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When Gilbert Meredith jilted her all Lorna wante@svto get away as far
from him as possible - so she jumped at the chahgeing to Scotland to

look after charming old Mrs Lamond. But she so@tdvered that the old

lady was not nearly as charming as she had atsiesined; she was using
Lorna in the most ruthless way, declaring thatwhs going to leave her all

her vast fortune - something Lorna didn't wanthe teast, when it was

going to cause such distress to Mrs Lamond's vewtiAnd what exactly

had Gilbert told the old lady's grandson, the fatable Craig Lamond, to

make him so hostile to Lorna?



CHAPTER ONE
LorRNAWoOODROW Ilowered her head as Nurse Symonds asked the guesti
'Is something wrong? You look ready to burst iars.’

'It's nothing." Lorna spoke more abruptly than sitended, but she was
desperately trying to keep the sob from her vdlaxpect I'm tired.’

'‘Well, you'll be off duty in another half hour.1&n Symonds glanced at her
watch. "You've just time to tuck in your favoungatients and then you'll be
away. Are you seeing Gilbert tonight--?'

Eileen stopped and grimaced. 'l mean, of courseyl€edith," she added.
'Lucky you, managing to win the most handsome digtbke doctor on the
hospital staff! You do realise, | suppose, thatrgweher nurse here envies
you?'

Again Lorna avoided her colleague's eyes, andipeyivered as she said,
'Please excuse me, Eileen. | really must hurry.'

Nurse Symonds frowned a little.

'‘Somethings wrong, Lorna. Can't you tell me about it?'

Dumbly Lorna shook her head and walked away irdirextion of the ward,
tears gathering in her lovely hazel eyes. Yes, soimg was wrong, and
very soon it would be no secret that the engageretween Dr Gilbert
Meredith and Nurse Woodrow had been broken off.

Even now, eight hours after Gilbert had sent far dred almost callously
broken the news that he no longer loved her, Lomad not believe it had
really happened. It was a bad dream from whichrsbstawaken! Gilbert
had adored her almost from the moment of his corharg to the Cardon
General hospital. Nurses and doctors alike hadedtivhere his interest lay
and it had been no surprise to anybody when theagamgent was
announced.



And now it was all over. Gilbert had met someorse el

'‘Ah, here you are Nurse, with my nightcap! I'm wallare that it isn't your
duty to bring it to me, dear, but it never tastessame when the night nurse
makes it. | have an idea she adds a little watstead of using all milk." Mrs
Kirkwood, an elderly patient, spoke quietly as Laowame to her bedside
with the tray. 'You look tired, and a little unhgpgYou shouldn't—not at
your age, and being engaged to that charming ydootpr.'

Lorna managed a smile; she had persevered througteday to hide her
agony of heart and mind, and she wondered justdi@had produced her
customary cheery smile which the patients expeatdubr.

'What a sunny disposition you have, Nurse," wastinement often heard on
the ward where she worked. "You're the only torecneed!

At last Lorna was on her way home, to the houdeeofuncle and aunt, the
couple who had willingly taken her when her pardrad died within six

months of one another, Lorna being only seventéeheatime. That was
five years ago, and never for one moment had Loeaged to be grateful for
the home, and the affection, that had been givdresty to her. On hearing
of the broken engagement her aunt would comfortasebest she could,
while her uncle would become furiously angry at itiea that any man
could jilt his niece.

But they were out when Lorna arrived home; the bowas in darkness,
grim and forbidding to Lorna in her present statenind. She felt lost,
deserted, and although she fought the tears thlegtfiendantly as, having
let herself in by the front door, she mounted thgswithout switching on a
light.

She took off her coat and flung it over the baclk ahair, then lay down on
the bed, her heart breaking at the thought of @ilbeing with another girl
this evening. It was Tuesday, and whenever possitdg went out to a
dinner dance which was held weekly at one of tigehbtels in town. Lorna
would wear a long dress and always her fiance wsaldsome word of
flattery as his appreciative eyes swept over resrdsr figure.



"This particular dress enhances the tawny-goldooir yhair," he would tell
her lovingly; or, "You should wear white more oftemy darling. It seems to
accentuate the alabaster quality of your skin drad &dorable, delicate
peach-bloom of your cheeks."

No more would she hear his flattery. That would rtmavgiven to another
girl, the daughter of a wealthy businessman whoseesses had been a
feature of an article in the national press regentl

At length Lorna sat up on the bed and dried heste&zhe supposed that one
day—in the far future —she would be able to laughia, that this hurt
would have faded, and with it the memories whicthatpresent time were
so unbearably painful and persistent.

Where could her aunt and uncle have gone to? Inetsften that they were
out on her arrival home from the hospital. Somesitieey would decide to
go to the cinema, or perhaps to visit one or odfiéneir friends. But usually
they would mention this so that Lorna would be preg to find them out.
She wanted them tonight of all nights. She desihredsympathy and the
compassion which they would extend to her. She @caatshoulder to cry
upon, a soft and gentle voice to soothe her hurt.

She left the bed and went to the door, with therntibn of going downstairs,
but she stopped as she heard the key in the fommt @he voices of her aunt
and uncle could be heard, but there was anotheevalso, that of their
friend Mrs Ashworth, who occasionally dropped in &ochat.

'l expect she's been in and gone out again,’ Lomalt was saying. 'She's
engaged, as you know, and they usually go off ® Randolph on a
Tuesday, to the dinner dance.’

The light was snapped on. Lorna stepped back frardbor of her room,
aware of an added depression sweeping over heugech the visitor. She
could not now go down, as she had no wish to magkaeations before Mrs
Ashworth. Besides, the tears had left their marulper cheeks and eyes.

'l expect you were glad when she got engaged?MesdAshworth in her
clear and carrying tone of voice.



'Very. As you know, Stephen and | have always ladan all to one another

and that's why we decided not to have children.f8lteve didn't have the

desire to give them our time and affection. We thokna, of course, and it
was a difficult decision. But she would have beléalane and we hadn't the
heart to leave her to fend for herself. It wasaifiee on our part, because of
the way we feel about one another. Our freedomgeag, as we could no
longer make a show of affection towards one anojingr whenever we

wanted to. However, Lorna will soon be married esedshall be on our own

again—'

The voice faded as its owner entered the livinggmrpfollowed by her
husband and their visitor. Lorna, rooted to theorf|delt a terrible pain
searing through her head. Could she possibly heagdraright? Was it true
that her aunt and uncle had never really wantedwliter them? She had
known, of course, of the great love they had fa another. Her parents had
often talked about it and as she grew up Lornadoade to consider it to be
rather wonderful, and when she became engagedllberGshe had asked
for nothing more than for them to remain as deaplpve as her aunt and
uncle had done.

Her aunt's voice came up to her again, ratherlyathts time, but clearly
carrying for all that. "We're hoping they won't lgatoo long with the

wedding. In fact, we're willing to help with sudhirigs as furniture if need
be, as all we want is to get back to where we Wwefere we took Lorna in.’

'It must be marvellous to care in the way you dayy

'We were determined, when we married, that we'denehange in our
attitudes towards one another, and we've managkdetp to that.' It was
Lorna's uncle who spoke now, in that rather grufice which Lorna had
come to find so very attractive. For it had neweraised once towards her
either in anger or reproof. Neither had her aufdisthat matter, and so it
was natural that she had lived in a false paradissyming that she was
loved and wanted by her aunt and uncle.

'How long do you suppose they'll wait?' Mrs Ashwiostas asking.



'Lorna’s terribly in love, so we're taking it faragited that she won't want to
wait very long at all. Gilbert seems very eagenq, tout he hasn't much
money yet, so he might not be able to raise a diepos house.’

'We're going to suggest they get a rented flattdat svith,' from Lorna's
uncle after a small silence. 'We feel we've doneatitan our duty and have
no compunction in wanting Lorna to go from herewilt be great to be on
our honeymoon again!" Another small silence and,ttWon't it, my lovely
Mary?"'

A laugh, shy and quiet. Lorna put her head in laeds and wept. Unwanted
both by her fiance and her aunt and uncle. Whadtaamge had occurred in
her life within a matter of a few hours! This tifast evening she was the
happiest girl alive—loved by her relatives, adobgcher handsome fiancé
... Or so she believed. Yes, a false paradise thd@ece she hadot been
loved, had in fact even been resented, in a wahebyaunt and uncle.

She turned and went to the window, opening it &kg$er air. What must she
do? Her whole life had collapsed and she couldenen think clearly. All
that did seem clear was the fact that she was @igiplalone in the world,
with no one—Ro one—earing what happened to her.

All was dark outside; it fitted so well with thedakness within her heart and
the hopelessness of her situation. She had knoainstie would have to
leave the hospital and get another job. Now shetbddave her home as
well...

'‘Nurse Woodrow, Dr Meredith wants you, immediateljhe message was
brought to Lorna while she was serving the lundhetiopatients. She said, in
a stiff little voice, 'Tell him I'll be there in alot ten minutes.’

'‘But --'

"Ten minutes—or perhaps a little longer.’

She knocked on his door just over fifteen minuésr| entering in response
to his brusque,



'‘Comein.’

Pale but composed, she stood just inside the ddach she had closed
behind her.

"You wanted me?' Her beautiful hazel eyes met bisss the room. He
glanced away as he spoke.

'I've something to ask of you, Lorna,' he said, eantie straight to the point.
'l don't want everyone here to know about the hbmokegagement. |
mentioned this yesterday, but didn't stress it.rnifig, he looked
guestioningly at her. "You haven't said anythingrtgone here yet?'

Lorna shook her head.

‘No, not yet.' She paused, but Gilbert did not kp&aey're bound to find
out. In any case, | fail to see your reason fortuwant to be kept secret.’

"You'll probably despise me for what I'm about &y.sBut | honestly can't
face up to being branded a cad.

Shocked by this admission, Lorna for one fleetirgmant wondered if her
hero were not so heroic after all. She had adnfireananliness, had liked
the rather stern way he had with her at times; &hend a certain
attractiveness in the brusque voice, the confidendf authority. These all
spelled strength ... but what he had just said ccaly be termed a
weakness of character. He had jilted her for anajive and yet he lacked
the courage to face up to any criticism which mighrne his way as a result
of his action.

'l see—' was all Lorna could think of saying.

'No one need know --'

'‘As I've just said, they're bound to find out." Sbeked directly at him.
'Would you rather | said it was | who broke it 6ff mistaking the tone of

voice; she had not tried to be anything other tbatting. He seemed to
flinch as he replied,



'No, of course not, Lorna, so there's no need ¢ptatthat manner. After all,
it's better, surely, for us to discover the trutlwrthan later --'

‘The truth, Gilbert?' she broke in, her pallor exiieg even to her lips.

‘That we don't --He broke off as she would havermipted even yet again,
but raised a hand to silence her. "Tihén't loveyou,'he amended then, and
it was Lorna's turn to flinch, with real pain. Sloeked into his handsome
face and a spasm passed through her body. Hefdovm had been deep
—it still was deep—and she knew without any doukltsatsoever that it
would be some considerable time before she wastaldeigh again.

'How long do you think this can be kept secret@'isquired at length.

'l don't know." Gilbert was frowning slightly. 'l ust keep in mind my
promotion, and let nothing interfere with it.’

"Your promotion's more important than my feelinigstill believe you'd be
most happy were | to let it be known thatchangednymind --'

'I've never suggested that people should be teldithvasyouwho'd jilted
me' he snapped.

Tears came with a sudden rush to her eyes, butediehem back, although
she knew there lingered a brightness which, atiame would have brought
an instant question to her fiance's lips. 'Darlingat's the matter?' Not now.
Gilbert was too engrossed in his own problem ewendtice. 'I'm leaving

the hospital,’ she told him quietly. He merely neddin a sort of

absent-minded way. 'l thought you would," he safdu'd like me to go

away from here?' If he heard the bitterness edbargvoice he chose to
ignore it.

'l have an idea, Lorna, although it might not app@sgou, since | know just
how devoted you are to your aunt and uncle." H&ddoat her a little
doubtfully. "You'd not want to leave them, | supg®'s

Lorna averted her head, hiding the sudden pairetfit@red her eyes.



‘Tell me about your idea,’ she returned, bypaskiageference to her aunt
and uncle.

"You remember old Mrs Lamond who was brought ireteecouple of weeks
ago? But you couldn't possibly forget her," he wantbefore Lorna could
speak. 'She took to you in the sort of way a matdlezs to her daughter.’

Lorna flashed him a puzzled glance, vaguely thigkirat he had not put his
point very well. However, she merely said,

'‘Mrs Lamond's old enough to be my great-grand- erotBhe's eighty-four.’

'Her age is of no matter,' returned Gilbert withirt of impatience. 'What |
was getting at was this: she told me that if wentdgeen engaged to be
married she'd have carried you off to her homecotl&nd --'

‘Carried me off?" interrupted Lorna with a frowrdon't understand?’

'She wanted a private nurse, it seems, and youdwvbale suited her
perfectly. In the few days she was in here sheairgyt acquired a deep
affection for you.' Gilbert paused a moment andichiag his expression,
Lorna knew for sure that he was keeping somethioim her, something of
vital importance. 'Would you consider private nogd' he asked. 'It would
be far easier, and much more remunerative, tharkimgrhere in the
hospital.'

It would solve her immediate problems, thought lagrout in spite of this
conclusion there was an emptiness Within her. Sbeldvbe away from
every- she knew, living among strangers and img&asurroundings. Mrs
Lamond, who had been brought in after having asligeart attack while
dining with friends at a London hotel, had talked.orna a great deal, and it
had been clear from the start that she had dewlasncere liking for the
‘pretty girl with the sunny smile' as she had faescribed the nurse who
attended her. Lorna had learned that Mrs Lamoradllia the Dower House
which was situated on her grandson's estate, Fardgon being Craig
Lamond, Laird of Locharrun. She was in London vigjta few friends, and
it was a trip she made about every six months om&w grandson had



wanted her to reside at Locharrun Castle, but sifeqed her independence
and therefore had insisted on living in the Doweubk.

'It's luxuriously extravagant of me to want to keep my own
establishment,' she had told Lorna with a twinkienischief in her pale
grey eyes. 'My grandson, high-handed, domineermegtare that he is,
would have me coddled in his own comfortable hobo,l like to boss my
own servants about. | have seven,' she admittddanself-deprecating little
smile. 'Craig considers it an outrageous waste.'

Gilbert's quiet cough brought Lorna back to thespré¢ and she looked at
him across the large, high-ceilinged room.

'l don't know what to do." A quivering sigh escapent even though she
attempted to suppress it '‘For one thing, | donthare for Mrs Lamond's
grandson.'

'Craig?' Gilbert raised his eyebrows. 'He's a ffiehmine, Lorna.'

'l know." They had been at university together &ad corresponded at
intervals, keeping in touch with one another. Tiveye both thirty years of
age, both athletic, but while Craig Lamond was &y weealthy landowner

Gilbert was merely the younger son of a struggihgpkeeper. Craig had
been sent for immediately Mrs Lamond was broughbithe hospital; he

had arrived within the shortest time possible. leohad met him twice and
did not at all care forwhat she saw. She dislikedanrogance and air of
superiority; he seemed cynical and on the raresiaoa when he spoke to
Lorna—once when he had been introduced to her lipefdj and once at the
bedside of his grandmother—his manner had beenygoondescending,

his languid tone of voice seeming to portray boredbis long unsmiling

stare appearing to be far too critical and peneagdbr Lorna's comfort. She
gained the impression that the autocratic Lairdaxharrun considered her
to be most unsuitable as a wife for his friend winoe day, would probably
reach great heights in the medical world.

Other nurses at the hospital had found Craig Lanaitrdctive, declaring
him to be extraordinarily handsome, with his brahzngular features, his
very dark blue eyes and mid-brown hair which sweptk from a



faintly-lined forehead in a natural wave. Well owex feet in height, and
carrying not one ounce of excessive weight, heamealthletic bearing and a
sort of lordly gait which accentuated that air obility which is an inherent
attribute of the Scottish aristocracy. Pride indnsestry was portrayed both
in his manner and in his classical features. Loecalled her comment after
her first meeting with him.

'He might be a friend of Gilbert's, but he's noghiike him at all. He might
be a god, judging by his air of superiority. It'salien help the girl he
marries, for I'm sure she'll be totally subjecthis will." Lorna had been
talking to her aunt, who had laughed and saidttieae were many women
who would just love being mastered by such a man.

'‘Are you considering my idea, Lorna?' Once again eéhefiancé's voice
brought Lorna from her reflections. 'You'd haveoadlife, up there in that
lovely house. There'd be no real work for you te-dmerely having to be
on hand if Mrs Lamond should take ill again.'

These words came to Lorna but did not really regi$he was dwelling on
what she had heard last evening, was telling Hetbat she had no
alternative other than to take this post up in Boot—if it was still
available, that was. She mentioned this to Gillvep instantly assured her
that the post was hers if she wanted it. How e&gewas! The pain in
Lorna's heart increased at the idea of his wartérgo go away, a long way
from the hospital, and from him. He cared not atheg she would be living
on a remote estate, with wild moorlands and highmtains taking the place
of the gay lights of London. There would be no lavéer life, no warmth.

She thought again about the formidable Laird ofHaycun and wondered
how often she would come into contact with him. rkravhat she had
gathered from his grandmother the Dower House veasptetely on its

own, surrounded by its own private grounds. Théleags of course close
by, but in all probability its occupant's time wamost always fully taken
up in the running of the estate.

Lorna, looking at Gilbert, noticed the twitchingaMmuscle at the side of his
mouth and realised just how deep his anxiety was. &so realised just
what he had in mind.



'If | accept this post,’ she said huskily, 'yol&tlit be known, after a while,
that the engagement'’s just well—fizzled out, ageite?’

His sudden flush confirmed her suspicions. Yes s what he had in
mind.

'It would be best for both of us, Lorna. Neitherusfwould then suffer any
embarrassment.’

"You do realise that people are going to consideeny odd indeed that I'm
willing to go away from you?'

'Ill explain that we're having to do this in orderget some money for a
house. Private nursing's far better paid than-thisle spread a hand in a
little gesture of disgust, 'l don't think anyong@ng to question our action,’
he ended, and although Lorna raised her eyebrowseatvord, 'our’, she
allowed it to pass without comment.

"Your friend Mr Lamond is going to consider it vesirange, surely?' she
said after a pause.

'He'll be told the same as the rest.’

Lorna's eyes flickered as they looked into his.

'In that case, Mrs Lamond is going to conclude thataking the post only
as a temporary measure,’ she pointed out. 'Sheblaply not want me on

those terms.’

As she spoke Lorna was watching Gilbert's expresaia she once again
had the impression that he was keeping somethamy frer.

'I'll think of something," was Gilbert's rather pti¢ rejoinder. 'Don't worry,
Lorna, I'll make things simple for you.'

'‘And for yourself at the same time," Lorna could help saying, all the
bitterness within her heart revealed in her voice.



'l can understand how you feel,' he had the gracewn, speaking in a
somewhat contrite tone of voice:" 'Yet | know, degvn, that this is the
right decision for me to make regarding my engagerteyou. I've found |
don't love you, and that Susan--'

'Please stop!" Lorna’'s hands were clenched sdtitidt the nails of her
fingers were cutting into her palms. 'How soon tatart this new job? U
have to give in my notice here—'

'l can pull a few strings,' he interrupted. 'Damdrry about that aspect of it'
He paused a moment. '"Your aunt and uncle ... theyke to be told the same
story, won't they?"

White to the lips, Lorna stared at the man to wisbra had given her heart.
He was her first love, for she had never been amegbing out with
boyfriends. Always she had known the right one Wadme along; she had
wanted to go to him pure in mind and body. Wellydis all over, and she felt
at this moment that there would never be another io her life. Gilbert,
moving impatiently, was waiting for her to speak,take some comment
on what he had just said. She wondered what hedieal like were she to
relate to him all she had overheard last eveningul/he care that her aunt
and uncle did not want her—just as he himself ditvwant her? She had no
intention of telling him what she had overheard¢caidirse, since she had no
desire that he should pity her. But would he pgy*hNot only did he seem
fully occupied with his own thoughts, but the exgsien on his face was one
of hardness which almost amounted to sheer rutidsss and it seemed
impossible that he had ever held her tenderlysrahins, had kissed her with
ardour and love, had told her over and over agantjow much she meant
to him and how impatient he was to make her hig wif

'Ill manage to explain to my aunt and uncle,’ shiel huskily at last. "You
have no need for anxiety about their reaction tod@gision to move up to
Scotland.'

She was ready to go within a fortnight, poignastinscious of the fact that
her relatives and her ex- fiancé would breathessajielief at her departure,



and that they would be far happier once she- wdsmger around. Gilbert
wanted to say a last goodbye, a circumstance tingtised her, and yet she
could not bring herself to refuse his request. Tineyin a little cafe close to
the hospital, and as soon as she saw him walkefieththat something was
seriously wrong. But when she ventured a questienvgas told airily that
there was nothing wrong at all.

They had a pot of tea and a plate of cakes; thatgin was fraught with
tension and Lorna knew the meeting was a mistake.

Eventually the last goodbye was said and they @ade the steps of the
little café where they had eaten together so miamgst before.

'‘Good luck in your new job, Lorna.' Gilbert exteddehand but, somehow,
Lorna could not bear the thought of any physicaitact with him, so she
pretended not to notice the gesture. 'l expectglvdl write about you from
time to time when he corresponds.’

She cared little whether the Laird of Locharrunalidlid not mention her in
his letters to his friend. She rather thought hellddave no time for such
irrelevances. She found herself murmuring 'goodinyegsponse to Gilbert's
quiet, 'So long, my dear. Have a good journey,’ teth she was alone,
walking away from the lights of the cafe, towards place where she would
catch her bus—the last bus she would take fromtoeditee home of her aunt
and uncle.

Early the following evening her uncle took her ke tstation, where she
caught a train that would take her to Perth. Aftarelling all night she
arrived with just enough time to have breakfaghatStation Hotel before
boarding another train that would take her to Aberd Here she was to be
met and taken the rest of the way by car. She ¢egpecchauffeur, so it was
not a very pleasant surprise when she discoveredah to be driven by the
aloof and lordly Craig Lamond who, immediately omesg her, came
forward and handled her luggage, putting it inte tbomy boot of the
massive white car which she soon learned was otler@é cars which he
owned. His grandmother owned a car but, Craig @x@th it had been taken
to the garage for a minor repair.



'Did you have a pleasant journey?' Craig's finghgbred voice was cool in
the extreme, while his manner itself was almogjidri Vaguely Lorna
sensed something more than mere dislike on thissnpant: she felt he was
secretly regarding her with actual disgust!

'Most pleasant, thank you,” she murmured in rephlhe scenery's
magnificent.'

'It's different from your London aspect."'

'Very." A strange prickle was running along Lorngfsne, and into her
thought stream came that odd conviction that Gilltexd been hiding
something from her. Why should she be remembehat @t a time like
this—and for no apparent reason?

'We have a three-hour journey before us,’ comme@tady. 'The roads are
hilly and tortuous.’

"You live out in the wilds, | understand?’
He shrugged his broad shoulders.

'It'll seem wild to you, | expect.' A small pausedahen, 'But it's what you
wanted, isn't it?"

She frowned in puzzlement.

'l don't think | understand what you mean?' shd,samnd her companion
slanted her a strange unfathomable glance.

'l believe you do, Miss Woodrow," was all he sadd because she was
feeling so small and inferior Lorna allowed thigptrss, although of course it
both mystified and troubled her.

The car had turned inland and was travelling iroawesterly direction,
into the high places where a mist could be seénearfiar distance. A silence
fell and remained, an uncomfortable silence aa$drorna was concerned,
as the man beside her seemed to become more aarstefermidable with



every moment that passed. She thought of all siéhbard about the dour
Scots, their insularity and their pride. But th@Scshe had met in the course
of her work had all been jolly, ready for a jokeer though that joke might
be against themselves. Craig Lamond was very difteHe was so remote,
so coldly impersonal. She might not have been endér at all, so little
notice did he take of her! She was exceedingly leolzky his manner, for
although she would not have expected any actual sbiofriendliness
towards her, she certainly would have expectedtbimmake some sort of
polite conversation as they rode along, makingHerthickly-wooded hills,
and the moorlands which lay on the other side efmthAt last she herself
decided to break the silence, commenting on theesgecomparing it with
the soft downlands of the south of England.

'It's altogether harsher up here," he respondedohsequence life itself is
harsher." A strange inflection in his voice lingkne her subconscious as she
said,

'l expect you're referring to the life out of dodrs

The faint curve that came to his lips was almasteer, and served to add to
Lorna's puzzlement.

" Your life will be easy enough. My grandmother indulge®very luxury
available to her and you'll be living the life ofaaly." Tight the voice now,
and tinged with contempt And his foot jabbed theederator, as if
stimulated by his anger. Lorna, astounded by timtecn of his words, and
the manner of their delivery, could only stare it $et profile for a long
moment, unable to put any logic into what he had. SEhe unfriendliness
was so apparent, the sneer in his tone distinctprodounced, mingling
with the contempt, and with the total lack of aiwil It was very clear that he
had no wish even to be polite with her, and it wagtural that she should
wonder at the reason for his adopting such amd#itowards her. And then,
suddenly, Gilbert's words came back, words whicthattime they were
spoken, had not fully registered, Lorna's mind geam what she had
overheard the previous evening. Now, however, @bwords were vitally
important.



'You'd have a good life, up there in that lovelyub®. There'd be no real
work for you to do— merely having to be on han#lis Lamond should
take ill again.’

No real work...Undoubtedly these words fitted welttwihose just uttered
by Craig Lamond.

"... you'll be living the life of a lady." Yes, ltostatements fitted. Did they
have anything to do with Lorna's impression thdb&t had been keeping
something of a vital importance from her? She haideyl this impression at
the time when Gilbert was asking her if she wowdsider accepting the
post as private nurse to old Mrs Lamond.

Mrs Lamond kept no fewer than seven servants, dnehom was her
personal maid. So there was no possible chancerdifding neglected if she
should happen to take ill. There would be plentpe@dple on hand; also, a
message would be sent instantly to her grandstreatastle nearby. Why
then did Mrs Lamond require a private nurse? Sydhe fact stood out that
she, Lorna, would indeed be leading the life ciayl

But why? What was the old woman's object in brigdier up here, to live
in her luxurious home ... with no work to do?

Craig obviously despised Lorna for accepting thst,pknowing there was
no work entailed. Suddenly she wanted to explairteli him she had not
realised this at the time she had decided to ta&eost. Instead she asked,
driven by some force she could never have explained

'Gilbert... he told you why | took this post?' Justat had Gilbert said by
way of explanation? she wondered. For obvioushh&e not intended to
con- " vey the impression that the post was mexégmporary one as far as
Lorna was concerned.

'He did," came Craig's abrupt reply. That was kfirna waited, half
expectantly, for him to enlarge on this, but heveron in complete silence,
his profile rigid, his dark blue eyes unwaveringtlasy stared at the road
ahead.



Lorna, both mystified and troubled, sat back evalhftand stared around
her, taking in the rising mountains, misted andgthe wide heather moors,
grey beneath clouds heavy with rain. It was an espiing landscape,
wild and lonely; it would, she decided, suit heradpsince there was no
light in her life any more, no desire for gaietyldaughter, and the company
of other young people.

After a long while her gaze came round again tacberpanion's set profile.
She spoke, asking how far they had to go.

‘Not too far now.' Craig turned his head. 'Do yaanto stop for a drink?"
Lorna shook her head.
'Not particularly. | merely asked the questiongomething to say.’

'I'm afraid you will have to excuse my preoccupatiMiss Woodrow,' he
said tersely. 'My present mood is definitely nabaversational one.'

She felt snubbed, and fell silent again in consegeieThat there was some
mystery appeared evident. Lorna knew for sure Mvat Lamond had her
own particular reason for wanting her to come u laad live in her home.
She also knew that Craig despised her, Lorna,doef@ing the post. What
she did not know was that Gilbert had given Craigaiogether different
explanation from that which she would have expectadother words,
Gilbert had not given his friend the same explamaltie intended giving to
his colleagues, but had told Craig that Lorna lmadvwn him over, tempted
by the offer made to her by Mrs Lamond.



CHAPTER TWO

MRsLAMOND sat in a high-backed chair, her spectacles oremigeof her
long, hawk-like nose. She wore a dress of dark gedyet, trimmed at the
throat with fine lace, ruched and scalloped, andh@nwrists were several
bracelets of gold, one with a diamond and sappbiasp. Diamonds
glistened on her thin fingers, and dangled fromdeas. She made a regal
figure, thought Lorna as she stood for a spaceinsstle the room, after
entering and closing the door behind her. Yet tiveas a stern austerity
about the old lady which always reminded Lorna cdi@. She was tough,
this aristocratic scion of the Scottish nobilitynéfe was determination in
the set of the mouth, obstinacy in the flexed bhéhe jaw. Yes, it was easy
to see the resemblance between her and her grandson

'Ah, there you are, my dear." A rather theatrigadep of her hand indicated
the old lady's desire that Lorna should sit dowtow long have you been
with me now?"

‘A fortnight.’ Lorna looked directly at her. 'Andé had nothing at all to do.’
The thin pale lips curved in a half smile.

"You would rather | be indisposed, so that you widag occupied in tending
to my needs?'

'Of course not!" Already Lorna had learned that'tiear old lady' she had
met in the hospital was a very different personmfrthe mistress of
Locharrun Lodge. This lady could be both biting aadcastic, although
with Lorna she was almost always charming and dlenLorna had
especially noticed this whenever Craig was presé¢istgrandmother would
actually dote on Lorna, much to Lorna's embarrassnsence it brought to
Craig's face either an expression of contempt erafrsardonic amusement.
‘Naturally 1 don't want you to be ill.’

