


REBEL INLOVE
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She was a challenge he couldn't ignore.

Lex Moran, chairman of the education committee, thadfinal decision on
closing the village school.

Katrine Hume, teacher and newcomer to the villagstead of tactfully
trying to influence his decision, had once againhler temper overcome
discretion. She'd made an enemy of the one mancetid help her cause.

"All right,” she said, when the meeting was oveo T was wrong. But I'm
darned if fm going to fawn around anybody--howewanch power he
holds!"



CHAPTER ONE

THE girl spoke clearly and with a sincerity and feglwhich aroused the
admiration of her audience. She already had thenpathy and support.
They liked her rounded, honest-looking face, theéwyiaed her wide mouth,
revealing white teeth which gleamed when she smileey envied her the
long fall of red- gold hair which framed her cheedtsd hung about her
shoulders.

The women—many of them older than herself— like@ thay the

blue-green of her tee-shirt went so well with tbloar of her hair. The men,
young fathers, husbands of the women beside thppreaiated the fit of
that tee-shirt and the way it enhanced the attrastof the shape beneath.

Most of all her audience liked what she had besfinga'Come rain or
shine, we'll win," she said, her voice ringing withallenge. "The local
authority can do its worst. They can come and bakdthe building if they
like, but | promise you that Rob Bowes and | wid gn teaching your
children even among the rubble they leave behind.'

The girl paused for the clapping of hands. 'Wejhft this battle together,’
she finished. 'Together we'll save our school!

She sat down, then rose at once to acknowledgeutts¢ of applause. The
small-built, white-haired man at the end of thenfresow beamed his
approval. He looked round the audience as if t¢ 't&yt she a fine girl, my
granddaughter? You just can't help admiring héting spirit!'

'She'll win, don't you worry," he said to the maxtto him. 'Katrine won't
let them close our school.'

Katrine bowed, hoping no one had guessed how nersbe had been. Her
eyes roamed over the audience. She vowed thatRaithBowes' help she
would fight to the finish. She must not let theseple down. They were the
parents, and some of them grandparents, of thdrehilunder her own and
Rob's care.



No doubt the old people remembered the days wiseadhi&ren, they had
attended the village school. They were probablyedasrmined as she was to
make sure that their grandchildren retained thiet tigg go on attending that
school, however old the building might now be.

One man—in his mid-thirties, she guessed—was sedtee: at the back.
Something about him, an air of remoteness, of tetant, of an almost
Clinical observation, made him stand out from ladl bthers.

Katrine frowned. Not only had he not joined in tqgplause, he somehow
seemed out of place. There was an island of entiyscaround him, as if
he had deliberately separated himself from the faomherd', as Katrine
was certain he regarded the other members of ttheraze.

He sat a little sideways on his seat. It seemeabagyh his height was such
that he was forced by it to compress his body tinéorelatively small space
afforded by the rows of linked chairs. His elbowtesl on the chair back
while his fingers pressed against his cheek. Ekengh the length of the
hall separated them, Katrine could discern the hao# in his eyes, the
uncompromising set of his mouth, the square, oatiohin.

With a shock she realised that, for the few momantshich she had been
studying him, the chatter and bustle of the audidrad receded. It had been
as though there were only two of them present—lfearsd the dark-haired
man in the back row. Katrine coloured, realisingttthe man had not only
been conscious of her scrutiny, but had been amhbgel and coolly
returned it.

To counteract any impression she might have gikanhhte held any interest
for her, she turned sharply and walked, head rstgp decisive, to Rob
Bowes. He was gathering together his notes—he &mb dddressed the
audience—and smiled warmly at Katrine as she appexh
"You did well," he said. 'You had them with youthk way.'

'So did you, Rob."



'‘Ah, but,” the warmth in his smile deepened, 'l 'domave your
assets—sweetness, femininity, not to mention tleaidcof golden-red hair.'

She laughed, shuffling the notes in her hand.

'Katrine, love," her grandfather climbed agilelytorthe platform, 'you're a
great girl, lassie." He put his hand on her foredxau'll win, see if you
don't. With all this lot supporting you," he motexhto the slowly departing
audience, 'you can't fail.’

Katrine's glance followed her grandfather's—onl¥innd that her eyes were
ensnared yet again by the man at the back of thheHewas standing now
and Katrine knew she had been right about his leigle had more of it

than he knew what to do with. He towered abovéhallother men present,
his clothes were better tailored, his bearing hedde authority—in fact, he
was literally head and shoulders above every ottggnber of his own sex in
that hall.

'‘Grandfather," Katrine murmured into his ear, #f&ra man near the exit
door I've never seen before. Somehow, he—well,desnit seem to fit in.

I've a feeling he doesn't agree with everythingevsaying. | did notice he
didn't applaud with all the others.’

Her grandfather turned to face the dispersing auegieAfter one glance at
the man, he turned back. "You wouldn't expect loisgree, dear. It's Moran,
the--'

‘The Enemy," Rob Bowes cut in worriedly, 'with gital "E". So he's back
now.'

'‘Chairman of the Education Committee," her gramdfiaexplained.

'In other words, the man who virtually makes theisiens,’ Rob enlarged,
'because the rest of the committee nearly alwdi®fdis lead.’

'‘But why haven't | seen him before?' Katrine adkedilderedly.



'‘Been abroad,' her grandfather replied, 'on busioésis own. He's a big
man in his own line. Owns a few factories. OwndRRtoo," he whispered,
'so he doesn't exactly have to count his pennies.’

'Up to now," Rob went on, 'we've been dealing \withdeputy.'

'‘Ah, now | see,' said Katrine, 'why no one wouldncait themselves about
the school. They've been awaiting the return of mien with all the
influence —where education in the county is conedranyway.'

'Right," Rob answered.

'So it's up tdhim,is it,’ Katrine went on, 'whether or not our sch&wrvives?
Which means he holds the whip hand--'

Her grandfather's 'sh-sh!' came just too latedp bker.

I do indeed, Miss Hume.' How did he know her nani&®n Katrine
remembered. It had been on the poster advertisegublic meeting.

So the man with the power, the unsympathetic spiotdho had refused to
applaud when she had finished speaking, had con@ndhem. He had
mounted the platform so quietly they had not kninverwas there.

The newcomer held out his hand. 'How are you keggihomas?’

'‘Good to see you 'back among us, Mr Moran.' Thdfwase put his smaller,
frailer hand into the outstretched one, shakirggitf he meant it. 'I'm fine,
thanks.'

Katrine stared. Her grandfather friendly with tBmemy'? Howcould he
shake the hand of the man who had the means te thesdoors of the
village school for ever?

'l see,' the man commented, eyeing Katrine witlamav, slightly ironic
look, 'that the village has acquired at least oe@ mhabitant while I've
been out of the country.'



Thomas responded quickly to the veiled requesafomtroduction. 'Meet
my granddaughter, Katrine, Mr Moran. She's the teagher at the school,’
he added with pride.

'So | gathered from her speech,’ said Lex Morarhéd@ out his hand. 'Shall
we be formal, Miss Hume?' So he was forcing hepub on a show of
cordiality, was he? Well, she would shake his hantipnly because custom
required it. She did so, but not even the begirmofga smile sweetened her
wide, inviting mouth.

Lex Moran smiled, however, although there was pregilittle warmth to
soften the hard, full lips. 'l compliment you oruy@randdaughter, Thomas.
A fighter, it seems,” with a speculative glancehat flushed face, 'as
outspoken and candid as she's attractive.'

Katrine's flush deepened at the man's edged fjatbert her grandfather
laughed. 'l won't argue with you, Mr Moran. I'm pdoof my granddaughter.
I'm glad to have her living with me for a while. Mgn and his wife live way
up north. Katrine takes after her mother, my daggim-law, in looks, but
there's one way at least she's like her fathersonyEddie—she's blunt.' He
laughed again. 'She doesn't mince her words, tethyou!

‘Then they must both get it from you, Thomas,' Moran smiled. "You're
as plain-speaking as they come. So now it seegen &is eyes swung to
the girl facing him, her head held defiantly highat we've got another
Hume among us. And a fighter, too.’

Katrine's defiance tightened her smile. 'Shoulgoti really have said
"trouble-maker"”, Mr Moran?'

You're challenging me, Miss Hume?' Dark, well-gdeyebrows rose. 'I'll
match your bluntness. Yes, if you prefer, troublgker. I've dealt with
many during my time as a county councillor.’

'l tremble to contemplate your methods of dealingthwthose
"trouble-makers”, Mr Moran." Her provocative smié®unteracted the
apprehension implied in the words, and with julbkatshe noted the
tightening of her opponent's lips.



‘Yes, well," said Rob Bowes, shuffling his notesl apeaking for the first
time since Lex Moran joined them, 'I'm quite sureNdbran, in his position

as Education Committee chairman will act in thdageé's best interests,
Katrine. Won't you, Mr Moran?'

‘Believe it or not, | always have, Mr Bowes. Misgrile would probably not
know that, being a newcomer to the area. No doebtgnandfather will
enlighten her.’

Thomas Hume laughed. 'Yes, well, we haven't alvbagn on the same side
of the fence, policy-wise, have we, Mr Moran?'

'Meaning that whatever you might tell her aboutmagy be prejudiced?’ Lex
Moran laughed shortly, then gazed narrowly at iHelgey were discussing.
‘Judging by the look on her face, | doubt whetheptlzsing you might say
about me could possibly prejudice your granddaugigainst me more than
she already is.' His eyes moved to the postersedito the tables on the
platform. ' "Save Our School",' he read aloud. rotéct our children's

future". "To every village a school of its own".

Infuriated by the amusement in his voice, Katrie@rted, 'How can you be
so cynical about something so important? It's abbwigou haven't got any
children of your own, Mr Moran.' In her anger, sgeored Bob's agitated
movements and her grandfather's worried frownyoli had, you would
agree with what those posters say. And you wouwe bpplauded at the end
of the meeting with everyone else!

'Katrine, dear," her grandfather said anxiouslygally think you should be
just a little more--' He seemed uncomfortable alfioighing the sentence.

'Discreet is the word | think your grandfather wagng to use, Miss Hume."
To Thomas he said, '‘Don't worry. Let your granddeeighave her say. I'm a
firm believer in free speech, and you've alreadyned me she doesn't
mince her words. | can admire her for her bluntpiégsr nothing else.’

The colour in Katrine's face deepened at the irdphsult. Her anger at his
cynicism was giving way to something like remondad she gone too far



invoicing her assumption that he had no family? &lbshe knew, the man
could have a wife and six children living in thear

'I'm sorry,’ she said, attempting to sound sinceékead no right--'

'Save your breath, Miss Hume,' Lex Moran said atyus it happens, you

were correct in assuming | have no family. I'm exxn married. However, |

was not being cynical about the message on thastenspnor do | disagree
with what they say. | merely think you're wastirguy time.'

Katrine's chin rose higher. 'We're fighting a kmaittle intend to win, Mr
Moran.'

‘To fight a battle you must have an enemy. Maylalso that might be?’

Katrine knew without Rob's agitated signals, theg siust speak carefully.
‘The local authority.’

'‘Shouldn't your answer have been the Education dtieefl In particular,
myself as its chairman.’ His smile was touched witlice. ‘Come, where's
your plain speaking now?' He looked at his watamust go.' With another
smile, 'We shall doubtless meet again, Miss Humeok forward to it. |
dearly love a battle of wits, not to mention a leatif wills, especially when
it's with a fiery, stubborn young woman. And rememlby the way, that
when you're sharpening your verbal weapons prepgrdab making a
strategic attack on those in authority, | hold thwaip hand”. Your words,
Miss Hume, not mine.’

With a brief, smiling salute, he left them.

‘All right," said Katrine, as soon as Lex Moran Heffl the hall, 'so | was
wrong. | was impetuous and hotheaded, tactlessrainstreet.' Her cheeks
were scarlet. 'There now," she looked from her dfther to Rob Bowes,
''ve said it all for you. But someone had to ghe than in his place.’



Rob gestured towards the ceiling. 'Which is upehep to speak. At the
head, at the pinnacle of that authority he spokeiatyou've made not just
an enemy for yourself, Katrine, but for the whodenpaign.'

Her eyes filled. She knew he was right, but shddccnat control the feeling
of self-pity which welled up inside her. '‘Okay, lsmight have been more
tactful, if only for the sake of what we're tryitmachieve. But I'm darned if
I'm going to fawn around anybody, however much pdweewields.'

'‘But, Katrine,"” Rob remonstrated, 'there are timdgen you have to

submerge your personal inclinations, and this ie oh them. There's
something we all want to achieve and that is prengrthe closure of the
school. As long as we succeed, what does it matterhave to abandon our
own self-esteem, lower ourselves a little, and eifawn"” as you call it?

Once we've won, everything can return to normal--'

Katrine shook her head sharply. 'Once you've lost gelf-respect, you've
lost it for a lifetime. You'd never forget the tintdhappened, nor forgive the
person who made you lose it.'

'Speak for yourself, Katrine," said Rob, pushirggapers into his briefcase.
'l for one disagree. And I'm sure that, in a césethis, there'd be a lot of
others--'

Thomas Hume saw the warning signs in his granddadghface. 'lt's no
good, Rob, you won't convince her against her Bitle's the kind—just like
my son, her father—who learns only by experieng&rithough it may be.’

Her eyes moistened at her grandfather's apparsioydity. ‘Grandfather,’
she said, 'haven't | stood here this afternoomgloily utmost best for the
campaign, trying to arouse all the parents to aetio

‘All right, dear," her grandfather soothed, 'dtake everything to heart so. |
wasn't criticising you, | was speaking the truthefle-are some things we all
have to learn to accept in this life, however uapémnt a taste they might
leave in the mouth.'



'‘And one of those, | suppose, is that if it paybeaervile and cringing to an
objectionable, hateful creature like Lex Morant juscause he holds all the
aces...'

Rob nodded. 'Then you just have to be cringing aedvile. Your
grandfather's right, Katrine.'

Her colour high, Katrine said, 'l thought betteryolu, Rob. | know you're
the head teacher of the school, but | didn't knowd sell your soul just to
keep your job!" She swung away, climbing down frma platform. She
knew she had been unfair in speaking so petulémtBob, but she couldn't

help herself. It was as though everyone had tuagainst her, even her
friends.

'She'll come round, Rob," she heard her grandfailiesper. 'For some
reason, Mr Moran's upset her. She seems to haga takinstant dislike to
the man, and I'm darned if | know why.'



CHAPTER TWO

As soon as Katrine arrived at the school next nmgrna child from the top
class ran after her.

'Miss Hume,' the girl said, 'Mr Bowes wants to gee. It's urgent, he said.’
She ran off as Katrine thanked her.

Katrine entered the staff room and hung her jacket hook. The room was
little more than a large cup board with a windovmeTschool was over a
hundred years old, and showed its age in every @age it must have been
overflowing with bright-eyed children born of vijars who tilled the fields

and maybe worked for the local squire.

Now it boasted only two small classes. There wave thembers of
statf—herself and Rob Bowes, head of the schoal,vamo also did his
share of teaching. It was small, Katrine admitedhérself defensively, of
course it was. But while there were children invillege who needed to be
taught the school had a right to exist, the lobétcen a right to attend.

Katrine pushed open the door into the tiny offiaBbABowes chose to call
his 'study'. He rose as she entered, then immégdsgedown again, inviting
her to follow his example. He seemed a little agdapushing back his light
brown hair. He was slim and reasonably tall, buerewso, Katrine
remembered, he had had to look up to Lex Moran.

''ve had a phone call from the Education Offides' said bluntly. 'This
morning we're being inspected.’

A strange apprehension tautened Katrine's stomadtles, a frightening
presentiment of approaching calamity had her bregthaster. 'At such

short notice? That's hardly fair.' There was a gngveonfusion outside in
the corridor, the patter of running feet, raisetdish voices. 'Who by?' she
pressed. 'A schools inspector?'

'‘No. Can't you guess?'



‘Not——" her mouth went dry, 'not the chairman of the HEdion
Committee?'

'The very same. Mr Lex Moran, the message said b&ipaying a visit to
the village's primary school this morning. No pautar time specified.’

Katrine paled and stood, unable to remain seatédeahews. 'Why ihe
coming? To wield the big stick, to let us know—&sve weren't already
aware of it—that .our future, and the school'snikis hands?'

Rob shrugged, 'Who knows? Maybe just curiosity, lbealp see what the
fuss is all about.'

Katrine began to speak, but hesitated as the oitséde grew louder. Her
instinct was calling her into the corridor to geietthe invading hordes;
desire to discuss the situation keeping her whesersas.

'What does he want?' she asked acidly. 'Red cagagtment?'

Rob laughed. 'He'll be lucky if he gets a mat tpennis feet on! We've had
to skimp and scrape for so long, the one doormdtave got is threadbare.’

Katrine said angrily, her voice rising to cover tbees and shouts of
temporarily undisciplined children, 'l wish he'dndihis own business and
let us get on with what we're paid to do. We're teachers, the
professionals. He might be a big name in induding, where education is
concerned, he's no more than an amateur.'

Katrine could see that she did not have the whbRob's attention, but she
persisted, 'What does he know about running agéllachool? It's a
specialist job. Why should he set himself above \W&?know what we're
doing, yet he thinks he can dictate to us about Wwevshould run our own
establishment, or even whether we should be runhatgall.'

The more she developed her argument, the warmeshieeks became and
the more irritated her voice grew. She wished Rohld&/look at her instead
of staring blankly at his blotter.



'What,' she demanded indignantly, hoping to catsfattention again, 'does
any councillor know about teaching? Just think bhitthey were—or still
are— before they became elected as councillorchus, bakers...’

'‘Candlestick-makers?' The cold voice from the desmt an excruciating
shock coursing to earth through her slender bddyeven, lowest of the
low, industrialists?'

Now Katrine knew the reason for Rob's strange erabament as she had
talked. Her back had been to the door. He, howdaat, known that they
had a visitor.

She had not known and had therefore continuedlkoutainhibitedly and

critically about people whose standing locally—litkeat of the man who
had come unannounced into the headmaster's room-deegiy respected
by the village's inhabitants.

Rob Bowes had risen, hand extended, his candidresatinable to disguise
the embarrassment brought about by his one andraeiypber of staff's
indiscreet tongue. 'Mr Moran, we were expecting.\Rlease take a seat.'

The headmaster's study, however, contained onlyisiter's chair. Since
Katrine had sunk back into it in her surprise armngy, the visitor rubbed
his chin, appearing to consider the matter. He seleimbe tossing up in his
mind the relative virtues of adhering to the rutéssocial politeness and
telling the young woman-who occupied the seat &y sthere she was, or
claiming his rights as a VIP and requesting the afsthe chair she was
occupying. A narrow look invaded his steel-greysey¢e had plainly come
to a decision.

'Miss Hume? If you would be so kind as to vacae \lsitor's chair and
allow me to--'

'Katrine?' Rob cleared his throat. 'Would you--?

Furious at the newcomer's veiled implication taata mere member of staff
she was behaving discourteously to a visitor, aitkl erself for failing to



anticipate Rob's request, Katrine coloured deepty jarked herself from
the wooden chair so hard it toppled over.

Far from diving to rescue it, Lex Moran stood watgh with some

amusement, as Katrine bent to right the chair. \Wishiff, reluctant gesture,
she indicated that the chair was now his to occlipis he did, with a brief
nod, lowering his considerable length into it andossing his

immaculately-clad legs.

Not a single word of thanks, Katrine thought angrs the visitor turned to
Rob. 'l assume the chief education officer rang fromm the Education
Office? | asked him to do so.’

'Yes, indeed, Mr Moran. I--' Rob checked himseld anith his eyes
indicated to Katrine that she should leave.

Lex Moran, however, plainly had no intention of 8pg her feelings. His
look reduced her to the size of a piece of chatit ttad snapped in half.
'Forgive me, Miss Hume," he said, 'for speakinghwitat bluntness for
which, it seems, you have a reputation, but istitme you got on with the
job for which you're paid? Judging by the noiserti@b outside is making,
your services are urgently required on the otha sf that door.’

Katrine bristled. 'I'm perfectly aware of where ayty lies--' She checked
herself and drew a breath.

No, she could not, for Rob's sake, for the saktheffuture of the school,
answer this man as she longed to be able to dod&ive a deep breath,
opened her lips to apologise, saw the mocking glithe eyes of the visitor
and closed her mouth tightly.

He had won the point, and he knew it, but evemepindignation at his cool
dismissal was slow to diminish. Moments later, widr back to the door
which she had snapped shut behind her, she sedwottest lost composure.
It took only a few seconds for her balance to Istored, infusing her with
sufficient drive to assert her authority and stog deaf-making shrieks of
infant youth run wild.



It was just before the mid-morning break, when ti#ldren's excess
energies had accumulated to explosive point, tiretlbor of the classroom
opened. Before her head turned and Katrine sawldhe haired man who
entered, she knew who the newcomer would be.

There was no time to analyse her feelings at higadr All Katrine knew
was that her heart began to race. Her breathingkgned and her cheeks
grew warm. This must be, she thought confusediy, &igoldier must have
felt in bygone days when the signal to charge thergy had been given.
Except that, however much it irritated, she hacktoain in her place at the
front of the class and treat her particular 'enewih the courtesy and
servility usually accorded to a visitor.Lex Mordosed the door and nodded
coolly to Katrine, but try as she might she coutd summon a smile in
greeting. He slipped his hands into his well- t&itbtrouser pockets and
awaited events.

Remembering her role as teacher, Katrine turnédeimine or ten children
in front of her. However much it irked her, she wnghat her next task must
be.

'Stand up, children," she said in her most clipfgethoolteacher’ voice.

Slowly and noisily, they complied. '¥ery important persohas come to see

us.' Her smile was unnaturally bright and this shreed on the newcomer.

But if she expected to encounter in his expresaiormoyance at her sarcastic
emphasis, she was disappointed. The merest higaroionic amusement
pulled at his lips, then his expression returnedtdoformer unreadable

watchfulness.

'Now say "good morning"," she told them.

'‘Good morning, Mr Moran,' they intoned. As sheelistd she remembered
she had forgotten to tell them his name. So hovittig know? By the way
some of them smiled at him, it was plain that tl@mwas no stranger. To be
known by such small members of the village comnyrshe reflected
sarcastically as they resumed their seats, Lex Morast have distributed
his patronage and benevolence with a condescemsidngraciousness
worthy of olden times.



The children settled surprisingly easily and seemoedccept him without
guestion or any desire to show off in the preseridke visitor. It might be,
Katrine thought, simply because they knew him. Batyoice inside
whispered, even that would not be sufficient i§calthey did not like him.
The thought provoked a recurrence of her irritation

It showed in her teaching, in the sharpness invbee as she set out sums
on the blackboard. Twice she made mistakes whiehoortwo of the older
ones—it was a mixed-age class because of the smallrof the
school—immediately pointed out, shooting up thaindbs in triumph.

By the time the bell rang for the mid-morning brelktrine's cheeks were
flushed and her heart beating painfully. Her visitwho had remained
standing, now had a stick with which to beat hehd so desired—her
incompetence as a teacher of small children.

As the class gathered in an excited crowd, alhgyo be the first to get out,
Lex Moran did not move from his position near tleoid Katrine was as
anxious as the children to remove herself from\teey important person's'
presence, but unlike them, she had to hide hertiengze until the last child
had gone.

As she said 'Please excuse me,' to the visitohdmsl came out, detaining
her. His touch on her bare arm—she wore a simplerser dress—made the
flesh tingle. She wanted desperately to jerk friéer the sake of the
campaign, however, she tolerated the hand whithaatmoment held her
loosely but which, she was convinced, could if tiezessity arose, grip
painfully hard to achieve its objective.

'Wait a moment, Miss Hume.' His eyes were cool iamghrtial, but he did
not release her. Had he sensed her distaste abuuh, and was he, in
retaining his hold on her, aiming to annoy?

‘Are there usually nine children in your classace there absentees?"
'‘No, they're all here." If her answers were shod & the point, would

release from him come more quickly? 'But this igrst my class. Rob—Mr
Bowes—and | share the two classes, teaching thBerafit subjects.’



He smiled and Katrine's heart acted strangely. 'Anthmetic's not your
strong point?"

So she had been correct in thinking he would helddnrors against her. 'l
don't usually make mistakes in adding up,' she me@p'Don't judge my
ability to teach on what you saw and heard todayak--'

She looked up at him, seeing his face for the firsé in disturbing detail.
Determination was there, obstinacy and a refusat &vadmit defeat—all
these characteristics were scrawled across hidlitec®ords chalked on a
blackboard by a careless hand.

But it was the sardonic, slightly cruel look in leiges which had her heart
beating painfully and which, together with his tbu@roused in her a
strange, deep- down animosity which no one in hesitpn—that of
wanting his support and plainly considerable inficee exerted on her
behalf—should ever experience, let alone admit to.

'Please go on,’ he invited, smiling slightly. It sva smile Katrine
instinctively mistrusted.

‘It was you," she blurted out, unable to tame listamary bluntness. 'You
standing there watching everything I did, listentagverything | said.'

He released her at last. 'Thanks for telling messMiume,' he returned, his
smile deepening. 'Now | know that | have only token@an appearance to
throw you off balance. It's a piece of knowledgeichkhmay well prove
useful some time.' He motioned to the corridor.nDtet me keep you. By
the screams out there, your calming influence am itifant hordes is
obviously badly needed.’

For the third time that morning, he was implyingttehe was not adequately
fulfilling her role as a teacher. She swung fromm l@aind made her way into
the playground.

It was mid-June, but the skies were overcast andirteashivered. The
children were playing quietly. Could she dash & s$taff room and collect



her jacket? In a moment the decision was made eted apon. The jacket
was on a chair and she seized it, * pulling it ®stze went.

As she stepped outside she was met by a seridésieks from high-pitched
male voices and thumps from miniature male fistst, Bs she saw to her
dismay, not only had a fight erupted out of thegeeshe had left behind, but
a man—a lean, hard-eyed man— was striding towdrel®oys. His jacket
was unbuttoned despite the chill in the air, hesblowing in the breeze.

He saw her. 'Miss Hume," he called, 'not only da gpecialise in making
arithmetical mistakes and confusing youthful, uotet! minds, you also
neglect your spell of playground duty. Either yeparate that little lot with
your feminine tact and persuasion, or | use my mlase brute force and do
it for you. If you're not quick, they'll tear eaother's hair out!'

There was no time to remonstrate with him that Isa@ been absent for
barely two minutes, nor to explain why. She raaaslards the two small
specimens of manhood who were locked in desperatite Hike stags,

antlers entwined, fighting with desperation to pres their domination

over their own particular collection of hinds.

She dived into the circle and grabbed an arm vatthénand. She tugged on
the two arms until the owners of them realised &third party had made an
irritating appearance. One of the small boys wotassgs, which,
miraculously, had stayed in place. The boys disgegdrom each other,
breathing deeply, their faces scarlet, their ey@symg on the fight which,
of necessity, had temporarily to be abandonedvidseer of the spectacles,
however, was so incensed at being deprived of thtory which he
considered had been within his grasp, he turnedheninnocent but
interfering third party and hit out at her witht§sand feet.

Katrine defended herself as well as she could,against such a fury of
flailing arms and legs, and with the pain whichreased with every blow,
she became increasingly helpless. Her drivingnostivas to hit back, but
the child maltreating her was in her charge. Inrage he probably didn't
even know what he was doing. So she clenched &#r &md used her voice
instead of her hands, hoping to reason him intalmer frame of mind.



The rain of blows ceased as suddenly as they haedgt It had not been her
verbal protests nor her appeal to the child's be#tture which had brought a
stop to the assault. Someone, somehow, had rentbgeaghild bodily from
her. Lex Moran had him across one shoulder in enfan's lift and had
delivered him to Rob Bowes, who had come to the ttosee what the noise
was all about.

Lex Moran then returned to Katrine, who stood, simakair awry, rubbing
herself all over in a vain attempt to ease the.dle was dazed, but would
not admit it and started to walk towards the schmolding. Then her legs
turned traitor and she found herself crouchingdrdgavn, to prevent a faint.

Lex Moran crouched beside her, pushing her head faréher down. 'lt's
shock,' he said, waited a moment then asked, '&ttgi?’

She nodded, wishing she could remove the presdunes dhand. For the
second time that morning his touch was making hises. Why couldn't the
man get out of her life and leave her alone?

He straightened, put his hand under her armpitslited her. Before she

could guess his intention, she was scooped intaris and swung across,
the playground and into the school. She knew shaldtbe expressing her
thanks, but all she could force out was, "You'vaedgour good deed, Mr

Moran. Please put me down. I'm all right now."'

Even to her own ears, her gratitude sounded satiheéignored her words,
looking around irritably. 'Isn't there a rest roamthis primitive shack of a
place? Is there nowhere | can put you for a rest?’

If only her head would stay upright instead of flopy against his shoulder.
If only his back beneath her clutching hand did fieet so solid and strong
and dependable!

‘There's the floor," she murmured. 'Put me th8hee'pulled her head upright
in a faint movement of challenge. 'Then you campig over me as much as
you like.' The treacherous head fell back agahmesicushioning shoulder.



'It will have to be the chair,' she heard him murnie lowered her feet to
the ground, his- arm still around her waist. A wejlkind of cry came
through into the staff room and Katrine stiffenadr head coming up, her
eyes staring into the puzzled eyes of the man bdwd

‘That's Andy Brown. Rob's punishing him!

'He fully deserves everything he's getting, thidelit' Katrine jerked from
the restraining arm and made for the door. "Whieeehiell are you going,
Miss Hume?'

The cold voice did not deter her. 'He mustn't,’ sha&l, 'he absolutely
mustn't.'

'Surely you can leave it to the head teacher tavknbat he's doing?

Katrine shook her head frantically. "You don't knth& child's background.
His parents have split up and neither of them whaimts He's living with an
aunt who doesn't want him, either.’

Disregarding the pain of her injuries, she spech@lthe corridor to Rob
Bowes' room, bursting in. Andy Brown stood, palmsits eyes, sobbing his
heart out, while Rob sat at the desk.

'Have you touched him?' Katrine cried.

Rob held up his hands. 'With these? No. But | Hygesucceeded in making
him feel no bigger than an insect. The child lasttool completely, and as
for what he did to you--'

'‘Apologise to Miss Hume, Andy Brown.' The hard wicame from the
doorway. 'Say you're sorry, or | personally will--'

Katrine swung round, her eyes on fire. 'You wostie did not care about
speaking with such disrespect to a highly respetiechber of the education
service.



Lex Moran strode across to the boy and stood, handsps, towering over
him. 'Say you're sorry to her, or—-'

The boy's crying started again. Katrine raced o, hher instinct to protect

the child getting the better of her judgment. Stenuated herself between
man and boy and put her hands against Lex Mordm@stcpushing him

away. She ignored the warning flash of fire _ whgtited in the cool grey

eyes. Then she crouched down and wrapped her d&rmg the sobbing

child, holding him close, feeling his tears dampgrier shoulder.

'I'm—I'm sorry, M-Miss Hume,' the high-pitched veigvhispered. 'l—I'm
s-sorry for hurting you.'

‘All right, all right now," she pacified, strokings hair, then putting him
from her and drying his eyes with a tissue. Hisggs had fallen to the floor
and she reached out, picked them up and replaeed ¢in the child's nose.
'‘Better now?' He nodded slowly. 'Then off you go.’

