person. | evdg a child when my

mother died, but | just don't remember her as—&ogsr. She was a very
warm, creative person. She drew people to her.'

'Perhaps that was the trouble.' Mark peered forwaaligh the windscreen
frowning a little.



'What do you mean?"

He shrugged uneasily. 'Oh, forget, it. | honestn'dthink anything will be
gained by going over old ground. I'm sorry if Doawvg you a tough time,
but things haven't been exactly easy for him, eitNeur arrival on the
scene must have seemed the last straw in many Wéysdid you come, by
the way?'

Morwenna bent her head and stared down at heredasands. 'l wanted
your brother to store some paintings for me," ipdied tonelessly.

He ave her a sharp sideways look. 'You mean someuwfmother's work?'
When she nodded, he gave a short explosive whistieGod, that would
really have put the cat among the pigeons!

'‘And yet I'm never to know why." Morwenna gave athiéss smile, and
then paused, pressing her hands against her wigtefice. 'I'm
sorry—please, can you turn the car round? | hagmtack to the house.'

'Why, for heaven's sake?' Mark braked and broughMini to a halt by the
side of the road. He sent her an impatient glaihceally don't advise it.’

'l don't need your advice," Morwenna said tauBglieve me, if | had any
choice | would never go near the place again, ted happens I've left the
paintings there— in the study on your brother'«kdele—he was looking at
them, and later—when all the fuss began—I simptgdball about them. |

just wanted to get out of the house as quicklyassiple."

Mark paused, his brows drawn together in a shawrfr Then he gave a
little sigh. 'Look, love, I think we'd better stitk the present’plan and get
you to your destination. Dom will deal with any plems at Trevennon, and
we'll bring the paintings over to you first thingthe morning. How's that?'

Morwenna shook her head. 'lI'd prefer to fetch them.' Her voice was flat.
'But it seems that | have no choice.'

"This way is best, believe me." Mark gave her agitary smile as he set the
car in motion again.



'‘Again, I'll just have to take your word for it.h& could not keep a note of
bitterness from her voice. 'l didn't realise | vgash a—pariah.’

"You're not. It's nothing to do with you personadlyall —oh, hell!" Mark
made a ferocious gear change, revealing that henatassing the necessary
concentration. 'Look, do you know anything abousats®'

Morwenna shook her head. 'Nothing at all. I'm ns&ior.’

He sent her a guarded look. 'Well, did you everr ltba Lady Laura
mentioned when you were a child?’

Morwenna stared at him. 'Of course not. My mothes Wwady Kerslake,
not...'

'No," he shook his head impatiently. 'You don'tensthnd. Théady Laura
wasn't a person. She was a boat, although adnyitsdadl was named for
your mother. She was a very new, almost revolutipdasign for a sailing
dinghy, and Uncle Nick designed her. He'd beeh@Navy during the war,
and when he came back to Trevennon when it was lw/grersuaded my
father to go in with him and buy a small boatyardPort Vennor. | won't
bore you with all the details, but eventually atlemumber of setbacks they
started to do quite well. But you may know all taiszady?'

'No—definitely not. My mother told me a lot abohig area, but she never
mentioned anything about a boatyard.' She coulgreatent the instinctive
wistfulness in her voice. 'She made Trevennon sovowderful. All her
memories were happy ones.’

'Is that a fact?' Mark raised a wry eyebrow. "Tkae must have had an
endless capacity for self-deception as well.'

'‘As well as what?'

'‘As well as the ability to deceive other peopledrkis voice was hard. 'I'm
sorry if you don't like it, but you did want to kmp remember. Laura
Kerslake—Laura War- render as she was when she came
Trevennon—had an amazing ability to win people eviscinate them,



accept their affection and their love and thenitsgainst them. See how
much | know about her, and | wasn't even born wkba came to
Trevennon. She made—a deep impression on everyere We're still
recovering from the effects of it, psychologicadlyd financially.'

Morwenna stared at him, her lips parted. 'l caglielve we're talking about
the same person,' she murmured, half to herself.

'Oh yes, we are," Mark said almost savagely. 'Ske gip here and she
watched the boatyard grow too. When she went, sfieUncle Nick a

broken man and the business in ruins.' He flunghkasd back. 'Did you
know she was going to marry Uncle Nick?'

'‘No!" Morwenna was aghast. 'l thought—I always éedd my father had
been the only man in her life.’

Mark shrugged. 'Maybe he was. But she had Uncl& blica string as well.
ThelLady Laurawas to be his wedding present to her. Everyonakhat,
just as they knew that once it went on the martkebuld make the fortune
of Trevennon Marine. But then your father came loa $cene. He was
spending a holiday locally and they met. He camethe house
regularly—he was a visitor and a welcome one. Ne i@alised there was
anything going on until they ran away together. yr&ln't even have the
courage to stay and face the music, but that wanWe soon found out
why—or Uncle Nick did when he went down to the yartie design and
specifications foL.ady Laurthad vanished from his office."’

'‘And you think my mother—oh, | don't believe it!"

'‘Uncle Nick didn't want to believe it either. Hesisted that they must have
been mislaid, but he soon discovered his mistakenWie went to the Boat
Show and saviady Laura.Oh, she wasn't called that, naturally, and the
crowd who'd made her—a big concern on the soutlstedlaad used
cheaper materials, but it was Uncle Nick's boatelt into mass production
shortly afterwards. Legally, of course, Trevennoarie hadn't a leg to
stand on. Uncle Nick couldn't prove that his des$igd been pirated, but he
knew and so did the sharks who'd bought it. Thaless manager was



laughing all over his face. All's fair, he told UacNick, in love and
business. Said he ought to be more choosy aboladydriends.’

'Oh, God!" Morwenna was appalled. 'So—what happ&ned

Mark sighed. 'Trevennon Marine nearly went bankripe'd invested
heavily on the strength of theady Laura, bought up the adjoining
properties so that we could expand, taken on merre hall had to go. And
there were bank loans to be repaid. My father loasktl off some of our
land. But the hardest thing for Uncle Nick to beas that this whole mess
had been perpetrated by the woman he loved. He& neally got over it.
So now you can see why your arrival at Trevennosnwaxactly greeted
with open arms.’

Morwenna was silent for a long time. Then at lastsaid, 'l don't believe it.
You never knew her—you've admitted as much. ShenWwas—guilty
person. She couldn't have borne a load of misdikefthat for all those
years without letting something show. Unless yotryang to suggest my
father was her accomplice and that they both mahégeover up what
they'd done.’

Mark looked uncomfortable. 'We never really knewatvpart he played in
it. To make matters worse he was on the point eblreng engaged to
someone else—a local girl, a* friend of the famiou can imagine the
scandal this whole thing caused in a small commuiki¢ this.'

'Yes.' Morwenna felt numb. The situation was swiftssuming nightmare
proportions, but she made herself hang on to whatbelieved to be the
reality in spite of anything she had been tolde'heard everything you've
said, Mark, and I've tried my best to take it ikhe shook her head
helplessly. 'But it's no use. | can't equate thenaw | remember—or my
father either—with such sly, needless cruelty. BRpsh they did
elope—people can't always help their feelings,radte—but-they would
never have compounded the injury by selling ouv&nmon Marine. There
would have been no need.'Mark made a small defengesture. The
evidence suggests that they—or rather she—didattequietly.



‘Then the evidence is wrong," Morwenna said figrc#id anyone ever
contact my mother—ask her for an explanation?'

'No." Mark gave her a surprised glance. 'As youin@gine, no one in the
family ever wanted to speak to her or hear from dgain. Uncle Nick
wouldn't even allow anyone into the room she hadiusle locked it up and
took the key away and none of us have been in sirce. | think he may
have been in there sometimes—until he becam« itiparse.'

'What's the matter with him?'

'He had a slight stroke. There was some paralygissg but fortunately it
wasn't too serious and he's been recovering -witlsiptherapy. But you
must understand that Dom couldn't allow you tolse® We couldn't risk
making him ill again after all this time.' He haltthe car at the main road.
'‘Now then, you said you were staying with frientie'gave her an uncertain
look. 'Was that the truth or just a face-saver?’

Morwenna bit her lip. 'l have somewhere to go, sdid shortly. 'I'll get out
here.' She hesitated. 'When | have a permaneng¢ssldil let you know and
perhaps you could send the pictures on to me.’

'Glad to," Mark said a shade too heartily. He pdu$en sorry it had to turn
out like this.'

'I'm sorry too," she said flatly. She found herecaad rucksack and stood
watching until the car's tail-lights disappearedibdown the lane. Then she
gave a little shiver. She was really on her own yexwd somehow she would
have to find her way to St Enna and trust to |uwht the friendly Biddy
would put her up for the night.

She stood irresolutely at the bus stop for a femutas, then shouldered her
rucksack and picked up her case. It wasn't warnugimdor her to stand
around for too long, and it wasn't that far to 8h& She would walk.

Or at least it hadn't seemed that far on the husriarms and legs hadn't
already been aching, and the suitcase hadn't seemadigh a ton. She



stopped every now and then, transferring the wedflthe case from one
hand to the other, flexing her protesting muscles.

Any moment now, she thought pessimistically, the tmould pass her. It
was important to concentrate on minor hardshigkisfnature, because she
couldn't let herself think about what Mark had jusid her. It was too
painful and incredible, and she had all the paid ancertainty that she
could handle just at the moment. And to think she Worried over Biddy's
warnings about the kind of reception she could epe Trevennon! She
shook her head bewilderedly. The half hadn't bekehto her.

She heard the sound of an engine behind her asddgbut it wasn't the bus.
It was a car, travelling at a moderate speed. nostely, Morwenna
dropped her case at her feet and stuck out herTdrencar went past, but she
saw its brake lights go on, and her heart liftéte dccupants were a couple,
middle-aged and obviously married. The woman walowln the passenger
window. 'How far are you going?'

‘Just to St Enna.' Morwenna swallowed. 'l knowsit'ti far, but I've done
quite a lot of walking today, and my case is gettrery heavy.'

'Oh, we can manage that." She turned to her husb@peén the boot,
Ronald.’'

He was just about to close the boot again whenmanatar came round the
corner, headlights full on, catching them in thargl Morwenna closed her
eyes for a moment, dazzled, and when she openeddfain, she saw to her
surprise that this car had also stopped justla litay past them. Then she
saw who was walking back towards them, and she 'tvasrprised any
longer, just frightened. She grabbed at the sthifdenald's arm and said
urgently, 'Oh, can we go, please?"

But it was too late. 'So there you are.' DominievBnnon, his hands thrust
deep into the pockets of a black leather car cmatfronted them. 'And just
where do you think you're off to, young woman?'



She stared at him dazedly for a moment, then:fAeu cared," she began
roundly, but he was ignoring her and speaking todRb and his staring
wife.

'I'm sorry if this troublesome brat has been botigeyou. I'll take her off
your hands and get her home where she belongs.'

His hand fell on her arm and she wrenched hersedyduriously. 'Are you
quite mad?'

Her glance fell on Ronald, who, obviously embaredssvas moving away.
'Oh, please don't go,' she appealed. 'l don't kmtwy he's saying these
things. | don't live with him. He's a stranger te.nYou must believe me.’

'Stop behaving like a silly child and get in the,’d@ominic Trevennon said
crisply. ‘Just because we had a misunderstandiigregou don't have to
make a stubborn scene.”

Morwenna had never felt murderous before, but steviknow what it was
like to experience that blind all-encompassing rage

'How dare you call me a silly child!" she ragedotiMurned me out of your
house and wild horses won't drag me back thered"salw him turn towards
Ronald and give a slight rueful shrug, as if tolynfrhese youngsters,' and
she could have screamed with anger and frustration.

'Heis a stranger to me.' She swung desperately toward&oiald, who was
observing these goings on open- mouthed. 'l wan'wigh him. Why, he
doesn't even know my Christian name,' she addddsmdden inspiration.
'‘Go on—ask him. Ask him what it is and | bet he Wwbe able to tell you.'

'It seems reasonable," Ronald mumbled, staring datwmis feet. 'Er—do
you know this young lady's name?"

Dominic Trevennon paused and Morwenna met his eyesphantly. This,
she thought deliriously, is going to take some aixmhg, even by the
uncrowned king of Cornwall.



'Her name," Dominic Trevennon said quietly, 'is Wenna.'

'‘But you don't—you can't know!" She-stared at habbed of her triumph,
her lips trembling suddenly in reaction. 'l didi&ll you. I didn't even tell
Mark, so how can you know?'

It was all over. Ronald was already unloading bgghge from the boot and
shouting with laughter at some murmured remark Ddaoriiad made to him.
She could guess the subject of the joke and her Istidy quivered with
humiliation. He came back to her, and his fingastdned round her arm.
She went with him to his car, her head high. Henedethe passenger door
and put her into the front seat without gentlenésshe got in beside her,
she said, her voice shaking with rage, "You woettayvay with this. You're
abducting me. But you won't get away with it, | iiee you that. I'll make
you sorry, if it's the last thing | ever do!

'I'm already sorry," he said wearily. 'Sorry | eset eyes on you. I'm taking
you back to Trevennon not because | have the skghtish to have you
there, but because your clever little ploy with thetures worked and my
uncle wants to see you.'

"Your uncle? But you said...'

'l know quite well what | said.' He leaned forwamd started the car, lifting
his hand in salute as the other car overtook thethdssappeared into the
night. 'l never intended that my uncle should knbat you existed, let alone
that you had come to the house, but | underestangtea, Miss Kerslake.

You're a bright girl, leaving those pictures behiod my desk so

inadvertently. And you summed Inez up pretty wedl.t

'I'm sorry." Morwenna pressed a hand against heingdorehead, as he
turned the car back towards Trevennon. 'I'm ngtour league for cryptic
remarks. What has your housekeeper to do withhiPt

'‘And I'm not in your league for assumed innoceresaid grimly. ‘Are you
trying to pretend that Inez didn't pick up your exeblance to your
mother—and that when she saw those pictures itamitubccur to her who
you were?'



'Frankly | never gave it a thought,’ she said tyetBesides, leaving the
pictures behind was a genuine mistake. | was upaetyou believe? Didn't
Mark tell you...'

'Oh, Mark told me. But then he's still impressidealeasily influenced by
limpid eyes and feminine curves. You must have éolim an easy touch.
I'm afraid you'll find me a little more difficulbtconvince.'

'Fortunately, | don't have to try." She lifted herad and straightened her
shoulders. 'As I've said, | have no intention areging any more time under
your roof. | suppose it's too much to hope thatwebrought the pictures
with you. If so, you could drop me at the bus sto I'll make my own way
from there.'

His lip curled. 'That, my sweet innocent, is whae Ibeen trying to convey
to you. | no longer have your damned pictures. Mgle does, and he wants
to see you.'

Morwenna felt as if she was trying to fight her wayt of a maze.

'‘But | thought that was the last thing you wantetg began, but he cut
ruthlessly across her stumbling words.

'Precisely, but as I've been trying to make cléaez found the pictures
when she came in to collect your tray and she thekn straight upstairs to
Uncle Nick's room.’

'‘But why should she do that?"

'Meaning you didn't put the idea into her head geli? Inez is a law unto
herself and always has been. Your mother was 4 fgeaurite of hers and
once Inez gives her devotion it's generally foe.lilt's a pity that in your
mother's case she couldn't have found a more woothjgct for her
affections.’

'Damn you,' she said slowly and distinctly.



'I'm sorry." It was the merest token of an apold8ut, after* all these years,
to be suddenly faced with the reopening of all ¢hekl wounds..." His
hands tightened on the steering wheel as if heedighhad been her neck.

Morwenna made a deliberate attempt to let the d@ndiain out of her and
leaned back against the seat.

'I'm sorry too," she said, trying to speak normalfy'd had the slightest idea
of any of this, | would never have come here. Yaustrbelieve that. |—I
hope that seeing the pictures—being reminded of mpther
hasn't—worsened your uncle's condition.’

'Fortunately, no." His voice was harsh, totallyregmrding her tentative
extension of the olive branch. 'But of course hatw#o see you.'

There was a long silence, then she said, 'Pleasefdmather not.'

'Why not? This is what you wanted, isn't it? Whaiti xame all these miles
to achieve? You can't just expect to back out bez#ue going's got rough.'

'‘But then | didn't know,' she began haltingly, bges fixed on the dark face
beside her, willing him to understand.

'‘And because Mark has filled you in on our famiistbry, that's supposed to
make a difference?' he asked bitingly. 'I'm soiliss Kerslake. This
situation is entirely of your own making. You'vetlassly blundered in and
you're going to have to live with your mistake &owhile. If my uncle wants
to see you, then I think you owe him that.'

'‘Because | happen to be my parents' daughterehsitienged.
'If that's how you want to read it.’

She looked down at her hands, clasped tightly beaget her lap. "You could
always tell your uncle that you couldn't find meattI'd disappeared.’



'l could,’ he said, 'if | was prepared to lie fauy—which I'm not. My uncle
is an elderly man and for some reason of his owhdgeset his heart on
seeing you for a few minutes. You will indulge tindtim.’

She did not speak again until the car drew up erbtbad gravel sweep that
fronted the house. Then she said, 'How did you kmoyw name was
Morwenna?'

He looked at her, his mouth twisting sardonicdllgt's call it an educated
guess,' he said. 'Morwenna is a Trevennon narseethed a reasonable bet
that Laura Kerslake would have stolen that too.'

She got out of the car and went blindly ahead o inito the house.

Inez was standing in the hall, her broad face ctathmto lines of anxiety.
As soon as she caught sight of Morwenna, she cameid.

'Oh, Miss Laura's girl! How come | didn't know youy dear?'

Morwenna found herself clasped against a capadiossm, her hair being
stroked by a rough but kindly hand.

Behind them Dominic Trevennon said with ice in kisice, 'Save the
transports of delight until later, Inez. And | i@ wanting a word with you
as well.'

Morwenna was released and Inez gave the mastee bbluse a defiant stare
and a sniff.

T'wasn't right, Mr Dom. Miss Laura's girl comingrie, and Mr Nick not
knowing about it.'

'Well, he knows now, thanks to you." Dominic Trewen flexed his
shoulders weatrily. 'You'd better take her up to.Him

'She can't see him now. He's asleep. It'll haveetthe morning.’



'‘Asleep?’ Dominic Trevennon's face was like thundercan't wait until
morning. Miss Kerslake will be catching a train bao London in the
morning.'

Inez shrugged. 'Can't be helped. He was gettingdiirm a proper old state,
so | gave him one of his tablets. Sleeping likebybhe is now.’

He gave her a long, level look. 'l see. So | neéeaBK, of course, if you've
got a room ready for Miss Kerslake?'

'‘No, you needn't,’ Inez said severely. 'And shalsdetoo, by the look of
her, poor maid. Out on her feet she is. You coraagith me, my dear.'

Morwenna knew she should have stood her groundestem, insisted on

being taken to a hotel in Port Vennor, but she toastired. Besides, it

seemed clear that anyone prepared to argue theitbsez would need all

their wits about them. So she obediently allowetsélé to be led away

upstairs to a large room. The sheets and pillovecasethe big carved

bedstead might have been darned, but they were hnd fragrant with

cleanliness. A fire blazed in the hearth, and wdtemdrew back the blankets
it was to find an old-fashioned-looking chiffon higress wrapped

somewhat incongruously round a large stone hotniatitie.

Morwenna lifted up the nightdress and stared atupidly, then held it
against her cheek. Suddenly and silently, enornteass began to spill
down her cheeks and there was nothing she coutd doevent them. Inez
was there at once, enveloping her in another warm h

‘There now, my lover, don't take on so. A goodsl¢eat's what you need.
Then it will all seem better in the morning.'

But when she was alone, in spite of her bone-wessinsleep was a long
time in coming. And her last coherent thought befse drifted at last into
an uneasy doze was that everything in the morniightmvell seem a great
deal worse.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN she awoke, it was to find a pale and watery shnligfering in the
room through a gap in the ancient brocade curt&hs.lay very still for a
moment, confused, wondering where she was. Thenanyerame flooding
back and she rolled over on to her stomach witira f§roan. She had slept
the previous night because she was frankly exhduiste her rest had done
nothing to relax her or clear her mind. She felttasse as a coiled
watchspring, and the thought of the coming intemmrgth Nick Trevennon
sent her stomach churning.

She sat up in bed and looked around her. Someahbrbaght up her case
and rucksack, so at least she had a change oesltbhput heart into her.
The bathroom, just a little way down the corridegs large, old-fashioned
and chilly, its fixtures built for their staying mer rather than any transitory
elegance. But the water which gushed with discamgethoroughness from
the large brass taps was reassuringly hot, anthgtend soaked for quite a
while.

She still could not understand why Nick Trevennoanted to see her.
Under the circumstances that Mark had describegtéeious night, she
would have thought she was the last person in trdvine would want to
see and while she could not accept this, she amdérstand it to a certain
extent. Nor could she imagine what he was goirgatoto her when they did
meet. She bit her lip. She did not think she cdndldr any more accusations
against her parents—accusations that she was atdheent totally unable
to refute. Not that she believed one word of theerhaps Laura and Robert
Kerslake had hurt the feelings of people closeéhamt by their elopement,
but that was hardly a crime.

Morwenna sighed. If only she hadn't been quite amy, she would have
observed more, perhaps—even been able to fornganedt from what she
remembered of her mother's statements or reticedses was, all she
could remember was the tone of utterly affectionaminiscence, the
weaving of everyday incidents into a fairytale wBht no guilt. She would
have staked her life on that.



She put on a pair of dark green corded jeans avitita sweater with a roll
collar. She brushed her hair thoroughly and ldfialmging loose around her
shoulders, acting on an impulse she only barelyetstdod. She hesitated
over disguising some of her pallor with cosmetiegentually deciding
against this. She had nothing to hide, she tolddiedefiantly.

It was almost ten o'clock when she descended #hes.sShe was very
hungry, but she supposed she was expecting too rmdbe offered
breakfast. AIL the doors round the hall were closattl she had no idea
what lay behind any of them with the exception ahnic Trevennon's
study, and she had no intention of going anywhese there.

She stood on the bottom step, looking around heerm@inly and totally

unprepared for what happened next. The front dammg open bringing

with it a flood of cold air, and two large dogs eaanashing in. They caught
sight of her immediately and began to bark, therséaid back menacingly.
Morwenna froze where she was, recalling the h&iRg warning she had
received the previous evening.

She said placatingly, '‘Come on, boy. Good dog.'Hgutvoice sounded high
and unnatural in her own ears and it had no efféetsoever on the dogs,
except to make them bark all the louder.

Surely someone would hear all the noise and com@mwihna thought
nervously. She was not normally afraid of dogs, buese seemed
particularly aggressive. And then, through the fidwor, in the wake of the
dogs, came a girl. She was tall and slim with \a&agk hair, cleverly cut to
show-off the shape of her head, and she wore daouslers with a matching
tunic top over a white silk shirt with a casualgelece that made Morwenna
more than usually aware that her own jeans andtewéad seen better
days.

She stopped when she saw Morwenna, her eyes fliakwer her with a
surprise she made no effort to conceal. The dag®aak towards her still
barking and she hushed them impatiently and qtiiéetesely.

'Who are you?' she asked coldly.



It was tempting to reply that it was none of hesibass, but Morwenna
resisted the temptation. It was too risky an assiomgor one thing. The
newcomer seemed quite at home at Trevennon arel muoibably had every
right in the world to breeze in as if she owned pihece and ask what
guestions she pleased. But at the same time, Moavéought, she was
damned if she was launching into any more longdetdiled explanations
of her presence for yet another complete strafidger.Trevennons could do
that after she had departed, if they so wished.

'I'm Morwenna,’ she returned with equal shortnasd,was surprised to see
the other girl's head jerk up at the informatiod &nd herself subjected to
an even more searching head-to-toe scrutiny.

'‘Are you trying to be funny?' she asked at last.

'If so, I've made a pretty poor job of it so fMorwenna said wearily. 'Are
the dogs safe now?'

They didn't appear particularly safe. True, theyensganding quite still and
they were quiet, but as she looked at them, ortbesh lifted his lip back
from his teeth in an unmistakable snarl.

‘They won't hurt you,' the other girl said indigetly. "They can just sense
that you're frightened and an outsider.’

'Oh, I'm that all right." Morwenna felt her tempé&sing. 'That makes the
consensus of opinion round here pretty well unansn®Now if you'll be

kind enough to direct me to Mr Trevennon's roonfl, dccept his

condemnation too and then be on my way.'

'Mr Trevennon?' the other enquired, her well manexivs drawn together
in a swift frown. 'l don't really see what...

'It's all right, Karen," Dominic Trevennon's voibeoke levelly into the
interchange. 'I'll deal with this.’

He had emerged from his study and was standingttmes hands resting
lightly on his hips. It occurred to Morwenna thiaistwas the first time she



had seen him in broad daylight and her eyes wertito with frank
curiosity. He was wearing a suit today, the paetteld low on his lean hips,
and a white shirt, and she thought thatftirenal clothes seemed somehow
alien on him. Doublet and hose, she thought, alh&peanish leather boots
and a gold earring in one ear. Then she realissdhhhwas looking back at
her and a hot tide of crimson raced up over hex fathe roots of her hair. It
was a stupid reaction, she castigated herself heritee could not possibly
have guessed what she was thinking, and if hevilaat, odds? She would ,
soon be away and gone from this place and it cootde too soon.

'‘Good morning, Miss Kerslake.' His voice was venpsth, very courteous.
'l hope you slept well. Have you had your breakjet?’

'Er—no." She was furious with herself for stammerihthought | would be
too late...'

He raised a sardonic eyebrow. "You didn't reallagme we intended to
starve you,-l hope? If you go into the dining rodim, sure you'll find Inez
has everything ready for you.'

He strolled across the hall and opened one of dloesd AImost reluctantly
Morwenna left her sanctuary on the bottom stepjaiméd him.

‘Thank you," she said without looking at him.

'Wh'en you've had breakfast, Inez will take youamy uncle,’ he added.

'l see.' She moistened her lips. 'How—how is yoal@ithis morning?'

'He seems well enough. He asked for you as sobe aske up. | think he
was afraid that | might not have been able to @&felyou to come back here

with me.'

Her sweet smile was tinged with acid. 'I'm suredbesn't realise just how
persuasive you can be," she said.

'One last thing," he said softly. 'I'd be gratefuyou would keep your
interview with him as brief as possible.’



'Don't worry." Her own voice was equally quietm'ljust as keen to leave
here as you are to see me go.'

She walked past him into the dining room and hélaeddoor close behind
her with something approaching a slam. But notitee$be had heard the girl
Karen say in puzzled tones, 'Darling, who on earth

Darling, Morwenna thought, as she walked to thglsiplace laid at the
large table. That betokened a girl-friend at theyveast, maybe even a
fiancee. She tried to remember whether she hadsseeg on the girl's hand
and thought that there had not been one. Not thmaaitered. She had not
taken to the undeniably beautiful Karen, and sh& @ominic Trevennon

were welcome to each other.

The door opened and Inez bustled in carrying al&ay.
'So there you are, my lover. Come on now, befoget$ cold.'

Unlike the dining room which shared the same fagtathdeur as the rest of
the house, the breakfast she was served made nessions to economy. A
large piece of grilled ham was flanked by a pil#waffy scrambled eggs and
there was an ornate silver rack of toast to follaegompanied by a choice
of honey or home-made marmalade. Inez hovered dradnle she was

eating, observing her progress with evident satigfa.

"That's better,' she remarked as Morwenna laid doamknife and fork.
"You could do with a bit of weight on you. | doh'dld with all this old
dieting—not for a moment, | don't.’

Stealing a glance at Inez's own Junoesque propertiorwenna thought
wryly that no one would ever have thought otherwiBeis morning she
presented a truly amazing spectacle, her ampls girded in an exotically
flowered overall and her thick greying hair escgpfrom a hasty bun
contrived at the nape of her neck. She wore agdaiman's slippers on her
feet and an inch or more of pink petticoat hung adglow her skirt, yet
Morwenna knew instinctively that no one had evegled at these minor
eccentricities and that no one ever would. In spiteer inner turmoil, she



managed a shy response to the other woman's beamitegas a fresh pot
of coffee was placed beside her.

'It's been a long time since we had a maiden livinghe house,’ Inez
continued, and Morwenna realised with a pang thatgas referring to her
mother.

She bit her lip. 'And | shouldn't be here eith&ng said quietly. 'I—I realise
you did what you thought was right, but | wish ybadn't taken, those
paintings up to Mr Trevennon.'

Inez gave an almighty sniff as she began to cleaused dishes. 'And why
not, may | ask? There's too many things been legaid in this house that
should have been brought out into the open yeatk. darow up with
bitterness and you could carry it to your grave yW\there's Mr Nick sitting
up in that room of his, grieving for the loss ofregthing that was never his,
and neither chick nor child to call his own. 'Tidmght.’

Morwenna stared up at her. "You were fond of myha®'

The other's rather harsh features softened. 'Thais| and a proper turn it
gave me when | saw her face looking up at me fronbDbim's desk. Why |
didn't know you the moment you walked in I'll newederstand.'

Morwenna forced a smile. 'Perhaps it would havenlsstter if you had.
Then | might just have been ordered off the presneed all this would
never have happened.’

'‘Well," Inez prepared to leave the room with haytfrmebbe so, mebbe not.
For my part, | think it was all meant, and you tdight against fate, my
dear.'

As she poured out her coffee, Morwenna reflectatlitwasn't a battle with
fate that was her chief concern at the momefttthmibattles she had already
engaged in with Dominic Trevennon. She sighed argh@d her hair back
from her face. It had been an unequal contest, alittne advantages on his
side, including a few that he probably hadn't elveen aware of. And now
she had to face his uncle, the source, from whatshld gather, of all the



bitterness against her parents. She stirred a fgaafrsugar listlessly into
the fragrant brew. Once again she would be forogdke up the cudgels in
her mother's defence. Not that she was unwillindad®o. In her heart, she
knew that Laura Kerslake had not been capable eokihd of deceit the
Trevennons attributed to her, but this was all s to her, while they had
some twenty years of prejudice to lend weight ®rtarguments.

She picked up her coffee cup and walked over towmelow, standing
luoking out into the garden. A few roses still bloed, sheltered from the
gales by the high wall which surrounded the gawtehe rear of the house,
but otherwise the empty beds had a bleak uncardddé.

Morwenna tried to tell herself that the same thoogld be said for most
gardens in late November, but she knew it wasmé. tNor did it explain
why the house looked very much the same. As ifyghiarg had been let
slide a long time ago and no one since had evéebed to call a halt.

She replaced her empty cup on the table and stadthlg round her rather
irresolutely. She wondered if there was a telepreimgvhere so that she
could call a taxi which would be waiting to take bhevay from here as soon
as her interview with Mr Trevennon was at an ertteyfmight want to be

rid of her, but they weren't making any great ¢ftorspeed her on her way,
she thought rather bitterly.