'‘But it's only when I'm ill that you'll be employéd

Lorna said, with another direct look, 'Are you eiWemMrs Lamond?"



The old lady gave a short laugh.

'Scarcely ever, my dear. That little attack | hatewin London gave me a
shock, | don't mind telling you. Until then I'd Baled | was good for a
century.'

'You probably still are." Lorna moved on her chaincomfortable and
uneasy, for she was determined to put some qusstioner employer, and
she feared she might be snubbed for her troubdd. riie, Mrs Lamond,
what was your reason for wanting me to come upé&niel the woman give
a slight start? Lorna could not be sure, sincevsefully composed as she
replied,

‘After that attack | decided it would be wise foe o have a nurse living
permanently in my house.'

Eyeing her with suspicion, Lorna pointed out tha¢ $iad seven servants
and therefore there was no possible danger of draaining unattended,
should she be taken ill at any time.

'Also,' added Lorna, 'your grandson is always wittall." Automatically her
eyes wandered to the window, from where she coegdtlse turrets of the
castle rising behind a clump of ancient oak trBeyond the castle towered
the mountains, their summits sharply outlined asfaanclear blue sky.

'l believe | told you that | prefer to be independef my grandson. This
establishment is completely separate from the esasty grounds are also
completely separate.' There was a sharpness indfn®nd's voice, and an
angry glint in her eyes. 'l am my own mistressgpite of my grandson's
attempts to domineer over me!'

Taken aback, Lorna remained silent, wondering albioist situation into
which she had been drawn both by the circumstamfeser broken
engagement and the desire of her relatives to eveut of their house. She
felt more uneasy than ever, sensed a deep antagbeisveen Mrs Lamond
and her grandson, knew that she herself was—in saagevhich she could
not begin to understand—being used as a tool ihdnes of her employer.
She felt there was some scheme afoot, yet on tiex bnd she could not



accept that an old lady of eighty-four would wamtttouble herself with
such things.

'l would still like to know why I'm here,’ said Liwa, at last breaking into the
silence where only the low and heavy ticking ofranglfather clock was
heard. 'l think you'll admit that you didn't reallsant me as a nurse?’

'Most certainly | wanted you as a nurse,’ argueddld lady forcefully.
'Haven't | just said so?' Lorna made-no answer @itel a space Mrs
Lamond added, looking curiously at her, 'l shoudstdnthought, Lorna, that
you'd enjoy this rest after the hard work you'verbdoing at the hospital.'

'l prefer to be employed. Besides, | don't caretli@r idea of accepting a
salary which | haven't earned.’

'Most commendable, my dear, and it's a pity my dsan can't hear what
you're saying.'

'l don't see that it has anything to do with Mr Land," was Lorna's rather
crisp rejoinder.

'It might alter his opinion of you.' The words wesgoken quietly, as if the
old lady were talking to herself. 'However,' shatawed, 'as you say, this
business has nothing to do with him." Mrs Lamonaisead a moment. 'If you
really are unhappy with the situation as it isptperhaps | shall employ you
as my nurse-companion rather than merely my nusée.'looked at Lorna
from over her spectacles. 'How will that suit you?'

'l would still like to know your real reason foribging me here, Mrs
Lamond." Quiet the tone, but insistent. Lorna saw émployer's eyes
narrow, her mouth compress.

'l am not used to being questioned by my employlemsa,’ she said curtly.
'Please me by accepting the situation I've offgimad and we shall get along
like a house on fire. And now, my dear,' she wantamanging her tone to
one of almost gentle persuasion, 'perhaps yousblmbliging as to read to
me. | find the newspaper print a bit small for these days.'



'Very well," submitted Lorna, aware that she haditernative other than to
remain here for the time being. If, later, she dedito leave and seek
another post, it would be only after she had sayedome money with
which she could provide herself with a home of sdinel, for she would
never return to the house of her aunt and uncle.

After reading for over an hour, Lorna realised tias Lamond-was asleep.
Her head had fallen forward on to her chest; hedbavere lightly clasped
on her knees. Rising quietly, Lorna went from tbem to seek Katie, Mrs
Lamond's personal maid.

'If she's asleep then she must be left," declasgeKIf she's wakened from
a nap she's a real shrew! Not for an extra fivengdeun my pay-packet
would | waken her!

Lorna frowned.

'She looks most uncomfortable. If we could putlbbwi beneath her head--'
"You can if you like, miss! But don't blame melifestears a strip off you!'
'Shell have a crick in her neck if she remaingat position for long.’

'‘Not Mrs Lamond! Never has anything go wrong widr muscles. Hard as
iron, miss, as you'll soon discover!

Taking the girl's advice, Lorna left her employ@htave her sleep out in the
chair. The sunshine outside was inviting and sheteaed about the
grounds for a while, thinking of Gilbert one momantd the next moment
remembering that she ought to write to her auntuanode. They had no idea
that she had overheard their conversation with Mstworth, and so

nothing of an unpleasant nature had occurred bettvesn and their niece.
Indeed, Lorna had no intention that it should; stilefelt grateful for their

generosity in taking her in after the deaths of paents, and it was her
intention to correspond in the way they would expexr to. Now and then
she would pay them a visit, but she would makeiéfbShe recalled their
reaction to her pronouncement that she was takiegost up in Scotland.
What a good idea it was! Such a sensible view a@h ber part and Gilbert's.



True, they would be parted for a time, but thers eaple compensation in
the knowledge that Lorna was earning so high aysalad so she would be
able to save up for the deposit on a house.

This was the gist of what they had said to Lorhare had been no word of
regret that she was leaving them, no sadness wieeadtual moment of
parting had arrived. It was a chastening thoudjis, being unwanted. Was
she herself to blame? wondered Lorna. Was theretsamg 'not nice' about
her? Her mouth trembled and tears started to he=. &he was not indulging
in self-pity, but rather in self- criticism. Theraustbe something wrong
with her, she decided ... but what?

The question being futile, since she could not @&nstyLorna attempted to
put it from her and concentrate on something dlke.casde seemed close
now and she stopped to stare at the beauty of #ilwed structure. A
typical medieval stronghold, it had magnificentrarectural features which
combined the characteristics of an ancient fortvats a modern palace of
elegance and charm. The castle stood on a low wigk,a backdrop of
mountains, while in the foreground, grazing quietiyuld be seen a herd'of
roe deer, roaming an extensive region of the Graak. Waterfowl swam
placidly on a lake, in the middle of which was artain. Specimen trees,
ancient and massive, dotted the smooth green laamasstatuary lined the
pathways. Away in the distance a long avenue ektgave evidence of the
splendour of the approach to the front of the easthile at the far end of
this avenue two mellowed stone lodges stood sdritirthe park.

A little sigh of appreciation rose to Lorna's liiggich beauty had not come
her way before, and despite her unhappiness she eouhelp but respond
mentally to her surroundings. Here was peace, hadounties of nature;
here was the freedom to wander where she would, theewild heather
moors, along a shining river where salmon frequerte deep pools,
through some tiny hamlet or along the banks of amtain loch.

She strolled on, without realising that she hadaged to leave the grounds
of Locharrun Lodge and enter the private groundbefcastle itself. It was
the sudden appearance of the forbidding ownemtiaale her notice exactly
where she was. A deep flush of embarrassment cosertcheeks and she
would have done anything to avoid a meeting with.HBut it was too late;



she stopped automatically on the edge of a larg@ @i ornamental shrubs
and waited for him to cover the short distance segiarated them.

His eyebrows were lifted questioningly—and arrogarghe thought, as he
enquired with veiled sarcasm if she had lost her.wa

'No—er—yes, as a matter of fact, | have,' she starach 'l didn't realise I'd
left the grounds of my employer's house."’

Your—employer?' with the same veiled sarcasm wtttok time, made her
bristle. 'You've been engaged in some employmeen®

She lifted her chin, her colour deepening, but wathger more than
embarrassment.

"Your grandmother has decided that I'm to be herpamion,’ she informed
him stiffly. 'I've been reading to her.'

His dark eyes flickered strangely.
'She asked you to read to her?'
'Yes--' Lorna glanced swiftly at him. 'Her eyesight

'Is as--' He stopped abruptly seconds after tleenmption and it was clear to
Lorna that he had bitten back the rest of whatdtkihtended to say. But she
could have finished his sentence for him; he wasg inform her that his
grandmother's eyesight was as good as his ownh 'Wig aid of her
spectacles,' he would most probably have added. Méhyad stopped was
also plain. He had suddenly decided not to sayhamytagainst his
grandmother; his pride would naturally jib at makoterogatory comments
to a mere servant. And that he regarded Lornaedyntin the light of a
servant was an undoubted fact. His very manneralldse proof that was
needed.

'I'm sorry | trespassed on your land,’ said Lobmaaking an uncomfortable
silence. 'From what your grandmother explainedhemd that her grounds
and yours were fenced off from one another.’



'For the most part they are,' he returned colBlyt you managed to find the
one small place where a path goes through from toetfee grounds of the
Lodge.'

'I'll take more care next time," she promised, mgiein what the old lady had
said about her independence of her grandson. Ditedn, then, that she
would not ask for his help if ever she was takéh He had been sent for
when she was in hospital, but Lorna now surmisat @ilbert had sent for
him, acting without even consulting the old ladyrai@ Lamond had
responded very promptly to the summons, so it wasanable to assume
that he had been anxious about his grandmother. mysery of the
relationship between the two was to occupy a cemalide amount of
Lorna's time, but for the present she dismissadainly because Craig was
speaking again, his austere voice breaking intodflactions.

'l expect you're now settled in? | hear you've bgigan the lilac suite.' His
countenance was harsh and dark, his eyes narromeflexked with ice.
'It's to be hoped that you're happy with the luxouinyvided.'

She looked up at him, nerves tingling.
"You know which accommodation I've been given?'

'My grandmother made sure | should know," was hypt rejoinder. 'l
expect the next thing will be that you're provideth a car, and probably a
personal maid." And on that he swung away andgstag by his words,
Lorna could only stand and stare at his tall figasg with long graceful
strides, he made for the Falconer's Tower, thronglth he entered the
closer precincts of the castle.

She turned, slowly and automatically, her whole dmaecupied with what
he had said. A car and a personal maid...It was db%¥dhat was the man
talking about? And yet...ShHeadbeen given the lilac suite, and she knew it
was no servant's quarters. On the contrary, thie $armed part of the
private apartments which, surmised Lorna, had & tme been even
grander than they were today. The staircase ledditigem—and to several
other suites— was magnificent, while the suitdfitsensisting of bedroom,
sitting-room, dressing and bathroom, was furnisimethe most luxurious



manner, with tapestries on the walls of the sittiogm and rich carpets on
all the floors except that of the bathroom. Thiswall-to-wall carpeted in

the modern style, to match the modern bathroone slic in colour and

with gold-plated taps and other fitments. The bedravas a dream in lilac
and gold; the bed was a four-poster draped withc liturtains, hand-
embroidered.

'It's rather grand for me,' had been Lorna's ptimigssomment when she
was first shown the suite. But her employer poirtetithat, as the suite was
not being used, there was no sense in Lorna's tolgeto occupy it. The

argument being perfectly logical, Lorna had maddurther protest. She
was glad of the private sitting-room, and she wawt have been human
had she not appreciated the sheer luxury of the asia whole.

Now, however, she was feeling extremely perturb8de had been
imprudent, both in her acceptance of the post anter willingness to
occupy accommodation which was quite clearly noatwwkould normally
be given to an employee.

On her return to the Lodge she was met by Kati@seleyes where bright
with anger.

'She's in one of her foul moods," she said withltisick of respect 'l don't
know why | stay here! | expect one day | shall losetemper and walk out
on her!

'What's wrong? | mean, why is she is an unfriemabod?'

'Unfriendly?’ repeated Katie with a raising of hwather thick eyebrows.
‘That's mild, miss! She's in one of her most aggvesmoods,’

"There must be some reason?"

'Her granddaughter telephoned—and it wakened heause, as you know,
there's a telephone in Mrs Lamond's boudoir." Kegemed to have changed
the words she had originally meant to utter, anchapcurious for some
reason she could not define, asked interestedly,



'Wasn't Mrs Lamond pleased to have a phone catl frier granddaughter?’

Katie's eyebrows were raised a little higher. Butas an instinctive gesture
rather than a deliberate one, and even beforeithgpgke Lorna knew that

she would not say what was in her mind. She woaldurarded, just as she
was a moment ago.

‘Jeannie and her grandmother don't always agres, amd this happened to
be one of those times when Mrs Lamond resented)labsturbed anyway.'

'So she was not very pleasant to her granddaughter?

'She was mighty unpleasant!

'What's Jeannie like? Is she young?'

'Seventeen and three-quarters,’ returned Katiasetgc'And pretty as a
picture. Dark curls and merry brown eyes—and a swaieire to go with it!
I'm often amazed that Jeannie can be so nice tgravdmother, but | expect
she's thinking of the fortune that's at stake.’

Lorna was silent for a space, reluctant to put ngoestions, as it seemed all
wrong to be discussing her employer. But she wlssty curious, which
was not unnatural, in the circumstances. She saétly,

'Mrs Lamond has only the two grandchildren to witorteave her fortune?'
‘That's right." The girl hesitated, her manner dadras before. 'She's a
strange one, though, is Mrs Lamond. Likely to dgtlaimg, if people don't

obey her orders.’

A small silence followed. Lorna's appetite for infation had been whetted,
but she controlled her desires.

'I'd better go and see what she's doing. Perhagiswhnt me to read to her
again.'



CHAPTER THREE

OVER the heather-clad ridge above the treeline a shead of roe deer—a
splendid buck with velvet- covered antlers and eéhdoes with their
young— were grazing peacefully, watched by Lorna wiaving roamed
the moors for an hour and a half, was now sittingudittle granite boulder,
taking a rest. It was warm and sunny, with a diae sky and the zephyr of
a breeze blowing over from the loch. Lorna had dsiexr employer if there
was anything she could do and had been told tottekafternoon off. It was
the third time in a week that Mrs Lamond had tadd to take time off, and
although Lorna was vexed at the idea of havingingtto do she decided
that to remain indoors on such a lovely day wowddsitly. And so she had
gone off to roam the heather moors, crossing seliaburns on the way,
either by quaint wooden bridges or by the stepg{stones which someone
had conveniently placed across the streams.

Her attention was suddenly arrested by the appeam@rhalf a dozen of the
vicious hooded crows who began circling above tlerdintent on

disturbing their peace. The deer grazed disinteddstind it was plain that
they were used to the harassing tactics of thgadsige birds who, Lorna
had learned, would not hesitate to peck out the efysome young animal,
or even an older animal if it happened to be il #merefore helpless.

She continued to watch the antics of the birds,eventually her thoughts
strayed to other things. She wondered what Gileg doing at this time.
Yesterday he had started a fortnight's leave; Lbatharranged to have hers
at the same time, so that they could look aroundaftractive items of
furniture and other necessities for the home thesevgoon hoping to set up.

And now it was all over. He was probably spendiigléave at the lovely
mansion owned by Susan's father. And when he digpskeouse it would be
in one provided by his future father-in-law, sinio@as unlikely that Susan's
doting parents would allow her to live in the kiatithome which Gilbert
could at present provide. Later, no doubt, Gilaseould do great things,
because he had both talent and ambition. Welbitldrbe Susan who would
be sharing his success, and not the girl who, Igavio real interest in
money, would have been more than satisfied if Gilbad provided her



with nothing more pretentious than a little cottagth a garden where their
children could play in safety.

A deep sigh that was almost a sob escaped Lorsheasat there in the
sunshine. She was so restless, undecided abofuther. She felt isolated
from anyone who really cared ... in fact there masne who really cared. A
sudden emptiness within her was a vacuum of utespair, and her
immediate surroundings did nothing to help. Whe@ésw moments ago
she was able to appreciate the dreamy moorlandsvanded slopes, the
ragged heights above the loch and the conifer wadmsyside it, all was
now lonely and stark, the mountains tormented leyrédtentless cutting of
the burns, the moorlands a little frightening ieithsolitude, and even the
deer were dark silhouettes merging with the sorfdmrdscape.

Lorna shivered, and rose to her feet. What mustisRé/NVhat was there for
her now? She could not remotely envisage eventailh love again, so she
must try to form a plan for her future. She fele skould prefer to leave
nursing, but what else was there for her to do?tlerosigh and a switch of
thoughts which was not intentional. She was traditidg the mystery that

surrounded her presence here and for a spacecttupied her mind to the
exclusion of all else. Mrs Lamond had two sidehéo nature, but with

Lorna she was almost always gracious and smilirayvé¥er, Lorna had

seen the other side of her on a couple of occasipdshe definitely did not
care for what she had witnessed. She could treaeneants like slaves, and
Lorna had heard from Mrs Hailsham, the housekedpat,t was only the

idea that they would be left legacies that kept Mamond's servants with
her.

Lorna wondered if they were cherishing false homssshe could well
imagine the old lady leaving them nothing at all.

It was a week since Katie's words, arousing Loreaisosity as to the
relationship existing between Mrs Lamond and handdaughter, had been
uttered.

'She's a strange one, though, is Mrs Lamond. Liketio anything, if people
don't obey her orders.'



Yes, a strange one indeed, thought Lorna, begintungetrace her steps
along the narrow path that had been cut throughntbers by Craig's
gamekeepers and others in his employ. The oldwadydeep, too, and she
was using Lorna—or intending to use her—in somesehwhich, she had
already surmised, had been guessed at by her giranfsis would account
for his dislike of Lorna, who had reached this dasion only after spending
some considerable time in trying to explain thislide, and the contempt
that had accompanied it whenever he happened ito ler company. She
had come face to face with him the previous aftennawhen, after being
closeted with his grandmother in her boudoir foeran hour, he had
emerged to find Lorna in the hall, arranging flosver a huge copper urn
standing between two shining suits of armour. Sheé $traightened up
involuntarily; it was a dark harsh countenance sae& which fleetingly
brought visions of bygone days of savage tribalfavarwith proud chiefs
engaging their men in lawless, bloodthirsty de#tdsas plain to Lorna that
the interview with his grandmother had left Craigidusly angry.

He stood for a moment, his contemptuous eyes rdwamgslender figure in
such a way that Lorna, hot with embarrassmenregititter chin, a question in
the sparkle that entered her eyes.

'Mind you don't overtax yourself," he sneered amthout waiting to see if

she could find a retort, the arrogant laird of Laxchn strode the length of
the hall to the massive oak door. Fury burned withorna and for one

impulsive moment she knew the urge to run after himl demand an

explanation for his words. The conviction that heud only snub her

further caused her to hesitate, but there wasametied element about her
as she bent to resume her task. Somehow she wagstgaolve the mystery
of her presence in this house ... somehow, but ywdomh where, would the
opportunity arise?

Now, as she wandered back over the moors, LornahaHsnclined to

abandon the attempt and instead to give in hecaoight away. She felt the
presence of some evil, of some devilment in theude of the old lady who,
at first, when she had seen her in the London telsgiad seemed so
charming and affable. She had taken a strong litarigorna, as Gilbert had
said, and it was a fact that Lorna liked her irumet She had given no
trouble, had never grumbled about food or atteniermany old people



were so often doing. In fact she had been a matedmt and the nurses had
all declared that it would have been a pleasubat@ gone on looking after
her.

The idea of handing in her notice was soon thrasteaas the exigency of
her situation was borne upon her. True, she hathgswmoney, she
recalled with a little silent sob, that had been aside for the home she
would make with Gilbert—but they would not last ¢gprEhe had to find a
home, then furnish it. Where would this home be? Mo Scotland,
naturally, since there was no reason at all whyssioeild settle here. Yet if
she went back to London her aunt and uncle wouwe @ be told that the
engagement was broken. They would have to knowteaby, but for some
reason she could not explain Lorna wanted to paffifor as long as she
could.

'l shall have to remain here,' she was murmurirgetself as she entered the
long beech avenue leading' to the imposing fromtaece of Locharrun
Lodge. 'Yes, until | have more money saved, anthhytime my mind will
probably be more clear and | shall be able to nmddees for my future.'

The following day she was in the village shop bgyinotepaper and
envelopes, and looking for two novels which hadhbeeommended to her
by a colleague at the hospital a week or so befbeeleft. Only one of the
books was there and this, along with the writingemals, was in the hands
of the assistant when a young man walked in, ghat&orna with a hint of

curiosity, then went over to a revolving stand defan perusing the
paperback books displayed there.

'Have you any less?' the assistant enquired ofd,@dding apologetically
that she had been short of change all the morning.

'I'm sorry, | haven't.' Nevertheless Lorna begardeng at the bottom of
her shoulder bag, just in case she had allowed smms to drop down
there. She shook her head. 'No, I've only the hotegfraid.’



'l happen to have some change | want to get ridTbE young man came
forward, holding out a handful of coins. 'It'll meakny pocket lighter." His

smile was infectious and both the assistant andid.oeturned it. 'There,

how's that?' He dropped the silver on to the cauatd left the assistant to
count it, turning his attention to Lorna. His look appraisal took in the

lovely colour of her eyes with their sweeping lashick and curling. The

peach . glow of her skin had already been darkdnedn even more

attractive hue by die sun and by the fresh air tvhiosrna had been having in
rather large doses since coming up to Scotlandiawary-gold hair had, on

the other hand, been slightly bleached, so itsurdimo, was enhanced. The
young man's eyes even took in the crisp cottonsdaesl the light blue

cardigan worn over it, the shoulder bag swingindnat side, the dainty

strapped sandals revealing pink toenails.

Lorna opened her bag, aware that the young masistian was still upon
her. She fumbled with the second little parcel pghing it to the floor. It was
the novel which the assistant had wrapped up; twngy man stooped to
retrieve it, handing it to Lorna.

‘Thank you." She saw the smile, the frank blue etfes wide generous
mouth, the rugged aspect of his cheeks. His has kgt brown, his
eyebrows rather bushy and well marked beneathhaihiglligent forehead.

"You here on holiday?' he asked, obviously havargdtten about the books
at which he had been looking.

‘No, | work up at Locharrun Lodge.' Lorna smilecagand turned away,
leaving him in the shop. Ten minutes later she stasling along the main
street when she saw him coming towards her fronofiposite direction.
They both stopped, and it did not seem at all ggdhat he told her his name
even before any other word was spoken.

'My name's Jeff—Jeff Townsley. I'm on holiday here.
'I'm Lorna Woodrow.' She paused as if undecidediabwving on. But it

would have been so awkward, she thought, after ¢iang each other their
names like that. "Where are you staying?' Autorallyiche glanced around,



reminding him that there were no hotels anywhereutlihese lonely
moorlands.

'With my sister Gwen. She's married to a Scot, Matrae. He has a small
farm on Craig Lamond's estate.’

‘There are about twenty farms, I'm told?'

‘That's right—they're all rented to people like rpther-in-law. These

farms are in addition to the vast home farm, ofrseuThe laird keeps over
two thousand head of Highland cattle, my brotheaim tells me." Jeff

looked a little uncertainly at her before addifid)ere's a select little cafe
just around that corner --' He flung out a handnidicate the corner he
meant. 'lI'm just going for a cup of tea...?' Thepgken question was not
answered immediately, but realising that she weujdy a cup of tea Lorna
said she knew the cafe and had been there beldrey have delicious

home-made cakes,' she added with a smile.

They walked together along the street where thie I#¢hops, which had
clearly been cottage dwellings at one time, werg gdth coloured
sunblinds and concrete tubs spilling bright orangasturtiums,
forget-me-nots, variegated ivies and other decorgtiants. Reaching the
café they went inside and were given a table bywirelow. Few other
people were there, as it was rather early for #leidus afternoon teas for
which the cafe had become famed among the localdharse people who
regularly passed through the village on their wathe town of Aberfeldy.

'So you work up at the Dower House,' said Jeffouthtfully when their
order had been given. 'In what capacity?"l came @sident nurse, but I'm
Mrs Lamond's companion as well.' Lorna felt a fraatking as though she
were really in employment.

'So you're a nurse? My sister was before her ngria
'How long are you here for?' enquired Lorna, chamdhe subject rather

abruptly because she had no wish to be asked arg/questions about her
employment with Mrs Lamond.



‘Three weeks. I'm employed as bailiff on the estatbe Flavells who have
a castle just outside Alnwick. | expect you knowt®f Jeff leant back in his
chair, his appreciative eyes fixed on Lorna's f&tee saw his glance move
from her hair to her eyes and then to her mouthwbeiehaving a good look,
she thought, but felt no resentment over it, anddeoed why.

'I've heard of it. It's open to the public, | thitik

Jeff nodded.

'Every Wednesday and Sunday—and all Bank Holidafysourse.'

Lorna said nothing, her eyes wandering to the windod the garden where
flower borders were so expertly tended that she weasinded of the
superbly-kept gardens of the Dower House. A rusget was set beneath a
spreading oak, and the shade seemed redolent etisioigy not quite British
in that it savoured of the exotic, probably becaake¢he vine that had
established itself among the branches of the tree.

'Here's our tea and cakes." Jeff paid the waitidsaking his head when
Lorna brought out her purse. 'lt's on me,' he said.

Lorna did not like the idea, but decided not toateea situation that would
probably be as embarrassing to her as it was to Jef

‘Thank you,' she said simply, choosing a cream &@ke the plate he held
out to her. She poured the tea and for a few masreestlence fell between
them.

'How long have you been up here?' asked Jeff afedrile.

‘A month, that's all.’

'l expect you love it up there, at that great h@use

'It's very nice, yes.'

‘The old girl's a millionairess, so it's said.’



Lorna's eyes opened very wide. She had not thahghMMrs Lamond was
as wealthy as that!

‘A millionairess?' she gasped.

'Even wealthier than her grandson, and that's gagomething. She
inherited a fortune from her mother, and anothesmfra maiden
aunt—Dame something-or-other who owned a vasteestatthe west of
Scotland. She's been tight with her money, refusingass any of it on until
she's dead."

'It doesn't appear that her grandchildren needcdrhmented Lorna,
wondering just how much this young man knew abeuatemployer.

'Craig doesn't, but Jeannie's not got much atall.mother married beneath
her and they've been poor ever since. They liteahgrey house standing
on the rise just above the village.’

‘That little hill to the west of here?' It wasn'Very nice house at all, Lorna
had decided when she had first noticed it. Drakcofour, with small
embrasured windows that seemed to give a grim agp#te house, it stood
starkly devoid of the natural embellishments predidy nature. Not one
tree in the garden, not a flowering shrub or flowed. 'How long have they
lived there?"

‘Not long. Their house was burned down about a ggarand they managed
to get this one, but it's in a bad state of repair.

Lorna, thoughtful, forgot that her tea was goinlgicntrigued as she was by
the information being given to her, she forgot alsat she had not wanted to
talk about her employer.

'Surely Mrs Lamond could have provided them witmsthing better than
that,' she said, frowning.

'‘Undoubtedly she could, but as I've said, shefd tgth her money.'



Lorna's frown deepened. Mrs Lamond certainly was tight with her
money where she was concerned; she paid her direattimes as much as
she would have earned elsewhere. The mystery wegsedang, it seemed.
Lorna wondered what would be the old lady's readfishe, Lorna, were to
refuse to take so much money from her, if she weinsist that her salary
were reduced.

She said presently, '‘Why doesn't Craig help hi$ and uncle?"

'I'm sure he would have done, but they're too pr¥od see, Jeannie's father
and mother are not closely related to Craig atoatause Mrs Lamond
married twice, having Craig's father by her firstshand and Jeannie's
mother by her second. When Jeannie's mother maariizatm hand Mrs
Lamond cut her adrift for years and then, aboub@pte of years ago, she
began taking an interest in Jeannie, and it's thioiigit she's now made half
of her fortune over to her and the other half taiG.t

Lorna said guardedly,
"You seem to know a great deal about the family.'

'I've heard it all from lain. He's lived on the lb@erun estate all his life, and
his father before him.'

'It seems all wrong," mused Lorna after a paukat Mrs Lamond doesn't
help Jeannie's people. What's the use of all tleatttv if you can't make
people happy with it?' She was frowning heavily| sbt satisfied that the
insufferable laird of Locharrun could not assidtaf genuinely wanted to do
SO.

'It is all wrong,' agreed Jeff heartily. 'But weihhard, inflexible woman like

that one can expect anything--' He stopped, a iquneist his eyes, and a hint
of apology. "Your employer ... you don't mind mikilag about her like this,

apparently?’

A slight flush rose to tint Lorna's cheeks.



'I'm talking about her myself,' she pointed ousuppose it's not right for us
to discuss her, but--'

It was Lorna's turn to break off, yet in a secomdwo she was speaking
again, admitting that her employer puzzled her anynways and that she
was anxious to clear up a mystery which was trogphier. Jeff naturally
asked about this mystery, but Lorna, glancing atwech, gave a startled
exclamation and said she would have to be going.lMmond had told her
she would expect her to read to her between falweX and half-past.

'Will you meet me again?' Jeff wanted to know, manner eager and
persuasive.

'Yes,' replied Lorna at once. 'Shall we say heteakmut three o'clock
tomorrow afternoon?’

'Fine! I'll look forward to that.'

It was only as she walked away that Lorna realisstl how eager she
herself had been in arranging another meeting leFtwbem. It was
understand-able, she was soon admitting; alone waleout a friend, she
had quite naturally grasped the opportunity of heotneeting with Jeff. He
wantedto meet her and his eagerness was balm to théatleaathat still
dragged at her heart.

Immediately on entering the hall of the Lodge slas wet by Katie, whose
expression at once told Lorna that she had somertart news to impart.

'Mrs. Lamond's lawyer has just left --' Kate glash@gound; she was more
than a little scared of the housekeeper and hempsddged reprimands.
‘Altered her will, | shouldn't wonder!