The spectacles gave the child an appealingly owbsk as he glanced
uncertainly from one to the other. Deciding no Hert reprimands would
come his way, he made for the door and disappehredgh it into the
playground.

The laughter and shouts of children still playimgke the silence within the
room. Now it was Katrine who felt she was the ciiland had committed
some unnamed crime. And it was she who now raisedhéad and looked
first at Rob, then at their visitor, as if dariffgen to criticise her for her
humane action.

Lex Moran's expression was unreadable and she ledmbside at her
audacity in pushing him away —in touching him dt #l she did not
apologise, would he now threaten her as he had Andywn?

To her intense astonishment and relief, he bralcearsmile. It was sardonic
and mocking, but it was a smile. 'If | were to humyself on you and assault
you like Andy Brown, would you take me in your arme matter how much

| hurt you, Miss Hume, and comfort me?'



She had to smile, even if the vision of Lex Moratdhfast in her arms did
disturb her inordinately, stirring in her strangelings to which, until that
moment, she had been a complete stranger.

A faintness hit her and her head spun. She pund tait and closed her
eyes.

'Sit down, Katrine," Rob said urgently. 'lIt's shakeu up more than you
realised.’

He came round the desk and pushed the chair forwatding her into it.
After a few moments, Lex Moran asked, '‘Can youesigr for the rest of
the morning, Mr Bowes?'

Katrine took her hand from her head. 'I'm not lagvihe school. There's
nothing wrong with me. | can't leave Rob to cope--'

'With twenty-eight kids, Katrine? Come on, somehsas have to deal with
classes of forty children. | can manage three-guarbf that number
without--'

'Rob!" He had been trying to help her, but his weords were giving the
visitor—the enemy—ammunition to use against them.

The visitor, whose ability to read between thediaaed even the words was
not in doubt, had probably heard all he wantechimkanyway, without her
agonised interruption.

'‘Come on, Miss Hume," said Lex Moran. He indicdatexldoor. 'This way.'

'I'm not going home, Mr Moran. | refuse to worry igrandfather with such
a trivial matter as a few bruises.'

A thin layer of ice coated his expression. 'In ttede, Miss Hume,' he said, 'l
suggest you return to your duties. If your injurges so trivial, as you put it,

then they won't prevent you from calling in theldfen and taking on two

classes, while | continue my discussion with thachieacher.’



Katrine stared at him in dismay. He must know t#tough the damage
inflicted by Andy Brown was not serious, the paianfi it remained. The
prospect of standing in front of a class and, maegowalking between
classrooms and keeping both sets of children guéeimed her.

'‘But, Mr Moran, my--' My bruises are throbbing, steel been going to say,
but that would have meant going back on her statertiaat they were
trivial, and also playing on this hard man's pityetthat he had any, she
thought acidly.

She gritted her teeth, rose and limped to the door.

'Katrine--' Rob's voice, uncertain yet worried, dimt stop her from making
a dignified, if slightly pathetic exit.

After half an hour of trying to teach two classé®ce, Katrine gave both
classes a series of subjects to draw, and limpeth dhe staff cloakroom.
The throb of the bruises had increased—probablg essult of so much
walking about. She decided that the least she abuldas to bathe them.

At the wash basin she drew out a handkerchief aitid thve use of cold
water, which stung, wiped away the congealed blood.

'What's this, a do-it-yourself outpatients' depaitf?’

The caustic tone had her straightening. 'I'm owiyng for myself what | do

so often for many of the children.' Her tone watedsive, which annoyed
her, because whenever this particular man appedeanuch preferred to
be on the attack.

He looked disparagingly at the way she dampenedhaedkerchief, then
wiped the grazes on her kne@sisis the way you attend children's cuts and
bruises? It's a wonder they don't all die of se@iia. If you carry on like
that, you might even get it yourself.'

'Me, get blood poisoning? How?'



He moved towards the first aid cabinet. 'By usingn@e-too-clean

handkerchief to cleanse your wounds instead ofctirgents of this." He

opened the door marked with a red cross and hatlbtessed through his
teeth. 'Empty.' He swung round. 'Not a bandagearpztcket of dressing or
healing cream in sight. Who's responsible for kegphis supplied? It can
only be you—it's hardly a head teacher's job.'

She rinsed out her handkerchief, keeping her batkn. "All right, it's my
responsibility. But,' she rounded on him, 'it's not fault that, because of
the economies that have been forced on us by ta &mthority, we don't
have enough money to keep the first aid cupbodedifi

'So now you're blaming me?"

She paused, but disregarded the discretion whigaduher to be careful.
"You're a councillor, you're the chairman of theu&ation Committee, so
yes, | suppose in a way | am blaming you.’

There was a small silence and she looked up dbfjageing the tight line
of his lips.

"Your blame is wrongly directed, Miss Hume. It's joly, as chairman of the
Education Committee and together with that commjtteo see that
education in this county gets its fair share ofrttaney available. But it's not
mine to keep a first aid cabinet adequately su@plighat is yours." A
taunting smile teased his lips. 'A comforting késxl cuddle, such as you
gave your youthful assailant, Andy Brown, won'tsakeeal wounds or Kill
germs. Nor, if | applied to you the same medicimgau applied to him," the.
smile broadened and Katrine grew warm, 'would opsthose bruises on
your legs hurting and help those grazes he intlitteget better. So while |
go arid ask Rob Bowes to take over where you l&#ftget your things
together. And," he-held up his hand, checking thguraents she was
mustering, 'if you're awkward again, barry you to my car in front of the
whole school. That would give the village somethim¢alk about, wouldn't
it, when those kids got home and told their pargnts

With that parting shot, he left her. Katrine limpédough to the staff room,
found her handbag and jacket and limped to the.dk®he came to collect



her, she gritted her teeth and made an enormoad &ff walk normally.
Any pain, she thought, rather than be scoopedivase arms for the second
time that morning.

Lex Moran's car stood at the kerb like a sleek avbibrzoi dog, faithfully
awaiting its master's return.

'Ever been in a Rolls-Royce, Miss Hume?' Lex asiéal? Well you're now
going to add another "first" to the other experesm your life." He opened
the front passenger door and helped her in.

Katrine wondered where he was taking her, but ld¢ke courage to ask.
The drive was luxurious in the extreme but to heappointment very short.
He pulled up in front of the chemist's shop invtilkage. 'Since the doctor's
no doubt out on his rounds,’ Lex Moran said, 'Breught you to the next
best place.’

‘The chemist's shop? But they don't treat injune®. They sell the plasters
and bandages and so on, but...

'Here, Miss Hume," her companion said softly, ‘twéldo anything for me."’

Still puzzled, Katrine eased herself from the éafew passers-by looked
with interest first at herself, then at the mandeser. Even without the tale
of the local schoolteacher being carried in thesaofra local Very Important
Person, tongues would soon be wagging, Katrinectftl a little sourly.

The shop doorbell rang as Lex Moran opened it @anddsback while
Katrine limped past him. 'Don't wait at the couritee directed. 'Go round
the back.’

'‘But it's not usual--"Will you do as | say for @ He slipped his arm into
hers and supported her into the dispensary beledthop. Two young
women were there, one bespectacled and brown-h#redther tall, slim,
long- lashed and blonde. Both of them were knowdtrine. The first girl
she liked, the other she tolerated because shedather choice.



The brown-haired girl smiled. 'Morning, Mr MoraHé nodded in response.
'Hurt yourself, Miss Hume?' she asked sympathdyicdfrallen over at
school?'

'Well, yes, Pat--' Katrine began, but Lex Morarernipted.
'No. A boy kicked and punched her.'’

Katrine turned on him. 'Will you be--'

Lex Moran smiled broadly. 'The child shall be nagssl'

Pat returned to the shop. The blonde had not stbppe work. She was

counting out pills, consulting doctor's prescripgp measuring liquid into

bottles, but all the time she was smiling. Her nalderine knew, was Lara

Holland. She also knew the girl was a qualifiedrpiacist and possessed
enough mental ability to have gone much higherhgpmedical ladder had
she so desired.

Lex Moran helped Katrine to a chair then went tandt behind Lara
Holland. As Katrine watched, Lara's body tensedblysand she gazed up
into Lex Moran's face with a smile touched withnmcy. 'Hello, Lex," she
said, and he returned her smile. 'What are you?zafis if I---' She stopped,
seeming to remember that they were not alone. Natsike knew what Lex
Moran had meant when he said, 'Here they will ddghang for me.’

Katrine could not understand the twang of pain Wwipalled like the hands
of a harpist at the threads of her nervous systdhmight, she told herself
severely, so these two were very good friends. Mg having an affair,
they were even sleeping--

'Miss Hume here--' Was Lex Moran's voice delibdyaleud in order to
attract her attention, as if in fact he had intpted her thoughts? 'has
suffered physical damage at the hands of one olitHerangels. Knowing
well the softness of your touch, not to mentionryalility to heal wounds,’
they exchanged smiles, 'l wondered if you woulddrdowning tools —or
should | say pills?—for a moment, and tending hgirries.’'



The girl went to the wash basin and soaped hershaAdything you say,
Lex," she said.

While she cleansed Katrine's wounds, she talkdéexoMoran. Whenever
she was forced to address Katrine, she did so lgtend with a blank face.
Both of Katrine's legs had suffered from Andy Brdésvanslaught, and by
the time Lara Holland had finished, there werereesef plasters stretching
from ankles to knees.

'Keep them dry for a day or two,' Lara said coldiyen they should have
healed enough to remove the * plasters and let@dtuthe rest. The bruises
will heal themselves.'

'It's very kind of you," Katrine said tonelesslykhow it's not really your
job--'

'l did it for Mr Moran," Lara returned, smiling wgd him and finding that
once again he returned the smile.

'Yes, when Mr Moran brought me here,' Katrine resjgal tartly, 'he said
that you would do anything for him." Her head liften defiance as Lex
Moran's eyes took on the glint of steel. 'But,’ fimile was sugar-sweet, 'l
really am grateful to you.'

Katrine found herself looking into a second paircofd eyes, but these
quickly swung from her to seek the hard grey eyssva her. 'I'm busy
tonight, Lex, but tomorrow evening I'm--'

Lex shook his head. 'Up to my neck in work, Laikse been away a heck of
atime.'

The girl's face clouded and she looked down awek. '‘But, Lex, I--' Her
voice tailed off.

Katrine—almost—felt sorry for her. For a woman &l for this man—and
it was clear that Lara Holland had indeed done-thabuld be the height of
folly. Anyway, she had herself long ago decided ti@ man would ever



take precedence over her life's work, her career teacher. Which meant
that men like Lex Moran would never, ever, be d@blburt her.

'Where do you live, Miss Hume?'

Lex Moran's abrupt question achieved two thingguttLara Holland firmly
in her place and it took the reflective, faintlywgrsmile from Katrine's face.

Summoning her dignity, she stood. It wasn't eagy,she managed it. 'I'm
not going home, Mr Moran. | should be obliged iliyoould take me back
to the school.’

‘Lara," the girl turned, ‘where does Miss Hume?iv®@u must have made up
prescriptions for her or her grandfather in the feanths she's been here.’

With a small, spiteful smile, Lara told him.

‘Thanks,' he said. He strode across to Katrinengwer into his arms for
the second time that day and walked with her iheoghop. It was full of
customers. They stared, open-mouthed.

To Katrine's immense chagrin, Lex Moran stoppedyat as though he
intended to draw as much attention as possiblegasituation. As he spoke,
however, her fears were put at rest. 'Wounded heyoihe told the
assembled crowd. 'Our pretty young schoolteachehgself hurt in the
course of her work. If I'm not careful, I'll haverhgrandfather on to me
claiming damages on her behalf!"

The customers laughed and nodded understand- iBglythe last thing
Katrine saw as she was swung out of the shop dasertie white, jealous
face of the girl who, at Lex Moran's bidding, hadded her injuries.



CHAPTER THREE

THE Rolls-Royce slid from the kerb and moved alongtiaen street. After a
moment's thought, Katrine informed her companiat tier grandfather's
house would be empty.

'So you might as well take me back to the sch8ble' could not suppress the
small smile at her victory.

'Right." The wheel spun, the car turned left. Haldng me back to the
school! she thought delightedly.

But moments later her delight turned into angezntmto apprehension. 'l
said,’ she spoke with as much decision as she caudder, ‘that | want to go
back to the school.'

Now the man beside her smiled. 'I'm not one of yschoolkids, Miss
Hume. You can't order me about.'

'‘Where--' She cleared her throat, annoyed at thvemia her voice. 'Where
are you taking me?'

'Home, Miss Hume,' he replied smoothly, 'my homethe circumstances,
any home will do. What's more, mine won't be empty.

Katrine struggled forward against the sloping lyxaf the leather-covered
seat. "You can't take me there against my wilkmand--'

'Save your breath. In two minutes, we'll be there.’

They were progressing along a tree-lined drivet #is is the way to
Charton House.'

. 'Full marks, teacher.’
'Well," she said, annoyed into retaliation by hiscking amusement, 'you

may have bought the oldest, most illustrious dwglin the district, but you
can't claim you actually belong, can you? | mesime' glanced at his profile



and noted with pleasure the tightening of his llpayasn't your ancestors
who built the house nearly three hundred yearsaagayave their name to it
and also the village.'

'Neither do you belong, Miss Hume,' he said quiéflyleast I've lived here
for eight years. You've been here—how long?—fiventhe?"

For the moment she was silenced. The car tyresbadhalong the drive and
stopped in front of the entrance door.

The grandeur of the exterior was daunting. 'lI'veendoeen inside such a
house,' she said, thinking aloud. 'But then,' begd, frank eyes turned to
his, 'neither have | been in such a car.’

‘Nor, | take it, have you ever been used as a pladhby a small boy. A lot
of firsts today, Miss Hume,' He spoke mockinglyet'ime help you out.’'

Visions of being swept off her feet yet again ititose powerful arms had
her frantically searching for the door catch. Befshe could find it, the door
swung open and she was being helped out of the car.

‘This is not the original building,’ Lex told hes he led her, hand cupping
her elbow, into the entrance hall. 'That was unfuately destroyed by fire,

and this building replaced it. It was built by tBkarton family just over two

hundred years ago. It's solidly built and functieraone of your painted

ceilings and wall tapestries and coats of arms.alt’ unpretentious, small
country residence.'

Katrine thought of her grandfather's terrace howst its two bedrooms,
living-room and kitchen. She said incredulous8mall?’

He looked down at her, smiling and putting out achas if pressing against
a brick wall. 'l feel the barriers rising between Does where a man lives
matter so much?'

She looked around, noting the carved and gildetingeithe decorated
archways, the valuable paintings, all of which &éersed to take for granted,
even calling the place 'unpretentious'.



'When it reflects the high level on which he exispared with the rest of
the community, when it displays the priceless ksicwith which he
surrounds himself every day, and when it reveasetktent of his wealth?
Yes,' she looked up at him, 'it does matter.’

"Your eyes are as frank as your words,' he saidingm'Please follow me.’

The comparative simplicity which greeted her as dsrdered his
sitting-room took her by surprise. The simplicitgsvan illusion, however,
because on closer inspection the quality of theniture, the leather
upholstery of the sighingly-comfortable armchairgl aettee, the shining
wood, the ornaments, the chandeliers, was unmisiaka

"You like my way of life after all, Miss Hume?' heocked. He gestured. 'My
chairs are opening their arms to welcome you. Wby accept their
invitation?'

Katrine limped across the deep-tufted carpet and sao brown-leathered
luxury.

‘A drink?' She shook her head. 'Coffee then?'
'No, thank you.'

He went to a cabinet, opened the doors and heipeskH to a drink. 'So you
refuse my hospitality?"

'Yes.'

'Honest as they come, aren't you?' He occupieatiner armchair, drank
and put his glass down. With his legs fully streitland his head against the
chair- back, he studied his guest from the top ef head to her
tightly-crossed ankles.

If he means to make me feel uncomfortable, Kattieaight, 1 won't be, |
just won't! But she was, intensely so. The narrqweflective gaze dwelt
with unveiled masculine interest on her hair, whitte pushed agitatedly
from her face. It moved to her lips, which she peeks together.



Uninhibitedly he studied her shape, which she evml@@d to cover with
her jacket.

Something seemed to amuse him—her discomfituregtlgbshe thought
acidly—and he smiled, but the amusement passedaratked, 'How are
your bruises?’

'Not too bad, thanks.'
"You don't feel any animosity towards the child whiticted them?"

'‘None at all. He felt he had to kick out at somaghiand | suppose | was the
nearest thing. Life's treated him pretty roughhyg &e's still not yet seven.'

'So whenever any kids of your own, when you haeethlose control and
hit out and you happen to be in the way, you'lbthhyour arms round them
and cuddle them?'

'‘Marriage doesn't figure in my list of objectiveslife.'

Lex Moran sat forward, giving the impression of plegerest. 'Really? So
what do you intend to do, live with a man? Becatise,' he raked in his
jacket pocket, 'let me give you my card. My bankuldosupply any

references you might require. Relatives and friemdsld confirm that I'm

unmarried, unattached—but not, alas, fancy free.’'

For some reason which Katrine could not understhadheart sank. So he
wasn't heartwhole? Who was the woman—Lara Holldmepharmacist?

He stood, thrust hands into pockets and strolledsaco look down at her.
To find his eyes she had to bend her head backmfioctably far, passing
over those hard-boned hips, belted waist, broadldbcs, the whole solid
frame of him. By the time she found her objectiver, pulses were racing.

‘Not fancy free, because--' he bent over her sugdmipporting himself
with his hands on the arms of her chair, 'you sécy you, Miss Hume,
bluntness, rudeness, high spirits, fireworks ahdsal take my card and any



time, day or night, you want a man's company, gafitthat number and I'll
be there.’

He held out the card, his grey eyes glinting, e averted her head in a
gesture of rejection. In an instant, he found thekrof her dress, widened its
opening and pushed the card down. When she feliirtied of his fingers on
the yielding softness of her skin, she claspedheds round his wrist and
jerked his arm away.

He straightened as if nothing had happened andhedtwith amusement
while she reached with shaking fingers for the cestiich she then tore into
small pieces. These she scattered over the cdipetfury in her eyes only
deepened his amusement.

He reached for his glass, downed his drink and, simv that we know
exactly where we stand in relation to each othbgtwlo you want to do? Go
home, or return to the school?'

It was as though nothing had happened, as thowyhhttd been conducting
an ordinary, everyday conversation. If he ever nlade to a woman—and
Katrine was aware that he must have done so mamst-when it was
over, did he treat it as lightly, dismiss it alleasily as he had that incident
between them ?

'‘Go back to the school, please,’ she answered,yadnthat her voice
wavered a little.

‘That beloved school of yours. Despite your denratisns and your
meetings, you know in your heart what its fate ningstdon't you?"

‘No, | don't,’ she cried. 'We won't give in! Howndamake you understand?
But | never will, will I? You're so far removedhe looked around, 'from
ordinary, simple-hearted people--'

‘Thanks for that," he said dryly. 'Which is presbigavhy those "ordinary,
simple-hearted" people respected my judgment entugbte for me in the
local elections to become their representativenercobunty council.’



He was right, of course, and she apologised rattigtaBut don't you see,’
she persisted earnestly, the long, red-gold hdioviing the line of her
rounded cheeks, her clear brow pleated in hertetifoconvince him, ‘that
the village schoolanyvillage school, is not just a school? To the gdes,
it's the centre of the community. If you take awhg school, to them it
would be like taking away their children.’

He stood, moving his hands impatiently within higkets. She had not yet
succeeded in convincing him, so she tried again.

'People won't come and live here, Mr Moran. Thatiat they're afraid of,
don't you see? It will turn into a "ghost" villag&hen the children grow into
young people, because they didn't go to school teeg'll feel no loyalty to
the place, they'll feel they don't belong. Thegdlaway into the towns and
only the old will be left.’

He sighed. 'Villages don't die, Miss Hume. Theyseand will go on doing
so as they have in the past.’

‘Not without a centre they won't, not without a @aoh not without
somewhere where mothers can take their childreryelay and feel they're
nearby and safe and being looked after by peoplekhow and trust.’

He was shaking his head and she grew desperatet Yam know," she
stood in her anxiety to make contact with his ustderding, 'don't you know
that the death warrant has virtually been signedhis village?'

His raised eyebrows revealed his amused disbelief.

'‘And," she persisted, 'I'll tell you how, and whd d. Your wonderful local
authority. They've turned down planning permissionten new houses
which a local builder was hoping to put up to tloetin of the village. They
know, Mr Moran, those planners know what they'rengoThey're making
quite sure that no other families with childrenlwilove in, because that
would mean the school must be kept going.’

"You talk of "them", the local authority, as if thénad Machiavellian
intentions!'



'Why don't you say "we", Mr Moran!' she accuseauYe one of them.'

He inclined his head mockingly. 'Evenwife close the village school, the
children won't be deprived of their schooling. Tvall be taken by bus to
the next village, where numbers are also dwindlthgs helping to boost
those and prevent the closure of that particulaosic'

'Children aren't pawns in a great game of chessMihan,' she said, her
heart thudding. 'If you were a parent, if you haslife--'

His eyes narrowed. 'You're becoming dangerouslyqrex.’

'I'm sorry if I am. All the same, | repeat—if yoadha wife and you saw the
anxiety in her eyes every time she waved your—ateHchildren off on a
school bus to the next village, or the next towou'gt be on our side, fighting
with us, for us, not against us.'

"You're taking an awful lot for granted,' he reglierisply. 'Have you been
told officially that the school is closing?'

Her anger subsided, leaving her limp. 'Rumourst'shall. You've been
away, haven't you? They've all been waiting for gmaome back before the
final decision is taken.'

Her hands were bunched in her jacket pocket, theofoher shoe made
circles on the light brown carpet. She could natdgherself to look at him.
She had said so much. There had been no one th&e-Rbb or her

grandfather—to caution her. She had probably ssdmuch and lost the
battle for them all.

When he spoke at last, his voice was soft. "Ydalte to humour me, Miss
Hume, won't you?' A finger lifted her chin. If hierrent of words were not
still hanging about the room, she would have jerkedy, but she dared not
worsen her case. Their eyes met, his questionimmgadlable, hers uncertain
now, but still bearing traces of the fire that hadde them blaze with
persuasiveness and a desperate sincerity.



You'll have to take pity on me some evenings, tvgou, and accept my
invitations to dine.'

Gently she removed her chin from his caressingetisgNo, Mr Moran. I'm
sorry, but that's not my way.'

'Did you really think | thought it was?'

Katrine looked up at the odd note in his voice. e her shoulders. 'l—I
didn't know what to think. I've never--' she lookaund, 'I've never had
dealings with a man in your position before." Sheled at the carpet. 'l
guess | just don't know what makes men like yoki'tic

His laughter was loud. 'The best watches don'tadickmore. They're almost
silent and full of batteries and electronic wizgrdxl kinds of things beyond
the comprehension of untried young teachers.’

‘Are you implying that you're beyond my comprehen8i

‘Totally and completely,” he mocked. 'We live angabhe in different
worlds." He was laughing at her and because shealilnow what he was
talking about she grew irritated.

'Would you please take me back to the school?lutishtime and my
sandwiches are in the staff room." She looked rat ¢hallengingly. 'How
long is it since you had a sandwich lunch, Mr M&an

'More years than | care to remember.’

'So you see what | meant,' she returned triumpfpamthen | said how far
removed you are from ordinary, simple-minded pelople

His smile hardened. 'Bluntness, your grandfathbedd? Frankness? You
don't mince your words? I'd call it audacity andpertinence. In other
words, sheer, unadulterated cheek!

She had got on the wrong side of him again. 'lI'mysshe said, her manner
subdued. 'Will yopleaseake me back to the school?’



'As fast as my car can carry you there,' he repéetly, and kept his word.

Only a few minutes later, Katrine was walking asrothe school
playground, and his car was a white speck in te@dce.

When Katrine told her grandfather that Lex Moraml ltaken her to his
house to recover from Andy Brown's onslaught, Thetame looked at
her with suspicion.

'Why his house?' he asked, reaching for his slgopérich were in their
special corner near the fireplace. "Trying to gt gn his side about closing
the school?'

‘Grandfather," Katrine said, laughing, 'you shduidw me better than that!
I'm afraid," she paused guiltily, watching him rermadis jacket and settle
back in his favourite armchair, 'l upset him aldyitthe things | said. He told
me at the end he thought | was...' she stopped &addceath, ‘cheeky.’

Thomas let out a loud laugh. 'Good for you, girbt@Ge Hume spirit, you
have. Don't let anyone knock it out of you.'

Katrine spread the cloth on the table. 'WisaMr Moran, Grandfather? |
mean, what's his work?'

'Well," Thomas rubbed his chin, 'he's what they aalindustrial tycoon or
something. He owns a lot of factories all over doeintry—one or two
abroad, as well, I'm told. They make engineeringspthat no one else
makes. Very specialised, some of them, made toctlomer's exact
requirements—you know, like a man's made-to-measuiteNone of your
mass production. He's done well out of it, too st plenty of money, he's
good-looking, got no ties--' he looked smilinglyhét granddaughter. '‘Come
to think of it, he'd make some woman a good caldok you to his house
did he?'

He was teasing, Katrine knew. All the same, shdaaxed indignantly,
‘Grandfather! He only took pity on me.’



'Yes, yes,' he sighed. 'You've only got to lookuaws and see how we live,
you and me, and the way he lives with his big hamskfat bank balance, to
realise how different our ways are from his.'

Katrine sighed, then shrugged and went to the &iidb prepare the evening
meal.

Next morning as Katrine tidied the house beforeviteg for school, the
telephone rang. 'For Grandfather,' she thoughtsihetvas wrong.

'Miss Hume?' As she recognised the voice, her patsespeeded up.

'Yes, Mr Moran?' If she thought her brisk tone vabtalke the mockery from
his voice, she was wrong. There was no mockeryethmry a businesslike
crispness which conveyed to her the fact that herenwas merely one on a
list to whom routine calls should be made.

'How are your injuries?'

'Well, the bruises are browner, the bumps a littimpier, the abrasions still
sore, but I'm feeling fine, thank you.'

The silence that followed made her wonder whetleerelgarded her words
as impudent, amusing—or a straightforward and tchedical report. She
was not, it seemed, to be enlightened as to hasiosa 'Will you be going to
work?' he questioned tersely. A quick breath wasm@$al while she put her
temper on a tight rein.

‘Yes, Mr Moran," she answered at last. 'What is ¢ail about, Mr Moran?
An efficiency check? An exploration of my competeras a teacher with
particular regard to my ability to withstand théeets of the destructive side
of the children in my care?’

The crash of the caller's receiver was her onlywansSo once again she had
earned the disapproval of the man with all the poweell, she thought
resignedly, she would just have to get used tdisig@easure. If the villagers
were going to fight the battle to the finish—ani tihey were determined to



do— there would be many more occasions when shédwimaiforced to
speak her mind to the man called Lex Moran.

But hadn't he, an irritating inner voice chidedemehoughtful enough to
call and ask how she was? Only to make sure, hetespbvoice answered,
that she was not intending to take the day off jastecover from a few
superficial bruises. All the same, the first voigsisted, there had been no
need to be rude.

To cover her irritation at the small skirmish goiag inside her, Katrine
hurried out of the house as fast as her injures Veguld carry her, arriving
at the bus stop too early.

A sleek white car nosed its way along the narrountxy road. Recognising
it, Katrine turned her back. She pretended to,ivapured by the fields of
fast- growing corn, the hedges covered in summeergr'lf |1 hold my
breath," she thought, ‘and count ten as | did ikes a child, he'll go away,
| know he will"'

'Stop behaving like one of your young charges atdrng' a curt voice told
her.

She swung round. 'Public transport's good enougdmeone in my low
level of society, thank you," she snapped.

'Impudence,’ Lex Moran said through his teeth] gét you nowhere. | said
getin and | meant it.’

She stayed where she was.

'Look," he persisted, 'l don't usually force my @amy or my car on to any
unwilling female. On this occasion, however, I'mmiing of your damaged
legs and the number of hours you'll be forced tmaton them today.
And—I'll say it for you because | can see that yasirl spoiling your
otherwise tempting lips—e | want to make sure fifat per cent of the staff
at the village school doesn't absent herself urssac#dy from her duties.
Now, are you going to get in or do | have to coond there and use force?'



Her eyes scanned the road. There was no sign dutheShe cursed herself
for being so early. The door was opened for hersiredslid into the front
passenger seat. "Thank you,' she said stiffly.

'No trouble at all," he responded with a mockinglem

He made no move to drive on and she looked at mquiengly. With a
sigh, as if exasperated by her stupidity, he redelveoss her for the safety
belt. As he extended it diagonally over her bodg,Hand brushed against
her breast. Had the action been accidental or elalie? Her cheeks
reddened and she looked at him, only to find thatmhockery had extended
from his lips to his eyes.

‘Next time you'll do it yourself, won't you?' hadsaa smile flitting across his
full, cynical mouth.

So it had not been accidental, that bitter-swegstbof his hand against her.
She had to retaliate, and it could only be withdgor

'We shall win, you know,' she said, as he drove on.

A swift lift of the thick eyebrows, a quick glanceund and he said, with
mock innocence, 'Win what?'

"You know very well what | mean. Our fight agaitist authorities. Against
you.'

'l suppose,' long-sufferingly, 'you're referringth@ school." A rise and fall
of the elegantly suited shoulder, then, 'All right, you think you'll win.
Who am | to deflect you from your chosen—or shoukhy ill- chosen
path?’

There was a hostile silence, then he said, 'Yoa#d money if you're going
to conduct a campaign. Where do you think you'l gt from? The

villagers,, the parents of the children conceriage not exactly overflowing
with the stuff.'



'We've thought about that. We shall hold colleddignmble sales, dances.
There's a dance this weekend in the village haidnof the fund.’

'What fund?"
"The "Save Our School" fund, of course.’

He seemed amused. 'How much have you amassed dp Idabnder?
Enough, no doubt, to build a private school if skete-owned school should
be closed.'

They had arrived at the school and the childrerking in groups through
the gates, stared with undisguised interest abtigwhite car.

His sarcasm stung and Katrine had to make a pasting 'l don't believe in
private schools.'

What's wrong with them?"

‘They cater for the elite,’ she flung open the déod there's no elite in this
village.' She paused in the act of getting ouihg to look at him. 'Except
you.'

He burst out laughing, and his laughter followed in&il she disappeared,
limping painfully fast, into the school building.

It was during the morning break that Rob brokeri&es. They were waiting
for their steaming coffee to cool when he said,

'War's been declaredve had a telephone message from the County
Education Department asking me to send them detiailee numbers on our
register, where the children live and so on.' Hentba piece of paper on
which he had made notes. 'They also want to knevage of the school, its
condition, the repairs which, in my expert opiniarg needed to bring it up
to the required standard, comparable with the mmodern schools in other
parts of the county.'

'So this is it, Rob?' said Katrine.



‘This is certainly it." He threw the paper downor&body there means
business.’

'‘Need we try and guess who it is?' Katrine asked tliroat tight. 'He—he
phoned me this morning, Rob.

Mr Moran, | mean, of course. To ask how my bruisese. He also gave me
a lift in his car—against my will. Because of myunes, he said.'