She opened the door and looked out into the hatiuous hush prevailed
everywhere as if everyone in the house had suddiepsirted leaving her in
sole occupation. The quiet was emphasised by thp deverbatory tick of
the tall grandfather clock standing at the foothef stairs.

Moving her feet with the utmost reluctance, shetsthup the stairs. Inez
had not Ibid her which room was Nick Trevennonssske would have to

rely on instinct. She paused at the head of thessdad looked along the
gallery from left to right. All the doors were ckx$with the exception of the
second door on the left which stood ajar. Morwetnwk a deep breath as
she trod along the gallery. She hesitated bri¢fign knocked, lightly but

resolutely. A deep voice called with some impateenc

'Yes, who is it? Come in!"



It was a large room, able to accept the furnitdreadth bedroom and study
without any sense of overcrowding. It was light,teath large windows
looking out towards the sea cliffs, and besidextr@lows a man was sitting
in a high-backed wing chair, a rug thrown overkrises.

Morwenna swallowed, then she walked forward. 'MevENnnon?'

He turned his head and stared up at her. She #itmt¥ what she had been
expecting. Perhaps an older version of the man dtais, but certainly not
this weary-faced stranger, his grey hair streakigd white, his eyes filling
with a new pain as they focussed on her face. TWwarea small table set
beside his chair and on it were piled thepictures Bad brought, the
painting of her mother lying on the top.

She said very quietly, 'Mr Trevennon, when | caraeeHirst, | didn't know
what the situation was. No one had told me. Butdvw now, and I'm sorry |
ever forced my way in here.’

He said gruffly, as if she had not spoken, "You&ey like her. But of course
you know that.’'

'Yes, my father always said so.' Oh God, anothemdsr!

He had not appeared to notice. 'You don't remernbevery well?'

'l was eight when she died. | remember some thimgsothers.’

‘Tell me what you remember."’

She was silent for a while, then she said withdalifty, That she was loving
and happy—even when she became ill. And that skayal remembered
this place—Trevennon and all the people in it—jahand affection.' She
shook her head. 'Under the circumstances | supgiaesounds rather
ridiculous.’

'‘No." He closed his eyes and leaned his head bgainst the chair. It

confirms what I've always hoped and believed alh@utra." He too was
quiet for a time. Morwenna stood quite still, notokving what her next



move should be. One part of her mind was prompti@gto pick up the
paintings and leave, while another was tellingthat this would be the act
of a coward.

At last he opened his eyes and looked at her aydil.you sit down?' He
indicated a chair behind her. "You must forgive fde that | didn't get up
when you came in.' He gestured at a walking fralogecto his chair. 'I'm
having to learn to walk again, and it's a damnesgance. It all happened at a
time when | least wanted it to.' He turned slightiyis chair to indicate the
littered desk which stood at one side of the rodim.started writing a
history of the Trevennon family, and I've had telsk it more or less.
Your—mother will have told you of some of the fayrstories and legends.’

'‘Not a great deal,’ she said. 'She told me moratdier own childhood.’

'‘But she called you Morwenna," he said. 'She alwsaid if she had a
daughter -she would call her that. Then, of coursdways imagined it
would be my daughter.' He sensed that she had moweakily in her chair
and held up a placatory hand. 'I'm sorry, | didman to disturb you. You
have heard, no doubt, what happened—all those pga?'

'Yes.'

'l loved your mother," Nick Trevennon said refleety. 'Almost from the
moment that she entered this house as a childsiBudidn't love me. Oh,
she was fond of me and | told myself that this wideg enough, that | would
make it enough. And for me it would have been.mitfor her, although it's
taken a lot of time and bitterness to recogniss.'tiie looked across at
Morwenna. 'Almost until this moment when you look&dme with your
mother's eyes.' He smiled sadly. 'I'm sorry if g@minds sentimental, but this
frankly is a sentimental moment for me."

'Mr Trevennon--' Morwenna began again.
'Nick," he interrupted her. 'Call me Nick. Everya@es. Except Laura, of

course. She always called me Dominic because khd the name. But
that's how my nephew is known and it might causéusion..."'



'Yes,' Morwenna said tautly. 'I've met him.'

'‘And disliked him, evidently." The smile reachec¢tiiTrevennon's eyes. 'l
think you've had a rough passage with us, my diaarthat's over now.’

'Yes, itis,' she said steadily. 'l came here koyasi to look after the pictures
for me. Then | was told—what my mother was suppasdtve done and |
decided it was an impertinence. But now that I'et you, and you've been
so kind, 1 would like you to have the paintings—j@ur own.'

He shook his head. 'From what I've heard, that drdube right," he said.
'I'm told they are all you have left of Laura—ofuychome, in fact. Won't
you listen to what | have to suggest first?'

‘The thing is," Morwenna said a little desperatélgon't have a lot of time. |
have to get the train back to London today and kiaking for work.'

'You can spare me a few moments more,' he said\cdlime waited long
enough, heaven knows. | always hoped ina way thetuld be Laura who
would come into the room. 'But | suppose that wastuch to ask under the
circumstances.’

Morwenna stared at him. 'She would hardly have besoome here.’
'‘No," he said heavily, 'that's true enough.’ Theae another long silence.
Morwenna moistened her lips. 'l really must be goin

‘No, wait." He put a hand out to detain her andwérma sank back into her
chair. 'I'm sorry, child. You're puzzled, and yoavé every right to be.

You're wondering why when everyone in this houssakp of your mother

with bitterness, | should refer to her with regretspecially when | was the
one most deeply wronged.'

'l suppose so.' Morwenna's voice was constraiadithough I'don't believe
my mother wronged anyone. | think there must hasenbsome dreadful
mistake.'



'Oh, there was no mistake," Nick Trevennon saidlgiloMy design for the
Lady Laurawas sold to another company before we could bu#id But
whether your mother had anything to do with iths tlebatable point.’

Morwenna looked at him incredulously. "Then you ‘tdrelieve it," she
cried. 'But if you don't, why does everyone else®ey you could have
convinced them?'

Nick Trevennon shook his head wearily. 'At the tithes happened, my
dear, | was a hurt and an angry man. | did love yoether and | wanted her
to become engaged to me. She wouldn't give meiitgedinswer, but | felt
sure 1 would win in the end. So | let it be knowattshe was my future wife.
And then she met your father. When she told metkiegt had fallen in love,
| was furious. | said he would never be alloweddme to Trevennon again.
They ran away together the following night, aneéVer saw her again.’

'‘But the design,' said Morwenna. 'What happenet?to

Nick sighed. 'The drawings were missed almost aedrom the yard,' he
said. 'For a while, | thought Laura had taken thath her by mistake, then
when | saw Lackingtons' new dinghy at the Shownéw it had been
deliberate. Laura was immediately blamed by evesydniy brother was
alive in those days, Dominic's father, and he wasv/imced of her guilt. |
think my sister-in-law had a hand in that. She &lachys disliked Laura and
her elopement with Robert Kerslake set the sedghandislike.’

'‘But why didn't you stop them?' Morwenna persistédiou didn't believe
it..."

'l did believe it at first. | would have believedyhing of her for a time. |
couldn't believe, you see, that she'd gone. I'chbeade a fool, of, and |
couldn't forgive that. People don't make foolsha Trevennons, or live to
boast about it. We've had a proud, violent ancahways admirable history,
my dear, and | behaved quite true to type. Evemwiee letter came, | said
nothing about it to anyone. Inez knew because shghbt it to me, but she's
never mentioned it and neither have I.'

'She wrote to you?'



'Yes." Nick Trevennon put a hand to his face &g ifound the light from the

window troublesome. 'She wrote to ask my forgiveraed to tell me of her

happiness with Robert. She said she was sure tigatl@y | would see we
would have been quite wrong for each other andltivauld find happiness

in my turn. It was then | knew for certain that@uld not have been Laura
who sold us out to Lackingtons. I'd had my doubtsaflong time. It was so

completely out of character, and besides, she mmag¢ known that the

finger of suspicion would point straight to hereShkasn't stupid. And if she
had done such a despicable thing, her consciena&wot have allowed

her to write to me as she did.'

'‘But why didn't you try to put matters right?"

Nick Trevennon shrugged and his face grew harslemie lines of strain.
'Expediency,’ he said simply. 'If Laura was inndcérmeant that someone
else was guilty, and such a limited circle of peokhew of the design's
existence, and our hopes and plans forlthdy Laura.l thought then it
would be better to remain silent and allow heralcetthe blame rather than
open a new line of enquiries with possibly disasdroesults. | felt then |
would rather not know who hated Laura enough tdhi® thing to her. |
thought in time the bitterness would die down, foytbrother kept it going,
urged on by his wife. There were others involveal #dnd our losses were
considerable. I'd gambled on expansion, you sekitaidn't happen. So, all
in all, I needed a scapegoat.' He stared dowreatdlpet. 'Long after, when
my initial bitterness began to subside. | was sarrgre than sorry for what
I'd done. My only comfort was that your mother webnkever know about it.
When | didn't reply to her letter, | knew she woulever risk a second
rebuff.'

He looked up and regarded Morwenna steadily. 'Mgr,di¢ you want to
revenge yourself on me on your mother's behalbiilel be very easy. You
could just take up your paintings and go out of titouse and out of my life
without another word. But I'm hoping very much tigati won't do that.’

There was a silence, then Morwenna gave a shdrappy sigh. ‘No, | shan't
do that,' she answered. 'l think there's been tachrbitterness already, and
in a way | can understand why you acted as you aithough | don't
condone it.'



'So you'll stay?'

She was startled by the eagerness in his voicesf@tead her hands in a
negative gesture. 'Well, only for a little whilenlger. | have a train to catch
and...'

'No, no." Nick Trevennon dismissed trains and theietables with a testy
shake of his head. 'You misunderstand me. | waattgcstay here, child.
You have nowhere to go, no definite plans—you amhuiias much to my
nephew last night. | want you to consider Trevenasiour home.'

'Oh, no!" Morwenna's hand strayed to her cheekune prorror. 'l couldn't
possibly do that.'

'Why not?' The weariness and pain had gone fromygs now. They were
keen and piercing beneath the grizzled brows*

'For all sorts of reasons.' She tried to steadwb@re. 'For one thing, your
nephew dislikes me. He wouldn't want me here, Wkho

Nick Trevennon laughed. 'One of the compensatidrisemg an invalid is

that one's whims are pampered in a way that nesygpdned when | was
well," he said. 'If I want you to stay, there wié no arguments from
Dominic. If his attitude has upset you, you mustkenallowances. His
opinion of Laura was much influenced by that of pesents.’

'‘But that's not all," Morwenna said hastily. 'l-ektly do need to get a job. |
have to support myself. I'm not a charity case, dwew well-meant the offer
might be.’

'Who's talking about charity?' Nick Trevennon bakk&nd there is a job for
you. | need an assistant to help me with my Trewarghronicles.’

'‘But | have no secretarial experience whatsoeMamivenna protested.
"You can write, can't you? That's all | ask." Heed his right hand from his

lap with difficulty. 'I'm recovering some use in rhgnd, but | can't hold a
pen yet, and my attempts to write with my left hdwadle been ludicrous. |



need someone to write to my dictation, and you dde more than capable
of that. The typing of the manuscript is immateaalthe moment. If and
when the book is finished it can go to a woman ant R’ennor who does
typing at home. Now, what do you say?' He saw ksitétion, and added,
'My dear, you would be helping me so much. Not just practical way. But
don't you see, | could begin to put right the wrodgl Laura all those years
ago. Be generous, Morwenna. Help me to live at@eath myself, after all
these years.' He paused again, and when she Wadestt, added, 'Perhaps
it still isn't too late—even now—to put things rtghnd find out the truth.'

It was blackmail, and she knew it, but blackmaitle# most potent kind. If it
could only be possible, she found herself thinkitogclear her mother's
name and see the Trevennons grovel in apology wieeinuth came out. Or
one Trevennon at least, if she was totally honétst merself.

She said quietly, 'Very well, Nick, I'll stay. Bahly until the chronicles are
finished. Then I must go, whether the truth hasregextor not.'

'‘Agreed.’ He extended his left hand and she putinéo it.

After a moment he said gruffly, 'Don't imagine tisigoing to be a sinecure,
child. I don't take kindly to being almost helpleas you'll find. This is one
of my better days. You'll find me a hard taskmastée cleared his throat.
'‘Now send Inez to me, so that | can tell her thengle in arrangements. |
shall rest until lunchtime, but come here to meeoyou've had your meal
and I'll start you off on some background reading.'

She was halfway down the stairs when she suddeolght, 'My God, what
have | done?'

And as if to lend emphasis to her misgivings, Damifrevennon came out
of his study and stood at the foot of the stagsking up at her.

'‘As soon as you're ready, Miss Kerslake,' he sdltl, drive you to
Penzance.’



'I'm not leaving,' she said, and was amazed to hear steady her voice
sounded. Thank heavens he would never know thatirtsédes were
churning and her legs felt like jelly.

'l beg your pardon?' His tone was blank, but hisMsrwere already drawing
together in one of those thunderous frowns.

"Your uncle has asked me to work for him—in a terapp capacity,’ she
said. 'He needs someone to get his notes on thié faistory into proper
shape for the typist. So | shan't be leaving jast y

'My God," he muttered, his voice sinking almost aowhisper. 'You
scheming, conniving little bitch!

She shrugged with an insouciance she was far fietinfy. 'Sticks and
stones, Mr Trevennon,' she said. 'After all, thiiview with your uncle
was your idea, don't forget.'

'I'm not likely to forget—anything,' he said. Higes skimmed over her

contemptuously. 'Well, you've seen the house, Me&slake, and no doubt
in the next few weeks you'll see what's left ofeélséate and the boatyard. I'm
afraid you won't find the pickings quite as goods ttime around. | can't

think of anything you'll be able to take with yoln@n you leave.’

There was her mother's good name, she thoughthandflection brought a
confident smile to her lips.

‘Can't you, Mr Trevennon? | can.'

He looked at her incredulously for a moment, thenhead went back and
his brows lifted in the sneer she detested so much.

'So that's it? You're like a chameleon, Miss Kémsla can't keep up with all
these changes of role. From waif to old man's diaih a few easy lessons.'

For a moment she looked at him uncomprehendingbn tis voice went
remorselessly on. 'You really mean to begin wheaxer ynother left off,
don't you? An elderly man's loneliness—sentimenthe past—anything's



grist to your mill, isn't it? Tell me, Miss Kerslakwill you too jib at the
actual wedding ceremony, or don't you have anymsiabout selling your
body to a man old enough to be your father?'

She took two shaking steps down the stairs antidned lashed out to meet
the side of his face in a stinging slap with adl theight of her arm behind it.

As soon as she had done it, she stood strickeihexyédcting that he would
retaliate. Oh, why had she let his taunts get & M¢hen her mother's
memory was vindicated, she could have made hineweaty one of them
instead of losing her temper like a silly schoadlgir

The marks of her fingers were already reddeningisrtheek, she noticed.
Wretchedly, she made her eyes meet his.

'I'm sorry,' she said, aware how inadequate thelsveounded.

"You will be," he said very softly, in a way thaasvssomehow more alarming
than plain anger would have been. 'Oh, yes, Moragyou'll pay dearly for
that, and for everything else. And that's a prorhise

He turned on his heel and walked away down the fdlé front door
slammed behind him, and after a minute t>r two Mamaa heard the sound
of a car engine being revved and then fading indistance as he drove
away.

She expelled a long trembling breath, then sankndomwthe bottom stair,
resting her cheek against the carved newel post.a§ain a voice inside her
asked, 'My God, what have | done?’



CHAPTER FIVE

THE next few days passed in such a fever of activigy Morwenna was left
little time for introspection, and for this she wgrateful.

Nick Trevennon had not been exaggerating when tedbacribed himself
as a hard taskmaster. After the solitary lunch kthet had served to her in
the dining room that first day, she had plungediwillly into the past of the
Trevennon family, a subject which she found mucsiexao contemplate
than the immediate present. She was amazed atrtberd of background
research that Nick had managed to carry out poibid stroke. Photographs
of ancient church records, reference books andnatiglocuments from
various periods jostled for attention on the bitptied desk and Morwenna
decided that priority must be given to getting thiss of material into some
sort of order. Nick, she discovered quite earlyt@d a habit of demanding a
particular book or document and reacting sourly did not immediately
come to hand.

Much of the earliest family history—and there hae Trevennons in that
part of Cornwall, she learned, since early Tuderes—had already been
chronicled by succeeding generations and manyeskthecords still existed
in crumbling leather-bound books with fading anch@ét indecipherable

brown writing. But many of the best known legendk informed her, had

been handed down by word of mouth, and had lo$timgin the retelling.

And among these, apparently, was the story of herasake Morwenna, but
when she asked Nick, intrigued, to tell her more, rerely looked
mysterious and murmured that she would hear iinajbod time'.

In many ways, she found, life at Trevennon seerpeg\olve round two
different households, the only link between themdénez and to a smaller
extent her husband Zack. Morwenna had frankly dredlde idea of having
to meet Dominic Trevennon at mealtimes, and waskiiodthat this proved
unnecessary. The Trevennon brothers seemed tofaseat a very early
hour. At any rate they were always finished andegioy the time she came
downstairs. Generally she lunched with Nick, andiimer supper on a tray in
her room. Inez had made no demur about this whemwklma had
tentatively asked if it could be so. Indeed, slieemembarrassingly seemed



to enter into the spirit behind the request, tgllMorwenna confidentially
that she was 'not to worry her head. Mr Dom wouwlche round in time.'

Morwenna had toyed with trying to assure her thattsad no desire for 'Mr
Dom' to be reconciled to her presence in any way,itoseemed more
dignified to pretend that she did not understandtviiez meant.

Each evening, when she was sure that Nick didamptire her any more, she
went down to the big shabby sitting room at theafrof the house, where
Inez had kindled a fire in the big stone hearth ezall or listened to the
radio. Once Mark had joined her and she had weldohis presence,

especially when the initial awkwardness betweemtlinad worn off. He

was only a few years older than she was and muchggy than Dominic,

and he said frankly that he had been an afterthoaghthe part of his

parents.

'‘But they say second thoughts are always bestt doey?' he added,
grinning cheerfully.

Dominic, she was glad to notice, never came neassitiing room in the
evenings. He spent his free time in the study wkbleehad been taken on
that first evening. She wondered sometimes if tad always been his
practice, or whether it was something new, adoptede she had come to
stay in the house, but she told herself that it m@soncern of hers. As long
as Dominic Trevennon kept away from her, he copkhd his time as he
pleased.

On the fourth morning she made her way to Niclosir@fter breakfast to be
told rather brusquely that he wouldn't need hert thaorning. A
physiotherapist was coming from Penzance to chadke progress he was
* making and put him through various exercisesgHaced as he said this
and Morwenna guessed that he was in for an uncsablerfew hours.

He gave her a keen look. 'You look peaky," he apifizve been working
you too hard. It's not raining today. Go for a wakt some air.’



It was far from an uninviting prospect. The weatbeer the past few days
had been uncertain, with grey skies and squallysh® predominating, but
today the sun shone and there was the crispnésssofn the air.

'‘And keep away from the beach unless you check satheone about the
tides,' he called after her. 'The sea comes intmiSh Cove like a millrace.’

She promised to be careful and went downstairsinfgepositively
lighthearted, like a child who has been unexpegttdiout of school. She
was filled with self- reproach at the thought. 8hew she would only have
had to drop the slightest hint to Nick that she Wwasoming jaded and he
would have called a halt to their labours at ametiBat she had not done so
because she was enjoying their work together, afthat was altogether
different from anything she had ever tackled befStee felt a curious sense
of involvement, of kinship even with these earlyedennons with their
quarrels and their feuds and their carefully aremhgarriages with local
heiresses that in some cases, Morwenna thought iide more than
abduction and rape. Nick, it seemed, was prepavegkveal the whole
picture of the family's past, warts and all.

She had collected a sketching book and a box dfilseinom her room on
her way downstairs, and Inez, on her knees wrgsiith a recalcitrant plug
on an elderly vacuum cleaner, gave her an apprastarg as she went past.

'‘Going out, then? That's right. If you're anywhapenear Jacky Herrick's
you could bring me back a dozen eggs and tell Jéltksee him for the
money.'

Outside the house, Morwenna stood irresolute fom@ment or two,

wondering which way to go. But the lure of the ses irresistible and
eventually she turned up the track which led awagnfthe house towards
the cliffs.

The wind was fresher and stronger up on the explesadland, dragging at
her hair and whipping it across her face. She rakbdck with impatient
fingers and looked about her. The tide was atatght, sucking and roaring
at the cliff-face below her and sending up dammgédns of spray which
seemed to hang in the sunlight. Away to her righ& saw the deep gracious



curve of the bay with the huddle of roofs that Wast Vennor almost at its
centre. A few feet ahead of the spot where shalstbe ground fell away
almost sheer into Spanish Cove where generatiam3ayennon men had
scrabbled after the wreckage of a proud galleoredron to its rocks by the
storms that had scattered the Armada fleet. Itstbeauld be reached by
means of steep and precarious steps cut into teedhathe cliff, but few
people ever went there now, Nick had told, hertelag it had become a
haunt for seals who used it in the early autuma lseeding ground.

Morwenna's eyes keenly scanned the tumbling wawesf@am-capped
rocks, but she could see no sign of sleek, greyeBpdomewhat to her
disappointment. The seals would be back, she ktewpoult early in the
new year, but would she still be at Trevennon te gem? It seemed
unlikely.

She began to walk along the edge of the cliff,tsigrthe massive granite
boulders with which it was Uttered and keeping aywaye open for old
mine workings. Although she had spent most of lifer llving in the
country, she felt an alien in this wild, desolateXing world. There was an
untamed, brooding quality about the landscape tiisturbed and
exhilarated her.

She found a convenient rock, at last large enoogjive her shelter from the
ubiquitous wind and with a shelf which she couldcpeon. She sketched in
the contour of the bay with clean swift strokes amerely suggested the
houses and breakwater at Port Vennor. An inquesdgil came and perched
on the rock beside her, but it soon flew away wtiere were no titbits
forthcoming. Morwenna wriggled her shoulders indide sheepskin jacket.
It wasn't ideal weather for sketching out of dodrse wind seized at her
sketchbook pages as if it was trying to tear them #here was no real
power'in the winter sun. The year was running dos¥re thought. It had
been a melancholy time for her and she was glase®it go. But the
prospect held out by the coming months did not saesntoo bright in
comparison. Moodily, she added some shading tokainathe foreground of
her drawing. Would she still be here at Treventiaking refuge in the past
lives of other-people, living the life of a semechese, ignored by one part of
the household altogether?



With a sudden burst of irritability, she snatchéw tpage out of her
sketchbook, crumpled it up and let the wind takevhirling out of sight
over the cliff. If only things could be wiped owt speedily and completely,
she thought wryly as she got to her feet. She thras pencils into her
pocket and tucked her book under her arm. Shetdled and out of sorts.
The virtue had gone out of the morning for her. Btight as well find her
way to Herricks' farm, collect the eggs that Inemted and get back to the
house.

She wasn't completely sure how to get to the fdmum,guessed she would
have to walk up to the main road first. She wasuaibhalfway up the lane she
had trudged down that first stormy night when sbartl the sound of a car
engine behind her and a horn tooting a warningib@sdtely, she did not

look round. She was keeping close to the hedgehlooking the road at all,

and the unknown motorist had plenty of room to psiss told herself, trying

to regain some control over suddenly hammeringgsuls

But when the car drew level with her, its horn togtagain rather
plaintively, she saw with an odd feeling of deftatithat it was Mark's Mini.

'Hullo." He leaned across and opened the passeloger 'Have you been
given time off for good conduct? Hop in and I'giyou a lift.'

After a brief hesitation she complied. 'I'm onlyingpto Herricks' farm to
collect some eggs for Inez," she told him as stikedeherself in the seat.

'Is that all?' He sounded unimpressed. 'I'll drop there."

There was still a slight awkwardness between thmrinshe thought she was
probably as much to blame for this as he was. Wireenghe encountered
either of the Trevennon brothers, her guard rosenctively.

'How's the great history going?' Mark asked liglatfter a few minutes.

'Slowly," she admitted. 'There's a lot of sorting @ do."

He sighed and pursed his lips. 'That's not so good.



She gave him a long level look. 'Why? Becauselitmean my remaining at
the house for longer than your brother thought?’

'‘Good God, no." Mark's eyebrows shot up. 'You avelty, aren't you? No,
my anxieties are purely for Nick's sake. He's baarery sick man—you
know that, don't you? We tried to keep from him hgivong the possibility
of another stroke was, but | think he guessesirstt he used to try and push
himself to get better. At least now he seems te &dch day as it comes.' He
gave her an uncomfortable glance. 'If you can hretpat, |1 don't need to say
we would be very grateful.’

'We?' She gave a brittle little smile.

He sighed rather wearily. 'Yes—even Dom. One ofrtfan objections to
your arrival in the first place was that he thougwould upset Nick and
perhaps precipitate another attack. Now, of coursé&nows differently.’

'But it hasn't altered his attitude one iota,' shil.

Mark sighed again. 'Have a heart! Did you realipkhthe prejudices of a

lifetime were going to be swept away in a few hoareven days? Don't

forget that all the main burden of our financiauggles in recent years has
fallen on Dominic.'

'‘And these in turn are blamed exclusively on myikgimMorwenna said
coldly. 'l haven't forgotten.’

The road to Port Vennor wound along the edge ofdbast, affording
frequent glimpses of the sea and occasional vielwilable and fallen
chimneys where former mine- workings had stood.

‘The Trevenonns mined tin once upon a time," Markimented at her side.
'‘Made a lot of money from it too. But it didn't {asf course. | reckon we
probably made more out of smuggling and such vesttlran we ever did
out of our respectable business endeavours. Thgdrdas a case in point.”
He hesitated. '‘But perhaps the tide is going to tor us at last, even there.'



Morwenna longed to ask him what he meant, but sieevkthat under the
circumstances this was quite impossible.

He brought the car to rest at the side of the rééek-ricks' place is down
there. Just follow the track down. And there's arsbut back if you don't
want to go round by road—ask Molly Herrick to shgow.'

Morwenna found the farmhouse without difficulty,dathe negotiations
over the eggs were accomplished without delay. Negick was friendly,
but with an obvious penchant for gossip, and when duestions about
Morwenna's unexpected presence at Trevennon bedamepointed,
Morwenna made an excuse that Inez was needingytiseeasd said a hasty
goodbye.

Following the directions Mrs Herrick had given hshe walked across a
field, avoiding the more obvious patches of muéntwent through a gate
into a copse of trees. On the other side of theseoghe had been assured,
she would find the yard at the back of Trevennon.

When she emerged from the trees, she was confrbgtée high wall at the
back of the house. The catch on the tall white gai® stiff, and the creaking
of the hinges as she pushed it open indicated ftdes it was used. She
turned to push it shut, and as she did so she tieaabgs barking excitedly
quite close at hand. Her heart sank. This was dongeshe hadn't bargained
for. She had not seen them since that first daylraew had assured her that
they were usually kept outside. Clutching the bosE®ggs awkwardly
against her chest, she managed to latch the gateebge There were a
number of outbuildings all around the yard, inchgla former barn and a
disused stable block, so Morwenna began to pickMagrcautiously round
the edge of the yard, keeping a wary eye operh#dogs. All was silent for
a moment or two, then suddenly the barking brokeagain with renewed
frenzy and coming in the direction of the yard.

Forgetting everything she had ever been told abtariding her ground,
Morwenna fled into the nearest shelter. This wagr@hZack kept his
gardening tools and other implements, and she gitiee way hurriedly
between forks and rakes and a rusty-looking lawnempweeking a dark
corner. There was a ladder leaning rather precslsiagainst one wall and



when she glanced up she saw that it led to sonted{itoft. Still clutching
the eggs against her, she scrambled uneasily upitige and swung herself
into the loft. It smelled musty and unpleasant, tigde were vague rustlings
that Morwenna decided it might be better to pretemel had not heard. She
peered cautiously down, just as one of the dogshezhthe bottom of the
ladder and began to jump up and down barking ujmosly.

Morwenna sat down on the dusty floor, carefullyasfing the eggs beside
her, and considered her predicament. She feltdrasefoolish. She liked
dogs, for heaven's sake, and "they had always hkedShe was just letting
this terrible unwelcoming atmosphere at Trevennentg her. After all,
even Dominic Trevennon was unlikely to have traiheddogs to actually
bite her. She giggled weakly at the thought, aaticgd down over the edge
of the loft, only to be greeted by renewed and ewere furious barking and
growls. Both dogs were there now. Having cornehed tquarry, they were
now apparently prepared to wait for as long asdkt

Morwenna groaned inwardly. The obvious course wadimb back down

the ladder and risk being bitten, but she didké& the way they kept jumping
at the ladder and shaking it. And the floor belax \Wwas far too littered with
prongs and sharp edges for her to risk any kirfdlbf

The best she could do would be to sit out her gd hope it would not be
too long before she was missed.

She shifted herself into a more comfortable pasitom the hard wooden
floor and looked at her watch. Her mouth felt padhbut there was still a
good hour and a half to go before lunchtime whiels the first time that any
enquiries as to her whereabouts would be made. éveth then no one
would have any idea where to look unless curidsiiythem to find out why
the dogs were making such a row.

And of course, out of sheer contrariness, theydwmte quiet. She peeped
out again and Whisky leaped up at the ladder, isigaWWell, not all that
quiet.

'Stupid animals,' she muttered crossly, and palistething intently as she
caught the sound of footsteps approaching overctibles outside. Her



heart lifted. Ideally, it would be Inez, but sheultbeven tolerate Zack's
undoubted malicious enjoyment of her plight justamy as she got out of
this loft before the horrors that she was sharingth actually manifested
themselves.

The dogs had heard the approach too and werekeffgiieyhounds with
eager whines. But they'd be back if the new arrwak simply passing
through the yard on the way elsewhere.

'l say,' she shouted, ‘can you hang on to those dige | get down from
here?’

There was a silence, then she heard the footsitegesrty picking their way
across the floor below with the dogs snuffling éadly in attendance. She
peered over the edge and her eyes met Dominic fineves.

Her lips moved but no sound came out as her besrcked feverishly for
some totally reasonable explanation for her preséma disused loft at the
top of a rickety ladder when his question came agevitably would. And
did.

'What the hell are you doing up there?'

'Escaping from your damned dogs!" Morwenna glamsirdat him, silently
daring him to be amused. One glimmer of a smile, tantch of the lips and
she would throw both boxes of eggs at him.