Something ran along Lorna's spine, cold and prngkliThe unfamiliar
sensation of dramatic suspense was like a fileembrves. Why should
Mrs Lamond decide to change her will—and at thigipalar time? The
mystery seemed all the while to be deepening, hacktseemed to be no
way by which any enlightenment could be gainedudden doubt came to
her: Katie could be wrong in her conclusion thatwhll had been changed.



She said, staring at the woman,
'What makes you suppose Mrs Lamond's changed Het wi

'‘Something | heard her say on the phone a couptiagé ago. She was
talking to Mr Craig, and she said, very forcefullythat way she has, "So
you have only yourselves to blame! You've refugedd as | say and now
you'll get nothing!" She was in a rare state, buoitydor a few minutes,’
continued Katie, once again glancing around. 'Aftext she was all calm
and composed, and she was smiling to herself siseifi done something
clever --' A cut in her words and a pause. 'l ngadtMrs Hailsham calls the
old girl enough herself, but she tells us off if s@ much as say one word
against her.’

Lorna stood and watched her go, along the lengtiheoiiall to where several
doors led off to various parts of the mansion. &aisappeared, but Lorna
remained where she was, nerves tingling, a troubiean creasing her
forehead. Some instinct, deep and strong, urgedohgo right in to Mrs
Lamond and give in her notice. Yet on considerihig bbjectively she
owned that it was not at all logical. For one thisige had no valid reason for
giving in her notice. For another thing, the altena of her employer's will
was no concern of hers. With a sigh that was a Img@f impatience and
perplexity, Lorna went across the hall and knocexdtly on the old lady's
door.

'‘Come in, my dear.’

Pushing the heavy door inwards, Lorna went in. Masmond was in her
chair, a book open on her lap. She had changed korna was with her last
and she now wore a most expensive fine woollensdresavy blue. The
buttons looked suspiciously like gold, so muchlst torna was impelled
to remark on them.

'Yes, they're gold—they've a safety-chain attadbexhch one and this goes
inside whatever garment | have them on." A strgragese as the deep-set
eyes studied Lorna for a long, profound momentu'Wke them?' came the
softly-spoken question at last.



‘They're beautiful! I've never seen gold button®itee’
'l shall make you a present of them, my dear --'

An imperative hand was raised as Lorna opened loeithmto refuse the
proffered gift. 'l want to give them to you, Lorrsa please don't argue with
me !'lt was the sharpest tone the old woman had e to Lorna and its
rasping quality made her frown. Very firmly shedsail’'m sorry, Mrs
Lamond, but | can't accept such a valuable gifer&rare eight buttons--'

'Rubbish! Of course you'll accept my gift! Now, aée let's have no more
argument! Read to me—sit there, where | can sedulbtaced.’

'Mrs Lamond,' began Lorna, 'l have no intentiontaking those buttons
from you.'

For a moment there was silence in the room, witl the slow, dull ticking
of the antique clock to filter through it. Lornaoset in the middle of the
floor, her face pale but composed. Mrs Lamond, len dther hand, was
flushed with anger, and her mouth was tight. Hetybwas erect, giving the
impression of dauntless will and powerful physistlength. Her words
came slowly, almost menacingly, "You will do agy s

Lorna swallowed hard, anger rising to cause a laigekn her throat. How
dared the woman speak to her like that! She woedstd her employ—at
once!

But instantly the consequences of so impulsiveasd® was brought into

her vision. Where would she go? A hotel was of seuhe answer, but this
immediately presented another question: how longldvber savings last if

she were forced to stay in an hotel for any legttime? She had spent so
much on things for the home which she and Gilberewntending to have,

and all these items were stored at her aunt's hdiss could be sold, but

would realise nothing like the price originally gdor them. Besides, she
could not write and ask her aunt to sell them fa. Such an action would

lead to questions Lorna was not yet in the righinfe of mind to answer.



The old woman was speaking, ordering her to sitrdewd read to her.
Lorna obeyed, taking the book k from her employautstretched hand. She
noticed the prominent knuckle bones, gleaming thnodhe parched
transparency of the skin; she saw the fingernladaptifully manicured; but
nothing could hide the horny appearance which das/had produced. The
wrist was thin, adorned with three bracelets ofdgaine with a diamond
clasp, another set with sapphires. A wedding-nvige and weighty; with a
sort of nausea Lorna realised that it would nelide ®ver the knuckle—if it
came off at all it would have to be cut from theger.

Silently she sat down and dropped her eyes toringed page before her.
She began to read, without absorbing a word. Stiéesily hated Gilbert for
the position she was in. Obstacles like unscalat@dantains rose up before
her as she tried to work out the best way of eating herself from this
situation. There was one way, the simple way. Shedcask her aunt and
uncle if she could return, just for a short timeillshe established herself in
a home and a job. This idea was dismissed immeyliatdavour of one
more acceptable. She would stay here for at léashéxt few weeks. She
would take the sensible course and pander to tthavoiman, appearing
docile and tractable while in reality looking araufor another \ job. She
might get one where she could live in. If not, thavas always the
possibility of finding a flat. She had not lookexd bne, so she did not know
what might be available once she did begin to |&chaps Jeff could help
her. At least he could get some information asnadgythe possibility of a
domestic post.

‘There's no expression in your voice, Lorna!" Mesriond's words cut into
Lorna's thoughts and she looked up from the book.

'I'm sorry, | was thinking of something else.’
'What, for instance?’
'It's not important, Mrs Lamond.’

"You're a strange girl, Lorna. You're close. | hpemple who hide their
feelings all the time.’



Lorna hesitated, but the words hovering on herjlisshad to be voiced.
'Don't you hide yours, Mrs Lamond?’

The piercing blue eyes glittered, like lazuliteg frarched mouth became no
more than a thin cruel line in a sunken jaw.

'I'm your employer; my ways and my actions are todbe questioned by
servants.' So soft the tone but with an underlyirfigction that was almost
guttural. Lorna shivered inwardly, and was moresdatned than ever to
leave the woman's employ just as soon as it wasiigego do so.

It was five o'clock by the time Lorna came out ofsM.amond's room; she
wandered out into the grounds, lingering for a timeadmiration of the
various aristocratic features designed in the dispast by gardeners of
distinction and fame. The terraces, which swungdon a half-circle and
descended gradually from the magnificent entrancéhe¢ beautiful lake
with its two bronze Pegasi guarding the flight ddrivie steps leading from
the lowest terrace to the shore of the lake; tikeso rose gardens with their
winding paths and grassy walks and tiny waterfaifsbling down into the
sparkling stream; the shrubbery with its blazeabuar created by azaleas,
magnolias, rhododendrons and numerous other orrtahtershes and small
trees. There was a Japanese garden—with brighithggobbridges and little
pagodas. It was surely made for children, thougitha, at the same time
wondering what the gardens of the castle mustkee Tihese were nothing
in comparison, she had heard from Katie.

Lorna strolled on, reaching the avenue of masseezl trees, and then the
Heron Gate, beautifully designed in wrought irod anginally forming the
entrance to a palace in Venice. On reaching the sbea stood, undecided
about which way to go. She swung round, takinghia views of wild
country, stark and severe. In a valley far beloshattering burn meandered
through its deep defile—a gash in the basalt mlaeigh countless ages of
relentless denudation. Beyond lay the wild moorg&artien the brooding
immensity of darkened hills. There was a grandewr serenity about the
entire aspect despite its austerity. It was a ptddegend and romance, of



mystery and deep dark secrets. To Lorna with hedwmagination it was
not difficult to visualise this wild domain beingvaged by warlike tribes
whose semi-savage chieftains took a sadistic deiigihobbery, rape and
hideous torture.

And Craig Lamond was one of their descendants...

She moved at last, towards the road on which wasted the imposing
entrance to the castle. The gates were open anof time lodge-keepers was
standing by a small, ancient car, chatting to ritged.

Lorna carried on, past the end of the drive. Slieritd gone very far when,
hearing the car, she moved in to one side of th@waoad. The car slid to
a standstill and a young girl of about eighteerryed age smiled through
the open window and asked Lorna if she wanted.a lif

‘No, thank you,' she returned graciously. 'I'm justfor a walk.'
The girl looked her up and down before allowingdze to rest on her face.
"You must be Miss Woodrow, Grandmother's nurse?’

‘That's right.' Lorna smiled and added slowly, ngkin the gleaming dark
hair, the merry brown eyes, the clear youthful direé the girl's features,
You're Jeannie—er—Miss MacFarlane.'

'Delighted to meet you. I'll draw in and we can dree acquainted.’ She
immediately pulled to the side of the lane, tuckiing car into a small space
between the trees. She slid out with the agilityadawn, and gave Lorna
another appraising look. 'You're pretty,’ she saipulsively. 'How are you
liking your job? Exacting, | expect' A wry grimaeglded humour to the
twinkle already in her eyes. 'Call me Jeannie, e does. What's your
name?' She grinned and added, 'Craig says | jurogt &fiom one thing to
another, and I'm afraid he's right —as always! kargme, but I'm
scatterbrained, just as Craig maintains. | act &ingl think afterwards. It's a
dreadful failing which gets me into loads of troaibbut | expect one day |
shall improve!



Lorna was already laughing. She had taken an inBkamg to the girl and
she wanted to know her better.

'l don't expect you really are scatterbrained, sdid. '‘And don't worry too
much about improving. It's so easy to become duke me, thought Lorna,
recalling with a sigh how she used to be beforbdsils change of heart had
taken all the sunlight from her life.

You're kind—much more understanding than CraigsHerever finding
fault with me --' She stopped and bit her lip, thére was laughter in her
eyes as she went on, 'I'm giving you the impresfiahhe's an ogre, aren't
1?'

'Well...

'‘Being diplomatic? Your job calls for tact, | suggo Craig isn't all that bad,
just superior and stuffy. No one would ever belibe& been young!

'He's still young.'

'No! He's over thirty—a terrible age!'

Lorna laughed again.

‘Thirty is the best age for a man,’ she said.

'It's an age of maturity, of feeling you're weigltevn with responsibilities.
Craig worries too much,' Jeannie ended, her glgoogy to the turrets of the
castle outlined against the sky. On a high hillibétthem a herd of roe deer
grazed languidly in the warmth from the sun. "Ted about yourself, Miss
Woodrow-- Oh, | asked you your name. Can | drop"Miss"? It's so stiff
and distant.'

‘Then just call me Lorna.’

'l like it. My mother had a friend called Lorna,tlalhe died—the friend, not
my mother.’



'You live in the grey house one can see from theratoad, | believe?’
Jeannie nodded her dark head.

'It's not a very attractive house. No one wouldkhiny relations lived in
mansions such as these --' Jeannie spread a hardidate both the Castle
and the Lodge. 'l expect you've already heard sufrttee gossip?'

'‘Gossip?’ repeated Lorna guardedly.

'Katie talks a lot. It's a wonder she hasn't tad gbout my mother marrying
beneath her." For the first time the lightness whsent from Jeannie's
manner. 'Father's an angel! I'd rather have him #dhthe money in the
world!"

Lorna said nothing; she felt there was no apprtpri@esponse anyway, so
she just waited for Jeannie to speak again.

‘Grandmother cut my mother out of her life when stagried my father, but
we're very happy, so it doesn't really matter.'

'Money is not that important,’ agreed Lorna, buttheughts went again to
Gilbert, to whom money did matter—so much so thatwas willing to
marry for it.

‘That's what | say, but Mummy is always advising toekeep in with
Grandmother, because she's begun to take an interas ..." Jeannie tailed
off, colouring slightly. 'You see what | mean abdégiing scatterbrained,
Lorna? Here | am, telling you all the family sesrednd it's not more than
ten minutes since we met!

'l shan't repeat anything you've told me, Jeannie.'
Jeannie looked at her a long while and said, 'No,sure you can keep

things to yourself. | can—sometimes—but--' The lgioke off, her mouth
quivering.



"Yes?' Softly Lorna spoke, the one word forced frber because of the
expression on Jeannie's sweet young face, an skpmethat was causing
Lorna some concern. Why should she feel like thisua the girl? As
Jeannie had said, they'd met only ten minutes agad,yet there was an
unaccountable weight of anxiety settling upon Lowtdch, surprisingly,
she neither resented nor wished to ignore.

'It's—nothing....'
'As I've just said, you can trust me, Jeannie.'

'l shall remember that' The girl turned towardsdae and opened the door.
Il probably see you tomorrow afternoon. I'm payi a visit to
Grandmother.’

‘That'll be nice for her. What time will you bethé Lodge?'
‘Around four. She'll have had her sleep by then.’

Lorna nodded, watching Jeannie ease herself i”taltiver's seat. Lorna
closed the door and stood near for a space asidaanmed the ignition key
and pressed the starter.

' might see you tomorrow, then,' she smiled, steppack so that Jeannie
could move. 'I'm going out, but | should be backdput a quarter past
four.'

'‘Cheerio for now!" Jeannie was all brightness ada@n eyes twinkling, her
mouth curved in a smile that bordered on laughiter off to see Craig now.
He'll greet me with a frown and make some scathemgark about my hair
needing a comb through it and the car needingan¢cleut underneath it all
he loves me! 'Bye, till tomorrow!

Lorna stood for a moment as the car shot forwaleer@ was a reflective
expression on her face and the hint of a troubledri between her eyes.
She was interested in the relationship existingzben Craig and his cousin;
she was also interested in what lay behind Jeanaygarent gaiety. For a
brief moment she had revealed a deep anxiety, iev&aby her quivering



mouth and die dark velil that had been drawn ovelewghing eyes. That
Jeannie had some kind of problem was evident tod.@rho, owing to her
profession, was naturally alert to changes of esgpo® or manner such as
she had witnessed just a few minutes ago. Perliapsght Lorna as she
turned to stroll back the way she had come, Jeammigd confide in Craig,
who would then surely offer the help that was ndede



CHAPTER FOUR

LoRNA met Jeff as arranged and they went straight tecdfe Jeff did not
hesitate more than a few minutes after they weatedeat a table in a corner
by the window where the view was to the kirk ancdaaient village inn and,
more picturesque than either of these—attractivéhag both were—the
village pond where several species of ducks andege@am about among
the reeds. Willow trees bent over the sides ofnthter, and beneath these a
few people were sitting, one or two of them throgviitbits to the birds.

"You were going to tell me about this mystery thatthering you, Lorna.'
Jeff looked at her, a half-smile on his lips, as iéncouragement for her to
speak. It was plain to her that he was faintly angiin case she had had
second thoughts about confiding in him, but, stedyygshe had not. She just
had to speak to someone, and the fact that sheadiknow Jeff very well
seemed not to make the slightest difference talasire to talk to him, and
she supposed that at the back of her mind thekeduhe hope that with his
knowledge of what went on around here he mightldbe ® help her solve
the mystery.

And within the short space of their waiting to erved she had related
almost the whole, telling him about Mrs Lamond'sngebrought into the

hospital, then the appearance of her grandson,happened to be a friend
of her fiance. She had gone on, swiftly, to outlalethat had happened
since, and the only interruption which her companimade was to say,
looking at her with unconcealed admiration,

'l can't for the life of me imagine anyone jiltiggu, Lorna. This fellow must
have been out of his mind, because I'm sure therajirl couldn't have been
anything like you!

Lorna merely shrugged and continued with her stdgff had frowned
heavily when she mentioned her aunt and uncle ttzeid desire for her to
leave their house. Lorna spoke, quietly, unemotigneontinuing as if it
were a recital which she was bound to give. Andmwéitdength she stopped
speaking and looked at Jeff across the small table,felt as if a heavy
weight had been lifted from her mind.



'l just had to tell someone," she said apologdyicahen he did not speak.
‘Thank you, Jeff, for listening—and | know I've need to ask you not to
mention any of it to anyone—not even your sistenearhusband.’

'l shan't do that, Lorna. You can trust me implcit

She had know it instinctively; otherwise she won&Vver have confided in
him.

'l don't want you to think badly of my aunt and leycshe begged. 'I'd not
have mentioned them at all, but as | was telling e whole story | could
scarcely leave that bit out'

He was nodding.

'l can see that," he told her understanding. 'MmH't think badly of them. In
any case, that part of the story's not really @hevis it?'

'‘No --' Lorna broke off as the waitress appeardtl thie tray and their order
was put on the table before them. 'It's the mystehe attitude of both Mrs
Lamond and her grandson that puzzles me.’

"You say she's changed her will recently?’

'Katie seemed to think so. It sounds as if Mrs Ladhlead made some sort of
an ultimatum and that Craig had rejected it.'

'It was believed, locally, that the old girl hatt keverything between her two
grandchildren." A pause, a strange glance in Lerdaection and then,
reluctantly, 'Who would be her beneficiary—if heagdchildren have been
cut off?'

Lorna shook her head, wondering at Jeff's toneoafey and his expression
as he looked at her across the table.

'l can't think. Has she any other relatives, Jeff?'

He nodded his head.



'Many—a woman of that age usually has. But theza'aany close relatives
that I've heard of— other than her daughter, thaleannie's mother.’

'Perhaps Mrs Lamond's left everything to her, tHeaccurred to Lorna that
she was moving rather fast, assuming what mighthage happened: the
changing of the old lady's will. Katie was a gos&pen Jeannie knew that.
And so she probably romanced as well, as mostg®ssi, inventing what

had never occurred. But the lawyead been with Mrs Lamond; Katie had
not made that part up. Lorna spoke what was inrhiexd, saying that

although the lawyer had visited Mrs Lamond, it dat mean that he had
been consulted about a change of will.

'No, you could be right," agreed Jeff at once, hiatg her pour the tea. 'I'll
have a talk with Gwen to-night—subtly, of courbe, was swift to add as he
noticed Lorna’'s expression. 'I'll try to find sohiag out about the family.
lain's a mine of information, but | haven't beeallseinterested before, so
what he's told me hasn't seemed to be of much teupce. However, as |
said, I'll have a go at getting some informatiéte'paused as she pushed his
cup and saucer towards him. "There certainly iysteny. The old woman's
up to something, that's for sure, because as ysaik she didn't need to
have you in the first place. It does seem thatssia you installed there at
the Dower House for no other purpose than to ai@rayg.'

'But that doesn't make sense.'

'He is annoyed, though, from what you've said.’
'Exceedingly annoyed.'

'He can't even be civil to you?"

'No. His attitude's been one of antagonism righiinfthe start.’
Jeff stirred his tea thoughtfully.

'l wonder what your ex-fiancé said by way of expléon for your leaving
the hospital, and him.’



'Didn't I mention that Gilbert said he would givea{g) the same explanation
as he was giving everyone else?’

"Yes—I forgot. Yes, you did say that Gilbert wasngpto say that you'd
taken the job in order to earn more and, as atressie more for the deposit
on a house.' Again he was thoughtful, his wide becogased in a frown. 'l
wonder if he did say that," he murmured preseatipost to himself.

'What do you mean?' Lorna stared at him penetigtifithere was nothing
else he could say.’'

Jeff seemed not to be quite sure.

'‘By what you've said, this Gilbert seems the sbiloke who'd put all the
blame on someone else.

'He wouldn't..." began Lorna, then trailed off)ywdware that Gilbernivould
put the blame on someone else... put it on her—

‘You're not sure?' Jeff looked at her as he reaokiedfor a cake from the
plate in the centre of the table. "You must adimétt it would explain, to
some extent, Craig's attitude towards you. Jusikthf Gilbert told him

you'd jilted him, for the money offered by Mrs Lanmib—which is very

excellent money, you've said so yourself—then Craauld obviously

dislike you; after all, Gilbert's his friend, rember.’

Lorna's eyes were perceptive; she was acceptints laeory, simply

because she had had the impression, at the timewvakehaving that
interview with Gilbert, that he was hiding somethifitom her. Yes, she
understood now: he was hiding the fact that herhadnt to tell his friend

that she, Lorna, had heartlessly jilted him, terdgdig the money and the
good life offered by Craig's grandmother.

'He's ... hateful!" she cried chokingly. 'How didver fall in love with him,
or believe in his integrity?"

'Well, you've had a lucky escape, that's obviatated Jeff emphatically.
‘Just you concentrate on forgetting him; he wasaith it in the first place.



This other girl's innocent of what she's in for--
Perhaps she'll find him out before it's too late.’
Lorna nodded automatically. And then, as a memtvuek her,

'Gilbert was not himself when we parted finallyftek going on to tell Jeff

about that final goodbye in the cafe she addeddhibully, 'He seemed

troubled and | asked him what was wrong, but hd g&re was nothing.’
She paused a moment 'Do you think his affair witke® had already gone
wrong?'

'‘Could have,' returned Jeff, but casually. ‘No dwelling on something we
can't answer, though. This other business is wieawvant cleared up.’

She nodded, wondering for the first time how she ¢t@me to confide so
much to a near stranger. Yet she had no regretshéostill knew the relief
of having shed a burden from her mind. She fek shat Jeff would do all in
his power to help her solve the mystery, and befhe left him she
remembered to ask if he knew of anyone who mighpleyher. After

promising to make some enquiries, he reluctantlg g@odbye to her,
having walked with her up to the high, imposingegabf the house. His
sister lived farther along the road and he turnféer &e had taken a few
steps, to wave to her. And at that moment Craiggzhs the big white car

Jeannie was with her grandmother when Lorna enteeedouse. Katie was
sharp with the latest news, and with the infornrattwat the old lady's voice
had been peevish and impatient.

‘Jeannie's marvellous,’ added the maid. 'So patigthe old fiend, taking
it all and saying very little. But her mother'll herious if Mrs Lamond's
changed her mind about leaving her half her fortune

"You seem convinced that Mrs Lamond has changeditiér_orna looked
at her. 'She might not have done, you know.'



‘Then why was the lawyer here?' Katie whispereahghg around. 'It must
have been to get Mrs Lamond's instructions abalaage in her will.'

At that moment the housekeeper arrived on the saedeKatie scuttled
away, disappearing in the direction of Mrs Lamordadoir.

'What's she been gossiping about?' demanded Mishidan aggressively.
'It's not the thing, Miss Woodrow, for you to becearaging her!'

'l wasn't --' Lorna stopped, colouring. 'lt wasmog, Mrs Hailsham,' she
said, and without giving her a chance of sayingtlaing else she turned
swiftly and went upstairs to her suite. She wasiretichanged before going
down to her employer's room where, after knockinglee door, she was
invited to come in. Katie was not there, but Jeanvas; she smiled at Lorna
and did not appear in any way put out by the oldnan's irascibility, no
sign of which was apparent as Mrs Lamond flickdthad, indicating that
Lorna should sit down.

‘Jeannie tells me you've already met,' said thenmlchan in her reserved,
aristocratic voice.

'Yes, we have.' Lorna smiled again at Jeanniecimgther dancing eyes, her
unruly hair, her 'don't care' sort of manner. Bandnrth it all was that
anxiety; Lorna sensed it, and a few minutes laten they had both been

ordered from the old lady's boudoir and were intih#, Lorna could not
help saying,

'Is something wrong, Jeannie?'

The younger girl looked at her speculatively fotoag moment before
replying.

'l think | can trust you, Lorna.'
'Indeed you can, Jeannie.'

'Let's go out into the garden. | don't care fokitaj here, or in any of the
rooms, because of Katie— she listens!



'Would she go as far as that?'

'‘And further. Katie's got a disease—curiosity. #faays got the better of
her. Mrs Hailsham would sack her if she had théaitly to do so.’

They walked into the grounds and found a seatrfanfdie house, a seat
beneath a tree, with other trees and bushes aibiihe fresh breeze blew
down from the mountains and whipped their hairhdaoked enchanting in
a different way—Jeannie's hair being so dark whima's was fair.

Jeannie said impetuously once they were seated,
‘Lorna, I'm in love!
'Oh—' Lorna was at a loss, not having expectecety Anything like that.

'With the son of one of Craig's tenants. Grandmottweild be furious if she
knew, and she'd cut me off. You see, she wantsome Jeannie stopped,
appearing to have changed her mind about what skeatout to say. 'So |
can't tell her about my boy-friend, nor can | Mbther, because she's set her
heart on my inheriting half of Grandmother's fodunit's a million, |
believe.' So casually she spoke about a milliomhacsaw at once that the
money meant nothing to her; but it meant everythmder mother who,
having been disinherited herself, was naturallydfiopthat her daughter
would not be deprived of what would have come to herna thought of
Mrs Lamond, who was eighty-two, but in the besthealth, apparently.
True, she had had that slight heart attack in Lantat she had got over it
very Well indeed.

'Does your cousin know you're in love with this gguman?' she enquired at
length, and Jeannie said that she dared not melbbrause he'd be so against
it that he might give the young man's father noticquit the farm.

'‘Could he do that?' frowned Lorna, strangely unablsee Craig acting so
ruthlessly even if he could. Much as she disliked Bhe felt he would
always be fair and just, especially where his te&hamere concerned.



'He could, yes. However, it isn't important at preshecause we're keeping
our engagement a secret--'

"You're engaged? You've actually said you'll mainig young man?’

'Of course ..." Jeannie's lip quivered; she lookedy weoung and very
forlorn. 'When shall we be able to marry, Lorna?attan we do?'

Lorna shook her head.

'Nothing for the present.' She thought of Katietswction that Mrs Lamond
had changed her will and wondered if Jeannie wasirgaanything by
keeping her engagement a secret.

'Doug's so patient and understanding. He doesn¢ @ toss for
Grandmother's money, but he does understand howevietould feel if |
went against Grandmother's wishes and married Bensa—as she would
think of it—as my mother did." A sparkle had entedeannie's eyes with
these last words. 'Why do people in Grandmothesgipn always consider
that most other people are beneath them? Surdg'itmoney that makes
people nice or nasty? Sometimes | feel that Créig'same; he has much of
Grandmother in him, although he'd hate to be tdldt.6They don't get
along, obviously?'

Jeannie shook her head.

'‘Always at loggerheads." A thoughtful, frowning pauand then, 'There's
something | can't understand between those twad, oshe said at last with
a little sigh that sounded like frustration. 'l'asked him, many a time, and
he just tells me to mind my own business.’

Yes, mused Lorna, she could just imagine him diinadf

Jeannie said after a while, 'I'm glad | confidegau, Lorna. | feel I've got
rid of a load off my mind.’'

Lorna grimaced to herself. She had shed a burderoibiyding in Jeff, and
now here was Jeannie shedding her burden by cogfidiher!



It was less than three hours later that Lorna wasome face to face with
Craig. He was walking in his grounds when to hendiy Lorna once more
took the wrong path and found herself on forbidiZed —or what she had
come to regard as forbidden land.

It was an hour to dinner-time and she had decide¢dke a short walk. She
looked rather shamefaced on seeing him and swiftlymured an apology
for once again straying on to his land. She wasiatwturn back when he
stopped her and she swung around again, stagggtée bone of his voice
as much as the words themselves.

'Don't hurry away, Miss Woodrow. You haven't conedta crime.'

She stared for a long moment in silence, wondesihgt had happened to
the contempt she had hitherto invariably foundigdyes.

'No... not a crime," she murmured, scarcely knowthgt to say. '‘But—but |
ought not to have made the s-same mistake twice.'

His eyes strayed from her face to the tawny-goldaio of her hair,
gleaming like a precious metal in the sun's loagtshg rays. She wished his
face would relax, so that she could read its exgiwasWas there admiration
in his gaze? The very idea astounded her, but agtatinded her even more
was that shevantedto see admiration in his gaze! This was crazy,vsae
telling herself seconds later. She disliked hiremsely, so why should she
care whether he found her attractive or not?

'It happens to be easy to make the mistake,' loéneg] suavely at length.
‘There's always been a way through from my grander® house to the
castle." He paused, but Lorna found nothing to Sée was tongue-tied,
dazed by the change in his manner towards her.|8Wouw care to look over
some of the castle gardens?' he asked. 'Theyrer fa¢autiful at this time of
the evening, when the sun's sinking.'

She stared at him again, this time with suddenisusp It was not natural
that he could change in his attitude towards ker tinis and she wondered
what his game was.



And yet at the same time she was admitting thagwaschanging his mind

about her, it would be far more pleasant for theth bPleasant to be friends
...7 Again she was staggered by an idea that hadlsaw intruded into her
mind. Involuntarily a smile fluttered to her lipgdashe found herself saying,

'Yes, that would be lovely. Your gardens look vatyactive even from this
distance.’

He was noting her smile, and the faint blush timid her cheeks. Her head
was tilted, her eyes looking right into his. Sonmaghfluttered close to her
heart, and her pulse had quickened. The very aural her seemed heady
all at once, intoxicatingly pervasive and senseHst.

'Shall we walk, then?' invited Craig, and she fatb step beside him,
excited at the prospect of seeing his beautifulgds. They were walking
on a narrow pathway running between trees which averhead, but
immediately on coming out of this the vista wadakst trees in random
groups, and Craig told her casually that there \8emee of the finest trees in
the country among them. The oaks were massive,vandancient. The
view opened out as they walked, with magnificeminia sweeping away
towards a lake and a fountain on one side, andrea af parkland on
another. Hills swept down on the eastern edge,b@iihd them rose the
mountains, high and gaunt, their summits and $désed by the merciless
forces of nature—wind and rain, frost and snow. Agdinst this backcloth
there rose, dramatically, the turreted castle, earicand mellowed, its
massive walls having withstood many a siege in dayg past. What a
heritage! It was with awe and wonderment that Lors&opping
involuntarily, stared upwards, lost in the magimast unaware of Craig's
presence. He watched her, an odd expression iayets, and although he
seemed to want to speak he remained silent, aglthloer interest in his
home was of the utmost importance to him. At last wrned, a half-smile
on her lips.

It's beautiful—everything about it! The setting—ttestle, the gardens ...
Oh, but you must be very proud, Mr Lamond, to eedtvner of this place!



'One takes it all for granted, I'm afraid,’ was tenment, spoken quietly
and perhaps a trifle regretfully. 'Others see mior than the people who
have been born here.'

"You were born here?'

'Of course.’