'‘Well," Rob smiled ruefully, 'at least that sholwe man's human.’
'I—I was rude to him.’
Rob groaned. 'Not again!'

She nodded. 'Which probably explains this." Shaanet to the scribbled
notes.

'Who knows? But you're not exactly improving ouacbes of winning by
being rude to the man with--'

'All the power,' she interrupted, 'and, as he daakely put it, "the whip
hand". All right, I know | could be making thingsone difficult for us—my
conscience has already told me that. I'm sorry, Rab| feel so strongly
about this, —well, I just couldn't help it.’

They drank their coffee in silence, then Katrineked at the large old
ticking clock on the wall. Break- time was nearyeo 'You'll give them the
information they want?'

'l must. And what's more, it's got to be strictbcarate. They only need to
come here and count heads—twenty-eight with noraess—to check my
accuracy.'

'‘And,’ Katrine took him up, 'they've only got tonee and look round the
village to see the empty cottages, let alone tles joif bricks waiting for the
new houses the planning committee refused the dryildrmission to build.'



There was a short silence.

‘At least there's nothing wrong with the buildirigtrine went on defiantly.
'It's as sound and waterproof as it was when ithwgls over a hundred years
ago.'

‘True," sighed Rob, 'but when you've said "one heshgears old", you've
said it all, haven't you?'

"You're not trying to say ours is a hopeless case?'
Rob looked up at her as she stood, ready to l8awdrying not to.'
'Look, Rob, we're fighting to our last breath. Véeiot only fighting for the

school, our jobs are involved, too, you know thde mustn't give in, not
now. This is just the beginning!



CHAPTER FOUR

THEY had done their best to brighten the darkened wellalls of the
village hall. The evening sun streamed in throulgh high windows,
slanting like spotlights on the heads of the dascer

To Katrine's delight, every few moments anothempteentered. Parents of
the children had brought friends and relatives, ynafrwhom were buying
tickets at the door. The price of entry was modgia¢cause, as Lex Moran
had said with irritating accuracy, most of the agiérs, even the young
married couples, did not have a great deal of money

A local group, consisting of three teenage brothems one sister, of pupils
at the village school, provided the music. The migho needed re-tuning,
the electric guitar-player needed to practise mbine.drums boomed a little
too loudly, but the girl singer was pleasant torhea

Since they were giving their services free, Katagoald not find it in herself
to criticise. The dancers had come to dance to evieatmusic set their
reflexes itching to move to the modern rhythms tamailiar songs.

At Rob's insistence, Katrine circled round the aled floor with him. 'l
seem,' he murmured, burying his face in her hmrhave been running
around half the evening in your fleeting footstéps!

* Katrine laughed. 'I'm one of the organisers, Rbke had to do my duty
and see that everyone's happy. After all, it'sgoad cause.'

'So is my pursuit of you.'

Katrine frowned, resting her forehead against thsukler. ‘I wish you
wouldn't. I like you, you know that, but marriage-elyit just doesn't figure
in the story of my life!" She smiled engagingly hain and let her gaze
wander. 'That table's almost giving under the werglall those bottles!

Rob accepted the subject change with a resigned) stirwas your idea to
make it a "Bring your own drink” dance.’



'‘And everyone has, from the look of it." Katrinamted round the hall—and
found her gaze trapped by the man who, at that mgmes buying himself
a ticket at the door. Katrine caught her breatkcépt one—Mastermind
himself.'

'‘Not--' Rob strained round. 'Not Mr Moran?'
'No less."

"You'd better take that scow! off your face,’ Raliaed, 'or you'll drive the
man away.'

'Which could turn him against us,' Katrine jerkest byes from their silent
battle with the steely grey ones, and stared ungbBeahead, 'as a result of
which he'll not only sabotage our efforts to salwe $chool, but go and
demolish the building with his own hands.’

'‘Maybe if we were a bit more friendly towards hihg would change his
mind." Rob held her away from him. 'Smile into kiges with your own
special smile, and he might even dip his handhimgamwn bank account and
give you personally a fistful of money for our caus

In spite of the distaste she felt at Rob's suggeséven if he had not meant
it seriously, she laughed. Then she sobered. Urga@sking me to grovel to
the man and beg for a few crumbs from his finaneaiale--'

Rob's hurried 'sh-sh!" came too late.
'l -take it that I'm the "man” you're talking abpMtiss Hume?"

Katrine had been dancing with Rob at the edgeetthwd, near to the line
of spectators, one of whom was Lex Moran, which mhehe had done it
again! She had lashed out, within his hearinghatrnhan in whose hands
their destiny lay.

Rob slowed to a standstill, going pink as if he $ah had spoken
unguardedly. 'She didn't mean it seriously, Mr Mor&he never does, do
you, Katrine?'



So Rob had seen fit to cover her gaffe by doinggtiogelling, had he? His
eyes pleaded, it's all in a good cause. But shiseefto sink her pride, as he
was asking her to do. Nor would she lie.

"You should know me better than that, Rob. Whatéwgary, | always mean
seriously, especially when so much is at stake.'

Rob suppressed a sigh and lifted his hand in angesthich said, What can
you do with the girl?

It seemed that Lex Moran needed no second inwutatotry his hand at
taming the rebel. 'Thanks,' he said to Rob, anchgwiie astonished subject
of their wordless conversation into his arms.

'So your boy-friend wants you brought to heel, doe®' asked her partner
with an anticipatory glint. 'He couldn't have pasgeu over to a better or
more experienced person.’

Katrine jerked in his hold in a vain attempt toefilgerself. 'I've no doubt that
many women have passed through your arms on thertev your own
private harem, Mr Moran, but you won't find me amgdmem!

He held her still with ease. 'Don't underestimateahility to subjugate a
woman to my wishes, Miss Hume," he said softlyt IBume correct you--'
he guided her away from a collision with anothanailag couple, 'l have no
harem. Far too expensive, even for a man of my meap the way,' he
deflected her retort, '‘how are your legs?"

'Well enough to carry me round tonight with all thhen who ask me to
dance, thank you.'

Like Rob he held her away and looked into her f&e.you set no limit on
the number of males on whom you're prepared tahegbur favours?’

"You're reading an immoral meaning into an innocentark, deliberately, |
suspect.’

‘There's no curbing your tongue, is there?"



'I'm blunt. My grandfather told you.'

'‘Sometimes bluntness can be counter-productive'llYearn that as you get
older.' His face found her hair as Rob's had duvieile she had tolerated
Rob's action—had scarcely even noticed it—suchrassalight though it
was, from this man gave rise within her to a viokemd angry reaction. Her
head moved sharply away and she gazed, fiery-@&yedhis face.

He smiled. They moved on and the incident was dwérjt left behind an
alarming ripple on the hitherto undisturbed pooKatrine's emotions.

He said, looking down into the vital, defiant fe@siupturned towards him,
'‘Don't you ever believe in negotiating with the osgition, in holding
friendly discussions, with the emphasis on "frigtidl

'You mean doing questionable deals with the eneahynal the backs of
one's own allies?'

He jerked her against him and his arms aroundigjietened, not in warmth

but in anger. "You're quite a girl, aren't you? ¢&tmmpromise. You throw

reason and tact out of the window. I'm the man withnecessary power to
sway all the people concerned one way orthe offeeror against the

retention or the closure of your precious schoet,you address me as if |
were the devil himself.'

His hands went to her waist as they danced anprdssure of the palms and
the feel of his legs as they touched hers flegfimghde her heartbeats
erratic. 'Doesn't that desirable body of yours pssseven a particle of
common sense?’

'‘Not where you're concerned.' His sharp exhalatibbreath fanned her
brow and she asked herself, Now why am | still besa rude? Why can't |
follow Rob's example and at least make the effolid pleasant?

The music stopped and it was almost with a gestfireelief that Lex
released her. As he motioned towards Rob, his wges cool. He led her
across the room, thanked her for her company atkedaway.



'‘Been at it again, Katrine?' Rob groaned. 'Coulgbitt justtry--'

'Don't you start!" she cried. She then astonisleegdif by bursting into tears
and racing headlong for the ladies' room.

On the way, and in her tear-blinded state, sheddwrself in punishing
contact with a man who seemed to have planted Ifinmséer path. His
hands gripped her arms and she knew who it was.

'What's wrong, Katrine?' Lex Moran had used hest firame and not a
portion of her body or mind objected! 'Feeling'ill?

'‘N-no—y-yes,' she stammered, holding a handkerthileér face. 'Please let
me pass.'

‘Are your bruises giving trouble? Have you beeryour feet too much?"

'Yes—no, | haven't, I'm going home.' She twistecaypwnd ran into the
cloakroom. The mirror showed her a tear-streakeé fand she found a
tissue and rubbed at her cheeks.

Since some of the parents might see her slippibgmaicatch her before she
could escape, she made an attempt to composefhersel

She had taken no more than a few paces into thié smticnce lobby, when
a tall broad-shouldered man blocked her way. Not M®ran again! she
thought. He was the last person whose company simed. Swiftly she
side-stepped and called, 'Rob, please take me home.

A hand grasping her shoulder impelled her towah#gsdoor. 'lI've had a
word with Rob Bowes. He's agreed to take the dameefrom you, while |
take you over from him. Which means that I'll be @me to take you home.
And no arguments!

Subdued by events and emotional exhaustion, Katlich@ot resist. When
Lex said, as she sat beside him in the passenggeofseis car, 'Direct me to
your house,' she did so.



He pulled the car to the kerb and switched offigmition.

‘Thank you for the lift,’ she said quickly, hopihg would take the hint and
leave.

'Is your grandfather in?' he enquired.

Katrine shook her head. 'He's gone to the locabseritizens' club. Please,’
her eyes lifted to his, 'how do | open this door?'

He smiled as if he knew of her wish to get awaylethe need arose to
display her good manners by inviting him in. 8flow you,' he said and got
out.

She eased herself from the car. His hand cuppinglhew assisted her and
she forced herself to reveal no agitation at histo

‘Thank you," she said again, and smiled into heses Rob had suggested.
That, plus the gratitude, she thought desperasblguld surely tell him he
was free to go. To her dismay, he showed no sifdsarting. ‘I'll manage
now," she added, a note of desperation creeping in.

He smiled and his expression seemed so sinceresuspected it. 'No
trouble," he said, locking the car and waiting et $ide. 'Just lead the way,
Miss Hume.'

So we're back to formality, she thought, with a digher heart. Not only
that, he seemed to have every intention of esgphtar to the front door.

With fumbling fingers, she found the key in the thepof her handbag.
While she inserted it in the lock and opened therdioex Moran watched.
Surely he'll go now, she thought. But he followedr hn, stepping
confidently over the threshold.

What was she to do with the man? And it was becafibém that she had
run away from the dance, yet here he was in herdgather's home!



How it had happened she could not, in her dazew,steork out. She
remembered his home, its spaciousness and elegaganst the

surroundings to which he was accustomed, this housst seem next door
to a slum dwelling.

A kind of panic entered her. 'I'm sorry about theeywve live. I'm sorry the
place is so dowdy, the furniture so old, the--'

'For heaven's sake," he said irritably, 'neveragsé for your home. Have
pride in it, never make comparisons. It's how happy are that matters,
isn't it? Be honest, as you usually are, and adniftyou love a place, if it
reflects the sides of your personality you #'amt iteflect, then boast about
it. Don't tell the world, "I'm sorry.™

This side of the man nonplussed her. She had egbeat look of
superciliousness, contempt and even pity, not gosipassion and
understanding.

'Why the frown?' he asked cynically. 'Surprisedaose I've displayed a
touch of humanity? Yes, | see you are. From the erdryou saw me at the
back of the hall after you had addressed that mgeyou've branded me as
grasping and ruthless. Now you've discovered I'th as black as you

painted me, you're embarrassed to the tip of yaes,taren't you?' His smile
was mocking and tinged with malice. 'And annoyechlbige your judgment
has been proved wrong.'

Has it? Katrine was about to ask, but bit the wdrdsk. He was a guest.
Anyway, she did not want always to be quarrellinthvaim. He had shown

her he had an understanding side to his charadtey.should she not try to
make contact with that part of him? Why, she ssaatiherself by asking,
should she not try to make him like her a littlehy\hot do as Rob had
suggested and be more friendly towards him? He tnigbb had said,

change his mind ...

'l can't offer you a drink, Mr Moran. My grandfathéoesn't keep much
alcohol in the house. But--'

'Coffee?"



She nodded.
'Where's the kitchen?'

She pointed. His hands found her shoulders. Theyetuher and impelled
her towards it. 'Off you go, then. Oh, and--' Karturned at the living-room
door. 'l like it dark, with the minimum of milk. Ahsweet,' his voice
lowered caressingly, ‘'like a woman's kiss."'

'I'll put so much sugar in it," she retorted, 'sp@on will stand up!'

"You do, my little schoolmarm, and I'll put you ovay knee and give you
the spanking of your life!’

As the colour swept up to her hairline—-the colotianger—he laughed in
her face. Then he turned his back, thrust his hamdshis pockets and
wandered round the room, examining in closest detaery family
photograph on display.

By the time Katrine returned from the kitchen cargya tray bearing two
cups and saucers from her grandfather's best tei@eselex was stretched
out, completely at home, in her grandfather's fave@armchair.

It seemed he was quite untouched by the enormdfesatice in their living
styles. He had, it seemed, been able to adapt,elbamlike, to the homely,
if shabby, environment in which Katrine passed liferoutside the four
even drabber walls of the village school.

As Katrine entered, Lex pulled himself from the ahair. His politeness,
after her own almost perpetual rudeness to hirmalyed her.

His keen eyes scanned the tray as she set it ow #able. 'Grandfather's
long-treasured best cups and saucers?' he inquesathrow lifted with

amusement. 'l thought | was going to be treatedpottery mug brimfull of
ferociously hot liquid.'

She looked up at him uncertainly. 'That's what wgeally have, but |
thought you—well, might not like——



'So now I'm a snob, in addition to everything el$#8 laughing eyes took
the sting from the words.

Katrine lifted her shoulders, not knowing how teaer. She poured coffee
from the bone china pot and handed him a cup. sBlé&lp yourself to
sugar,' she invited.

He laughed, reaching forward from his chair to spooa heap of white
crystals. 'Playing safe, are you? So you haventtechout your threat of
filling the cup with sugar. Pity. No spanking, &ith

"You wouldn't have dared," she said, concentraimber coffee.

'Is that a challenge?’ The hardness in his voicaditt her eyes up to his. 'l
warn you, challenge always incites me to action.’

He had forced her into a corner. She could onlksln@r head and hope that
a display of bewilderment would placate him. Theees silence for a while
as they drank.

Lex refused her offer of another cup and settlezk lva the armchair. 'Tell
me, does Thomas, your grandfather, support yowim gampaign?'

'Of course. All the villagers do.’
'Except one?' he queried, smiling. Katrine frowribtyself?'

"You? How couldyou support us? You're chairman of the committee that
intends to liquidate us, and as such, must nedbssarpport them.
Anyway,' her eyes challenged, 'you aren't a village

He frowned now. 'How's that? I live in this villagehich makes me a
villager.'

She could not let that pass. 'How can you haveddacity,' she choked, 'to
call yourself a member of the village community?uYe isolated from the
rest of us by your great house, your priceless ggs$3ns, your immense
wealth.'



Her words seemed to anger him. 'lI've earned allpmgsessions, Miss
Hume,' again his formality made her wince, 'by sheat of my brow—or
rather, exploiting the powers of my own brain. Irotactories both here and
abroad, but they didn't grow of their own accord.tdok hard work,
expertise, technical knowledge aridsheer determonab form my own
company and nourish it until it became the siz®iv is. So why shouldn't |
indulge my taste for privacy when | want it? Beautys voice softened as
his eyes wandered over her shapeliness, ‘whentlit?an

"You--' she swallowed. Shedto fight back!

"You own a Rolls-Royce. There's no need for thit. dnly a means of
imprinting in the minds of anyone who's interesgedr exact status in life,
of telling the world--'

'Why shouldn't | buy the best?' he cut in. 'l céfiord it. Anyway, in the
times you've condescended to ride in my car, ymemaexactly repudiated
its luxury, for all your slightly self-righteous pmach to those whose hard
work has brought them rewards; and in spite of yatirer pompous attitude
to people like myself who are able to live as thiase.'

Incensed .by his implied criticism of her principleshe cried, 'l live as |
please, too. All | have is what I've earned by $heat ofmy brow—or
rather, brains.’

'Which makes us equal," he interposed with a quieijcious smile.

'No, it does not!" she retorted. '‘But I'm not grdimdp I'm happy as | am. Too
much money corrupts '

'Does it, indeed? So I'm corrupted now!'
Katrine flushed as yet another accusation was atbdie list of personality
defects she had attributed to him. 'Only you caovkthat," she answered.

'All the same, | couldn't live the way you live.'

'Nobody's asking you to, Miss Hume," he said, jiessdhooded and sardonic.



" Her flush deepened. He had chosen to take hearkeas a proposal—but
of which kind she would not allow herself to guess.

His head rested against the chair back, his logg leere extended and
crossed at the ankles. His arms stretched alorgptbhbthe chair and his
long-fingered hands tapped out a silent but odddammngful rhythm. If the
movements were a reflection of the thoughts goimgugh his head, then
those thoughts were primitive indeed.

At the precise moment at which Katrine felt thag slould no longer stand
his relentless scrutiny, he rose, wandered to ittebeard and stretched a
finger towards a transistor radio which stood oriMiay 1?' he asked, and
pressed the ‘on’ button.

Music drifted into the room, melodious and sweetjching deeply the
emotions which only at moments of intense feelinguld, without such
stimulus, be stirred.

Lex could not have been immune to its effect, atrik@ had surmised,
because he strolled to stand in front of her, hangsockets, legs a little
apart. On his face was a smiling look which, wheatrike encountered it,
had the blood racing through her veins. It's angdre told herself
desperately, but when his hand came out and céeghirist and pulled her
up to face him, she knew she had lied to herself.

'Katrine," he murmured, his eyes dwelling on hes,lil have a compulsive
urge to test the taste of the mouth through whalmany insulting words
are flung at me. Is it, | wonder,' he released \west, 'sour, bitter and
repelling or," his arms slipped round her, pullingr slowly, inevitably,
towards him, 'sweet, delicious and exquisitelysfatng?"

'Please--' she began, but his mouth came down aengrbtesting words
stayed where they were.

The pressure of her mouth against his was plaiatyenough for him. He
pulled her hard against the length of him and gfietiie strength of the
muscles in his upper arms as she clung to themptpent of his hips on



hers. There was an unlocking of clamouring desui#gsn her and it was his
demanding, searching mouth that had turned theemiasy.

His hand moved down her back, moulding her stilrendosely to him.
Slowly, meltingly, resistance ebbed. She forgot pleesistent animosity
between them, she forgot about the barriers shelaadd between herself
and all men, she even forgot that he was the enExgry coherent thought
was swamped by the longing that those moments ohttaand intimacy
between them might continue, intensify until...

Taking his time, Lex ended the kiss and easedway #rom him. His eyes
moved over her flushed face, noting the bright egdstle widened as if in
surprise at her body's unresisting surrender. Metlsa wide mouth whose
lips were slightly parted as if waiting, waiting fmore.

He lifted a hand and pushed the long, red-goldfh@mn her rounded cheeks.
Her heart thumped, her ears were weary of waittmghdearments which
she was certain hovered on his lips, putting beliivem all their past

animosity.

'For a girl who claims that marriage is not on life’'s agenda,’ he said,
'you're willing to give away a hell of a lot of y@elf. All free, too. Or does
the demand for payment come later?'

It was like falling downstairs in the dark. Her kldifted, swung—and was
caught in a bruising grip. Her eyes blazed intoamd saw reflected back a
glittering hardness. Yes, he was hard, no doubtitaiboand there was no
doubt, either, that he was not one whit moved Inyspentaneous fury at his
insinuation.

'‘Go on, say it," she spat out, ' "You're a goodeast Miss Hume!". | can see
the words hovering on your lips.'

'How haveyou grown so clever at guessing my thoughts?raeldd.
She wrenched away and stood facing him, her bregatmeavy, her breasts

rising and falling with the effort. How could shetdim to leave before her
tongue and her impetuosity wrought even more dafhage



‘Thank you for bringing me home, Mr Moran. Althougtvould far rather
Rob had brought me.’

He did not reply in words, but the calculated camgéin his face as he eyed
her before walking to the door produced an icy ses in her heart.

Next day, Katrine was subdued, but Rob Bowes, athaglancing at her
curiously now and then when they met in his stuhycbffee and tea breaks,
said nothing.

He took her out that evening. He had asked heatigsty, expecting a
refusal, but she had surprised him by acceptingyTdte at one of the
nearby town's better hotels. It was during the ntteatl Rob must have felt
that unless he broke through Katrine's barrier ighee, their evening
together would be a complete failure.

'What's wrong?' he asked, placing his hand ovelifeézss one as it lay on
the table.

How could she tell him, I'm worried about so mahings—about how

discourteous I've been to the man who holds in Hlasds like a

puppet-master our livelihoods and the future sdhgobf the village

children. About how I've hurled insults at the ne@cted by the people of
the area to represent them on the county coundilii®st of all, I'm worried

about the way | keep remembering how Lex Moranekdssie and how |
responded to him, and how I didn't want him to stop

She looked at Rob's hand over hers and sighednidiking a mess of things,
Rob. It's my stupid tongue running away with mew# lose the battle, it
will be my fault." Her brows pleated. 'How can &te some tact?'

'l suppose you're referring to your quarrels witex LMoran?' Katrine
nodded miserably. 'Well, that's perfectly underdédobe. You feel he's the
chief culprit, that he's the major threat to all tiopes--' He frowned, his
hold on Katrine's hand tightening. "You must havshed him here," he
muttered. 'He's just come in.'



Katrine glanced over her shoulder to the swing sloAs her eyes found Lex
Moran, so his swung away from her. He must have s&b's reassuring
clasp of her hand. No doubt it was interpreted by &s a loving gesture.

She said bitterly, 'Together with beautiful, clingiescort.'

'Isn't that Lara Holland, the girl who dispensediti@es at the chemist's
shop?'

'‘None other." Katrine turned back to Rob, pickedaupoffee spoon and
studied the name of the hotel which was engraved up'The clever, witty,

beautiful blonde called Lara. And plainly the weditablished girl-friend of
the equally clever, witty and handsome Lex Mor&mé saw Rob frown
uncomfortably. She supposed she was being ovet-ajain—or maybe he
thought she was jealous! 'They make a fine cowar’t they?' she finished
bitterly.

'We do, don't we, Miss Hume?'

Katrine's eyes flashed shut and she thought, '‘QOmatoagain!" Not for the
first time Rob had seen him coming and had triegdon her.

She lifted heavy eyes to the cool grey ones abeveYes, it was clear he
intended to have fun with her again, like a dogltiaig a biscuit in mid-air
and proceeding to crunch it to pieces.

'I'm delighted you think I'm clever and witty, rfotmention handsome, Miss
Hume. If | hadn't heard the sarcastic tone of yaice | would have said
that they were the first pleasant words I've eeartl you use about me.’

The smile which curved Lex Moran's lips was locadisnot even indenting
the laughter lines from nose to mouth. He turneldeiocompanion. 'Having
an enjoyable evening, Rob?"

'Fine, thanks.'



'Glad to hear it. | wouldn't offer to take your gdaif you offered me a
fortune.' He gave a quick mocking bow towards Ketiand left them to join
his languidly-smiling partner.

'Whew," Rob murmured, looking at Katrine reproadlgfuwhen you put
your foot in it, you really do it properly, don‘oy?'

'Is it myfault,’ she demanded, 'if Lex Moran's got a habitreeping up on
people and eavesdropping?'

'He was hardly eavesdropping. Your voice was lauzligh to carry across
the room.’

'I'm glad,' said Katrine, thinking of the kiss Lead taken the evening before
and then proceeded to insult her. ‘gfad, glad, glad!"

Rob saw her wild eyes and guessed that tears vaeifamaway. 'All right,
all right,’ he patted her hand. 'When | brought yewe for the evening, |
hoped we'd be able to forget our troubles for alevKiatrine caught her
lower lip hard between her teeth. 'I'm sorry, Rbkeally am." She smiled
and put her hand over his. 'l don't know how youyguwith me.’

'‘Nor do I," Rob said, shaking his head with an arawg, if rueful, smile.

Two days later, Rob collected Katrine and her grather to take them to a
meeting in the hall of the village school.

The hall was full and the chattering silenced swcexpectant waiting when
Rob, acting as Chairman, rose from his seat orplddorm. After a brief
introduction, he called on Katrine to make a report

Katrine stood, a slim, challenging, appealingly pgdigure, and told the

audience that there was, unfortunately, little pesg to report. They had
written numerous letters to the Education Committbe, sadly, appeared
to regard the whole matter as of little interesteaese, in their eyes at least,
Charton village school would soon cease to exist.



A woman in the audience enquired whether there neasfficial at all on
their side.

‘Not one, as far as | can see.’ Katrine answefadyou probably know by
now, the chairman of the Education Committee iskldaom his travels

abroad. I--' she cleared her throat to steady beey 'l have met him and
talked to him. I'm sorry to have to report that &iistude is obstructive and
inflexible and A nudge from Rob Bowes seated atsia checked the flow
of words.

With his head he indicated a member of the audieeee the back of the

hall. Even sitting down, Lex Moran looked formidabHis arms were

folded, his legs crossed, his head high, his eagshe evening sun caught
them, dark and forbidding.

'‘And--' Katrine faltered, breathing deeply, 'ar@hhnot hold out a great deal
of hope in our dealings with—with the Education Goittee. Our only
choice is to step up our campaign.' Her eyes imtahily sought the dark
ones which had not shifted from their contemplabbher.

'We must persevere,’ she said, her voice ringing\®e must not, under any
circumstances, abandon our determination to winmiist keep our school,
this school, which has served the village of Chafty so many decades.’

There was long applause as the audience respoddae tanimation,
attractiveness and fighting words of the girl wtaal just addressed them.

'‘Any questions?' Rob asked, rising. . There weraumber of questions
which he and Katrine dealt with between them. Ttienman at the back
rose to his feet, and Katrine's heartbeats quickexrseshe saw how his
casual clothes emphasised his breadth of showdderhis lean physique.
The brown shirt was short-sleeved and revealeddnle hair on his folded
arms. The gold watch around his wrist glinted ie theams of sunlight
which slanted in through the windows.

There were whispers among the audience as thegniseal the man as the
person about whom Katrine had been speaking.



'l should like to ask the lady speaker,' he sasldbep voice echoing in the
high-ceilinged hall, 'why she and her fellow-proées--'

'He means you!' Katrine's voice rang out to theenak, unrelenting as both
Rob and her grandfather, who sat in the front o to silence her.

Lex Moran continued calmly and as if she had nokep, '—are so keen to
retain the use of this village school when theaetsore modern school in the
neigh-bouring village able to take with ease thié&dobn from Charton. And
what's more," he stopped in the act of sitting ddwith ample and entirely
up-to-date accommodation in which to teach them.’

A murmur ran round the hall, but whether it wasupport of Lex Moran or
disagreement with his sentiment Katrine did nottwaivork out.

In an instant, she was on her feet, defiance sigimer pale cheeks. 'In view
of the age of the home the questioner has boughbjside the village, and
of which he is so proud,’ she disregarded anotppea from Rob, 'he

should appreciate that because something is oldpes not necessarily
mean that it should automatically be assigneddéaubbish heap.'

Rob leaned across and whispered, 'Katrine, yolyraalst stop--'

'He should also know,' she persisted, ignoringthe, 'that if there's a sense
of happiness pervading a building—as there isimsbhool—that sense of
happiness somehow communicates itself to those either live in it or
spend a large part of their lives in it. Successgjemerations of happy
children have passed through this school, leavetgria their contentment
and enjoyment of the years they spent here."

Lex Moran rose at once and Rob quickly invited kanspeak. Anything, he
must have thought, to put a stop to the flow ofdgdirom the girl beside
him.

'‘Could the lady speaker on the platform be perdsBiato speak more
objectively, abandon the sentiment and face the, lonomic facts? It's a
waste of public money, ratepayers’ money, to keigsthool open with the
small numbers of children attending it.’



'Objectively?' Katrine cried. 'No, | cannot lookjettively at such a human
problem as forcibly removing children daily frometh own village to a

neighbouring and unfamiliar one. If the questiomeuld look at the matter
with compassion, instead of from the point of vied cold, inhuman

finance...'

Lex Moran was on his feet again. 'May | put a faat$, Mr Chairman? That
is," with a mocking bow, 'if the lady speaker vaérmit. This school is well

over one hundred years old. The classrooms argldand cold in. winter

and, because of the high-placed windows, deniedtihnein summer. The
staff room is little more than a cupboard. In thgslin which the school was
built, there were no such things as "pressure grupis glance swept
round the hall, 'as there are today, no vocifespakesmen to call for better
working conditions for either pupils or staff.'

There was an excited buzz of conversation at raleriging words.

'‘May | put it to the meeting,' he looked around amgleyes came to rest on
the deeply-breathing girl who was fighting so h&d her cause, 'that in
spite of what Miss Hume says about feelings of reggs and contentment,’
he mocked the words Katrine had used, 'where thisd is concerned, its
days of glory, if it ever had any, have long agesaal into oblivion.'

He resumed his seat in a dead silence. If anyodegegeed with him, they
would not have dared, amidst such hostility, toehaavealed that agreement
by applauding.

Katrine felt her legs weaken and she dropped ietochair. To quarrel in
private with Lex Moran was one thing, to quarrel pablic with the
chairman of the Education Committee was very difiyianother. There
was no doubt in her mind that she had antagonisedtil further.

A woman's hand shot up and Rob invited her to spepit it to the meeting
that we continue our fight," she said.

By a showing of hands, there was unanimous agreeaneinKatrine's eyes
danced with victory as they sought out Lex Moraglaxed, detached figure
at the rear of the hall.



A man stood and said, 'l would like to say thabine from a village some
miles from here, but am giving my support to yoause. | must tell you that
we fought as you are doing to save our school. Wmlit legally—no

militancy, we were reasonable and civilised—and lest the battle. It's
plain from what has taken place here tonight thet village will have to

take firmer action, even if it means breaking thies.’

There was a burst of clapping as the man sat do@nMoran stood up and
Katrine's pulses began to race. Now what? she thalgsperately. If only
he were not there! If only they could talk opentyang themselves, without
the presence of an intruder ...

'l feel,' said Lex Moran, 'that it's my duty to riexhthe people gathered here
that if this "firmer action" suggested by the Iggeaker is taken and it does,
in fact, as he puts it "break the rules”, then wiegoearries it out will be in
danger of breaking the law and bringing upon théwese all the
ill-feeling—and court proceedings—which this erdail

Katrine, eyes blazing, was on her feet at oncey'Mask Mr Lex Moran
exactly why he saw fit to attend this meeting diagers?'

He rose immediately. 'May | remind Miss Katrine Huhat I, too, am a
villager, which is why I'm here. As a villagersithatural that my interest
should lie with those among whom | live.’

