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He vowed to cherish the wrong sister

Mary McBain had always wanted a family -- a reag,oim which she could
love and cherished in return.

But when her father conned her into stalling fondiat her twin sister's
wedding, Mary never dreamed Margaret wouldn't skpvwas promised to
take her place.

The groom, Harry Oscar Richardson, accepted theelswhilosophically.
He needed a wife, a mother for his daughter, anavdreted a son. And
although he didn't necessarily love her, Mary founadself hoping that
Margaret wouldn't turn up to spoil things.



CHAPTER ONE

SHE could hardly repress the giggles as he swungér bis arms. It was
the champagne, of course. There certainly was mgp#ise for her to giggle
about. She was still wearing the mass of satin evthiit had been her
wedding gown.Her wedding gownThe restaurant where her father had
arranged the reception was only eight blocks as@ayt, had seemed futile to
change there. And now she was paying for it. Tsgircunningly tailored
to its owner, was too tight across her more rourutedsts, and it trapped
her fuller hips in a vice.

'Well, I'm glad to see you smile,’ he said. 'l tidmow when I've seen a
gloomier bride!

She stared up into his dark brown eyes. That Iddkand hair had fallen
down over his face again, but with both arms fllher weight, he could not
flick it back casually as she had seen him doatltar. She reached out a
tentative finger and did it for him. He smiled kianks, and started up the
three white-marble steps that led to the front ddahe house on Joy Street.
She got one quick look at the house as they moitedias narrow,
unbelievably narrow. There were only two windows eacth side of the
door, but it towered upward in red brick splendtarrfour stories, pinned
between two massive apartment complexes.

He was panting for breath as they reached theptmgh. 'Putting on a little
weight, have you love,' he chuckled. The door swoen at the hand of a
middle-aged, craggy faced woman. He brushed by mexed into the
narrow hall, and set his bride down with a sighredfef. Too much office
work," he laughed down at her. 'lI've got to getkbacshape. This is Mrs
Hudley.' He introduced the older woman. '‘My housgle, cook, surrogate
mother--"Come on now, Mr Richardson," the house&eeanterrupted.
'Welcome to Joy Street, Mrs Richardson.' She ee#madvarm palm. Mary
Margaret managed to grasp it before it disappearbdre was a strange
glint in the housekeeper's grey eyes, a wary Id&k Mary was too
confused, too numbed by the long day behind hagke notice. Her mind
was m a whirl, and underneath the cool exteriorvehe shaking, fearful.



It had all started when she had left her sharedtagat in the village of
Beltown at six o'clock in the morning. She had pkhto drive into Boston
to corner her father, settle the issue of the ,balfgl be back in Beltown in
time for a three o'clock meeting with her new bdks, Headmaster of the
village's elementary school. And instead? Bingo! riMaMargaret
Richardson, bride!

‘Stall him until midnight. It will all be settledybthen,' her father had
whispered to her at the reception. And then he gaited his inside coat
pocket, as if to indicate that all was well withetplan. Stall him until
midnight? The huge grandfather clock on the stmding was just striking
eight. And the blond giant looking down at her fifeet four inches of
femininity didn't appear to be the sort of man gould stall for four hours!
For the first time in this madcap day she took measf him. A little above
six feet, built like a whippet rather than a fodtipgayer, his gold hair was
streaked with white where the hot sun had bleadhewt. His well-tanned
face housed gleaming dark eyes, sheltered incooglyonder thick dark
lashes.

'We won't want anything to eat, Mrs Hudley,' hedsaiVhy don't you take
the rest of the evening off. Everything is all tigipstairs?'

'Everything's fine," the housekeeper responded, I'se plenty of food
prepared. You sure you wouldn't want a nibble, Richardson?'

Mrs Richardson. The name kept ringing in her e8mnething to eat. An
excuse. Anything to keep from climbing those pahmahogany stairs.
Mrs Richardson! I'm married to this man, and | tewen know what his
first name is! 'Yes,' she stuttered, 'l am a bitdry, Mrs Hudley.'

'‘But you'll want to change out of your gown intonsghing more
comfortable,’ he insisted. He took her arm and rddwex a step or two in the
direction of the stairs.