"Your parents--' She broke off, afraid that he wowonsider it an
impertinence for her to enquire about his parédsher surprise he told her
they had both died comparatively young, just tearyego. 'So you were
only twenty when you came into all this?"

‘Twenty?' he frowned. 'How do you know that?'

She coloured a little.

‘Jeannie told me you're thirty now.’

'Ah, yes, Jeannie. She's met you and likes you.'

'She seems to like me,' agreed Lorna. 'l certdikdyher.’'

'You do?' An odd unfathomable edge to his voiceught Lorna's eyes
swiftly to his.

'Yes. You sound as if you doubt it?'
Craig gave a shrug and began to walk on again.

'Would you like to see a little of the inside oétbastle?' he asked, and again
she stared, bewildered by his offer. 'l can see'rgointerested in old
buildings," he added, seeing her expression,fsel lyou will enjoy half an
hour or so in my home.' So gracious his voice! fHer@nt his manner from
what it had been before. Lorna felt she should leeen suspicious still, but
his charm was sweeping away all memory of his pievireatment of her.



And so it was during the next few days whenevey thet—often—in the
grounds. He had told her she must explore at wdl she had eagerly taken
advantage of the offer. He invariably happened dcabout; they would
meet, chat and stroll together. And then, one radien, he asked her to dine
with him.

The invitation was not altogether unexpected, ovinthe friendliness that
had grown up between them. Lorna accepted, and eaveddf she should
tell her employer where she was going. She decatginst it, but felt
uneasy, convinced that the old lady would not appaf the friendship.

She met Jeff on the afternoon before she was te dith Craig. Jeff

frowned heavily when she told him and said outrigjfat he did not trust
Craig. Jeff had learned little more than he hadaaly told Lorna, but one
item of information had set her thinking. It seentieat Mrs Lamond had set
her heart on a marriage between Jeannie and Craig.

'‘According to lain,” Jeff had said, 'Craig's toldr lthere's no hope of a
marriage between them. It's rumoured that he'sdsted in someone else, a
beauty whose father has the adjoining estate—onttiex side of the river.
She's abroad at present but is expected home onthror so.'

Lorna was frowning inwardly, the thought of Craigaving a girl-friend
hurting inexplicably. However, all she said was,

'Mrs Lamond can't dictate to people. She has rut t@expect a marriage
between Craig and Jeannie.’

'She's a reputation for dictatorship. Her servaiate her, almost. She can
put on the charm, as she obviously did when sheinvasspital, because
you believed her to be a very nice old lady, digat?"

'We til did. She was never any trouble—not like soof the patients we
used to get'

'See what | mean about putting on the charm?



She's poison, though, underneath.' Jeff paused@emolooking at her with
a frowning expression. 'Are you really going toaltonight with Craig?’

'Yes, of course.'
He gave a short sigh of impatience.
‘After the way he's been with you you ought to lgily suspicious of him!'

'I must admit | was at first, but he's so charmimith me now that I've
forgotten all about it.'

‘Then you're crazy—if you don't mind my saying Bo!suspect him--'
'Of what?' she put in with interest.

'l don't know—can't put my finger on anything, bat sure he has some
ulterior motive, Lorna.' His voice had lost its tadge and was persuasively
anxious. 'Surely it's struck you as very strangat ths attitude should
change like this?'

She said nothing, a little vexed with Jeff becauséad aroused suspicions
within her which she would rather not have expergeh She liked Craig,
was attracted to him in a way she dared not thimbkut too deeply. He
seemed to like her; he had taken her into theecastferal times and they
had had drinks together. He had given her a liti town one day and they
had had lunch together in a top class restauramit.oNce had he made
reference to her job or her employer; no sarcasnguestion as to why she
should have so much time to herself.

That evening, just before she was due to get réayemployer sent for her.
'She's in one of her moods," warned Katie darklge's had a headache for

the past hour and she won't take anything fohié &ways says pain-killing
pills are poison.'



Lorna went along to the pretty boudoir to find Niamond leaning back in
her chair, the gold buttons dangling—on their geaddety-chain—from her
thin gnarled fingers.

‘The present | promised you.' There was a challengiint in her eye, a
warning tightness about her mouth. Lorna, who leated the conclusion
that Mrs Lamond had either regretted the offerhef ¢ift, or had forgotten
all about it, was taken aback. She was also detednnot to accept the
buttons at any price.

'It's kind of you, Mrs Lamond," she said coollyyt'h can't accept a gift as
valuable as that.

"You will accept | also have something else forlyiue decided to give you
some of the family jewels.’

Lorna's eyes widened.

'No," she stated firmly, 'you haven't, Mrs Lamdne;ause you haven't asked
me if I'll accept them."’

'‘Are you mad, child?' demanded the old lady wrdthftiThe jewellery's
worth a fortune!'

"That's the reason | don't want it.'

''ve a good mind to dismiss you—I haven't ever hagrvant who's gone
against my wishes!'

"You've probably never had a servant who's beettetleas your daughter,’
retorted Lorna spiritedly. 'There's a lot | domitlerstand, Mrs Lamond! An
employer doesn't make this kind of gift unless ¢lfeesome motive. I'd like
to know your motive?"

'Well, you won't! Here--' She threw the buttonsossrthe room. 'Take them!
Pick them up!

Lorna stooped, picked up the buttons and placed thea table.



'If there's nothing else, Mrs Lamond--'

‘Take them,' snapped the old woman. 'l shall keephere until you do!
"You'll--' Lorna stared in dismay, glancing swifty the clock. Already she
would be late, owing to this delay on which she hatlreckoned. She had

promised to be at the castle by eight o'clock;aswow half-past seven.

'Yes,' returned Mrs Lamond grimly, 'l shall keeuyeere, in this room, until
you've accepted the gift.' She leant back agdixireg against the cushions.

You're having your dinner in half an hour," Lomeaninded her hopefully.
'I'll have it brought in here. You can sit and watoe eat it.’

'l don't think so. I'm going out this evening atictady I'm late.’

'‘Going out? Where to?'

‘That,' replied Lorna quietly, ‘is my business.'

'Why, you impudent creature!" Mrs Lamond's face araason with temper.
"You're employed by me —and you happen to be oy tthig evening! Get
that!" A fist was brought down with violence ontte arm of the chair. 'l
want you here with me, until | go to bed!

Lorna looked at her, aware that she was on thd pbiiving in her notice.
It was so hard not to do so, in the present cir¢antes. But she did manage
to control the impulse. For one thing, it woulditmprudent financially, and
for another—which seemed far more important—she rtiaavish to cut
herself off from Craig, which she would be suredo if she left his

grandmother's employ.

'I'm not on duty, Mrs Lamond,' she argued. "You say hours would be
from nine till five --'

‘They haven't been from nine to five, though!



You've had all day off for most of the time!"

‘That isn't any fault of mine," Lorna was swiftgoint out. 'I'm more than
willing to be with you during those hours, but yaon't have me—well,
only for short periods, to read to you.'

A sigh issued from the thin parched lips.

'‘Are we quarrelling, Lorna?' she queried, a draeettienge in her voice. 'l
think a great deal about you, child. And if | wamtmake you this gift why
can't you accept it graciously?’

Lorna shook her head.

'It's too valuable, Mrs Lamond.’

‘That's for me to say! | want you to have it amddan you to have it!
Lorna glanced again at the clock. Almost a quadaeight... If she accepted
the gift and returned it in the morning— It was @pas, but Mrs Lamond
deserved it!

'Very well," she said presently, 'T'll accept it'

'‘Good girl! Take those lovely buttons and let me g&m on a dress—that
turquoise blue one—it has six buttons on it Talarttoff and replace them
with six of these.’

With a sigh Lorna picked up the buttons, then tdrieethe door.

'I'll say goodnight, Mrs Lamond.'

'l asked where you were going?'

'I'm dining with a friend.’



'l didn't know you'd made any friends, apart fragarhie, that is, and you're
not dining with her. Her father can't earn enoughkdep them properly, let
alone entertain.’

Spiteful creature! Lorna was beginning actuallj&te her... just as the rest
of her servants did, according to Jeff. Jeff....

'l have made a friend," she said. 'A young man wloosther-in-law has one
of your grandson's farms—Ilain Macrae.’

'‘Gwen’s brother, Jeff? | know of him. He comes owece a year in the
summer, and on occasions for Christmas.' She loakddrna. 'He'll be
going back shortly?’

'Yes. He came for three weeks.'

'l see. Well, have a nice evening.'



CHAPTER FIVE

IT was a dismissal, which Lorna thankfully took adege of, hurriedly
making her departure from the room.

'What was she like?' Katie's voice came to herhasb&gan to mount the
stairs and she turned, irritated by the girl'sasity.

'Her usual self," she replied curtly, and left ¢fk standing there, a look of
disappointment on her face.

Almost three-quarters of an hour later Lorna wasinta a breathless
apology to her host.

'Mrs Lamond kept me," she explained, handing Chaigcape and aware
that his keen gaze had taken in her appearancedathty evening dress of
flowered cotton, the shining hair, the glowing dkee

'She kept you?' He seemed surprised, and his espnewas veiled as he
added, the cloak having been thrown over his drthought you were—er
—off duty long before evening?’

Lorna flushed at the implication.

'l usually am." She wanted to explain many thirgghitn, to let him know
that it was Gilbert who had broken the engagentkat,she had not wanted
to come up here, nor did she want all the luxugt thas being bestowed
upon her. But the time was not right, for she hagroof that he would be
interested. He was pleasant to her these dayghbautid not say that he
wanted to learn that she was blameless in allthdtoccurred.

'What was wrong with Grandmother that she wanted go late in the day?'

'It was a—a matter on which we disagreed.' Lornpeldothat the faint
aloofness in her manner would convey the fact #at did not want to
pursue the subject. To her relief Craig changedtigect, saying he hoped
she liked steak Wellington.



'Yes, | love it!'

'‘Good, because that's what my chef is providingigothis evening.' A small
pause before he asked, 'Does Grandmother knoweyduimg with me?’
and when she shook her head, 'No, | rather thogghtvouldn't mention it
to her." Another pause. 'But there was no reason, know, why you
shouldn't have mentioned it to her.'

'l suppose not." She watched him hand her cloakrnt@anservant who had
appeared on the scene; she was then conducted drawing-room where
aperitifs were served. Craig was in evening drasall distinguished figure
with all the confidence of the aristocrat. Lornangdered how she came to be
here, then thought about Gilbert, who had been benésits several times
before he and she got to know one another. Gilbas; therefore, used to
this kind of life. He would fit in very well withhe kind of life he would be
living as the husband of Susan, whose father waged to be a millionaire.

'May | say how charming you look, Lorna?' Craigisce drifted into her
reverie and a smile fluttered to her lips.

‘Thank you, Craig.' It was still a matter of wontieher that she and he were
using Christian names, but he had insisted alnmost that first day, when
he had dropped his attitude of hostility and indtealopted this most
attractive manner that was fast making her forgéie@& and the hurt she
had sustained at his hands.

Craig cast another appreciative glance in her tdmec

'My grandmother always had a weakness for a pgetty he said, sitting
down with his drink and keeping his eyes upon her.

'Oh... did she?"

'I've embarrassed you.' He gave a short, humoudesgh. 'Sorry, Lorna. |
was thinking aloud.’

She looked hard at him, recalling both her own misps, and those of Jeff.
Could Craig possibly have some ulterior motive iakmg up to her like



this? Just now there had seemed to be a kind dkimgpsatire in his words,
which was out of keeping with the friendliness hasvalways extending
towards her these days.

They went from the drawing room to the dining rocmhigh-ceilinged
apartment with an oriel window at one end and thmege bay windows
along the south side. Fine old tapestries hungpemvalls. The furniture was
French, the silver on the table Georgian. Lorna $eeh luxury and good
taste at the house of her employer, but this exeeesled it. She fell to
thinking about the girl Craig would one day marwho would become
mistress of all this.

He drew out her chair for her; she noticed thattdide had been made
smaller by the withdrawal of leaves and was grateduCraig for his
thoughtful- ness, since she would have felt modtveavd if she had been
forced to sit at a massive table, trying to coneessth her host across a
great distance. It was a cosy meal, served by thkerband a younger
manservant. Wine accompanied every course and uiermeal was
finished they went to the drawing room for coffee.

Music was being played, softly, romantically, frartape, with speakers
fixed high on the walls. An ancient castle with venodern convenience.
Lorna smiled and Craig asked her why.

'l was thinking of this old castle, with all the dern aids one could wish
for.'

'Yes. If our ancestors could come back, eh?’
She nodded and laughed.

‘They'd be amazed, and scared.’

'Certainly they'd be scared.’

'Of the machines? | adore machines,’ she confesseldCraig lifted his
brows a fraction.



‘You do?'

She laughed at his half-bewildered expression.
'Machines that do all the work for you,' she elatédl.

'Ah... dishwashers and the like?'

She nodded her head.

‘Just think of all the machines one can now hawkerhome.'
'Woman's work is done in a trice.’

‘Not quite, but there's nothing hard or back-achialgout housework these
days.'

Craig regarded her in silence for a moment.

‘Tell me about your home in England,’ he inviteéxpectedly. 'You lived
with an aunt and uncle, Gilbert told me.' There litde or no expression in
his voice as he mentioned his friend, so it wasossfble for Lorna to gain
any information as to whether or not Jeff had bemmect in his suspicion
that Gilbert had put all the blame on her—had ict tald Craig that the
engagement was at an end.

'Yes, they took me when my parents died, withinnsonths of one another.
| was only seventeen at the time. It was five ye@s,' she added finally,
and reflectively.

"You were young to find yourself alone.’

'Yes, but | did have my aunt and uncle." She thboeghhem, taking her

in—a difficult decision, she had overheard her aayt They had been good
to her, never once revealing the fact that theyndidvant her. They were to
be admired, and thanked, for that. But now ... Theyewgad to have her
gone from their home, so that they could have themselves again. She
heard Craig say, softly, enquiringly,



'What are you thinking, Lorna, to make you frowkelthat?'
She gave a small start and said she was not alatrstte was frowning.

'l was thinking of my aunt and uncle,' she addedmiie assured her that she
was frowning. "They're very much in love.'

His brows lifted questioningly.

‘They are?’

'l suppose that was irrelevant,’" she returned iittla deprecating voice.
'What | should have said was that it's unusuain & couple who've been
married for over twenty years as madly in loveheytare.’

Craig's eyes flickered.

'‘Some people do remain in love,' he said.

'Yes, | suppose so, but it's rare to see two peagplevoted as my aunt and
uncle.'

"You didn't mind leaving them, apparently?’ An urderent of contempt in

his voice? Lorna felt sure there was, and on suddpulse she told him that
she had known that her aunt and uncle had comieetpdint where they

wanted to be alone again.

'How can you say that?' he asked with a frown.

She hesitated about saying what she had overheag, she felt, would be

the kind of person instantly to condemn them amlghe could not bear. So
she merely passed off his question by assuringttrshe knew by instinct.
'It was a sort of intuition,’ she added finally.

'What about Gilbert?' he asked. 'You didn't mira/ieg him?"*

She looked him in the eye,



'Craig,' she said cautiously, ‘'just what did Gitliel you about us... and the
separation?’

The dark eyes became veiled as Craig replied,

'‘As a matter of fact, Lorna, he told me the triltat the engagement was at
an end.’

‘And which one of us broke it off ?'
There was a small pause and then, slowly, quietly,

'‘Does it matter? You both obviously realised thairnmage for you would
never work, so you wisely brought the engagemeantend."'

His answer was plainly an evasion and a frown gatheon Lorna's
forehead.

'He told you the engagement was broken by mutusdemat?’
'l don't believe he did, but that was the impreassigot at the time.’

Another evasion, but after a thoughtful pause Lalegided not to carry the
matter any further. She had to remember that Gilbas Craig's friend, and
therefore she would not blacken his name. In asg,c& would not profit
her anything if she did. But she thought about'deftispicions and was
puzzled, because she had accepted those suspasofect, had firmly
believed that Gilbert had put the entire blame upen She glanced at
Craig, seeing his face in profile because it wdkthened from her. Was he
hiding something?—his expression, for instance...?

It was fairly late when he eventually said she dugltbe leaving. His voice
was low and gentle, so very different from whéaiatl been such a short time
ago! Lorna knew a surge of pleasure at the ideahgavould want to walk
her back to the Dower House, hoping she was netatag this as he said,



111 walk with you, Lorna, and see you safely imddo

She looked at him with a smile, aware of the pratbahange that had come
over her regarding her feelings for him. At onedishe was sure she hated
him ... but now...

It was almost a full moon that glowed in the dagkiisphere of the sky, and
the grounds of the castle looked eerie and ghasitlyeven a little fearsome
in its argent light. How easy it was to let the gimation paint pictures of
bloody deeds done in time past, of the silent wgitior an attack by a
marauding tribe....

Craig was beside her, tall and gaunt in the mobtligis profile angular,
forbidding.

They traversed the path running alongside a massnamental shrubbery,
and as they approached a part where shadows lwkested by the high

bushes, Craig thought it necessary to take Loraads The action was
unexpected and she felt a quiver of pleasure romgaher spine. Her heart
was affected too, beating unevenly, in little jerksausing a slight

breathlessness within her.

'Watch your step along here," warned Craig. Tlaeesone or two places
where the ground lifted in the heavy frosts eariiethe year, and they
haven't quite settled again yet.'

He was close to her; she could feel the movemenisdfody in rhythm with
hers, for he had matched his pace to suit thatlwsine was making. The
contact of his hard frame did things to her; slwght of Gilbert and was
filled with wonderment that he had never made kel fuite like this—no,
not even in their most intimate moments.

Presently the darkness was relieved again as drag &rom the shadows of
the shrubbery on to the path skirting one of theedawns. Across this great
width of grassland the moon's light glowed, andweous specimen trees
rose gauntly, eerily, like giants of nebulous lrarsome shape ... so silent,
with not even the zephyr of a breeze to stir amghio movement. But

suddenly there rang out the cry of a night-owly@reg the quiet and sending



a shudder through Lorna's body. Craig gave a daogh and without
warning his arm came about her waist, bringing tleser still, as if
involuntarily wishing to com- for her.

'It's nothing to be afraid of,' he said.

'l know; I've heard the owls before. It was just #inock—I didn't expect it.'
She glanced around, feeling poised in total isotettas if she and Craig
were the only inhabitants of the world.

And when again they reached a shadowed placenteséhe most natural
thing for him to stop, to turn her round to facenhi. to bend his dark head
and kiss her.

She lay in bed, watching the sun come up, its fidgeting the space where

she had not quite closed the heavy-velvet drapes.nkind was drugged

with thoughts of last night. Craig had not onlydad her, but had whispered
those kind of things that could mean only one thihgt he was beginning to
find her attractive.

She allowed her thoughts to switch to Gilbert. ésvonly a few weeks since
she had been madly in love with him. But he haédseb callously that he
had killed her love completely. She felt nothingmao hurt, no regrets.
How right he had been when he said it was bettdismover the truth now
than later!

Getting out of bed, Lorna drew on a negligee andtweer to the window,
drawing back the curtains to let in the amber glbat came over the ridge
of the mountains. The soft still peace and harmofyawn lay over
everything; the hillsides were sepia, the fieldsreecoloured but changing
slowly, with the rise of the sun, to subtle colowfsgrey and blue and
dappled pink. What peace! How far away was the italswith its early
morning bustle!—the hurry and scurry of toiletirige tpatients, of making
their beds, preparing their breakfasts, listenmgheir complaints and yet
managing to smile.



Would she ever go back to that kind of work? Byatural process her mind
became absorbed with Craig,, and the way he wasitgg. The kisses, and
especially the final one... Colour fused her facslasthought of it, of the
ardour, the mastery, the complete confidence offrthe she had so recently
disliked. Surely he would not act like that unlassvas intending to ask her
to marry him? He was certainly not the man to igduh a light flirtation
with one of his grandmother's employees. But witatué this girl-friend
Jeff had mentioned? She was away but returnindemwaveeks' time. Lorna
dismissed her as unimportant and went to the bathrm take a shower.
The scene outside was too tempting for her to titgge in the bedroom;
she wanted to be in the open, enjoying the delightature.

She was rambling over the moors when she becanme aivenovement on
the other side of the burn, where trees grew tiiekbng its bank. Craig!
Her heart gave a jerk and a swift smile came toliper He was walking
briskly, his head held high; she could imagine kaking in the air in great
gulps, and exhaling slowly—exercising his lungshwitie aid of the clear
pure air of the heather moors. He spotted her tojgped a second before
coming on towards the bridge, a smile touching libed outline of his
mouth. He was glad to see her! A warm glow fusedwiele being. This
was living—being in a state of mind like this .Imast in love...? Fear
touched her heart with icy fingers. Supposing sheewvrong? Jeff had said
he did not trust Craig—

'Hello!" he called from a distance, his voice claad firm as it came over the
air. 'Couldn't you sleep?'

She laughed; she was happy, warm again, for hes had dispelled all her
fears.

"The morning was too tempting." She was moving mattcally to meet
him. He held out his hands and she slipped heoglvem. Lightly he kissed
her.

"You look wonderful," he said. "What time were ym?'



'Very early—I didn't look at the time. The sun wesming over the
mountains and it was all too wonderful. | had taneoout.'

"You'd make a country girl,’ he said, and it dicétreethat he was in a
considering mood. 'l find it a little surprisinggesng that you've always
lived in a city.

''ve always loved the country, though." She falloi step beside him,
noticing that he slackened his pace to fit hers.

'See the hooded crows tormenting the deer?' Croaiggul, an angry note in
his voice. The hateful creatures were swooping dowar the heads of the
lovely roe-deer, who were grazing peacefully utitéd hooded crows came
along—a great flock appearing out of nowhere.

''ve seen them before. Why do they do that?'

'It's their way," he answered tautly. "They'd pegkan animal's eyes if it was
ill, or too small to defend itself.'

'Don't you declare war on them?"'

'Of course. Campbell, my factor, has had men seayabut the nests and
destroying the eggs. It's the only way to keep temn.'

'It's funny, but the other predators are so aitractaren't they? | mean,
they're so magnificent that you can't dislike thbmway you do the hooded
crows.'

‘The falcons and eagles, you mean?' He shook lad. h& very different
matter. The eagles are most attractive birds. iBay'te remote for the most
part, their eyries being so high up, usually otifawhere they're safe.’

'l saw two eagles the other day, flying low over ¢fiouse moors.' Lorna and
Craig were striding out, making for the loch, shmiin the sun's slanting
rays. 'And I've seen buzzards and kestrels—I ldnve way the kestrels
hover; they seem to be still, suspended in space.'



‘They are suspended in space,’ he returned widugh| and then, more
seriously, 'When you see them like that it usualbans death for some little
creature on the ground.’

'l know, and it's sad." A sigh escaped her andgQraned, slanting her an
unfathomable glance.

'You're—soft-hearted ?'

It was a strange question, and it was spoken whtat\wppeared to be a hint
of scepticism. Lorna swallowed, aware of a hutittle lump in her throat.

‘Nurses usually are,’ was all she said.

Craig made no further comment and they walked agil@mce for a while,
each absorbed in what was around them. To herdgtsiith novel, but she
was faintly surprised that Craig could be so irgere, since it was by no
means new to him.

They had disturbed the roe-deer and for a momeststood, watching their
gazelle-like leaps as they took off towards a bkl@and then disappeared
over the top.

'Well, at least they've got rid of the hoodies,'swaraig's rather satisfied
remark. "The birds have gone the other way—probabliynd something
else to torment.’

An hour passed and then, reluctantly, Lorna sa&l whbuld have to be
getting back to the Dower House.

"Your grandmother expects me to have breakfast wiéh' she added,
wondering if he knew that already.

'Do you have lunch with her?’
'No; she has both lunch and dinner on her own.'

'Yet you're her companion?’



She felt herself colour.
'I| came as her nurse--'

'‘But she didn't need one. She told me you were Inemcompanion--' He
stopped abruptly and frowned. It was as if he régdehaving brought up a
matter which was bound to cause her embarrassriédatl | see you this
evening, Lorna?' he was saying almost immediatillybe walking after
dinner as usual.'

She looked up at him, all her world rosy again.
'If—if you want to—to see me," she began, whemberiupted her.
"You know | do, Lorna. | should miss it if you ditdwalk with me.'

Words to thrilll—and to reassure her. The idea Qg was in love with

her dazed her and she tried to tell herself todmsible, that the affair was
not progressing anywhere nearly as quickly as stk ldeen convincing
herself it had. But the vague doubts did not Aiough her mind for long,

because Craig was pulling her to him, with a strammg about her waist, and
the kiss he gave her was possessive, his voiceipropal when eventually

he told her to meet him by the fountain in the leagtounds at nine o'clock
that evening.

When she met Jeff that afternoon by the cafe ecgraer happy expression
made him ask,

'‘Come into a fortune or something?'

She heard the sarcasm, the petulant note and keemas faintly jealous,
and angry that she had dined with his brotherawiddandlord.

'Shall we go in?' she said, suiting action to herds as she preceded him
into the cafe. The table they liked was vacantgmeimade her way to it.



"You obviously enjoyed your evening at the castlas Jeff's comment once
they were seated.

'Yes.' She paused a moment, feeling some furth@aeation was needed,
but could not for one moment have told him thehtrathat Craig seemed to
be in love with her. 'What are we having--?' Stek@d up the small menu
card just for effect. 'The same as usual?'

'l expect so.' Jeff caught the waitress's eye awe ghe order for tea and
cakes. 'l still don't trust him," he said impatigntYou seem to be very naive
about this affair, Lorna.'

'In what way naive?' She felt anger rise within, lmving to the way Jeff
could, in so very few words, bring doubts to hendhi

'Well, this dramatic change—so unexpected and iieadge. What's made
him change towards you? There must be some reason.’'

'l believe | told you—that he said we couldn't rem@nemies when | was
living so close, and in his grandmother's employ.’

'He didn't think that way at first.'
Lorna did not need reminding. She did not wantdadminded.

'l can't explain,’ was all she said. 'Did you fartything out about a job for
me?' She asked the question, but in her mind wapaksibility that she
would not be wanting a job. What, she wondered,l&v@ilbert have to say
if his friend married her? The question had notnbpesed sooner simply
because, these days, Gilbert never intruded intthioeights.

'l haven't asked around," admitted Jeff. 'You se®e | do, it'll be on
everyone's tongue that you want to leave Mrs Lamdfal can't keep
anything dark in a small community like this.'

'No ... it's difficult.'



T saw Jeannie a few minutes ago,' he said, changemgubject. 'She was
shopping; she looked as if she'd have liked to yminvhen | said you and |
were having tea here.’

'Why didn't you invite her to, Jeff?"

'l suppose | wanted to be alone with you.' He stdpgnd gave a deep sigh.
'Forget it, Lorna. | was thinking that you and Igmi be more than friends,
but | see now that it's not to be.’

'I'm sorry...'

'Don't fall for Craig, Lorna," he advised, and wsce was graver than she
had ever heard it before. 'He has some ulterionv@édr the change that has
occurred. You've admitted that there's a mystemgl you must see that
Craig's changed attitude only adds to that mystery.

There was as much logic in his words as there wagty in his voice,
anxiety that was contagious, soon caught by Losese nerves tightened
and whose common sense told her to get away frathbefore she became
further enmeshed. Yet how could she say goodbyerady at this crucial
stage in their relationship?

'l can't think straight,’ she told Jeff with a desgh. 'There's so much.' She
told him about the gift of the buttons, saw hisviisaaise when she added
the information that her employer was eager to nieltea present of some
of the family jewellery.

'She's either in her dotage or up to some devilrieldff paused, frowning
darkly. 'What can possibly be the reason why shatsv make a gift like
that?'

'I've no idea. | intended giving her back the buogtohis morning, but she
was in such a black mood that I've postponed it latér.'

He looked at her thoughtfully.

'Lorna ... it does seem that she's treating yaudilklaughter.'



'l know, but I haven't wanted to admit it.'

‘The sooner you leave the Dower House the bettetlibe!”

'l know that too.' She heaved another sigh asiskegup her cup and drank
her tea. The cakes had not been touched, as nsitbaror Jeff felt hungry.

'I'd better go,' she said presently. 'l want tamethose buttons to her.'

She came out of the cafe with Jeff but parted fhom immediately, saying
she had a small amount of shopping to do.

'‘Okay. I'll see you tomorrow at the same time aladqs?'

'Of course.' She welcomed these breaks and knewvehkl miss them
when Jeff went home in four days' time.

She had been into the stationer's and was justnggtiiskly in the direction
of the chemist when she saw Jeannie coming towheds Both girls
produced a ready smile; Jeannie spoke before Lltaddime to do so.

'Hello! | saw Jeff and hinted that I'd like to joyou for tea, but he didn't
cotton on! Is he falling in love with you?'

Lorna laughed and said no, it was absurd for Jeawrthink so.

'‘Are you going home now?' she asked, noticing theegds the girl was
carrying.

'In a few minutes. I've to get some groceries fanMbut I'll put these in the
car first. Can | give you a lift?’

'No, I'll walk. I've got to get some soap and faten the chemist and then |
must fly.'

Jeannie grimaced.

'‘Grandmother's a martinet, isn't she? I've notdoaut yet how you came to
come up here and work for her. Perhaps you'lhtellone day, when we get



to know one another better. Oh, and by the wawg,'a&tded, changing the
subject abruptly, 'I've been telling Mum about yma she said | must invite
you to tea on Sunday-- We have tea, I'm afraid dimater. Father likes his
big meal at lunch time." She looked a trifle ansicand Lorna quickly

reassured her by saying,

'I'd love to come to tea, and to meet your parel@annie. But what time do
you have it? | usually read to your grandmotheween four and half-past
each afternoon.’

'Oh, not until about half-past five. You'll comeeti?’
'Yes—and thank your mother for asking me.’