"You're lying!" Her words reverberated round th# had there was a gasp
from the audience at her audacity, but she wasdefiected from her
purpose. 'You're here, Mr Moran, to spy for thealcauthority which you
represent as chairman of the Education Committee.r¥ here to listen to
our plans and, if you can, to dissuade us fromntakiny action and to
persuade us to accept the school closure." Shglihber heartbeats would
choke her. She moistened her lips and said, 'Willglease be kind enough
to leave this hall and allow us to discuss our piarcomplete freedom from
prying observation.'

'Katrine," Rob hissed, 'you're going too far!'



From the front row came her grandfather's anxiaiser 'Don't alienate the
man, Katrine. No good can come of all this.'

But some demon seemed to have taken hold, fillergaith a driving urge
to rid the hall—and herself— of that maddeningptenting presence.

Of their own accord her feet took her down the sHmht of steps at the

side of the platform. Moments later she was fatiexyjMoran as he stood at
the end of the back row. 'Will you please leavs tall?' she repeated, her
tone imperious. We have no stewards, otherwideake them remove you.'

His lips drew back, revealing clenched, white tedthave my rights as a
citizen, Miss Hume, and one of those is to attequalilalic meeting in this
village.'

Of this Katrine was well aware, but her desireitooht at him and hit hard
consumed her, burning up her common sense beyoodmniion.

'l have my rights too, as one of the organiserhigfcampaign, Mr Moran,
and one of those rights is to ask anyone to whehshe corrected herself
quickly, 'we object to leave. | ask you to leave.'

'Let him be, Katrine," Thomas called, quiveringly.

Her hands came up against the solid, unyieldinly pfd.ex Moran's chest.
They began to push and she backed them up witlealstrength. He did not
give an inch. 'Go,' she choked, 'go, go!

Her wrists were encased in iron grips. They waredlfrom him and in their
descent to her sides they hit the backs of the abwhairs. A sharp cry
escaped her, but she would not allow the tearsrface.

Around his mouth the blood had receded, leavingraa of white. His eyes
were hard and glittering like smashed glass inightlHis breath came low
and deep.

You'll pay for this, my lady," he said furiouslytoso softly that only she
could hear. Then he turned and strode from the hall



CHAPTER FIVE

KATRINE sank on to a seat, her fingers clenched and presse her eyes.
She had made a social and tactical error so ena@thatishe would have to
resign.

People gathered round her, tutting sympatheticdbe asked for it
someone said. 'Would have done the same myseaiffi@ncommented.

Rob pushed through and sat beside her. 'Feelimiglal] Katrine?' he asked.
‘A bit shaken,' she mumbled. My world's been rodkeits foundations, she
should have said. I've just evicted, quite imprbpes man who, | now
realise, means more to me than any other humaug.bein

'‘Cup of tea, dear?' It was her grandfather's v@be. nodded.

Tl make it,’ said Rob. 'There's a kettle in #taff room. Only two cups,
though. Sorry, the rest of you.' There were murnafirslot to worry. We'll
wait until we get home.'

‘Carry on with the meeting. We'll be back soon. @an Katrine.'

In the staff room, Rob busied himself with makieg.tHe did not speak, but
this did not surprise Katrine. She could guess Wkawvas feeling.

As she sipped the hot tea, she said, 'I'm sorrf.'Rte shrugged, sitting
opposite her and drinking from a chipped cup. Sketwn, 'I'll resign from
the secretaryship of the campaign committee. Aftieat I've done today,
I've no alternative.'

'Don't be silly.

'Rob," she put down her empty cup, 'will you pleggeinto the hall and tell
them of my decision. | won't return. Get them tecelsomeone else.’

He sighed. 'If that's what you want.' He put dowsdup and left her. For a
few moments there was silence, then she heard die waised and



addressing the audience. Katrine thought idly,stegood head teacher.
He's got a future—if he's allowed to have one. kKsan me,' she clenched
her hands, 'he's probably just lost his job.'

Rob returned. 'They say they're unwilling to acogpir resignation. They
said unanimously that they've got complete configddan you.'

Katrine pushed back her hair and stood up. 'Thatkival of them. | haven't
got any in myself!’

The meeting continued and Katrine asked from th&#qim for suggestions
for future action.

'We could occupy the school," a young mother sugdes

Rob shook his head. 'That way we would effectiv@yclosing the school
ourselves. The chairman of the Education Commitied his fellow
councillors would no doubt be delighted.’

‘They probably wouldn't even bother to evict usfheone remarked, and
there was laughter.

'I've thought of something,’ said Katrine, risit@harton House—we could
occupy Charton House.'

'But that's where Mr Moran lives,’ Thomas Hume Aesd his
granddaughter. 'We can't do that!"

'Why not?' a young man asked. He must, Katrineoreass, be the brother of
one of the pupils. 'He's the one we're really figihtisn't he? As chairman he
can sWay the Committee whichever way he likesel€&n persuade them to
agree to the closure of the school, by convincireg that it's for the best,
then our school will be closed, won't it? So whateng with the idea?’

'We don't know anything about his house,' prote$temmas.



'l do, Grandfather. Don't you remember—he took heed when my legs
were hurt. The only thing is, how do we discoverewlne's out, because it
would be impossible to get ourselves into the plaken he's in.'

'‘And how do we get in,' Thomas asked, 'if the mant8'

The audience laughed and Katrine answered, 'Thaty. We'll tell his
housekeeper that we've come to see him on a vexyrtamt local matter and
are willing to await his return.’

The young man said, 'l work in the newsagent's texte chemist's shop.
Mr Moran is often in there. Lara Holland's his emntrgirl friend. I'll ask Pat,
the other girl in the shop, to listen to what tkay and let me know if he lets
anything out, like if he's going to a meeting omsohing."'

Rob then declared the meeting closed and the acelgispersed. From the
centre of the hall a smiling, fair-haired, self-tident young woman
emerged and made her way towards Rob and Katrine.

She extended her hand to Rob. 'I'm Ann Tulleynine head teacher of the
school they want your children to come to. I'll dedighted to help you in
any way | can. Not that | don't want the childreat | think right is on your
side.’

Katrine noticed at once how Rob's interest in ttegomer had brought a
warmth to his eyes which she had never seen bdf@teowed, she thought
wryly, how right she had been to persuade himhkeatas wasting his time
hoping that she herself would one day grow fondughoof him to marry
him.

She. had lately been aware of how her behaviouardsvLex Moran had
worried and puzzled Rob. It had puzzled herseld) ®ut she had not
realised how potent a weapon it had proved in shgwiob at last that she
was not really the type of girl he wanted to marry.

Katrine glanced at Ann Tulley's hands. They wer@tgrof rings. 'lt's very
kind of you, Miss—Mrs— Tulley..."



'Miss Tulley,' the young woman said, 'but pleas&eriAnn. You're--?"'

'I'm Rob, Rob Bowes. Look, give me your address——wb the school—I
know that. Your home address.' He wrote it dowhotte number?"

'He reallyis interested,’ Katrine thought, holding back a smiil@ glad, I'm
really glad. And it seems by the way she's loolahfim that she likes him
too. If only my problems were as easily solvedsigh escaped her, but Rob
and his new friend, Ann, did not even notice.

The following evening, the young man who had spakiethe meeting, and
whose name, it appeared, was Jim Rayburn, callettinéaat her
grandfather's home.

'I've just been looking through the local papex,5hid excitedly, ‘and there's
a notice of a meeting of the Education Committe€a@inty Hall the day
after tomorrow. It's open to the public and it'stlatee o'clock in the
afternoon. What do you say to getting a few par@gsther and attending it
in the public gallery?'

Katrine, knowing that Rob would take over her claggeed at once. 'How
do we get there, Jim? It's about half an hour\gedri

'‘Depending on how many can come, we can pile iats.d'll call for you at
the school. Okay?'

'Right. Good luck in mustering the crowds!

Although Katrine told Rob about attending the Ediaca Committee
meeting, she did not tell her grandfather. Her abse&ould be explained by
the fact that she would normally be at school at time. And later, he
would assume she had gone out with Rob, as shsionedly did.

Next day, Katrine was on playground duty when ABdgwn came running
up to her. Since the day he had battered her antlahcuddled him instead
of scolding him, he had often run across to herbiak- time and



momentarily put his hand in hers. Katrine knew tiha& sought for
reassurance in his sadly depleted world.

He found her hand, squeezed it, gave smile foresamid ran back to his
friends.

Human relationships, Katrine told herself, as slached him rejoin his
friends—that was what mattered above all else imworld, good human
relationships. Her thoughts jerked to a stop amdtsbught, stricken, Why
don't | apply such a principle to my own life, mym actions? Why can't |
soften in my attitude towards Lex Moran, try to putr acquaintance on a
better footing, let him see the better side of Ie?she reproached herself,
| will not think about Lex Moran...

At that moment, she had to think about him. A sletlte car had slid to a
stop outside the school. Two men emerged and watkedrds the gates,
which were locked as a precaution against childeshing into the road.

Since she was the teacher on duty, Katrine knewnsingt unfasten the
padlock. Now was her chance, she told herselfytmtmake amends for her
recent behaviour to Lex Moran. The key, taken filwen pocket fitted and
turned in the padlock.

'‘Good morning, Miss Hume.' Lex Moran's voice waskand detached. It
was as if she was a stranger, as if she had neeerib his arms, never felt
his lips bearing down on hers, as though he had/eight, a lover's right, to

take as many kisses as he pleased...

Katrine brought a smile from her depths. It mustehbeen a dazzling one
because the short, stocky man beside Lex respanueeédiately with a
beaming smile of his own. 'Delighted to meet youssvHume. Your fame
has gone before you.' Katrine coloured and frowmperzled. 'Is this the
spitf--' He cleared his throat. 'Is this the youady of whom you were
telling me, Lex? | can't believe it." His quick gte took in her hair, her
wide, bright eyes, her full lips. 'Honey and swee#dls and golden sunsets.
That's what she reminds me of, not a--'



'Is Mr Bowes available, Miss Hume?' The curt quesfrom Lex Moran cut
across his companion's words. It was not diffiduttwever, for her to guess
the phrases which Lex Moran had used to describe he

The smile was turned on again and upwards. 'YesMihan. He's in his
Study. Shall | take you?' The smile stayed in pldélce eyes shone with a
dazzling welcome.

'l know the way.' He looked around. "Your placbese'.' His eyes returned
to her and they were sarcastic. 'Cuddling Andy Bro@ome on, Steve, this
way.'

Katrine held on to the smile until the two men lgahe into the school
building. Then the smile went beyond recall. So mimr her efforts to
improve relations between herself and the chairrafrthe Education
Committee! It was plain it would take a long tinge him to forgive her for
the indignity she had thrust upon him. If he evier.d

At lunchtime, Rob was noncommittal about the widitex Moran and his
companion.

'Was it about the closure of the school?' Katrisieed.

‘That was one of the subjects discussed, yes.'

Katrine waited, but no more came. He was, of cqulsehead teacher, and
as such was in a privileged position. She had gbtrio question him
further, despite their friendship, on a subject askhhe was so plainly
unwilling to discuss. If there had been better newany hope of a reprieve
she knew he would have told her at once.

He raised no objection to her taking time off anthg with others to attend
the meeting of the Education Committee.

'I'll ring you this evening and let you know--'

'Er—not this evening,’ Rob broke in. 'I'm seeing-emgone. | mean,
meeting a--'



'Friend?’ Katrine supplied, smiling, 'lt wouldn& Bnn Tulley?'
Rob coloured. 'l hope you don't mind, Katrine.'

'I'm delighted, and | mean that. I've been tryimgetl you for ages that you
should put all thoughts of me out of your head.'Shahe's very nice, Rob.’

‘Thanks.' He twisted a pencil round. 'l think sm.t

So, Katrine thought, as she left to join Jim Raybwhose car had pulled up
outside the school, that's two people well on thaly to their ‘happy ever

after'. She was glad, she told herself—fiercelgdose she had to believe it
herself if she was to convince others—that she avaareer girl and that

marriage was not for her.

On the journey, Jim packed three other peoplehig@ar—the mother of a
small girl at the school and the parents of twceotthildren. Outside the
impressive white concrete and glass building whigs County Hall, an
excited group had gathered. Katrine, being theesaar, took charge.

‘At first, we'll listen. Then--'

‘The public are not supposed to interrupt,’ saitba the others called Ben.
'We're only allowed to listen. If we break the gylthey're entitled to ask us
to leave.'

Katrine shrugged, already knowing the rules. 'Therare
teacher-representatives on the Education Committke, told them, 'and
two are from the primary schools section. They nkungtw our problems,
they'll give us their support.’

Soon the small crowd filed into the building. A saty officer led them up
the winding stairs and opened the door into the-s@cular public gallery.
The area it overlooked was impressive.

‘The meetings aren't usually held here in the ncawncil chamber,’ he
explained. 'But because the public are being alibwee attend, they're
meeting here today as it's got a public gallery.’



If it's money they're worried about, Katrine thotidghtterly, they've
certainly spared no expense here! The council ckamBs semi-circular,
with tiered seats sloping upwards from the floortHe centre was a long
table and six or seven chairs. They were high- &dckand
important-looking. The central chair was more salil elaborate than the
others, carved and velvet-covered.

When the members of the Education Committee filgedhere were many
more than Katrine had envisaged—over forty peogie estimated. Her
eyes searched eagerly but in vain for the autagrsitghtly frightening, but
intensely attractive figure of Lex Moran. When Kiatr had decided with
deep disappointment that his deputy would be piggithat day, Lex came
in leading a line of three or four others.

His dark suit was pin-striped, the white shirt effby a black and red tie of
impeccable taste. His bearing was proud, his dhaokspringing, yet lying a
little low over his brow. There was his classicalyaped nose, the mouth
which, as Katrine knew from experience, could taker and entirely
monopolise a woman's lips.

So absorbed was she in studying the man, she didotioe at first that his

eyes had scanned the public gallery and had conrestoon her own

animated features. When she caught the raised @yelshe jerked to

personal awareness and coloured deeply. There avésrgiveness in the

man, it seemed. 'You'll pay for this," he had wdrmdaen she had ordered
him from the school hall.

Lex Moran took the central chair. On one side ahhsat the Chief
Education Officer, a middle-aged man whom Katrinew by sight. On the
other was another man known to Katrine as the fesgi€ducation Officer
for primary schools. It seemed that they were allte make a strategic
attack on Charton village school! One of the otlseited at the central table
was a grey-haired woman who, as soon as the tatleggn, started making
notes. She was, it seemed, the Committee's secretar

The meeting began quietly and Katrine sat in tloatfrow of the public
gallery, listening idly. Behind and around her weitt®out twelve of her
supporters in the 'Save Our School' campaign.



When at last the Chief Education Officer stood aal, 'l should like to

inform this meeting of the facts concerning thegmsed closure of Charton
primary school," Katrine straightened and claspedhands tightly on her
lap.

First and foremost, the man said, was financiakm@ration. If the school
were closed, it would be a means of saving momeerised, Katrine called
out, 'What about the cost of hiring a bus and tbst of conveying the
children to and from another school?’

A woman beside her put out a nervous hand. 'Weteallowed to say
anything--'

The chairman rose, tilted his head back and loskedght at Katrine. Anger
tightened his lips and deepened the cleft in his.cH there is not silence
from the public gallery, it will be cleared.' Het slown.

'‘Secondly," the council official went on, 'therethe considerable age and
poor condition of the building.’

Unable to sit quietly and allow the false stateraemot go unchallenged,
Katrine stood again, unheedful of the 'hushes' ratober and of the
chairman's staring, furious eyes.

'It may be old," she cried, 'but it's in excellezpair. A little paint--'

Lex Moran twisted to face her. 'If the member o thublic who keeps
interrupting, despite my warning, breaks the rulese more, she will have
to face the consequences.’

There was a breath-holding silence and Katrinelsain. Thank goodness,
she thought, no one could see the pounding of &éaiththe blood surging
through her body, the fear which was a cold hargkuher ribs.

‘Then," the speaker continued, ‘there is the mattilling numbers on the
school register. We have conducted a survey in #@nea, made
house-to-house calls to estimate the numbers d&drehi under school age
who would be expected to attend the school in #ne few years. The



numbers calculated do not justify the continueddicing of a school which
is fast running down.'

She had to say it, she could not keep quiet! Katcmed out in anguish, 'Of
course the population isn't increasing! The plagnsommittee refused
permission for the building of ten or twelve houses

'Evict the girl,' the chairman ordered, 'in fadgar the public gallery.’

‘That's not fair,’ Jim Rayburn called out. "We"\apkquiet. Why can't we
stay?'

'Clear the gallery! the chairman insisted.
'It's not democratic,’ another protester retort@k've a perfect right--'

'If I as chairman order the gallery to be clearkeel Moran rapped out, 'then
it's cleared. Blame your leader. You should keeprherder.’

'Shall we call the police, sir?' the woman clerkeasLex Moran, her voice
deliberately raised.

'If necessary, Miss White, if necessary,' camartitable answer. He raised
his eyes and watched as the campaigners filed wlowtl

'I'm staying!" Katrine's defiant voice rang out@ss the council chamber.
There were angry murmurs from the councillors.

The woman secretary's hand went to the telephBokcé, sir?’

'Police? No. | can handle her." Lex threw down gile of papers he was
holding, pushed back the chair and made for tigatfiof stairs which led to
the public gallery.

Katrine saw him coming. She began to shake, nowkip his intention.
Would he persuade, soothe,



talk her round? When at last he faced her, shaddeel the rage which he
himself was feeling, but in her it turned into ktarold fear.

When his hands came out and fastened on her attmaugh the pain the
pressure of his fingers inflicted she was vaguelMara of gasps and
murmurs from the spectators below. The jaw abovesfies was rigid, the
eyes hard and glinting as faceted diamonds. Theggssed not an atom of
warmth or clemency.

"You've asked for this," he said between his teatit by God, you're going
to get it!" He took her by the shoulders, spundwethat her back was to him
and wrapped his arms about her waist. She wagl lffeem her feet and

carried easily, humiliatingly, from the public gady.

She would go down fighting! Her legs swung, heryadisted, but her
struggles only served to tighten the suffocatinyllad those muscle-laden
arms. 'Put me down!" she shrieked. 'Leave me albmere h- hurting me!’

'It's time someone brought you to your sensesalsgong hand you need,
and | possess two very, very strong ones. And bswet if necessary, I'll
use them good and hard on you.'

When they reached the glass-enclosed entranceby Jdex put her on to

her feet. She was winded and bent double with #ive fhat swept her at the
release of the pressure of his body against Heegyrip of his arms around
her.

But he had not finished with her yet. '‘Come on $éiel, 'out, right outside.’

'‘No, no!" All around were her friends, fellow- pesters to witness her final
humiliation. 'Please, I'll behave.'

‘That | won't believe. Out, | said," he repeatadd'out you go.’'
He took her by the collar of her dress and mardhedout, her limbs

hanging as if she were a puppet, her head drogsnfjshe were a broken
doll.



On the other side of the glass door, Katrine puhla@ds over her face. Any
moment now the tears would come, the shock woukkehher. She
uncovered her eyes and she said with trembling lips

'Have you had your revenge now, Mr Moran? Have yowuged the
humiliation | inflicted on you the other eveningthé school by inflicting it
on me instead?' A sob tore at her chest. 'At ledisin't h- hurt you. | didn't
bruise you...'

She sank on to the top step and cried bitterly. &onoment she was
conscious of his legs beside her, then she kneradeone.

Her friends gathered round her, praising her fordogirage in speaking out
and condemning the committee chairman for tredtegrgso roughly.

Jim Rayburn sat on the stone step beside her atedrbis arm across her
shoulder. 'Mop up, Katrine," he said. 'At leastweehade our point, which
wouldn't have happened if everyone had sat silexsthywe were supposed to
do.’

He was being kind, she thought, and trying to &asgosition in front of the
others. He, no doubt, thought secretly as Rob Bawmesher grandfather
would have done if they had heard her outburst gth@ had done their cause
no good.

'I'm not beaten, Jim," said Katrine, drying herg¢e@he mere thought of Lex
Moran's treatment of her was stirring her defiatweenewed life. If he

thought he had finally crushed her, he would sasoayer how wrongly he

had misread her character.

A crowd of people was emerging from the buildingibe them, dispersing
in all directions.

Jim Rayburn, with his arm still across Katrine'swders, said, 'lt's the
Education Committee. | wonder why? There's Mr Mor&atrine." He
looked at her bent head. 'He's seen you.'



'Is he coming over?' she whispered, half fearfalf im hope.
'No. Wait a minute,' he patted her back, 'I'll fmat what's going on.'

He left her side and she heard him ask, 'Mr Mof@af? you tell us if you've
reached a decision?"

Katrine raised her head, eyes alert now. Lex Meranol, authoritative
tones damped down any hope she might have fele feting was
adjourned until another day. The next meeting wdt be open to the
public.’

Jim frowned. 'Why not, Mr Moran? It's still a publmatter. If we were
allowed in today--'

'‘Blame your campaign leader for her ill-judged ausit. Ask her to curb her
slightly immature impetuosity.' His eyes dwelt oer ltoldly and Katrine

curled her toes. '‘By her action, she's probablyeldeany divisions that
existed inside the committee itself, and pushednthm their entirety,

towards the final decision.'

'Which is, Mr Moran?' She tried to match the coklia his voice, but failed
sadly.

He walked slowly towards her, gazing narrow-eyeleattear-stained face.
She wished she was not still sitting so childigitiythe step, enabling him to
stare down at her as if she were a member of sofeedr species.

‘The closure of the school, Miss Hume.' The othexsept for Jim Rayburn,
had gone down the steps, leaving them discreetiyealLex Moran said
with quiet anger, 'Will you never learn? Will yoewver check that stupidly
impulsive tongue of yours?'

She pushed her hair from her face. 'Are you reprdireg me, Mr Moran,
for speaking théruth}'

He considered her for a long moment, then shookdésasl as if concluding
that she was beyond hope. He glanced at his witldase excuse me—I



have another meeting to attend. One concerningwmy lmsiness affairs.’
He smiled, but without amusement. 'One at which cerasading,

law-breaking young rebel will leap to her feet atdrm at those who, if
spoken to in gentle, coaxing tones, might be hendis but who, if raged at,
could probably turn into her implacable enemies’ Wwalked down the
steps, saying, 'Good afternoon, Miss Hume,' turhisdhead, '‘Mr Rayburn.’

They watched as he slid into the driving seat sf Rolls-Royce. The car
purred into the traffic and disappeared. Resentmatied up as Katrine
watched Lex Moran drive away. His behaviour towah#ds had been
inexcusable. He had manhandled her to such antetki@nshe would feel
the bruises his fingers had pressed into her flesbome time to come. Yet
he had gone without a word of apology.

All right, she thought, walking down the steps wltm Rayburn, so she had
broken the rules. But he could have warned her Wwaattended to do if she
hadn't left the council chamber voluntarily. Butaofurse he didn't! He had
wantedto throw her out, with his own arms and handsalee his wounded

pride. It had been an act prompted solely by regei®e had heard the
gasps of the other council members. Even they kad bhocked.

She would not let him get away unscathed. 'Listeeyyone,’ Katrine said.
'We made a plan. Let's carry it out. We decided, tiianecessary, we'd
occupy the chairman of the Education CommitteelssboWe know he's
gone to another meeting, which means he won't herag.’

'So how do we get in?' a woman asked.

'We can't break in, that's for sure,' said another.

'Leave it to me,' Katrine said. 'I'll think of sothmg.'

They packed into the cars in which they had arri@ed drove back to the
village, passing through it and climbing the haards Charton House.

They parked the cars just off the road. Since tla@ pad been put into
operation so impetuously, they had not given thoaglthe length of time



they might need to spend at Lex Moran's house deroto force him to
promise them his support.

The front door opened and the housekeeper stoork.tHghe was
heavily-built, white-haired and pale, with a frowreasing her forehead. It
was not caused by irritation but, Katrine guesbgdyhysical weakness.

'‘Good afternoon, Mrs McBride," Katrine said brightl don't know whether
you know me, but—"'

'Miss Hume, isn't it?' the housekeeper replied Mogre a little weak. 'The
village schoolteacher?'

Katrine nodded. 'l have been here before. Notsg &go, either. Mr Moran
brought me after I'd had an—accident at school.’

Mf's McBride nodded. 'l remember. Can | help youssf I'm not feeling

too good today. | phoned Miss Holland at the chésjisnd she said |
should really go to the doctor but said she coubtb@ably give me something
to help me. If | didn't feel better tomorrow thés thave to go to the doctor. |
was just thinking of having a rest, but..."

'Please don't let us stop you, Mrs McBride. It& flnat we wondered if Mr
Moran was at home?"

The housekeeper shook her head. 'He'll be in ®eWening meal, though,
maybe earlier. Shall | tell him you called?’

'l—er—did wonder, Mrs McBride," Katrine said quigkl'if you would
allow us to come in and await his return.' The lekeeper was about to
shake her head when Katrine said, 'You see, somyy dfiends have come
from some distance, and it would be difficult foetn to go away and come
back again.’

Well, she consoled herself, it was partly true,mtas? One or two had come
from villages some distance away, villages whichd Haught similar
battles—and all of which had been lost.



It was plain that Mrs McBride felt too weak to aegrhe door was pulled
open and the group walked in. Katrine sighed watief. This was the first
and main obstacle overcome. With Mrs McBride upsta bed, their task
would be easier than she had dared to imagine.

'l know the way to Mr Moran's living-room, Mrs MciBe. There's no need
for you to show us.'

The housekeeper nodded, waited for Katrine to leadriends away, and
then she made thankfully for the stairs.

They arranged themselves around the room, and thleechairs and settees
had been filled, they sat on the deep-piled caKettine joined them on the
floor and the long wait began.



CHAPTER SIX

THE time passed more quickly than they had anticipaiéey talked and
joked and discussed the progress of the campalgnothers exchanged
notes on who had agreed to look after their childva their return from
school.

Since they originally assumed that the council mgetwould have
continued for some time, most of the mothers h&drtacare of an early
evening meal for 'sheir small sons and daughtereceQ_ex Moran came
home, they did not anticipate that it would takenthlong—atfter all, they
had him at their mercy—to persuade him to see,aamcépt, their point of
view.

When the knock on the door came, Katrine nearlytéai with shock. Did

the housekeeper open the door to her employer ewerying? Fearing that
if the knock came again, Mrs McBride would be disad, Katrine ran into

the hall, crossed its width and flung open thearde door.

Lex Moran stood on the step searching for his kelgslooked up, saw the
red-haired, nervously-smiling girl welcoming himrhe and nearly dropped
the bunch of keys in his hand.

'What the hell are you doing here? Where's Mrs Noe

'Please come in,"” Katrine said graciously. 'ltls aght, Mr Moran, we
haven't manhandled her, as you did me.’

His narrowed eyes swept over her. 'You look in g&rphysical shape to
me.'

Katrine coloured at the way his eyes rested momigntan her swelling
breasts, but smiled his sarcasm away. "Your hoepekdasn't feeling well.
She's gone to bed.’

'So you've decided to take her place?' The clippadcal tones acted like a
pin-prick, but Katrine knew she must not allow lefrso be provoked.



Calmness, casualness and supreme self-confidence wessential
throughout this delicate situation.

‘Not exactly. You see, we--'

'We?' He listened intently and, hearing the subdoeomur from his
living-room, asked, 'What the hell's going on hére?

He brushed past Katrine and flung open his livimgm door, staring around
at the self-consciously smiling faces. These werpmofessional protesters,
just ordinary people, attempting by accepted modeethods, to further
their cause.

Lex Moran relaxed slowly and his hard lips widem&d a smile. 'So this is
what they call a "pressure group”. At last I've me¢ face to face!"

There was general, relieved laughter that he shoeikdking their action so
well. But it seemed that it had not registered cletgy on his
consciousness exactly why they were there untitiKatsaid,

'We're occupying your home, Mr Moran.'

A swift anger darkened his eyes and took the semtay. Moments later,
however, he was in control again. He commentedlgridVell, at least |

won't be lonely. | hope you'll forgive me, though,don't offer to feed you
and provide you with sleeping accommodation. Theskds large, but it's
not a high-class hotel.’

The sardonic note was not meant to be overlookedh&tl deliberately

embarrassed and disconcerted hisself-invited gumsisthey looked to

Katrine to provide a lead. She was, however, agp@genced as they were
in the art of protest and sit-ins. She fidgetechwher hair, neatened her
slightly rumpled top—which had the effect of bringiLex's eyes to the
particular area of her anatomy which most seemedietse him.

If his aim was to disconcert her, too, then he foahd an excellent way of
doing so. In a defensive action, she folded hersdrghtly across her front,
and for her pains drew from him a derisive smile.



'‘We'll--" she cleared her throat, 'we'll be no biey Mr Moran. We just
intend to sit here, that's all.’

He lowered his briefcase to the floor, pushed hisds into his pockets and
asked crisply, 'For what purpose?’

‘To—to make you see our point of view," Katrineddaluntly. Too bluntly, it
seemed, because his narrowed eyes swung to her agai

'Makeme?"'

Jim Rayburn broke in swiftly, "To try and enlistuydhelp in our fight to keep
our school open. We thought that you, as a felldiager--'

‘That's news to me. Your leader here,’ he gestoedlessly towards
Katrine, 'took the trouble to tell me, in unmisthalaterms,, that I'm not a
member of the village community. As you probablyeatly know, she
threw me out of a public meeting in the village @il was attending
perfectly legally.’

His smile said, 'Checkmate."

Jim tried again. 'We thought, Mr Moran, that asenid'and supporter of our
cause--'

Sharply he responded, 'Who said | was a suppoirtgrw cause? Never at
any time have | given any indication as to my peat@iews on whether the
village school should be closed or left alone.’

Another checkmate. A long silence followed, in whibe considered

speculatively and with interest each member ofjtloeip. When he came to
Katrine, who had joined Jim Rayburn and the otkeeted on the carpet, a
faint smile flitted across his lips and the laughiees around his eyes
crinkled momentarily.

Stung by the way she seemed to amuse him, shevghidefiance, 'Are you
going to call the police, Mr Moran? Are you goimgarder us out as you did
earlier?'



'l could," he countered, 'since you're all tresipas's

'We weren't trespassing before, because it wastimgeo which the public
were invited, yet you made us leave.'

"You broke the rules, that's why. If you have amgfo say to me, wouldn't
it be wiser to say it, in a civilised, adult way, lagal and pleasant, without
adopting the student and/or trade union tacticsitefn, illegal occupation,

etcetera?' His eyes swung to Katrine. 'Since ydb&eelf-appointed leader
of this deputation, | assume you're also their spolan. So carry on, Miss
Hume, I'm listening.’

His half-amused, semi-tolerant, faintly tauntingrmer riled her. "You've
heard my arguments, Mr Moran, many times, bothuatip meetings, here
in your own home and in the council chamber todayou still aren't
convinced of the rightfulness and common senseuofcause, then,' she
shook her head, 'l don't know when you will be.'

'So how is this--" his hand encompassed the umidwjathering staring a
little unnerved, more than a little discomfited, ap him, 'collection of
honest, sincere, but misguided--—' he glared atrikkgt 'and | mean
misguided villagers going to make me alter my views

Katrine could find nothing to say.
‘Stalemate, Miss Hume?' he asked softly, with it fsinile.