'No* no!" she objected, almost too violently. Hisald turned towards her,
and she could see the question in those gleamig 8yo," she stammered.
'I—I would rather—I just would like a snack? anccerupstairs | think--'



"You're right," he laughed. 'Once upstairs youwNer get back down again.
At least not tonight. All right, Mrs Hudley, you gidong. I'll see that my
wife gets her snack. You'll come up in the morning?

'Of course, Mr Richardson.' The housekeeper snidethe first time, then
opened an interior door and went down some stepsfaight.

‘There's a basement apartment,’ he explained.dwven't had a chance to
see anything but the bedroom. Mrs Hudley and heb#d live downstairs.
And the kitchen's this way.' His hand locked ondren and he began urging
her to the door behind the staircase. What in thedadid he mean by that,
she asked herself as she was being dragged dowalthall I've seen is the
bedroom? What in the world has Margaret been upSio@ could feel
shivers run up and down her spine again. Therenwagay around it. She
had married this man, and she was afraid of hind #what about her new
job? Her appointment with the Headmaster? She bad gff determinedly
this morning, set on pinning her father down t@mmitment. Set on doing
it all by noontime. And now, if she failed to maker appointment? Failed?
She was already four hours too late for her appwent, and her new career,
after five years of struggling, depended on makimggpod impression on the
unknown Head. She dug in her heels, and he stopped.

'l have to make a telephone call,’ she stammered.
'My God! On your wedding night?'
'I—I have to--' She had almost given herself away.

| have to, Mr Richardson? Is that the way a newlérspeaks-to her
husband?

'l just have to," she muttered stubbornly.
'‘Okay," he returned, 'so you just have to. Ovee herthe study there's a
telephone. I'll get a couple of sandwiches andgotiem over. You' want

another drink to go with it?"

'Yes,' she mumbled. 'Milk?'



'Milk? What are you trying to tell me, Margaret MarYou know you never
drink milk!

'Milk," she insisted, miserably.

'So milk!" He shook his head, and then a grin gpeeer his face. 'You're
not trying to tell me that you're pregnant, are3/ou

'Pregnant!’ she gasped. Her face burned as sheeblu3 he very idea. How
can you talk to me like that?' Her fists balledd ahe half-threatened him,
before recognising the ridicule of it all.

'Don't bust a gasket,’ he returned. 'You know ibssple. How many
weekends have we spent upstairs in my bedroom thestemonths? It's
possible!" He was laughing now, a full-throatedr raleenjoyment.

She turned her back to him, struggling to regaimrd. The tips of her ears
burned uncontrollably. She was unable to stemitleeas huge tears rolled
down each cheek. Just as they had done at thewaltan her father, lifting
her heavy veil, had dropped it again as soon asWwehe tracks left through
her heavy makeup. She shuddered, hugging hetdisisr breasts.

'Well, go ahead and make your call,' he insistdte Beard his footsteps,
partially muffled by the thick carpet, he walkedvards the kitchen. She
began to relax when the kitchen door closed beliimd. With one
unclenched hand she swabbed her eyes clear, papkadhe door in front
of her, and went into the study.

The room was dimly lit by a floorlamp standing ndse huge window. The

light did not penetrate to the high looming ceilirfgor a moment she

stopped by the windowseat and looked out into 8ok lyard of the house. A

tiny garden, still visible in the late summer tgtit, sparkled back at her, an
immaculate little place, surrounded by high bricida:

She turned back to the immense bare desk. An imliaiacgarden, a clear
desk? Is this what he is like, she asked hersedBtNCompartmented? Why
in the world would he want to marry Margaret? Seaswt the answer. He
seemed to have got all he wanted of that withdigesmce. Stall him until



midnight! How in God's great world could she dotthBler hand fumbled
for the telephone, and she automatically punchedhepnumber of the
apartment in Beltown. The instrument buzzed attinere times before the
receiver was picked up.

'Harriet?' she whispered into the mouthpiece.rtigs Mary.'

'Yes," the voice of her flatmate responded. 'Weva tied up at your
appointment?’

'l guess you could say that," Mary muttered. 'I--'
'‘Could you speak a little louder?' Harriet asked.