‘That's utter nonsense," he said flatly, plainly ab all amused. 'They
wouldn't hurt you.'

'Don't tell me. Tell them,' she returned tersdfyyou’ll keep them away
from the bottom of the ladder, I'l come down.’

The dogs, she noticed disgustedly, like the hypesthey were, had taken
to fawning round their master's feet, their pluraiystwaving in devoted

eagerness, all friendliness and slavish adoratsoii the idea of taking a

lump out of anyone could not be further from thminds.



Shi: found the top rung with her feet and begaawdious descent, only too
conscious of Dominic Trevennon's watching eyes. &hmd she was
shaking and told herself that it was pure reactian her nervousness under
his regard was her undoing. She was about halfwayndvhen her foot
slipped. She cried out as her shoulder jerked plynftaking her weight,
and the egg boxes tumbled from her slackened giidsgn strong hands
gripped her waist and swung her to the floor, glaftissing the sad little
heap of crushed cardboard and egg yolk at his feet.

He was shaking too. She could feel it, and she kmew that there was
nothing left to throw at him, that it was suppreskrighter.

'Are you practising for some kind of obstacle race?

'No." She was angry to discover that her voicetwaambling too and that she
was close to tears. 'Just everyday life in youterohousehold. And Inez
wantedthose eggs!

He grimaced slightly, glancing down to where thgslwere having a field
day. 'Inez is welcome to them. And there are plembye where those came
from.'

She realised suddenly that he was still holdingwesst and she wanted to
move away, but there were few places to move tbowit stepping on a
garden rake and fracturing her skull. He wasn'tnekelding her very

tightly, but she was as conscious of him as iffingers had been touching
her bare skin. The thought was a disturbing one slredfelt a betraying

warmth begin to spread upwards over her face.

"Your dogs hate me,’ she said lamely.

He shrugged slightly. 'You're still a stranger berh. They'll get used to
you—in time.'

'It's your fault,’ she accused. She knew she wasybshildish, but was
totally unable to stop herself. "You hate me toouYesent my being in your
house and the dogs can sense it.’



Now what, she wondered hysterically, had made &etlsat? Why couldn't
she just have thanked him quietly for his assigadisengaged herself with
dignity and gone on her way? She felt tension ctosead her like a cloak.
And felt, unbelievably, his hands tighten on heavdng her towards him.

'Is that really so?' he drawled. 'Then perhaps vietler confuse the
vibrations.'

As his dark head bent towards her, she lifted fa@rdhk in sudden panic,
pushing at his chest, but she might as well haed to thrust away a piece
of Cornish granite. Only he wasn't rock. He waséband muscle and lean
warmth under her suddenly paralysed fingers.

He kissed her slowly and very thoroughly with @éning and slightly brutal

insolence. Her legs seemed to be dissolving ifiypgad her heart felt as if

it was fluttering in her throat like a frightenedd No one, certainly not

Guy, had ever kissed her like this and she was#igerof the response he
was so expertly evoking, a response that made &etrtow press herself close
to him, feel his hands caressing her body. A loiilg wemor ran through

her, and then suddenly his arms were no longenrgplier and his mouth

was no longer moving, warm and hard and sensualgashding, on the

softness of hers.

Their eyes met, and there seemed to be little slelahcing at the back of
his.

'Perhaps that will solve some of your problems,' dagd gently, but
Morwenna had the strangest feeling that he wasyarmgd this intuition
sparked off her own temper.

'With the dogs, undoubtedly," she said rudelyidhd realise | would also
have wolves to cope with.'

His eyebrows rose in cold mockery. 'No? But | seenremember that one of
your ploys was going to be "to get the king of Gl to fancy you". |
would have thought your success would have plegeed Because | do
fancy you. Or do you require further proof?"



He reached for her again, his hands sliding downnagst to her hips and
pulling her against his body in intimate, insoldetnand.

'‘Now do you understand?' he murmured against hehealips teasing its
lobe and sensitive hollows.

"You're vile!" She jerked her head back violentlfaate you! *

He smiled cynically down at her. 'Where there'$ove, hate can often make
a very adequate substitute.' He brushed a lazgifiagross her indignantly
parted lips. 'l could prove it to you to the undtmdbsatisfaction of us both if
our surroundings were—er—slightly more propitious.'

'My God, you flatter yourself," she whispered. iRk let you...'

'As if you could stop me if | once made up my miktls mouth twisted. 'But
| won't force a confrontation here and now. As ivdicated this is hardly
the ideal time or place.’

‘Thanks for the warning." Temper came to her ditdmake sure | remain
strictly out of your way from now on— and | shaltk my bedroom door.’

'How very conventional of you, Morwenna. | shouldke sure first that
there's a key—and remember too that a locked deegrrstood in the way
of a really determined man. And what you've learokdur family history
so far should have told you that the Trevennonga#+—really determined
men.'

He was no longer holding her, so it should havenltke easiest thing in the
world to turn and walk away. Yet it wasn't, in gpdf all her brave words.
Oh, she could control her mind, but she had leamnmete sharp disastrous
lesson just how little control she had over heisssnAll she could do was
salvage what she could— make some attempt to gt tmanormality,
whatever that was.

It must be nearly lunchtime,” she said faintlyinging inwardly at the
banality of the words. 'Will—will you explain to &z about the eggs?’



'l do better than that. I'll drive round to Heks' later and get some more.*

‘Thanks,' she said helplessly. She felt gauchdradkquate, as if this was
the first time that a man had ever kissed or toddier. She had thought
briefly that she wanted Guy, but now she knew <@ ot even known
what wanting was and the knowledge was a tormenéto

'Well?' he said after a moment or two, and his &sieemed to come to her
from a distance. 'What are you waiting for?'

She looked up at him, but his dark face was reradtk enigmatic, giving
her no clue as to what he was thinking.

‘Nothing,' she said tonelessly. 'Absolutely nothing

It was colder when she got outside and as she @alkmss the yard, she
turned her coat collar up against the encroaching vBut there was a cold
and bitter truth that she had no shield againsttmad been her own words
that had brought it home to her. And the truth west not even Nick's
affection and the possibility of restoring her naath good name could ever
compensate for the knowledge that, without Domsnlove, there was
nothing for her here at Trevennon.



CHAPTER SIX

LUNCH was a predominantly silent meal. Nick appearedgrepied and

Morwenna was. thankful in many ways as she forcaddif to make an

attempt at least at eating. Her mind was seethiitly the events of the
morning and she badly needed to think over whathagugbened, especially
the unwelcome illumination about her feelings whied come to her.

She gave a little half-suppressed sigh as she gusteeremains of the
cheese and bacon casserole round her plate, tllerasswift glance at Nick
to see if he had heard her. Up to now he had allwags solicitous for her
wellbeing, aware, seemingly, of her every changmadd, as if this was all
part of his recompense for the past. But he sedamée sunk deep in his
own abstractions. He looked tired, she thought vatiswift feeling of
compassion, and older than she had ever seen hoR. IGhe
physiotherapist's visit Aust have wearied him ntben he had expected.

So she was utterly bewildered when he announcéenratruptly just as
Inez was bringing in the plates of apple tart amgdum that they were going
out that afternoon.

'‘Going where?' Morwenna asked rather helplessly.
‘Into Port Vennor.'

Inez snorted. 'We'll see what Mr Dom has to sayatiat,' she said grimly.
"You don't want to go running afore you can walk, Wick.'

'‘God damn it, woman, who said anything about rugifitNick Ranged his

walking stick on the ground with frustration. 'Dowthink | want to live and

die in this room? Just because I'm no longer imgghat the yard it doesn't
mean I've relinquished all interest in it. I'm moitten off yet, you know.’

'‘No one ever said you were,' Inez said soothinglyI'm saying is that you
want to go easy.'

'Mrs Lane told me that | should take more exercidiek muttered, his face
mutinous.



'‘But she didn't say you were to go down to thatdyarawling and
clambering around a lot of old boats,' Inez salthbaand unanswerably. ‘A
little walk round the gardens and maybe down tobach later on. That's
what she meant.’'

When they were alone again, Morwenna said gefhg's right, you know.'
Nick scowled down into his apple pie. 'Are you a@r kide too?"

'‘No." She smiled at him. 'On yours. And is thisaaté of the Trevennon
temper you were telling me about the other day?’

Nick gave her a wry glance, his face relaxing.t'dusste.' He smiled back
unwillingly. 'To hell with it, Morwenna. | need tgo down to the yard.
There's something there | want.'

'‘Couldn't one of your nephews bring it for you?'

‘They could if I asked them,' he said abruptlyt'Blrather keep it to myself
for various reasons.’' He gave her a narrow loakt y®u could fetch it for
me. It's quite simple. It's a folder—a green ommeled PY/33, and it's in the
top drawer of the filing cabinet in the inner o#fit

‘Nick," Morwenna gasped, 'l can't go into the afand start rooting round in
the filing cabinets. Supposing someone saw me?'

‘Then naturally you tell them the truth—that yougenoving the folder with
my authorisation,’ Nick said rather testily. 'Buyou take ordinary care, no
one need see you. It's a busy place you know, edlyeat this time of year
when all the repairs for next season are being.tone

He waited for a moment rather impatiently and whkea didn't speak said,
'Well, if you won't do it, Morwenna, then theretstining else for it. | must go
myself.'

'No." Morwenna put out a detaining hand. 'l dorahtwou to do too much
on your first outing. I—I'll go. Only how do | g& Port Vennor?'



'‘Mark will take you in. He usually goes back abtwn o'clock. Tell him you
want to do some shopping.'

‘At the boatyard?' Morwenna asked sceptically. wdht, I'l think of
something.'

She fetched her sheepskin jacket from her room,asndn afterthought,
picked up her rucksack. She would need somethirutcher imaginary
shopping in, she thought, and somewhere to coricedblder.

When she arrived downstairs she found that henginaias almost perfect.
Mark was standing at the front door, apparentlyingjvZack some
instructions, and he agreed readily to give héft.a |

'Why didn't you say this morning that you wantedytointo Port Vennor?"
he asked as he settled her in the car. 'l coulé kaven you in there and
then and we could have had lunch together.’

She smiled at him. He was very attractive and pleiaand a different
Morwenna at another time could quite have enjoyedriaf romantic
attachment without strings with someone like MameveEnnon. But not
now. The Marks and the Guys of this world wereltpta the past. Only
what did the future hold instead?

She dragged her painful thoughts away from thewrisif bleak emptiness
that instantly presented itself and forced herselfrespond to Mark's
cheerful conversation.

Port Vennor lay, she discovered, in the curvesyhall bay, and the road fell
away steeply downhill running through its housed ahops down to the
quay which at one time, she supposed, would haea tiee hub of the
town's activities. In fact, in the season, it pralgastill was, but now, with a
few bare weeks to go before Christmas, the harb@sr quiet and almost
deserted.

Mark pulled up near the lifeboat station. 'A lotpdéces are closed at this
time of year,' he said. 'But there's a newsagantsa chemist, and rather a
good coffee shop where they also have books at&l @bme along to the



yard when you've finished looking round. Someohe@and to be going
back to the house.'

Morwenna sighed a little as she watched him drivayaalong the quayside
towards the sprawl of buildings which constitutectviennon Marine. It

would have been so much easier to have said, d ttego to the yard to

collect something for Nick.' To have been open abadve-board about the
whole thing, but Nick wanted the secrecy and ad sa&id, the whims of a
sick man were usually indulged.

She wandered desultorily up the steep main stiglafcing in shop
windows, killing time until she could reasonablypexkt to present herself at
the boatyard. She soon found the coffee shop tlaak Mad mentioned and
decided to go in. It consisted of a few tablesrsatroom leading off the gift
shop. There didn't seem to be anyone around anavéfora went in and
seated herself at one of the tables to wait. Shieldear a murmur of voices
beyond a curtained doorway and guessed this |¢get&itchen and office
premises. She was just glancing at the menu wheguhain was pushed
back and a familiar figure in a long cape cameuglointo the cafe.

'Hello," said Biddy, and grinned cheerfully. Shesvearrying a large raffia
basket filled with lumpy objects wrapped in newsgrajshe indicated this.
'‘Samples,’ she explained. 'Miss Penruan has beggmggne an order.’

‘That's good.' It was lovely to see a face that wreendly without
reservations. 'Have you got time for a coffee o §ou tearing off
somewhere else?’

'‘Always time for a coffee.' Biddy put the baskewhoand took the opposite
seat. 'l was telling Greg I'd met you and we weoaaering how you'd got
on at Trevennon and whether we'd see you around.’

Morwenna looked down at the red and white checkétetloth. 'Oh, I'm
still at Trevennon. I'm working there in a way.'

'‘Working?' Biddy almost gaped. 'For Dominic Treven®'



'Oh, no," Morwenna said hastily. 'For his uncle'sheriting a family history
and I'm helping.'

Biddy whistled. 'Wonders will never cease,' sheteret], half to herself. In

turn, she picked up the menu and stared at itiasvés written in a foreign

language. Then in a voice that was just too norettiathe said, 'And how's
Mark Trevennon?'

'Fine." Something about the tone of Biddy's voiteck Morwenna as odd.
T didn't know you knew Mark?'

'Oh, I knew him."' Biddy gave a little bitter laugWith the accent on the past
tense. Big Brother didn't approve of our assocmtiso that was that.
Struggling potters aren't his idea of a suitablaneztion for the mighty
Trevennons. | should have thought one wealthy agibke lady in
thefamily would be enough without Mark having tddav suit.'

Morwenna's heart skipped a beat. 'What do you mean?

'‘Are you saying you've been at Trevennon nearlyeakawithout running
into Karen Inglis?' Biddy gazed at her. 'Dark, gteiaus and a bitch, but as
Dominic's the male equivalent, | don't supposedtees.’

'Oh, yes, I've met her," Morwenna said stead#yhd going to marry her?’

'If she has anything to do with it, he will,’ Bidggid with a shrug. 'And of
course her aunt will be delighted. She's got marfiéwer own, but she works
as company secretary at Trevennon Marine and sleddme anything that
linked the two families further. Funnily enough. hespaused and reddened
slightly. 'Look, | ought not to gossip like thish& Trevennons are obviously
friends of yours and...'

'l wouldn't put it quite like that," Morwenna saldly. '"What were you going
to say?'

'Well--' Biddy paused until Miss Penruan, a tallhex gaunt figure in a
flowered smock, had emerged from the back prenaisdgaken their order.
'It was Mark who mentioned it to me originally. M&s joking, | suppose,



but he said that Barbie Inglis was trying to pusdrdf at Dominic because
she'd failed to get Nick for herself." She gaveuasomfortable laugh. 'l

don't suppose it's true. Mark said something ablwern both having been
disappointed in love years ago and that everyowkettaught they would

end up consoling each other. Only it never happeseethe next generation
will fill the breach instead. Cosy, eh?’

Mprwenna agreed bleakly. Something that Biddy haid svas nagging
away at the back of her mind, but before she coeddll what it was, Miss
Penruan had returned with their coffee and the nmbwas lost. She was
silent for a moment or two, the image of Domini¢chwKaren inglis at his
side very vivid in her mind, then dragged herseltkoto reality with a
determined effort.

‘I'm sorry that it didn't work out for you and Madrtkshe said rather
awkwardly.

Biddy shrugged. 'Just one of those things," she sai

'‘And maybe it was for the best, anyway. Mark's gdodking and terrific

company, but if he hasn't got the guts to stantbuprother Dominic, then
he's no use to me.' She drank some of her co#eel if he had cared
anything about me, then he would have stood upnte-hwouldn't he?' she
ended a little uncertainly.

Morwenna shook her head. 'l don't know. He—Domirigas a very strong
personality, and he's much older than Mark, of seuand his boss as well.
It's a pretty formidable combination,’ -she addethappily. Just how
formidable, she was only too well aware.

Biddy stared broodingly at her coffee cup. 'Maybhg said abruptly. She
was silent for a few minutes, then she said, 'Hmvgldo you expect to be at
Trevennon? Perhaps you could come over to St Earrearheal some time.'

'Oh, I'd like that." Morwenna was eager.

Biddy smiled back. 'So would I. I'll be in toucBhe finished the remains of
her coffee, and got to her feet.



Morwenna detained her. 'You wouldn't like me to/egMark any kind of
message?'

Biddy shook her head decisively. 'Thanks, but hanks." She paused. 'If
there's going to be any kind of move, then it lsasome from him. At least
that's how | feel right at this moment." She gaverwenna a lopsided grin
and a wave and disappeared.

Glancing at her watch, Morwenna decided it was tiha she moved on
too. She picked up her patently empty rucksackesmed it with misgiving.
She stopped in the bookshop on her way out andhbauguide book on
local walks. On the way back down towards the gsag, replenished her
stock of tights, and visited the chemist for marethpaste and a luxurious
bar of her favourite toilet soap, but she was sgily much aware as she
walked along the quayside towards Trevennon Mativa none of her
purchases amounted to very much and hardly judt#igip to Port Vennor.

Her steps slowed as she approached the entrative yard. She could see
Mark's Mini parked outside and beyond it was Dogigcar. She bit her lip

and made herself walk up to the entrance. She fbensklf inside a large
shed with a high roof made predominantly of gladsere were several

boats, pleasure craft and the fishing boats usedshark-expeditions,

undergoing repair, and the air was filled with pgleasant aromas of wood,
paint and varnish. In the distance she could Heawhine of machinery. In

the far corner of the shed, a door with a painigd and an arrow indicated
that this was the way to the offices.

These, she found, were housed in a small complexaofy new
prefabricated buildings situated on some waste rgtaat the rear of the
boatsheds. A concrete path led to them and a relugiter with a corrugated
iron roof protected those using the path from thgaries of the weather.
Morwenna trod along the path as if she was skirtieg way through
qguicksands. The first door she came to said 'Rexeépind she made herself
steady her breathing as she pushed it open.

It was a narrow room, bisected by a counter, belhtth two girls sat
typing. There were a number of filing cabinets rtime walls, and a small
switchboard on one of the desks.



'I'm looking for Mr Mark Trevennon,' Morwenna said.

'Everyone's in a meeting, I'm afraid," one of this gose and came forward.
'Is he expecting you? Do you want to wait?"'

Morwenna hesitated. The coward's way out wouldobefuse politely and
catch the next bus back to Trevennon, but insteadaind herself nodding.

'Oh, all right, then." She was conscious that lpalk were studying her with
thinly disguised curiosity. They were both youngl attractive, and she
found herself wondering whether Biddy might not éaveen the sole
subject of Mark's attentions.

Mark's office turned out to be a cubbyhole, justgéa enough to
accommodate his desk and two chairs. Morwenna heae tfor a few
minutes, getting her bearings and trying to rememttee precise
instructions Nick had given her before she set liien she was sure that
the receptionist had returned to the front offisee got up and quietly
opened the door. She had noted what Nick had desteas the inner office
as she went past, and her heart had jolted unctabfgiwhen she noticed a
neat sign reading 'D. Trevennon' fixed to the ddbck hadn't mentioned
that it was also Dominic's office, she thought. Big door had been open
and the room obviously unoccupied, and she woulcembave a better
chance than now while everyone was in a meeting.

As Nick had said, there was only one filing cabirfedr a moment she
thought it might be locked, but the top drawer gggerasily enough when
she tugged at it. There were several green folthen®, but none of them
bore the code number that Nick had mentioned. Perha had made a
mistake. With a feeling of frustration she closee top drawer and tried the
second one, but it was not there either, and it wab increasing
desperation that she tried, unavailingly, the tldrdwer and then, on her
knees, the fourth.

'Looking for something?'

If there had ever been a moment in her life whewvgiinted to die, to simply
let the floor open and swallow her up, this wasStie gulped and looked



over her shoulder at the door. He was leaning endhorway, his hands
thrust into his pockets with the air of someone Whd been there for some
considerable time.

She got to her feet, brushing off the knees ofiéams. 'l was, but | haven't
found it.’

He said very silkily, and she could not meet hisgyPerhaps | can help.' He
walked over to the big desk, took a bunch of kegenfhis pocket and
unlocked one of the deep drawers. A green folderecskidding across the
polished surface towards her. She did not even twagkeck the coding.

'‘Well,' he said. 'That's what you came for, idf'fTiake it.'
There was a kind of weary anger in his voice.

She had to explain, to say something to justifyledraviour. 'l don't think
you understand.’

'Oh yes, | do," he said cynically. 'l do understangt Lady Morwenna. I've
been expecting it, in fact, ever since you arrigadhe scene.'

That hurt, and she knew she had flinched openlysigked quickly and
sharply. 'l knew it would only be amatter of timeg' said, half to himself.
'‘But | must admit | didr”t think it would be quis® soon.'

She took two quick steps forward, picked up thddoland thrust it into her
rucksack, fastening the straps with hands thatkshoo

'Right,’ he said. 'Now perhaps you'd be good endagiet the hell out of
here, before any more harm is done.’

But as he spoke, a door opened somewhere closandtdnd there were
voices and footsteps approaching. Dominic sworg bmd elaborately, just
under his breath. He turned to face the corriditing the doorway with his
body as if he wanted to block the knowledge of Memna's presence from
the newcomers.



From outside, Morwenna heard Mark say cheerfullgy, Dom, have you
seen Morwenna? Di told me she'd arrived, but slaished.

Dominic said wearily, 'She's here.’

Mark pushed past him into the office. He gave Mama& a simile,
apparently unaware of the tension in the atmosphénat didn't take long."’

'My own sentiments entirely,” said Dominic, watahithem from the
doorway.

ShE felt a deep, painful flush wash over her facédr hairline. She said
hurriedly to Mark, ‘Can we go now? | don't wankezp Nick waiting.’

'Sure thing,' Mark agreed amiably. He slid a hdmdugh her arm. 'How did
you find the bustling metropolis of Port Vennor? Whiman life is there, you
know. It just takes a bit of finding at this timétbe year...'

His voice tailed away uncomfortably and Morwennalised that someone
else had joined them.

She was a small slender woman with elegantly bheed hair waving back
from her forehead. She was wearing clove pink—allenalress with a
matching jacket and black patent shoes. Morwenrh riever seen her
before, but she knew with a strange instinct thistwas Barbie Inglis. And
she knew too with the same instinct that Barbidisnigad recognised her
instantly.

'‘Another girl-friend, Mark?' Her voice was lightdteasing, but Morwenna
knew she had not imagined those few seconds wherbltre eyes had
narrowed and sharpened as they saw Laura Kergfakeriface, and two
bright spots of colour had stood out on the womelméekbones.

Dominic said drily, 'Not this time, Barbie. Allowerto introduce Morwenna
Kerslake, a young friend of Nick's who is spendstgne time with us.
Morwenna, this is Barbara Inglis, our company secyeand very good
friend.’



Barbie Inglis's hand was very cold as it touchedwémna's. '‘My dear,' she
said, and paused. 'What a pleasure!" She laughed. What a shock,
frankly, after all these years to enter a roomse®lLaura standing there. It's
the hair, of course, and the bone structure. Quntaistakable.' She turned
towards the two men, smiling radiantly. 'My degrkase don't look so
embarrassed. It was all a very long time ago, yavk' She glanced back at
Morwenna. 'l knew your mother very well, of courbet one loses touch
over the years. How is she?'

Morwenna said very steadily, 'My mother died whewvak eight years old,
Miss Inglis, and my father and brother were kilkstlier in the year in a car
crash.’'

'So naturally you came to Trevennon for sanctudiyere was nothing but
warmth and sympathy in Barbie Inglis's voice. 'Ha®' she gave a low
laugh, 'how history does repeat itself!'

The folder seemed to be burning a hole in Morwennatksack. Barbie
Inglis had no means of knowing about that, of ceutsut in the nicest
possible way she had represented Morwenna as la é&eca parasite, and
that was bad enough. Morwenna did not look at Daifmevennon. She
already knew of the contempt that she would reddsreyes.

Suddenly it seemed very warm in the small room, #red neck of her
sweater seemed tight and choking.

She said almost pleadingly, 'Mark, | really must logeck....'

'Of course,’ Barbie said almost soothingly. '‘Andhhll look forward to
renewing our acquaintance this evening. Did Nicktiom that we have a
weekly game of chess? No? Well, no doubt he's lgrdat deal on his mind.
And we'll have to arrange a little party of somedkvery soon. A "welcome
home" party for Laura's daughter.'

It was all so warm, so kind, so eagerly said. Theasnothing to which
anyone in the world could have taken exception tihetlue eyes held the
cold, hard glitter of sapphires.



Morwenna knew that her smile would seem forced,tbete was nothing
she could do about that. She said very politelghdll look forward to that
too.'

She was thankful to be out in the fresh air ag@ilad too of Mark's hand
under her arm. Behind them, she could hear Baabighing and talking to
Dominic as they followed. Laura Kerslake's daughs&e thought, being
shown off the premises in style, but very firmlydadefinitely all the same.

She told Mark, 'l met a friend of yours today—d galled Biddy who runs a
pottery at St Enna with her brother.’

He said, 'Oh, really?' and his v.oice was too dadtew was she?"

'She seemed fine." Morwenna matched him for casssJrand no matter
how she strained her ears she could not hear wldtidBwas saying so
confidentially to Dominic just a few steps behimém. She hesitated. 'Is it
all right, my dragging you away like this? Your eptionist said something
about a meeting—I haven't broken things up by miyaf'

‘Certainly not." He sounded a little abstracted.whs just a routine
discussion—nothing very exciting. Of course, | sog all this is new to
you. | never thought to ask you if you wanted te smund the yard.'

'It's all right," she assured him emphatically.dfirer time, maybe. | really
do have to get back to the house.’

He helped her into the passenger seat of the Mohslammed the door shut,
and went round the car to get into the driver's.sk®rwenna leaned
forward, putting the rucksack down by her feet befdjusting the seat belt.
She looked back at the building and saw that Dammias standing in the
doorway watching her go. Barbie was at his side Modvenna saw her
raise her hand in a brief farewell salute. She nieself wave back as the
car drew away. And found herself thinking," "Ourywegood friend." And
my enemy.’

'‘Calm down," Nick said pacifically.



'‘Calm down!" Morwenna nearly exploded. 'I've nelveen so humiliated in
my life. He caught me red-handed, my fingers intiheand never even
gave me a chance to explain.’

Nick grimaced slightly. '‘Believe me, child, thatswaot what | intended," he
said grimly. He sighed. 'l should stick to my chicdes of the dead, and not
try to manipulate the living. I'm sorry, Morwennamplicated you quite
deliberately in an experiment that failed, but ylmn't have to worry about
your part in it. I'll provide all the necessaryexplanations—to Dominic or
anyone else."

'‘An experiment?' Morwenna gave the green foldenglyn the table beside
his chair, a despairing glance. 'Then you don'ttviiais file? It was all a
pretence?

'No," Nick said firmly. 'l do need the file, anthdd my doubts as to whether
Dominic would co-operate if | asked him to bringatme. He's determined
that | shan't start overdoing things and makingetiyi again.' He smiled
wryly. 'He doesn't realise that you can becomsdthetimes through sheer
boredom and frustration. That's why | started @nfémily history—but I'm
no historian. Boats have always been my life, amdtbo old to turn my
back on them now.'

'l can understand that," Morwenna said quietlyt 8ot why you involved
me as you did. Surely there were other ways?"

'Oh, plenty." Nick leaned his head against the Hogbk of his chair. He

looked tired and strained. 'Forgive me, child. ¢diou as if you were a
pebble | could fling into the middle of a pool tateh the ripples spread. But
| see now that | was unfair not to warn you in athe'

Morwenna stared at him, her mind working feveristhe said almost
hoarsely, 'Dominic wasn't meant to catch me, w&® lhevas someone
else—that woman—Barbie Inglis. You wanted her twlfime in his office
with a folder | had no right to in my hand. But véhy



The look of strain deepened. 'You've read ydamlet,haven't you, child?"
He quoted softly, "The play's the thing wherelinchtch the conscience of
the king." But it was a stupid idea. | know thatwnd

Morwenna spread her hands helplessly. 'What aresggung? That it was
Miss Inglis who sold the design for tha&dy Laurato Lackingtons?' She
managed an unsteady laugh. 'For God's sake, Nit&t eid you think she
would do when she found me? Scream and faint anf&se everything in
broken tones?'

'Something of the sort, perhaps. | don't know.'kNilosed his eyes. '‘Over
the years I've given her every chance, God knawtg]ltme the truth. I've no
real proof that it was her, just a gut-certainigth stood between us like the
Berlin wall." He gave a grim laugh. 'For almost mtyeyears people have
been asking themselves why Barbie and | didn'tocutlosses and settle
down together. I've asked myself the same quesadmindred times or
more. But the answer is always the same—not wiih dbestion always
hanging between us. How can there be love where'theo trust?’

Morwenna stared down at her hands twisted togatheer lap.

'l can hardly believe it," she murmured, half tosed. "Why would she do
such a thing? Why? Was—was it because 8he wasvia \Wath you?

Because she was jealous?’

Nick sighed. 'She was jealous, yes. Laura was awayre popular locally,
because she was warmer, more outgoing. Barbiedredie much on the
Inglis family name and dignity. | think it was tlaéront to that dignity that
prompted her to this ultimate piece of malice.’

‘Affront?' Morwenna echoed bewilderedly. 'l does.'

'Of course not. You don't know. How could you?'l&dd his hand over hers.
'‘Barbie had hoped to marry Robert Kerslake—yourdat

Morwenna gazed at Nick in silence, open-mouthed.



'Oh, no!" she said after a moment. 'Oh, God, Mald me Daddy had been
on the point of getting engaged to a local girj ren Biddy said something
too—but | never realised. What a fool I've been!

'If we're talking of fools,' said Nick, 'then | muse the biggest. It took me a
long time to realise the truth, and even then hilidant to accept it."

'What made you suspect?' Morwenna asked.

‘A number of things,' Nick answered, frowning. 'Stws so eager to make
amends—uncharacteristically eager. She investedeynon the boatyard
when things looked black for us. And she coulduiteghide her relief when
Laura's guilt was accepted, apparently without goesby everyone. And
of course, she didn't know about the crack thakirgons' man had made
to me about my lady friends."

'‘But you never tackled her about it," said MorwerlBgen when you were
sure, you kept silent. You let my mother take tleare instead.’

He made an abrupt movement. 'Yes—because by thesit't as simple as
you imply. | pitied the unhappiness which had dni\Barbie to do such a
thing. | could even understand it up to a pointdAlmere was another thing.
We'd become—-close, and | believed then that it dauly be a matter of
time before she told me of her own accord whatlsdgk done. Put things
right between us, so that we could both start adain't want an apology,
or even an explanation. | only wanted the trutte'drhiled faintly. 'l didn't
realise how long it would take.'

Morwenna felt tears prick at the back of her eyeli®h, Nick, what a waste
of a life—of two lives!