She gritted her teeth and stared up at him. Som&ghed, a woman looked
at the glass-covered antique clock ticking the alagy on the mantelpiece.
Others followed her eyes, seeking the time. Theyewkinking of their
families, their husbands coming home to no foodram@velcome.

'Look,' Lex said, rubbing his chin, ‘let's relaxa human, although I'm sure
Miss Hume doubts it," with a smile, 'l am, like yauvillager. | have Mr
Rayburn's word for it, if not Miss Hume's. Shall a# have a drink," he
moved to a cabinet, slid open a door and took otitds and glasses, 'then
I'll show you round the gardens. Charton House rbast familiar sight to



all of you." He poured drinks. 'But | doubt if aofyyou have seen it at such
close quarters before.’

As he talked, he handed round the drinks, with RBiayburn's help. Only
Katrine refused. Lex paused, glass in hand, shadjghen handed the glass
to the young woman beside her.

After that, the atmosphere eased considerably, thadchatter became
general, with Lex moving around the group actirgghbrfect host, talking to
them as if he had known them personally all theed.

No Wonder, Katrine thought sourly, wishing she hadepted the drink, he
was a successful businessman and that his budhaesprospered and
grown worldwide. He spoke fluently, moving amongple who were, after
all, his opponents, with immense self- confidence ease.

If he ever took it upon himself, she reasonedntad persuade these people
that their cause was not only a lost one, bubllifided, and that they would

actually gain instead of lose by the closure ofdtigool, he would no doubt

do so, and probably convince them beyond all doubt!

He said, having tossed down his second drink abhdgwn the glass, 'l can't
unfortunately, show you round the house as theenmigght disturb my

housekeeper, but if you'd care to see the garddms-motioned towards
double glass doors.

His guests looked at each other uncertainly, théfatrine. Unable to give
them a lead, since she was as confused as theyabeuetheir next step, she
lifted her shoulders and rose with them. To seesthidge of victory on Lex
Moran's face—which she was sure she would havedfdishe had looked
at him—would have so provoked her she would notehbeen able to
control the flow of angry words from her lips. leat, she kept her eyes on
the backs of the others as she followed them tayarden.

The word 'garden’ was, however, an understatenistate, she thought,
would have been a description more suited to thensive area in which the
old house stood. Steps led down from a paved areaterraced lawn.



Beyond this, to the left, was a rose garden witlches and small wooden
archways.

There was an area of woodland stretching into tbtamlce. It was towards
this that the group wandered, exclaiming at th@wohnd scents around
them, at the care which must have been expendetieonpkeep of the
gardens deep into the past. It was also plainttfeapresent owner did not
lack the funds to employ people to maintain thetestn the excellent
condition in which he must have found it on buythg house.

Beyond the garden was the orchard for which Chaittouse was

well-known. In the spring people passing by stopaed took photographs
of the mass of apple blossom. Its delicate scentdcbe detected by
sensitive nostrils. In the autumn, people came ffanand wide to buy the
full, ripe fruit.

A young mother pushed her way to Katrine's sidee Whispered, 'Miss
Hume, | really must return home. My neighbour'syvgood and agreed to
give my children their tea, but it's my husbandm.not backing out, Miss
Hume, it's just- -'

Katrine nodded, smiling as understandingly as siidc 'Just slip away. Go
through the house and let yourself out. What abransport?'

'It's not far, thanks. I'll walk down to the villag As the woman left, Katrine
thought, One less won't notice. But another ofghmup had watched the
incident and must have decided to follow the othekample. She called
across to Katrine,

'l hope you'll forgive me, Miss Hume, but | reali§ll have to go.’

Of course, Lex Moran had heard. Katrine glaredrat daring him to smile,
but his face was empty of expression. She gazathdrand saw the same
slightly strained expression on her friends' faghich told her more loudly
than words that they, too, would like to be relelasem their obligations.
Were they all deserting her, every single one?



It seemed that this was so, because even Jim Raya looked
uncomfortable. He approached and whispered, dt'shat we're letting you
down, Katrine. It's just that it doesn't seem tdvaeing the effect we hoped’,
so--'

"You can go, all of you." Katrine's voice was loaidd defiant. '‘But I'm
staying. If Mr Moran wants to get rid of me, hé#ve to call the police.’

The others hesitated, acutely embarrassed, pléeeling that they should
remain and support their leader, yet convincedttieit plan had misfired.

Katrine thought, It's all gone wrong. I've failéde school will close and it
will be my fault, all my fault!

Involuntarily, she turned and ran, through the wembdrea, across the
flower-strewn grass, up the steps and into theadnoom. She flung herself
on to the carpet and with her head and arm onghatd an armchair, burst
into tears.

Her sobs filled her ears and she could hear nothirigher own choked
breathing and pounding heart. So it was some tatee that she realised she
was no longer alone, yet there was a quietnesywiiere that puzzled her.
It was as though she had been asleep and missedhsogvital.

The watch on her wrist told her that the time hasised so swiftly, she must
have slept! The build-up of tension, the defiartdb@ meeting, the physical
mishandling by an angry man; entering and occuptisghouse, defying
him, daring his wrath, only to be deserted by happerters—all had
conspired to reduce her to such a state of exlwwtat sleep had been her
only escape route, and a means of restoring héetdeenergies.

She was not alone because Lex Moran sat, legs &itbtched, hands
clasped, head back, watching her. He looked whatdse—completely at
home.

'Sleeping Beauty stirs at last,’ he drawled.



Katrine lifted her head and stared at him reselgtfydushing back her
dampened hair.

He smiled. 'A somewhat tear-stained, not to sagtelmed, Sleeping Beauty,
but a beauty nonetheless.’

His challenging words aroused her from the senupat into which her
sense of failure had plunged her.

'Chastened? You call me chastened?' she demanded.

'If you think you've humbled me by your—your-- ‘esfelt her arms, her
shoulders, ‘'violent handling of me, and your cleviek in ridding yourself
of your unwanted visitors, then think again.'

In spite of her fighting words, her head droopede &new that, so far, he
had won all the battles and she began to despagwef achieving their goal.
This man, with his wealth and his elevated positolocal society—he had
been fairly elected by the votes of ordinary pepplany of whom included
the villagers—held all the strings, and moreovariddug on them and pull
them in whatever direction he pleased and whenswevanted.

‘The others went,' she continued, keeping her eyd¢ke carpet and running
her hand over its springy pile, 'because they weeave of you. They were
born and bred here, like their parents and gramapsr Whoever lives in
Charton House is regarded by them as a kind of maogtguire.’

Her head came up, eyes defiant. 'I'm only a tempaesident, so I'm not
one of them. I don't regard you as some kind dfpalverful” creature, with
inherited rights to rule. The feudal attitude spitevails around here,' she
sneered, 'but I'm just an interloper, so | havenit sense of loyalty to the

"local squire™.

Her words seemed only to arouse amusement in himghworovoked her
-even more. 'Go on,' she goaded, 'evict me—I'raspasser, remember, I'm
breaking the rules again. So get your vicious agfihands on me, hurt me,
throw me out bodily this time...'



Her- voice tailed off. As she talked he had rissamg was walking towards
her, arms loose, eyes menacingly narrowed. Hessdily, ‘'So you want my
hands on you?' When she shook her head wildlyaite 'You can't deny it.
You've just issued an invitation." Hands on hipg, iinuscles taut and hard,
he leaned forward. ' "Vicious, ruthless"”, | thinkuydescribed them.' He
lifted his hands, glancing from one to the oth€he'se hands will oblige,
ruthlessly and viciously as instructed.’

'‘No!" she cried out.
‘Too late, Miss Katrine Hume. What you ask for, gei.'

He slipped his hands under her armpits and haueddface him. Her
upper arms were gripped and his fingers, sinking ihe flesh, tugged her
against him. Was this the way he had chosen toverher this time? She
winced at the bruising pain, but it was as notluagnpared with the force of
his lips as he twisted her sideways and hit hertmwaith his.

He took a kiss, then lifted his head. "The only whg breathed, 'to keep
Miss Katrine Hume's mouth from spilling out accumas and insults and
counterproductive charges against anything and remyn an effort to

further her cause is to keep it in bondage. Likg'th

His mouth again took charge of hers, but she caoldeven struggle any
more. His arms had wrapped around her in a holdesmre she could
scarcely breathe.

The maleness of him was overwhelming, swamping pbewers of
resistance, blurring the clear-cut edges of hesamiag, and turning her into
a pliant, warm-blooded, passionate woman. Dazdu#yrealised his kisses
had become more tender, less cruel; her respornsesaager and fervent.

She grew afraid. Unused to men's demands and slesitee had kept at bay
young men too anxious to be on more intimate temtis her—she did not
know how, without hurting Lex's feelings, to telirh'no’.



But, she asked herself bemusedly, as his lips wadde touch her ear, trail
her shoulder beneath the top he had pulled asidgerl on her throat
exposed by the drooping backwards of her headsltkdvant to say 'Stop'?

'Katrine,' Lex whispered, raising his head, and s for the first time the
warm demand in his eyes, the pulse throbbing ircheek, 'you're driving
me crazy, girl. | told you once before the effeatijnave on me.’

"You f-fancied me,' she said, hoping to introduceach of lightness to
divert his attention.

'l want you, my sweet,' he persisted, 'you arouseumtil I--' His hands
found her midriff which the loosened top had exploSéhey caressed and
stroked and enticed from her a shivering sigh, ragiltg to surrender, to
batter down the mind-barriers she had erected legt\Wwerself and all men.

His hands moved upwards, finding the soft, yieldshgpe of her, and in her
joy her lips parted, inviting him to make them Iyist again. It was an
unconscious entirely feminine reaction over whible gould exercise no
control. Shewvantedhis kisses, shevantedthe touch of his hands upon her.
Because she loved him, she wanted to give of Hexsehuch as he desired
to take and make his own.

Because she loved himhe words had come uninvited into her mind and no
amount of denial could erase them.

'Will you stop fighting me, Katrine?' he whisperguilling her closer and
looking deep into her eyes. 'Will you stop hurlyaurself against me like a
bird against a pane of glass, only to drop to tioeigd and die? Look on me
as your friend, not your avowed enemy. When hasaeel given you cause
to make you think I'm your adversary?'

She stiffened in his embrace. So his lovemakingrtadeen motivated by
tenderness, nor even by physical desire. It hadngpfrom a hope on his
part that by kissing and caressing her he wouldeniak plans for closing
the school more acceptable to her and call a bkt campaign.



Tears of disappointment threatened, but with exg¢reself-control she
suppressed them. 'Is this your method," she clygtbriof persuading me to
abandon the fight?'

'I'm talking in personal terms, Katrine.' His voie@s gentle, yet a note of
authority could be detected.

She tore away from him, tugging back her hair atrdightening her
rumpled top. 'l don't believe you.' The tears migate stayed behind her
eyes, but they could not be kept out of her voidethe same, she had to
have her say before it was too late. 'l think y@tedling me in a roundabout
way that I'm to stop making myself a nuisance aadé you free to go about
the business of the school closure without hindzasrqrotest.’

Hard hands gripped her shoulders and jerked henstgaim. His mouth
took hers brutally and held it, until she strugghthen his lips had had their
fill, he held her away. His eyes were narrow. "it@st potent way, as | said
earlier, of closing tightly and effectively Katrindume's beautiful but
wayward mouth.’

The phone rang. Lex cursed under his breath. KrnpWisihousekeeper was
resting, he released Katrine, strode into the &ad lifted the receiver.
Through the open door, Katrine heard him say, 'Mdrere.'

There was a pause and he spoke again. 'That'sajomdl, Lara, but don't
bother to bring it. I'll come to the dispensary guck it up.' He listened
again. 'When the shop closes? Why?' Katrine whth feilded arms, now
stood boldly watching as he lounged against the bedide the telephone
table, noted the slow, spreading smile. He glaratelder, smiled again at
what he saw, and turned his back on her. Affronkadrine moved away.

‘Take you out? Yes, it's about a week since weddie paused and said, 'l
could do with some female compangmenablefemale company.' The
laughter from the other end was too loud to be edis&€Come back here
afterwards? Why not?"

Katrine thought, Can | leave? If | did, he couldtbp me, not with Lara
Holland on the phone. In order to reach the fradrdshe had to pass him.



For a moment she stood at the door. He must haael her, because, to her
disappointment, he swung round.

Nevertheless, she raced along the hall, hopinghinatould be so surprised
by her action he would be caught off guard. Butls underestimated his
reflexes. They were instant and took immediate cefféler wrist was
imprisoned in a grip she had come that day to keowell. He said between
his teeth, 'Don't go away, Miss Hume. | want a weitth you.'

To the caller, he said, 'lI've got company. Fenmalé;haired and a firebrand.
Yes, right first time. Get rid of her?' His eyeg@ined. 'l will—when I've
finished with her.' He consulted his watch. 'Sixeen, I'll be with you.'

There was a movement at the top of the stairs arsdMBride stood there.
'Here's the patient now,' he told Lara. He askedhbusekeeper how she felt.
‘A little better, she says,’ Lex told the call¥es, I'll tell her I'll be collecting
her medicine and that she needn't cook me a mdath/iheans we'll have
the evening to ourselves?’

He slanted a glance at his prisoner, who had begfmet and chafe at the
tightness and audacity of his hold. 'So it dod<é’' with you soon, Lara.’

He glanced upstairs to find his housekeeper gohe.Had exercised her
discretion and disappeared. Lex urged a reluctaitide back into his

living-room and released her at last, but remabiedking the doorway as if
to prevent any attempt at another escape.

Katrine wished the man were not so attractive, thateyes were not so
perceptive, his lips so full, his chin so stubboBhe wished his air of
authority did not daunt her, his broad shoulderkeanier want to lean
against him and seek security, that his lean hplslang legs did not stir in
her unfamiliar and alarmingly exciting feelings.

Why did the sight of his long-fingered hands distbher so, the signet ring
on his right hand arouse a strange sense of a@#ty did the thought of
the evening he was going to spend with Lara Holleaugse her to feel such
jealousy, she wanted to run at him and scratch dkaaagmile on his face?



Did all this really add up to love? Or was it mar&atuation for someone
who was so out of her league she might as wetbtsweep the desert clean
of sand as think that one day he might consideatspomething more than a
pissing temptation to his masculine needs?

'What do you want?' she asked.

"Your help.' He considered her tense figure, hssdyecoming thoughtful
and pleased at the same time as they rested ché&yeeliness, as if recalling
the pleasure he had felt in caressing and coax@én@dwssion to life.

She stirred uncomfortably, hugging herself.

'I'm giving a party for the village kids. If it's&e, on the lawn—if not, in the
house. - Mrs McBride will provide the food, bull Hleed assistance with
handling the thirty or forty little angels who'kliescending on me. | haven't
enough experience with children to manage themeaMfith your expertise
as a teacher, your help would prove invaluableé 8id not answer. It
would be much appreciated, Katrine.' His eyes wermus, his face without
expression.

He expected her to say 'yes'? She would sayGuwi'your girl-friend Lara to
give you a hand. She may not have the magic totiaheacher, but at least
she would be able to attend to their wounds whew tall or start fighting.'

His eyes narrowed and his arms folded across tastcihat's your final
answer?'

Her breath came fast. 'My final answer.' She smiledt him defiantly. 'You
see, | can be as hard as you when | choose.'

The response she expected did not come. For a nidnsestudied silence
made her flounder. Then she blurted out, 'l told,ydidn't I, that I'm not

really a member of the village community. So | sgfio condone feudalism,
in whatever form it may rear its ugly head. Thealaquire turns bountiful

and spends money on the locals—or should | sayly@ke the rustic,

cap-raising inhabitants of this ancient village.'



'On second thoughts, Miss Hume, | don't want y@&lp.hYou can go to hell.

His hooded eyes, his hard mouth—which had so riBceavered and
explored and possessed her own —his vaguely menatiitude, his
wounding, dismissing words, had the tears sprintpriger eyes and a lump
forming in her throat.

Well, she had asked for all of it, hadn't she? &t#d tongue had run away
with her again and the man at whom she had flumgMoeds was not the
kind to forgive and forget, to kiss and make up.

'Let me see you to the door,' he said with icytpakss, and did so.

Without a glance back, she went from his house] hegh, a swagger in her
stride. It was all make- believe, to mask her iegupride.

For the second time that day he had managed tolearnicfor eviction it was
even though it had been in a slightly more gentldgnenanner. And what
was more, in spite of her determination to remahene she was until he
conceded victory, he had cleared his residenceerfyesingle member of
the occupying group.

He had even had the audacity to ask for her assista giving a party for
the village children, the very people whose sch@olvas plotting to close.

As she let herself into her grandfather's houseanee down the stairs. He
glanced at her and smiled, and hers was strainegtum.

'We went to an Education Committee meeting,’ skte sa

'Did you, love?' He watched as she looked at higrstie hall mirror. "Well,
what happened? Did the committee decide for omagi

‘The committee?' It all seemed so far away, thecBidlon Committee
meeting, the retreat in disarray, that she almadtdifficulty in recalling it.
She shook her head. 'They thre™y us out. At Iédstyloran threw-—and |
mean threw—me out. The others did as they were' told



'‘And you didn't. So the chairman himself used giramm tactics!" Thomas
laughed. 'Can't say | can really blame him. Whanngfuse to budge, you're
like a donkey.'

Katrine grimaced. 'Thanks, Grandfather. Criticisranf my nearest and
dearest now!

He patted her shoulder placatingly and she wineledhad touched one of
her bruises, but he did not notice her action. rfesdike you had a rough
time.'

‘That's not all." She told him about going to Lerrh's house, about their
brief occupation of it, about the way he had malaifmd the others and
persuaded them to leave, and how she herself tef@se did not tell him

about the kissing and the love- making. The veougt of what had taken
place between Lex Moran and herself had the cdloading her cheeks.

She busied her hands with preparing the evenind. Aealrhomas helped
her, she said, 'Mr Moran's giving a party for thédage children on
Saturday.'

Thomas nodded. 'lt's an annual event.'

'He asked me to help him, I said "no".
'‘But Katrine, why?'

'Why? Because of the way he treated me, the waefuses to listen to
reason about the school. He's the enemy. Grandfatbea friend of the
village.'

‘The children love his parties, Katrine." Thomasige sounded doubtful.
‘There are games, plenty of food, an entertainer.’

She clashed saucepans together, making a jarrisg.nlodon't think people
really realise just what kind of opposition we'rg against in our fight,
Grandfather'. Lex Moran's stubborn and ruthlesstefigses to listen to, let
alone understand, other people's problems." Shedfathomas.



‘Grandfather, | just couldn't go against my pritespand help the man. In
fact,” she turned back to the sink, running the ttap fast, 'l think the
villagers themselves should back me up. | thinkytebould keep their
children at home.'

"You mean not send them to the party?' Thomas smlaghast. '‘But it's the
event of the year as far as the children are coecer

'All the same, I'm going to try and stop them.’
'What do you mean, child? How can you stop them?’
Katrine kept her back to her grandfather's frowou’ll see, Grandfather.’

There was a worried pause, then she added, 'ldit'on my own. I'll need
help.'

'Well, don't count on me, dear. First of all, l'ootold. And I'm not going to
be drawn into any mad- brained scheme to causebldéoamong the
villagers.'

She faced him. 'There's trouble already, Grandfathed I'm not the one
causing it. It's Mr Moran and his councillor colieees. They want to close
down the school; | want to keep it open. It's age as that. And I'm going
to do everything in my power to make them chang# tninds.’

'‘But stopping little kiddies going to a party womhelp, dear,” Thomas
persisted. 'lt's a private thing, given by Mr Mar&iook, take my advice.
Don't mix up Mr Moran's private life with his publiife. One's got nothing
to do with the other.’

She said, her voice full, "You don't know, Grankéaxt you just don't know.'
Thomas looked at her with a mixture of compassimh @uriosity, but did

not question her. 'All the same, Katrine, you'lidi@ying with fire if you try
to interfere with Mr Moran's good intentions towsttie villagers.'



'It's all so feudal," she burst out. but her gratitdr was*shaking his head,
‘and—and so hypocritical. He gives them a parthhwihe hand and takes
away their school with the other.'’

"You're talking about it as though it's an accost@d thing. There's been no
decision yet, has there?"

'Maybe not," Katrine said with a shrug, 'but itste plain what that decision
will be. The school will close and,' she turnedirthe cooker, 'if it does, do
you realise I'll lose my job?'

You'll find another, dear," Thomas soothed.

'‘Not so easily. And certainly not in this area. \Whmeans I'll have to move
away from you." Thomas said nothing, finding a ch&atrine smiled.
'Maybe you'd be glad to be rid of me?"

Thomas laughed and shook his head. 'You've gotd bégold, Katrine,
but you like your own way. If you don't get it, th&s all hell let loose, isn't
there?' He looked at her fondly. 'Just like youd.dacan see him in you in
everything—your determination and--'

'‘Go on, say it,' she smiled affectionately, 'my-figadedness.’

Her grandfather laughed again. 'You've said infiet’

'‘Well, I'm going to live up to the reputation yoei"given me. I'll do my
darnedest to make sure that on the day of the,ddrtyex Moran's tables
will not be lined with children, but empty seats."'

Thomas shook his head, as though giving his grargidar up.

At school next morning, Katrine told Rob Bowes ef Iplan and asked for
his help. He frowned, thought for a'long time, themshe waited eagerly for

his answer, like her grandfather, he shook his head

'Its effect will be nil. In fact, it might even dage our cause.'



Katrine felt so let down, she lost her temper. "Y®wll the same,’ she
stormed, 'you say you don't want the school clobet,you'll do nothing

practical to prevent it. | could understand you caing to the Education
Committee meeting, but | can't understand yoursafto deny Lex Moran
his chance to play the local squire living at theag house overlooking his
peasants and giving them feasts now and then tp #esm happy and
content under his rule.’

She beat her fist on the desk. 'We're not living tw three hundred years
ago, Rob. We're living in an age in which the y2@00 is already casting its
shadow forward. If the children don't go to histpait would put him in his
place as an ordinary villager— as he pretendketb be regarded. And at
the same time it would be an expression of theagdls disapproval of the
step we all know he intends to take sooner or latetosing the school.’

Rob sighed, leaning back in his chair. 'You'll haweount me out, Katrine.
Anyway," he fidgeted with a pencil, 'lI've got a—#@pappointment.’

It was, of course, with Ann Tulley. Katrine guesgbdt their friendship
must be ripening fast. She was glad, she told Heste was delighted—so
why the strange twist of pain inside her?

It certainly was not jealousy, because she wisheint well. Envy,
something inside her asked, a longing that she nght have a friendship
with a man—the man she loved—which promised to bmeca relationship
much closer than mere friendship? And if so, why diface—a strong,
handsome, resolute face, with a cleft in the choha@dangerous glint in the
eyes— come to mind? It was a sign of weakness laadisook the image
away.

In the end, it was Jim Rayburn who went with heoymg from house to
cottage, cottage to house, asking mothers to kespdhildren at home on
the day of the party; pleading with parents to ddmgir children, just this
once, the pleasure of going to the big house far etmnual treat.

When the children joined their parents at the fawurs, their faces fell, but
when Katrine explained gently that it was for theakes they were asking
this sacrifice, because the man who was givingptirey was trying to take



away their school, the children nodded, but plaimithout understanding
why.

Katrine returned home delighted with the resulthdir efforts. Not one
child would be attending Lex Moran's party, shealtoér grandfather. He
looked disapproving, but did not reproach her.

That night in bed, Katrine tossed and turned. Tée after tomorrow, she
thought, Lex Moran would feel, as he had nevertfékfore, the displeasure
of the village he was slowly trying to extinguishedause that was what
would happen if he closed the school.

So, with her mission accomplished, why couldn't sleep? Why was her
body so restless, her thoughts going round inestdier heart beating dully
instead of delightedly at her triumph?



CHAPTER SEVEN

ON the day of the party, there was a brooding kingaiting in the streets of
the village. Traffic came and went as usual aldrgyrhain street, coming
from distant towns and passing on to even morarmligowns.

Why aren't they involved, too? Katrine thought. Hcawn they pass through
the village so impartially? Can't they feel thesien in the air? Don't they
know there's a storm about to break? As she stotite&erb and watched
the traffic go by, she thought, They should kndweytshould realise that the
girl they are passing is the source of the turbedahat, in an hour or two,
would envelop the village—which to them was a nd&eon the map—and
maybe even tear it apart?

With a hand to her head, she turned away and wabak to her
grandfather's house. It's all too much, she totddig the strain, the guilt ...
Theguilt, she thought, holding her throat. What crime has@nhmitted that
| should feel guilty?

At the house she sank into a chair. Now it wadithe at which the children,

if they had been going to the party, would be leg\their homes. Now cars
would have been driving off, filled with excitedaupants, dressed in their
party best. Now the excitement would have beenhiagadts peak as they
drew up at the doors of Charton House.'

Instead the children were in their houses, probaflghing the clock as she
was doing, the small girls thinking of the partyeses which had been
bought or made for them, the boys thinking of thdeh tables, the games,
the prizes...

Now it was half an hour past the time when theyplaaid been due to begin.
Katrine had never spent a worse half hour in Her When she became
conscious of herself, dragging her thoughts awaynfwhat might have
been, she noticed how stiff her limbs and handsgna@n with the tension
of waiting.

Her grandfather had gone into the town. He had #zadl although he
supported her cause, he wanted no part in her pbasgoil the children's



fun. So she had been left alone to face the dghétpainful reflections of the
enormous repercussions her action might have offuthee of the village
school.

The telephone shrieked into the heavy silence,lshgder to her feet and
out into the hall. Only as her hand lifted the reeedid she guess who the
caller might be. It was too late by then to rin§g &e mumbled her name
and when the stream of words hit her ear, she wiacel her hand felt for
the banister rail beside the telephone.

'So what do you think you're up to now?' Lex Modemanded. 'What was
the great idea behind you and your youthful maknft doing a dirty trick

like canvassing each set of parents and persuabemg to boycott the

Charton House party? Who the hell do you thinkgltirting? Me? Not on
your sweet life you're not. You're hurting the age kids who look forward
all year to the parties | give, the presents | hant| to the food and
entertainment | provide.'

He paused for breath, but it was not long enoughhér to answer his
accusations with those of her own.

'It's as well I'm not where you are, Miss Katrinerke,' he spat out her
name, 'because | would put you across my knee anddpyour backside
until you shrieked for mercy!

She rallied under his onslaught. "What are yougytordo now, Mr Moran?'
she taunted. 'Go round the cottages handing outriteiched food to the
local peasants like the feudal lord you think yoef?a

'No, Miss Hume, I'm going round the village in mgr.cl'm going to each
and every house and cottage where there are kilgyding to tell them
what a little liar you are. Then I'm going to calileevery child | can cram
into my car, and those | can't get in, no doubir gharents will take them, so
that they'll have their party after all.’

'So you'll play the Pied Piper,’ she commentedlaciéind like him, you'll
lead them all to their doom. Then when you takeyatiir school, you



hope their parents will say to them, Never mindj iad a lovely time at Mr
Moran's party.'

"You're talking a load of garbage, Miss Hume, and ¥now it. If my
language offends you, then let me assure you thahwm really roused |
can do a whole lot better. So if you're thinkingary more outrages, think
again, because I'm warning you, if you interfereniyp life again, I'll make
your life a misery!" He slammed down the receiver.

Katrine slumped on to a chair and covered her face.

Some time later, Thomas returned. He did not seanprised to see his
granddaughter stretched out face down on the lv@ogn carpet sobbing
her heart out.

‘The kids have all gone to Mr Moran's party, KarimThomas said a little
haltingly, as if unsure whether she would rise ng attack him like a verbal
tigress, or remain lying listlessly where she wasiet now as a child
exhausted from weeping after well- deserved pungstim

'l know." Her voice was muffled. 'l watched themingpfrom the front
window.'

'Did—did Mr Moran come here, dear?"

She shook her head, her damp forehead moving aglaeworn pile of the
carpet. 'He phoned.’

'What did he say?"

'C-called me n-names, abused me, said he'd pertuagarents to let their
children go.' She sat up, dragging her hair fromnheist cheeks. 'He did an
excellent job, didn't he?' she went on bitterlyheéy listened to him.

They're—they're traitors to the cause.’

'l think you're misjudging the situation, Katrine.'



She stood unsteadily and her grandfather foundta 'dio, I'm not. Tell me,
Grandfather, tell me why | should put myself outtteem any longer?' she
pleaded, seeking every possible justification fer &ction to stop the party.
'l speak at public meetings on their behalf. | eviigtter after letter to the
authorities. | entreat the man who makes the dewsio change his mind
and keep the school open. | even get thrown baualilty of the Council
chambers by that man, because | had the couragpe#ak my mind and not
give in like a coward.’

Katrine sank into an armchair, putting a palm todweerheated forehead.

Thomas, who had listened patiently to her outbgtstpk his head. 'l know
a lot of what you say is true, dear, but--' he tetrad his thinning grey hair,
it's human nature, isn't it? They probably didttinnect sending their
children to the party with the closing of the schioo

'‘But it would have been gesture.Didn't they understand? Keeping their
children away would have told Lex Moran just whagyt thought of him.'

'l think you've got it wrong, dear," her grandfatbaid gently. 'They think a
lot of Mr Moran. They respect him for his succesblusiness—he achieved
it all himself, you know—and they trusted him enbug vote for him and
make him their representative on the County Council

Katrine sighed. 'Which is probably why they lefé thublic gallery when he

told them to the other day, and why they left los$e instead of staying on
as | tried to do. And," with another sigh, ‘whyyhgave in this afternoon

about the party.' She sank on to a chair agairkisfpdner head. 'Without

their support, it's hopeless. | can't conduct awaman battle against the
whole local authority, which includes a man as pdwend strong-minded

as Lex Moran.'

Thomas said softly, as if trying to prepare herdnother shock, "They'll all
be going to the dance to- . night.’

She frowned. 'What dance?"



'Mr Moran's. At Charton House. He always gives onéhe evening of the
children’s party. It's for the parents, and anthefold folk who care to go.’

'Is it by invitation?' Katrine asked. 'l mean,tigli formal, with--'

'‘Quite informal. And no invitations, either. Anyorveho likes can go,
anyone living in the village, | mean. | could. Yoould.'

Katrine caught her breath. 'l could? No, thank yel,

Thomas rubbed his ear. 'It might be a good idgaufdid. Now don't jump
down my throat, Miss Daughter-of-your-father." Kagr smiled. 'No
compromise, just like him. No tact, no subtlety.’

That stung, and Katrine rose to the challengefitgsse, Grandfather? Are
you accusing me of lack of perception, of indisomre?’

He began to nod, thought better of it and saidckally meant not playing
your cards right. Sometimes, in some situationge,lche said kindly, 'it's
better to use a delicate touch.’

'So I'm heavy-handed now?' Tears began to riseagai

Thomas lifted his shoulders. 'You do miss a feeksi Anyway,' he leaned
back in his chair and closed his eyes, 'l won'tgbeng. Dancing and
socialising's not for me at my age. | like my owalsy a drink or two,
meeting my friends at the pub.' He raised his h&awht's where you'll find
the old 'uns tonight— at the pub. It's the youmg,uhe parents, the girls and
their boy-friends, who go to the Charton House dafeople your age, not
mine.' He sighed and closed his eyes again.