'No!" she squeaked, but she did do her best tkspeee distinctly. 'l didn't
get to my appointment with Mr Fisher. | have aitderproblem,’ she sighed.

"You missed your appointment? Don't you realisé tiinere are ten teachers
available for every empty position in this StateidAafter all the trouble |
went to to get you set up in the same school asThe!voice stopped for a
second, and then, with more warmth than beforeat&twrong, Mary?
There's something definitely wrong!

'I—I went to see my father,' she stammered. 'l yold about that. And he--'

'l see. You let them talk you into something iditptid you? Well, when are
you coming home to tell me about it?'

'l—yes, he did," she sighed. '"You wouldn't beliboe stupid I've been! And
it's not over yet. | just can't tell you—maybe Initdoe home until morning.
Do you suppose you could—please—tell Mr Fisher katl an accident,
and ask if I could come tomorrow afternoon? | reated that job, Harriet. |
really need it!" *

That's some kind of terrible excuse, but I'll tryon. But you'd better get
back here--' Whatever the rest of the conversatias, she. missed it. The
study door had banged open, and he came in cargyisidyer tray. He

walked like a panther, she noted for the first tidved he smiles a lot. Ear to



ear teeth! The better to eat you with, my dearsetghe tray gently down on
the desk.

'‘Conversation finished? he asked. She stared dtamklip at the telephone
in her hand. Then, startled, she raised it to her e

T can't talk any more," she murmured into the moiette. 'Don't worry
about me, please.'" Before Harriet could add angtlshe cradled the
handset, and sat back in the swivel chair. Herlsleosiwere squared against
the back of the chair, her stomach drawn in, amdchaeds folded in her lap.
Her feet were six inches from the floor. She lbéirh to swing of their own
volition as she struggled to erase the lines of feat furrowed the soft
blooming skin of her cheeks. 'My sister," she lied.

"You were talking to your sister?' he asked in sastenishment. 'l thought
you told me you never wanted to have anything tovilo her?'

'Yes, well—I thought | should tell her about my wlet)," she mumbled.

'I'm glad to hear that," he responded. 'l was beggto think you were
carrying on a real feud. Try the sandwiches. Hamoaist beef. And |
brought you your milk.'

She manufactured a smile of thanks and pasteceit loer lips. Luckily, in
the dim light, he was unable to tell it from thalrthing. He came around the
desk, pulled her wheeled chair back against hine ®acted by reflex,
throwing herself forward out of the chair and aweym his disturbing
presence. 'l think I'll try the roast beef," shellgd at him.

He pursued her around the chair, laughing. Shehadtat the top sandwich
on the tray just as his hands clasped her shoudshersvhirled her around to
face him. 'I've heard about jittery brides," haltbér solemnly, 'but | never
thought to own one!'

Own one? The thought rattled her fears again. &maraed her mouth full
of sandwich just as his head lowered towards herh&tin't kissed her yet.
At the church he had turned to her for a momest difte Mass, but with her
veil still down he had been frustrated, and othattens intervened. And



now, with his face a matter of inches from hersfslheed herself out of her
hypnotic trance and began to chew. One hundred sheuwhe bite, that's
what Mother had always said. Chew your food, armichindigestion! But

her stomach was already upset, rolling, still wiegtwith the piece of toast
she had swallowed for breakfast, and the hostrafwehes and petit-fours
she hachot eaten at the reception. And all of it sloshinguaib among the
dregs of the two glasses of champagne she hadumsdate to avoid. She
gulped convulsively, and brought the sandwich upagomouth again. Too
late.

She found her wrist caught in the vice of his h&fte opened her mouth to
complain, and at that moment his warm moist lips@vacross hers, gently
at first, and then more urgently. Her eyes flewenaghen. There had been an
electric shock as he touched her, as if a sparktatic electricity had
shapped between them. The sandwich slipped owtrdidnd as his tongue
probed into the softness of her mouth, and heresewavered. You're not a
kid, she shouted at herself. You've been kissedréeBut never like this.
Never like this. She fought against the languot gussessed her, pushing
against his chest with her tiny hands. The risidg bf emotion that swept
her mind obliterated everything she had ever bele ¢ver read. She felt as
if she were drowning, clinging to the topmast dfiaking ship. And then,
without warning, one of his hands stroked acrogshigg up her side, and
under the curve of her breast. Fire shot up andndber spine, rattled
through her empty head. Fire and water, incompatibkcept here, except
now! Her eyes closed, | shutting out the shapenof leaving only her wild
feelings. Her hands had already abandoned her.