'I'm not dead yet,' he reminded her with some d@gpéind nor is Barbie.
So she'll be over for her chess game.' He smileldshnok his head. 'She
plays a good defensive game, but | have a feeliagthis time—this time
she may be going to lose. And in the meantime'—¢iesd up the folder and
opened it—'I'll renew my acquaintance with my otlose.'

She could see drawings, pages of figures and réiesther boat?"



He nodded. 'But not another racing dinghy like ltlaely Laura.This one
will travel the oceans of the world when she'stb@he’ll challenge Cape
Horn and the Roaring Forties and win. People @ik of her as they talk of
Gipsy MothandLively Lady.And she'll be built at Port Vennor." He looked
ironically at Morwenna. 'Do you think I'm fantasigl? Slipping into early
senility? I'm not, you know. Two years ago, whéeinst got the idea for her,

| talked about it to Alan Hewitt-Smyth. You've hdaf him, | suppose?’

Morwenna had indeed heard of him. Hewitt-Smyth w@e of the younger
generation of lone yachtsmen, and his sometimechadventures had
made most of the newspapers and colour supplenmetiits country.

'‘And he was interested?’ she asked rather douptfull

'He was more than interested,’ Nick returned faibef'About a month ago

| had a letter from him reminding me of the projeetd suggesting he might
be able to get sponsorship for it. They're tallefig@nother big race and he
wants to win it with the_.ady Morwenna.’

'Oh!" Morwenna pressed her hands against suddemhing cheeks. 'But
that's what he—Dominic—called me when he found mabis office. My
Lady Morwenna.'

Nick gave a short laugh. 'Did he now? Well, he'dow, my nephew, .and
he knew I'd be looking for these specifications@sn as | got my strength
back. Although I never told him I'd heard from Havw8myth," he added
with some satisfaction. 'That's a little surprise keeping up my sleeve for
the time being.’

'‘But whyLady Morwenn@' Morwenna asked rather doubtfully. 'l know it's a
family name, but--'

Nick nodded again. 'lt's that all right, and it'saame for courage as well. Or
did Laura never tell you the story of Morwenna Temon? | can
understand her reticence. It isn't a bedtime dmmg child, after all, but it
always fascinated your mother, so it's no wondat'dtlthe name she chose
for you.'



'‘No wonder at all,'” Dominic Trevennon said from tbeorway, and
Morwenna had to resist an impulse to shrink backan chair. He came
forward, his eyebrows lifted, and looked down & bncle. 'What's this,
Nick? More family history?"

Nick grunted, 'Past, present and future, | hope'Hdnds almost caressed
the folder in his lap.

Dominic glanced at it, his dark face sardonic. 'Yemploy strange
messengers for your errands at times, Nick. Whthallmystery?"

Nick lifted a shoulder. 'l have my reasons.'

'l hope so." Dominic's voice was grim. 'l won't e\egy to guess what they
are. But you do realise that you put Miss Kerslake@ damned difficult
position this afternoon?’

'She's forgiven me," said Nick. 'She may even f@gbou in time. And why
so formal? Her name's Morwenna, remember.’

'I'm not likely to forget," Dominic said not quiteder his breath.

Morwenna's chin went up in defiance. 'l supposeamgropriation of the
family name must seem like adding insult to injtoyyou, Mr Trevennon.'

'Well, don't lose any sleep over it, Miss KerslaKet at this late stage.’

'Oh, | shan't." Her smile was cool, even slighttgyocative. Anything to
conceal the truth—that because of this man withdaig, taunting smile, it
might be many a moon before she closed her eyesace again.

She turned slightly desperately to Nick. 'Isn't @mgy going to tell me my
namesake's story at last?'

He leaned back in his chair, closing his eyes &said his concentration. It
doesn't take long to tell. She was the only daugft®att Trevennon who

ruled the coastline hereabouts in the name of Bdittathe First, but for the
greater honour and glory of Matt Trevennon. Hisewi&d borne him several



sturdy sons, but Morwenna was the last of the bauatithe sole girl, and
he—like many another strong man—worshipped her fioeenmoment she
was laid in the cradle. When at last she came téelems and it was time to
think about her marriage, there wasn't a match goodigh for her.' He gave
a slight chuckle. 'Hardly to be wondered at, | saggp As well as being a"
considerable heiress, she was a lovely thing, &alang artistic licence into
account.’

Morwenna stirred in her chair. 'ls there a portohiher somewhere?'

'A portrait exists," said Dominic Trevennon. 'Altigh it hasn't been seen for
some considerable time.'

Nick grunted something and sat hunched irritablfigichair with his lips
pursed. Then, with an obvious effort, he took up $tory again. 'At last a
betrothal was arranged, with the son of an eat mgavour at court, and
Matt crowed over this the length and breadth o@hehy. But the marriage
itself was postponed because England was on thk dirwar with Spain. In
fact, it was said a great fleet had already begpatched to invade England
and all thoughts of weddings and celebration hadke second place to the
national emergency.’ He shrugged. 'What happenedtl iaehistory, of
course. Various factors, including the weather tioated to the downfall
of the mighty Armada and its ships were scatte@uk of them came to
grief on the rocks not far from this house.’

'‘Spanish Cove,' Morwenna breathed.

Nick nodded. 'And on the morning tide, clingingaapar, came the only
survivor of the wreck, as far as we know—Don Estetb@ Aldobar y Vaga.
It was Matt Trevennon that found him, and that pidip saved 'his life.
Anyone else would probably have quietly knocked bmthe head and put
him back in the sea after emptying his pockets, Ndatt knew from his
clothing that this was no ordinary Spanish saitad he had him taken up to
the house.”

He sighed. 'He saw the lad was young, dressedalikaristocrat and with
gold in his pockets, and the thought of ransonedillhis mind to the
exclusion of all else. What he'd forgotten was thaiting in his house was



his daughter, his own flesh and blood, as wildaiifiil in her own way as
he was, facing a loveless although brilliant maeiavith a man she'd met
about twice." Nick grinned from Dominic to Morwenrih must have been
like setting a match to a fuse. Particularly whews came that young Matt,
the son and heir, had been wounded aboard oneabeBrships and was
lying at Plymouth, and Madam Trevennon togethehwie old nurse, who
was still technically in charge of Morwenna, welyirfg off to look after
him and bring him home as soon as he was well dnoug

'So she fell in love with this young Spaniard? Ewkaugh he was her
country's enemy?' Morwenna could not keep a notsugdrise out of her
voice.

Nick smiled faintly. 'She was Cornish, rememberd @ a moot point
whether the Cornish have ever genuinely regardethsklves as part of
England. It's been suggested that a number ofrsdrtlam the Armada made
their way ashore and settled down quietly, intergnag with the locals and
never a word mentioned to the authorities. Cergdddn Esteban's presence
at Trevennon was kept mighty quiet from the poviieas be. If any benefit
was to accrue from it, it would have to be for Matevennon alone. So in
the absence of her mother and the nurse, Morwesuieed after the lad
herself and, of course, the inevitable happened.’

'‘But didn't her father notice?"

'‘Apparently not." It was Dominic speaking. 'But meother did as soon as
she returned with her convalescent son in tow,sfredrecognised what her
husband had taken for an attack of ague as the egrhptoms of
pregnancy.' He shook his head. 'lt's not diffi¢alimagine the scene that
ensued—Matt shouting and blustering and Morwenngyirtge him,
swearing that the earl's son could end in perdeios that she'd marry Don
Esteban or no one. As if the choice was ever garige hers.'

'So what did they do?' Morwenna prompted.
He gave a faint shrug. 'They were cruel times. Bsteban's fate was sealed

even though the ransom from Spain had not arriBetithey fed the girl a
tale. Matt appeared to capitulate—to accept tragtiand London wedding



would never take place. But he imposed a condifion Esteban must go
back to Spain to ensure that his family would reediis bride with honour
and consent to the marriage. Later Morwenna woalddnt to him.'

'And she believed him?"

'He was her father and she had always been hitedppet. She had no
reason to believe he would deny her the wish ohkart. When you've only
ever looked for one side of a person, it's hardetdise that another may
exist that you've never glimpsed. So Morwenna spddbye to her
beloved.’

'‘And she never saw him again?' Morwenna asked lgober

'Indeed she did. Heaven only knows how she wasdmf. Perhaps one of
her brothers dropped a hint. Maybe she overhearipgpet of conversation
not intended for her ears. Perhaps a servant widhie truth. It seems that
none of the Trevennons wished to soil their handh ®steban's blood.
They reasoned that as the sea had brought hiraetheould take him again.
So they trussed him up and left him in Spanish Gow¢he tide, and that's
where Morwenna, flying to the rescue, found hinst joefore high . tide at
midnight.'

'So they escaped after all." Morwenna was surprégeitie outcome. The
story up to now had been told on a sombre note lwh&d suggested
otherwise.

'‘No," Dominic shook his head, 'they didn't. Thee®hat had been used had
swollen in the damp and she cowldheither cut them nor free him. In the
end, so the legend had it, when she saw it wassapahe lay down on the

sand beside him and let the tide take them both.'

'‘Dear God!" After a pause, Morwenna moistened ips. IThat's quite a
story. No wonder my mother never told me. It's hafairytale material.'

‘You've come to the wrong place for fairy tales, d@ar." Dominic's voice
was suddenly harsh. "The Treven- nons don't gooinhippy endings.
Haven't you heard enough of the family history now that by now?’



Their glances met and locked. She said, keepingdiee very steady, 'You
make that sound almost like a warning—Mr Trevennon.

'Perhaps it is at that," he said quietly. He laidaad momentarily on his
uncle's shoulder, then turned and went out of dloent

She watched him go, a pain like a sword stabbimgaheart. She needed no
warning, she thought achingly. She already knew linng him could
guarantee her nothing but heartbreak, not whenrKberglis moved at his
side with her tall dark beauty in all the confideraf possession.

She realised Nick's eyes were on her, filled wiixiety, and resolutely
fought back the tears that were threatening towlreim her. She could not
cry now, not without giving herself away, and sloelld not do that if she
was to leave Trevennon with the rags of her pndaci. So she would cry
later, when she was alone. And it was the prospktitat loneliness, she
knew, that would be the hardest to bear.

But the day was not finished with her yet. They keal for the remainder of
the afternoon, largely in silence. Morwenna did Inate to speculate what
occupied Nick's thoughts as he pored over his argsvand figures. Her
own musings followed much the same complex lines,teought as she sat
at the desk staring at the notes she was supposed transcribing with
sightless eyes.

Somehow she had to come to terms with this new, plais new yearning
which had beset her. She lifted a hand and bruslagginst the softness of
her mouth as if her fingertips were capable of paa@ng his kiss, but at the
same time she despised herself. Hadn't she leauifé@diently from that
transitory experience with Guy of the deceit of gibgl passion? She knew
without conceit that she was attractive and delgrado there was little
wonder that Dominic should have taken advantagbeif proximity for a
little casual lovemaking. More than that, she haacfcally invited the
situation by her own foolish remarks at their firgteting, although she had
believed the provocation, the attraction she hadydsensed between them
even then had been cancelled, neutralised by thgeraand antagonism
since.



And Dominic was wrong. Hate was no substitute lafoallove. Passion on
those terms might be momentarily beguiling, butatlld leave a bitter taste.
It was strange how she knew this even though stenbeaer given herself
and tested the truth of her reasoning. She lovex bt that would have to
remain a secret in this house where too many seheet been nursed in
bitterness and regret.

From the other side of the room Nick said abrupgtlghall have dinner
downstairs this evening.' He looked across at hién womething of a
challenge in his eyes. 'Well, nothing to say?'

She smiled with an effort. 'Would any comment froma really affect the
decision either way?'

'Not really.l've remained passive too long. It's titeok a hand in my own
affairs.’

She said wryly, "Well, you started today when yentsne to the boatyard.’
‘That was only a beginning.' His smile crinkled tioeners of his eyes. 'Now
go and tell Inez the good news. She mentioned songeearlier about roast
duck. We can have a little celebration feast toknmay return to the land of
the living.'

His tone was bland, but she was not deceived. &lde s

'What are you planning, Nick? | have to know.'

"You'll know soon enough.' His eyes glinted at lieen he transferred his
attention deliberately back to his papers. 'Nowadd ask, there's a good

girl, and then go and pretty yourself for this engn

Inez received the news that there was to be a pamguilly enough. She
was sitting at the table peeling apples.

' 'Bout time there was summat to look forward shé remarked rather
cryptically. 'I'll get Zack in to clean up the gositver.'



'l could help," Morwenna offered.

'‘No need for that. Though if you'd finish theselapgor me, I'd be grateful.
I'l see about something special in the way of ddang.' Inez pushed the
remaining fruit and the paring knife over to h&#vhatever is it, maid? You
look a bit down jn the mouth.’

Morwenna concentrated on the apples. 'l supposa little worried about
Mr Nick,' she said at last. "Worried that he'll ce things.'

'l reckon Mr Nick knows where he's to, better'n you," Inez said serenely.
"You let him bide, my dear, and give heed to ydiirs®u've got something
different to put on than .they old trousers, | hopkss Karen'll be here
tonight and she always comes dressed up like LadyTledd.'

'I've got a long skirt,’” Morwenna admitted weakigndering why she did
not deny any wish to compete with Karen on anylleve

"That'll do," said Inez. 'And watch what you'm dpinith that knife. You're
about as 'andy as a cow with a musket.'

'I'm not that bad," Morwenna protested. 'Look, §ee all this peel off in one
piece.' She held it up triumphantly.

'‘And most of the apple with it,' said Inez, uningsed. 'Still, seeing as
you've done it, us might as well make use of it/ & words after me, then
throw the peel over your left shoulder. "St Simod &t Jude, may | intrude
and tell me the name of my lover

'No." Morwenna looked down at the length of unbrokeel in her fingers.
'No, I'd rather not.'

'‘Go along with you," Inez urged robustly. ' 'Teslyoan old bit of
superstition. It can't hurt you.'

'l suppose not," Morwenna muttered, capitulatingt e felt ridiculously
nervous and self-conscious as she repeated theswbtte old charm and
tossed the apple peel over her left shoulder.



'Dear life," Inez remarked blankly, and Morwennaknbefore she even
turned what initial letter the peel would have fexdron the kitchen floor.

She steeled herself to laugh it away, but the sfrolze on her lips as she
turned and saw Dominic standing silent in the letthdoorway, the

betraying apple peel at his feet.

‘Teaching our visitor old wives' tales, Inez?' Is&eal, his mouth curling
sardonically.

''Tes just an old custom, my dear, and where'sdine in that?'

'‘None.' He pushed the peel aside with the toes$lhoe. 'As long as no one
makes the mistake of taking it seriously.'

Morwenna would have given anything she possessegrdéwent that
all-too-betraying blush from spreading over heefduut it was beyond her
control. She swallowed as she rose to her fdetldar that mess away,' she
began, but he cut sharply across her words.

‘Leave it, Miss Kerslake. Inez will see to it. llde a word with you in
private.'

She walked stiffly after him, wiping her sticky ldunobtrusively down
her jeans like a naughty child.

'Is something wrong?' she asked haltingly as heHedvay into the study
and closed the door behind them.

'Do you know why my uncle has taken it into hisdéa dine downstairs
tonight?' He was frowning.

She shook her head. 'Does there have to be angytartreason?' she asked
lamely.

He sent her a narrow-eyed look. 'Everything Nickssar does these days
seems to have the same basic motivation,’ he saEdlyc 'He seems

determined to re-open old wounds, and I'm quiteraw&om we have to

thank for that.'



She moistened her lips. 'l think you overestimatg imfluence, Mr
Trevennon.'

'l don't." His eyes were fixed on her face. 'Oa¢duit you of any desire to
become an old man's darling, but the charge of goebsessively
single-minded about gaining your own ends stilhd&a'She wanted to tell
him then that it was no longer she was that singleded. That if it was left
to her, she would go no further with her attemptléar her mother's name.
Laura herself would not have cared, she thoughingbh Her generous
affection would have wanted Nick's happiness, wraatéhe cost. She had
expected him to be happy. Perhaps even then sheuspécted that once
she was out of the way, he and Barbie Inglis woaldve at an
understanding then undreamed of.

'l don't think you understand,’ she began, bunteriupted remorselessly.

'l understand only too well. You're quite deterndine drag this whole mess
out into the open once again, and you don't car@ yadu may hurt in the
process.'

Karen Inglis? she wondered. Was that whom his qonwas for? Any sort
of disgrace to her aunt would be bound to affectdven peripherally. She
felt her face stiffen.

‘There's nothing | can do," she said quietly.

His laugh was short and harsh. 'All that golderogence and charm on the
surface, and complete and utter ruthlessness ueatbrn my Lady
Morwenna.'

'Please don't call me that.'

'Why not?' He raised his eyebrows. 'She was rught&s, in her own way,
and look where it led her." He walked over to Iserclose that their bodies
were almost touching, and looked down at her. 'Mwoma," his voice was
low and it tingled across her senses. But he wasaking love, he was
making war, and she must never let herself forgat. t'Give this thing up
now. I'm asking you.'



She could feel the power emanating from him, awsgrdynamic power that

turned her bones to water and which he was usililgedately to bend her to

his will. But it was not her decision, it was Nigk'and she wasn't even
certain how much he wanted Dominic to know, if dnyg. If he wanted to

tell him, wouldn't he have been in his confidenkceaaly?

She whispered, 'I'm sorry.’

He did not move, but suddenly he was light yearayaftom her. Then he
said very quietly, "You will be.

She turned away from him, biting her lip until ¢hsted blood. She walked
very calmly out of the room and shut the door betiar, then she ran like
the wind for the stairs and she did not stop rugmintil she was safely in her
room. Then she lay across the bed, her fingerpigigpthe worn quilt, and

cried until she had no more tears left.



CHAPTER SEVEN

LATER, when she looked critically at herself in the mifithere was no sign
of that storm of weeping. True, she was a littleegand her eyes looked
larger than usual, but that could be because ofdkenetics she had used.
She had twisted her hair into a soft coil on topef head, allowing a few
soft tendrils to escape around her ears and the agper neck. Her skirt
was black velvet with contrasting panels embroidénegold thread and she
wore a simple black silky top with a scooped néakund her slim throat
she tied a gold locket on a piece of black velil#ion. She looked good, she
thought. Not dramatic or sensational, but good.

The sitting room door was open as she approacleetbthof the stairs and

she could hear voices and laughter. So the evermgug'sts had arrived. She
walked slowly down, lifting her skirt carefully. Mwenna Trevennon, she
thought wryly, descending the stairs to face whatewath was to come.

They were all assembled, she realised as she stdbd doorway. She was
the last one down. She hadn't planned on makirepaance, but if one had
been thrust upon her she would make the most of it.

'‘Good evening," she said clearly and sweetly intdlan the conversation.

'My dear child." Nick smiled across the room at frem where he was
ensconced by the fire. 'What a picture you lookhilic—someone—qgive
Morwenna some sherry.'

It was Mark who brought the glass to her. 'Wow!'nermured under his
breath, his eyes travelling over her in undisgueggpreciation. She laughed
back at him, lowering her eyes in mock demurenébs was the sort of
reaction she was used to and could cope withok heer across the room on
Mark's arm to the sofa where Barbie Inglis wasrgjttShe was wearing
green, impeccably cut, but a harsh colour for @envas she just ultra-pale
that evening? Karen's dark beauty was triumphatéied in flame coloured
chiffon. Lady Fan Todd, Morwenna thought, and thienger of a smile
caught at the corners of her mouth, making her looksterious and
mischievous at the same moment. The conversatiochwiad been at a
standstill since her appearance re-started wighla |



They had been discussing holidays, it seemed, pestent and to come.
Karen was in her element, as flame-like as thesdst® was wearing,
overdoing the enthusiasms slightly perhaps, butwwald notice that when
she was such a pleasure to watch. She was talkmg aurfing, arguing the
merits of the local beaches and comparing them thitise of California
where she had spent a year. Of course, Morwennglhaattily, and was
ashamed of herself. She had never surfed, soltheda of little interest to
her. Nor to Nick, who sat shading his face fromfbat of the fire, his eyes
hooded enigmatically. Looking at him, the proudddae fine bones, she
knew what Dominic would be like as he grew old éimel knowledge that
she would not be here to see it or share it with $lashed at her like a knife.

And she was not the only one who was silent. Bds&leBarbie Inglis sat as
if she was supported on invisible wires, her cdlgapplied lipstick turning
her mouth into a straight gash of crimson withawnbur or tenderness.

Morwenna felt her sense of compassion growing. &d{arslake had been
loved and cherished. She had been compensateddaedutimes over for
any loss of affection slfe had suffered from heo@dd family. But this
quiet tense woman sitting next to her had gainething from that
despairing act of spite. Even the happiness thalddoave been hers had
been denied her because of it.

She wanted suddenly, desperately to turn to hetaksdher arm and tell her
that they knew what she had done and that therenathing, nothing to be
gained by concealment any longer, and put an etidgahing once and for
all, but she had no right. She had walked intcsttation unknowingly, but
the protagonists were Nick and Barbie and they twadind their own
salvation.

She sipped her sherry. It was a good one, buightas well have been gall
and wormwood, and there was a little pain throbldodly in her temple.
She wanted to press her fingers against it, buhvelhe looked up she saw
that Dominic was watching her and she could natrdffo show any sign of
weakness, even a slight one like an incipient hefaela

The meal was delicious. The dining room was lit ¢andles which
concealed the shabbiness, and emphasised the lwédahty polished table



and the old-fashioned silver, glowing thanks to KZ&cunwilling
ministrations. Clear soup preceded the duck, whiels followed by a
creamy syllabub.

Morwenna made a pretence of eating, but in reahty did little more than
push the food round her plate. Her throat feltttggrddenly and she was on
edge all the time, although she could not haveasxgtl why. It was like the
feeling that one got before a thunderstorm, sheaigh that feeling of
tension that made one glad when lightning eventuglbed the sky apart
and cleared the air.

Nick was in his element, she noticed. Karen wadonger permitted to

monopolise the conversation, which had turned telgdocal matters, and

had a frankly reminiscent flavour. Nick was turnittg Barbie more and

more, destroying, the web of silence she seemdiate created about
herself, drawing her into the talk with shared massand requests for her
opinion. And she was beginning perceptibly to relexere was more colour
in her face, and she was beginning to smile ndyural

So in a way this made what happened next all thee siartling. They had
finished dinner and were back in the sitting rooawvihg coffee. Inez had
brought in a trolley and Karervhad jumped up immaggly and gone to it,
busying herself with the pouring out as if she alasady the hostess. As she
might be, Morwenna reminded herself. She would lgandve taken so
much upon herself without some positive encourageiinem Dominic.

When the cups had been handed round and Morwealisegtthat hers was
still empty on the trolley, she decided not to aaything. Her headache was
getting worse and she did not want any coffee agyWaren was moving
over to Dominic, cup in hand. She was smiling, head thrown back
provocatively, her voice lowered as she said somgtfor his ears alone.
And perhaps he was smiling back with a look indyiss that he kept for her
alone. Morwenna felt her nails dig into the palrhBer hands and it took all
her self-control to stop herself from getting ug annning out of the room.

But that might be what Karen wanted. She knew h# pressure
points—exactly when and how to make Morwenna fesgraplete outsider.
The coffee was just a final pinprick.



Nick said gruffly, 'Karen, | think you've forgottesomeone. Morwenna has
no coffee.’

All eyes were turned on her immediately and shiehieiself flush and heard
her voice say almost beseechingly, 'It's all rigiheally don't want any.’

'Oh—I'm sorry." Karen's voice was effusive. 'Whdtreadful mistake! | saw

there was an extra cup and thought that Inez hadaunted." She gave a
little theatrical laugh. 'l get so used to therst joeing family at these little

gatherings.'

The silence after the smiling words had been spakassuddenly electric.
There had been no mistaking the insolence, thereddsi wound that
underlay them. Morwenna felt as if she had bearcktin the face publicly.

Dominic was the first to move. He walked acrosshi trolley, filled the
remaining cup with coffee and brought it to here $huttered a confused
word of thanks as she took the cup from him, antest look at his dark
face. It told her nothing, but there was an aicgfcontrol about him as if he
was keeping a tight rein on his temper. He wouldbaopleased with Karen
for her lack of courtesy, but he could not be tagrg with her when her
words had simply reflected his own feelings.

Nick's voice was a rumble of anger, however, ang jsimped slightly,
slopping a little of the coffee into the saucer.

‘To me, my dear Karen, Morwenna is as much a meiwibnis family as
anyone else in this room.’

Karen saw she had made a bad mistake, but didmt kow to recoup it.

'‘But of course.' She spread her hands in froneof placatingly. 'l see that
I've totally misread the situation. | understooattiMiss Kerslake was
employed here as some sort of secretary. It neseIireed to me--'

'Well, let it occur to you now.' Nick could not labeen more brusque, his
face harsh with displeasure. Morwenna saw Barbgissrmake a slight
movement as if she was in pain and wanted to ctymilick to drop the



whole thing now. There was nothing to be gainetilnying Barbie through
this attack on her niece, or by setting herselbdds with the woman
Dominic loved.

'l have never regarded her as an employee,’ thg goige went on. 'She has
become as dear to me as the daughter | never lsaded to me as her
mother was before her.’

‘Nick! Morwenna protestingly pressed her handsaioburning face, but he
went on remorselessly:

'l want no one left in the slightest doubt aboutmagard for this child." He
got to his feet clumsily, reaching for his stickorinic went to his side,
grasping his arm.

'Steady.' The warning sounded bleak.

Nick shook him away imperatively. 'I'm all rightawehn it. Morwenna, come
here, girl, and give me your arm. | have a surgosgou. | hadn't planned it
for this moment, but events have overtaken me.'

As they went towards the door, she said in a daspemdertone, 'Nick,
what are you doing?'

'It's all right," he silenced her authoritativélys for the best, believe me.'

She said no more. He was shaking with anger, aadasis terrified that

another attack might be prompted by his outrageatiems. The others were
following them, she realised, in a bewildered pssten. She caught a
glimpse of Barbie's face and saw that she was &g a$ death.

They turned right at the top of the stairs. Niclsvsaeathless, but his grip on
her arm was as firm as ever. He marched her aloagallery until they

reached a door at the far end, and then he reldssmedearching in his
pockets.

Dominic said, his voice cold with fury, 'Nick, f@od's sake. There's no
need for a big dramatic gesture.'



His uncle made no reply. He had brought out a bufi&leys and was fitting
one of them into the lock. The door was openin@teethem and Nick was
urging her forward. She didn't want to go into tbem. She knew what it
was. This had been her mother's room, the onénithbeen locked up ever
since she went away. She didn't know quite whakfmect—something out
of Great Expectationsperhaps, but she stepped forward with numb
obedience as Nick's hand pressed her arm and looked her.

And, after all, it was only a large and quite b&albedroom. There wasn't
a cobweb in sight or a speck of dust either. Theege long curtains

brocaded in green and gold at the tall windows anmhatching quilted

bedcover with a valance that reached the carpéted fThe furniture was

walnut with an elegance that did not belong topghesent century. There
was even a fire of apple logs and pine cones vggitinthe marble fireplace,
and fluffy towels hanging on the rail of the wasimgt. It had an air of
waiting as if the usual occupant had been away ¢oumey and was

expected back at any minute. There was no fedhagit had been shut up
for over twenty years.

‘This is to be your room, child,’ said Nick. Heawwrthe words out as if they
were a challenge, daring anyone to object. He tham&l pointed to a large
painting on one of the walls. 'And there she igyjrygsamesake, Morwenna
Trevennon.'

Morwenna was shaking inside, not so much with wizat just happened,
although that was disturbing enough, but becausdias spoke she had
caught sight of Dominic looking at her. He woreexpression of black rage
and frustration that terrified her. She had theiest impulse to fling herself
at his feet and cry out, 'I'm sorry. I'm sorry.idmt know this was going to
happen.’

Only he wouldn't believe it. He would think the vilaghing had been
planned in advance, and that she'd persuaded bdliektablish her position
in the household so that there could be no arguadsmit it.

She wanted to be happy about this. She wantecidk tRick for this gesture
of affection and faith and be sincere in her tharikg she felt totally
miserable inside. Karen was there, staring roueddbom, looking daggers



at the furnishings which still had a pristine gtyasiadly lacking in the rest of
the house. Her eyes seemed to linger on the bedhwas enormous, a
wide double bed, far too large for just one person.

Morwenna thought, 'But this wasn't intended fot joise person. This is a
room designed and intended for a couple.’ She dumé&ick, the question
forming on her lips, but he forestalled her.

'Yes,' he said quietly. "Your mother decorated amdished this room. It
was, | hoped, going to be our room eventually.’

Barbie Inglis, who had stood like a stone, suddeplgke. 'Laura’s room,'
she said, and her eyes were bright and fierce wedls. ‘My God, after all
these years! | hope you realise how honoured yaralto be allowed to set
foot in—Laura's shrine." She gave a little harsigkg then turned on her
heel and walked out.

Karen gave a little gasp and went after her. Mabledient to a swift gesture
from Dominic, followed. The three of them were lafbne, confronting
each other.

Dominic said tautly, 'l hope it's given you satdfan— this act of
gratuitous cruelty.'

Nic shook his head wearily. 'l didn't intend ithappen like this,' he said.
'My plans were very different. | lost my tempemth all. But it may all turn
out for the best, even yet.'

"You can say that?' Dominic demanded, his voiceatihg with scorn. 'How
can you even contemplate the future when you'reisg up about the past?’

'Oh, stop, please!" Morwenna clapped her handert@érs. 'Don't let's talk
about it any more tonight." She knew she was reetgars.

'Why not?' Dominic swung towards her, his eyesibtazCan you think of a
more appropriate time—or place? She was right,kyew., when she said
this was a shrine. The locked and sacrosanct rodn it8 bitter-sweet
memories. God in heaven!" He stared around himaggipgly. 'l can only



say it seems in remarkably good order. Your worick® | can't actually
picture you with duster and broom, but | supposerghing is possible in
this truly amazing world.’

Nick moved his shoulders tiredly. 'Of course | didio it," he said irritably.
'Inez has been cleaning it regularly for years grimstruction.’

"You kept that very quiet," Dominic accused.

'Is that so surprising?' Nick asked with a gleamhofmour. 'Locking the
room in the first place was the big dramatic gestiou mentioned just now.
Having it springcleaned regularly hasn't nearlyshme muscle. Frankly, |
was ashamed of the whole business. It's a beataibuh—one of the best in
the house. It was madness to keep it shut up &néw it, but it's hard to
back down once a gesture has been made.'

‘Then why make the same mistake again?' Dominredlat him. "You may
not find this one so easy to get out of.'

'Please.” Morwenna interposed herself between tH&he question of
gestures doesn't arise. I'd prefer to stay in my oc@om. | can't possibly
sleep here alone in that enormous bed.’