Katrine softened at once, looking at her grandfateeeing the lines of
living, of laughter, concentration, work and effali imprinted there by the
passing of the years and a long and happy marfeedith her grandmother.
Lines of sorrow, too, at her death two years before

Katrine left the room quietly, leaving him to doaed dream. | must, she
thought, be quite a trial to Grandfather sometinsd® knew that her father



had not been an easy son for them to manage. EBvbkis imiddle years,
although well loved by his wife and family, he wast an easy husband and
father.

Now her grandfather, having seen a recalcitrantistmnmanhood, had that
son's daughter wished on him, a daughter who lmreany of her father's
characteristics—and principles.

Perhaps, she thought, staring out of the kitcherexw, | should leave, find
somewhere else to live. Maybe it's me who's wedarandfather out.

‘Thoughtful, love?' Her grandfather in the doorv@gk her by surprise. So
he had not gone to sleep. 'What's troubling youriKe?'

She saw his lean, slightly bent figure, saw her ¢atier fleetingly in him,
and said, smiling, 'l was just thinking | might &éurden to you. The way |
go on—I just can't help it, Grandpa.' It was haldtitood name for him. 'lt's
just that [ like to fight for what | think is righBut | don't want to be a worry
to you. Maybe you'd like me to find a room somewhend leave you in
peace.’

'Lass, what are you talking of? A burden to me/eeae in peace? Why, |
wouldn't have a moment's peace if you weren't veiie me. How would |
know what you were up to, what other bits of mistlyou were concocting
in that pretty head of yours?'

Katrine put her arms round him. 'I'm not all baolyknow. I'm not really as
bad as—as——-the name caught in her throat, ‘as Mr Moran sderttsnk
| am.'

'‘Bad? Why, you're a bonny girl, Katrine. You're good #irough. No
granddaughter of mine had better be anything else!

They laughed again and the tension eased.
It was when the joyful voices of happy children lkcbbe heard returning

from the party that Katrine thought about phonirgbMBowes. If he were
going to the Charton House dance ...



'Rob?' she said into the telephone. 'Are you goemndgtex Moran's place
tonight?’

'‘As a matter of fact, | am," Rob answered. Katwuadered at the note of
strain. 'Ann's coming too." Now she knew the redsorhis discomfiture.

Somehow she had to reassure him. 'I'm glad to iheRob. | mean that
sincerely.’

‘Thanks, Katrine.'

'Rob, about the dance, is it right to go? | meamave fighting the man--'

‘Tell me, Katrine, what good would it do our cangmaif we stayed away?
We wouldn't be missed. It's something everyone ¢tmesery--'

‘Just like the annual Charton House party,’ shegrmpted sharply.

'I'm sorry that didn't work either, Katrine. Thergats did their best, but in
the end, they had to let their children go to Mg dmouse. They would never
have heard the last of it from their kids if thegdh't, now would they?
We're teachers, we know children inside out. Thag, they niggle until
they get their own way ..."

'‘Okay, Rob, you're right. I'm wrong. I'm always wgp-'

'Katrine, | told you I'm sorry about everything. Whmore can | say?' He
sighed and it was such an exasperated sigh it dadirher of her
grandfather's words. No tact, no subtlety ... Najhgood about me at all,
she thought bitterly.

'See you on Monday, Rob.’

‘Not at the dance tonight?’

'l don't know. | doubt it. Anyway, have a good tigeu and Ann.’

'We will," Rob said, ‘we will." He rang off.



It took two hours of mental struggle before Katriwent upstairs to her
bedroom to find suitable clothes to wear at ther@nmaHouse dance. There
might, just might, be another way to tackle thebtem of the school, the
problem of the man who stood in the way of victarder grandfather's

words earlier that day had forced her to look irdsaat her own personality,
and being as honest as she was blunt, she faceslotis¢ side of herself

without flinching.

Like her father, her grandfather kept saying, amdfather was, always had
been a difficult man to live with, deal with, evethough it hurt to admit
it— difficult at times to love. Being so like himyas she then difficult to
'love'?

Did her grandfather's toleration of her in his @agem purely from a sense
of family obligation, and not from affection? Itipad her deeply to think
that this might be the case, because she lovegraedfather. He was not a
'difficult’ man. He was warm and kindly and undansting. No, her father
hadn't taken very much after him. Which meant shat didn't either, which
also meant that she wasn't warm and kindly andrstateding ...

At this point, she had clapped her hands over &exte stop herself hearing
her own thoughts. She would change her persondldge and now she
would change it, and it would stay changed. Buttvéliut the campaign?
She couldn't desert it, not now, not when she hadlived herself with it as
deeply as she had. Besides, it went against the graive up fighting for
something about which she felt so strongly.

It was against her nature to crumple at the figt of failure. We learn by
our mistakes—wasn't that something she was alwellsg the children?
She had made mistakes, as her grandfather hadskaitiad used the wrong
tactics. There was no need to abandon the caulsetoaaiter the manner of
achieving the goal.

And this, she thought, looking at her reflectiogsaone way of doing so.
Her skirt was dark tan in colour, her long-sleegegam silk shirt-blouse
rich with embroidery. It had been an extravagameehad allowed herself a
few months before. Round her neck she clasped akghgilt necklace.
After a thorough brushing, her hair shone red-gold.



She did not know how Lex Moran would receive heiteAthe lashing his
tongue had given her over the phone, the very thioaf putting a foot
inside his house made her uneasy. As she pulldieocoat, she paused,
asking herself why she was going, anyway. To adwnt wrong she had
been to attempt to deprive the children of thesaglire? Or was it to show
him that there was a softer, warmer side to harreabne that was likable,
even—Ilovable?

As she walked down the long drive, his house becafogtress she had to
storm, his door a fearsome barrier she must firsalb down. He was the
dragon whom she had not just to pass, dodging ibry breath and
unsheathed claws, but to face, to confront—andruet

And what were the weapons at her disposal? A stwie grey-green eyes,
no longer defiant and challenging, but melting aswbmissive? Her

femininity and a shapeliness which had in the pastaught his eye that he
even told her once that he was not fancy- free uscae 'fancied' her? As
weapons, they were poor enough against a man sutie,aprobably as

effective as a spent revolver, a bow without arrcavsword wedged in its
sheath.

As she lifted the heavy iron knocker and let it &gainst the solid wooden
door, she hoped desperately that it would be MrBiidie who appeared on
the other side. It seemed that the dance had gltesglin, as music drifted
through opened windows.

It was Lara Holland who opened the door, lettingwing wide. Her gown

was long, green and clinging, fair hair touching sleoulders. She stared
coolly at Katrine and called over her shouldels the schoolteacher, Lex.
Shall | let her in?" She smiled spitefully at Ka&j keeping her waiting
outside. "You did tell me that if she dared to peit nose inside your door,
you'd throw her out.'

Lex Moran strolled, hand in pocket, to Lara's sidis narrowed eyes, his
tightened lips turned him into the dragon Katriregl ldreaded. Would he
produce a three-pronged fork and drive her fromdir® With his head he
motioned Lara away.



'I'll deal with this.' 'This', Katrine thought, neisably, not 'her'. As if she were
an object, not a woman.

'M-may | come in?' Lex did not answer, leaning sidgs against the door
frame, both hands pocketed now. A close scrutirhyeofperson was his only
reply. 'l—I understood that everyone was welcomgaair annual dance,’
she faltered.

Eyes granite hard, lids half-lowered, he said, 'Navonder who gave you
that idea?' She had no answer. He baited, 'Why yaweome—to poison
the party spirit? To address a captive audiencebmayn the evil ways of
their host, how he deprives the little village dndn of their rights to attend
their very own village school?' His eyes liftechir hair, which shone in the
light over the entrance door. 'Where are the hexagling banners, with 'Save
Our School” splashed across them? Not to mentianw/fbwith Lex Moran™
and "Grind the Education Committee chairman intodbst".'

People drifted across the entrance hall behind hpeople Katrine
recognised and who recognised her, who looked @utiosity at the way
their host seemed to be keeping at bay an appatemtlanted guest.

Lex said, his mocking manner falling away, '"You®Ethe cheek to present
yourself on my doorstep, with the intention of &g my wine and eating
my food, after what you did to stop the kids comtioghe party?’

She pressed together her trembling lips. 'I've ctorgay I'm s-sorry," she
whispered. 'l can see now how stupid it was, thabuldn't have achieved
anything." Still Lex did not move. There was a Igrapse, filled with an
unrelenting lack of welcome on his part and a gimgeuncertainty on hers.

'Look,’ she said, 'l've said I'm sorry.'
‘All right, so you're sorry.'
Was he really turning her away without a qualm, waseally humiliating

her in front of so many of her friends and allieshe extent of refusing her
admission into his house?



In her humiliation her lips parted, revealing the@mbling state to his cold

eyes. The tears spilled over, splashing on to bdkl-gequined evening bag.
She swung round to run down the steps, but Lex imagt anticipated the

attempt at flight because he was after her befoeehad gone more than a
few steps. Her wrist was in his grasp and she wésginto his house and

the door closed.

'‘Come to the dance," he said curtly, 'but stayobuty way. Is that clear?'
When she nodded slowly, he' added, 'Coats upstdss.the bathroom if
you want.'

He threw her wrist from him and left her.

Five minutes later Katrine found her way, by follagy the sound of the
music and clamour of voices, to the part of theseonhere the guests were
being entertained. The room was long, wide and ifiagnt. The
floorboards over which the dancers moved shone withigh polish,
reflecting the brilliance of the crystal chandedier

It could, two hundred years before, have beenat gi@mal dining-room. It

might have been called the drawing-room or evenstiden. Whatever it
might once have been, there was no doubt that LesaiMhad spared no
effort in retaining all he could of the magnificenof the past. The ceiling
was still elaborately carved and gilded. The marfoleplace was still

overhung by a wide, high-stretching, gilt- framedrror. There were

tapestries adorning the walls and all around waretimgs of members of a
family which had long ago passed into history.

No wonder the people of the village did their utimmsattend the annual
dance at Charton House! No wonder they forgot tipadrrel with the owner
when the day of the children’s party arrived, aypfailowed traditionally by
a dance for the adults.

As Katrine stood uncertainly in the doorway, Lex nsio lifted
expressionless eyes from the group of people tawhe was talking. One,
Katrine noticed unhappily, was Lara Holland.



Even though Lex must have seen her nervousnessramattainty, he did
nothing to help her. Instead, he ignored her peadant and continued with
his conversation. To Katrine's immense relief, Jayburn approached,
hand outstretched. 'You're looking good," was brement. ‘Come and join
our friends.' He linked his hand with hers and \edlkvith her.

Lex Moran's eyes followed their progress. Katriresvgo pleased that she
was no longer alone, she told herself she did ac¢ that his eyes had
narrowed as if contemptuous of the fact that thengoman who had come
so gallantly to her rescue was not yet out of é&ns.

Jim put a drink into Katrine's hand and she fouaidélf among friends. But,
as she stood sipping her drink, she thought. Amally among friends?

Look how they're all waving across the room to eattier, spotting familiar

faces. Many years would have to pass—she acknoedetiye truth her

mind had flashed like a print-out—before she wakytaccepted into such a
tight-knit community into which this—and any villeg-had evolved over
the passing decades.

Even her grandfather, who had lived in the villdgetwenty years, was
only just beginning to be accepted as 'belongtigw, therefore, could she
really have expected them to withstand their chikl pleas, and Lex
Moran's determination, and keep their children aWwam the party? How
could she have expected them to refuse to attemérhual dance in the
beautiful Charton House?

'‘Dance with me, Katrine?' Rob Bowes had come a¢hessoom, leaving a
smiling Ann patiently awaiting his return.

Anything, she thought, to dispel the depression landliness which had
taken her so much by surprise.

‘Taking pity?' Katrine asked, putting down her glasd walking with Rob
to the dancing area.

"You looked so miserable. You're supposed to beyarg yourself.'



Enjoying myself, she thought, when the man to whioen heart had
wandered and to whom it had attached itself likstray dog finding a
welcoming family and a rug in front of a blazingefwas regarding her with
a remote and frigid stare?

No 'blazing fire' there, no welcoming arms, no lging, soothing hands
saying, 'You've come home. This is your journegd.'e

Rob followed where her eyes had lingered. 'Larddtals well away with
her attentive companion,’ he commented. 'Lara and Even their names
go well together.’

‘Think they're serious?' Katrine forced herselhisé.

'Who knows, these days? People drift into relatgess and out of them.’
They danced silently for a while. 'I'm told therasva woman some time
back who meant something in his life. Again, noghpermanent, it seems.
But you know how people talk.’

As they moved towards the four-piece band, the enesded and Katrine
said, with a smile, 'Thanks, Rob, and thanks to Agmlending me her
partner.' She smiled at Ann Tulley and waved to her

Leading her back to the group she had left, Rot, sAt least there's a
happier look on your face now.' He squeezed haveltCheer up, Katrine.
All is not yet lost. Jim,' they had reached theugrdkeep the smile on this
girl's face. | think she believes the battle's cueal the powers-that-be have
won.' He left them and returned to Ann's side.

'Expecting a partner?' Jim asked. When Katrine lshe head, he said,
'‘Nor am |. We'll stay together for the rest of #anening. Okay by you?'
Katrine nodded. 'Then let's dance." As they moweohd, Jim murmured,
'Rob's right. The battle's still on.'

Katrine's eyes skimmed round the room. 'To meakéolike a full-scale
capitulation, as though everyone's given in. Loslke said, jerking her eyes
from those of Lex Moran's, 'at the smug expressionthe face of the
chairman of the Education Committee.'



'M'm," said Jim, 'l wouldn't call it smugness. Heems annoyed about
something. But let's forget him." He glanced downea. 'You look great, do
you know that?"

'Jim, spare my blushes! Anyway, you're far too ypamen to have noticed
how I look. You're only eighteen...’

‘Nineteen, please.' He looked pained. '‘Approachiventy. And for your
information, it's a good many years flow since ticed the vital difference
between girls and boys.’

She laughed up at him. 'Sorry. Didn't mean to ingolir manhood.'

‘Thanks for that," he responded dryly. 'The faoctams that you look good,
great, stunning and absolutely beautiful.' As stughed again, he said with
a mock frown, 'You don't believe me, do you?'

Her head moved from side to side, swinging her lertlength red-gold
hair. 'My grandfather gave me a very bad verb@resfce this afternoon. He
said | was stubborn, tactless, and—oh yes, unlevabl

He held her away as they continued to dance. "Yamdfather said all that?
He must have been joking.'

'He was deadly serious. And the worst of it iswae right.’
'So what?' commented Jim. 'A man can put up withhalse things in a
woman as long as she's beautiful, got all the uguags in all the right

places--'

The music stopped, but Jim held on to her untilgad voice said, 'If | may,
Jim?'

Too startled and embarrassed to do anything be&selhis partner and step
backwards, Jim said, 'See you, Katrine," and wadiealy.



Katrine's indignation rose with the swiftness ofikmiboiling over. 'No,
thanks, Mr Moran. | came to your dance to enjoyeifysot to perform duty
dances with a reluctant host.’

Her grandfather's voice sounded so loudly in haindt was as if he were in
the room.Play your cards right. In some situations, it'sttbeto use a
delicate touch. You do miss a few tricks ...

Lex looked down at her and not a word passed pss Liips that were set but
even so possessed a sensual fullness. Eyes that wteel-hard and
unflinching. A jaw that was square with a deeptel@fchin which told of
obstinacy and resolution.

She recalled her thoughts as she had dressedefalatice, acknowledging
that she had made her mistakes. No need to abdne@ampaign, she had
told herself,only to alter the manner of achieving the goal.

When the music began, he still did not move. Hedthands at his sides,
and he and she alone were unmoving among thengrdancers. Even now
she could not bring herself to ask him to dancé \Wwér, but she had to do
something.

Her arms lifted slowly, hesitantly, and it was fishe were opening out to
give him welcome, pleading, Take me in you armsréady to go with you,
round the room, to heaven or hell, wherever yowshdo take me.

She smiled and, seeming satisfied with her appa@nénder, Lex moved
towards her. As his arms went round her, even thdusg hold on her was
conventional and broke no established rules, hdy loame pulsatingly to
life. His shoulder beneath her hand was hard amerttable. His back
beneath her outspread fingers was broad and soadnall. As they moved
she felt his muscles ripple.

The chandeliers grew brighter beneath her dazzjlesl, ¢he colours of other
women's dresses intensified. The velvet draper@esa the windows
glowed with an even deeper richness. The mirreflegtion as they drew
near it revealed a world even more beautiful tieréeality of the laughing,
animated images they captured and embellished.



The moment was pure magic—a magic which came hgrtb earth as he
hit it with a sure and ruthless aim. 'With Rob Bevweasnared by an efficient
but extremely pretty young headmistress, was aatgeiboy the best you
could manage to put in his place?'

All her plans for a change of 'tactics', her defeation to change her
approach, to be more likable, mdéogable,were scattered to the winds. She
took a breath, opened her mouth—and snapped itajaih. She could
not—did not want to—quarrel yet again with Lex Mora

'‘What," he persisted, with a smile, seemingly intam provoking her, 'no
sharp-tongued retort, no acid comment?'

You're my host, I'm-your guest. Guests and hdstailsl be nice to each
other, even if their niceness only lasts while gaiést is under said host's
roof.'

He laughed. 'Now | know the way to make you stadynsigsive—keep you
under my roof!

'‘Anyway," Katrine returned to his taunt, '‘even didl dance with him, what
of it? He's nearly twenty, I'm nearly twenty-foliour years difference,
that's all. Anyway,' she slanted a glance at hanth'the only attractive man
in the house out of my reach—he told me distinttlykeep out of his
way—what else was | to do?"

Lex's laugh rang out and other guests stared, artalilelieve that the two
arch-enemies known as Katrine Hume and Lex Morane wst only
dancing, but laughing, together.

'l must tell you to get out of my hair more oftérbrings out the wit in you.'

'If you tell me to get out of your hair once mokér, Moran," she murmured
between her teeth, 'lflull it out!

Lex laughed again and manoeuvred her until thadidsomade contact. 'So
you've been taking lessons in "How to be nice taryonan”, have you?'



'‘No," she smiled up at him sweetly, secretly reqgcn the feel of him
against her, 'how to be pleasant to your enemyt Wag, you can get
everything you want from him."'

A fleeting hardness forked across his eyes, bwag gone so fast she told
herself it had been her imagination. He gazed datmer, eyes brooding.
‘There are—er—other ways of getting everything y@unt from a man.'

For a moment her tongue was silenced, but not &nt.hit beat faster than
the exciting rhythm of the music to which they mavé&requently their
bodies touched, hips, thighs, legs. Katrine, glapcup, surprised an
enigmatic smile on Lex's face as if he were rememg@ehe time he had
held her in his arms, kissed her, caressed her.

The music changed and became romantic and it tdusberet sensations
deep inside her. A feeling of longing tore at hieest, a profound yearning
to be held in this man's arms for ever, to becomewith him, to yield to
him in any way he might wish. Her eyes closed drelsegan to hum to the
music.

'Katrine?' She opened her eyes to see that this Igld been lowered. 'You
know the words of this song?' She nodded. 'Singntftteme.' She shook her
head. They were too intimate, too appropriate tddrdings for him even to

think them. 'l know them, too," he murmured, 'butant to hear them from

you.'

It took a few moments to find the courage to complth his wish, and
when at last she did, the words came out as angjrvghisper.

' "Do not leave me here alone to sigh,™ she satigo not leave me here
alone to cry. What would life matter if you saidogbye? My heart would
fade and die..."His cheek found hers, and the idgnclaughing
world-around them receded. There was no one elsethe two of them
drifting away on a cloud ... A kiss feathered heeek, resting fleetingly on
her lips.

'Lex," she whispered, her eyes glowing in the Haht, 'people will see.’



'Do you care?' She shook her head. 'Nor do I.'
‘Lara?’

A slight smile played around his mouth. 'I've haglieit of her kisses. My
sweet, yours are wine. Hers are water. Is that ansmough?"

Was it? Not really, because he had implied a deksionship with the girl
who was in reality her rivaln reality? How foolish could she get? In her
dreams! In reality, she had no rival, because seantnothing, nothing at
all to this man.

It will have to be, won't it?" she replied to hjisestion.
He frowned. 'Explain your meaning.'

She said, her eyes glinting impishly 'You want meeil you I'm jealous,
don't you? Well," she flashed, 'I'm not.’

His smile turned enigmatic again. 'Little liar," Wwhispered.

Indignantly she answered back, 'l am not! Do yallyethink so much of
yourself that you consider thaterywoman must fall under your spell?’

'So," his eyes twinkled, 'you admit | cast a "spell

‘No, I--I" The pressure of his mouth on hers effety stopped her. When
his lips released hers, she could only gaze upnat éyes wide, hands
clinging, going wherever he guided her, her fogsteatching his exactly.

He smiled. 'Why are you flirting with me, Katrineuhhe? To spite your
straying boy-friend, Rob Bowes?' He looked acrées room. ‘He's well
away with his new-found lady love, isn't he? Araigorry? Do you weep
your heart into your pillow every night becausehsf desertion to another
woman?'

Her footsteps slowed to a standstill. 'Let's getgh straight, Mr Moran, in
the order in which you mentioned them. First, l'ot flirting with you--'



An eyebrow lifted. 'No?' They began to dance again.

'‘No! Secondly, Rob did not "stray". There never veag/ithing serious
between us. He knew my views on marriage right fthenstart.’

'‘Ah, yes,' Lex interrupted, 'l have in my arms @ylavho's prepared to live
with a man without having first taken part in. armege ceremony with
him--'

'l never said that! Thirdly, yes sieehis lady love, and no, I'm not sorry, I'm
delighted. And finally, no, | don't weep for himesy night or any night.’
She looked away. 'l don't weep for any man.'

There was such a long silence, her eyes creptloadk to seek his, only to
find them looking intently down at her. 'What dyesir grandfather usually
do on Sundays?'

She frowned at the question, but answered, 'Imibining, he potters about
the house and garden. The afternoon and eveningpéeds going the
rounds of his friends' houses.’

'So you're alone. Will you spend that time with toorrow?’

Colour crowded into her cheeks and she missedtbpr almost tripping
over him. His arms tightened round her, preventiagfrom falling. 'With
you?' she asked dazedly.

'If you prefer, I'll invite Lara, too.' He smiledydy.

‘No, thank you!

'So she's jealous after all.'

‘No, I'm not, I tell you. And," she smiled up irts face as the music slowed

to a stop and the lights came up, 'yes, | willnthgou. It's very kind of you
to invite me.’



His eyes dropped to her swelling shape beneathilthélouse. 'There's no
"kindness" in my thoughts at this precise momerissNHume.'

She grinned, conscious of the dancers around tligmerding to their seats.
'Don't tell me,' she whispered, 'you fancy me!’

"You're so very right, Miss Hume. Do you, by anwiebe, fancy me?"

She looked him over with mock-contempt. -Not pattacly,” she replied.
'I've seen better specimens of manhood!

He gritted his teeth in an anger that was partepieg, part real. "'Why, you
little--'

Katrine eluded his reaching hand. 'Thank you fer diance. You've done
your duty. Now you can return to your lady loveeShyiving me looks fit to
burn me to a cinder!

With a provocative flash of the eyes, she left him.

Next morning, Katrine told her grandfather where sfould be spending
the afternoon and evening. He did not even tryotaceal his surprise.

‘Consorting with the enemy?’

Katrine flinched. Put that way, it sounded likeatthery. 'I'm only trying to
follow your advice, Grandfather," she smiled swgetind playing my cards
with more "finesse".'

He laughed. 'Up to the old tricks of womankind, ysa? Playing on a man's
susceptibilities? Well, can't say | blame you. Aneould have to be blind
not to like what he sees when he looks at you.'

'Praise from you, Grandfather, instead of censu#@@' put a hand to her
head dramatically. 'l simply can't take it!"



He patted her back and said, 'If you get round Mran like you get round
your old grandpa, you'll get everything you want.’

As the morning went by, Katrine noticed with sono@eern that, after her
grandfather had finished reading the Sunday nevespae did not follow
his usual custom and go into the garden to tenglargs. Instead, he picked
up an old newspaper and seemed absorbed in itatHalleady read it from
cover to cover on the day it was delivered, andf#ut that he seemed
riveted by the old news it contained puzzled her.

When, later, he put up his feet, closed his eyesimmediately dozed, she
grew concerned. The rattle of the cups must haw&kewhim because when
she went into the living-room with his coffee, hasvawake. He could,
however, no longer disguise the fact that he didea well.

Katrine tackled him on the subject, but he merelynhled, Throat's sore.
Nothing to worry about. If you don't want any hdlpink I'll stay here a bit.’

'‘Look, Grandpa, if you're not well, go to bed.'

'‘Me, go to bed, when | go out visiting my friendeesy Sunday after lunch?
Not likely." He had tried but failed to introducecanfident note into his
voice.

‘You're croaking, Grandpa,' Katrine said, standiagr him, hands on hips,
'so your throat must be worse than you're pretgndikknow why you're

pretending, too—so as not to stop me from goingltdoran's. Well, you

know what I'm going to do? I'm going to call himdasay I'm sorry, but |

can't come.'

Thomas struggled to his feet and managed to stélyesn. 'You're doing no
such thing, my girl. Don't you come your fatherlwihe! | dealt with him

and I'll deal with you." He groped for a chair asahk down, but his voice
remained determined. 'If you stop in, I'll go cand that's that.'

It seemed that Thomas had passed on something teohi after all—his
obstinacy! Which, Katrine thought with wry amusemenust have been
where | got it from, too.



‘All right. I'll compromise,’ she said.

‘This should be recorded,’ said Thomas with a weakle. 'My
granddaughter is willing to compromise!

'Well," she affected a shrug, ‘what you told meutilmoy character sank in.'
Thomas smiled again. 'l thought I'd better try dndsomething about what

you said.'

'l didn't mean to hurt you, dear.’

'Well, you did, Grandpa, but not for long,' 'shemissed the subject. 'Now,
what I'll do is tell Mr Moran when | get there tHatan't stay long. Only for
the afternoon. Honestly, Grandpa,' as he startednmnstrate, 'l wouldn't
feel happy and enjoy myself knowing you're herewnelt.'

Thomas sighed. 'You win, dear. But you always doytdyou?’

Katrine frowned. 'l wish | did. Where the schoa@ncerned," it looks as
though I've failed completely. Everyone seems tehdeserted me. I'm so
confused, | don't know where to turn for help anyren

'Don't lose heart, dear, just keep on trying andllyget there in the end.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

As Katrine walked up the hill to Lex's house thi&igoon, her grandfather's
words came back to her. 'If you get round Mr Mdrk@ you get round your
grandpa’, he'd said, 'then you'll get everything want.'

Did Lex think she had accepted his invitation foattpurpose only? Then,
she asked herself, why had she accepted it? Irhéart she knew the
answer, but it was an answer he must never be aetlde guess. Better,
much better that he should believe she had comperguade him to change
his mind about the school.

Lex greeted her on the doorstep, holding out Hishand and taking her
right hand. Thus linked, he pulled her over theshold and closed the door.

He smiled, saying nothing, but there was no neéeé. welcome for which
she had sought in vain the evening before was srefies now, the fire,
flickering, if not blazing, was there, too. Was riheaalso that message,
"You've come home. This is your journey's end'? tNat would be asking
too much. The fact that he was smiling was suffictie speed up the already
fast-flowing blood through her veins.

Katrine was glad she had dressed in casual clothasjeans matched his,
fitting her as closely, except that his tightengdrdean, hard hips and hers
revealed a shape which was soft and enticinglyriemai Their shirts were
short-sleeved, his a dark brown, hers a brightlchHgaoth were opened at the
neck, except that beneath his a shading of darknes exposed.

He looked her over, then transferred his gaze lgrtef hi? own clothes.
'Snap,' he said, and they laughed.

He led her into his living-room, urging her down tm the settee. He
dropped down beside her, half-turned and gave hkmg, appraising
head-to-sandalled-toe look. Under his scrutinyyikatcoloured and shifted
restlessly, looking away and pushing a finger mstveet-smelling softness
of the upholstered leather arm.



'Whatever you wear," he commented softly, ‘it dbesonceal the basic
tigress in you. You may be playing the bashfuldkthow, but--'

Her head swung round. She was about to protest sinesaw the smiling
provocation in his eyes. He laughed, having produtte reaction he
wanted.

'See what | mean?' he taunted, and she smiledliguefu
'It's me."' She sighed. 'Take it or leave it.'
'T'll take it.*

She had left herself wide open for the remark. Téges locked and held for
long moments. His eyebrows lifted slowly in a silgnestion and she was
scarcely conscious of the barely perceptible sladiker head.

It seemed the action was sufficient to satisfy Haom, she knew him better
than to believe he had no intention of asking agaerose, pulling her with
him.

'‘Come into my garden, my pretty maid." With hisfleand he opened the
french windows and they stepped on to the pavetllaasling down steps to
the lawns and flower beds.

They wandered through the rose gardens and Katrivaded deeply of the
varied scents. Lex's hand held her shoulder, datpimer. He bent down,
picked .a scarlet rose, removed the thorns and '€aode here.'

Reluctant to obey the slightly arrogant tone, yeatach to him by a feeling
even stronger than her willpower, she went as kecbenmanded.

He lifted her hair away and she tingled as hisdmsgbrushed her ear. 'l
should really put it there," he said, with a snilbeit," he let her hair fall, 'I'll
put it here instead.'

He found the top button of her shirt, slipped hasidh behind it and pushed
the stalk of the rose into the buttonhole. It wagassible to hide the



response his touch provoked. It was there in hes &g they gazed up at
him; in the way she had allowed him to slide hischao intimately into the
top of her blouse and let it linger. His hand moaay at last, but slowly as
if reluctant to lose contact.

'It's—it's a beautiful rose,' she said huskily.
'‘Almost as beautiful as the girl wearing it.'

'‘Now who's flirting?' she challenged with a shylemand he laughed with a
strange kind of indulgence.

‘Let me lead you by the hand." They wandered, trke entwined fingers
around the gardens, through the woodland and e@xtensive orchard.

Katrine touched one or two small apples. 'You'll geyood crop when all
these are ripe.’

He nodded. 'Charton House is famous for its suotubeand of apple.
People come from many miles around to buy them wheyire offered for
sale.’

They gazed at the neat, straight rows of fruit dyegtretching into the
distance. Lex looked down at her. 'l know what y@thinking. This man is
so rich he shouldn't sell his apples, he should giem away. Am | right?'

She laughed and said, deliberately misleading kitnen did you learn to
read my mind?"It came to me in a flash,' he jokéde look at the lift
of-your slightly disapproving nose and | thought,can't be the apples she
dislikes, so it must be-the way | dispose of thém".

Carelessly she shrugged. All the thoughts he haidhated to her had not
even been in her mind, but she forced her voicsotond offhand. 'Since
they're not my apples, it's not my concern. It'srnylousiness what you do
with them.'



It seemed he had accepted her sentiments at féige, \iecause he said
dryly, 'l have your permission to do what I likettvmy own apples. Thanks
a lotl'

They returned to the lawn where Mrs McBride serthegin with tea. She
carried out a picnic table and lowered on to ittthg of crockery, teapot and
small, mouth-watering cakes. With a smile, shethefm.