The two girls parted, but scarcely had Lorna reddhe chemists than she
met Craig. One look at his face caused a shivartahrough her, for it was
dark and accusing, contemptuous and scornful. s seared her face as
he said,

'I've been talking to Grandmother; she tells méssmade you a gift of eight
gold buttons.'

Automatically Lorna nodded her head, a natural ils@un the uneasy
silence that followed his words. She wanted deselgr#o tell him of her
intention to return the gift, but knew that it cdulever sound convincing.

'She—told you--'
'I've just said she did""

'I—I didn't want them, Craig," she began, then géapy daunted by the
condemnation in his gaze.

"You accepted them nevertheless?' He paused a nasénn indecision,
and then, with another sweep of disdain that madlddel like a worm, he
turned and left her standing there, tears rustonget eyes. But very soon
fury was mingling with her unhappiness; she forgthtabout the toilet
requisites she had meant to buy. She wanted omgrifsont her employer,



and to tell her exactly what she thought of her.iFwas plain that she had
given the buttons only so that she could informdrandson of the gift.

But why?

Everything the old lady did seemed to stem fromesenil intent, and Lorna
decided once and for all that she was leaving mgi@y.

Katie was by the side entrance to the house whemaLarrived there.

'She's in a terrible mood," whispered the maid pgoatorially. 'Mr Craig's
been here and there was an unholy row. He stalkédooking black as
thunder. | don't envy you, Miss Woodrow, havingytoin there!'

Lorna looked at her intently, wondering if the givad heard anything
Jeannie had said; she would not put it past hésten at doors. However,
there was no sign that she had overheard anythidd.arna left her, going
to her room first, then to that of her employereTid lady was seated in a
straight- backed chair, an erect formidable figstern of feature with pale
hard eyes that instantly challenged those thatddakto them. Without
preamble Lorna said, throwing the string of buttongo a couch,

‘There's your present, Mrs Lamond. And you can takaotice at the same
time." Lorna's mouth was set in a determined fioealthough she had no
idea where she would go, she fully intended leahieg.

'I'd like to leave as soon as possible ..." Her vbiaged, drawn to a stop by
the old woman's sudden slump in the chair, the steyfluttered a hand to
her face, the sudden uncontrollable shaking ofthier gaunt body. 'Mrs
Lamond! You're il

'‘Get me on to the sofa,’ the old lady gasped,ifiglfor breath. 'Give me one
of my tablets. It's—it's another attack.’

'Yes—yes, of course.' Used as she was to movingl@eborna found her
employer to be a dead weight, and was forced twug@to the hall and call
for help. It was Katie who appeared—it was bounddo thought Lorna
grimly. 'l need help with Mrs Lamond, Katie. Shiesd a heart attack.'



'Heart attack?' There was a scoffing note in thelm&oice, but Lorna was
too concerned to notice it.

'Help me to get her on to the couch.’ Lorna huroeer to it and picked up
the buttons, but not before Katie had spotted thEma. girl had eyes like a
hawk, thought Lorna, glancing into her robust, lygtoloured face.

‘There, that's better.' Katie's strength was iribiedShe almost did all the
weight-lifting on her own. 'She's not lost any aglohas she?' Katie looked
critically at her, a half-sneer on her lips. '‘Amnfeeling better, madam?’ she
asked swiftly as she caught Mrs Lamond's expres&fon must be careful,
now," added Katie soothingly, 'or you'll knock yseif up. Perhaps it was
the excitement of seeing Mr Craig?"

The pale old eyes glinted.

'Why should | be excited at seeing my grandsonigRashe asked.

'‘Well, madam, | must be honest and admit that rdhgaur voices raised.
Quarrelling isn't good for one, madam, and you ougtkeep calm.’

'l ought to sack you, my girl. | don't know whyedp you on!'
Katie looked down, clasping her hands in front @f.h

'‘No offence meant, madam,' she said humbly. 'l ovdg anxious for your
welfare—just as we all are, madam.’

'‘Anxious, eh? Are you sure you're not anxious fertmdie?'

'Oh, madam!" exclaimed the maid, horrified. '"How gau say such things!
We're all devoted to you, and--'

‘All right,’ testily and with a feeble wave of artta 'Clear off. I'll ring when
| want you.'

Katie went, her face turned away both from her @ygil and Lorna. Lorna
would have given anything to see it.



CHAPTER SIX

IMMEDIATELY after the departure of the girl Mrs Lamond reviead Lorna

realised at once that there had been no hearkaitadl. Katie had known it,
but she had not known the reason for Mrs Lamomwriyming the attack. She
was sitting up on the couch when Lorna said, sooher voice and glance,

‘It won't work, Mrs Lamond. | am not accepting gmgsents whatsoever
from you, so you're wasting your time—and energy-bémaviour of this
kind.'

The pale eyes glinted almost savagely and yet dgaima was reminded of
the barbarians who were this woman's ancestors.

'You gave me your notice! That's what brought oa #ttack. | can't do
without you!'

"You don't need me," argued Lorna, staring direztliger.

'l do, girl! Little you know just how much! You cadeave me now—you
can't!

'Oh, and why?' The mystery again, and Lorna fedt this might be an
opportunity of gaining some knowledge regarding it.

'‘Because I've got used to you! | hate change—atsgnod for a person of
my age.' Mrs Lamond's voice changed and she wassalpteading as she
added, 'Stay with me, dear. | do need you.'

Lorna hesitated, her thoughts first on the probléactng her should she
throw herself out of work, but then wandering ifdcbidden zones... And
Craig— He was angry, but she would explain how cdrmae to accept the
gift and he would surely understand. Would he fotge whole thing and
resume their fast-growing friendship?

"You told your grandson that I'd accepted thoseaobst' she said at last.
'Why did you?'



It was the old woman's turn to hesitate, and asagltehed her with a keen
intentness Lorna saw that she regretted tellinggGiaout the gift.

'l had my reasons,’ she replied. And then, 'He ioead it to you and was
not pleased?' Curiously the words were framed, withatching curiosity
fixed in Mrs Lamond's eyes. 'And that's what made give me your
notice?'

'He was very angry, and it was understandable!Yaxe no right to give the
family heirlooms away to strangers!

'You're not a stranger; neither, though, are yoa position where you can
tell me what to do with my own property. | wantdgive you some of the
jewellery--'

'‘Mrs Lamond,' broke in Lorna exasperatedly, 'pléast understand—and
accept—my firm decision without any more argumémid let us have no
more of these feigned attacks.' The old woman gadeep sigh, which was
one of resignation, much to Lorna's relief. Sheedskfter a small silence,

‘Are you thinking of leaving me, Lorna?"

'l wish | knew more about this whole business,’ wasna's impatient
rejoinder. 'l know | ought to leave you --'

'‘But you won't? | do need you, as I've already.5aid

Lorna looked at her, not offering any assistancemghe began to rise from
the couch. She needed none; she had the constiftian ox, Katie had
declared more than once, and it seemed to be true.

'I'll stay for a while," promised Lorna, thinking Graig and knowing she
would suffer more from a parting with him than dted ever done from
Gilbert.



Later that evening she went into the castle groumoising to meet him, but
he was nowhere to be seen. With determined stepsveht towards the
huge front entrance to the castle, and after oméy dlightest pause she
reached for the knocker and lifted it. The butlpewed the door, nodded
unsmilingly when she stated her request, thenedviter in. Craig came
almost immediately, his angular face grim as thd,davercast mountains
outside, his voice harshly condemning as he spoke.

'What do you want here? I've no time ..." His voredl¢d unexpectedly and
Lorna waited, frowning in puzzlement for him to tome. 'My
grandmother...' He stopped and to her amazementasheesl fear in his
face. He seemed breathless as he added, 'She's...?'

'Mrs Lamond is very well." Lorna still stared atshace, watching the
features relax and the fear vanish from his eyes.

‘Then why are you here?'

She paused, biting her lip. His manner was soigpithat she was regretting
her decision to come here and tell him about themeof the gift. However,
she did tell him, since there was nothing elsecsludd do. His eyes lingered
on her face, eyes still hard and accusing as lde alanost to himself,

'l see ...A very--' He stopped abruptly, but Lornakninstinctively that he
was going to say that it was a very clever movéa@npart. A clever move
for what reason? So that she could find herseliisngood books again?
Well, it was the reason, but on the other hand she had notimtenf
humbling herself in any way.

'l just thought I'd tell you,' she added with welssumed casualness. 'You
seemed so angry that a family heirloom was beirgrgaway. | hope your
mind is now at rest.' She hesitated a moment, dsit lerying out for him to
soften, to say something that would take away #spdir which lay heavily
upon her. But he merely shrugged his shoulderkansbrt of gesture that
could only be interpreted as a dismissal and ginetuaway, tears springing
to her eyes. After a moment she looked back; he strédding out in the
direction of the Falconer's Tower. She had meamxgain it all to him,
explain how she came to accept the gift even whinding to give it back.



But Craig's manner, icily scornful as it was, haet so repelling that she
had no courage to say more.

The following afternoon she met Jeff and they wetd the cafe for tea. He
was morose, unhappy at the idea of having onlyupleocof days left of his
holiday.

"You always feel like this at the end of a vacatitworna said soothingly.
'It'll pass once you get into the routine of wogae—at least, it always did
with me.’

He looked at her and sighed.

'In a way," he said, 'l wish | hadn't met you, Lartve come to like you such
a lot that it's damned hard to say goodbye.' A bpaalse and then, 'Can't we
write to one another?’

She shook her head.

'It wouldn't be any use, Jeff.’

'Have you seen Craig since yesterday afternoon?’

She nodded, her eyes shading.

'Yes, | saw him twice.'

"Twice?" with a lift of his brows.

She explained, her voice tonelessly automatic lsrashe was
endeavouring to keep emotion out of it Jeff frowresl she finished,
repeating even yet again that there was sometteng strange in the old

woman's attitude towards Lorna.

"You really should think about leaving her,' he eshd



'l gave her my notice yesterday, but she beggetbratay.'
Jeff looked sharply at her.

'‘And you agreed to stay?"

Lorna nodded.

'It was more for my own benefit than hers. | havanbther job to go to, and
| feel it's best to save some more money beforeirigaher." She was
frowning, troubled about her future, and at the esatime desperately
unhappy about the way things had gone with Craig.

"You could go back to London.’

‘Not yet, Jeff--' She shook her head emphaticdlban't go yet—for several
reasons.’'

Sunday dawned bright and sunny, and Lorna worgha Gotton dress for
her visit to Jeannie and her parents. She wasegtamirdially and soon
found herself in friendly conversation with Mr Mafane, his wife and
daughter having gone to the kitchen to finish preggathe tea. Lorna had
naturally offered to help, but had been told tqy stathe sitting-room and
talk to Mr MacFarlane.

Tea proved to be a most pleasant meal, with questeing put to Lorna
regarding her post up at the Dower House. Mrs MdaRa, although

dignified and carrying the clear mark of the amséd, was so very different
from her mother that it was almost impossible tbelve they were even
remotely related. There was no animosity in Mrs Fatane's voice when
she mentioned her mother, but there was anxidtgcted in her glances at
Jeannie. It was plain to Lorna that the inheritam@s of the utmost
importance to her, not in any way for herself lmutiHer daughter who, even
now, should by rights be enjoying the luxuries dfcame similar to that of
her wealthy grandmother.



Jeannie insisted on walking back part of the waty Wworna, who had not
stayed more than an hour after tea was over becheseéad not been
altogether happy about Mrs Lamond earlier in thherabon and she wanted
to go to her before she retired to bed.

'What was wrong with Grandmother?' Jeannie askeshwbrna mentioned
this.

'She seemed a little breathless--' Lorna stoppetl,wanting to cause
Jeannie anxiety. 'lt's probably nothing much atsitle added. 'l just want to
make sure that she's all right, and as she gdesdearly | must get back.'

"You look after her very well," said Jeannie.

'l don't do as much work up there as | should.'

'‘No? Craig says ...'

Yes?'

‘Nothing."'

'Craig says | get my salary for nothing?' They weadking along a narrow
tree-lined lane and Lorna stopped automaticallypkilmg into her

companion's faintly flushed face.

'‘Don't ask me questions about my cousin,’ Jeareggdd. 'As I've already
told you, he's arrogant and superior and stuffy!"

'He's right, nevertheless, about me and the watk—+or, rather,” Lorna
added grimly, 'the work | don't do."

'l must admit that we were puzzled when you camey-parents and |, |
mean. Craig seems to have some private theory @&bbut he won't tell me
anything!

Just another aspect of the mystery, thought Lorne@rveventually Jeannie
had left her and she was on her own, walking ugahg avenue leading to



the front entrance of the Dower House. Perhaps dae Jt would be
explained, but Lorna was becoming past caringoheridea being to save
money so that she could leave Mrs Lamond as soposssble.

The old lady was on the couch in her boudoir, iygs faintly blue, her
breathing a little strained.

'Have you had your tablets?' Lorna asked, staravgndat her.

'Katie sees to them.' The old woman's voice wasdikasp and it was plain
that both anger and anxiety affected her. 'Did lgaue a nice time at my
daughter's house?'

'Very nice. They're a charming family.’'
The hard eyes seemed paler and colder than ever.

'My daughter threw herself away! Disgraced the failmy marrying beneath
her!"

'Mr MacFarlane's one of those people whom | comsmée the salt of the
earth.' Lorna's voice challenged, as did the sparkher eyes. She detested
this woman and her arrogance, her undue assumetisaperiority over
those less endowed by worldly goods than she.

'You've become insolent lately,” the old woman geap 'Why have you
changed?’

Before Lorna could reply Mrs Lamond gave a low maea seemed to
writhe on the couch. Lorna ran to the door, calimgKatie. She was there
on the instant, just as Lorna expected she would be

'l just happened to be in the hall," she began] btta interrupted, telling
her to go and fetch Mrs Lamond's grandson.



'She's had an attack?' Katie ran into the bouduir stared down at her
mistress, a strange glint in her eyes. She gaeep sigh which seemed very
much like one of satisfaction rather than anxi#tyanted to stay with her,
but she sent me away.'

'‘Go and fetch Mr Lamond," said Lorna again, pickiqpgthe telephone to
ring the doctor.

Craig was there within ten minutes and the doat@ minutes later. Craig
spoke privately to the doctor, after they had tsmén the old lady.

'She'll be all right," Craig was saying with an adffiection after the doctor
had left. 'But she must stay in bed for a few days.

Tl not stay in bed—either for you or the doctétbw does he know what |
need?' Mrs Lamond wagged a forefinger in her gramdgdirection. 'You're
the only one who knows what | need!

Craig's mouth went tight, but he said nothing. lagtinoubled as she was by
Mrs Lamond, had found little time to bother abouti§, but now she
became aware of his intent stare and turned to mé#s mouth moved but
no words came; yet he appeared to be drawn to Latmawas dwelling on
her employer's statement that Craig was the oné/vamo knew what she
wanted. Marriage between him and Jeannie...

'Katie will look after Grandmother once she's i b€raig was saying, his
eyes still on Lorna. 'l want to talk to you.'

'‘About what?' from Mrs Lamond sharply.
‘That's my business, Grandmother,' he answerely.soft

'l feel it's | who should be looking after herjdshorna, but wondering what
Craig wanted with her.

'Kindly address yourselves to me!' snapped Mrs Laareggressively. 'I'm
not a child that you have to talk over my head!fésyou, Lorna—I don't



need you—or anyone else for that matter—to lookerafne! I'm all
right—or shall be in a short while!

Tough and no mistake, with a will of iron that appes to be most effective
in its power over the flesh.

Craig helped to get his grandmother to bed, thiehKatie to remain close
so that if the old lady called she would be on hand

'l do that, sir," agreed the maid at once. 'Es-Mrs Lamond going to be all
right?’

'For the present, yes.'

'Oh....!

Craig glanced at her perceptively, a curl to Ips.li
'Remember,’ he said tautly, 'stay close.’

'Yes, sir.’

He turned to Lorna as they stood together at tipeofothe balustraded
staircase.

"We'll walk outside," he said. 'This place stifies.’

"You want me to walk with you?'

Faintly he smiled.

"You seem surprised, and | don't blame you, Lotda.paused a moment,
then gently took her arm. 'lI've something import@nsay to you, and I'd

rather say it outside.’

Her heart gave a sudden jerk, for Craig was smifirgway that completely
uplifted her spirits and sent her hopes soaring.



They were away from the grounds of the Dower Haurs in those of the
castle when he stopped and turning to her, tookaed in his.

'l was rotten to you over that present,’ he saidtrdely, ‘but | was very
angry. Then you told me it had been returned ateshvaérds | realised that it
was the gesture of someone totally unselfish, lsgou knew the value of
the gift.'

Lorna looked from his face to his hand, her ownrhimitit. Some strange
access of uneasiness persisted despite her lightfiepirits, the result of
the change in him. She was recalling Jeff's susps;ihis distrust of Craig.
It was something she wanted to forget, and a motagert this was made
easy because Craig was smiling tenderly down aaieisaying,

'You see, Lorna dear, | soon found myself missiogrycompany, and the
walks we had.' His hand caressed hers, sendingeigatipples along her
spine. 'l want you, Lorna ... for my wife.'

Your ... wife..." Her voice faltered to silence asloelief. Was this miracle
really happening? 'Craig,' she whispered, her mowisting convulsively,
'do you really mean it?'

'l really mean it, my darling.' As he spoke he agris head from her, as if
he had heard something that took away his attentiarever occurred to
Lorna that he might be hiding his expression fran Bhe was too happy to
notice anything but the fact that he was closd,likaheld her hand lovingly
in his...And in her brain rang his words, over androagain,

'l want you... for my wife.'

She shook her head dazedly and he laughed softyedgending his head to
kiss her lips.

'It can't be true,’ she faltered. 'You didn't Itke at first--' She was stopped
by a firm hand against her mouth.

'Well begin from now," he stated imperiously. 'Whas gone before is of no
consequence. We love each other-- Oh, yes, my tkaow you love me;



I've seen it in your eyes. We love each other,alive said, we shall begin
from now.’

His words were music in her ears, haunting tendesicrthrough which the
note of insincerity could not penetrate into sendegged by happiness.
'We love each other...

It was a miracle that a man like the noble laird_o€harrun should have
fallen in love with her and she was deliriously pgpher heart too full for

her to find words, so she just snuggled close withe protection of Craig's
arms and lifted her face for his kiss. The darksayere unfathomable; the
lips were almost cruel on hers.

'Oh ... you hurt me--'
'Sorry, darling, but | want you so badly--?'

His mouth pressed to hers, forcing her lips apdig. hands moved to her
hips as he brought her quivering body even clasetthat it seemed they
were already one, joined in passion. 'You're satied—so desirable !

After a long time he released her, his breathingraatic as hers. Lorna
pushed her tousled hair from her face, her eydsaladt dreamy, reflecting
the fire of emotion he had awakened in her. Shéseshthat Gilbert's

lovemaking was almost clinical, like his job. Tlhias bliss even without full

surrender— 'Oh, Craig, I'm so happy it hurts! ldoxou so— and it's like a
miracle that you can love me! *

He smiled faintly, and paused for a long momenbteepeaking. When he
did speak it was to tell her quietly that the wedgdivould have to be a secret
one, although it would take place in the privatapsi of the castle, where
most of his family had been married.

'‘But—why, Craig, must it be kept secret?' Flashingughts produced a
vague picture of the girl mentioned by Jeff, thed wihom Craig had been
interested in, and who was at present abroad.



'My grandmother.' Craig walked slowly towards atdezneath an ancient
oak tree and they both sat down, Lorna's hedtialieavy as she waited for
him to continue. 'She'd never approve, and shedvoykto do something to
prevent our marriage. Once it's done that she cadb it. | hope you
understand, my darling?' He took her hand as hkes@nd she thrilled to
the touch of his lips against her throat.

'l can't just leave her and not say anything,'tsfgan in accents of distress.
'Why won't she approve--?' Lorna stopped; she bsidgmembered the old
lady's wish that Craig should marry Jeannie.

'She wants me to marry my cousin.’

Lorna nodded slowly.

'Yes, | was told about her wishes.'

'However," he said with a hint of impatience, tshes could never have
materialised anyway. | love you, Lorna, and wani pow—at once! Will
you marry me as soon as | can get a licence?"

She bit her lip. There was nothing she wanted rtitae to become Craig's
wife, to lie in his arms, to give of herself totalin love and surrender. But if

her employer were to suffer an attack as a result--

'We can't, Craig," she cried, tears starting to éys. 'Supposing your
grandmother were to—to die as a result of the shiock

His smile was almost a sneer and she turned avediyighhis expression
when it was cynical like this.

'It would take a lot more than that to bring ab@Guandmother's decease,' he
said, something in the timbre of his voice flashagvarning light in her
subconscious that was instantly extinguished. Hended heartless, she
thought, a little access of misgiving assailing. her

'She's had this attack, Craig, and it was fairky.ba



'‘No such thing," he denied. 'You might be a nutsena, .but you're not
infallible. Grandmother's going to be all rightgttloctor said so.’

Lorna was not convinced, even though she had alradoitted that Mrs

Lamond had the constitution of .an ox. Her mind wteng too, and she
knew how to use it to control her body. In factLtmrna she was a rather
special case, a wonderful woman in her own pasdrculay, a hardy Scot
whose incredible strength of character had conteetdn the genes of her
vigorous, swashbuckling ancestors.

'l don't know what to say, Craig,' she began, awlaaehe was waiting for
her to speak. 'l hadn't expected to have a se@a@tivvg—I| mean--'

‘You'd visions of a white gown and all the fussfolunderstand, dear,' he
added gently, his lips touching her pale cheekt iBit all that important?

The actual marriage is surely what really mattemst it?' She nodded in

agreement, and listened again to his persuasivepethings, her body

thrilling to every caress of his long brown handgfeey slid from her waist

to her breasts, cupping them, tightening his fiagdyout them. His lips too
caressed as, after he had unfastened the buttdm dflouse, they found
what they were seeking. And all the while he whisgddo her, until at last

she was won over, resigned to the secret weddmggdvhat he wanted,

completely controlled by a will stronger than hamo

The day of the wedding was overcast, with the mainastdark and gaunt
against a sky of pewter grey flecked here and thette yellow. Strangely,
Lorna found it fitted her mood. She felt cheatedause she had missed all
the happy weeks of planning, the flowing weddingvgpthe flowers and
music in the church, and even the reception, s@reég had decided that
even a small wedding breakfast was unnecessary.eQonthink of it,
everything—just everything—had been decided byrai

She thought that he might have let her invite Jeanbut that was
impossible as Jeannie was away from home, speradicmuple of weeks
with a friend in Edinburgh, so the only people prasin addition to the



priest were two of Craig's most trusted servantuple who had been at
the castle for over thirty-five years.

However, nothing could quench her excitement whdast she was at the
church, looking very lovely in a lilac linen suitittv a deep mauve hat,
gloves and shoes. Craig was waiting, his glanceaopg to be perfunctory
at first, but then, his attention caught, he alldwes eyes to linger and as she
gave him a smile she saw the sort of admiratiohdisgolved any dejection
she had previously experienced.

It was all over in minutes, and Lorna, the weddimg on her finger, was
being lightly kissed by her husband.

A short while later they were at the castle, andig;rhaving poured them
each a glass of champagne, lifted his and saidicaly,

'Here's to the future, and the satisfactory outcofrad! this.’

Lorna said frowningly,

'What do you mean, Craig—outcome?"'

He looked at her, his eyes narrowed in a strangesesion.

'Drink, Lorna ... to the future.' Hard the voicedaven harder were his eyes.
Lorna suddenly knew a great fear, a vagueness dheuuture that was

frightening.

'l d-don't understand you," she faltered, puttimy dlass down with its
contents untouched. 'You're ... not the—the same...'

He came towards her, his manner changing with diarsaddenness.
'Sorry, darling--' He bent and kissed her and aflkorld was rosy again in
an instant 'I'm a temperamental man, Lorna, andlymave to get used to

my ways.'

She stared at him in disbelief.



'I'd never have believed you were temperamentsd,sgid.

He looked away, putting his glass to his lips. Séa@ him in profile, saw the
classical etching of his features—the chin, prominand firm, the

determined line of the jaw, the high cheekbone al@kiollowed-out cheek,
the teak-brown skin, shining, like an Arab's. Arfadable picture it made,
and all at once Lorna was asking herself what sldedone. This man would
always be her master, her supreme overlord, wiitedie would be that of
the obedient wife, the mother of the number ofdieih he decided they

would have. His word would rule the entire housdhbis wishes were the
ones that would be adhered to on every occasignluntarily she shivered,
and at that moment he turned back to face her.

'What is it?" he asked, curiosity in his tone bwthmt of anxiety.
She said quiveringly,
'I'm—I'm suffering from—from nerves, | suppose.’

He laughed and told her to take up her glass. 8bgeal, and they drank to
the future.

'Put your glass down and come to me,' he commanted they had drunk,
and again she obeyed, standing there while he rednloer hat and slid his
fingers through her hair without regard to the ekpandiwork of Katie who
always washed and set Lorna's hair, though litileé $he known, yesterday
afternoon, just what she was doing it for this time

"You're very beautiful,” murmured Craig, bendingdke possession of his
wife's quivering lips. They were ruthlessly forcgahart, crushed beneath his
iron-hard mouth. His roving hand slid into the wiiagnd of her skirt, pulling
out her blouse; she felt the sudden warmth ofleghfas her breast was held
and crushed, awakening desires whose urgency hrbegbody arching to
his, so close that she was vitally aware of itdhass, its virility. 'l could
take you to bed now," he said in a throaty bass, tbat instead we've to go
and face my grandmother.’



The words brought a shattering sense of realibotoa and she drew away,
automatically tucking in her blouse.

'I'm not looking forward to that," she shiveredaleing for her bag, in which
was the comb she needed. 'She'll hate me for this."'

'‘And me,' he added grimly.

Lorna thought of those few hours in which she heginbengaged in getting
ready for her wedding. She had risen very early@ricdut the clothes and
accessories she intended wearing, then she hadal &kdoath, after which
she had her usual morning cup of tea, broughtitbyene of Mrs Lamond's
maids.

"You're up early, miss,' said the girl, glancingvéonds the big armchair
where Lorna had placed her wedding clothes. 'Ate gming somewhere,
miss?’

'Yes,' returned Lorna briefly. 'Thank you for tleat

After drinking her tea Lorna had taken a strollthe gardens, then gone
dutifully to take breakfast with her employer, fagl guilty and yet at the
same time profoundly thankful to be leaving the Bowlouse and the
woman whom she had come to dislike intensely. \Whitrakfast over Lorna
was normally free until eleven o'clock when—latelsie had gone in to
Mrs Lamond to read to her for half an hour or stluhe old lady dozed,
when she would usually dismiss Lorna and tell Heattime she wanted her
back.

The wedding had been arranged for ten o'clock, laorda, alert to the
danger of prying eyes belonging to Katie, had thr@wnackintosh over her
suit as she left the Dower House for the castld, lz@r hat was carried
beneath it. Lorna had thought: what a way to gorte's wedding! and she
wondered if it was this that made her recall thepgions about Craig that
seemed to have become an obsession with Jeff, debaugave her another
warning just before he left.



'Watch him, Lorna, for God's sake! | wouldn't trtklsit man as far as | could
throw him!'

Mrs Lamond was sitting erect in her high-backedr¢laatruly formidable
figure in a black silk dress, with a black embroeteshawl thrown across
her shoulders. She was staring through the winddteadark silhouette of
the castle as it rose against the dull grey batha@bthe mountains, but as
Lorna entered she turned her head, her pale, wat@y widening to their
full extent when she saw what she was wearing.

"You look as if you're going to a wedding—or comifigm one," she
commented. 'Where...?' Slowly her voice trailedlas looked over Lorna's
shoulder to the tall figure of her grandson asrtered the room and closed
the door firmly behind him. 'You dressed up as wehaig? What's going
on?'

‘The wedding you spoke of," he answered cheerfilllyrna and | were
married about an hour ago. | hope you will wisthappy.' Coming further
into the room, he took his wife's hand, holdintightly in his. 'As you're so
very fond of Lorna, having treated her as one effamily right from the
first, you'll no doubt be delighted that she's Imeoyour grand-
daughter-in-law.'

Lorna’'s eyes darted to his, for there was no misgathe ring of sneering
triumph in her husband's voice, or the gleam dlteatisfaction in his eyes.

'‘Married?' The old eyes were aghast, glowing fromirtsunken sockets,
burning into the face of the man standing thers, manner composed,
nonchalant almost. 'Married! My God!" Mrs Lamondsweembling visibly,
and from her eyes in their sunken sockets theraestzofury that was
venomous, matching the spasmodic clenching andenaoking of the
gnarled and bony fingers. 'So you played the ooéythat--'

'‘Lorna and | are in love," interrupted her grandgoietly, 'so be careful what
you say.'



Lorna's eyes flew to his. That he had cut the attyIshort just in time was
evident by the expression on his face as he radunieewife's glance. She
would have given anything to know what the old warhad been about to
say.

'In love...!" in a rasping, sceptical voice. 'Skaee8y ungrateful wretch! Why,
girl, the secrecy! Why? Answer me, | say!" The hareice quivered and
broke and for a terrified moment Lorna, watching Wwéh a professional
eye, feared she would have a heart attack. Buettwvery was miraculous
and the voice became steady as Mrs Lamond addea n&edn't explain the
reason for secrecy; it's obvious.'

"You'd not have approved,' said Craig casuallyd 'sm | decided on it
accompli. I don't think you would have acted any differentty those
particular circumstances.'

His grandmother made a gesture of agreement Thesariderstood one
another perfectly, Lorna decided.

'l expect that wench Katie gossiped to you?' Mrsndad turned her
attention from her grandson to his bride. 'She {a@d of my wishes that
Craig would marry Jeannie?'