Dominic's smile was slow and insulting. ‘'Is that iamitation, my Lady
Morwenna? Because if so you've badly misjudged geuse of timing.’

'‘Dominic!" Nick almost roared. 'You'll apologise finat.'

'It doesn't matter." Morwenna put her hand on s &ler head was aching
badly now. She wanted to get away from the tensidhe atmosphere and
escape to the peace of her own room. 'Pleasegtdt'sut of here. | don't
think | can stand any more.'

'‘Any more?' Dominic Trevennon gave her a long copteious look before
he turned away. 'Believe me, lady, this has bdrebun.’



The door slammed shut behind him. Nick lost higdrigok. There was a
small brocade chair close beside him and he madedy to it and sat down
heavily.

'Oh, God," he said quietly, and stared down afltoe.

'Why did you do it?" Morwenna demanded. She swund, her hands
spread despairingly, indicating her surroundingson’t want all this—you
know | don't. It's a room for a couple.’

Nick sighed deeply. 'As | said, | lost my tempeddesn't happen very often,
and perhaps that's been my biggest mistake. Pethapsuld have lost it

long ago and dragged this whole issue kicking amelasning into the light

of day. But instead | did what | thought was righte bent his head. 'I'm
sorry,' he said lamely.

Morwenna went over and knelt beside him, puttinghad on his knee.

'‘Don't be sorry.' Her voice was gentle. 'We'll makeght.' She made herself
smile. 'It has to come right.'

And not just, she thought achingly, to clear awlag shadows and bring
back the joy to this old house, but to feed the vaipe that one day Dominic
might look at her without hating or despising her.

She said hesitantly, "You—you haven't told yourhresp —the truth. About
Barbie, | mean.'

'‘No," he shook his head. 'The fewer people thatkmioe better. I've always
felt that, as you know.' His eyes sought hers.dt¢&eéd older suddenly and
oddly defeated. '‘Can you bear this burden with eneflittle longer, child?"

'Yes,' she said at last in a low voice. They wdensfor a little while, then
Nick roused himself.

'I'd better return downstairs and see what's hagghehe said ruefully. "'Will
you come with me?"'



Morwenna shook her head. 'l think I'd rather gangoroom.’

‘This is your room," he said almost sharply. 'l nteahat | said. This is the
room you are to occupy while you remain at Trevenno

'‘But | can't sleep here tonight," she protestdtk ied won't be aired for one
thing—and all my things are in the other room.’

Nick stuck his chin out mulishly. 'Inez shall alretroom tomorrow," he
declared. 'And I'll tell Zack to move your thingerg.' He got to his feet,
reaching for his stick. 'There are still some aof tengs in the drawers,' he
said abruptly. 'The nightdress you wore the firghhyou were here was one
of them. She left some trinkets in the dressinggtado which you may care
to have. It's all yours, to do as you want witre'dgave her a strained smile as
he moved to the door. 'And you won't be completébyne, anyway. You'll
have Morwenna Trevennon to keep you company.'

She felt very cold when she was alone. She turoedd; still on her knees
and gazed up at the big oil-painting Nick had iatkd earlier. Elegantly
dressed in the fashion of a bygone age, Morweneaehnon sat in her
high-backed chair in the classic repose that ptuteademanded, a small
pet monkey nestling in the folds of her skirt. Bhat representation of
demure restfulness was totally misleading, Morwekmew instinctively.
As soon as the artist laid down his brush for thg, dhe great chair would
have been kicked backwards and the small velvetugged off, allowing
the mass of golden hair it confined to tumble dwer shoulders and down
her back. The girl's mouth was set in prim enoughsl but there was
something about its curve which suggested thatrdadylike grin would
never have been too far away. But it was her elyaswere the biggest
give-away. If it was true they were the mirrorstioé soul, then Morwenna
Trevennon's soul had been wild, wilful and fulllié, as unpredictable as
the sea which had been her doom.

If | was going to draw her, Morwenna thought sudgehat's what | would
aim for. I'd paint her as part of the wind and sjng them to do their
worst to her.



She gave a little impatient sigh, realising howdiher painting had meant to
her since she arrived at Trevennon. She'd man&gedne brief sketch on
the cliffs above Spanish Cove and nothing morthitfgs continued like this
she would have nothing to show Lennox Christie wslee saw him again.
But did it really matter when all sfle really wadtwith all her heart and
mind and body was here in this house? In this ltine¢ at Trevennon, her
life had changed completely. She was no longesdnee girl who had come
from London to ask a favour and remained to bestogion an elderly man
at the expense of her peace of mind. Why hadn'esearning voice at the
time whispered to her that it was her attractiotoninic, unwilling and
unconfessed though it had been, which had prompéedo agree to stay
with Nick? Why hadn't she run while she still had thance?

She got slowly to her feet. But she hadn't run. laftestayed, and she had to
accept that it Was an impulse which she might esmdl up regretting for the
rest of her life. One thing was certain: she woundd still be here when
Dominic married Karen Inglis.

Even if she had been able to like Karen as a pearstwer own right, she
could not have borne that. She looked round thenrdkhis was how this
room had been planned—as a bridal chamber, althivwgbuld probably
not suit Karen. She would want to change it alglter the decor and choose
other furniture. She would exorcise the ghostéeftast with wallpaper and
paint and billowing new curtains, and relegate Memna's portrait to the
head of the stairs.

Dominic was probably with her now, she thoughtlylaplacating her,
wooing her back to a good humour, making amendth®hurt her aunt had
suffered at his family's hands.

She shivered, trying to close out of her mind trenenting image of Karen
in Dominic's arms, her dark head pillowed against dhest, her mouth
raised invitingly towards his. Her whole attitudewards him was an
invitation, she thought miserably, rememberingpgbssessive hand on his
arm, the intimate way her body swayed towarcjs when they were
standing close together. And it was no act, desigo@spire jealousy in the
breasts of any onlookers. It was just the way Kaveald normally behave
when the man she wanted was near her. Her clairbdem staked long ago,



and she was making no bones about stating the $&&.was probably
Dominic's mistress already and quite content te Ibier time until she was
mistress of Trevennon as well. The pattern had pesarranged long before
Morwenna came to Cornwall—the aunt with the unttie,nephew with the
niece—until her intervention. No wonder Karen had lmeen able to resist
the impulse to fire a few barbs at the girl whaseval had thrown a spanner
into the works of this orderly progression.

Now she might well be regretting her impetuosityd acertainly its
repercussions would do nothing to endear Morweariet.

Morwenna walked out of the room and closed the dpoetly behind her.
She went along to the head of the stairs and distathing' for a moment.
She could hear the sound of voices, but all thesaie could discern were
masculine, so it was clear that both the Inglis worhad gone home, and
who could wonder at that?

She went into her own room, and undressed anchgobed. Although she
had been using this room for a comparatively stior, it felt like home
and the bed cradled her comfortably as if it wenedf of her. Tomorrow
night, she would feel like a very small pea in apMarge pod, she thought
ruefully, wrinkling her nose. But to please Niclesliould make the move as
planned.

She turned over, pillowing her cheek on her handwNhat Nick had
rediscovered his first love of boat designing, stendered whether he
would want to continue with the family history. Trsmething they would
have to discuss, because if his interest in itwesng, it gave her an excuse
to leave.

It would soon be Christmas, and the thought of dpenit alone in some
small bed-sitter was not an appealing one, but wis&t could she do? She
would not be wanted here. Christmas was a famityetia time for
reconciliation, and her presence would only beradreto this.

For a moment she considered swallowing her pride raturning to the
Priory for Christmas, but she soon abandoned thed.i The thought of
Cousin Patricia's air of forbearance and Vanedsasving smile was



altogether too much to take. People said, didey,tthat half a loaf was
better than no bread at all, but she was not suadl that was true.

Money was going to be a problem, but if she lefirsshe might be able to
get some kind of work in a department store urttieast the January sales
were over. Shops did look for extra personnel raes like this, she told
herself, trying to feel optimistic. She would firbme way of keeping
herself occupied during the daytime and in the exgmshe would paint
until she had enough canvases to show Lennox @hdstl convince him
that she deserved to join his class at Carcassonne.

It was good to take hold of herself and make pldrad would fill her
working hours. But what she could not plan forthes grandfather clock in
the hall below signalled the passing of the niglats how she was going to
be able to stop herself thinking.

She awoke from a troubled sleep very early the nextning. There had
been a sharp frost during the night and the eanth teees outside her
window glinted and sparkled in the sun. She knesvethwas no point in

trying to get any more rest. She had dreamed lftfélt one moment she
seemed to be outrunning the tide in Spanish Coegghted down by and
stumbling over the heavy skirts of her farthing#lethe next, the door to
Trevennon seemed barred to her and as she beaemtgaipon it with her

fists, Karen Inglis, vibrant in flame coloured dbifi, laughed at her from an
upstairs window.

No one jelse was stirring. If she got up now, tleauiy of the morning
would be hers alone to enjoy in peace before tbeitable problems of the
day rose to engulf her.

She washed and dressed and slipped on her sheggdien winding a long
woollen scarf round her head and allowing the etwd®iang over her
shoulders. Then she went quietly along the lan@dind down the stairs
towards the front door. She reached up to unfaeEmassive bolt at the top
of the door and discovered to her surprise thaag already drawn back. So
she wasn't the only early bird after all. She letsklf out of the house and



began to walk along the gravelled sweep which &odnt towards the cliff
path.

She turned, naturally enough, when she heard tinedsof the car engine,
shading her eyes against the sun's dazzle. It wasiriic's car and as she
stood watching as if she was rooted to the spgtilied up in front of the

house and he got -oOut. He was wearing the santkesldve had been
wearing the previous night, only his tie was loasd the top button of his
shirt unfastened. She could see the dark lineutstde on his chin.

She understood then why the bolts had been draweeause Dominic had
gone out the previous night and not come backtasid not take the least
imagination to surmise where he had spent the nightd by some

ill-chance, she had to be there to witness hisrmetG&he felt the hot
embarrassed colour flood her cheeks, and turneg abwaptly, her booted
foot scrunching the gravel. His head had been bantat the sound he
looked up sharply and saw her.

'Morwenna—wait a minute.' His voice was low-pitchedt it reached her
quite distinctly in the crisp air.

For a moment she hesitated, then she hurried dh ske hadn't heard,
hoping against hope that he would go indoors. Bethiope was a vain one,
because she could hear him coming after her, amdngofast. She felt a
sudden panic rise in her and before she could megmitrol of herself, she
took to her heels and fled. The moment she had dpshe was cursing
herself inwardly for being an idiot. Just where gl think she was running
to? And she hadn't bargained for how slippery tioeigd was in the frost. At
every step, her balance was threatened so thersowsay she was going to
outrun him.

She stumbled on, her boots slipping and slidinghenshort turf, praying
that he would give up the chase and go back thabhse. She would have to
face him later, she know that, but not now, pleastenow.

But her prayer went unanswered. She slipped and smawling to her
knees, and in that instant he caught up with hex.hidnds went under her



armpits and she was dragged unceremoniously bded tieet and turned so
that she faced him.

He looked thoroughly ill-tempered, as well he mjgitte supposed. His eyes
were faintly bloodshot and there were deep shadmasrneath them, and it
was acute pain for her to have to contemplate Wwhdtcaused this look of
sleeplessness.

'Don't pretend you didn't hear me call to you saml icily. "Why did you run
away?'

There was no point in denying that she had donesagii thing. She had
made sufficient fool of herself already.

'l should have thought that was quite obvious,'ssid, staring down at her
feet.

'‘Not to me. You must have known | would want td tial you.'

‘There is nothing you have to say to me that | warttear," she said, still
staring at the ground.

He gave a short angry laugh. 'l can believe thavextheless. there are
things that must be said. And the first is, | oveel yan apology—from last
night. | was damnably rude. | can only plead tHast my temper.'

She lifted a shoulder. It doesn't matter.’
'Oh, but it does." His hand reached out and grigpadchin, turning her
unwilling face up to his. "You forgave Nick for Hass of temper. Why must

| be condemned to outer darkness for the same?fault

She jerked herself free and stepped back. 'Of eddmsgave Nick. I'm very
fond of him.'

'‘And of course, you're not fond of me at all, amu,yMorwenna?' He
laughed softly, but his laughter held no amuseniEémtre was an odd note



in it, but she was too disturbed and confused talide to spend time on
deciphering what it might be.

'Do you really expect me to be?' Her voice trembl¥du apologise for
insulting me, but your entire attitude since westfimet has been one long
insult. 1 thought for a moment that you might bengoto apologise for
kissing me as you did, but | suppose as an arroga&vennon, you'd think
any woman would be flattered by your attentions.’

Her heart was beating so thunderously she thotughist have been clearly
audible as she waited for his reply. It was a lomge in coming.

‘Not flattered, perhaps,” he said slowly. 'But drdt think you were
completely indifferent either. Maybe we both nesdefresh our memories.'

He pulled her against him so hard that the bresatteg out of her body in a
startled gasp. Then his mouth crushed hers, paherglips with cold,
sensual ruthlessness, the bristles on his facéengaber soft skin. His lips
explored her mouth, teasing, caressing, probingusang feelings and
desires she had never dreamed she was capableeohadds, raised in
last-minute panic to push him away, were trappedrag his chest and the
warmth of his skin through his shirt seemed todst@r palms. She tried to
twist her head, to drag her mouth away from hig. $¢émses were reeling,
screaming at her that kissing was no longer endblgé struggled to free her
hands and his shirt buttons parted under her trasftorts, allowing her
fingers to spread across his bare flesh.

She could hear herself moaning softly, deep inthwrat, as the relentless
kiss went on and on. She couldn't breathe. Shedntbuhink. She was all

sensation. Her arms slid slowly upwards round beknher fingers tangling
in his dark hair, holding him to her with a new]l-ehcompassing

possessiveness. The only barrier between them rasvtle clothes they
stood up in and even these seemed unimportantrasimebody moved

against his, her small breasts arched againstttterhuscularity of his chest
in a silent invitation more potent than any words.

His hands went up, wrenching her arms from aroursd neck, then
descended to her shoulders, pushing her away,nupldtr literally at arms'



length while he studied her face with eyes suddealg and unsmiling. She
knew how she must look—her eyes blurred with thesjmam she could not
control, her parted lips reddened and swollen. ilartdiat moment she could
have died of shame.

'‘No," he said sardonically. 'Hardly indifferent, iogdy Morwenna. And this
is one insult I have no intention of apologising, faow or ever.'

He let her go so abruptly that she almost staggemeldstrode away towards
the house without a backward glance.

One shaking hand crept up and covered her mouthesvatched him go.
She stood very still for a long time because she afiaid that if she tried to
move she would fall down. Her pulses pounding drede was a throbbing
ache deep inside her unsatisfied body.

When at last she was capable of movement, sheduikean automaton
and continued along the path to the cliffs. Thedidnom the sea stung at her
face and she lifted her head to it with a kind @itigude. A voice within her
seemed to be crying out in disbelief at what hasd franspired, but her
senses and quivering nerve endings told her thatitall been only too true.

She tried to tell herself that she only had herselflame for the incident.
She had provoked him to anger, and had broughtrékealts of that
provocation down upon herself.

'It means nothing,' she whispered. 'He was jusigbumg me, that's all.'

But she had known that from the moment he had takenn his arms, so
how could she defend or excuse that shatteringhiiag response to that
calculated insult of a kiss? Why hadn't her pridee to her rescue? Why
hadn't she been able to conceal from him the em®tivat declared her his
on any terms he chose to dictate? And she could havllusions as to what
those terms would be. She shivered, and automigtaraw her coat further

round her body, although her coldness was moreah#ran physical. Her
body had betrayed her utterly, she thought numdoiyl God alone knew
what he had seen in her eyes when he had scannéathevith that cold,

derisive glance.



The sound of the sea was loud in her ears and aimitb®ut being aware of

what she was doing, she found her way down the ste@e steps that led to
Spanish Cove, her fingers gripping the rickety warothandrail to steady
herself. The steps were slippery from the frost mmanally she would not

have attempted such a precarious descent, bubfioe snexplicable reason
she knew that the beach was where she wanted to be.

The tide was well out today and she walked dowrr tive broad band of
shingle to the water's edge. She stood watchingvéiter as it creamed and
eddied only inches from her booted feet. It loogé&tid enough, but it was
brown and cold and it hissed and gurgled over tihvees and pebbles as if it
was issuing a sibilant warning.

Morwenna turned and looked back up the shelvinghbebn spite of the
intervening years—the family picnics, the shouts pidlying children
searching for crabs and limpets among the rockspetitere was a brooding
air about the place that spoke of unforgotten wlggend violence. Othei?
ships had been wrecked here beside the Spanigogalihe thought, and
there had been other deaths under these overharigfadesides those of
Morwenna and her lover. She shivered again andhe@udhands deep into
her pockets, her fingers closing round a familleape. She'd forgotten her
sketch pad. She took it out and stood for a monmeesolutely flicking over
the pages, looking at some of her most recent wa&wknuch had happened
in the intervening period since she had made tekstches, she thought,
including her own transition from girlhood to wonted. She looked at the
familiar scenes from home that her pencil had aaptand felt as if she was
seeing them with a stranger's eyes. They no losggmed to have meaning
or relevance.

Almost unwillingly, her fingers closed round theng# in her other pocket.
She needed something, she thought, something pofethe rest of her life
as a permanent reminder of this strange tormentading. She crouched
down out of the way of the wind in the shadow obek and began to draw
with quick jerky movements. The lines began to faimthe page as if her
fingers were moving beyond the control of her brdinere was a rock—a
boulder eroded into crags and pinnacles by cerstuwiefierce tides, and
clinging to this rock was the figure of a girl, heloman, half mermaid, her
hair flying behind her on some wild wind. Her shierns hunched



desperately, Morwenna Trevennon stared her lasrdef at the storming
sea, and as she looked at it, she realised witlddes chill that the face she
had drawn was her own.

It was one of the best pieces of work she had depe, and how had she
been capable of it when she was physically and iemadty drained? She
snapped the book shut and thrust it back into bekgt. This was one piece
of self-revelation that she would never dare shoyoae.

Inez was waiting for her when she eventually re¢drto the house.

'So there you are," she greeted her rather reprdBchMr Nick's been
getting 'isself in a right old stew wondering whgoa were to.'

'l went for a walk and took longer over it thanntanded." Morwenna
shrugged off her coat.

'Well, it's given you a bit of colour, I'll say thalnez studied her for a
moment with embarrassing shrewdness. 'Breakfastdyrnow, and Zack
will be up for your bits of traps when you've fined. I'm real glad Mr Nick
has opened that old room at last. Wicked wastead, wall shut up like that
with no one but me to see it.'

'It's a beautiful room," Morwenna agreed quieByt'it's much too large for
me. I'd rather remain in my old one.’

'‘Never." Inez looked at her with open scepticisihy, it don't compare with
t'other one. You take it, my lover, and think yaifducky. Besides,' she
added with rather ponderous roguishness, 'mehbent seem that big for
too long. Mebbe there'll be someone to share i wiu before you're much
older.' She nodded and moved off towards the kitcleaving Morwenna to
gaze after her. It occurred to her that she andiBiormust have been in full
view of the house while they were kissing, andttimught brought the hot
blood racing into her face. It would be unbearablaeez in her innocence
started dropping broad hints that she had designdaminic. She would
have to do something to convince her that thisweighe case, and quickly.



It took a lot of courage to push open the diningnnadoor and walk in, but
Mark, to her relief, was the only member of the ifgrmpresent.

'Oh, hello," he said rather awkwardly. 'How are ffuig morning?"
She slid into a seat. 'Average,’ she remarkedyigi&tnd you?'

He shook his head. '‘Completely out of my deptht ihat was the purpose
of all that last night?’

Morwenna shrugged. 'You'd better ask Nick,' sh&e@shortly. 'It was his
idea, not mine.'

Mark grinned faintly. 'l can accept that. You lodkas shattered as the rest
of us, or even more so.' He shook his head. 'Belt Isorry for Barbie. If
Nick had slapped her across the face, she colldné been more shocked.
Karen had to drive her home—she simply wasn't depatthandling the car
herself. | really thought she was going to cryra point, and I've never ever
seen her shed a tear in all the years I've known He sighed. 'I'm afraid
Nick is going to regret that piece of hastiness.'

Morwenna bit her lip. ‘'Not nearly as much as | dbé¢ said half to herself.
'Well, no one blames you," said Mark, trying tocbasoling. 'And I've got a
piece of news to cheer you up. How would you ligegb out to supper
tonight?’

'With you?' Morwenna was surprised.

'Would it be such an unheard-of thing?' he askddtla defensively.
"Yes—with me, although that's incidental.

We've been invited to St Enna. Biddy rang up laghtto invite you, only
you were in your room and | didn't like to distuglou under the
circumstances. And as | took the message, shethwie as well.'

'I'm sure that wasn't the sole reason,’ Morwenithdsdy, and he flushed.



'Well, maybe not.' He looked down at the tabledliitg with his knife. 'If
you'd like to go, it might be as well not to mentibaround the place.’

'So what do we do?' Morwenna raised her eyebr@isal out of the house
separately under cover of darkness?"

'‘No," Mark said impatiently. 'I'll just say I'm talg you out to dinner.
If—people think we're going to the Towers in Porvior, so much the
better.'

'‘By people, | suppose you mean your brother." Marveegave him a long
look, and after a moment he nodded. She chose betswearefully. 'It's
none of my business, | know, but perhaps if yoatse-conscious of his
opinion you should let me go to St Enna on my olws ¢évening."

Mark's lips tightened as he poured himself moréegofit's not as simple as
that. | suppose Biddy must have told you that weeweseeing each other.’

'Yes, she did.'

He stirred sugar into his coffee. 'l don't know whése she told you. In
many ways I'd rather not know. She could be bitiat,then if she was she
would never let me see it. She sounded the saregeason the phone. A
little quiet when she realised she was speakimgédpthat's all." *

'l know that you were seeing her, and Dom—and ywather put a stop to
it." Morwenna tried to keep her voice free of cersibut she saw Mark
wince slightly.

'‘And you're wondering how | could have been so wkaked as to let him?'
He gave her a wry glance. 'l can understand that. dften wondered
myself. It's just that all my life | seem to haveel surrounded by quarrels
and bitterness. | didn't want my relationship waiddy to start off in the
same way, so | decided to take the line of leasst@nce—to go along on
the surface with what - Dominic said, yet try and Wwim round over Biddy
over a period of time." He gave a short laughdidin't work. Even Biddy
couldn't see what | was trying, to do. | hurt Hemow | did. | went round
there to try and explain and she showed me the'door



'‘But didn't you discuss it with her beforehand?"

'‘No," Mark admitted. 'It all happened rather sudglehwasn't even aware
Dominic knew | was taking her out. But someonetodaihim.' He frowned.
'l don't have to guess who.'

'Karen Inglis," Morwenna suggested.

The frown deepened. 'Right. | don't know what shid,sbut she poisoned
his mind against Biddy. You see, before they cam8&ttEnna, Greg, her
brother, used to belong to an artists' commune &ekes. | don't know the
whole story, but there was a drugs raid and aflttem were charged with
possession and other things. The commune brokéemntlzat. Greg's pretty
tight-lipped over the whole business, so | cant saw much he was
involved, but I've never seen any trace of pot snphkr anything else at St
Enna. And Biddy was never at the commune at ale ®hs still at art

college in London when all this happened. | cary timhk Karen got hold of

some distorted version of the facts and repeateth tto Dominic. He's

pretty down on the whole drugs scene anyway, alidaheady clashed with
Greg over some planning permission for an extersidine pottery, so there
was no love lost there. And he also said with adaiount of justice that so
far | hadn't shown a great deal of staying powenyrromantic attachments,
and that my main attraction to Biddy was the faett tshe was—different
from the girls | usually took out.’

He smiled ruefully. 'l was a great one for surfgt@mour, and that's not
Biddy. But there's warmth and a peace about her Itimeed. | tried to
explain this to Dominic, but he wouldn't listen. kst took it for granted
that I'd become infatuated with some kind of hippyl that because of her |
would drop out and start taking drugs or some wihinay.' He sighed. 'l can
see his point in a way. The Trevennons have aliagsa reputation for
wildness. As you've no doubt discovered from waghkivith Nick, there are
a lot of question marks hanging over the past,afat of skeletons in the
family cupboards. Dominic's worked damned hard—in#t and my father
before him—to redeem that image. Communities likes thave long
memories. We have to convince everyone that we amger wreck
boats—we build them instead.’



Morwenna shook her head. 'l had no idea the sdrike past was so strong.’
He shrugged. 'Why should you? After all, you d@ntbw us very well yet."

His words suggested that she would be at Trevetoranenough to make
all the discoveries that were needful, and she gvateful to him for that.
She could see that in many ways it would have beisnsense of the past
that had fascinated Laura Kerslake and kept he&sigdback nostalgically
to her childhood. But Laura had recognised thatetheas also a world of
reality as represented by Robert Kerslake and alva safety of his love,
and she had opted for this in the end.

And what will happen when | leave here? Morwennedserself. Will |
too be always looking back over my shoulder, remenmig the dark cliffs
and the wild sea and the arrogance of men who auibuse to stand for
hundreds of years in the teeth of the wind?

And even as she formulated the thought, she knatwathove and beyond
everything else she would remember one man alifeeand the hot, sweet
danger of his lovemaking that held no love at all.

She ate the food Inez put in front of her becanssome ways it was less
trouble to do that than to argue about it, althosige had no appetite. When
she had finished he? meal, she went listlesslyairpsto transfer her
belongings back into her suitcase so that theydcbal moved to Laura's
room. That was how she thought of it. There was/apin which she could
relate the possession of such a room to herself.

While she was waiting for the grumbling Zack tangriher things along, she
wandered round it, examining everything more chasehere were cut glass
scent and cosmetic jars on the dressing tablea gnelity glass tree on which
to hang rings, she supposed, only her hands weee Bae remembered
Nick had said there were some trinkets in the dngdable and found them
without difficulty. There was not a great deal—aadinsilver cross and
chain, a necklace made out of shells, some coralmgs, and a ring to hang
on her tree—a pretty thing made out of pearls. t8hd it on and it fitted,
and as she looked down on it she remembered tbatepsaid pearls were
for tears, but surely she had cried enough.



Then the door opened and Zack entered, weighed Ogwrstrong sense of
grievance as well as her case and rucksack andaieldy brown paper
parcel.

‘Troublin' folks and botherin' 'un, and turning toke 'ouse upside down,' he
muttered truculently as he dumped the case dowrthencarpet. He
produced a hammer and some picture hooks fromertssl waistcoat and
fixed her with a stern look. ‘And now | s'pose Yidog wanting these hung
up.' He indicated the brown paper parcel whichdwekput down on the bed.

In spite of her emotional state, Morwenna had topsess a giggle. The
more she saw of Zack, the more impossible it sedhadhere could be any
kind of relationship between him and the cheerfitoing Inez.

'I'm sorry," she apologised meekly. 'l realise giming a great deal of
trouble. What's in that parcel?’

‘Them pictures you brought when you come here. Bgdhe framers in
Penzance, they have, and now you'll be wanting tingm

She pulled off the string and the layers of brovaper with fingers that
shook. It was quite true, they were her motheriatpas, surrounded by
antique frames which became them far better tharotlginal ones at the
Priory. She had wondered several times what hadnbe®f them, but had
not liked to ask Nick, thinking that perhaps he haat them away
somewhere because he found the sight of them paitifuBut instead he
had sent them to be framed somewhere as a sufpriber. She felt tears
prick at the back of her eyelids and -wiped thermayawith her fist as a child
might do.

'Mr Nick had these done for me,' she said slowlgidn't know..."'

Zack snorted. 'Tidn't the only thing you don't kndwy the sound of it.
Where do you want 'un? | got other things to die'sithis.'

It wasn't too difficult to decide. She got Zack aorange them on an
otherwise bare wall above a little jewel of a chiddrawers, just where the
first morning light would catch them. They lookemjht there. They



belonged, and perhaps in time they would make d@rds if she belonged
too.

Long after Zack had gone, she stood staring at thi@nking of her mother
and wondering what she would say if she knew wliene pictures had
ended up. And yet wasn't this the whole purpodeeobeing here? She had
come to ask the Trevennons to protect her soleitahee, and her wish had
been granted.

She heard the door behind her open quietly andgtitcshe knew who had
come to see how his gift had been received. Shie @aolmng, trembling
breath, aware that there were tears on her face.

'Nick, you're so good to me. | can never thank gonaugh...'As she turned
to face him, her voice faltered and died. It wasriDoc. He took a half step
forward, then halted, his face like a dark maskhassaw how she
instinctively recoiled from his approach.

'What's the matter?' he asked abruptly. 'Why atewgset*’

'It's nothing. No, that's not true—it's everythirg®he spread out her hands in
an all-encompassing gesture. 'It's this room—amdihg—and now Nick's
even had her pictures framed for me. It's as ifveéie here—with me. Oh, |
can't expect you to understand.’

'No," he said drily, 'you can't, can you? | cam&athk to you, but | can see it
isn't the right moment."

There is nothing you have to say to me that | vwaritear. Brave words.
Words of defiance, and now singularly inappropri@iesome reason she
could not even define to herself.

'No, it isn't,’ she said, and her voice was raggHuere'll never be a right
moment for us. Now if you have the slightest megryand for God's sake
leave me in peace.’

He made a half-movement and she tensed, willingvitm all her strength
not to approach her. If he touched her, if he toekinto his arms she would



break into little pieces. She had asked for menoy@eace because-that was
all she had the right to ask for. She could notfaskove.

She closed her eyes and waited and when she offearadht last, she was
alone. And when she whispered, 'Oh, Dominic. Oh/aowg," there was no
one to hear her.



CHAPTER EIGHT

MORWENNA fixed the last glittering glass bauble in pladert alighted from
the small step-ladder and took a long, appraisiog ht the Christmas tree.
She'd had to fight hard enough to get it here hg&ovgas determined that it
was going to look right in its corner of the sigfiroom.

Mark had taken a lot of persuading before he haédeabto tie it to the roof
of the Mini and drive it home from Penzance whéreythad been doing
some belated Christmas shopping.

'A Christmas tree.' She could recall the sceptigrshs voice. 'In a bachelor
household? Have a heart, love! It'll go down likead balloon.'

‘Just a tree,’ she had told him solemnly, her dgasing nevertheless. 'And |
promise to forgo the paper chains and the mistletoe

'Oh, | don't object to mistletoe.' He had pretentieteer at her, and she'd
laughed.

She had spent a lot of time with Mark over the pastweeks. So much so
that Nick had asked her rather gruffly if she waeshe knew what she was
doing.