'How long,' Lex mused, watching Katrine pour, fistharmony between us
going to last, | wonder?' He took his cup then viik free hand caught at
her chin, turning her face towards him. 'There ningsa catch somewhere.’

There was a serious look in his eyes, and Katafraid that he would reach
with that probing gaze down to the very sea-betlesfemotions, lowered
her eyelids.

'‘Ah, she's closed her eyes, so there is a catch.’

No catch, she wanted to cry. I'm here because t wabe near the man |
love, and you're that man, that's all. He threwdm&n from him and sipped
his tea, staring abstractedly into the distanceeémed her guess that Lex
might think she had come only to 'get round hinal haen correct.

They talked of the house, the maintenance of thetess general
conversation that neither drew them together, abthem apart. When Mrs
McBride came to collect the tea things, she cometenh how chill the air
had grown. Lex agreed and folded the picnic tatderying it towards the
house. He invited Katrine to follow.

In the living-room, he motioned towards the se#teé once again joined her
there. He crossed his long legs and folded his awhde his head sank
back. In profile his face appeared to be cast iewn harder mould. The
ridged jawline was tough and jutting, the blackrltlicker, inviting loving
fingers to rake it. The brow, the set of the lipgrenformidable. Casting her
mind back, Katrine wondered with astonishment hustv she came to be
sitting beside such a man on this bright summed&yafternoon.

'Lex?'



His eyes flicked open, his head came slowly roumdaunting smile
hovered. 'Say that again.' When she frowned, lik 'Ssy my name, but this
time not as if you were a scared mouse and | aathogt to leap."'

'‘Lex." His broad smile revealed his approval. h'tatay the evening.' His
expression changed and he seemed put out. She &ddeddly, ‘My
grandfather wasn't feeling well this morning. | ngaidn't come at all, but
he insisted.’

'Fair enough,’ he said, after a long pause. 'l litgorothing serious?’
Sore throat, she told him, probably a cold comimy He nodded and
returned to his former position. His closed eyegaleto irritate. If they

weren't going to talk, why had he invited her?

Out of the blue he asked, 'Tell me some reasonsyebyhink the village
school should be saved.'

Her brain reeled, then righted itself. He had sarlyeknocked her off
balance. 'I've told you. | told you when you brougte here that day Andy
Brown hit m£.'

‘Tell me some more.'

'It's not a fairy story," she snapped.

His head came round, his eyes were cool and shesalshivered in the
lowered temperature. "That remark was uncalled-for.

She was duly crushed, as he had no doubt intetigdy,' she mumbled. 'It
was a momentary reversion to—my old ways.'

He looked puzzled.
'My grandfather told me some home truths about thyehurt to hear

them, but coming from him, | knew they must be trirgo the silence, she
went on, 'He said | was—was heavy-handed, unpevegpbdiscreet.' Her



companion listened, his face a mask. 'He— he samkltactless and had no
subtlety. He said | didn't play my...'

She stopped aghast at what she had so nearly giwatry. By her

carelessness, she had almost managed to confirfa fespicion that, in
order to attain her goal, she had changed hercsacthat her 'good’
behaviour today was the result of a cold, calcdlakecision to be 'pleasant’
to the man who could, with a stroke of the penselGharton village school
for ever.

'Why didn't you finish the sentence? he asked asgpalessly.
'Allright, so you guessed the rest. It's an oldrsgyisn't it?"

For a long time, he stayed, eyes closed, head hlaelq statue. When at last
he lifted his head, his movements were decisike,d man who had found
the answer to a problem.

He turned, half-facing her. His smile was a litiasted. 'Play your cards
right, Katrine, my sweet,' he said softly, 'and wmmws, you might even
win the game. But," he shifted along the settegyafrom her instead of
nearer as she had expected, 'l shall play thedasd.' He lifted an arm,
curving it slightly. 'Come to me, Katrine."'

She grew tense and did not move.
'‘Come, my sweet, I'm giving you an opening.'

It was a trap and she knew it. He hallthe cards, the ace included. If she
stayed, he could—and probably would—use his supsti@ngth. If she
ran, she could not hope to get farther than that fdloor before he pounced.

There was a pain in her hands and she looked dothem in her lap. They

were clasped as tightly as a loving couple's ladtrace. The moment she
released them she would be saying goodbye to thelsehad known and

respected—all her life. Because—she stole a glahbes face—there was
no doubt about it, if she gave in to his demand,\sbuld leave his house a
very different person from the one she was now.



If she could somehow put him at a distance, flmguits at him, revive the
old acrimony between them, turn him back into thersy...

But all she could think of to say was, "Your—yowukekeeper. She might
come in.'

'My housekeeper is resting. This is the time skeslito do so.'

Now was her chance. The pain in her fingers dr&reh. 'You're so kind to
your servantsaren't you?' She congratulated herself on hereagpiiuous
tone. 'Your name should be preceded by "lord", "maister". Her heart
jerked at the anger growing in his eyes. 'I'm thiage teacher which, in
feudal terms, makes me one of your vassals, tooul8H address you as
"my lord"?'He reached out and caught her armsijrigrapart her ffands. He
dragged her towards him across the separatingrghpeconds later she lay
full-length on the settee in his arms. Even so,rsfigsed to submit, but the
struggle was unequal and quite in vain. Lex worh\edse.

Stimulated by the battle, his eyes glinted, his lqurved. He brought
hostilities to an end by the simple trick of bringihis mouth down on to
hers. The kiss was swift, hard and contained ameté¢ of cruelty.

When he released her, her mouth—and self- respett-brliised.

"It didn't last, did it,' he goaded, 'that "bettehaviour"? She didn't stay long,
did she, the pleasant, smiling girl | let into nyulse?’

It pained Katrine to hear the sarcasm, but there meaway in which she
could convey to him the reasons for her apparesgrsegon to her old ways.
Well, she thought miserably, I've gained my objextil've made him the
‘enemy' again, and what has it achieved?

She was forced, by sheer lack of strength agaissiperior muscle power,
to remain lying across him in his arms. Her headted away from the
shoulder on which her cheek had rested.

'l wish I'd never come,' she mumbled, acutely emaisaed by the way they
were so intimately entangled. 'In fact, | don't Wnehy you invited me."



"You don't?' he asked in mock-surprise, looking daivthe shining hair just
below his jaw. 'l thought that last night we wesdtipg along together so
well, I decided | would like to—get to know you tlk better,. Since it's the
kind of "knowing"—for example," with a broad smillok at the two of us
now—which we couldn't do in company

'If that's what you've got in mind--' She strugdiedcely this time, twisting
and turning, pulling at the muscle-hard arms whighe wrapped pitilessly
around her. It was like being caught in the cluscb&a grizzly bear. The
more she fought, the more her bonds tightenedif whte quietened down
and submitted, she still would not escape thetfateawaited her.

‘Sweetheart, you must have known when you agreedrtee what | had in

mind. You may be innocent— and | believe you arettJmu're certainly

not ignorant. I've told you before how you affea,rhow | want you and--'
he lifted her until she rested more comfortablyasrhim, and whispered in
her ear, 'I'm going to have you.'

There was no chance to answer, because he kisseagam. His arms
gathered her to him, wrapping about her tenderre€sing hands moved
over her, finding the rose and removing it genplyiting it aside. His
seeking touch acknowledged no barriers, findingg#n-softness of the
warm, yielding breasts beneath the partly unfastestért, following like a
connoisseur of sculpture the curving lines of hahb

He made his own rules, and in doing so broke meesilding, stroking and
arousing her to a pitch of pleasure and responsehwilled the restraints
she had as a small child planted like young tremsral her, and which, until
now, she had nourished with care all through Her li

He made love to her until her arms wound rounchkik and her lips were
offered to him for more and more kisses.

'Katrine," he whispered, looking down into her faseher head lay against
his shoulder and her hand was lost inside his Unabuttoned shirt, ‘admit
you're mine.'



She turned her face against him. Even now, res®ralimgered, so
deep-rooted had they grown over the years.

His fingers gripped her chin and turned her facwards. Tell me," he
urged. His hand slipped to encompass her throdtherlips, as if they were
drawn by a magnet, covered hers again.

When she could speak, she looked into his eyeseMn&s tenderness there,
‘and male demand, and ardour. But she could nsupde herself that all
those things added up to anything more than a dewgdesire.

She could prevaricate no longer. Honesty was ap-oesed in her as
restraint and she felt her lips forming the wottgve you.'

The kiss that followed blotted out all thought, alvareness of her
surroundings, all conscious control over her astidhhe had wanted, he
could have carried her to his room and taken fremali the love to which
she had confessed. Instead, he lifted her ane@étdr beside him, pulled
her head down to his shoulder and placed his arousd her.

Now it was he who was exercising restraint, and \sbedered, after the
passion they had shared, at his control over his emotions. He looked
down at her, and there was an expression in his g puzzled her.

He said, with tender amusement, 'Well, I'm waiting.
She frowned. 'For what?'

‘The request. "Please, Lex, leave the school dldriEhere was a tense
silence. 'Go on," he whispered, kissing her haiy've got me exactly where
you wanted me.'

Yes, she remembered that she had not disputedp®sition that she had
come to persuade him to her point of view. He vi@se waiting, smiling,

expecting her to use to her own advantage the edtionship that had
evolved between them. She had only to say--



'Lex," she played with his shirt button, 'l cand d. | can't talk about
everyday things." She looked up at him, her chemhkk. 'Not now, not

after--' She reached up, enclosing his neck withecurve of her arm. 'Lex,’
she whispered, and tried, by stretching upwardseltdiim she wanted to
feel his lips on hers again.

'Katrine," he held her away, looking into her eyds you want me to go on?
To the ultimate conclusion?’

She sighed, shaking her head.

'Right. Then stop enticing me, you witch. You knexactly how you make
me feel—I've told you often enough.' He picked lupitose and fixed it into
place again. His hand sliding inside her shirtratd feel strange any more.
As the back of the fingers rested against the tlefiveen her breasts, her
pulses quickened and she wanted to press his bdret body.

The rose was in place once again and he withdrewadmd slowly, holding
her eyes. 'That," he said softly, ‘will keep usrapéeither of us would want
to crush a beautiful rose out of existence, wou@ WMow, be still beside me
and talk. Convince me, persuade me, sway my opsniorany way you
want.'

It took her a few moments to muster her thoughtsfarm a few coherent
sentences. At first she spoke stiltedly, then therds flowed. The
arguments, the reasons she gave came from her heart

'First,’ she said, 'there's the familiarity of flace, a building that's been
there all their young lives. They were pushed fgasttheir prams by their
mothers, in their-push-chairs by their brothersisters, driven past it in the
car by their fathers. They've skipped and run pd&sim the time they could
walk.'

A glance at his face told her nothing.

‘Their parents attended the school, too, and métlyeograndparents. One
child told me how some of the grandparents, whéldrem themselves, had



planted trees around the building, and these weweeven taller than the
school. They've got their roots there, Lex, thatiat I'm trying to say.'

He nodded briefly, but his eyes were on the gregesfireplace.

'Oldness isn't always bad, Lex," she finished,atiserted by his lack of
response to her pleas. 'Newness doesn't inevikaddlyto happiness.'

'Mm," he said, and it was his only comment. At sdme while she had
been speaking, he must have withdrawn his armgusecshe realised they
now sat apart. The look she darted at him toldtieatrthe ardent man who
had made such passionate love to her had slippagt amd his place had
been taken by the person she had learned to respadtfear. Her enemy,
the chairman of the Education Committee.

More than anything in the world, she wanted theothan back, the man to
whom she had told her love, the man she had allpageshe had allowed no
other man, to caress her so intimately and kisswhiér such demanding
passion.

'Lex," she snuggled against him, putting her heabdis shoulder, ‘why have
you never married?'

He did not put his arms round her again, a factiklisappointed her. 'I've
never needed to.'

A short pause, then, 'Oh.’

He smiled. 'Why so strained?' He turned her fanggefs strong on her chin.
'‘As you know by now, my sweet, I'm a normal, vimh@n. I'm thirty-five.
I'm not an untried, teenage boy...'

'If you're referring to Jim Rayburn,’ she retortée's nearly twenty.'

'‘Ah, yes." The irony was heavy in his voice. 'Thedays a

nearly-twenty-year-old can be—almost—as experiere®d man in his
mid-thirties.' He released her chin. 'ls he? Yoousth know.'



She said irritably, 'l wish you'd stop talking nense.'

'l wasn't aware that | was. | thought he'd takei Bowes' place in your
life.'

'l told you, Rob didn't have a place in my life. | alskltgou that marriage--'
'Played no part in your future. Yes, | remember ndive gleam in his eyes
made Katrine's heart race. 'Then what am | waftng My darling,’ he rose

and began to pull her by the hand, 'let me leadvidneupstairs.’

Katrine jerked her hand away. 'Will you please dtm@ing?' She looked
appealingly up at him.

He laughed, resumed his seat and this time slipedrm round her.
'Is—is Lara the woman you love at the moment?’

'Lara? Lara Holland? | don't associate the wordé'lavith Lara. She's cool
and calculating and wants only one thing."'

She did not look at him as she asked, 'And does-dbes she get that
"thing"?'

He laughed softly. 'Now that would be telling.’

So he would not answer. She continued with hergarSbmething drove her
on, although it went against her better judgmétéve you ever been in
love, Lex?'

He grew strangely still. 'Once. Some years agdomy pause. 'She was
married. Her husband was an invalid. We knew ha'tithve many years to
live, so | waited." The silence was so long, Karstole a look at him.
Eventually he did die.’

Katrine held her breath. 'And--?' Had Lex Moranrbe®rried before?



'And—she went off and married someone else. Someadathewhom she
had been having a secret affair.'

'So that was that?'

'‘No. When her second husband was killed in a caident, she came
crawling back to me, pleading with me to take hezkb | told her to get the
hell out of my life. When she'd gone, | vowed l&lar trust another woman,
that I'd never marry, never form any ties with amgman in any way that |
wouldn't then be able to get up and go whenevkrdsed. That way | could
say goodbye, close the door and never return.’

And she had told this man that she loved him! liy@he could take the
words back.

He took her breath away by coming alive, leaningrdner, easing her gently
back. 'Until I met a girl with golden red hair aadpirit to match, with eyes
as wide and deep as the ocean, with a tongue a$ &hd honest and
hard-hitting as the proverbial sledgehammer,' ahgHed up into his face,
‘and who because of her fine principles couldnifiithful or false to any
man. You, my darling, my kitten, my Katrine.'

He smoothed back her hair with an ungentle hamddfhis fingers around
her jaw and lowered his mouth to hers. He forcedipg apart and drank of
the sweetness within, possessive now, demandiagp@nse which the girl
beneath his hard, lean body willingly gave.

When he caressed her breasts she moved againstithirjoy, wanting to
show him in every possible way how much she lovied how everything
about her was his if he cared to take it. He kissadhroat, touched his lips
to her shoulder where her shirt had slipped avwet{ing his mouth wander
to the cleft between her breasts as if it had evight to be there. Then he
turned his cheek and lowered it to where his mabath lingered.

Katrine pressed him against her, and when he liieschead she saw the
brilliance of the ardour shining out of his eyeait @f nothing his words
rang in her earsThat way | could say goodbye, close the door aakn
return.



'Lex,' she whispered urgently, quoting the songnsttesung to him, ' "if you
said goodbye, my heart would fade and die.""

He moved away, returning to his former positionitbeser. He felt for her
hand and became still. As the moments ticked bgigstightened until her
hand felt crushed, but it was a pain that she fedeh, because she knew
intuitively that it was a pain he too was feelir8he supposed it would
maybe take years of a happy, stable relationshggase from his mind the
hurt he had experienced at the hands of the faghléckle woman about
whom he had spoken.

With her free hand she fumbled with her shirt bogtdNhen he noticed her
failure to fasten them, he released her hand arktkover to button them
himself. She smiled her thanks, still too full ofi@ion to speak.

He picked up her wrist, and she shivered yet aganter his touch. He
showed her the time on her watch. She exclaimeg gidndfather! | must
go. Lex.'

He stood and held out his hand. She placed hdris ind he hauled her up.
'It's as well," he whispered, kissing her eartHm circumstances, it's just as
well.. He led her to the door. 'I'll take you.' Kae protested that there was
no need, but he silenced her with a swift kiss.

Mrs McBride, on her way downstairs, stared unbdatigly.

'l be back for a meal,’ Lex told her. 'Alone. $diHume has to go home.
Her grandfather's not well.'

The housekeeper expressed her sympathy and hopeldifde would soon
be better.

Outside Thomas's house, as Katrine turned to tharkfor bringing her,
she saw he was preparing to get out of the caeréltino need--' she began,
but he was not listening.

As Katrine opened the front door, she called outeograndfather.



'I'm in bed, dear,' he answered. 'Legs felt a béey. Think it must be 'flu.’

Katrine turned to Lex. "You mustn't catch it. Youshgo.' But Lex indicated
with his hand that she should precede him up thesst

Together they entered Thomas's bedroom and Kdieigan to apologise for
the untidiness. 'Forget it,' Lex said briefly, dfatrine was filled with relief
that he was no snob, despite his wealth and sst@iating.

Lex, greeted Thomas, who looked startled to hawgsigor, and such a
distinguished one. The bed creaked under Lex'shweigd he said, 'Well,
Katrine's grandfather, of whom she thinks so mwdigt have you done to
yourself?'

Thomas made a face. 'lt's what some darned virasdbae to me,' he
retorted with reasonable good humour, considermg he felt. 'Pity they

can't exterminate them. They're a pest to the humea' Pale and lifeless
though he was, he did not miss the bright eyesradant looks of his

granddaughter, nor was his mind so dulled that &g mot able to trace the
source of her happiness.

He frowned, scratched his head, then shook itabkéd no questions.

Lex reached out, caught Katrine's hand and pulledtt stand by him.
‘Thomas, your granddaughter and | are enemiesnueid

Thomas's white face turned pink, his tired eyesdboew life. 'The school?'
he asked eagerly. 'She's persuaded you to saMeni&dv it! | told her if she
could get round you like she got round me she'cgetything she wanted.'

There was fear in Katrine's eyes as she searclose tf their visitor. His
gave nothing away even though they held hers uriiveglg, He could not
possibly have missed her apprehension. It frigltdres to think of what he
would make of that fear, not to mention her gratigfds words—words
which were, in fact, entirely innocent, but whicbutd, if the listener
wished, be interpreted as evidence against her.



To her relief, Lex smiled. His hand did not dropshéf suspicion or mistrust
had been in his face, then she had not seen itslam#new the face of the
man she loved well enough by now to interpret eveopd it registered.

'‘No, Grandfather, no, that wasn't what Lex meahg'told him hastily. 'He
meant--' She took a sharp breath. What had he m&uathad told of her
love for him, but not by so much as a look or advbad he given away
whatever, if anything, he felt for her.

Desire, the male drive to make love, to subjugatt@nquer—all these he
had shown, but they did not add up to the thre@lgilut overwhelmingly

wished-for words, 'l love you'.

'He meant,' said Lex, and in a flash she was orkine®, 'this." His hand
behind her head impelled her mouth towards histentbok a kiss. 'We're
friends, very good friends.'

'Friends?' asked Thomas, his voice wavering a.lide looked bemused, as
if he were wondering whether he had a fever.

'‘Goodfriends, Thomas. You get my meaning.' Lex's arrma firanly around
Katrine's waist.

Thomas nodded. 'l get your meaning—I think...’

Lex laughed and put Katrine from him. His hand cameand Katrine took
it. 'See me out?'

Katrine nodded. 'Won't be long, Grandpa.'
In the hall, Lex took her in his arms. 'When caeé you again, my sweet?'

Katrine rested her head against his chest and cightlh contentment.
'Whenever you want. Tomorrow evening?'

He shook his head regretfully. Tied up at a megtin

‘Next evening, then?' she asked shyly.



He held her away. 'ls that what you'd like?' Shedeal. "You're playing with
fire, Katrine. And fire not only burns, my love, sears, it consumes, it
envelops almost everything within its path.’

She. nodded, then shook her head. He laughed.rérea’ confused you
don't know what to think, do you?'

Her eyes met his frankly. 'No, | don't.’
'Well," he pulled her against him, 'we shall see.’

The doubt which she had tried all afternoon to posthe back of her mind
groped its way to the light. Fear, apprehensioreldfoding, nagged at her.

We shall see, he had said. What would they see?

When he had gone, the imprint of his final, linggrkiss stayed on her lips
for hours. As she slipped into sleep that night, gtessed her fingers where
his lips had been, and took his kiss into her deeam

On Monday morning Andy Brown put up his hand. 'Borry, miss, for
going to the party.’'

Katrine frowned. The party? Of course, Lex's pagy.much had happened
since then... 'So am |, miss," a small girl séhhd' me,' came a chorus of
voices. Katrine shook her head. 'lt doesn't mattgr more. It's in the past
SO--'

'‘But we let you down, miss,' one of the boys p&edis They'll close the
school now won't they?"

She remembered Lex's words the night beffe shall seeShe recalled the
fear she had experienced, wondering what he hadtmea

'‘Because you went to Mr Moran's party?' She sighedbubt if it made
much difference, Billy." She hoped the childreneveot perceptive enough



to sense her sadness, her feeling of failure. Hledacked conviction. 'l
forgive you,' she said, forcing a joking note. Tlsbe became serious. It was
only fair to warn them, in case the worst happeriesuppose you realise
that if the school does close down, you'll all haweyet up earlier, rain or
shine, winter or summer. You'll have to go to tleevrschool by bus.' The
children sat like statues, staring at her. 'l ekged'll feel strange at first at
the new school. Your mothers will be here in tHege. At breaktime, when
you're in the playground, you won't see them walkpast on their way to
the shops. No more pleasant strolls home with yiends, either,
becauseyou'll have to come back by bus, too.'

Now what have | done? Katrine thought. It was pthat some were near to
tears. Maybe it would have been better if she fa@d sothing. Wasn't it
better if sometimes people didn't know what to e€xpe

'Let's get on,' she said briskly, and she saw vatief how quickly their
faces cleared.

At lunchtime, Andy Brown ate his sandwiches seatied table in the hall
with a handful of other children. Katrine sat wittem, eating her own
lunch, conscious of the chatter but not hearingoadwHer thoughts had
propelled her forward. It was the following evenemd she was with Lex...

She became aware of a child beside her tryingttacather attention. Andy
Brown stood clutching his crumpled paper bag. 'Miss whispered, 'we'll
do something to help you. Billy and me, we're gdimghink of something.'

Katrine smiled and gently pushed the child's spdeseback to the bridge of
his nose. 'Help me do what, Andy?"'

‘Save our school, miss.' He touched her arm andwary.
Katrine smiled. Andy seemed to need to touch liet,tp make sure she was
solid and real and not just a shadow. Mother-stutsti she thought. Poor

little boy. Broken home, broken background, brokezams...

Katrine spent the evening with her grandfather.Hdd come downstairs
during the day, but had gone to bed early.



All evening she had listened for the ring of thiepone, a ring that never
came. Why should it? she asked herself forlorngx had a meeting, hadn't
he?

But, her other self argued, meetings don't go dih madnight. At midnight,
she gave in and went to bed. In less than tweniy4ours she would be
seeing Lex again. She would have to content henstifthat.

It was after school next day. In the staff roomriet ran the comb through
her hair. That morning she had brushed it unshibne. Already she was
conscious of the throb of her pulses. In four hdurge, the clock on the wall
told her, she would be with him again. Only fouurenow until she could
reassure herself that everything that had pasdedeer Lex and herself at
his house on Sunday afternoon had not been juseang dream, but had
really happened.

She passed Rob's study, calling out that she veasntg There was an
answering 'Right. See you tomorrow." As she op@amedof the two heavy
entrance doors to step outside, a long, shiningenRolls- Royce drew up.

He's come for me! Katrine thought, her heart skiggor joy. He's called for
me and we're seeing each other four hours early!

The car door slammed and as she watched the Indgssbringing the man
towards her, her heart tripped and tumbled ovels Was no ardent lover
who had counted the minutes until he saw her agdio,could not wait to
get her back into his arms.

This man's face was white with a terrifying andes, eyes twenty degrees
below freezing, his body angular with a scarcelppsassed brutality.
Heaven help the person who's aroused him to thie sff fury, Katrine
thought, shivering. She moved aside to let him dagshe bore down on her
and pushed her back.

I'm the one, she thought dazedly, I'm the onedftés. What have | done to
merit this? Has the Education Committee decideketp the school open



after all? -Have they listened to our pleas andectoran agreement against
their chairman's wishes?

Trembling now, she stood her ground. If that wasrdason for this assault,
then she would take everything he gave and gisgatght back. His hands
were fixed in such a bruising grip around her asfmes could hardly endure
the pain.

'Lex, you're hurting me.' She spoke softly and wetstraint.

'Hurting you? By God, if | had my way,' he saidaibgh his teeth, 'I'd thrash
you until you were senseless! Where's Rob Bowds2t&d him. Dragging
her with him, he opened Rob's door.

Rob rose at once, hands resting on the desk. Hiedteo welcome his
distinguished visitor, but Lex broke in, 'l wanigtigirl. I'm going to tear her
limb from limb. She's gone too far this time!’

'Katrine?' Rob asked, deeply puzzled.

Katrine could only shake her head. 'Unless we'va aed Mr Moran has
lost." Her voice rang with a bravado she most gdytalid not feel.

He slammed the study door. 'Unless you've wafwh?You think that the
outrage you've perpetrated some time in the pasibtysfour hours has
brought yowvictory}'

'‘Outrage?’ Her face was as white as his now. Heelchwere so cold it felt
as if the ice in Lex's eyes had given her frostbitdon't know what you
mean.'

He steered her into the staff room and half threew flom him. She
staggered backwards and hit the table with hehtHagt her brain was so
numb the pain hardly registered.

'Don’t know what | mean? Which means you're a comsate liar, as well as
a mean, spiteful, malicious little bitch. You knavwhat you've done?' he
raged, closing the distance between them. '"Youbteonly deprived the



people hereabouts of a cheap supply of fruit, lmutwe robbed the local
hospital of itsfree supply, plus the children's home and the old pesple
home in the town.’

'Supply of w-what?' she stammered.

He took hold of her shoulders and she shrank iatedif, but she could not
escape the violent shaking he gave her. 'Of apggdes Don't pretend you

don't know.' Her teeth started chattering and saetwmp. When, after a
few moments her distress got through to him, hepsd shaking her and let
her go.

She slumped to the table, missed and dropped fotre hands to her head.
'‘Apples,’ she whispered, lifting eyes which onlyif heaw him. 'What
happened to them?'

'Still pretending you're ignorant of the fact that orchard's been plundered,
my trees stripped bare, and all the apples, atilirbm ripe, left lying useless
on the ground?"'

'Oh no!' she moaned.
'Oh yes,' he gritted.

'l swear | know nothing about it." She knew he walismiss her denial with
contempt, as indeed he did.

'‘By heaven, you're a good actress.' Hands on hg#oked down at her,
crumpled at his feet. 'And | called you honestutBluntil it hurt,” I think |
said. But | welcomed that bluntness because | thiotlngt at last I'd found a
woman | could trust. Trust a woman?' he sneerezliéN never again!

'Lex," her despairing upraised eyes held appe#d|l 'you, | know nothing
about it.'

‘Then who did it? Who got into my orchard andpiclexery single apple
from every single tree, if not you"? Only the otday | took you there. | saw



your disapproving expression when | told you | solg produce. | even
commented on it, and you didn't contradict my assest of your thoughts.'

No, Katrine thought miserably, | didn't bother &l thim the thoughts he
suspected me of hadn't been in my mind.

'‘As | remember, you were even devious and hypoatiénough to comment
that I'd get a good crop when all the apples wige IYou said those words,
knowing all the time that, if your plans went wehg apples wouldn't be
there on the trees to ripen. My God, you must hiawghed, you and
whoever helped you. You couldn't have managed aralyour own. Who

was it?' His eyes narrowed. 'Jim Rayburn, yourdgerover?'

She scrambled to her feet. 'Don't for pity's sakegalim into this. He had
nothing to do with it!"" Oh no, she thought, pregssmaking fingers to her
temples, I've as good as condemned myself now.

Of course he picked it up, the clue she had digaldike an unfurled banner
in front of his eyes. He said slowly, advancing ler again, 'That's an
admission of involvement if there ever was onewBo was it who helped
you?'

He looked so furious, she backed away, only to fim&ltable once more
blocking her retreat. There was a burst of lauginten children in the street
outside, the walil of a crying child.

A child! She remembered. Andy Brown sidling up ter.hwWe'll do
something, miss, Billy and me, we'll think of sdrimgtto help you.

Andy Brown, unhappy, unwanted little boy, whom therld had, even in
his six and a bit short years of life, treated adl.

Stricken, Katrine looked up at Lex. Now she knewowtad done it. She
knew also that Lex Moran must never, ever, learno thie culprit was.



CHAPTER NINE

'So who was it?' Lex repeated.

Katrine leant back against the table, head drooping

'You, after all?' His voice was a hoarse whispée 8odded. 'And you told
me you loved me, let me kiss you and make passdoaé to you, almost
let me go the whole way.'

He was beside himself with anger. He moved andhdungls were round her
throat until she cried out. They moved to her hgaalsping her hair, pulling

it until her head went back and tears sprang.

Then, taking a deep breath and regaining commaimihegelf, he released
her, wiping his hands on his handkerchief as i thad been defiled.

"You're nothing but a cheap, worthless, schemitig bitch! | wish | never
had to set eyes on you again!

He turned and strode from the room. In the villggeet, even the sound of
the near-silent Rolls-Royce engine seemed loud.

Katj-ine slumped into the hard, wooden chair, dpegd forward to rest her
head on her arms and cried her heart out. Wellhalledlone one good thing
that day. She had protected Andy Brown, and thad walh that really
mattered.

An hour later Rob, making the last rounds of tHeost, found her still there,
still crying. His hand on her hair startled her king her lift her head. Her
face was ravaged with tears and he said, full ofgassion,

'l heard it all. | couldn't help it. Katrine, dicby do it?"

She shook her head.

"Then who did, love?"



She swallowed, still sobbing. 'l—I can't tell yd&eob. | can't tell anyone.’
‘Jim?'

'‘Not Jim. Please don't press me. I'll never tell.’

He took her home, watching her walk slowly to Theriklume's front door.
Her grandfather was shocked by the state she whleiwas full of concern,
wanting to know what had happened, who had begronsgble for making

her like that, because he'd--

She interrupted, sinking into an armchair, tellihgn wearily of the
accusations Lex Moran had made against her ofaj@s¢ his apple crop.

'‘And did you do it, dear?' She was silent. "Youtedinyour grandpa, lass. Be
honest with me as you always are.'

Her head came up. 'Grandpa, | didn't do it.'
'Did you tell that to Mr Moran?"

‘At first. Then—then when he said he didn't believe | let him think | did
doit.'

'‘But why, lass, why?' There was no reply. 'Do yaow who did it?'

She sighed. 'l have my suspicions. In fact, I'ntater Her eyes sought her
grandfather's. 'But I'm telling no one. Not a sengérson. It's a secret that'll
die with me.’

Her grandfather allowed himself a small smile. fhan awful long time at
your age, dear.’