'l learned of it," answered Lorna, 'but not frontika

The old woman shrugged her shoulders, and for agnbthere was silence
in the room. Lorna, still anxious about her, wasiagiag the drawn look on
the sallow, age-lined features, the dark eyes tdpwith wrath.

‘Jeannie would never have agreed to marry me,gGvas saying. "Your
ambitions could never have materialised.’

‘Jeannie is of an age when she could be made @s dbe was told!

‘The custom of arranged marriages died long agas @raig's smooth
rejoinder. 'Jeannie has a will of her own.’



And she would use it, thought Lorna, wondering whase two would have
to say were they to know that Jeannie was engagedd of Craig's estate
tenants.

'l suppose,' said Mrs Lamond softly, 'you feel yeuriumphed over me?'
Craig's mouth went tight and his voice sharpened.

'I've already told you, Lorna and | are in love.’

His grandmother looked at him sceptically but saathing. Craig became
restless and soon he was saying that he and Laustba leaving. The old
woman's lips twisted as she looked across at Lorna.

'I'm supposed to release you, | suppose?"

'My wife doesn't go out to work," submitted Craggsturing towards her,
then to the door. 'Come on, darling. I'll get ofé&oandmother's maids to
pack your belongings and have them delivered tacdisde.’

Lorna paused, preferring to pack her own thingsweéier, the implacable
eyes that looked into hers seemed to deter her &muing, and once more

she was reminded that Craig's wishes were the thia¢svould always be
adhered to.



CHAPTER SEVEN

LORNA's clothes and other possessions arrived later ird#tye Craig had
apologised to Lorna for having to be away for a Fewirs but assured her he
would get his business over just as quickly asdwddc There had been a
telephone call just after they had arrived at thstle after visiting Mrs
Lamond, and Lorna rather thought that it was thal evhich had
necessitated her husband's absence so soon &itewddding. However,
the arrival of her belongings gave her somethindd@nd for a couple of
hours she was unpacking and finding places foryévielrg. Two massive
wardrobes took up some considerable space alongahef the bedroom,
and she gave a wry grimace on seeing her few andsdresses in one of
them, while the other was left completely empty.r legher articles of
clothing were put away in the drawers and whenhsttefinished she went
into the adjoining bedroom and stood looking arou@dhig had earlier
shown her the rooms, saying that he was alreaahg ukis second one, but
as she had taken but a cursory glance she now doak®und her with
interest. It was typically a man's bedroom, witmassive four-poster bed,
undraped, a huge wardrobe and a sort of antiqust obsembling a tallboy.
By the bed was an antique cabinet, with an ormahpl on it and a brass
carriage clock. She saw two doors, one of whichlsteav led to Craig's
bathroom. The other, she discovered, opened idtessing-room of outsize
proportions. She stared at the walk-in wardrobeksveondered if they were
all filled with clothes.

She had just returned to the other bedroom whehesdug a step outside the
door and heard her husband's voice calling,

‘Lorna, are you there?' The door knob turned asdéimee time and he walked
in, his face dark and grim, with vivid crimson Igheunning upwards from
his mouth.

'Is something wrong?' she wanted to know, a sinf@eing in the pit of her
stomach.

'‘Nothing that should interest you, Lorna,’ he mgliwith unmoved
countenance. 'So you've settled in all right?’



'Yes." A surge of uneasiness swept right througtahd she felt she wanted
to cry. Nerves again, she concluded, moving towdmrels husband and
managing to produce a smile.

'Hold me, Craig,’ she pleaded. 'I'm so confused-+anall what | should be
on my wedding day.’

He opened his arms and soon her fears were dinmgish the comfort of
his embrace.

'What's worrying you, darling?'

She lifted her head from his shoulder to look ihi® eyes. They seemed
hard, and his mouth was a tight, compressed ligefate grim and austere.

'l love you," she whispered, 'but—but—I don't knidw+if you love m-me.’

It was not at all what she had intended to say heading the words she was
uttering she felt shocked. What a thing to say ¢o husband on their
wedding day!

'Silly child," he murmured with amused tolerantshall soon be showing
you whether | love you or not.'

She smiled then, but fears and doubts persisteg.didm't he kiss her with
more ardour, hold her more lovingly and possesgiBerhaps he was tired,
or perhaps the business he had been conductiniggeaitroublesome.

Dinner was a happy meal, though, with the maidiyrgaing to town with
flowers and candles and bringing out all the vezgtiporcelain and glass.
Georgian silver gleamed in the candlelight, and sadsic drifted down
from speakers high on the walls.

Lorna had to smile as she reflected on the astor@shof the servants at the
castle, only James, the butler, remaining stoligigffected.

'l wish you happy, sir,' he had said without so mas a smile. 'It is good,
sir, that you have married.'



'What are you thinking of to make you smile so emtimgly?' Craig,
immaculate in white shirt and dinner jacket, sptukkis wife from the other
side of the table.

'l was thinking of the shock all your servants reed when you sprang our
marriage upon them.'

'‘Some of them would know about it at least a fewrbdeforehand, seeing
that it was held in the chapel.’

'‘But the chapel's away at the other side of thermpts. | think only Mr and
Mrs Wentworth would know.’

‘The two who attended us? You will call them Mardmal Ted." At the hint
of arrogance in his voice Lorna coloured. Meeklye staid yes, she
understood that she was to call the servants eiblyetheir Christian
names—depending on how long they had been at gtéeczor by their
surnames. All the gardeners, for instance, mustddressed by their
surnames, as none of them had been with Craig doe than three years.

'l don't know how | shall get used to this hugecpleCraig. You'll have to be
very patient with my mistakes." Her voice, low gidading, reflected the
troubled expression in her eyes, and for a long eminshe felt her
husband's attention focused on her, a half frowhistrow. She heard him
give a small sigh, but then he smiled at her, asrnéassurance.

'Don't worry too much," he advised, reaching oubtah the hand that lay
on the table. 'You'll soon become quite adept eigone mistress here.' The
half frown reappeared; Lorna had the absurd semwsafibeing unwanted!

What was the matter with her? she was asking Hensghtiently. It was no
excuse to blame it all on nerves!

'l wish | could relax," she said, taking one of trasty bread rolls Craig
offered her. 'l feel all tensed up and | can't akpivhy.'

His eyes flickered strangely.



‘Tensed up? Perhaps it's because of that intemvigwmy grandmother. It
must have been rather trying for you." He was watcher intently, his
expression unfathomable.

'It was trying, as you say,' she agreed. 'l fedtadful, letting her down like

that.' She had wanted to get away from her emp|ayet at times there was
an urgency to do so, but never had she imaginedvehé&l leave without

giving in her notice. 'l don't expect she'll evpeak to me again.’

Craig said nothing to that, and for the rest of teal he chatted to her,
explaining things she might be interested in regarther new home, with
some items of its history thrown in. Many timesdagd something to make
her smile or laugh and very soon she had forgatldmer fears, revelling in
the luxury of the meal and of her surroundings.nlaolooked lovingly at
Craig all the time, and was content when he gave lsenile that seemed to
be a reciprocation of her own feelings.

They strolled in the castle grounds after dinneoyna somehow torn
between excited anticipation and a sort of heagimgsch, she realised, had
been there all through dinner, but subconsciously.

Craig seemed to be so far away at times, coming tealser only when she
said something that made him realise that he otogbhe giving her more
attention.

However, in a shadowed place away from the lighte@castle, he took her
in his arms and for several ecstatic moments she/kthe demanding fire of
his ardency.

'‘Come, sweet, let's go in," he murmured in a veilceating with desire. This
is no time for being outdoors.’

She was undressed and standing before the mioobiag her hair, when
he came into the bedroom, clad in a dark silk dingsgown, open at the
front to reveal the fact that he wore only pyjamoausers. Aware of her own
scanty attire—a diaphanous shortie nightdress wiéth little to the

imagination —Lorna coloured delicately and lowehed head. He came in



slowly, devouring every curve of her body, and ttiod hairbrush from her
fingers.

She glanced up into his face, then gave a littveand gasp at his harsh,
contemptuous expression. No, it couldn't be! Shestmhe mistaken,
imagining things! As if aware of her sudden doubtaig smiled and drew
her close, fondling her hair, her face and the lipweirve of her throat.
Without speaking he lifted her up and carried betht big wide bed which
had been turned down by one of the maids. Lornezthwas beating
overrate as his hands roved, caressing every adver quivering body. A
great surge of desperate longing swept over hbdeagushed her breasts,
pressing the nipples between his hard fingers.

'‘God, but you're desirable, Lorna!" he breathed,rhouth like fire on her
lips, his hands roving to more intimate placege 'tiever wanted a woman as
| want you at this moment!'

Want... Why hadn't he said he loved her? She thdogla moment that she
would insist that he said it, then squirmed atitlea. He dichotlove her. In
this—what should have been the first of many dalisi interludes in their
married life—she knew without any doubts at alt the did not love her.

She twisted beneath him, wanting to speak, but svtaited her, crushed by
disillusionment. Craig meant to make love to had heached a point of no
return, so any protest on her part, any attempat sthowdown, would be
ignored.

Why had he married her? She was asking this evdmasg discarded the
only two garments he wore, he lay down beside 8be would ask him
tomorrow. ...

Tomorrow...Tears stung her eyes, but he failed tacaphis face being
buried between the warm curves of her breastsc&hld not respond to his
lovemaking at first and he seemed to become faarityry. She was afraid
of him, and when he ordered her to caress him atiéchobey. And then his
body was on hers, his dominance arrogantly displeg® he took her
without one word of endearment leaving his lips.



Lorna lay awake for hours after Craig was breattsmgothly, obviously
enjoying an untroubled sleep. What had she donefe Mhaoportant, what
moves must she made to undo it? Why had Craig edkiner? Why had she
allowed him to rush her into it? Was it eagernedsdve her employer that
had influenced her? So many questions scatteraa abber brain, not one
of which she could answer.

She turned, tossing about, feeling she would gneghang to be free again,
on her own, in a bed where there would be no ctsthat she did not want.

At last she slept, but fitfully, and she was awalgain as the sun came up.
She turned her head, saw the dark contented faberdiusband and fury
rose within her.

An hour later, after she had bathed and dressed, veéas by the
dressing-table, saying over her shoulder,

'Perhaps, Craig, you'll tell me why you married h@&##e watched him in the
mirror, saw the slow sneer that flitted acrosshisisdsome face, noticed the
casual manner in which he raised himself up onllaowe the better to see
her.

'So you know | don't love you?' His steely gazeemashanged as his eyes
met hers through the mirror. 'lIt was inevitablegisg that you're such a
clever woman. What puzzles me about you is whytgold up such a noble
profession as nursing. | should have thought ybaite seen the advantage
of an altogether different career.’

She swung around, a silver-backed hairbrush irnaed which she had the
greatest difficulty in not flinging at him. She seed not to be feeling any
pain even though her heart was near breaking. mbermg arrogance of
him, the implication of his hateful words, the td&éek of emotion when his

first sentence was spoken ... all these robbedftfeeling; it was like being

numbed, but aware that pain, excruciating and pg#d, would be the
aftermath of this lack of feeling within her.

'You can keep your insults, Craig! All that intdsesne at the moment is
your reason for marrying me.'



'l married you," he replied slowly, 'in order tomdrt my grandmother.
You're well aware now that she was changing hdrivijour favour. She
had already seen her lawyer and asked him to dpathel new will. For
myself, I'm indifferent, although I'd have done #myg in my power to
prevent you succeeding in your avaricious intentio® added unpleasantly.
'However, the change of will would have affected coysin and | wasn't
having that! Jeannie's mother lost everything,that's no reason why the
girl who would have been her heir should also I&a@ndmother's will at
present benefits both Jeannie and me; had she ethanthen we'd both
have lost everything, to you. As it is now, Grandneo will never leave her
fortune to you, simply because she knows it wowehéually come to me
—when she dies, that is. She'll now make Jeannisdie beneficiary, and
that's as it should be, since her mother ought &vehinherited
Grandmother's wealth.’

He looked down into Lorna's pale face and for atiley instant there
seemed to be regret written there. But then the&kmas drawn again and
there was a merciless quality in his voice as hiedd'You're a no-good,
Lorna, so you've received only what you deserveu ¥wew Gilbert over

when Grandmother offered you a life of luxury; waulived like a lady, and
although you gave back the present she made yaasibnly another move
in your little game. You believed | was falling lmve with you and as you
had no idea that Grandmother's fortune might ewadiytibe yours, you

decided to marry me. Don't put on that strickenresgion, Lorna," he
sneered, 'it won't work. I'd never be deceived iwanan like you.' He

paused, but she could find nothing to say as $beé to go over all he had
told her. 'My only regret is that I've had to sce myself in marrying you.

But we can do something about that, later, whem@rether dies.’

He half-turned from her and she stood looking atdrrogant profile, still
unable to speak as she continued to ponder alhties&id. He had used her
for his own ends, thwarting his grandmother who inéehded using her for
her own ends. Lorna suddenly hated both of them d.<he hated Gilbert
even more. She had been made a pawn, somethirggdodhed around to
suit the whims and wishes of others. She swallowedngry that the idea
of trying to defend herself never presented itselfer. What \ good would it
do anyway? Craig had no love for her, so why botberlear herself? He
had his own ideas concerning her character, basgohaily on Gilbert's
lies, and she had the sound conviction that thdsasi were firmly set and



that nothing she could do or say would clear hdéreinhusband's eyes. How
very right Jeff had been! —both about the old ladg her grandson.

'Have you nothing to say?' Craig's voice driftedotiyh her unhappy
thoughts and she looked at him, noticing even nlogv dttraction of his

features, the way his hair, tousled from contath wie pillow, fell on to his

forehead. Despite her hatred for what he had doneet she could not
remain immune to his magnetism; it drew her, st $ha was vitally aware
of the deep love she had for him, a love surpadsynigr anything she had
felt for Gilbert.

'I've nothing to say to you at present,’ she mashagyéength, amazed at the
calmness of her voice. It would probably misleadn,hishe thought
mechanically, but as his opinion of her could netdme any lower she did
not let the circumstance trouble her. In fact, sfes still in a sort of
wraith-like void where feelings were almost totalcking in strength—
yes, she knew a hatred for those who had usedbérthe numbness
remained for the most part. It was, she decidethesioing like delayed
shock after an accident or some other calamityn8oor later she would
begin tofeel,and to suffer. 'l shall have to think what | mdet' she added
finally, seeing the sudden lift to his straightldarows.

"You're not thinking of leaving me." A statemendamt a question too. He
seemed anxious, as if he did not want her to Iéawe And all at once she
realised that this was understandable, since ildveveal so much to his
grandmother—in fact, it would reveal everythingarting his schemes to
thwart her in her plans to change her will. 'I"ready said | must think what
to do. | might leave you--'

'You can't! You shan't!'

'So you're troubled, are you?' It was Lorna's torproduce a sneer. '‘Don't
you think, Craig, that it would have been more nidor you to have kept
up the deception a while longer? Or perhaps itav@srible strain for you to
act as if you loved me when in reality you—you heldam-me—' Her voice
failed her, caught by the terrible lump that wasg in her throat. 'You said
you knew | loved you, but that too was a ruse, wash How little he knew
that he had hit on the truth even though he wasaatpart. ‘Well,' she said



presently, determined to strike back at him, 'yoow that | don't love you
... and never could!

He shrugged, his glance of indifference a knifesting in her heart.

'We've both benefited by the marriage,’ he saidhawed by the brightness
suddenly appearing in her lovely eyes. 'l shallbefound too mean, when
the time comes for us to say goodbye.'

She looked at him mistily, her instant reactiorbéa swift denial that she
wanted anything from him. But she was so hurt ghat could only think of
retaliation and she flung at him the firm assertloat she would fight for her
rights.

'l shall demand a share in your capital and yocwonme!" she added-in tones
sharp with anger. 'The law looks after the divoraede these days,
remember. It might cost you dear for thisl—espégi#l Mrs Lamond
leaves everything to Jeannie, as you believe she Without giving him
time to reply she flounced past him to the dooremghshe turned to throw
her parting shot. 'l might just go to your grandhsst and tell her
everything...

'‘By God, you won't!"" With a cat-like leap he waside her, gripping her
wrist so painfully that she cried out. 'Do thatfeyiand I'll make you smart
for a month!" He would, too, she decided, her hpatinding against her
ribs. 'Take good care, Lorna,' he warned in a nqudgter voice, but one that
was still as menacing. "You scarcely know me—andtwiou don't know

about me is something damned unpleasant—do | magkelficlear?”

'Perfectly clear,’ she answered, staring disbelgyiat the crimson blotch
left on her wrist by the pressure of his thumbwdiuld bruise, she thought
dazedly, wondering how she could have fallen irelasth a man who was
as cruel as the barbarians from whose ancesteah&rhad sprung.

Craig avoided her for the rest of the day, beingyat lunch time when she
went to the dining-room for her midday meal. Natttbhe felt like it, but she



was being careful—for the present until she hateddnerself out—not to

do anything that would appear strange in the eydébeoservants. All the

morning she had been going over everything Crad $aad, unravelling

more of the tangled skeins of the mystery whichlsdeknever believed she
would solve, but which had been solved for her ley husband this

morning. She had strolled into the grounds, famftbe castle itself, and had
found a quiet place beside a little burn and satdon a convenient boulder
and begun at the beginning when Gilbert had seemieel hiding something

from her.

He had obviously told his friend that his grandneothad made Lorna a
generous offer of a ‘cushy' job and Lorna, luredthy money and the
leisurely life, had not hesitated to throw him ov@raig had consequently
despised her even before she arrived in Scotlanshe now understood his
manner with her on that first day when he had drikrer from the railway
station to his grandmother's home. From then omdtk not hesitated to
throw out scornful barbs at her whenever they iHethad obviously heard
from his grandmother the threat to make Lorna hereficiary if he and
Jeannie remained adamant regarding her wisheswiyreld bird had not
had any qualms about using Lorna, but Lorna wasund illusions that the
old woman would carry out her threat and make Ldr@aheiress. In fact,
she had already gone a long way to doing just #tet:had seen her lawyer.
The gifts—well, Lorna could see why she wanted ite dier some of the
family jewels. It was to prove to Craig that sheamewhat she said
regarding her intentions towards Lorna. Craig herdained firmly against
obeying the old woman and, made of the particutasksthat she was, it had
riled her to the point where she had resigned Heseutting him off, but
she had also intended cutting Jeannie of as wetlastardly act, seeing that
Jeannie knew of her grandmother's wish that sheCaagy would marry;
she knew nothing of the threat to cut them outesfwill.

Craig had condemned Lorna for coming here, and —ls®
supposed—ingratiating herself with the old lady foe sole purpose of
profit.

What Craig did not know was that she, Lorna, wawgter have accepted
the legacy and therefore both he and his cousirdiMtave come into what
was rightly theirs.



Bitterness became Lorna's one consuming emoti@vjrig room for no
others. She knew she would always love Craig bdt i@ intention of
allowing it to ruin her whole life. Her professias a nurse had inured her to
some extent against adversity, since she had cgnagainst the troubles
and distress of others all the time. She wouldesw¥er this, but she was
determined to recover from it. Life would go on;eskvould be free
eventually, and although at this moment she fattage she would never
ever look at a man again, she did realise that tiag the most effective
healer.

Craig put in an appearance just before dinner-tieana was in the
bedroom, having just taken a shower and got dressediong skirt and
evening blouse of coral lace.

She turned as he entered from the other bedrooimeling round on the
dressing-stool.

'Did you have a good day?' she asked with the elelib intention of being
politely conversational.

'Fair. I'd some business with my factor.’
'‘And | expect you saw your grandmother?"
His eyes glinted for a brief space.

'What makes you suppose that? Have you been oweet®dower House
today?'

She shook her head.
'No, but | rather thought she would have sent tar.y
'l saw her yesterday, after our visit.'

So that was where he had gone, and that was whappeared to be angry
when he returned. They had had a quarrel, obviously



'Did you tell her that you'd got married in hastetfsat she wouldn't change
her will?'

'l did not! What exactly are you getting at?' Hesvgganding in the doorway,
a formidable figure in riding jacket and a blackmeck sweater. 'I'd told her
we married because we were in love.'

'She didn't believe you and you know it. Howevkattsn't important, is it?
She had a heart attack and it was then that ydisedayou would have to
marry me quickly, as she could have changed héawd then died, leaving
me her legatee. So you assumed an attitude ofitbomtrapologising for
being so hateful to me over that gift when you'figed to believe that |
wasn't a mercenary, grasping woman who intendeddadtl she could get
her hands on. Yes, Craig, you realised you'd haebange towards me, and
| like a fool took it all in." She stopped, awahaitt she had spoken as if she
cared for him, which was the last impression shetedto give. 'At least,’
she amended swiftly, 'you were under the impresianl took it all in, but
of course, as | was scheming too, | had to maéppear that | was taking it
all in." Again, she stopped, this time because las Woking at her so
strangely.

'‘Aren't you getting rather muddled?' he said withoald inflection in his
voice. 'Did you take it in or didn't you?'

'l pretended | did." She turned away, profoundlysmious of his close
scrutiny, his eyes registering a question, andhsiteno intention of giving
away the hurt she was feeling, or the lie she wiigg as a result of it.

'l see...'He spoke softly, and without warning hektber chin in his hand
and made her face him. Lorna compressed her lyasyikg that it was often
the mouth—and not the eyes—that could reflect aqreés feelings. It was
another thing that she had learned in her occupasoa nurse. People in
pain, whether it be physical or mental, often motresr lips convulsively.
Craig's compelling gaze held hers for a long monserd then, without
warning, he bent his head and kissed her hard@mtuth. She kept hers
tight, and the action angered him to the extent ligaswung her into his
arms, imprisoning her so that there was no estape he pressed his mouth
sensually to hers, arrogantly compelling her ta per lips by the sheer pain



he inflicted in the process. His lips were hotinfir her with a desire she
strove vainly and desperately to fight. He laugbeftly and with triumph as
she pressed to him, curving her yielding body egressure of his hand on
her back.

'It's almost dinner-time," he sighed, glancingiatviatch. 'Pity. However, in
a few hours--'

'Do you suppose | want you making love to me nehé& blazed, breaking
from him and running to the other side of the rotfou can forget it!" she

added. 'I'm not a convenience for you! | believe've someone else who
might oblige!’

'Someone --!" Craig stared at her, his eyes abM#®at do you know about
someone else?"'

‘The woman whose father has the estate adjoiningsyoyou'd have
married her if you hadn't of necessity had to maney | wonder what she's
going to say when she returns from her trip abroad?

'So the gossips have had their tongues waggingyaunde listened. Was it
Katie, or that young man you became friendly with?'

'It doesn't matter. What | was saying was thatnohwilling to sleep with
you any more. | don't want you—get that!'

You'll sleep with me all right,' he told her irvary soft voice. "You married
me for what you could get. By your own admission yatend to get all the
law can give—later, when we're divorced." He spokéow, threatening
tones, approaching her as he did so. '‘And so, my ypu'll give me
something in return.' He was near her, suffocagiisgl, and as she tried to
dodge past him he caught her by the waist, swingergclose, arching her
body till she thought her back would break. 'THeb& no shirking, Lorna,
and the sooner you accept that the better it wilfdy you!" His mouth was
close; she twisted about, fighting him with eveitydb strength she had. But
it was futile; he possessed her mouth with brutedgance, not drawing
away until she was fighting for breath. 'A lessam you," he told her



unpleasantly. 'l advise you to learn it, for yowrnogood. I'm your master
and it's my will that you'll regard.’

'l won't sleep with you!" she cried when presestig was free. 'l shall not!

'We'll see.’ Again he glanced at his watch. ‘€# gou at the dinner-table,' he
said, and disappeared into his room.

Lorna stood irresolute, her whole body shaking. ddrdedly Craig could
awaken desires in her so strong that she could mesest him. And yet she
felt sullied even by the vision of his mastering,heompelling her to
respond to his lovemaking. How well he read herk Soloured with
humiliation, putting cool hands to her cheeks agalising after a moment
that there were tears dropping on to them. Whatskasto do? Run away?
But where would she go at this time of the evenifmb@re were neither
trains nor buses, and she had no other form ofpi@n She felt trapped,
desperate for a means of escape. But as the momassed she was
accepting that there was none—at least, not tonighthe morning, though,
she would leave, go back to her aunt and uncléhfotime being. She had
written them a letter telling of her marriage badhnot yet posted it; she
decided not to tell them she was married. There neaseed for them to
know because as soon as she could she would lbawe again— find
herself a flat or room somewhere. The divorce, witezame, would go
through quietly and they need never know she had lezen married.

'l wouldn't use his name anyway,' she was sayitmjda when Craig
re-entered the room.

'What was that?' he demanded, giving her a darkliage.
'‘Nothing that would interest you!" she snapped.
"You were saying something about not using my naifey was that?'

He was curious to know the idea behind the worts. I&ad no intention of
telling him what was in her mind.

'l merely said that, once we've parted, | sha@tyasr name.'



He looked searchingly at her.
'l don't believe that was what you meant, Lorna said.

'Do | care what you believe or don't believe?' Blo&ed at the clock on the
bedside cabinet. 'It's time we were going downhyWave you been
crying?' he asked, ignoring her words.

'l haven't been crying,’ she was swift to deny.rélsesomething wrong with
my eyes; they've been watering.’

His keen scrutiny remained on her for a long monbefibre he spoke.

You're a puzzle to me, Lorna,' he said with a loofcasperity. 'Are you all
bad, | wonder?’

'As far as you're concerned, yes. I'm all bad!’

'Which is in itself a denial.’

'Interpret it the way you wish. | couldn't careheit way.'
'l wonder...'he murmured strangely. 'l wonder if yeu:?'

'If I'm in love with you?' She laughed harshly aaiv him frown. 'Women
of my brand don't do anything so stupid as falim¢pve, Craig!

Silence, long and profound. Craig seemed undecmgehing his mouth to
speak, then closing it again. 'You're right abaut going down to dinner,’
was all he said, and he led the way to the door.

The meal was delicious, the wine heady. Candlesflameers abounded
again, the servants providing the romantic setivigch they in their
ignorance felt was necessary. Lorna, sitting ogpdsr husband, watched
him intently, aware of some change in him, butangfe so slight that it was
impossible to say what it was. He was quiet, thélughand his eating was
often mechanical. Had his grandmother been sayingpthing disturbing to
him? Or was it something on the estate--? Lornasbtott her musings,



instinctively knowing that she was on the wrongutjot wave. It was
something very personal to himself that was affiechier husband, and to
her amazement she found herself wishing he woubdid® in her, let her
help him sort out whatever it was that troubled .hihe glanced at her and
she wanted so much to smile, but instead she lod&eah at her plate, and
began to eat her fish. The music was playing, tkeatsof roses drifted over
the table, the candlelight was golden. Suddenly whs full up inside,
achingly aware of the void where companionship otghave been, of the
absence of happy conversation between them ,ofghd endearments they
ought to have been passing to each other hadtizeirage been one born of
love. Tears stung her lids, but she fought thenk.b@raig looked at her and
said,

"You're not thinking of leaving me, are you, Lorha?
She gave a perceptible start and saw his look beqmrceptive.
"You don't expect me to stay, do you?' she asked.

He frowned as he said, 'You can't leave me yetwiole Grandmother
lives.'

'Mrs Lamond could live to be a hundred,' she retdrut had her doubts,
now that the old lady had had that last attack.

'l don't believe she'll last the year out," he saitd something in his tone
made her say,

"You were with the doctor after the attack. What ke tell you? You said
she was going to be all right, but...'

He nodded.

"You've guessed. The doctor didn't say she wagydgoibe all right. He said
in fact that she could go any time.'

'‘Any time... So | was right when | said that you'debeforced to move
quickly, to marry me without delay.'



'Of course; I've not attempted to deny it.'
'So the will hasn't been altered? You and Jeannistdl her heirs?'

‘At the moment, but | expect she'll lose no timeutting me out. Jeannie
will get everything.'

Lorna said nothing. Craig was gloating, probabhd &eeling satisfied with
himself for disclosing to her that she was to hiagen the heiress to a vast
fortune. Well, let him bask in his satisfaction!elfact was that she had lost
nothing, simply because she would never have aedeptpenny of the
money, but Craig would never know this, for she ldonever tell him,
knowing that he would merely sneer and tell hergag lying.



CHAPTER EIGHT

THE next morning Lorna rose very early, bathed ands#é, then went
down to peruse the telephone directory. She wohlwhe for a taxi later,
when Craig had gone out to see his factor. Shechbpewvould stay away
long enough for her to make her escape unhindaretishe was optimistic
about this because the estate was so vast, covegiwgyal thousands of
acres of grouse moors alone, that Craig could be @mr hours.

At breakfast she and Craig said little to one aethut several times she
caught him looking at her, an odd expression offidus. Last night she had
gone to him willingly, and she supposed he was lpdzas to why she had
not put up a fight after what she had said eaalgut not sleeping with him.
He said, after a while,

'What are you going to do with yourself today, La?h
Her lashes fluttered down.

'l expect | shall read, or perhaps take a long watku——? Shall you be
away all morning?'

'Until about eleven, that's all.’

Eleven— So if she had the taxi come at ten thermghdd be away long
before he returned.

As soon as he left she phoned the taxi firm and the railway station,
being fairly certain there was a train to Londoms@here around midday.

'Eleven fifty-five,' she heard the clerk sayingdaatiter thanking her Lorna
went upstairs to pack. The maid had already domedbm, so there was no
danger of Lorna's being interrupted. All went walhd her suitcases were
packed and standing by the door when she rememhbdyeatelet that must
have been left at the Dower House. It was gold,athlg really valuable

piece of jewellery she possessed. It had been govéer by an old lady, a
friend of her aunt who had since died. Lorna stioeidre the dressing-table,
a frown of indecision on her forehead. Should shamgd collect it, or write



to Mrs Lamond asking for it to be posted on to Hesfha could understand
how it came to be missed by the maid who did hekipag, for she, Lorna,
had put it, in its box, at the back of a high slelthe wardrobe.