'He likes to play the field, young Mark," he tolerhhis brow furrowed, and
again she had laughed and bent over to drop actiafiate kiss on the top of
his head. Because she knew that Mark's days asharim were past and
done for ever.

Ever since, in fact, that first supper party thag been invited to at St Enna.
She had sensed Mark's nervousness as they drome thevas a low
rambling building—two cottages knocked into one—aBdidy had
answered the door to their knock. Morwenna had seem look at each
other and although nothing had been said, she kinaall was well.

Biddy had been her usual cheerful self, with a sparte colour in her cheeks
than usual. She had served a delicious chicker@sspiquant with herbs
and wine, and they had all drunk Greg's home-brelagdr and grown



steadily more hilarious as the evening progreskater she had helped
Greg, tall, bearded and taciturn, to wash up irtithekitchen, leaving Mark
and Biddy alone together.

Since that night she had spent a lot of her tintet &nna, even when Mark
did not accompany her. It was a relaxed and unddmgratmosphere, and
she was always sure of her welcome. She had evde anthumb pot under
Greg's supervision, and it had been baked in thenkth his own work and
glazed, and she was proud of the way it had tuouwtdBiddy had said she
had a natural flair for pottery and Greg had pra&dise would show her
how to throw a pot on the wheel in the workshoghi¢ was interested. And
she was more than interested, she was fascinatediked the feel of the
clay under her fingers, and she loved sitting aradching the pots and
utensils grow and take shape under Greg's handk.more importantly, it
gave her something else to think about.

She told Greg and Biddy about her ambition to studger Lennox Christie
and Biddy stared at her wide-eyed.

'Why go to those lengths?' she demanded. "Thergaoé art schools all
over the place, including Cornwall. You could ewgst a grant. And who
says you're meant to be a painter anyway?'

Perhaps Biddy might be hoping that when she andkMare married,
Morwenna might take her place at the pottery witedsIf so, it was a vain
hope. She couldn't confide in Biddy, because Bidagd Mark and had no
secrets from him, and she couldn't risk Mark figdiout that she was
hopelessly and desperately in love with his brotheraning well, he might
choose to interfere, and her blood ran cold athtbaeght. No, her secret was
safe with just herself. And if everyone thoughttthar heart was set on
Mark, then so much the better. By the time thenta#tme out, she could be
miles away.

Even Inez had issued a dark warning that 'Mr Maals & rare one for the
maidens', although her general attitude had sugdé¢isat Morwenna could
do worse than join him in gathering rosebuds wiiéy both might.



As for Dominic... Morwenna sighed as she bent to pickerrant piece of
tinsel from the carpet. No one would be preparetiapard a guess as to
what he thought about the situation. It was imgmesio suppose that he
approved of her going out with Mark night after migbut he made no
comment at all to either of them. But she notideat ho matter how late
they returned from their outings, there was alwayhin streak of light
showing under the study door. Was he really workingre alone, she
wondered, or was he monitoring her comings and gg@nShe smiled
bitterly to herself. If he silently objected to hgwing out with Mark, it was
not hard to imagine his anger when he discoveredrtie state of affairs.
She had little doubt in her own mind that Mark wbahoose the line of least
resistance and take Biddy off to the nearest reigidfice early in the New
Year, presenting Dominic withfait accompli.

She gave her tree a last look and prepared to lds@veoom. It seemed to
light up the whole room, she thought, and perhbpsstar she had wired to
the topmost branch was a star of hope, afterallyiark and Biddy at least.

There did not seem to be a great deal of hope ick &hd Barbie. Barbie
had not been near Trevennon since the night ofdtheer party, and
according to a terse remark from Nick, Morwenndgegd that she had not
been to work either at the boatyard, pleading sne

But Karen, in spite of what had happened, had lbe@ch in evidence. She
had obviously decided to overlook the fact thawais her own ill-natured
behaviour which had triggered off the entire inadand behaved to
everyone with an air of tolerance and Christiagifegness which sent Nick
limping hurriedly for sanctuary in his room whenewhe appeared at
Trevennon. Morwenna, she appeared not to noticenewes possible, and
Morwenna was content for it to be so.

As she set her hand on the door-knob, her heakt Sre was sure she had
heard Karen's voice outside in the hall. She hesitdor a moment,
uncertain whether to go or stay and hope thatesm@ined undisturbed, then
pushed the door open and stepped out into the hall.

Karen was there and she was with Dominic. Theyewtanding very close
together, as if he had been just about to takerhérs arms or had just



released her from his embrace. Morwenna could @sube, and she wished
with aH her heart that she had stayed in the gititom behind the closed
door and not been an unwilling witness of thisnrgtte moment.

Dominic looked across the hall and their glancesand locked.

'Hello, Morwenna,' he greeted her evenly, withootbarrassment. 'I'm
going to find Inez and ask her to produce someeeofbr us. Do you want
some?'

'No, thank you.' She made a slight gesture towaelsoom she had just left.
'I'm just clearing up, and then I'll be out of yauay.'

His lips tightened slightly. 'l wasn't aware thauywere in my way,' he said
tautly, and disappeared in the direction of theHen.

'What have you got there?' Karen gave the boxftder tinsel and other
baubles a disdainful look.

'Christmas decorations," Morwenna returned. 'lt Goiristmas Eve
tomorrow, you know.'

'l hadn't forgotten.' Karen smiled suddenly, a wsd#-satisfied smile, like a
cat who had got hold of the cream. Indeed, Morwehoaght judiciously,
she was rather like a cat, with her small well-gthpead and her lean grace.
A cat with sharp claws and little compunction abasing them.

Karen walked past her, brushing her rudely ouhefway—something she
would not have done, Morwenna realised detach&dBominic had been
present to observe her.

'Oh, my God," she said in tones of utter disgUWghdse idea was this vulgar
display?"

Morwenna held on to her temper with an effort. '®lirbon't you like
Christmas trees?'



'In their place," Karen conceded. 'In town squanes hotel foyers. | don't
think there's any place for one in a house like.tho me this room's always
had a certain ambience—a quiet dignity. Whatevesgssed you to cover it
in tinsel and pine needles? I'm sure Inez wontkheu.'

'Inez was very much in favour." Morwenna suppressethvoluntary smile
remembering how Inez had nagged and chivvied angdugtant Zack into
finding a suitable receptacle in which to plant tifee.

'l see." Karen smiled again, thinly. '‘But then Ineas always been a
little—arbitrary in her likes and dislikes. | would like any small successes
you may have had with her to go to your head. Slomily the housekeeper
here— an employee like yourself, whatever delusd&as Nick may choose
to foster in you both.' Her glance went derisivielyhe tree once more. 'And
what prompted this? A desire to pander to poor Niskcond childhood?"

Morwenna said with commendable restraint, 'l shdaddcareful, if | were
you. | wouldn't allow Dominic to hear me talk abdig uncle like that.’

'Oh, I'm sure you wouldn't—but then our positions are ewhat different.
This is not going to be your permanent home, andrgaot going to be the
mistress here.’

'‘And you are?" Morwenna forced out of a dry thrddte fact that a blow
was expected did not lessen its impact, she disedv&he felt sick at heart,
and conscious of an unholy desire to smack the mgadkiumph off the
lovely face confronting her.

'Yes.' There was a wealth of quiet satisfactiothenmonosyllable. 'And of
course Dominic appreciates that | shall want sonamges made. After all, a
newly married couple will hardly want to share theme with a number of
other people. And Inez, of course, is devoted kNI can hardly imagine
she'll want to stay on here when he leaves.'

Morwenna shook her head disbelievingly. "You'd tNick out of his home?
You couldn't do such a thing! He's an elderly ntd@'s been ill.'



Karen's lips twisted. 'He's made practically a clatgprecovery. He could
live for years,' she said coldly. 'l don't intedbegin my married life in his
shadow. He still likes to pretend he's master heerd,it's a situation I'm not
prepared to tolerate.’

'‘And—and Dominic agrees with you.'

'‘Dominic is in love with me," Karen stated withdlity. 'He won't deny me
anything | ask for." She gave a brief complacentesrthen her eyes swept
coldly over Morwenna. "And I'm afraid you'll have took for a new
sanctuary, Miss Kerslake, and a new sinecure. Ydays here are
numbered, believe me.'’

'I'm already well aware of that." The words werstitwy her pain, but they
had to be said. 'l intend to leave anyway —in tlesvNear.'

'‘And go where?' Karen's eyes narrowed. '‘Or do yopgse to hang about
locally and hope that Nick will take pity on youaag when he moves to his
new home?'

'No," Morwenna said levelly. 'l shall go to Londamd work until the spring.
Then | hope to go to Carcassonne to join a prigateting class.’

‘A private class?'
Morwenna nodded. 'With Lennox Christie.'

'My word!" Karen looked at her with suddenly shampe interest. 'We are
flying high. And how do you propose to find the de®or this little
expedition? Out of your earnings as a working girlwere you planning to
inveigle Nick into unfastening the family purseimf)s for you?' She
laughed. 'Good God, | do believe that's it! Wetluye wasting your time,
my dear. Every penny they possess is investedanhdécrepit boatyard.
Can't you see that from the st™e of this houskadnh't had anything spent on
it in years, not since Dominic's parents died. €hae no rich pickings for
you here, I'm afraid, however much a nuisance yakarof yourself. No
one in this family can afford to buy you off.'



Morwenna's hands itched to throw the box she wddin in Karen's
insulting face.

She said very quietly, 'Please don't lose any steeg it, Miss Inglis.
There's an old saying—where there's a will, theaeiay. I'll make out, |
promise.’

She walked along the hall and went up the staitbowt looking back. Her
heart was thudding, and she felt slightly sick. Mdminic know, she
wondered, the depth of malice in his future wifewas he so enthralled by
her attractive exterior that nothing else matteréd@ thought caused her
physical pain.

Nick's door was open as she passed and he glapctdm his desk and
hailed her. 'Did | hear Karen arrive just now?'

'Yes, she's staying for coffee.’

‘Then I'm staying here," Nick growled. 'Shut the@dand come here. I've
something to show you.'

He opened the desk drawer and produced a sheapef.gThis came this
morning while you were out,' he said with obvioaidaction. 'Read it.'

It was from Alan Hewitt-Smyth, and it was an intita to Nick to submit
his design for theeady Morwennao the trustees of the sponsorship fund
who were backing him.

‘They are already more than interested in whatldeen able to tell them,'
the letter ran. 'Perhaps we can arrange a meedithyg ia the New Year to
put the project on a firm footing.' It ended witbrdial good wishes to the
other members of the family and was signed 'Alan’.

'Oh, Nick!" She hugged him impulsively. 'That'sajreews.’
He tried not to look to delighted. 'Well, it ishtially settled. There's a great

deal to discuss, and a lot of work to be done .figit if it all works
out—child, it could be the start of a new era foevennon Marine. Because



theLady Morwennas-going to be only the first. Where Hewitt- Smytbes,
others will follow. We have the know-how and thaftsmanship right here.
Now all we need is the opportunity.'

Morwenna gave him an affectionate smile. 'If theisien was mine, Nick,
you'd have the contract now. You're a good salesman

He shook his head. 'That's Dominic's job, and aie ¢oing to relish.' He
threw back his head. 'God, but it feefs good teelsomething hopeful to tell
the boy. He can take over the negotiations from anyand leave me free to
work on the design and supervise the building.pid&ed up the letter and
replaced it in the drawer. 'l feel as if someone pizen me a new lease of
life." He looked at her sharply. 'What's the maigat?'

‘Nothing," she lied, burdened by her knowledge afréf’'s callousness.
'I—I'm just happy for you.'

'No, there's something else. Is it young Mark?'

'No!" Her denial was almost explosive and he ralaxih a faintly sheepish
grin.

'Well, thank heavens for that. Then what is it?"

She bent her head. 'lt's time | was moving on, Nglke said in a subdued
voice. 'You've got your boatbuilding now. You womdnt to continue with
the family history under the circumstances. | cadyyeed to stay as long as |
could help. Well, my help isn't needed any longed | need to get away
from here—make some sort of life for myself."

He was silent for a few minutes. Then he said gruffthought you had a
life here, my dear. | thought you were happy."

'Oh, | was. | am." She was thankful that he beliettlas, and had never
guessed at the truth which tortured her. 'But ltcstay here for ever. That
wasn't part of the arrangement.’



He smiled rather grimly. 'l wasn't aware there hadn an arrangement. I'd
always assumed, selfishly, that you'd stay heterasas | needed you. And
lately I'd thought that you would at least seelthdy Morwenndaunched.’

Her hands tightened round each other, and shedsdaren at them blindly.
‘Nick, | can't. Please don't ask it of me."

There was another silence, then he said, 'And effaarbie? That situation
hasn't been resolved yet.'

'No. But if I go, she'll soon come round again. igtleng will just return to
normal.”

That would be the answer in some ways, she tholginén installed here in
sole sway, and Nick moving to the square Georgiansé on the hill
overlooking Port Vennor which Mark had pointed twuther as the Inglis
house.

'‘No," he shook his head decisively. 'l gambled enreactions to various
moves of mine, and failed. Things will never be #@me again, and |
wouldn't want them to be."

Moswenna smiled with an effort. 'Still hoping foerhtotal capitulation,
Nick?"

He sighed. 'I'm hoping for damned little these dayg girl. We'll see. If she
comes to dinner on Christmas Eve, I'll know theselsie hope left.'

'‘Christmas Eve?' She gave him a swift enquiring,l@and he nodded.

'It's almost become a tradition. She's dined hach €hristmas without fail
for the past twenty years. And Karen with her, aiirse, once she was old
enough.’

'‘And you think she won't come this time—becausehiare.'

'l don't know, child. And | doubt if she even knoWwsrself." He sounded
tired and defeated suddenly, all the optimism that news abouLady



Morwennahad engendered now missing from his voice. Hebleaah lonely,
she thought, before she came, and he would beylagglin. And he might
have some idea of Karen's plans for the future.

On her way to her own room, she encountered Mark.

'I'm going over to St Enna after dinner," he grédter without preamble. 'Do
you fancy coming? From what | can gather, the lp¥aren is staying to
dinner and giving us the pleasure of her compatgnaérds, and that's
something I can well do without.’

She nodded. 'I'd like that. And it's Christmas Eweday after tomorrow, so
we should make the most of what time we have.b&ldifficult for you to
get out to see Biddy over the next few days. Theyweywill rather expect
us to be here, won't they?"

He shrugged. 'l can't say that Dominic has eveplay®d a great deal of
interest as to where I've spent my time, and howther years. But perhaps
with romance on his own mind this year, he'll begiag a closer eye on
me.'

'Perhaps,’ she said. Then, 'What makes you thinkaseromance on his
mind particularly?"

Mark shrugged. 'Just the way he's been behavielylatnd, of course, the
ring.’

'Ring?’

'Mother's engagement ring. One of the few familylbems we have left.
Apparently, according to Inez, he's had it to #hegllers in Penzance to be
cleaned and made smaller.' He gave a short sight 180ks as if there's
going to be a big announcement at the Christmasdiweer. No doubt
they're using that as a lever to persuade Barlierte out of her seclusion
as well. From what | can gather, there's been aagesto say we're not to
expect her, but if there's going to be an engagepuaaty as well...'

'Yes,' she said numbly. 'Something to celebragefamily."



'Right," he said. 'And it might not be the onlinth' He winked at her and
went off whistling.

Dinner that evening was not the easiest of medispwgh Karen was
exerting herself to be charming. She had even nemhdag smile her
agreement and murmur something complimentary whek iNad bestowed
lavish praise on Morwenna's efforts with the Clnig$ tree. Dominic had
merely slanted a sardonic glance at it and madmnonent at all.

Nor did he make any remark when Mark announcetleaehd of the meal
that he was taking Morwenna for a drive.

'Mind how you go," Nick bade him sharply. 'The readle icy, according to
the weather forecast.’

'Oh, I'll take care,’ Mark smiled easily. 'Aftet,allhy take risks just when
I've so much to live for?'

The silence which greeted the laughing remark waslenly electric and

Morwenna felt her face flush as she rose hurri¢allizer feet, murmuring

that she would get her coat. Everyone round the tadturally assumed that
Mark was alluding to his relationship with her. At allusion, she could
see, had been received with enthusiasm by no omeenks face wore
fleetingly a mixture of surprise and hostility. Midooked thoroughly

displeased, and although Dominic's face was enigmahen he raised his
eyes and looked at her she almost recoiled fromxpeession of cold anger
she saw in them.

When they were in the car, she said angrily to Ma&hat on earth
possessed you to say such a thing? Now they ttiske...'

He grinned unrepentantly. 'Yes, | rather think tded, Let them stew for a
bit. It will do them good. And they'll soon knowfidirently, anyway.'

'Maybe, but you don't make life very easy for meéhwemarks like that," she
said unhappily. 'Dominic thinks badly of me assitand...’



He gave her a sideways look. Tell you what, my efweé think you're
altogether too sensitive about Brother Dominic Arsdopinions. You're as
bad as Biddy. Just play it cool and wait for Chmias Eve.’

'‘And what's going to happen then?' she asked weaer mind flinching
from the possibility that Mark had already suggeste

He gave her an enigmatic grin. 'Wait and see.' #tr&lwas too dispirited to
press him further.

At Biddy's there was hot punch to sample, anditiserhince pies to make a
wish over. Morwenna only pretended to wish. Shddidufix her mind on
the sort of festive trivialities required, and $imew at the same time that no
traditional ritual could work the magic necessarybting her her heart's
desire.

Mark, however, had no such inhibitions. He madenhsh aloud.

'l wish, Biddy my love, that you and Greg would eoto Trevennon to dine
on Christmas Eve.'

‘Now that's plain silly,” Biddy said flatly.

'On the contrary.' He took her hand. 'l think timeetis more than ripe to
apprise the family of my intentions. And what bettgportunity than
Christmas, the time of goodwill. Especially as Dawil probably be
announcing his own engagement at the same timecaivavish each other
joy." He grimaced. 'Seriously, love, he couldn'sgibly make a scene, even
if he wanted to, at such a time. And there's nearavhy he should want to.
He's doing what he wants to do. He can't hope toy dae the same
privilege."

Biddy's mouth set obstinately. 'I'm not going toev@ennon on
sufferance—on a wave of possibly non-existent @nas spirit,’ she said
blightingly. 'If your brother accepts the fact thet're going to be married,
and. invites us himself, that's a different matBart | refuse to be produced
at the family dinner table like a—rabbit out ofat.h



And none of Mark's arguments that attack was tis¢ floem of defence, and
that shock tactics were the best way of dealingp Wiominic, affected her
attitude one jot. By the time that Mark and Morwanleft, well after

midnight, there was still deadlock. Mark was insigtstubbornly that he
would be over to fetch them willy-nilly on Christsié&ve, and Biddy
reiterating that there was no way she could beupelesd to cross the
threshold at Trevennon without a proper invitaticom the master of the
house.

'l just don't understand her," Mark fumed as theyd away. 'l thought she'd
be delighted that | was taking the bull by the Iscahlast.’

‘Not if she suspects that she'll be impaled on tfieshy’ Morwenna said
drily. 'Don't forget | have first-hand experiendeyour brother's treatment
of unwelcome guests, and it isn't pleasant.’

‘That's true," Mark admitted. 'On the other hamdwbuldn't treat Biddy like
that. In fact | can never remember him being gsat@ostile towards anyone
as he has been to you.'

‘Thank you," Morwenna said bitterly. '"Am | supposetbe flattered because
I'm the exception to the rule?’

He gave her an anxious look. 'l didn't mean to upse. | mean, sparks do
tend to fly when you're near each other. In faet §ometimes wondered..."
His voice broke off abruptly.

'Wondered what?' Morwenna prompted.

'Oh, nothing," he said vaguely. 'Forget it. It's moportant. Do you think
we're going to have snow for Christmas? It's celyatold enough.'

They talked stiltedly about impersonal mattersluhay Arrived back at the
house. Morwenna waited while he put the car awagn tthey walked

together round the house to the front door. Thevas clear and frosty and
the stars looked very close.



'Huge, aren't they?' Mark took her arm companionablused to wonder
when | was a kid how the Wise Men knew which ondottow.' He was
silent for a moment. Then he said abruptly, 'lfdideels so strongly about
Christmas Eve, I'll have to respect her wisheksdée Dominic tomorrow
and tell him that I've invited both her and Gregdioner, and the reason.
And if he says one wrong word about either of thégran I'll pack my things
and go to St Enna, not just for Christmas but WBitdy and | are married.
After that we'll find somewhere in Port Vennor itgel’

Morwenna smiled at him. 'I'm sure that's the riggtision. Don't delay the
wedding too long, either. I—I shall be leaving hevarly in the New
Year—in fact next week, probably-—but | would like be one of the
guests.’

"You shall," he promised. 'In fact you can probdimya witness along with
Greg.'

'l should like that." She smiled up at him as twsetl and bolted the door,
and he smiled back and bent to kiss her lightlyhanlips.

'Bless you, love,' he said quietly. 'Bless youewerything.'

She was going to protest that she'd done nothimgthlere was a noise just
behind them and she turned to see what it was,aak'8&4arm fell from her
waist. The door to the study stood open and Dorsimark figure stood
directly in the shaft of light that spread into tiedl. Morwenna couldn't see
his face, but anyway it was unnecessary. She deeldhis anger as if it
were a tangible thing spreading across the inténgespace to crush her.

Mark" said easily, 'Oh, hello, Dom. | didn't realigou were still up.”

'‘Obviously,” Dominic said icily. 'I'm 'sorry if levintruded on one of your
love scenes.’

He turned on his heel and walked back into theystaldmming the door
shut behind him. Morwenna felt the colour rush ingo face.



Mark said, 'Oh, hell,’ in a tone between resigmatdod exasperation. He
took a step forward. 'Look—I'll go and explain now...

'No." Morwenna was adamant. 'He's in a temper ftagn't a good moment.
Wait until the morning when he's had time to camvd.’

Mark gave a short sigh. 'l suppose so. Damnatidwy, did he have to come
out just then? If I'd caught him in a clinch witlatén—or anyone else for
that matter—I would tiptoe tactfully away. But rieg has to make a big deal
out of it. But why? That's what | don't understarde looked down at
Morwenna's unhappy face and his own eyes were slyddeflective. Yet
all he said was, 'l think we'd better remove oweel Maybe we'll all see
things in a clearer and calmer light in the mortding

Lying sleepless in her bed, Morwenna doubted it $&billed over and

switched on the bedside lamp and looked at thel gntiatlock on the table

beside the bed. Nearly two in the morning and stunt closed her eyes.
Shegave a slight groan and buried her face in tk@vp She had never
needed sleeping pills in her young healthy life, $he would have given a
great deal for one to have materialised by heridedsw. Perhaps a drink
would help, she thought. Something warm and milky.

She got out of bed and put on her housecoat, tfiegash securely round
her slim waist, then trod barefoot over to the d&bre listened intently for a
moment or two, but the house was completely Sfie was the only person
wakeful, it seemed. She went lightly along the lagdand felt her way
down the stairs into the dark of the hall. She gaVeasty glance in the
direction of the study door, but although it wa#l shut, no thread of light
showed beneath it and she gave a silent sighief eed she made her way to
the kitchen.

The door creaked slightly as she opened it andhehrd the dogs, who slept
on the mat in front of the Aga in winter, stir agrawl slightly. She spoke to
them quietly as she switched on the light, and thaysided. She had to
admit that they had given her no trouble at altsithat day in the bam.
Dominic's solution to her problem might have beethless, and had
certainly contributed to her current sleeplessnastsas far as the dogs were
concerned it had been a success.



She found a jug of milk in the pantry and a tindahking chocolate, and
began to heat her drink. The dogs watched herteffaragging their tails
and grinning sheepishly at her, as if bemused isyettrly start to their day.

She poured the hot milk into a beaker and stifhedchocolate into it. The
dogs were really restless now and she heard Whidkpe softly, and
scolded, 'Lie down, you idiots." it was then, amtlydhen, that she realised
she was no longer alone. Dominic was lounging éxdborway. One of his
hands was thrust negligently into his pants' packle¢ other held a glass.

She went on stirring the chocolate although the dwmwhad already
dissolved by that time.

'Oh, hello,' she said awkwardly. 'I'm sorry if $tlirbed you. | couldn't sleep.
Would—would you like some chocolate?"”

‘Thank you—no.' He held up the glass so that shidcsee the level of
amber liquid it still contained. 'l prefer to semly oblivion in other ways.’

There was a strange glitter in his eyes as theyherstand she found herself
wondering rather uneasily how much he had drunkh¥eeemed steady on
his feet and his speech wasn't slurred in the t&&gthso perhaps she was
doing him an injustice.

She went on rather desperately, 'l—I thought evesyttad gone to bed. All
the lights were off and..."'

‘There's a fire in the study," he interrupted.adl some thinking to do and
firelight is as good a medium as any to do it bgnt@ and join me.'

‘No, thanks." She picked up the beaker rather adsye praying that she
would not actually spill any of it on the floor.Must be getting back to my
room. It's late and I'm tired.’

"You said you couldn't sleep,’ he reminded herrddéehed out and took her
arm. His fingers were firm and bruising on herl@esd he meant it. 'Come
and join me.'



She lifted her chin defiantly. 'Couldn't you cho@sslightly more civilised
hour to torment me?’

He smiled grimly. 'No doubt I could, but I'm noefag too civilised at the
moment, and anyway it occurs to me that one oftldeys you may vanish
as suddenly as you arrived before I've had theaghao say any of the things
| mean to say to you. So I'll say them now, whitai'ye here, under my
hand.'

An uncontrollable shiver went through her as tlynisicance of his words
came home to her. For a moment she toyed withdiee of flinging the hot

chocolate all over him, but even as the idea ctbhee mind, he said quite
gently, as if her thoughts were an open book tg Himouldn't, Morwenna.

| really wouldn't." She trailed mutinously behinidnhacross the dark hall to
the study. He kicked the door shut behind themleddher over to the sofa
in front of the fire.

Releasing her, 'Sit down," he ordered, and kneltndbeside the hearth,
adding fresh logs to the glowing embers and sgrtivem to a blaze.

Morwenna clamped her hands round the warmth dbdladéer, and stared at
the dancing flames. They might take away the ethlich had invaded her
physical being, but nothing could ease the trengbhithin her.

'He frightens me," she thought, and in the same embyriand | frighten
myself when I'm with him.’

She raised the beaker to her lips and drank sortteeathocolate, lowering
the long fringe of her lashes on to her cheeksasede was watching her
and saw that sudden piece of self-knowledge regealber eyes.

"You said you wanted to talk to me,' she reminded laltingly, as he rose
to his feet, dusting his hands.

He gave her an unsmiling look. 'l hadn't forgotten.



He looked very tall as he stood in the leapindifire, and Morwenna had to
resist an impulse to shrink back further into hemer of the sofa. Instead
she took another hurried sip at her chocolate.

He said suddenly and roughly, "You look like a @hilith your hair down
your back like that. And that dressing gown. Diduyave it at boarding
school?'

She flushed slightly, wondering whether she sheoeidind him that it had

not been all that long ago that she had been atlhgaschool, and again as
if he could read her thoughts, he said, 'But yauanly a child, aren't you,

Morwenna? A spoiled impulsive child who doesn'tissathe damage she
can do to people's feelings.'

She set the beaker down on the table behind tlae 'Stfat isn't fair.'

'I'm not feeling in a fair mood. And | state onhetsituation as | see it. Karen
told us tonight that her aunt will not be dininghlmvus on Christmas Eve. The
polite fiction is that she isn't well enough to aanThe reality is that she's
been in love with Nick for years, only you and hetvieen you have
revived—apparently deliberately—all kinds of unhgppemories for her.
In God's name, why? So that you can justify yowspnce here in some
strange way? Or are you still determined to prénag your mother was the
victim of some dastardly plot to blacken her narhe®it go, Morwenna.
Forget about it. Consider Laura Kerslake fully stetted in the family roll of
honour, if that's what you want, but don't meddithwhe past any more.
You don't realise how many people you're hurting.'

Her heart sank. She stared at the flames in silerogembering how Nick
had asked her to keep her own counsel still.

She said slowly, 'It isn't as simple as all thdie Truth has to be told...'
'‘Are you sure you know what the truth is?"

'l think so. | hope so." She looked up at him pisdp. His face was
shadowed and she could not read its expressionthbut was a tension



about the hard, lean lines of his body that wasenoburaging. 'Anyway, it
isn't up to me

He laughed angrily. 'Nick would drop the whole thimow, if you asked him
to.'

She shook her head. "You don't understand. Bis gy consolation to you,
| deeply regret the impulse that brought me hetéerfirst place.’

'It's no consolation at all," he said bleakly. Hised the glass he was holding
to his lips and finished its contents in one lom@lfow. Then he set the
glass down on the mantelpiece, and reached dowrefpgrasping her arms
and pulling her to her feet. 'Another impulse, Menma," he said as he
lowered his dark head towards hers. 'And God hslpath if it's another
wrong one."

For a moment she was tense with panic, then asdugh touched hers, she
felt herself yield, blindly and helplessly. His anightened round her
relentlessly so that she seemed to be fused with tne and bone, flesh
and flesh.

When he had kissed her before, she had always aeane of other

elements—his anger, his mistrust. Now she was eousof nothing except
the indisputable fact that he wanted her. His magh warm ravishment as
it moved on hers and his hands held a bewitchnikthtedr own as they slid

over her shoulders and down the smooth curve obaek to her rounded
hips.

'‘God, but you're lovely," he whispered raggedlyirsgianer mouth. He kissed
her eyes, the delicate line of her cheekbone, tfievias of her ears and the
long curve of her throat, pushing aside the comagd#blds of the housecoat
so that he could caress the smooth skin of herldéowHis mouth trailed
fire on her body and when he lifted her and laid &m®ong the tumbled
cushions on the sofa, she made no effort to rédestay beside her and his
eyes travelled over her in a wholly sensual redhad she tried shyly to
meet, her silky hair loosely tangled on her shawddeer mouth rose-red and
slightly swollen from his passion.



He grimaced half ruefully, and brushed his fingeghtly and caressingly
across her mouth and her own hands rose to clagmtihold it captured for
her kiss. He stiffened, and snatched his hand away.

'Don't ever do that again,' he ordered.

She smiled up at him, her eyes glinting with sweet/ocation, aware of a
new and delicious power. 'Why not? Isn't that hosuhbject is supposed to
do obeisance to the king of Cornwall?'

An unwilling laugh was shaken from him. 'No," hedsdt's this way.' He
drew her to him again, curving her pliant bodyre warmth of his, and her
lips parted with sweet abandonment under the derobhis kiss.

She felt as if she was dreaming, but her body'snagand longing was real
enough. It seemed as if her entire life had bg@eparation for this moment
when Dominic held her in his arms and kissed amdss&d her as if she
filled his mind to the exclusion of all else.