'Even,’ she vowed fiercely, 'if | live to be a huadl'He lowered himself into
an armchair, almost as weary as she was now. '¥dost the school, you
know that? Now he thinks you're capable of suari@ble thing, he'll never



forgive you.' She nodded, biting her lips to kekp tears back. Thomas
whispered, 'You've lost him, too, Katrine.'

She nodded again, and this time the tears hadwlasir

That evening, as the sun went down, Katrine wantateng the main

street. As she went past the school, she triech&mgine it as it would be
when it was closed. The childish shrieks and laeigivbuld have gone, the
skipping ropes twirling, the footballs bouncinge tWwhirling figures let out

for air and exercise, the shrill sound of the whistringing all movement
and noise to a stop. A final stop.

She would have to leave the village, find anotbbr Her grandfather would
be alone again, but he wouldn't mind. He'd livedegbhappily before. He
had so many friends there would always be somewmrare for him if he
ever needed help.

A white car approached, the registration number oread so well she
knew it by heart. She had no time to look at theedy but at his side was a
smugly smiling blonde. Lara Holland was back besiee Moran. But then
had the girl ever been displaced? | told him | tbiaemn, Katrine thought. All
he ever told me was that he liked my bluntnessrapdhonesty. Honesty!
The irony was so bitter it almost made her chokes ffuth was that he had
so little faith in her he could accept "without gtien and without deeper
examination her assertion that she had committeld an outrageous act as
cold-bloodedly ruining his fruit crop.

She watched his car go past and went slowly onvagr

Jim Rayburn phoned the following evening. ‘Coméhi pub,’ he invited.
‘The protest group's having an informal meetingela eight o'clock.’

It won't do any good, Katrine thought. We're figigtia lost battle now. She
agreed, however, to join them.

'Heard about Mr Moran's orchard?' Jim asked, withied casualness. 'No
one knows who did it, or when. Miserable thing tg @asn't it?'



Andy Brown only wanted to help, she nearly criet] but stopped herself in
time. He rang off and she told her grandfather wistie was going.

"You'll be wasting your time, you know that?' Thamaaid. Katrine

shrugged, then sighed. She had spent so many bbthis day and night
sighing. She had tried to think, too, but acknowkstlin the end that she
was caught in a trap from which she could neveagsc

Jim called for her and they walked to the King abwn. It was a
low-beamed old building, with brasses on the walisplayed on a long,
high shelf were Willow Pattern plates.

The tables at which people sat were low and higlolished and made of
dark wood. Beer mats were scattered liberally. Atbthe walls were long
benches covered with cushions. Around a circullaletplaced centrally a
group of people sat contemplating half-empty glass®l tankards.

When they saw Katrine and Jim, they shifted, makiogm and going

through the motions of welcome. They gave the isgio of being

discouraged and dispirited. One of the men asked whuld they have, and
went to the bar to give their order. The group cxied mainly of young

parents, either the mother or the father from dachly.

Katrine thought she could detect a strain in thdesdirected at her, but
told herself she was being over-sensitive. Therrsaksed that the rumour
that she had been responsible for the destrucfibeoMoran's apple crop
could well have spread.

To those who did not know the truth, she, Katrioye her apparent act of
wanton destruction, had transgressed against tileneth as the man they
both liked and regarded highly. She was therefoesoutsider. They might
not, that evening, have intended to make her Feebtdd woman out, but by
their subdued, slightly stiff acceptance of heispreee, they were doing just
that.

The drinks arrived and Jim raised his, sayingthBoeventual success of our
efforts. Long live the village school.' There wasdoubt about it, Katrine
thought miserably as she picked up her glass, theebeen quick, furtive



glances at her and a holding back by the othem®dhey, too, drank to the
toast.

Jim must also have sensed the faint hostility beednis arm settled round
Katrine's shoulders. She knew it was no more thguraly protective
gesture—he already had a girl-friend in the town+dmme of the others
seemed surprised and disapproving.

All the time, customers came and went. Whenevedtw swung open a
draught of cool, fresh air came in, extracting #niema of cigarettes and
alcohol.

'Well," said Jim. 'Future plans. Got any ideas?'

The others looked gloomily into their beer glassas, fingers round the
rims and sighed.

'We look," said Jim, trying to lift their spiritdike a gathering of students
who've just been told they've failed their finabexs.' He braced himself,
although his arm remained round Katrine. 'Letlgadst try and look like the
protesters we are.'

A little shamefaced, his companions straightened, Katrine knew what
was in their minds, but none of them seemed to tieveourage to voice the
resentment they harboured against her.

'Let's think," she said, only speaking in ordesupport Jim's valiant efforts
to revitalise their campaign. 'We could--' She ddlinto her mind's depths.
'We could picket council meetings--'

'Of the Education Committee, of course,’ someoitk sa

A dozen pairs of eyes came spontaneously to resatime and she winced.

'We could—er—Iobby councillors,' she went on brgvel

'‘Organise petitions,' Jim joined in.



Their enthusiasm seemed to catch on. 'Get our Memb®arliament's
backing,' said one.

'Link up with other groups who are prepared to bagk offered another.
'Send out press releases,’ Katrine suggested.

At last the circle of faces looked brighter, regworated for the fight. We
haven't lost yet, they seemed to be thinking.

"The school's still open,’ Katrine added, latchongo their change of mood.
‘Let's keep up the fight to make it stay that way.'

A young mother at the table nudged her neighbosithay stared, the others
turned. Katrine did not.

Jim whispered in her ear, 'We're being overheaxerEsingle idea put
forward has been listened to by the chairman otitheécation Committee.’

Katrine's heart missed a beat. So Lex Moran washé pub. ‘Is he
alone?"The beautiful, seductive Lara is with him.'

Katrine pulled on her jacket. 'I'm going, Jim.' {he others she said, 'Sorry,
must get home. My grandfather's on his own.’

Since her grandfather had, prior to her arriva fiwonths before, spent over
two years on his own, her companions did not lak/inced by her excuse.
She knew deep down what they were thinking. The against whom,
rumour said, she had committed an unforgivable cdictandalism was
sitting only a short distance behind her. He wagep#y entitled to take her
to court for the damage he thought she had cadd$esl.meant, therefore,
that she wanted to get away from his incriminatprgsence as fast as
possible.

'I'll take you," Jim said. 'Yes, | will,' as Katdrbegan to protest.

'‘Bye, all,’ said Katrine. 'See you soon. Keep ankihg up ideas.’



On the way out, she had to pass Lex. The attradileede who sat
possessively beside him—nhis arm was round hends iad been round her
own shoulders -—smiled up at Katrine like a cat tred licked the cream

jug dry.

Lex was not smiling. His jawline was set, his lgrewn in. But it was the
contempt in his eyes that froze Katrine's head antminiature iceberg.

As she came level with him, Katrine's eyes invahuiht pleaded, 'Forgive
me'. Not a muscle of his face moved in responstin€ashivered and Jim's
arm went around her again.

'‘Come on, kid," he murmured. 'The temperature ie'e#so cold suddenly, |
feel | need a few more layers of clothes.'

'We would have to meet him," Jim grumbled as thejkad to Katrine's
home.

'How much of our conversation did he pick up, da ylank, Jim?'

'Most of it, probably. We didn't keep our voiceswhobecause we assumed
that everyone there would be in sympathy with @uwse. We didn't bank on
meeting our Enemy Number One!'

'Do you think he'll use any of it against us?’

Jim made a face. 'Holding what he does against st of it, | imagine.
Katrine, if it's not too painful a question to asiid-you do it?'

She withdrew her arm from his and said coldly, Y@a really think I'm
capable of doing such a thing?"

In the fading evening light, he coloured slightiyot really. | mean, no, of
course notnot...'

'I'm glad you've made up your mind.'



'Look, Katrine, don't take offenc@lease.l knew how strongly you felt
about the school. | wouldn't have blamed you, e/gau had gone to such
lengths.’

'‘Well, | didn't. So now you know farertain.’

They were at her grandfather's door. 'Don't be that, Katrine. | only
wanted confirmation. | was sure really that youewanocent.'

‘All right." She relaxed into a smile. 'l forgivey. Even though the others
haven't forgiverme.’'

'l tell them.

'Don't tell a soul, Jim, and | mean that. I've sggcion who did do it, but I'll
never reveal the name. Never. So it's better ¥ tye on believing it was
me.'

Jim smiled a little wistfully. "You're an angel, giou know that? If | hadn't
got a girl--'

'‘But you have. And you know very well, Jim Raybutirgt | am not an angel
and never will be.’

On that happier note, they parted.

Thomas was visiting one of his many friends andhihiese was empty—of
people, Katrine thought, as she wandered from remmoom, but not of
thoughts, and more thoughts. Of tormenting mempoédeing in Lex's
arms, of his eyes gazing at her with passion antbdd...

The rose he had given her still stood, a singlerblan a silver vase on the
mantelpiece, beside a picture of herself as a yahiid. Out of the window

night encroached upon the last of the day's lighexpectedly, tears filled
her eyes.

Sing the words, he had whispered on the night @fdgnce. | want to hear
you say them...



Do not leave me here alone to sigh, do not leavéene alone to cryThe
tears made rivulets down her cheeks and she tésadsalt. What would
life matter if you said goodbye? My heart wouldefahd die.

She ran upstairs and pressed her streaming facaentpillow.

'Miss!" There was a tug on her skirt at playtimd &atrine looked down.

Andy Brown's small face, looking like a baby owlthvihis over-large
glasses, smiled up at her. This small boy, sheghipthe trouble he's caused
mel!

'Miss, | want to tell you something.' Katrine wetdwn to his level. 'My
mum--" his round cheeks were pink with pleasurg,rfmim’s going to have
me back. She said my new dad said he wanted meelBa's

'Oh, Andy!" Katrine's arms went round him. He tated them for a moment,
then struggled free.

‘That baby they had was a little girl and now thent a boy, and that'll be
me! I'll have a sister!" As if, Katrine thoughtyitigg to put her own
unhappiness behind her, it was the greatest giftaerworld.

Well, wasn't it? she asked herself, giving him aeotquick hug. To be

restored to one's family, to regain not only onexher, but acquire a father,
anda new sister—what more could a bereft, lonelyditby want? She was
doubly glad now she had taken the blame for thewsson of Lex's apple

crop.

He whispered near her ear, 'Those apples, migd.it,dike | said—RBilly
and me and Billy's big brother. We climbed the fem@nd got over and
picked the apples.'

A lump formed in Katrine's throat at the expectdobk on his
face—expectant of praise. She had to tell him,ealg as she could, that
what they had done was wrong. As she spoke, hesfédlc



'We only did it to help you, miss. We went to tpatty although you said
not, so we thought we'd pick the apples insteagl Sbuight her hand. 'It was
for you, miss.' His small face, upturned now Katrimas standing, sought
longingly for a word of approval.

In the end she swallowed and said, 'It was verd kihyou to try and help
me, Andy. | really appreciate that. But don't ederit again, will you?'
Slowly he shook his head. 'And I'm so very pleasedear about your
mummy and new daddy, Andy.'

He nodded, and added, 'And my new sister."'

'Of course, your new sister.'

Joyfully, Andy skipped away.

As she prepared to go home that afternoon, Robatchkr into his study.

'l want you to be the first to know, Katrine." S@essed what was coming,
but smiled with anticipation. '"Ann and I—we're ggito be married.'

'Rob, I'm delighted, absolutely delighted to heaMheir hands met briefly
across the table. 'When's the happy day?"As seomeacan arrange it.
Katrine, there's some- thing else | must tell you.'

Again she knew what was coming and she closedys;, &eling her heart
take a dive.

'I've known for some time,' she heard him say, llmguldn't tell you until
things were finalised.’

The closure of the school ... Well, she thoughlyduwhat would it matter to
Rob? It would be all right for him. Ann would resigs headmistress of her
own school, the one to which the children woulddlen every morning in
the school bus. Rob would probably be appointeéinn's place.

'‘Lex Moran told me to keep it to myself." She wasydalf ajvare of what
Rob was saying. 'He said it would save you theli®of thinking out new



ways of protesting.' It sounded as though Rob wairg, as if trying to
soften the fall of the axe. Of course he could entilis future was assured.

Rob seemed to recognise that he had only halftterteon. ‘Remember the
day Lex Moran visited the school and brought anothan with him? We
discussed it then.'

At last she looked up. 'Discussed what?"

‘The capacity of the school. The largest numbeahdéiren we could take.'
‘The—thelargest?'

"The largest intake we could cope with as the imglds designed at present.’
Katrine put a hand to her head.

'l did some calculations and told him, taking iatewount that there were two
classrooms standing empty and the two we do usendydhalf filled. | also
pointed out that with an increased intake, we'ddnat least two more

teachers.'

'Increased intake?' Katrine whispered. 'More teatheShe put shaking
fingers to her cheek. 'Have we won, then? Is the@ogoing to stay open?’

‘At last you're with me!" Rob smiled broadly.
'Please explain,' Katrine said hoarsely, unabstilicher trembling hands.

"You know Moran owns factories around the counplys one or two
abroad?'

Katrine managed to nod.
'You also probably know that there's been talkstélglishing an industrial

estate on the outskirts of the village? Well Mokas decided to build a
factory there.’



Katrine's cheeks, having been drained of colourewew a deep pink.
'‘But—Dbut the planning committee refused to allow ittdustrial estate to be
built there.' Her voice sounded high and excited.

'Lex talked them round, told them he'd employ thstlarchitects available
to design the building, which meant it would be ddo look at as well as
functional. It would bring a new means of solvinge tunemployment
problem in the village. Also, since he would neednport highly skilled
labour to man the factory...'

Katrine interrupted excitedly 'So new workers Wil needed, which means
a lot of them will be married couplesath childrenl’

'Right first time," smiled Rob.

'So the school has been saved! And by Lex Morarséiiith

'‘None other," said Rob, twirling a pencil. 'l—er—ender why?'

'Don't look at me," Katrine said. 'Judging by whatsaid to me when he
found out about the apples, I'm not even fit tomtrander his well-shod
feet.’

'Ah, glad you've reminded me. Those apples—I kndw wdid it, Katrine.'
She raised her head, eyes scared. 'As you sai@sit't you. It was Andy
Brown, plus a couple of others.’

'How do you know?' she whispered.

'It's common knowledge. He's gone around tellihialfriends. Said he did
it for you."'

'‘Are you going to do anything about it, Rob? Aschezacher, | mean.’

'‘No. That's up to Moran. They were his apples dnldappened outside
school hours. But, Katrine, you'll have to tell Maryou're innocent.’

Fiercely she shook her head.



‘All right," his hand reached for the telephoneill.’

Her hand came out to stop him. 'Please, Rob, ddottyet, not until Andy's
back with his mother and living with his new fatlard baby sister. He's so
happy about being one of a family that if his mothened against him
again, he'd never recover from the shock for teeathis life.'

Rob frowned. 'Is his mother taking him back?'

Katrine nodded. 'Andy told me yesterday. His stiqges not only willing
but eager.’

'I'm glad about that, at least. But, Katrine, sone® got to put you in the
clear where Moran's concerned.’

'What would be the use?' she asked wearily. 'Ngtbould heal the breach
between us now. | don't mean anything to him angemo

'‘But you did once?'

She shrugged and sighed. 'l was beginning to thinlBut it seems | was
wrong. If a man could say the things to a womah lieasaid to me--'

'It was a terrible thing to have happened, Katrinesuch circumstances,
anyone could be forgiven for calling anyone nambemwthey suspected as
being responsible.’

'You didn't hear what he said, or see how—how &atéd me.'

‘Then why did he do as much as he did, go to sdwtroable and expense to
save the school, if not for —well, someone who medot to him?"'

Katrine smiled wanly. 'Finding the woman you'verbeaiting for for years,

Rob, seems to have turned you suddenly into a roedine real answer to
your question is hard finance—a chance to expaadeldp his business
interests, nothing else.’



Rob still did not seem convinced, but Katrine was ¢nervated—after her
initial elation—to continue the argument. She adRel's permission to tell
her grandfather, and he gave it readily.

'Lex said that now everything has been finalisemly mll the committees
concerned have given their approval, the whole avoan know.'

'‘Good." She smiled, but it was a weak effort.
'‘Cheer up, Katrine. Things may not be as blackoasthink.’

'My goodness,' said Katrine, 'Ann really has dowoe good! You're a
confirmed optimist now, instead of the near-pessiiyou used to be.'

Rob laughed good-naturedly and as she went fromothra settled down to
the papers in front of him.

Thomas received the news with bright eyes and tstigking of the hands.
His granddaughter's apparent success staggered him.

He hugged her briefly. 'I've called you some nardeay, haven't I? I've told
you how like your dad you are. All the same, heemevad your guts and
determination, | can tell you that.'

Katrine refused to take all the credit. 'There waup of us and we all did
our share. But, to be honest, | doubt if what weerdally had much effect.'
Thomas seemed puzzled and she went on, 'lt was bhaivs business
instincts that made him investigate the possibitifybuilding a factory.
Nothing we did would make any impression on a nikthat.’

Thomas sat down. 'l don't really think you're befimigto him, Katrine. You
must give him some credit for possessing humamityfaeling.’

'Must 1?' she said dully. She joined her grandfatmethe old settee.

For some time they sat thinking their own thougtiten Thomas said, 'You
like him a lot, don't you, dear?'



'What makes you think that, Grandfather?' Her vaies heavy.
‘That day | wasn't well and you spent the afternadh him.'

Katrine stirred restlessly. The memory of those fewmars kept recurring,
and each time a longing welled up, of wanting Lexfas about her, his lips
on hers.

'l could see by the way he behaved towards yoikkd you, too.’

'Liked'. Was that really all it was? Then why hat hopes soared, why had
she thought that his loverlike attitude had indedad deeper feeling?

'l think you should go and thank him for what rdose, dear.'
Katrine stared at Thomas. 'What do you mean, "gbtlaank him"?"

Her grandfather studied the heavily veined backsohands. 'As the leader
of the protest group, it's the least you could ido't it? | mean, he's put
himself to a good deal of trouble to give you andryfriends—the village,
in fact—what you've all been fighting for.'

'‘Can't--' She took a breath. '‘Can't | phone himtaadk him?'

Thomas was now finding of immense interest the earicpocket watch
which he wore on a chain. 'lt's not the same asggas it? When you think
what you've done to him—thrown him out of a meetiagd in front of all
the people. Interrupted a county committee meetmymade so much noise
he had to throwouout. Forced your way into his house. And thosdeapp
He looked at her. 'Who did ruin Mr Moran's orchatdar? Surely you can
tell me now?'

'Only if you promise not to tell. Not yet, anywaystified, her grandfather
agreed. 'Andy Brown,' Thomas's bushy grey eyebmsived up, 'and Billy
and Billy's big brother. But Grandpa, | still waihtkept from Mr Moran

until—well, Andy's mother takes him back. | don'ant anything to go
wrong there. You do understand?'



'l understand all right, dear, but what | don't erstiand is why you let Mr
Moran go on thinking it was you.'

'I've just told you why, Grandfather. If Mr Moraakies any action against
the boys, including Andy, his stepfather might sefao have him.’

'So you took the blame for Andy's sake?' Thomakesig'You're either a
fool or an angel, lass.' He smiled. 'Both, | thirtke tugged his watch from
his top pocket again. 'Six o'clock. You might joatch Mr Moran before he
has his evening meal and goes out. That is, i§ lg@ing out.’

'Have | really got to go, Grandpa?'

‘You've really got to go, dear," he said in a kofidvhisper. 'You're a brave
girl. 1 know you've enough courage to help you facean you've called
your enemy so many times. Now he's turned out &ffbend instead, | think
you're made of the stuff that recognises when yoh&en wrong and isn't
afraid to admit it.'

Without bothering to change or tidy herself, Katrislung her jacket over
her shoulder, closed the front door and walkecheghill to Charton House.



CHAPTER TEN
'YES,' said the housekeeper, 'Mr Moran is in. Did yantto see him?'
‘Just a few words, Mrs McBride. No, | won't comethmanks.'

The housekeeper hesitated, plainly disliking legvim visitor on the
doorstep. Deciding she had no other choice, slapesared inside.

Lex Moran emerged from the hall shadows. 'Comeplease,’ he said
crisply.

Katrine shook her head. 'What I've got to say avilly take a few moments."'
Her heart pounded, her mouth felt parched, henls@eémed clouded with a
drifting mist.

'On the other hand," Lex said coldly, ‘what I'vé gosay to you will take
some time. So please come in.'

After a brief hesitation, she accepted the inel@&and obeyed reluctantly,
following him into his living- room.

'Say your piece,’ said Lex, leaning against thé loh@n armchair.

At his imperious tone the lire within her, havingem damped down for so
long, began to shoot flames.

'l only came," she snapped, 'to thank you, so ®ere need to be so
superior!” The words came out in a rush, like a rharling himself at a
locked door.

His eyebrows crept upwards. 'Thank me for what?"

"You know very well. For—for saving the school. Rolid me what you're
planning to do.'

'Let's make this plain.' He turned and leant odddlarms against the top of
the chair back. 'I'm a man of business. | did whdit for my own ends. |



saw the financial advantages of building a faciargn area where land is
comparatively cheap. Also where housing for thekews | intend to import
into the area will be less costly than other platese accessible by road
and rail.’

He narrowed his eyes and watched her react to bisisy Apparently
satisfied with what he saw—her growing indignatiber tight 'l knew it'
smile—he went on, speaking with clarity and delgtien, 'l make products
which are virtually tailored to individual compasigequirements. They're
not mass- produced, therefore fast transport caiomscwere not of major
importance as they are in other manufacturing lines

As he talked, so the fire inside her flared.

‘There now,' he drawled, 'l've said everything ggpected me to say. | can
see by the look in your eyes.’

'l told Rob," she burst out, 'that that was why you di¥it guess was right.
His was wrong.' The moment she had spoken shettedjtbe words.

'‘Now tell me what Rob guessed my motive to be.'
'I'm—I'm sorry, | can't. Anyway, he didn't sayhg just implied--'
Lex straightened and came slowly towards her. fhellTell me!

He looked hard and threatening and Katrine knewddd not give up until
he had received an answer.

‘All right." She swallowed. 'He implied that yought have—have done it
for—for someone's sake. I've said "thank you", Wwhgcall | intended to do.
I'm going.' She swung round, heading for the dbot his hand gripping her
shoulder stopped her.

He jerked her round. 'Not so fast, lady! For "som&aead Katrine Hume.
Right?' She told herself she should have recognteeddanger signs
flickering to life in his eyes, but she had beemdinded by the smoke from
her own.



'Do you really think I'd do what | did for a chelgfie thief? Because make
no mistake about it, that's what you are. You rolxne of my precious crop
of apples, and not just me. All the kids | wouldvéaiven them to, the
hospital patients whose relatives are too poor ty luxuries like
fruit—that's what | can't forgive you for. To thirtkat you could have
stooped to such a mean trick," his hands grippe¢d ber shoulders now,
'letting me down when | trusted you implicitly. WWejou've soured me for
good as far as women are concerned, do you hear?'

The fingers were biting into her flesh so cruelomnshe closed her eyes to
hide the pain they would betray.

'l experienced a woman's crooked ways once befonayilife," he rasped,
'then you came along with yobonestyandfrankness-all a sham! So I'm
never going to be taken in again.’'

The hands gripping her shook her and she couldbeat it. "You don't
know," she cried out, "You don't know how wrong yoa!

'Wrong, when the ruined crop is still lying thereder the trees?'

Katrine twisted away, got to the door and wrendbhegen. As she reached
the front door, Mrs McBride appeared. She lookeithse and her hands
moved against each other.

'Mr Moran, sir,' she appealed to him as she steoalsa the hall, 'l couldn't
help hearing what you were saying, you talked sad.ld can't let you go on
accusing Miss Hume of doing something she simpdy'tido. It was Andy,
Mr Moran, little Andy Brown and his friend Billy ahhis brother. It's all
over the village. He's been boasting to everyomal i#s true— | checked
with Billy and Billy's brother.'

She glanced at Katrine, saw her distress and weriMiss Hume's such a
good young lady, sir. You don't know how good. She'en shielding Andy.
She's taken all the knocks for his sake.'



Mrs McBride seemed to be waiting for someone t@akp®/hen no one did,
she went on, 'I'm sorry for intruding, Mr Moran,tlesomeone had to clear
Miss Hume's name. She didn't seem to be doing hdoself.’

There was a long silence. Katrine closed her egssing against the front
door. At last Lex Moran spoke.

‘Thanks, Mrs McBride. I'm more than grateful.’ Kiagrfelt Lex was looking
at her, but she couldn't meet his eyes. 'You'veedme a considerable
service.' Lex nodded and the housekeeper went away.

'Well now. Miss Katrine Hume,' he said softly. 'Deall my housekeeper
has told me if you can.' She was silent, starinthatfloor. 'So you're not
even going to try?' Still she did not respond.

Her hand rested on the door handle, but she madéempt to turn it. Lex
came up beside her and lowered his hands to heddsgrs. They were
gentle now, his thumbs caressing the smooth skineoheck. 'What am | to
do with you, Katrine Hume?'

'D-do all the things you've d-done before. Pick mpeand eject me from
your home. Abuse me, call me a thief, a liar, Sayrhean and spiteful and
malicious. Sh-shake me," her voice trembled. 'Gb ghre goaded thickly,
'th-throw me out.'

He turned her quickly. His arms went round her stmelwas crushed against
him. 'l said once,' he murmured, 'that the only wagtop Katrine Hume's
mouth from uttering nonsense was to do this." Hiwttm took hers and he
prised her lips apart. From deep inside her a respteapt instantly to meet
his demands.

When his head lifted, and her glowing eyes soughtter body was shaking
and she doubted whether, if she tried to walk,|l&gs would support her.
Lex must have doubted it, too, because he swepighand carried her into
his living-room, making for an armchair. He threwt dhe cushions and
drew her down on to his knees. Her head floppethaghis shoulder, a sigh
escaped her and she was at peace.



'Lex, oh, Lex," she whispered, and closed her eyes.

He stroked her hair. 'Whywhy—did you let me think such terrible things
of you?' he murmured at last. 'Why did you shiblkel teal culprits?'

She told him again about Andy Brown, about his pplydife and how all
that was in the process of changing. 'l didn't wamtthing--' Uncertainly
she searched his eyes and saw the question thaean, | didn't know what
you might have in mind to do to him and the othieysu found out. Like—
like...'

‘Taking them to court?' She nodded. 'lt's whattheng vandals deserve.'

'Oh, no, Lex, because, you see," her arm went apeatisly round his neck,
'‘Andy told me he did it for me. To help me. Becaokgoing to the party.’

His head went back and to Katrine's immense refieflaughed. 'So you
want them to go unpunished?'

She nodded vigorously. 'l know it's asking a latyfou to let them go, but if
anything should happen to turn Andy's stepfatharreg him--'

'l get it, sweetheart. And | do understand.' Hsdasher upturned lips. 'I'm
human, like you. | have compassion, like you." Haesgered, 'Just keep on
holding me like you are--'

She realised that now both her arms were aroundduis and tried to draw
away, but his arm pressed her to him.

'So,' Lex went on, 'is what you've told me abouwt ¢hild the reason why
you've been especially protective towards the bahe past?’

‘Yes, Lex.'
'Even cuddling him after he'd kicked and puncheda?/éie smiled gently.

Sighing, because everything was happening as shiewvd, she pushed her
arms beneath his jacket and wrapped them abouiokig. Her head found



his chest and she felt against her cheek the darlbbneath the thin silk of
his shirt.

'Is that what you're doing now?' he asked sof@uddling me after I've
ill-treated you? I've physically hurt you, I've teaed you verbally, spoken
to you as | have never in my whole life spokenwgoanan. Yet here you are,
cuddling me! Is it a habit of yours to embrace yopponents, my love?'

His lips left a trail of fire around her face ardat, making her burn and
shiver at the same time.

'Only-in selected cases,' she replied, smiling.

He laughed and shifted her to bring her even clmskim, 'Oh, my love, my

love," his voice was strained, 'l thought | hagjitce you up. You seemed to
have let me down so badly | never wanted to touxtheer woman again.

I've loved you——-

Her head came ufi.oved,me?’

He pressed her head against him again. 'Loved fieurepeated firmly,
‘from the moment | saw you on that platform in Wiage hall. Even when
you were fighting me fit to tear my eyes out, itdaano difference to my
feelings for you.'

'Even when | tried to stop the children going taiyparty?'

‘That was of nuisance value only. You challengedsuod met the challenge
and overcame it. When the apple crop was destrdyadked my brains to
think of anyone else who could have done suchrggtiwho bore such a
grudge against me they could even stoop to that.’

Her head came up again, her eyes sparking. 'Ydly rdeought | was
capable of doing such a thing?'

'l didn't want to think it was you, but | had tedi out. When you nodded
after I'd asked you outright if it was you, | crulegh mentally, like a man
who had been hit in his most vulnerable part.’



She did not speak, just let her head lower toagainst him again.
‘Then just now when Mrs McBride told me the truth--
'In your eyes | turned from she-devil to angelg §hished.

He laughed. 'Angel? Rebel, more likely! No angey;, sweet, with your
spirit, and that temper of yours, this--' he tuggedhe fine strands which
were spread across his chest, 'this colour hair.’

His voice sank to a whisper. 'Angel?’ He shook lHead. 'When we're
married—I| can't wait long—I don't want to take amdel' to bed, my
darling. | want a spitfire beside me, a spiritethrant woman who brings
out my most basic responses. And you, my love,efies gleamed as his
desire kindled, 'are that woman.'

He flicked off his tie, threw away his jacket amdoments later, Katrine's
jacket joined the growing pile on the floor. As then sank, their ardour
grew until, reluctantly, Lex checked himself, slgwte-buttoning her
blouse.

'‘Now you know," he murmured against her neck, fithags for you that |
went to such lengths to save the village school.’

'For me,' she murmured dreamily, 'but also for théagers and children.’

' must be honest—yes, also for the village. &1l {you into a secret. | agreed
with you and your friends from the start, but bessaaf the position | held as
an elected representative, | couldn't let anyormnkriNot even you. After
all, you were leading the campaign, weren't you?"'

She sat up and said indignantly, "Yet you threwomnn#*

"You broke the rules, my sweet. | had to. And vghatdre, if | make love to
you much longer, | shall be breaking the rules. that | would mind--?'

She answered the question in his eyes with a kiss.



'If it weren't for Mrs McBride,' he went on, 'l'd--

She said 'sh-sh' and put a finger over his ligse 'uld even be listening
outside the door. And we couldn't blame her, cowd® After all, this is all
her doing.'

'l think," he said, leaning across to switch oaldd lamp, 'l've got myself the
perfect wife. Unselfish, compassionate, warm anthip and what's more,
possessing a social conscience.'

‘Just right for someone in your position,’ she kedy 'The villagers respect
you, you know. So much that, even though you seeimdx their enemy
about the school, they almost withdrew their frigmg from me when they
thought I'd committed such a terrible crime agayegt.' 'You had all that to
bear, too? And all because of an unhappy little B&yl me, sweetheart,’ he
tipped up her face, 'do you respect me?'

Katrine nodded. 'But | love you even more,' shd salowly, 'much, much
more.'

'‘Show me how much,' he commanded softly.

She reached up to kiss him and was crushed irrimis. a