'Oh dear, what shall | do?' She had about twentutas before the arrival
of the taxi... but it might come early. Howeverestecided to go and collect
the bracelet, calculating that if she ran all tley/where and back she would
manage it quite comfortably. But supposing she iwtsrupted and kept
talking by Katie?—or even Mrs Lamond? There wasnetve possibility
that her former employer would keep her talking—givher the telling off
which she thought she deserved—but Lorna rathengtiiothe woman
would not even see her.

She arrived at the front entrance breathless, aasl nelieved to see the
housekeeper open the door.

She explained what had happened; the housekeep#roffeat once to
collect the bracelet, but before she returned Katigeared and said, in a *
very loud and excited voice,

'Oh, whata fortunate thing for you to be here, Miss—I mears-MIt's-the
old lady! She's justcollapsed and | was going tosgene help and then run
over to the castle to tell Mr Craig--But you'll &al look at her, won't you,
Mrs Lamond?' Katie coloured slightly as she spokenh's married name,
but Lorna was not taking any notice of the girly beain counting the
minutes in a sort of feverish indecision. 'Andfitch Mr Craig.'

'l can't, Katie.

Can't— Shecould see the old lady. All Lorna's professional obligas
came to the forefront of her mind and she stepjpstithe girl, asking as she
did if Mrs Lamond was in her boudoir.

'Yes, and she's very ill""

Lorna spared her a swift look; the girl was excitechopeful. Suddenly it

was pity Lorna was feeling for the woman whosertita it had been to use
her, for she would end her long life without anyeegretting her passing.



Not one of her servants cared if she died this teinkiatie, and most likely
others, wanted her to die, expectantly believirgytivould be left a legacy.

As Katie said, Mrs Lamond was very ill. She gasfmdoreath and Lorna
heard it even before she got anywhere near the.rétanlips were dark
purple, her eyes glazed and staring.

But she recognised Lorna as soon as she appro#duohéiy sofa on which
she lay, her head against the cushions.

"You! Who brought you here?' she demanded, herevbarsh despite its
weak tone.

'l just happened to come for something that haa e behind,’ Lorna

explained gently. 'Mrs Lamond, I'm phoning for thector. Katie's gone to
fetch your grandson.' She phoned at once, andeaseplaced the receiver
Mrs Lamond said,

"Your husband, eh?' The old lady actually triedase herself up, but Lorna
firmly kept her where she was. She was all condemthe woman's case
was grave, very grave. The taxi coming... And Kgbing to fetch Craig... It
seemed very much as if there was to be a showdatlrher husband, since
it was now impossible that she could leave withaatknowing. Oh, well,
she thought resignedly, it didn't matter all thatam She intended leaving
anyway, and she could not conceive how he couldepteher from doing
SO.

Mrs Lamond was speaking, her accents so weak tiraalhad difficulty in
catching what she said.

"You—did m-me a dastardly—trick—after all I'd d-aoror you--' The
voice cracked to silence and Lorna, her hand on Mmnond's wrist,
watched anxiously, fearing the end was so closenigher the doctor nor
Craig would arrive in time.

‘Just try to relax,’ she advised when she sawNhlatLamond was again
trying to speak. 'Craig will be here directly--'



'l don't want Craig—I hate him for going against mishes. And—and
you—betrayer that—y-you are--' A gasp that was alnaodeep-rooted sob
escaped her, but even yet again she rallied andiado continue, 'You let
him—him persuade you to m-marry him, and | suppgse believed he
loved you?' A laugh escaped through the tight, papps and when she
spoke again her articulation seemed almost norivall, you're going to
get your deserts, my girl! He doesn't love younfearied you because he
knew | intended to make you my heiress! He's alwdigbked you—and
he's had reason. He was jealous of the way | tteate. | brought you here
to use you ' She broke off, gasping for breath.nhosaid quietly,
smoothing the wispy hair from her damp forehead,

'Don't talk any more, Mrs Lamond. | know everythirypu see, because
Craig told me himself that he married me to spitel.y She paused a
moment, looking down at her, pity mixing incongrstyu with intense
dislike. 'You had no right to decide to give awayfortune to a stranger.
You inherited it in the first place and it was f@ur own family, not a total
stranger like me.'

‘Conscientious, eh?' A weak laugh broke. 'l woriidgou're really sincere. |
expect Craig believes you married him for money position, but he could
be wrong. But no matter,' she added impatientig.niot going to worry me
because I'm at the end. However, I've got the diettte three of you. I've
had my lawyer here early this morning—eight o'clogkich made that
wench Katie curious, I'll bet! I've left my money¢harity!"

'‘Charity!" gasped Lorna disbelievingly. '‘But yountado a thing like that!

What about Jeannie?' She was almost in tears, isuraay distressed at
the ideLa of Jeannie being cut out of the will caztgdly. "You must alter it

again--

'What about Jeannie, you say?' the old woman spgatShe's another who's
let me down! Gone the way of her wretched mothdrgot herself engaged
to a mere labourer!

Lorna stared in sheer dismay.

'How do you know about the engagement?' she asked.



"Youknow about it?' queried Mrs Lamond curiously/amatria nodded.
"Yes—but how do you come to know?"

'Katie; who else would delve into the doings of gngnddaughter and come
out with the secrets ? She had the nerve to telboethough | was grateful

to her | cut her out of my will! She's always exigeca nice little legacy,

but..." Her voice trailed and she gave a weak lgdsp. The next moment
Lorna knew that she was going into a coma. Craiget just as she lost
consciousness and the doctor was only secondsdkimm

'She'll not come out of the coma,’ he stated, sigakis head. 'She could last
for a few hours or even days, but she'll neveriregansciousness.'

Immediately he had gone Craig helped Lorna to gegifandmother to bed.
The housekeeper also lent a hand, looking stolilsanious, and if she felt
any emotion she hid it effectively beneath the taask.

'How do you come to be here?' Craig wanted to kadwen, having left

Katie sitting by her mistress's bed, they were lwotthe sitting-room. 'You

came in order to talk to my grandmother?"

So he hadn't seen the taxi-driver, obviously. Katest have found him
before she reached the castle.

'l came for a bracelet which got left when my pagkivas done.’

'l see. Very fortunate that you did happen to ke he

'l couldn't do anything," Lorna said indifferentl§ghe was conscious, and
talkative at times, but | saw at once that her @amrmwas serious. | merely

phoned for the doctor while Katie went to find ydinere was nothing else |

could do for your grandmother.’

'She was talkative, you say?"

Lorna nodded her head.



'‘Sometimes her voice was not very clear,' shemetlevasively, 'and | had
difficulty in catching her words."

His dark eyes fixed hers steadily, suspicion inrtharrowed depths.
‘Are you hiding something, Lorna?"

'She talked mainly about you, but she told me owlyat | already
knew—that you'd married me to spite her, and toersake | didn't benefit
from her will.'

'Did she mention anything about changing her will?'

Lorna hesitated, for some indefinable reason Idatkell Craig that the
money that had caused all the trouble was goiradpéoity. He would know
soon enough, of course, but Lorna had no wish thiéene to tell him. For
one thing, she could not regard herself as onleeofamily, even though she
was married to Craig. Her marriage seemed a vagdeeamporary thing
that should never have happened; it would end aadrthey would both be
as free as they were before. Despite her bittesrags that she meant to
make him pay, she had no intention of taking omepdrom him. She had
managed to live very comfortably before and she levalo so again,
depending on no one but herself and her abilityrtwide for all her needs.

He was regarding her searchingly and she said tiadog casual manner,

'She did say something about a will, but as | dzed speech was very bad at
times.'

It seemed that he would pursue the subject, bubtoa's relief he decided
not to do so.

‘There's nothing we can do here,' he said, 'so ightras well go home.’

Home— She swallowed hard, her throat constrictaainel— The castle
was not her home and he knew it. She said huskily,



'I'm leaving you, Craig. I'd have been gone alrei&dlyis hadn't happened.
I'd phoned for a taxi, which was to arrive at téclazk. | came here for the
bracelet--' She stopped, spreading her handstakheill have gone, and in

any case I've missed the train, but I'm leavingtfus same. | can stay in an
hotel for tonight and travel to London tomorrow.'

She turned away to hide her expression, but hegbtduwer round to face
him, gripping her wrist so tightly that she winced.

"You'd planned to leave this morning?' he saidhigrs
'Yes, Craig, | had.'

He released her and she moved away to the othepkttie room and stood
with her face half turned to the window. Rising iagathe hills the outline
of the ancient castle appeared dark and forbiddirige its owner, thought
Lorna, glancing at him.

'So you're a shirker as well as the rest," heaatemptuously. 'You married
me for money and now you're not willing to give #mgg in return '
He cut off suddenly, staring at her with a narrowede. 'There's something
about you that | can't fathom, no matter how I'try.

‘Then don't try," she recommended, her voice cechbse she was very
successfully managing to hold her emotions in ch&k the tears were
close and the weight in her heart was almost a ipllysensation, a
sickening, despairing ache which she felt wouldendighten. 'It's scarcely
important that you understand me, is it, seeintydba marriage is already
finished.’

Craig swallowed hard, as if clearing something wnmicotable from his
throat.

"You can't leave yet,' he said, and now his voi@s \uiet, persuasive
almost. 'Wait until Grandmother goes--'

'Why? What difference will it make?' She staretiat curiously. "You don't
really want me, so why the reluctance to let meé go?



'Don’t want you?' His eyes roved her body, darkseyed sensuous in their
expression. 'I've said you're the most beautifuman I've ever met. Of
course | want you ... and you want me, physically.’'

She coloured hotly and turned from him. He cameszcthe room with
three or four swift strides and caught her in himsbefore she had time
even to grasp what he was about. Her head wad tiéek; she stared
fascinated into his eyes as his head came downlyslhis lips seeming to
thicken as they parted, meeting hers in a longpassessively brutal kiss.
She struggled even while ecstasy swept througlasiéis hand sought and
crushed one firm and tender breast. His other nasdon her back, sliding
down beneath the waistband of her skirt.

'‘Leave me," she implored, 'let me alone.’

"You want me—say it," he commanded imperiously,dhgt shook her head
and tried to break loose from the hawser-like hdlellaughed, bent his head
again and took her lips, parting them by force J@pg in gentle, sensuous
movements. Her body arched to meet the powerfulriess of him, desire
awakened by the compelling, confident force of ti#power he was
exerting over her. 'Say it,' he ordered againptosth against her ear. 'l shall
make you, Lorna ... and it won't be with a greabam of effort.' He held
her from him, his lips curving in a satirical smiM/hy don't we both have a
bit of enjoyment from this marriage, before we largaip?

After all, if we part now you're going to look asegt a fool as | shall.’

She managed to free herself as his hold on her alme&ened, and she
stepped back, away from him, her face pale butredsr him still searing
through her entire body and mind.

'So that's all that's troubling you," she said Hyskthe humiliation, the

gossip by your servants, the questions your friemtlde sure to ask. Well,
Craig, you should have thought of that before yarrirad me, shouldn't
you?' He made no answer, merely studying her glpsbe most odd

expression on his face. ‘As for me—well, as | h&vimhd anyone of the
marriage I'm not going to look a fool at all. Every aunt and uncle don't
know of it.’



His eyes flickered; she had the impression thabdte not heard what she
had said, that he was absorbed by his keen exdomraither features. She
knew he had forgotten that he said he would makeadimit she wanted him
as he said,

"You don't talk like a woman whose main objectfi@ ils to get her hands on
someone else's money. In fact, Lorna, | do bely@tecare for me--'

‘Care!" She threw him a jeering, contemptuous gai¢hat an opinion you
have of yourself, Craig! Pompous ass, to thinkoise moment that | would
fall in love with a man like you!" She laughed is face, desperately hoping
she had disillusioned him. It would be the suprémmailiation of it all if he
were to guess she was madly in love with him. 'Ga leave another think,’
she added derisively. "Your guess was right tist fime! | married you for
what | could get out of it, and as I've alreadysdlil squeeze every penny
out of you when the divorce goes through! A wifae get half of everything
under the new laws,' she added, her one objectriwedsatisfaction from
scaring him. 'You'll be forced to give me half—andnake me a generous
allowance for the rest of my life." She was quirgrirom the vehemence of
her words but managed to continue, assuring hirh lbawould regret
having used her for his own ends. Carried awayasvas in her endeavour
to hit him right between the eyes, it never ocaliteeher that the content of
her words was a contradiction in itself, a revelatwhich she had missed
but which Craig certainly had not. He stared fapace and then said, his
eyes portraying a mixture of perception and puzelemeach at variance
with the other,

'You're ... hurt..." He shook his head, an automatstige. He seemed a
trifle dazed, she thought, and wondered what hetiwaking, for it had just
dawned upon her that she had been inconsistenthahdas the reason he
had guessed she cared for him. 'There's a lot dhisuvhole business that |
don't understand," he added slowly, his eyes neasing her face. 'You're
either a damned good actress or there's a gravakaisomewhere along the
line.'

Lorna said nothing, merely looking at him for a nesrh before turning
away towards the door. He had guessed that she'tvessbhad as he had
believed, but at the same time, with the lies boid by Gilbert, he could not



fathom her at all. She was furious with herself $aying things that had
revealed her hurt, and also the fact that she darddm. He now knew that
she had married him for love, and not for his mod®yall her vehement
assertions to the contrary had been in vain.



CHAPTER NINE

IT was less than an hour later when, Lorna havingysea her bracelet and
then left Craig and returned to the castle alonaigCtold her that his
grandmother had left all her money to charity.

She nodded, but he did not notice, so deep wasifyis

‘Jeannie—to be denied everything,' he blazed, adirttirough you—damn
you for coming here!’

‘Through me?' Her chin lifted. '"How can you blame?she had told you
some time ago that she wanted to see you marrideatonie.'

‘True, but she'd not have changed her will if yadrit come here--'

"You can't say that!" Her own anger was high dedpet distress that Jeannie
had lost everything. 'Mrs Lamond's a very strangenan—unpredictable.
She could have decided to leave everything to thavien if I hadn't come
up here and married you.'

His eyes were like points of steel boring into ®he noticed the wild
pulsation of a nerve in his cheek, seeming to dcega the little lines of
crimson colour that so plainly denoted his inney fu

'If you hadn't accepted her offer and come hergddiave left the will as it
was--Oh, yes, she'd threatened several times togehher will, but she
never would have done so simply because there iaasyone else to leave
her money to. Then she saw you in hospital—a pggttyvho she obviously
took to right from the start—and the idea of havamgther heir was born--'

'‘But you can't blame me for that!" broke in Lorneathfully. 'lIf she hadn't
found me she'd probably have found someone else!

‘There wasn't any time," he pointed out, grittingteeth. 'She was near the
end, and obviously she'd never have found anyse 8he used you as a
lever to force my hand, believing I'd compel Jeartaimarry me rather than
have you inherit what rightfully was ours. Jeannas never told about the



threat to change the will; Grandmother left it te to work on her, but she
was in ignorance of the fact that Jeannie's intevas elsewhere--'

"You know that Jeannie's engaged?' broke in Laexglling that the girl
had said she had never told her cousin anythingtabo

'Yes, | know. Jeannie didn't tell me—I learnedsesvhere.’
"You said nothing to Jeannie—didn't warn her of whaght happen?’

‘Jeannie has a will of her own, a strong will. Nothl could have said would
have had any effect on Jeannie, so | didn't evaurbte to let her know I'd
discovered her secret. It's her own affair, notoaxaly else's.’ His tone had
less force and it did appear - | that he was negithe futility of brooding
over his grandmother's action in leaving her vastuhe to charity. 'She
obviously confided in you,' added Craig after aggau

'Yes, she did. Jeannie and | got on very well togjet

'‘Because she had no idea what you'd come here fought by

Grandmother in order to be her legatee.' The dodnis voice was reflected
in his eyes and Lorna turned away, saying she vkasipg the railway
station to make sure there was a train for Londoman the following day.

"You really mean it about leaving me?' His facengsal, the harshness
dissolving into an expression she failed completelynderstand. 'l asked
you to stay until Grandmother dies.'

'Is there any special reason why you want me tg?stshe asked him
curiously.

He hesitated, and when he eventually broke theceldhe seemed almost
persuasive, which was a dramatic change from the ttu which he had
subjected her just a few moments ago.

'l asked you to share with me a little enjoyment--'



'Physical enjoyment?' She shook her head. 'l dearit you, Craig, and so
I'm leaving you, tomorrow !" And with that she wdrdm him, not seeing
him again until she was getting ready for dinndrewwithout knocking he
entered the bedroom and stood, just inside the @iadark eyes roving her
scantily-clad body.

'What do you want?' she demanded, blushing todbts rof her hair. 'Get
out!’

'‘Be careful, Lorna,’ was his softly-spoken warrasghe slowly approached
her. 'My wife doesn't speak to me like that.'

He came closer; she reached for a negligee, bwiakdhere first, tossing it

away on to the bed. She glanced down to the twatylgarments she wore

and colour flooded into her face again. Craig reddter, his countenance a
dark forbidding mask as he took hold of her roumelwaist and in spite of

her struggles brought her close against his haddaagular frame.

Fear swelled within her as his brutal mouth, paseasuously, came down
and crushed hers. She would not be able to rasmstdmd she was terribly
afraid of the results of intimacy between them.eablty she could be
carrying his child...

‘Leave me alone," she pleaded hollowly when fqraes he held her slightly
away from him while keeping a firm hold on her arthglon't want you..."'

'Liar! You want me as desperately as | want yoeisdad hoarsely, his mouth
against her ear. 'You've gone against all thatlaliend let yourself care for
me, haven't you?'

'No—no! | don't care for you--' The rest was rusisly stopped by his
passionate kisses, by the warmth of his handsegssthd into the lacy briefs
she wore.

"You do care, Lorna! And you want me! | said I'amqeel you to admit it, and
I'm now ordering you to admit it!'



'‘No ... I—" A spasm of sheer ecstasy ripped thrdughbody as his hands
continued to roam. She pressed so close that khddard swelling of his

passion against her stomach. 'l—oh, Craig, yesMiant you!' It was no use
to fight any more, to refuse to admit what her heas crying out and her
body was yearning for. 'Yes, | want you—I need you

She gave her lips eagerly as he lifted her fack aiittle thrust of his hard
chin.

'‘God, you're enough to make a man crazy!' He svaengp as he spoke, and
carried her over to the bed, dropping her gentlyait and then standing
over her as he undressed. Lorna quivered undéoinis when presently he
slid down beside her, and within minutes both west in a whirlpool of
passion, carried to the heights of heaven as dgawe way to fulfilment.

Did he care? Lorna was repeating the questiomash later, she was again
getting ready for dinner, her husband having gote ithe other room to
dress. Undoubtedly his approach had been gentidphemaking tender...
almost.

Almost but not quite, for there was a primitive bjfiysabout it now and then,
as if he was suddenly aware that she did not deseowsideration ...
because she was rotten?

She gave a deep sigh as she debated the resutl shewenture to tell him
the truth. Would he believe her? She doubted i wauch, because of what
Gilbert had told him. And Lorna did have to adrhit it looked very black
against her. Shkadaccepted the post with Mrs Lamond; Gilbert had told
her that there would be very little work for herdo —although at the time
she was so upset that she had not taken it im®&dbubt Craig had done so,
when it was repeated to him by Gilbert.

She was a little late going down, so that Craig lefere her. She halted by
the open door of the elegant dining-room, broodinghtching him as he
poured himself a drink. He was by the cocktail nahisuperbly dressed in a
light grey jacket and darker grey trousers. Higtslas gleaming white



against a bronzed throat and wrists. She noticed rtfalely austere
atmosphere that he created, with his features dammmasculine perfection,
his deep-set blue eyes and uncompromising thrushefjaw. His lips,
slightly apart, had a firm yet sensuous qualityudlibem which seemed to
be accentuated by the strong, even white teetma ®eyes wandered to the
perfect silhouette of the hard lithe body that gdwe impression of latent
male virility. Latent... for how long? That she ased in him all that was
allied to primitive desire was more than evidenerevn his glance as,
suddenly aware of her presence, he looked at reeeyles glittering with a
most odd expression.

'‘Come in," he invited, his voice soft and low. 'Whee you standing there
for?"

She shrugged and walked into the middle of the room

'l don't know," she answered, flushing under hierigive scrutiny.

"You're blushing, Lorna," he said with a hint ofakery. 'Another puzzling
thing about you—that you can blush." No commenslaes looked at the
empty glass on the cabinet—which had obviously bpen ready for
whatever she might want in the way of an aperi®fo the memory
embarrasses you, eh?’

‘The memory?' she echoed, nonplussed.

'Of our recent—er—rather special interlude?"

Her colour deepened; she looked away, through théow to the deer park
and the tumbling burn beyond.

'‘Can | have a drink?' she managed at length, makiagpreme effort to
regain her composure. 'l'd like a diy vermoutlyaf have it.'

'l think so." But he made no move to pour her tekd going to her instead
and drawing her into his arms.



‘Just what is it about you that's so differentsdid, bending to take her lips
beneath his. 'You're transparent and mysterioogs@and the same time.'

‘That's an impossibility.'

‘Not with you," he argued. 'You're an enigma, flthaugh there's plenty
that's open about you there's also plenty thadgem.'

Here was the opportunity of opening up and makingatiempt to clear
herself, an opportunity which it was impossibléetibgo by.

Lorna turned her face up, her eyes wide and appgder lips moving a
little tremulously.

'Craig,’ she began in a low, sincere tone, 'I'nmgao--' She broke off as a
quiet knock sounded on the door. It was opened aamdaid appeared,
glancing swiftly from Craig to his wife and backaagy

"You're wanted, sir..." She backed, flicking a hamthtlicate that he follow
her, which he did, after giving her a frowning look

'Excuse me, Lorna," he apologised, 'l won't be.fong

Lorna watched him stride to the door and pass tiiratileaving it ajar as he
went out. What a strange way for a maid to act \Wwegh employer, mused
Lorna, wondering at the tingling sensation that Wagering along her
spine. Curiosity getting the better of her, she twatently to the door,
intending to open it and go out into the hall andke for the stairs,
ostensibly to go to the bedroom for a handkerctizet just as her hand
came forth to bring the door inwards she heardrarfme voice say,

'‘But surely, Craig, there was some other way?'

‘There was none!" Quiet the voice but wrathful.

'She was all set to make her will in her favour.'

'Oh, but, Craig—what about us?'



Lorna froze, wishing she could see what the girk Wke. She sounded
furious but she, like Craig, kept her voice low.

‘There'll be a divorce--' Craig spoke brusquelytieg the sentence as if it
was not one that altogether pleased him. '‘But--'

'It takes a long time-- I—I...." the voice trailadiay and Lorna knew the girl
was choking with tears. This girl—she must be #&efud avaricious
person...'

'‘Come into the drawing-room," interrupted Craigthgerand we can talk
better there.’

So concerned he sounded, thought Lorna, remembaenmitty painful
intensity the way he usually spoke to her, withrsfess and contempt.

They moved away and Lorna went over to the calaindtpoured herself a
drink. She felt utterly flat, resolved to leave @rwithin the next few days.

She was pale and silent when he returned, whilevdee grim-faced, and
there was an antagonistic glint in his eyes a®blkdd at her.

'It's dinner time," he said shortly, and went frélhe room again. She
followed, leaving her drink, and they ate the meadilence. Only when it
was over and they were in the lounge did Lornalbtlea silence by saying,
'l heard you talking and know your visitor was tfid | mentioned—you

were almost engaged to her?’

He shrugged; she wondered if what she saw in tEs @xas unhappiness or
regret. Perhaps it was a mixture of both.

'It doesn't matter," he replied brusquely, takimg his coffee cup and
drinking from it. 'I'm married to you now.'

'‘But there's the divorce,’ she reminded him, aomoling to her voice. 'Then
you and she can go back to where you were.'

He looked at her curiously.



‘You're very interested in my future," he said.

'What's her name?' asked Lorna, ignoring this.

'Greta Scholfield. Her father owns the estate texhis.'

'On the other side of the burn? I've noticed theskowhen | was out
walking. It's a huge mansion, and the grounds restnormous.' She was
talking for talking's sake, hiding her misery, béter disappointment at not
being able to tell her husband those things sheblead about to explain
when she was interrupted by the arrival of his ekfgend. Would it have
made any difference if, having been given another minutes, she had
made her explanation to Craig? Lorna could notuse,dut in any case it
was too late now; the moment was lost for ever.

He surprised her by suggesting a stroll in the gdsu She shook her head,
saying she was tired.

'You seem depressed,’ he said, 'rather than tired.'
'‘Depressed?" airily. 'What should | be depressedt&b

‘The idea that | might be attracted to another wahveas his candid reply,
and she stared at him incredulously.

'Do you think | care!’ she flashed, and was threvmok of amused mockery
for her trouble.

‘Certainly you care. A woman in love is naturallwaman who's jealous of
other women.'

'What a pompous, conceited ass you are!" she ayetting up from her
chair. 'I've no patience to talk to you!'

She was almost at the door when he said softly,

"Turn around, Lorna...'



She shook her head dumbly, swiftly flicking a fingeross her cheek.

'I'm going to—to my room--' He caught her withodr leven knowing he
was there, and swung her around, tilting her higd back.

You're crying,' he began, when she interrupted, Isiaying it was no such
thing.

'I've got something in my eye!" she said finallyt ber husband shook his
head slowly from side to side. But he did not arguih her, kissing her
instead, although at first he did meet with sonmsstance. However, he
knew her well, was aware of how to excite her @ssicreate a physical
awareness of him that she would find it imposséitker to deny or control.
He knew she was vibrantly conscious of him as a,raad that she would
slowly—if reluctantly—cease her struggles and sudtes to the persistence
of his lips on hers. They were wide, burying heuthan a full and sensuous
blending of desire and forceful possession. Shdaddned, ardour aroused to
almost tempestuous heights as every tingling paigenerve responded to
his demands and to the sheer mastery of his caggssiticing hands on her
breasts. His body curved in passionate desire tsvaers, one hand
straying down along her quivering spine to drawhep skirt. She twisted
then, trying to escape, but he held her fast inrigmphant hold of
hawser-like strength. His body was hard, like iemainst her, his mouth
seeking the tender curves of her throat beforeqesssg her softly parted
lips again. A spasm of ecstasy shuddered throughkvhele body and she
was lost. Craig lifted her lightly and carried tiesm the room and up the
stairs, her subconscious registering the facthibanight be seen by one of
the servants, but her wild uncontrollable yearr@aged nothing if he was. It
was a moment of total abandonment, of forsakingeallity in favour of the
glorious realm of bliss where thoughts and actiooalesced ... and two
lovers became as one.

It was with a sense of total shock that Lorna awtbkegollowing morning to
find her husband no longer beside her. He had aserleft without a word.
It was an action of complete indifference, rendgtimeir lovemaking of the
night before to less than nothing. Certainly it n@ade no impression on her



husband; she was merely a convenience, an objdtinkich to relieve his

passions. Fury, white-hot and consuming filleddseshe slid from between
the sheets and stepped on to the floor. She woa §iim! She would be

gone on his return from wherever he was.

With hasty movements she packed her cases, thdredasd dressed and
went down to the phone. There was a train, but vdenphoned the taxi
service she found to her disgust and frustrati@t their line was out of

order.

A sigh of exasperation escaped her when suddemytralught of Craig's
car—the small one which was standing in the gab&gale one of the larger
ones. She could drive it!

Without any further hesitation she took up her sas®l scurried downstairs
and out to the car. The cases were put into thg¢ bod only then did she
think of the keys.

'‘Damn! Where would they be?'

A sound of footsteps on the gravel outside theggmmade her shrink into
the shadows at the back of the car. Katie! Whatdcebe be doing here?
After only a moment's pause Lorna emerged fronplesre of concealment
with the intention of questioning the girl, but kKaspoke first, staggering
her listener by informing her that Mrs Lamond hathe out of her coma.

'She's dazed, Miss—Mrs—but she's awake." There avateep frown
furrowing the girl's narrow forehead and her lipsrgvtight. 'She'll live to a
hundred all right, the old...Will you tell Mr Craignd then come over? I've
already phoned the doctor,' she ended, anticipatimga's question. 'l got
his surgery, but he's out. However, they took asags and | think he won't
be long in coming.'

As before Lorna's hesitation was momentary. It Wappear, she reflected
wryly, that she was again being kept from her itilenby her former
employer.



'I'll be right over, Katie,' she promised. 'Perhgps would look around and
find Mr Craig?'

'Yes, miss! Have you any idea where he might be?"
Lorna shook her head.

'‘None at all,' she answered frankly. 'He'll be ba éstate somewhere, of
course.’

'He might have gone off by helicopter to the faronsg suggested the girl,
and Lorna had to agree.

'However," she added, 'take a good look, and asktaBome of the men
might know where he is.’

There weren't many men about, Lorna noticed when whs passing
through the castle grounds on her way to the Ilgdéh leading from her
husband's estate to that surrounding the Dower ¢lous

The housekeeper was with Mrs Lamond, and anothit asawell.

'How is she?' asked Lorna, moving softly from tberdto the bed. The light
was dim, the curtains drawn almost the full wayoasrthe windows, but for
all that it was easy to see the old lady lying ¢hstaring at the ceiling.

'She was just lying there and suddenly her eyeseampe-so Katie said,’
grunted the housekeeper brusquely. 'l thought dutod said she'd never
regain consciousness,' she added in a plaintiveedbwoice. ‘It looks as if he
didn't know what he was talking about.'

Lorna, ignoring that, took Mrs Lamond's wrist beénener fingers.