He held her away from him at last and his eyescbearhers. 'Do you know
I'm nearly twice your age?'

She leaned forward and put her lips lightly on M#hat's that got to do with
it?"

'Some people might say a great deal. As | saidygauchild. You don't
know what you're doing.'

'Oh, but I do," she whispered. 'l love you.'

Dominic was very still for a long moment, then lagdsquietly” "You don't
know what you're saying. You've been here fortleas a month, and during
the greater part of that time we've fought like aatl dog. It's—madness
even to mention the word love.'

The tone as well as the words disturbed her. Sheedha little way from
him, staring up into his face.



‘Then what word would you mention?'

He swore softly under his breath. 'Do | have tollspeut for you?' he
demanded roughly.

'‘No." She felt suddenly very cold. Karen was themano to whom his
commitment was made. She was simply a diversiamu-¥you want to take
me to bed.’'

'Is it so surprising?' he asked cynically. 'An oJdmore sophisticated
woman would have recognised this—thing betweerousvhat it was and
not tried to build it into a love story. You've lalick's old tales about
Morwenna and her Esteban go to your head.'

Hurt, she lashed back, 'Someone older and morestmaited, like Karen
Inglis, | suppose.'

‘Leave her out of it," he said abruptly. 'She n&extimcern you.'
'She concerns you,' she muttered, pleating a foleer housecoat.

'If you're trying to convey that you're jealouserti'm not flattered,’ he said.
He was plainly irritated, and something else asl welt she could not
define. 'God in heaven, because I'm the first mayour life, Morwenna, it
doesn't mean that you have to be the first womamine."

The dream was a nightmare now. Stung, 'Who saysythare the first
man?' she hurled at him.

There was a little pause during which she seemstbfmbreathing, then he
gave a soft, mirthless laugh.

'So that's the way of it," he said, half to himsdk reached out suddenly and
jerked her back into his arms, crushing her br&ath her. "You know, you
really had me fooled.' His voice was low and sayagétering into her ear.
'You must have found my restraint under the cirdamses utterly
laughable. My apologies, sweetheart. I'll try rotiisappoint you again.’



She began to struggle wildly, beating at him widr hands as his mouth
found hers, suppressing her protests with brutakefoHe rolled over on to
her, trapping her kicking legs between his and isgming her wrists
humiliatingly above her head with one careless tamthat she lay there at
his mercy.

He rose to his knees, still holding her helplessl, laoked down at her. Her
eyes were full of tears, caused by the pain ofbhissing grip as well as
shame and fright, and she made a little incoheverste in her throat as his
free hand pulled open the front of the despisedécoat.

'What's the matter, Morwenna?' His voice reachedhbekingly. 'You're
about to give yourself to the man you love—accaydm your own words.
Or am | not even the first one for those either?’

His hand twisted in the demure neckline of herarotightdress and she
knew he was going to tear it.

'‘Dominic, no, please!" Her voice was choked onravatsive sob.

'What's wrong?' he gibed. 'Isn't this the way ytanped it? Or did you
intend to sweet-talk me into subsidising your topgCarcassonne next year
before permitting me these intimate indulgenceslitmdend to enjoy to the
full? Well; don't worry, sweetheart. Play your cardyht—be nice to me, as
they say, and you might even get your trip. Butronterms, not yours.'

The nightgown was an old one and it tore easilyinigeher to the waist, but
she wasn't even aware what was happening to her.

She said, hardly moving her lips, 'How did you krevabout Carcassonne?’
Then, 'l suppose—Karen.'

'She completed my enlightenment on the subject. rButinterest was
aroused by a Christmas card that came today archwbpened by mistake.
Frankly it never occurred to me that anyone wowddsbnding you a card
here, so | didn't look at the envelope properlyvdis from someone called
Vanessa. She wanted to know if you'd "managed btk lyour handsome
Cornishman yet, or whether you'd decided to stttleash and Carcassonne



instead".' His face was harsh as he looked doweranot even softening at
the sight of the loveliness his destructive hanaid &xposed. 'Who's your
handsome Cornishman, Morwenna? Dare | flatter rhyfsad it's me, or was
it my susceptible brother you hoped to catch inrybaguiling net? |
shouldn't rely on Mark if | were you,' he went amheeding of her little
protesting cry. 'Not long ago he was swearing elefidelity to another
unlikely candidate for his affections. But that sabed the death when | put
a few obstacles in his way to test how serioushéyrwas.’

His voice altered, slowed. '‘But I'm keeping you twaj, sweetheart. How
unforgivable of me!" His hand cupped her breast|d®sn fingers caressing
the rosy tip and evoking a response that she medbeld conceal nor
control. And when his lips followed the same tegsarousing path, a little
moan rose in her throat. And she knew wildly thaless she escaped him
now, she would be lost. She loved him, she wardegivie herself to him,
but not like this. He belonged to someone elsestwiedwould never be able
to respect herself again if she allowed him tohesgfor a cynical, transitory
pleasure.

There was no way she could fight him on physicainge He was still

holding her so that she could not move, and hgsdipd hands were slowly
but inexorably destroying any mental barriers sbelc raise in her own
defcnce. There was only one answer.

She laughed, softly and ruefully. And when she spdker voice was
steadier than she had dreamed possible. 'You womilic, as always. |
admit | did hope to persuade you to pay for myemsons, but the price is a
little too high even for me to pay. I—I'm sorryliEmbarrassed you by my
declaration of love just now. It's always provedteeffective in the past,
but obviously I underestimated you. It won't happgain.’

'‘No," he said softly, 'l don't suppose it will.'sshand released her wrists and
travelled down to fasten around her throat. ‘My Qttllike to break your
neck!'

'Why?' she asked coldly. 'Because I've deprived wduan hour's
amusement? You can't pretend it would have meantramre to you than
that.'



'I'm not pretending anything.' He let her go andsgvhis legs to the floor. 'l
suppose | should be thankful that whatever passg®tir conscience didn't
prompt you to try and wheedle the money out of Nidis lips twisted as he
looked down at her. 'Or were you waiting until thewitt-Smyth deal was
finally settled before putting the bite on him? Ofes,’ he went on
mockingly, as her startled eyes flew to meet higjow all about that. Nick
told us tonight what was in the wind, but | knewidse. Alan Hewitt-Smyth
and | were at school together, so it was hardBlyikhat he'd leave me in the
dark.’

His voice deepened, became almost menacing. 'l wamtout of here,

Morwenna, and | want you out soon. For that reaswhthat reason only I'm
prepared to accede to your—request, and pay whdes&for you this man
in Carcassonne is asking. It'll be worth it to gt off my back. But there is
a condition." He bent down and took her arm, yagkiar up on to her feet.
She gasped and pulled away from him.

'Don't touch me! Don't dare to touch me. Not nonewer.'

He laughed. 'You flatter yourself, my schemindditvitch." Insolently he
pulled the concealing folds of the housecoat arduedand tied its sash
tightly. 'There, sweetheart. Does that reassure? ybhough you have
nothing to worry about, | promise. If you climbeda my bed stark naked,
I'd still turn away. Understood?’

Morwenna burned with humiliation at his touch amslwiords. Blindly she
swung round and headed to the door. His hand calghtshoulder,
compelling her to halt, and turning her to face higain.

'Don't be in such a hurry," he said. "You havesgetrtt my terms yet. You can
go to Carcassonne at my expense on condition ygetfall about that old
business over théady Laura.l want Nick to have some peace and
happiness in his life, which he won't have with ymdlessly needling him
to discover what if anything really happened absh years ago. It's not
important, and you're going to promise me now a@d on with it.'

'l can't promise,’ she said very quietly. 'l wistould, believe me..."



'‘Believe you?' He was looking at her as if he haden really seen her
before. 'Under the circumstances, that's— almostsarg. So be it, then,
you've had your chance.'

He almost flung her away from him and she went tdwathe door,
stumbling a little over the long folds of the hocsat.

She went up the stairs as if the devil was after g silence was her only
pursuer. Safe in her room, she found herself fumgbfor the key and
listening to the reassuring click as it turnedha tock. What had Dominic
once said? That no locked door could keep outlly determined man? She
buried her face in her hands with a little shividre locked door, she knew,
was just a gesture to herself. Dominic would noheoShe had made certain
of that because she could not face the prospettisopassion without
tenderness Qr respect, but she hadn't bargainethdofeeling of blank
despair that overwhelmed her as a result.

She still had her pride, she thought bleakly, hat tvould be small comfort
in the lonely days and nights that faced her inftihare.



CHAPTER NINE

'ARE you out of your mind, girl?' Nick demanded. 'Whel@ you think
you're going to find to live at this time of theay@' He glared at her. 'Every
hotel will be full. People will be away—or entertaig. There'll be no shops
open —no food, no services. It's madness evenri df leaving.'

Morwenna bent her head. 'l must go,’ she reitergieéetly.

"You said you'd spend Christmas here with me," @éetwn as if she had not
spoken. 'I'd counted on that—patrticularly in vielmtat's happened. You'll
have heard, | suppose, that Barbie will not bendymith us?"

'Yes,' she said unhappily. 'That's one of the mmdowant to leave.
Nick—I'm sure she'd come round if | wasn't hereefftyou could talk
together and maybe make everything all right betwyeei. At the moment |
feel a—barrier to any reconciliation. She resenydring here. She resents
me.'

He gave her a piercing glance. 'That's pure camjectand you know it,

Morwenna. What makes you think she would changentiaed one iota,

even if you were out of the way? Whereas at the emirshe can shelter
behind this—alleged ill-health." He snorted. 'lhever known Barbie ail a
day in her life before.’

'Perhaps she really is ill,’ Morwenna suggestedlgeShe must have had a
shock...'

‘Then it was long overdue,' he said harshly. 'l wa®ol ever to delude
myself that she cared for me sufficiently to tek mnme truth. All she cares
about is her own pride. It was the affront to tivatch got her into this mess
in the first place.’

She sighed, 'Nick—I..." but he held up a perempteunyd
'‘No, you listen to me, child. | have too much reger you to allow you to

rush off into the blue without even knowing whetlgeu will have a roof
over your head. When Christmas is over, if youitedetermined to leave,



then | won't stand in your way. | feel responsifde you, Morwenna. In
some ways, you're still a child.'

He saw her wince and laid a placatory hand on tmar ‘&low, I've hurt you
and | never intended to do that.’

'No," she said, smiling in spite of her white fdtiés not you, Nick. | was just
remembering something—someone else once said t&heepaused. 'Very
well, I'll try and do as you ask. I'll stay herahwyou until Christmas is over.
But you must promise me that you'll let me go ia Mew Year.'

'If that's what you really want.' His face was addightly hurt and puzzled
too. 'But | can't pretend | understand this sudtdietermination to be rid of
us all.’

'‘No," she said steadily. 'And it's nothing | carmplain either, Nick—dear
Nick, so please don't press me."' Abruptly she cbdrige subject. 'How is
your hand standing up to all this new work?'

'‘Better than | expected or hoped,' he told hef.tddse months of exercise
have really paid dividends, though | grumbled efoagout them at the
time.’

He was clearly keen to start work again, so Morveemade an excuse that
she still had some presents to wrap and went aorger own room. It
wasn't true. Everything she had purchased was dglreerapped and
labelled. There were the gaily flowered slippers Ifeez, and the driving
gloves for Mark. For Nick she had bought a handseitk& cravat in a
warm paisley pattern. Even Zack had not been feegowith a tin of his
favourite tobacco. The gifts had taken almosthalspare cash she had, but
she did not grudge a penny of it. There was onky p&rson missing from
the list. She had found it totally impossible twoke anything for Dominic
and in view of what had passed between them thaqu® night she was
glad she hadn't chosen out of desperation oneegbeéhs or desk diaries or
other bread and butter presents which had crossechind as she shopped.
She had wanted the impossible, she thought. Atlg#t was impersonal
enough to conceal her feelings and yet satisfiecdivm inner cravings to
offer him the earth, moon and stars.



But under the circumstances, any attempt on heénanake-him a gift of

any kind would be an embarrassment to them bothsh could hope for
was to behave as unobtrusively as possible ovendkefew days and then
make her escape before any more harm or any maiediwas done.

She looked up at the portrait of Morwenna Trevenmdro had pursued her
own goal with a single-mindedness that even thegeat of death could not
deter, and felt a slight shiver of apprehensiot @own her spine.

She said aloud and almost piteously, 'But | haveitoaway, you must see
that?'

The painted eyes gazed down at her indifferenthy] & was the purest
imagination to think that the wide, generous mauathld compress itself for
an instant in something bordering oh irritationeaactly the same moment
as an errant draught from the window sent the liedaurtain billowing
gently into the room.

Morwenna expelled her breath in a long, rather shagigh. 'Oh, it's

time—it's more than time that | was away from Hestee said in a low voice,
and turned reluctantly away from the portrait amel $trange compulsion of
her namesake's gaze.

It was then she saw the envelope lying on the ohgdable. She picked it
up, recognising Vanessa's untidy scrawl instaiiify address was not at all
clear, so it was little wonder that Dominic haduased it was intended for
the family. She read the brief message pencilledalit. ‘Opened in error.
My apologies.' She opened the card and read théswahnich had helped to
torment her during the rest of that sleepless nigahessa couldn't have
know that her piece of idle malice would be seemiyone but Morwenna,
but she must have realised that Christmas carde wenerally public
property and that her message would cause Morws&sma embarrassment
at the very least. Steadily, she tore the cardsacemd took it over and
dropped it on the fire, watching it curl and blackend become a breath of
ash. She wished the aftermath it had left couldlisposed of with equal
ease, but that was impossible.



There was a knock on the door and she started foog¢rouncomfortable
reverie. Hesitantly she called '‘Come in' and knesese of relief when
Mark's head came round the door.

'I'm going into Port Vennor," he said. 'Have yoy &st- minute shopping
you want to do?'

‘Not really," she shook her head.
'Well, come anyway," he mouthed. 'l want to tallyéor.'

She was not really in the mood for Mark's confidenShe felt all too raw
and bruised herself, but she agreed, finding hat aod winding a long
woollen scarf over her hair and round her neck.

Mark was waiting for her somewhat impatiently, ttee engine running,
when she got outside. He drove off almost befoeehstd settled herself.

'‘What's happened?' she asked apprehensively.

' don't know.' He gave an uneasy laugh. 'l dadtly believe it. | went into
the study this morning just after breakfast to haeeit with Dominic and it
was as if he was waiting for me. He was obviously ffilthy temper and |
almost chickened out, | don't mind telling you.dn& know if you've ever
seen Dominic when he's good and mad, but...'

"Yes, | have,' she said. 'What happened?'

'Well, as | said, | could see he was gunning foraheut something, so |
thought I'd better get in first. So | told him did that | loved Biddy, and that
| always had and always would in spite of his otiggrs which had no
foundation anyway. | told him we were engaged #ad it was my right to
have my fiancee and her brother join us for dirmreChristmas Eve as part
of the family." He shook his head as if it was euible. 'And he agreed.’

'‘But that's wonderful' Morwenna gazed at him watrted lips.



'Yes, it is,' he said rather wryly. 'And | havestbpped wondering since. |
even told him that she'd refused to come to Trewenvithout his invitation
and he said he would drive over there this moraing deliver it in person.
He was still angry. | could sense it simmering awlagre, just below the
surface, but somehow it wasn't directed at me aogenGod, | can hardly
believe it!'" He laughed again, but on a note ofl@ze."You'd better." She
could be happy for him in spite of her own pain.

It was all working out for Mark and that was theywashould be. Biddy
would have no further qualms now that he had lehroestand up to
Dominic and any lingering trepidation that she nbiiggel when she entered
Trevennon the following evening would soon be disgeby the certainty
of his love and support.

And Dominic would be there with Karen. It was odowh the previous
night, the thought of Karen and the effect that Dva's infidelity might
have on her had barely occurred to her. Would Karaar be able to wear
the same certainty as Biddy, or would she even wEhShe and Dominic
were both sophisticated people and each understbatl the other would
expect from marriage. Karen wanted Trevennon, waet clear, perhaps in
some twisted way to prove that the Inglis womenewest lightly set aside.
To obtain it, she might be prepared to settle édsslthan his wholehearted
devotion.

So tomorrow night there would be two pairs of l@v&r congratulate, while
she and Nick sat like outsiders shut out from thelec of promise and
commitment. Morwenna gave a silent sigh deep witterself. She could
bear it. She would have to for Nick's sake, butléde? He could not
disguise the look of brooding sadness that had lvekis eyes over the past
weeks. His work, his hopes for thady Morwenndad helped, but they had
not been a complete compensation. He and Barbie agsrt now and there
was a rift between them that might never be bridgeohless...

Morwenna caught her breath at the possibility Haat just occurred to her.
They would stay apart, caught in the trap thE£y hetle for themselves
unless they were thrown together in spite of théwese What was to stop
her going to Barbie Inglis and telling her that slael nothing to hide —that
Nick knew what she had done all those years befbl&?spirit quailed



slightly. It was not a course of action that sheildever have contemplated
in the past, and she was far from convinced altswtisdom now. If it went
wrong—would Nick ever forgive her? she wonderedd/Aamost in the
same moment--But if she did not try at least tddpeithe gap between them
would she ever be able to forgive herself?

She sat in silence for the remainder of the jourmdyle Mark talked
exuberantly about his hopes and plans and pondiéelygl dates for the
wedding. His remarks were largely rhetorical, dedwagy no more than a
sympathetic ear in response, and Morwenna wastaldi smiling faintly
and nodding her head at intervals while her thaaightsued each other. She
would be taking a terrible risk. Barbie Inglis migimply refuse to see her
and that would make matters even worse than theg atepresent. But at
the same time she knew that if there was nothinguwed, there was nothing
gained. She did not even contemplate the prospdadminic's anger if he
ever found out about her interference. That waslb&ut of the reckoning
or she might lose her courage entirely.

‘The yard's closing down early this afternoon,’ Meommented suddenly
after a few minutes' silence. We always do th&tatstmas, and we always
all have a drink together before the closing. ii‘'ye in the vicinity, I'm sure

you'd be welcome to join us.’'

'Who else will be there?' she asked cautiously.

'Well—everyone. Dominic, of course—and Nick whenaes well enough.
There's always a little present each for the nnldren which Dom hands
out. Aunt Barbie used to go, but | suppose shelll hloof this time.'

'‘And Karen?'

‘Naturally," he said rather drily. 'Can you imagived permitting herself to be
left out of anything—even a works party?'

She tried to smile, but it was a dismal failuresuppose she feels she has the
right now.’'



'Right doesn't enter into it. She'd come anywayll\vVgeall | tell Dom to
expect you?'

'‘No." Her denial was too swift and positive. Sheldcsense his surprise.
'I—I mean I don't think so. I'll just do my shopgiand catch the bus back to
Trevennon. Please don't worry about me. Partigstareich in my line.’

'Saving yourself for tomorrow evening, eh?' He sahilbut his eyes were
still slightly puzzled. 'Please yourself. Now, waelo you want me to drop
you?'

She answered him at random and slid out of thewstr a feeling of
thankfulness. She wandered up the main streeyjiobd of the Christmas
bustle going on around her, stepping off the pavereeavoid the laughing,
chattering groups of children and adults scurrybog complete their
preparations. The shops were brightly lit and dateal with tinsel and
glitter, but Morwenna hardly noticed. Her heart weesating loudly and
painfully and not merely because of the steep clskhe neared the top of
the hill. She knew, because Mark had pointed ittouter, where the Inglis
house was, standing foursquare in its own grownstsyhere the little town
gave way to the countryside again. It was a Georgiailding, of three
storeys, commanding a view right over Port Venaad it looked neat and
freshly painted, with the gardens carefully tendederything, Morwenna
thought as she pushed open the gate, that Trevema®mot. This was the
house where money had never been a problem orenaimte any particular
anxiety.

Life, it seemed, had always been good to the Irfghsily. Generations of
them must have lived here, expecting the best auglly obtaining it,
secure in the assurance of their own worth. It@amdver have occurred to
Barbie Inglis that Robert Kerslake, the man shededer heart on, could
possibly prefer another woman. The shock of thpesttent must have been
punishing for her—worse even than it had been fokN-and it must have
made everything she valued seem suddenly meangngles

So she had lashed back at Laura and at the fanhity vad sheltered and
cherished her for so long. Both of them must sufiecause of the wrong



that had been done her. And, ip the end, becauBeenaways turns back
on itself, the one to suffer most had been herself.

Morwenna put her hand on the gate. It swung inwardg/ell-oiled hinges
and she walked steadily up the path and rang thdtheas a dark, grey day
and there were lights on inside the house. As shedrapproaching feet on
the other side of the door, Morwenna found hengf/ing it would not be
Karen.

Instead she was confronted by a tall woman in & gesen nylon overall
who gave her an enquiring glance.

'I'd like to see Miss Inglis, please.'

The curiosity in the woman's eyes deepened. 'Maarh feeling well
today. She's resting in her room. | think Miss Kaieat home if...’

‘No, I'd rather speak to Miss Inglis herself,” Merwa said firmly. 'I'm sure
she'll see me. |I—I have a message from Trevennomdo—a personal
message.’

The woman hesitated. 'Well, miss, | don't know, $ume. Madam did say ...
but there, if you've a message for her, | supposglibe all right. I'll tell her
you're here.'

‘No, that's all right,” Morwenna halted her. Shealfowed. 'If you'll just
show me where her room is, I'll pop in and givethermessage and be off.
It is rather urgent and I'm in a bit of a hurry.'

There was a pause then the other woman said ttfilgr, 'Very well, miss,
though what Madam will say, | don't know. Howevégou're certain...’

She led the way up thickly carpeted stairs to aadbrgracious landing
running the full length of the house. She led tlag Wriskly to the door at the
end and tapped on it.

‘There you are, miss.' She turned away. 'l presywodl see yourself out
when you've passed on the message.'



There was silence from the room beyond and Morwéaidkto steel herself
to open the door and walk in.

The curtains were half drawn across the tall winsloexcluding what little
light there was, and for a moment she thought thusékeeper was mistaken
and that the room was empty, and then she saw éamglis lying on a
chaise- longue close to the window.

"You!" Morwenna thought she had never heard suitbrbess conveyed by
one brief monosyllable. 'Who allowed you in here?"

"Your housekeeper, Miss Inglis. But you mustn'tamgry with her. She
acted in good faith—I said | had a message for 'ylorwenna forced
herself to walk across the room. She stood lookiogn at Barbie Inglis.
For a moment she wondered whether she had beeg deman injustice.
She looked genuinely ill, her skin stretched tiglaver her cheekbones and
her eyes sunken.

'How dare you force your way in?' There was a hatidin a small table
close at hand and she propped herself upon oneveibaeach for it.
Morwenna quite gently put it out of her reach.

'For Nick's sake,' she said.

"You've brought me a message from Nick?' Barbiédisgeyes flashed. 'He
couldn't be so cruel as to use you as a messenger.’

'‘No." Morwenna looked steadily at her. 'He has aeail'm here. He'll

probably be very angry with me—almost as angryas are, Miss Inglis,

but | have to take that risk. | can't bear thisildée misunderstanding to go
on any longer.’

‘There is no misunderstanding,’ Barbie Inglis saiti a terrible coldness. 'l
simply do not wish to visit a house where the daaighf a woman who
wronged me very deeply is treated as an honouresdt-gtgiven privileges
that—friends of many years' standing are denidterd@ was almost a choke
in her voice. 'Now go, Miss Kerslake. Leave my hlemusick has made his
choice and you will not busy yourself drfyrther.’



Morwenna bit her lip. 'l know you hated my mothaard | can understand it.'
‘Thank you.' Barbie Inglis's voice vibrated withicasm.

There was a chair nearby, a delicate thing withlggs upholstered in the
same striped material as the chaise- longue. Maravenlled it forward and
sat down without being invited.

'I've asked you to go!" Miss Inglis's voice was adtnhysterical.

'‘No, not yet." Morwenna nerved herself. "You tafknwongs, Miss Inglis.
But what of the wrong you did? Wasn't that a gneatee? To sell the
designs for théady Laurato a cheap firm like Lackingtons. How much did
they pay you?' She looked round the affluent sumdngs of the bedroom. 'l
wouldn't have thought you were in real need otyhreces of silver.'

If she had any lingering doubts about the veragftyarbie's guilt, they
were banished for ever. Under her incredulous dyess Inglis seemed to
shrink, her eyes widening and glazing in real horro

Ridiculously, Morwenna found words singing insiaehead—The curse is
come upon me,' cried the Lady of Shalott.

When Barbie spoke, her voice was whispering likeolghwoman's. 'How
did you know? Did—did Laura guess? I've been afodithis always. From
the moment you came back, | knew why. I've beenimgafor you to come
here. What do you want—money? My niece tells mehate none of your
own. She said something about art lessons— tripaabrls that what you
want?'

'‘No, no." Any anger Morwenna might have felt evaped under an onrush
of pity. 'You really don't understand, do you? eknnothing about any of
this until | came to Trevennon. And my mother nei@d me what had
happened to theady Laurabecause she never knew.’

"Then—who did tell you?' There was a dawning reél® in Miss Inglis's
eyes, and a kind of sick dread.



Morwenna hesitated compassionately, but there wasasy way, now she
had embarked on this course. 'Nick told me,' siteatdast.

For a moment she thought Barbie Inglis had fainiée older woman sank
back on her cushions, her eyes closed. Her facevergswhite and her
mouth looked pinched.

'He knows,' she muttered at last.

'He's always known." Morwenna leaned forward aruk tone of the cold
hands between hers, chafing it gently. 'He justtecgou to tell him, that's
all. All these years he's been waiting. Don't yeg shere's no point in
pretending any longer?' she ended on a note obhppe

Barbie Inglis struggled upright into a sitting pasi. "There's a glass in the
bathroom," she said. 'Will you get me some wategge?"

She indicated a door on the other side of the rddorwenna went across
and found herself in a small but luxurious bathro@mobably converted
from the original dressing room. She poured somemato the glass and
took it back to Miss Inglis, who was sitting stayiaxpressionlessly out of
the window.

‘Thank you." She accepted the glass from Morwendadeank deeply. She
was still very pale, but she appeared to have leuséder control once
again.

'What are you going to do?' Morwenna asked asiligrece seemed to stretch
out between them.

Barbie Inglis smiled without mirth. 'What can | dt¥e been considering
closing the house and going away from here. A erpesrhaps—or a long
holiday in the sun. That seems the obvious choicshall think of
something, no doubt.’

'‘But what about Nick?' Morwenna took the empty gliem her and put it
down.



'Nick?' There was pain in the way Barbie Inglismonced his name. 'How
can | face him now, knowing that he's always—knowe@uld never stand
the shame of it.’

Morwenna stared at her, her heart sinking. 'Butgart mean that. You've
both been so unhappy for so long—and now when gwe the chance to be
totally honest with each other....."

Barbie Inglis gave a twisted smile. 'It's too l&dethat. No, | shall go away
somewhere—after Christmas. That's all that's tefhé now.'

'No, it isn't' Morwenna stared appealingly intor heyes. 'lt's just
this—infernal pride of yours and you know it. Niskants you. He's wanted
you for years, but not with this—thing always be#weyou. Isn't the
sacrifice of a little pride worth all the happindkat might result?'

Barbie Inglis gave a faint smile. 'You're very yguMiss Kerslake.' To the
young, everything is always black and white. Letaasept that you meant
well by coming here; however, | would be gratefuyou would go now.’
She leaned back against her cushions and closexyésmlgain.

Morwenna got to her feet, slowly and reluctantiiss Inglis, | feel I've
failed. Please believe me—all you would need tomduld be arrive for
dinner at Trevennon tomorrow, evening. Everythiramuld work out after
that—I know it.'

Barbie Inglis seemed to withdraw in upon herskelisked you to go, Miss
Kerslake," she said in a quiet monotonous voice.

Morwenna hesitated, took one last despairing |Idothe unyielding face
before her, then walked to the door.

She was halfway down the stairs when a door asitteeof the hall opened
and Karen came out. Morwenna froze, hoping thabther girl would not

look up and see her standing there, but it wasirahvape. Karen glanced
round almost casually, but as her gaze focussea Wporwenna, her

features sharpened inimically.



'What are you doing here?' Her voice sounded shititl shock. She swung
back towards the room she had just left. ‘Dominic!’

Morwenna groaned silently, her fingers gripping Hamister rail until her
knuckles showed white.

He came out into the hall and stood looking up et ds if he could not
believe his eyes. Then he said very quietly, 'Vifnaell's name do you think
you're playing at?'

Morwenna sighed. 'l came to ask Miss Inglis to dinérevennon tomorrow
evening.'

Temper barely controlled brought Karen's lovelyefao the brink of
ugliness."You came to invite her? My God, if that isn't addimgult to
injury..."

'Oh, you don't have to worry.' Morwenna was vergp&he came down the
remaining stairs. 'She refused—naturally, and éaving.’

'l should damn well think you are!" Karen walkedhe front door and flung
it open.

Morwenna went blindly towards it.
'Wait, Morwenna.' Dominic's voice came after hegland authoritative.

'No." She paused, but did not turn arid look badkatwo of them standing
there united in condemnation of her. 'Forgive nu,llolon't think | can take
any more at the moment. | know what you must bekihg, but | can only
say | meant it for the best. I'm sorry.’

She went out into the raw December air, walkingckjyi As she reached
the gate, she heard the front door slam shut beféndclosing them in
together. As she walked away from the house, dlékes of snow began to
drift down out of the leaden sky, but she paid themheed, and the
dampness on her face had no connection with théheseat all.



"You mean,' Biddy said incredulously, 'that youve away?"

Morwenna avoided her gaze. 'Not really. | was gdoigave anyway. I've
just done it a little earlier than | intended, thal.'

'‘Balderdash,’ Biddy said roundly. 'No one takesfoffanywhere through
choice on Christmas Eve. | mean, where are youggoigo? What are you
going to do?' She saw Morwenna's suddenly strid@ek, and her face
softened. 'Oh, love, | mean ultimately. Of course gan stay here with us
as long as you want, you know that. Where do tliehiak you are?"'

'l wrote Nick a note, saying I'd decided to go baxkhe Priory." Morwenna
bit her lip. It had been a difficult letter to wejtknowing the hurt she was
going to deal the recipient. 'They'll think I'vergoto Penzance to catch a
train. At least that's what | hope they'll thirRHe took a sip at the scalding
mug of coffee Biddy had just put into her hand.

'‘Well, Mark won't think it for one," Biddy pointealit reasonably. 'We can
hardly hide you in a cupboard each time he knotkiseadoor.'

'l hadn't thought of that,” Morwenna admitted. Skghed. 'Oh, Biddy, I'm
sorry to give you all this trouble. I just couldtiitnk where else to go.’

Biddy gave a rueful chuckle. ‘Love, the only pergon're making trouble
for is yourself, as far as | can see. Wouldn'aitdabeen better in the long run
to have stayed behind and faced this rov—whatéweas?'

'l suppose so." Morwenna bent her head over tlzengtg mug. 'But | just
couldn't stand any more, Biddy. | knew how angryvas going to be—and
| couldn't bear it.'

‘Nick?' Biddy raised her eyebrows.
'Oh, no. Dominic,"” Morwenna said quickly, and fladhhotly as Biddy's

expression changed from enquiry to an all too cempnsive
understanding.



'Oh," she said, after a pause. 'So that's the W&y o

'Yes,' Morwenna pushed her hair back rather defehsi'Biddy—please
don't say anything to Mark.'

Biddy shook her head. 'l think the boot's on tHeepfoot," she said drily.
'Mark has already mentioned something of the soné.'

'Oh, no!" Morwenna was aghast. 'l thought no oreakh

'Well, let's say he's had his suspicions.' Biddyiestrat her. 'It's not easy to
hide things from people who are living in the sarase. When Mark and |
were having our difficulties, | tried to pretend @eg that | wasn't in the
least concerned, but he wasn't fooled for a set&m@ hesitated. 'Do you
want to tell me what happened, or is it too paitdulalk about?’

'‘No," Morwenna gave a little sigh. 'lt's a long amnplicated story, but as
you'll be joining the family, you'd have heard abibeventually anyway.'

Biddy listened without interruption as Morwennaoented the facts from
her mother's departure from Trevennon years befoher abortive visit to
Barbie Inglis the previous day. The only thing shé not mention was
Dominic's lovemaking, but she guessed Biddy wowdable to see the
points at which omissions were made from her sonesti stumbling
narrative and draw her own conclusions.

When she had finished, Biddy whistled thoughtfullys incredible,’ she
said. 'lI've always had Miss Inglis marked down faes stereotype English
gentlewoman, very correct and rather colourlesevier dreamed she'd be
capable of such passion, or such spite." She dtaredingly into the fire for

a few minutes. 'lt was bad luck that Dominic hapggkto be at the house at
the same time as you, but shouldn't you have symad ground and
explained exactly what your motives were for bdimgre?"

'l couldn't. I'd promised Nick that | wouldn't sagything to anyone else. He
wanted to protect her, | suppose.' She gave a $ttiver. 'But Dominic was
so angry. It was only the previous night that te&t to get me to promise



to forget the whole thing. It must have seemedrothat I'd deliberately set
out to do quite the opposite, out of malice.'

'‘And you didn't tell Nick what had happened either?

'No, | went straight to my room. | stayed thereeaktning, pretending | had a
headache.' She smiled rather wanly. 'l didn't hayeretend too hard. 1—I

did my packing and wrote to Nick. Then | went talpleut | didn't sleep very

well.'

'l can imagine,’ Biddy muttered. '‘And what was Doimidoing all this time?’

Morwenna bit her lip. 'He came back very late," sti€l. 'Long after dinner
was over. I'd just got into bed and switched tghtliout, when | heard him
come upstairs. He came along to my room and thedloor, but I'd locked
it, so he had to knock. I—I didn't answer. | hogedwould think | was
asleep, but of course he didn't. He must have lewdr about five
minutes. Then he called to me and said he knewsl aveake and that |
couldn't expect to stay in my room for ever, andwwaild see me in the
morning.'

Biddy grimaced. 'It was just as well you'd alreddye your packing. | think
after a message like that I'd probably have ldftdfamy things behind.’

'l did leave one thing behind," Morwenna said sadlylittle pearl ring that
belonged to my mother. | had it on my dressingegabut | couldn't find it
and | didn't have time to make another searchntlmsning. | wanted to get
out of the house before anyone saw me.’

Biddy patted her hand. 'Well, you're here now, altid well. We've got a
camp bed and we'll make it up in my room prese€rfige hesitated. 'You
can stay there out of the way when Mark calls ®this evening, if that's
what you want. But you'll have to face him soonelater.’

Morwenna nodded. 'I'll worry about that when it paps,’ she said.

The afternoon seemed very long. She watched Biddypt her presents for
Mark and Greg, and thought rather wistfully of bam gifts which she had



placed neatly under the Christmas tree before atidgft. They had an early
tea and listened to a carol service on the rathien Biddy disappeared
mysteriously to make herself beautiful for thetficoming ordeal’, as she
put it.

Morwenna sat by the fire and sketched—the spikégatinths in the bowl

Greg had made—the large important marmalade cataslsep in the

opposite chair after a dinner of giblets. She sspdahere would come a
time when the thought of Dominic would no longer g@amount in her

mind, but that time would be far distant. He filledr mind, and his dark
face swam before her vision so that the image sl#etwying to create on the
page became distorted. She groaned impatienthhasmpled up yet

another spoiled sheet and sent it spinning intditbe

'l don't want to disturb you, but Mark will be hdrefive minutes.' Biddy
came into the room, a little self-conscious in l&length wool jersey dress
in a charming sherry colour. She grinned, bluskangtle, as Morwenna
complimented her sincerely on her appearance.

'‘Well, | had to make an effort. Your Dominic wasaam itself when he
called here yesterday, but he's still a formidatilaracter. He probably
expects me to arrive in a patchwork caftan and teste with a flower in my
hair. Greg too," she added, and Morwenna laughtie atnage this conjured

up.

She got to her feet hurriedly at the sound of aapgroaching, snatching up
her sketchbook and making for the short flighttairs to the upper storey.
She whisked into Biddy's bedroom and half-closeddbor. She heard the
cottage door open downstairs and the murmur ofegiShe frowned. It did

not sound like Mark, but who else could it be? $hked the door a little

further open and stood with her head bent, lisgmtently.

Biddy's voice floated clearly and sweetly to hese&'ou say you've been in
touch with her family at the Priory, Mr Trevenn@and they have no idea
where she is? | hope your uncle isn't too worried.'

'Of course he's worried,” Dominic said. 'She's et luggage, and a
half-return ticket to London, and no money from twva can gather. Mark



has been to the station to try and find someonewéyp have seen her, but
there were quite a few people travelling becaus€lofstmas and no one
remembers her.' He paused and then said slowlyppose you have no idea
where she might be?'

Morwenna stood half paralysed, her nails diggingpdeto the palms of her
hands. Oh, Biddy, she thought desperately, dovet gie away. The silence
seemed endless until Biddy said smoothly, ‘Nonallat'm afraid. But |
shouldn't worry too much. A lovely girl like thag bound to have a lot of
friends she can turn to.'

Morwenna did not wait to hear Dominic's responsti®. She crept across
to her bed and sat down, burying her face in hedfaHer imagination
must be playing her tricks, she thought dully as Bbard the door below
slam and the car drive off. What other explanatias there for that note of
almost desperate appeal in Dominic's voice? Shédhadke herself realise
that he would be only too glad to be rid of hemédfwas concerned, it was
for Nick.

She sighed and resolutely swallowed a chokinglgfpdlump in her throat.
Now that she was alone, she had to consider herefyians. She couldn't
really do very much at all until after Boxing Dand then she would go to
London and find some sort of hostel accommodatizeminic had been
right about the pitiful state of her finances, blé couldn't allow herself to
worry too much about that. She would find work sbome. Maybe she
would even find some kind of living-in job like @mpanion or mother's
help where she could paint in her spare time. Thezee all kinds of
possibilities, she told herself, trying to shut otiher ears the memories of
Dominic's voice with its unusual hesitancy.

The evening dragged by. She made some coffee siethdid to the radio
again, although if anyone had asked questions @ pglogrammes
afterwards, she would have been hard put to intovar.

She found herself wondering restlessly what stdmge dinner party at
Trevennon had reached. Had they reached the tt8t8Vere Dominic and
Karen standing hand in hand receiving everyoneaigreatulations and best
wishes? She wondered whether they would openphesents to each other



that evening, or keep them for the following daydfon the heels of that
thought came the passionate wish that she had,alftdeft a present for
Dominic. She'd left him nothing—not a note, normewaecard, and she found
herself regretting this with all her heart. Nothioguld change the way
things were between them, but it was suddenly, pamful to know that he
would always imagine she had gone away hating Bime.was never going
to see him again, but it was strangely importaat kie should know that she
had not been lying when she had confessed herfdovem. Even if he was
sardonically amused by the knowledge, at leastvgin@ld no longer be
around to be hurt by his mockery.

She got up and walked restlessly round the roomitBuas too late, much

too late to do anything about it now. There wasimance of getting a gift for

him. All the shops had been shut for hours—anddessithat wasn't the sort
of thing she meant.

As she returned to her chair, her hand caught kb&cls pad which was
balanced on the arm and sent it flying to the fl&bre knelt down to retrieve
it and saw that it had opened at the page wherbathenade the drawing of
Morwenna Trevennon on the beach in Spanish Coweldsiked down at it,
her lip caught between her teeth. At the time pifeoding self-revelation of
the drawing had frightened her. Now, she feltitpact anew. Her face, her
eyes, all her helpless, hopeless longing for the sie loved who did not
return her love. Not Morwenna Trevennon, who hagdbtriumphantly and
died for her love without regret.

She tore the page out of her book very carefutigntwent over to the big
roll-topped desk in the corner of the room whiclegand Biddy regarded
as their office, and found a large square envelSpe.would send him this,
she thought. Post it from London after Christmas.

She wrote his name on the envelope, then pausédh&uwasn't what she
wanted. She wanted his present to be with the stiveder the tree, not some
kind of afterthought. She got up and went to thedwew, pulling back the

curtain and staring out into the darkness. It hadnbsnowing again and
most of the evening too if the light covering oe tiround was anything to

go by.



She turned away, telling herself that what she w@astemplating was
complete and utter madness. It was at least twesntd Trevennon from
here, if not more, along unlit lanes. And if shenaged to get there, what
then? If she simply posted the letter through thee It would tell everyone
that she was still in the neighbourhood and comitarass Biddy and Greg.
The only alternative was to get into the house eutlbeing seen and put the
envelope under the tree with the other presents.I@ked -at her watch.
The meal, she knew, was one of Inez's most fesjpreads and would
probably still be going on. If only she could dettte before they moved into
the sitting room for coffee.

She felt almost light-headed as she reached foptiome and dialled the
number of the local taxi service in Port VennoreTwner was not eager to
turn out, but when Morwenna persisted, he grudgiagreed, and told her
at her request what the fare would be. She hadgéniouher purse to cover
it, but hardly anything left over once it was paadd again she told herself
that this whole idea was madness.

Yet she had to do it. It was as simple as that.gsihen her boots and wound
her long scarf round her head and neck. She coalfloid to have the taxi

bring her back as well. She would have to walk, an@n afterthought she
armed herself with Greg's powerful flashlight fréme kitchen mantelpiece.

She made the taxi-driver drop her well out of earsif the house in case
anyone with sharp ears wondered who was drivingtupat time of night.
She approached the front door cautiously. It hatioed to her that it might
be locked and that her whole errand could be &sst] but it swung open
when she tried it and she tiptoed noiselessly theodimly lit hall. The
dining room door was closed, she saw with reliefj ahe could hear the
murmur of voices and the clatter of cutlery comirgm behind it. One of
the lamps had been left on in the empty sittingmrpand this and the
firelight provided all the illumination that wascgessary as she crept across
the room and slipped the envelope in among the gjifts.

' As she crossed the hall, back towards the froot,cshe heard movements
from the dining room—the sound of chairs being miblvack—and realised
she was only just in time. She had left the daghdlly open to facilitate her



retreat, and she was through it in a second arklibabe cold white world
beyond.

All that was left now was the long trudge back t&8na. She looked up at
the house whose strange gaunt shape had beconearsardl familiar and
thought how she would miss it. There were otherghitoo. She would miss
the cry of the gulls early in the morning and thech of spray on her face as
she walked along the cliffs. And she would never Spanish Cove when
the seals came in the spring, or later in the ydan the brightness of the
summer sun would dance on the rocks and the resites

Almost without knowing it, she began to walk awegym the house and the
lane which led back to the road, towards the cli@me last time, she
thought, to sniff the salt in the air and see #eelsreaking on the shore at her
feet. Then she could carry its sound in her e&esdi shell to alleviate the
long city days ahead.

As she came out on to the cliffs, she moved cdsefsthining the flashlight

ahead of her at every step. It was very calm, argl gold, and the snow
which had been coming down fast had now dwindled few desultory

flakes. Below her in the cove, the sea murmuresldilsiren.

She transferred the flashlight into her other hamdi gripping the handralil
tightly began to pick her way down the steps. Wl baen bad enough the
previous time when the steps had been frosty. Nbevthin covering of
snow had made them treacherous in the extremewbiatiown she paused,
wondering whether it would be more sensible 'tcaa her steps, but that
seemed a defeatist attitude so she pressed on.

She was about three steps from the beach whenratidrdil snapped. She
cried out, losing her balance, and the flashligésvfout of her hand and
landed on the sand below with Morwenna after ie nded awkwardly,
her left foot catching on a stone and turning urigerso painfully that for a
moment she felt sick and faint and the world swdizgily about her. She
bent her head and gritted her teeth until the spzessed. She did not think
she had broken her ankle, but she had almost egrtgprained it. Slowly
and gingerly she tried to stand up, but her foatldmot take her weight and
with a little groan she collapsed back on the s&he. had only the dimmest



notion of first aid, but it seemed a sensible itbeget her boot off before her
ankle swelled too badly. It might be sensible, ibwtas also difficult and

extremely unpleasant, and she was almost in tearthd time it was

concluded. She got slowly and painfully on to heeds and felt all around
her in the sand for the flashlight. She found meast at once, but it was
broken, and at the same time Morwenna became aaeveral things.

One of them was that no one knew where she wasthansecond was that
the area of beach on which she was crouching wali,and becoming ever
smaller by the minute. The tide, she thought dedphy; all Nick's warnings

about its perilous swift advance returning to chiéir. Oh, God, the tide.
Why hadn't it occurred to her that it might be higle tonight?

She pushed the broken flashlight into her pockdt@aawled on her hands
and knees back towards the steps. She draggedfhgrsa to the first one,
then paused. There was no handrail to assist Iver arad as well as being
steep and slippery the steps sloped a little, absthe found she was sliding
backwards towards the beach again. This isn't mapgeshe thought. It
can't be happening. She was beginning to panicshecknew it, and she
forced herself to calm down. Her fingers scrabblaahd the stone steps,
seeking some kind of hold, but her hands were nwitibcold and wouldn't
obey her. Besides, the steps were worn smooth agé There were no
convenient ledges or other projections to grasp.

She glanced back over her shoulder and saw thatntmming waves
seemed to have made further advances even in ghdgva minutes. She
wondered what time the tide would reach its heighe lower steps were
covered in seaweed, which indicated the final bnoit the rising water, but
this was not her main concern. Her chief enemy thvasntense cold, and
she knew it.

Teeth gritted, she tried again to stand and cafidg®wn on the steps with a
cry of pain, grazing her elbows as she fell. Olatdo-operative surface she
might have been able to hobble a few feet, bustéps defeated her.

Coming down to the cove, she thought with a kindcgffinality, would be
the last and most disastrous of her impulses. &bleetl back to see where
the water had reached and saw her discarded hujuiiriy away on the ebb.
Before long, she knew, the freezing water wouldialp@ing round her feet.



She was shivering violently, light-headed with caldd fear, her mind a
whirling jumble of confused thoughts and imagese Eka was coming to
take her, she thought, as it had taken the othen#®lmna centuries before,
and it would be much easier not to struggle anyentart simply close her
eyes and let herself go on the high tide at midnighere were coloured
lights flashing behind her closed eyelids and #ee\was murmuring to her
with the voice of a lover. She found herself womghow long it had been
before the sea had carried Morwenna and Estebay fasva each other, or
had her arms clung fast to him even in death? Ngthiould seem so bad,
she thought remotely, with your lover's arms aroyol

The voice of the sea was louder now and more @rdistalling her name
over and over again, and she gave a little sofargia response. And the
arms which held her were strong, just as she hagjiimed, but they could
not overcome the fear that gripped her and sherbiegstruggle weakly.

Dominic's voice said urgently, 'My darling, I'vetggu. You're safe, but
you mustn't fight me. Try and relax and put younsround my neck.'

And she thought, 'So it's a dream, all a dreard,adlowed an overwhelming
darkness to swallow her up.

There were other dreams as well. Strange dreartieediall at Trevennon
and Nick, white-faced, standing hand in hand wiglie Inglis. There was
warmth and unimaginable softness and comfort aiglal which trickled
fire down the back of her throat. And oddly theraswDr Warner's genial
figure. 'A fine Christmas present this is for uls @ung lady." His touch on
her ankle was magically comforting and she trieteétiohim so, but his face
kept receding and it was much easier insteadqusike the two small white
tablets that he was offering her. Somewhere clodead, he was telling
someone, 'Yes, a bad sprain, but she's young aiiggmg so we'll have to
hope there are no ill effects. Rest and quiet d@wty of warmth is what she
needs, but call me at once if..." His voice faded #weddarkness returned,
but it was a friendly darkness now.

When she opened her eyes again, a cold grey lightflling the room, and
she knew that she wasn't dreaming. She turneddaer $lightly and looked



up at the slightly ironic gaze of Morwenna Trevemnantil a more homely
countenance interposed itself.

'Merry Christmas,’ Inez said somewhat tartly. 'Ancice fright you give us
all, I must say!"

Morwenna gave her a wan smile. 'I'm sorry."Tisrétyou have to apologise
to, my lover. Here's some soup I've been keepindpnethen you woke up.
Sit up a little bit and I'll arrange your pillows.’

Morwenna complied, wincing a little as she movedihgired foot.

'What happened?’ she asked. 'l was on the beadif@hdl can remember
that. | couldn't get back up the steps.'

Inez looked austere. 'And what were you doin' dtiveme, I'd like to know,
when you'd gone off from your home without a warchhyone?"

'It would take too long to explain," Morwenna saigarily, beginning to eat
her soup, and Inez's face softened.

'‘And | shouldn't be going on at you when you nexsl,rshe said. 'You eat
the soup, my pretty, and then I'll brush your Haécause Mr Dom's
downstairs waiting to have a word with you.'

Morwenna laid the spoon back in the bowl. Her egesight Inez's
apprehensively. 'I—I don't want to see anyone.'

‘That's no way to talk.' Inez put the spoon impgsip back into her hand.
'Spent half the night in that chair, he did, makegwge you slept easy.
Besides, 'twas him that found you, and you'll wanthank him for that at
least. Carried you into the house as if you wedead thing.'

Morwenna made herself go on with her soup. Shesdawdy, 'Other things
are coming back to me now. | thought I'd dreamirthBid—did | see Miss
Inglis here?'



'She's still here. | made up the bed for her inryyd room.' Inez gave a nod
of satisfaction. 'Looks as if she and Mr Nick aoéng to make a match of it
after all these years.' She chuckled. ' "Twas praprantic to see them, and
I'd always thought Miss Inglis a cold sort of womamd Mr Mark's young
lady seems a nice little thing, though not a lotsty for herself yet.
Finished? There's a good maid.’'

She took the tray from Morwenna briskly, and fetther hairbrush from
the dressing table. Morwenna protested feebly, Inaz overrode her
objections. "You don't want him seeing you likestith your hair in a
snarl,’ she declared positively. 'And that old tiglof your mother's isn't
much cop, either. Lucky I've got something thatiVer it up proper.'

She produced a parcel wrapped in Christmas paperhanded it to
Morwenna. When she opened it, Morwenna found atypmehite wool
shawl, hand-crocheted with a long fringe.

'Little present for you," Inez commented offhangedDid it when | had a
moment. 'Tisn't difficult to do—in fact | could teta you how to do it, later
on.'

Morwenna slipped the shawl's fleecy softness rcwerdshoulders, sudden
tears pricking her eyes. 'Oh, Inez! It— it's befaliti

'Well, there's no call to cry about it." Inez soeddshocked. 'Don't let Mr
Dom find you with red eyes on Christmas morning.’

Before Morwenna could speak, she gave her a farsaionk and vanished
with the tray, and the discarded wrapping paper.

Morwehna watched the door, aware that her heart Wasnping
uncomfortably under her ribs. When at last he caie was shocked at the
sight of him. He was very pale and there were dbapows of sleeplessness
under his eyes. He came across to the bed and Isiwkidg down at her.

'We don't have to talk,' he said quietly. 'We'Jetla time in the world for
talking when you're stronger. Just don't send ma&yaMorwenna. Let me
sit in that chair and look at you, and know that'y® safe.’



'‘No," she halted him as he began to move awayreéTdme things that must
be said. You—you saved my life. | don't know howdd can't begin to
thank you...'

‘Thank me?' he cut in almost incredulously. 'My Gbdve you any
conception of what | went through yesterday when gsappeared like
that?'

'Yes.' She began to pleat a fold of sheet in mgeiis. 'I'm sorry | worried
you all like that.'

'‘Never mind the others.' He sat down on the edd@ieedbed and put his hand
over hers. She was amazed to find that it was sga#tightly. 'Later in the
day they'll all be coming to see you and you'llrn&aabout their varying
reactionsad nauseamBut now I've got you to myself for a while, so lid
grateful if you'd concentrate on me and my feelingéy did you run
away?'

'‘Because | knew I'd made you angry again—and Idtoubear it." She
stared wearily down at the coverlet. There was oiatgn dissimulation
now.

'‘Because | found you at Barbie's?' He gave a stjghdn. 'l was angry, but
not for the reason you think. You see, | wasn'halthere. Nick was with
me.'

'Nick?'

'Yes. He decided yesterday morning that as devimgthods hadn't
achieved what he wanted, then he'd better try & mioect approach. So he
told me the whole story and got me to drive himroie see Barbie.
Karen—insisted on knowing why we had come, and Niels. blunt with
her, perhaps too blunt. She took it badly, andsudtered the brunt of it. If |
seemed angry, it was more for you than with yatoaigh | was afraid that
you might have queered Nick's pitch by your intetien.'

'‘But | didn't know," she began. He passed a sihgnfthger caressingly over
her lips.



"You didn't wait to find out, my sweet. You camek&ere and barricaded
yourself in and none of us could reach you. Therhag to spend a frantic
day yesterday trying to find you. The Christmas EMmener was nearly
cancelled for the first time in living memory. Itas Nick's decision to go
ahead with it. He was convinced that you'd be bacthe house before
midnight." He gave a slight, rueful smile. 'But itas well he couldn't
visualise the circumstance of your return, or igimihave caused him
another stroke."'

Morwenna was shaking now, a little with reactioat imore, far more with
his proximity and this new inexplicable tenderness.

She moistened her lips. 'So—so everything's atngth Nick and Barbie.
I'm so pleased—pleased above all that Nick findiyided to go to her
himself.'

'He found her more than ready to meet him halfw@gyinic said rather
drily. 'l don't know what you can have said to Haut it seemed to have
touched some inner chord. He was with her for avehour and when they
came down to the drawing room she was clingingito ds if he was her
rock.'

Morwenna was silent for a moment, then she said, '®w do you feel
about it, Dominic? After all, what she did affectgalir family so deeply.
Can you forgive her and accept her as Nick's wife?"

'Nick's his own man," he said shortly. 'As for Barlshe's been punished
enough, | think. She and Nick plan to be marriedyeia the New Year.
When they announced it last night, she looked dikeoman who had been
let out of prison.’

She forced a smile. 'lIt must have been quite dcatien. | hope Karen will
also be able to accept the situation.’

He shrugged. 'l doubt if she'll be around very mlaiger to accept it or
otherwise. | gather from Barbie she's planning la@oprolonged visit to
California. Apparently there's a man involved.'



Morwenna was very white and her eyes were enorngheswhispered. '‘But
it was you—you and Karen. You were going to annewaur engagement
to her last night. That's the other reason | raayawl couldn't face the idea
of seeing you together.’

'l—engaged to Karen?' He stared at her, browsdalgéhatever gave you
that idea?' His face became sardonic. 'Or maybeuld ask whoever gave
it to you?'

'‘But she made it clear to me that you were goingeaanarried. She talked
about the changes she would make when she wasssidtere. And Mark
said you'd taken your mother's ring to be cleamebladtered.’

His mouth twisted drily. 'I'm aware that local gpsbas had Karen and
myself paired off for some time, and I'd be a ifdrpretended to you that |
wasn't attracted to her, or that any relationslefwbeen us had been purely
casual. She was decorative and could be amusing smed had
other—attributes which | won't enlarge upon, bugréhwas never any
guestion of marriage, on my side at least. In laictgs had cooled between
us quite some time ago— long before you quite dlitgrflung yourself
across my path.’

She said, her face burning, '‘But you were withthat night. The night Nick
unlocked my mother's room. | saw you come homeaéx morning.'

'Yes, I'd been out all night.' He looked steadtlyer.'But | hadn't been with
Karen. I'd just been—driving around,-trying andife to come to terms
with myself and the way | was feeling about yowals trying to argue you
out of my head and my heart and failing badly. Hemy somewhat violent
reaction when | saw you.'

She released her hand gently from his. She didoo&tat him as she said,
'‘Dominic—I'm not another Karen. You see, | liedylmu the other night.

There's never been—anyone. But | know you wantand,if that's all you

want of me, then I'll make it what | want too.'

He swore softly under his breath. His hand grippedchin and turned her
head so that she was facing him.



'‘And where does love come into it—or were you lyaiput that too?"
'Oh, no."' Her eyes met his. 'l did—I do love yout Bou said...'

'l know what | said.' He put up a hand and wardked his dishevelled hair
back from his forehead. 'Let's just say it was asf line of defence against
you—and not a very good one at that.' He bent fahvaad kissed her eyes
very softly. 'l love you, Morwenna,' he whispergkhd | need you as | need
to draw my next breath. | sensed it that first bighen | hauled you out of
the ditch. That's why | was so angry when | fountwho you were. Your
mother had always been represented to me as amcipjgd adventuress.
Knowing you were her daughter, | was bound to ndigguyour motives. I've
been torn in half ever since you set foot in tluade. And to cap it all, it was
SO obvious that everyone else in the householdeddgou. Especially
Mark." He shook his head. 'God, was | jealous ofkilasaw him kissing
you that night—remember? I'm afraid you suffereg blacklash from that
later.'

In a low voice, she said, 'Dominic—that card fromnéssa.'

'Ah, yes.' His lip curled slightly. 'l had the piage of a conversation with
your cousin Vanessa when | phoned the Priory toue@gabout your
whereabouts. She took a quite malicious deligtmeiaring you might be in
trouble of some kind. And she asked if you'd reeeithe card.’

Morwenna sighed. 'She's never liked me very mugh,.b

'‘Don't give her another thought," he said. "Youdneever see her or hear
from her again.'

He drew her to him and his mouth closed over heith \&n ardent
possessiveness which sent her senses reeling. $ieeoould speak, she
said, 'But you were always so hostile to me..."

'l thought | behaved with amazing restraint undesr tircumstances,' he
said. He bent and pressed his lips to the throbpirige in her throat. 'l
wanted so badly to believe in you—to accept allt tleveliness and
innocence as genuine, but all the evidence seemseldgainst you, making



you either a mischief-maker or a fanatic—possildthb He shook his head.
'When Nick told me how he'd been using you, wedathzing row.’'

"You mustn't blame him." Shyly she put up a harisaroked his cheek. 'He
only did what he thought was right." She pausedmbic—how did you
know where to find me? On the beach, | mean.’

He lay on the bed beside her, holding her in theecof his arm. 'When |
realised you'd gone, | looked everywhere for a-reteme kind of message.
In spite of everything, | couldn't believe you'dnply vanished without a
word to me. And | had this feeling that you wei# st the area.' He grinned
reminiscently. 'A feeling that was confirmed whenalled at St Enna to
collect my future sister-in-law. She may be a lofyand, but she's not a
good liar. | guessed you were somewhere about—ggssithin earshot,
and that my best bet would be to return later igtit or early this morning
when you weren't expecting me. That's what | ineehd’hen | found the
envelope with your drawing under the tree last nagid | knew that you'd
visited the house without anyone realising it dgtine evening. It seemed a
forlorn hope, but | went to the front door and thevere these footprints
leading away from the house in the snow. It hadegou, so | got a torch
and followed.' He shuddered. 'Thank God I did!"

His lips found hers again and she clung to him adtireserve, returning his
kisses with passionate ardour. They were bothoaabsorbed to hear the
door opening.

'Rest and quiet," Inez said severely. 'That's wistmaid should be ‘aving,
and how's she to do that, I'd like to know, withiygprawled all over her bed,
Mr Dom?' She stood, hands on hips, regarding thatimlike a benign fairy.
'‘Come away and have your breakfast, and leave'er b

Morwenna began to shake with laughter and felt Dacis arm tighten
round her.

He said with a dangerous glint in his eye, 'Indideave when I've said what
| came here to say, and not before.'



'Well, get on with it, then,' Inez returned with@ahcour. "You've been here
long enough to make a speech in Parliament, newedt ask the maid to
marry you. And if your bacon's cold, don't blame'r@ which valedictory
note, she departed.

Morwenna said on a catch of her breath, 'Dominicu—yd....'

He reached into his pocket and took out a smakljiens' box. He said rather
ruefully, 'Inez stole my thunder, but | had thegritieaned and altered for
you. | borrowed the little pearl ring of your motlseto make sure the size
was right—the one you were crying over that dag 'dighed. 'l wanted so
badly to pick you up in my arms and comfort you, #llilyou wanted was to
sing a paean of praise to Nick for getting thosamed pictures framed.’

'Well, it was kind of him.’
'Kind be damned. He had nothing to do with it.'

'It was you!" She looked wonderingly up into hisda'But you never said
anything ... and when | thanked Nick, he didn'tydeh

'l told him not to. | was afraid if you'd realisdtht I'd had them framed you
might have flung them back at me.' He took the,ralarge square emerald
flanked by two exquisite diamonds, out of the bod alid it on to her finger,
'If you cry now,' he whispered, 'l can pick youiapmy arms and hold you
for the rest of our lives.'

‘The rest of our lives!" Morwenna gave a shaky laignd yesterday | was
so miserable. | can hardly believe it!

"You'd better believe it." He kissed the hand thatte his ring, and his kiss
was a pledge. 'Morwenna Trevennon—the bride thgaeaback to me. No
more tragedies, my love, no more bitterness oritapkack into the past.’

'No." She slid her arms up round his neck, andeshiiito his eyes. 'Only the
future—and each other.’



His mouth was warm and demanding on hers, ancegscting together, the
first Morwenna Trevennon gazed down on them seydnain her frame on
the wall, and, for a second, the ghost of an undeding smile seemed to

play about her painted lips.