"You—' The parched lips moved twistedly and, itrsed, painfully. On the
coverlet the gnarled hands grasped at nothing,fHemack as if they had as
little strength as their owner. 'l w-want to— tdkta-t-to you." A pair of
glazed watery eyes shifted almost imperceptiblgll 'fier to go—it's you |
w-want to—to see.’



Lorna turned, but already the housekeeper, herld@eu lifting in an
aggrieved gesture, was at the door.

'What is it, Mrs Lamond?' enquired Lorna gentlyr fiegers still holding
the woman's wrist. 'You shouldn't be talking, yowow --'

'l hadn't any thought of giving it away to chariwtil you married my
grandson.' Her voice was gain-ing strength andafh it was very low at
times every word came through to Lorna. 'l d-ddmitk you—you I-love
him—and I'm sure he doesn't love you. Why don't ypeiak to me?"

'l will do, when you've finished. I'm glad you'recovering, Mrs Lamond,'
Lorna added a trifle breathlessly. Would she rallfficiently to make
another will? She bent down to catch the next wéodshey were scarcely
audible.

'I'm not going to recover, Lorna, but | must gabsy enough to make
another will. I'm leaving everything to you becausenow without any
doubt at all that you and Craig won't stay togetheu'll leave him, won't
you?'

Lorna was silent, aghast at the idea of the old ammaking another will
and again cutting out the rightful heirs.

You can't leave it to me,’ she began, 'as I'nonetof the family.’

‘Not one of the family? So yareintending to leave him, then?' Despite her
weakness, and the frailty of her sight now, she wable to add with
confidence as she stared into Lorna's eyes, 'Y thilm&ing of leaving him
even now, because you know why he married you—anrstrelly trick,
wasn't it?'

"You can't leave me your money, Mrs Lamond,' saithh, ignoring her
words. 'lIt belongs to Craig and Jeannie ..." Hecestrailed, because Mrs
Lamond had not heard; she was drifting away infovimn again.

Releasing her hand, Lorna straightened the bedre@rel moved over to
the window, pulling aside the curtains and staong There was no sign



either of Craig or of Katie, but into her visioretle appeared the figure of a
woman, slim, swaying gracefully from the hips. $hd entered the grounds
by the path leading from the castle and was lookigards the house as if
looking for someone.

Lorna's nerves caught; she knew instinctively théd woman was none
other than the one who had called last eveningptieCraig might have
married had he not married her, Lorna.

There was a ring at the bell, a sound of voicdkérhall as the housekeeper
and the woman spoke to one another.

'She's in the bedroom—this room here. You knowugho where Mrs
Lamond sleeps.’

'‘Can 1 goin?

Tll see.'

Lorna glanced at the door as the woman appeared.
'Miss Scholfield to see --' She stopped. 'She'® ggain?'

'Yes, I'm afraid so.' She looked beyond her tdhdde 'Someone came to see
her?'

'Yes. I'll tell her that--'

'It doesn't matter," broke in the girl, coming b tdoor and looking in, at
Lorna, without even as much as a glance at the bé&ul can go,
imperiously as she stepped aside to allow the keegper to pass.

'So your Craig's wife!" The girl walked in, her éacpure-textured as
alabaster, was hard and set, with tight lips aresdfat looked like blue
glass, and as brittle. 'The gossip's rife about,'ysbe rasped. 'You
ingratiated yourself with this old woman so thatiymuld get your hands on
her money, robbing both Jeannie and Craig!" Shewging herself up
into a temper and although her words had aroudesirailar fury within



Lorna she did at least manage to hold it effecyivelcheck, her voice being
coldly composed as she replied,

'Yes, I'm Craig's wife. He married me to serve twen purpose, as you
know, since he obviously told you last evening --'

'He did!" snapped the girl, rudely breaking intoatvhorna was saying. 'l
returned unexpectedly from abroad—to find this egapg!" She swung a
hand disgustedly. 'To find you married to the médmwves me! He's been
forced into it by an unscrupulous woman's schemiBgt there'll be a
divorce—you know that, don't you?"'

Lorna nodded, pale to the lips.
'Yes, | know.'

'‘And then he'll marry me, just as he intended leeyou came on the scene to
fawn and toady to this old hag, just to get your --

'So there's to be a divorce?' It was Mrs Lamond ggake, a sigh on her
lips. 'That's what | wanted to hear, although, lagirdid say | knew that you
and Craig would part company. A divorce— It onlesigthens my decision
to leave everything to you, Lorna. I'm so glad yold me there was to be a
divorce.'

'l didn't say it,' cried Lorna, it was her!'

'What's this all about?' queried the other girhplassed. 'l thought she was
unconscious.'

'‘No, my girl, I'm not unconscious! | heard everptiyou said and you're the
last one I'd want my grandson to marry! Get oungfbedroom, girl— get
out!’

She went, with a vicious glance in Lorna's dirati@s she passed her.

'I'm glad you said there's to be a divorce, Lorna.



If | leave you everything then I've really got mgvenge on Craig, simply
because when you go you'll take my money with you.'

'Mrs Lamond,’ began Lorna desperately, 'l --'
'l feel soill, Lorna,’ gasped the old woman. 'Gine some tablets.’
'l think we ought to wait until the doctor comes.'

'No ... give them to me and then get my solicitortloe phone. Tell him to
come at once—at once, Lorna, because there isch tme...'

'‘But I—' Lorna's voice trailed as an idea flashigd b sudden dart of light
and hope into her mind. She could let Mrs Lamodédethe money to her
and then make it over by deed of gift to Jeannte@raig! So simple! Yes,
there was need for haste, she owned, glancing atlldmond's heaving
chest, her blue lips and sunken eyes. 'Yes, Mrsooahh she said eagerly.
'I'll get your solicitor and have him make me ybeir!

‘That's what you want?' in some surprise and yiit avdleep-throated sigh of
satisfaction. "You want to have my fortune lefytu?"

'Yes, Mrs Lamond, | do!

'‘Good girl' Then act with haste, child, becausesdlsevery little time left to
me. Phone from my boudoir at once.’

Lorna needed no extra bidding as she ran to the &e went through it,
her eyes catching sight of something flutteringnabthe corner of the hall.
She frowned. It had looked like material blown ke twind— Must be
mistaken, she thought as she went swiftly to Mmnaad's boudoir. Within
seconds she had dialled the number and was ligtéamthe voice at the
other end of the line.

'‘Come quickly," she urged. 'Mrs Lamond's wantinglter her will --'

'What, again?'



'Yes, she--Oh, please hurry! There's very litteeti' She knew she sounded
distressed, speaking in an almost frenzied toneoafe. 'She wants you
now, at once!'



CHAPTER TEN

KATIE returned a short while later with the informattbat Craig could not
be found and it was believed that he had gone higliactor, in the jeep, to
hunt for a fox that had taken two newly-born lambs.

'He could be all day, then,' said Lorna with a sighe had hoped he would
arrive before the lawyer so that she could explairat was in her mind
regarding his grandmother's will.

The doctor arrived about the same time as the latwyedid not stay more
than a few minutes, saying there was nothing hé&ata; Mrs Lamond had
done the unexpected and come out of the coma &né Was no knowing
how long she would live now.

'Send for me when you notice a change,’ he tolchd,oand made his
departure just as the lawyer was unfastening hefdase. The will was
drawn up, with the lawyer glancing at Lorna as kartl the instructions.
Lorna went out, feeling embarrassed and desirinthimg except the
opportunity of employing him herself, to make che two deeds of gift. But
she could not do that until Mrs Lamond's death §mbecause she would
not inherit before then.

'She'll probably change it again when the fancesdhker," said the lawyer
derisively as he made to leave, along with theceffilerk he had brought
along as second witness to Mrs Lamond's signattirgas incredible that
she could manage to write so legibly, with her htxathbling like that and
the paper on a pad right in front of her face.'

'I'm satisfied now," sighed the old lady, when lare-entered the room, 'l
can die in peace.'

Lorna could not help but look contemptuously at fieding no pity in her
heart even now, when death was so close.

She left soon after the lawyer, arriving back jagew minutes before her
husband who, walking into the drawing-room where slas seated, her



eyes staring, her mind dwelling on all that hadcetaglace, said in guttural,
vibrant tones,

'‘Where are you going? Why are your suitcases icaine

'My--?" Lorna had forgotten all about them duriihg tmomentous events
which had taken place, and even on her arrival batke castle the matter
had not entered her consciousness. She stammeexglanation—that she
had intended leaving him that day but Katie had €ower for her.

'Katie?' he repeated, diverted. 'What did she wantfor?’

'It was your grandmother—she came out of the cdfasie went to find
you, but --'

‘Grandmother came out of her coma?' echoed Craigelievingly. 'What is
the woman made of?"

'She wanted to..." Lorna's voice came slowly to @ st® Greta Scholfield
approached the room from across the lawn.

Both Lorna and Craig watched her, taking smooth emwfident steps,
covering the small distance quickly and arrivinghat french window just as
Craig was opening it.

'‘Craig—oh, you're back! I've been wandering ablmaking for you!" She
glanced at Lorna with an expression of dark venbmust speak to you
alone, Craig—at once!'

Lorna backed away, then turned, leaving the rooswasly as the girl had
entered it. She appeared to be in great distrassgeanLorna, little knowing
what the girl was at this moment relating to Craig.

'She was so eager to get the solicitor, Craig!'s€éhadded words were
spoken so loudly that Lorna did manage to catcinthe she walked along
the hall. She stopped, her heart pounding agaanstlys. '| heard her say she
wanted your grandmother to make a new will in herotir—she was

begging her to do so, Craig—and there was sucliseasing urgency about



her as she ran out to phone the lawyer. She dida'me because | ran round
the corner of the hall as she came from the bedrdoml was there, even
when she phoned, and she was frantic to get thehmanso that the will
could be changed in her favour. Craig," cried the ig tones of sheer
frustration, 'she's got everything that's yours deahnie's!

'My God, what sort of a vile snake is she? I'dmsita her if | thought | could
get away with it— strangle her slowly so that shedeam for mercy!
Where is she? I'll take a riding-crop to her if—s Moice faded as Lorna, her
face drained of all colour, moved on legs that lfké jelly, moved silently
to the door and passed just as silently through it.

She raced for the car, transferring her casedetdig one where, she had
previously noticed, the key was in the ignitionwis a huge car, but she felt
she could manage it, and she did, breathing noyroally when she was on
the road, running smoothly on towards the town.

The railway station was her destination and toitmenense relief there was
a train actually alongside the platform. It wasngponly to Edinburgh, but
she could lose herself there for the few hourd thinight train for London

came in. Craig would brand her a thief, but tomerhe would be informed

that his car had been left abandoned at the station

Her aunt came to the door, standing with it in hand as she stared
perplexedly at her niece.

'‘Can't | come in?' Lorna had paid the taxi andvgag on the step beside her
two suitcases.

'Of c-course, dear—but what's wrong? Have you @ecid give up your
job?' Consternation on her face and in her voitterty Lorna looked at her
before picking up her cases and stepping into ahg harrow hall of the
Victorian house to which she had come after thgicrdeaths of her parents.

'l won't stay long,' she faltered, turning to henteas she closed the door. 'I'll
explain it all to you in a minute.’



Half an hour later Lorna, having carefully omittacdyreat deal of the full
story, had given her aunt a fairly feasible explemeof why she had left her
employment. She had merely said that from the 8t had sensed a
mystery, and felt that her employer had intendéwdlguser for some purpose
known both to herself and her grandson. Lorna lketidHat matters, were
getting worse, and that they would become stillsge+which they would
have done, she thought grimly, had she stayed @ame @ for the full force
of her husband's wrath. When she had finished ter sighed and then,
rather hesitantly, asked if Lorna could ever becomterested in Gilbert
again.

Lorna's eyes flickered as she recalled the ideehadehad that things had
gone wrong between Gilbert and Susan.

'Why do you ask, Aunt Mary?' she queried.

'He's free again, Lorna. The affair ended almossam as it had begun.
Susan did to him what he'd done to you: she metsamelse. | believe he
tried desperately to persuade her to give this apartout she obviously had
no intention of doing so because, only three wéates, the announcement
of her engagement was made public.’

'So he got his deserts—' Did she feel any satisiactt his heartache? Not
really ... and yet, after the pain she herself kramlvn at the time he threw
her over, Lorna could not help but feel that heedeed all he'd received.

'Yes, he got his deserts, Lorna, but when | sawlrgained the impression
that he wished he'd never thrown you over, thattiidoved you, dear. He
begged me to write to you --Now when was it? Yesy @about a fortnight
after you'd gone up to Scotland, and to tell yow he felt. But | said it was
too soon; you were feeling far too bitter and itubbe advisable for him to
wait a while longer, to allow you to settle dows,ibwere.’

'l could never care for him again,' declared Lorhd.be unable to forget
what he did to me.’



'l believe you would, in time." A small pause ersudédut Lorna,
remembering all Gilbert had done to her, apart fibmowing her over,
remained silent.

'Why don't you agree to meet him, Lorna, and tleantow you feel?'

It isn't any use,' returned Lorna, trying to kebp impatience from her
voice. 'lt's finished, Aunt.’

The older woman shook her head.

'l don't think you're being very rational aboutiéar. Many couples part and
then come together again. Why don't you phone Hi®he was stopped by
the decisive shake of her niece's head. 'Oh, veltly'whe added, sighing.
‘Just as you like, dear.’

Lorna looked at her; there was nothing in her esgion to reveal whether or
not she was wishing her niece had stayed away) Ggatland.

'l won't stay here with you," said Lorna after amemt, and with some
difficulty, 'because I'm sure you and Uncle haveug®ed to being on your
own, and enjoy it. In any case, I'd feel bettéthidd my own flat. You know
how it is," she went on, assuming an apologeticmagriwhen you've been
on your own, away from home? You feel you don't tvanlose your
new-found independence, if you know what | meah@\8atched her aunt's
face closely, saw the relief that crossed it befagng, adopting an attitude
of understanding,

'It's up to you, Lorna dear. You know we've neegretted taking you into
our home; you've given us a great, deal of pleastowever, if you feel you
want a place of your own, then neither your unae Inwould dream of
trying to stop you.'

It was with difficulty that Lorna suppressed theilenof grim bitterness that
came to her lips as she listened to this. Howeslex,had no wish to upset
her aunt in any way and she merely said lightly,

'I'm so glad you understand, Aunt Mary—but | kneyu yvould!'



When her uncle arrived from work explanations werale, this time by

Lorna's aunt because Lorna was upstairs, in heramth, unpacking and

making up the bed, which had been stripped andastheet thrown over it.

It had been a forlorn aspect that met Lorna's ageshe stood on the familiar
threshold, her suitcases in her hand. Empty, li&eheart and her life. A

shuddering sigh had escaped her before, with & &@ghesolution in her

eyes, she had rallied and told herself that life wano means finished for
her. She was strong; she'd get over this in time.

She would feel much better in any case when shegbadd of the legacy
left to her by Mrs Lamond.

It was only a week before she found a flat and rdorgetaking all the things
that were stored at her aunt's house—things bdiaghthe home she had
been going to make with Gilbert. Her aunt had gikensome furniture and
she had bought some more. The flat was cosy agttlyy the time Lorna
had finished, and this alone lifted her spirits iemsely. The look of strain
and pallor left her face; her hair became brighter.

"You look so different!" exclaimed her aunt wher sfalled on her with a
bunch of flowers she had thought to buy her. fikhi's a wonderful idea for
you to have your own place!

Lorna said nothing, but went to the bright littiecken to make some tea and
toast. When she returned her aunt said tentatively,

'l happened to bump into Gilbert this morning imwito Naturally | told him
you were back--'

'Oh, I wish you hadn't! It's nothing to do with higunt Mary!"

'‘Well, I'm sorry, then, but | didn't think you'd nal. After all, you could just
have easily bumped into him as | did.’

'Yes, you're quite right. | could.’



'‘And at the hospital ... they'll soon know you'ezkin the district.'

'l don't know about that. I'm going to work in Landitself—in the city, |
mean.'

"You have a post?’

Lorna shook her head.

‘Not yet, but I'm sure | can get something.'

'You've enough to manage on, for the present, hifiea

'Yes, thank you, Aunt. | saved a good deal of maney very short time.
Mrs Lamond was exceedingly generous,' she added distinct note of
bitterness which could not possibly escape her auhtupon which she

decided not to comment.

'I must be off," her aunt was saying an hour la¥eu're sure you don't want
to see Gilbert?'

Lorna looked directly at her and said,

'‘Aunt Mary, you don't know the half of the storyill&ert played me a hateful
trick before | went up to Scotland.’

On the point of leaving, her aunt paused. 'In wiea, Lorna?'
A slight hesitation and then,

'It doesn't matter any more. It's enough that yoovk | have other things
against him than that he jilted me.’

After her aunt's departure Lorna sat down and thbafgout all that had
happened to her during the past few months. Shiel cau forget Gilbert's

infamy and yet, strangely, she was taking it plujgscally, as one of those
occurrences in life that are out of one's conttokas fated that she should



be played this hateful trick by the man she hathattime loved, and what
was done was done and nothing to be gained by idgelh it.

And yet, she was thinking only seconds later, howla one help dwelling
on it when it had affected one's life the way itl leers? She had lost Craig,
earned only his bitter contempt at first and hisduaalater. None of it would
have happened had not Gilbert in his eagernessl tamself of her, told
detestable and inexcusable lies about her to Cliagthat fitted so well
with her unconscious acceptance of the post ugatl&hd that Craig could
scarcely be blamed for his attitude towards hee. \8Bas all bad-- All...? He
had begun to doubt it as he got to know her; hecbhatk almost to the point
where he would have listened to her side of theysémd she had been ready
to tell it to him. Fate had intervened in the foohthe girl who, quite
understandably, had a grudge against Lorna, atttessiory had never been
told and instead Lorna had fled in fear from hesldand's fury.

Her thoughts switched and she was dwelling witlobneg darkness on that
last will made by Mrs Lamond. Lorna's first act nparriving back at her
aunt's flat was to write to the lawyer asking taridfermed immediately the
old woman died.

'If she doesn't alter her will again,’ she had ddtben please prepare two
deeds of gift, as | intend to make half the monegrdo Miss MacFarlane
and the other half to my husband, Craig Lamond.’

She had wondered, since then, if the lawyer walldCraig of her intention,
then had realised that he would never dream ah¢gelinyone else of the
wishes of a client of his. Well, Craig would knownmediately his
grandmother died, and perhaps his opinion of harl@vthen change. But
there was no future for them; of that she felt \v@rge. Craig would realise,
as she did, that too much had passed between Hamwas unpleasant; the
gulf was far too wide for them to scale.

And yetwasit too wide for them to scale? If it should tramepghat Craig
cared....

Only the future could bring an answer. If Craig veghher he would learn
from the lawyer where she was.



Three days later she answered a ring at the dabfoamd herself looking
into the cool, unsmiling face of her ex-fiance.

'What do you want?' she frowned, beginning to clibee door and then
changing her mind as she realised there was nofoesdch rudeness.

'Lorna,’ said Gilbert unsteadily, 'l must talk twuy | saw your aunt--'

'l told her | didn't want to see you,' she intetagpshortly. "You and | have
nothing to talk about, Gilbert.’

He frowned at her.

'You're not as heartless as you're trying to makelmjcna. Please ask me
in.'

She opened the door wider, an automatic action bbthe deep dejection
she saw in his eyes. He had lost everything thrauglbehaviour in jilting
her, and yet now that she saw him again she reaise did not hate him as
much as she had believed she did. It was rathdférehce she felt, and she
was at the same time thankful she had not marimd for it would never
have worked out, just as he himself had stateldeatiine.

'‘Come in, then," she invited, closing the doorrdfim.

He sat down and glanced around the pretty litttenrovith its nylon drapes
that looked like velvet, rich crimson and luxuriotibe carpet was fitted, the
windowsill bright with potted flowering plants.

'It's nice here-- You're a homemaker, Lorna.'

'l like it," she returned coolly. 'lt's big enoufgin me, and it's comfortable.’

'It certainly is. Er—have you a job yet?"

‘Not yet.'



'‘But you'll be getting one, | suppose?’

'l shall have to, won't | --?' she stopped, glagcswiftly at him. 'We're
talking for talking's sake, Gilbert | think you cutgo go.’

'‘No!" Distress looked out from his eyes. 'Lornmdde a ghastly mistake. It
was you | loved all the time! The affair with Susaas breaking up even
before you went away--'

‘That day, in the café when we were saying goodjye knew then, didn't
you? But you still held on to the hope that Susanldn't throw you over as
you threw me--'

'l admit it was troubling me that day, and | adhvitas desperate for her not
to give me up. But since then I've realised quéfenitely that it's you | love,
and if you could bring yourself to forgive me, yawuld never regret it,
Lorna. I'd do everything in my power to make ittopyou!'

Her eyes never left his face as he spoke and sh& Wwithout any doubt at
all that he was sincerely sorry that he had givemup. She recalled all the
lies he had told about her, his infamous condud, dhnirking of the
responsibility of the break-up, saying he could fame the gossip at the
hospital. She opened her mouth to remind him allithen closed it again,
admitting that any recriminations were unprofitaiWéhat he had done did
not matter any more; it hurt only in that she rest Craig through it. Or had
she...? There was a faint hope in her heart theg ber husband learned of
her intention of giving up all right to the inhenitce, he would come to her
and ask her to go back and share his life anddnseh It was only a vague
hope, a faint flicker of light in a deep dark vallef despair, but it was there,
and Craig alone could make it light up the wholbeflife ... or extinguish it
for ever.

'It isn't any use, Gilbert,' she said at last, stgker head. 'l don't want
you..." She paused, half inclined to tell him she waried, but then
realised that should he bump into her aunt againvbeld be bound to
mention it, and she felt—at present anyway —thatdii not want her aunt
and uncle to know she was married. 'Please gwoatheer not prolong this
conversation. It's not making any sense, is it?"



She saw his face darken with sudden anger anava fvbbewilderment knit
her brow.

"You haven't given me a chance!" he said harshlizy'can't you say you'll

consider, try to forgive me? I've been honest al8ugan, but I've been
honest as well about my feelings for you. | loveyoorna! | mean it! | love

you!'

Totally unaffected, she spread her hands and itetidgde door.

'It's best for us both that you leave,’ she advigstause otherwise we shall
be quarrelling.’

He rose, much to her relief, and she showed hitiheg@oor, opening it wide
to reveal the charming little porchway with its\ilers in boxes and on a
shelf running at right angles to the outer doorjclwhwvas also open, as
Gilbert had not closed it when he came into thelpolcorna never locked it
because the bell was on the inner door.

'‘Goodbye," she said calmly. "You'll find someorseadventually.’

‘Never! It's you | want!" His voice sounded almastous—so unlike the old
Gilbert she had known, she thought. But then heumdsr the influence of a
very strong emotional stress; this was obvioushieyconvulsive twisting of
his mouth and the strange glitter in his eyes.

"You think that now," she told him. 'But one dalythis will pass and--' She
broke off on a strangled little exclamation as,irigkher completely by
surprise, Gilbert caught her in his arms and crddiner protesting body
against his. She sensed the brutality of the lgpheabent his head and she
began to struggle violently, twisting about in d@@mopt to free herself from
his hold.

'Stop struggling, Lorna!" he rasped, obviously aaied away by emotion
that he scarcely knew what he was doing. 'Kissdaa)n you! You loved
me once and could again if only you'd let bygonesblygones! Stop
struggling, | say--' He got no further. Lorna, Benses reeling by this time,
was vaguely aware of another presence, of beirmgiegsas Gilbert, grasped



by his coat collar as a lean brown hand shot oanhtwtaggering back into
the sitting- room and she heard the crash of adtoxase falling as his head
hit the table.

'Craig--!" she began, but was thrust unceremonyoaside as Craig strode
purposefully towards the man who was getting unbig#o his feet.

'What the hell are you doing making love to my Wwifenarled Craig,
grasping him by the lapels of his coat and jerkimgn forward. Lorna,
having managed to follow on legs that felt as & bones within them had
melted, winced as she realised that Gilbert's tengad been caught
between his teeth.

"Your... wife?" murmured Gilbert when he could dpélaorna ... married to
you?' His eyes seemed glazed as they moved taaber €raig flung him
back viciously and he went over the arm of the bourt to the seat itself.

'‘Leave him alone, Craig," faltered Lorna, fearibg,her husband's savage
expression, that he would pick Gilbert up again &tdh him a crashing
blow with his fist. 'I—he--'

'Get out!" thundered Craig, again ignoring his wife

Gilbert rose but stood where he was, his handsaes®etivisted as if in pain
as he looked at Lorna and then at Craig.

'She's not married to you, Craig,' he said vehelmélfbu—you didn't even
like her.’

Craig's eyes, narrowed and threatening, settldadrarfor a moment before
he said,

'l advise you to get out, Gilbert. You and | hawthing to say to one another
because the way | feel at this moment, it's adtrantching for, not words."

The threat in his voice was made more dangerotisebguttural tone and by
the slow closing of his fists on which Lorna's fasted eyes were fixed.
That Craig was on her side was plain to her, butiad was so chaotic,



disturbed by the dramatic events of the past fewnerds, that she scarcely
assimilated the fact that there might be a happlyngrfor her.

"You're not married to him, are you, Lorna?' peesisGilbert, looking at her.
'If you were you wouldn't be here, making a honmeyfaurself. Also, you
never mentioned anything about marriage to yout-dun

'Gilbert," she interrupted just as her husband egédris mouth to do so,
'please go. ammarried to Craig--'

'‘No! | don't believe either of you!" stormed Gilbevildly. 'There's some
stupid reason why you're both lying--' He got naHar as, his patience
exhausted, Craig reached out to grasp him by tharchorna managed to
step between them, turning imploringly to Craig.

‘Let him go peacefully, Craig. I'm not having ahfidghere, in my home.' For
the first time he gave her his attention, and asskare stretched and his
expression changed she gave an involuntary lisisgpghat was akin to a
sigh of sheer, undiluted happiness, for what shetkare, in those dark and
deep-set eyes, was more than enough to dissoldeualtit and despair and
instead to send her spirits soaring to the heights.

Gilbert hesitated only a mere few seconds beforeimgycslowly to the door.
It had barely closed behind him when Craig, opemiitg his arms, ordered
sharply, '‘Come here, Lorna!’

Doubt touched her heart at his tone, but she weediently towards him.
'Craig ... you came because of the—the will?'

The dark eyes took on a censorious quality as eecg

'Yes, that's why I'm here—but, girl, why didn't ytall me the truth when |
tried to draw you out? On several occasions | ggme an opening to

explain. I knew you weren't all bad and | said 'so--

‘The time wasn't right at first,' she broke in imadtempt to vindicate herself.
'‘And on that last occasion--' She stopped, shudgeand it was some



seconds before she could manage to tell him thathsld overheard him
telling Greta that he would take a whip to hemnwds afraid of you,' she
whispered, and at the real fear in her voice hsbband brought her close
within his protective arms and, bending his heagkdd her tenderly on the
lips.

And for a while there was no need for words betwikem as they clung to
each other in the silence, their lips locked togettheir bodies melded as if
they were one.

Eventually, however, they did talk, sitting closgether on the settee, and it
was exactly as Lorna had dared to hope: the resdier action in giving
away the fortune had convinced her husband that thhas a great deal he
did not know.

‘Grandmother did rally again before she died,ientually told Lorna, ‘and

she was rambling on about the will, saying she'deramistake and ought
not to have made you her legatee because, on nigickiout it, she was of
the opinion that you were too conscientious to pct®at money.'

'She was thinking about the buttons | returnedyimoented Lorna when he
paused. 'And my refusal of the other gifts of tamily jewels she offered
me..." Too late she stopped, blushing with embarrassas it was borne in
on her that this was not something she ought tewealing, since it seemed
rather in the nature of illustrating her honestyt Braig's eyes were lit only
with tenderness as he said,

'So you refused other gifts, did you?'

She nodded.

'l took the buttons, Craig, because she threatenkelep me with her until |

had accepted them. It was the night you'd invitedtondinner and | was so
eager not to be late that | took them, intendingetarn them the following

day, which I did.'

He was nodding, recalling that she had been latteniight, her excuse being
the truthful one that Mrs Lamond had kept her.



'I've been a brute to you," he declared regretfalhyg yet the next moment it
was only sternness that edged his voice. 'Butlfdhat |1 ought to beat you
thoroughly for allowing me to continue harbouringraosity against you.'
His arms were about her and he gave her a littdxesh’You need only to
have spoken and I'd have listened, because | Wagfan love with you: |
adore you,' he said, and there was unbelievabtietarss in his voice now,
'but I'm angry with you as well"

"You were telling me about your grandmother rantlim about the will,’
interposed Lorna hastily, wanting only to veerthisughts away from such
things as anger. 'She regretted making me her iseargf you said.’

‘It must have suddenly come to her that your eagsrio have the will
changed was feigned, a ruse to get her to withdriram charity and give it
to you. She realised what your intention was: tb guerything right by
passing the money over to Jeannie and me. Weldded, and there was no
mistaking the satisfaction in his voice, 'she dibave time to send even yet
again for her lawyer. She died before she had tonendo what she knew
she had made a mistake in doing, which was, ofsspdeaving her money
to you.'

'Have you seen Jeannie?' she asked, snugglingadasest his shoulder.

'Yes. She knows what you're intending doing aneery grateful—not for
herself, | think, but for her mother, who has ale/alamed herself, in a way,
for Jeannie's being deprived.’

‘Jeannie isn't deprived," argued Lorna, leaningyaarad looking into her
husband's eyes. 'No one who has love is deprivedigCThey have
everything that's precious. Don't you agree, dg#in

'Yes, my dearest wife," responded Craig huskilii@drew her close again,
‘anyone who has love has everything that's preLious