Like little traitors they had crept up around hezk, stretching her up on the
tips of her toes so she could encircle his strongates, and plunge into the
tangled curly ends of blond hair that swept dowrhi® nape. His hand

dropped to her hip, measuring her closely agaimst, lagainst all the

pulsating male muscles that strewed his whipcaach&. She was floating
away from her anchors, floating happily away, commbagainst the wild

seas of the mind, murmuring, moaning.

His mouth left hers, sliding down the slope of heck, nipping at the lobe
of her ear, chasing thundering flames under her, @ound the rim of her



high transparent collar, and back up to her otlaer Both his hands were
roaming now, frantically searching for--?

'‘Where's the damn zip," he muttered in her eaf? gl could hear an alarm
bell sounding in the distance. But no, it was narral A bell. Once,
twice—nine times. It struck in her ear like theambf doom, snatching her
back from her floating cloud. She shook her headlear it, snatched her
hands away from his neck, and slipped out of higssalNine times. The
grandfather clock in the hallway, striking ninelodk. Stall him until
midnight, her father had said. Huh!

She backed away from him, moving around until teskdwas between

them. He was short of breath, but not from carrjiegthis time. She was

gasping for air herself, breathing so hard that dreused breasts were
heaving against the satin of the dress, whereyas were fastened. 'There
isn't any zip,' she gasped. 'It's all buttons. Guredred buttons. You have to
be patient. I'm hungry.'

‘Yeah, patient,’ he snorted. It took him anothenute to control his
breathing. Then he collapsed into a swivel chad gnnned at her. 'You
must have had your batteries charged," he chucktaslas never like this
before. Eat up. But hurry!

'We've never been—married before,' she returned hiirrying. Can't you

tell?” She snatched up another sandwich and bégasaime routine. One
bite, one hundred slow leisurely chews, and a dulpoked like fine roast

beef; it tasted like sawdust. She sipped at thérodk, and started again. It
was hard going. He sat across from her, tappingradex finger on the arm
of his chair, watching her, stripping her with giges. He looks as if he'd like
to put me between two slices of bread and eat ntedt\W God's name have
| done?

She knew, of course, what she had done. When sharheed at her father's
door at nine o'clock in the morning, she knew. \Weat this morning? He

still lived in the old brick house in residentialeWton, one of the rich
commuter-belt suburbs that locked the city of Bostdo its slums. Nine
o'clock, because he had insisted on that time trimgp It had been four



years since she had stormed at him, swept up W@idnrmother, and moved
out of his grasp to Beltown.

Her mother had lived for only one happy year, legvbehind her a
mountain of medical and funeral bills. Backbreakiyeprs, fighting off
creditors, living on grants-in-aid, and the tinyasg she earned working
nights at the hospital. Long years, as she pludgigexiigh the routine of a
full-time degree programme at the University, andlfy graduated, in debt
up to her ears. And during all that time her sisargaret and her father had
lived in luxury in their old home!

'Well, you don't look all that prosperous,' he lgagimbled as he led her into
his study. But hénadlistened, sitting behind his ornate desk, chewingo
half-destroyed cigar. She watched him as she exguaner need. His bluff
outdoorsman's image was fading under the weightdufuble chin, and his
straight brown hair was noticeably thinner. Talkodding, not quite
overweight, but definitely an apple left on theetteo long, and refusing to
admit it.

'‘But fifteen thousand dollars!' He had whistlechmazement.

'‘Operations don't come cheap,' she returned. 'Asttier do funerals. And
neither one of you came. You owe something!'

'But fifteen thousand dollars?' he snorted.

"You've wasted that and more at the race track,'sslapped back at him.
'She was your faithful wife for twenty years. Canuysay the same?"

He had the grace to blush. 'l didn't say it wasassible, Mary Margaret,’ he
insisted. 'l just say that it's a pretty tough dorget together.'

Her tears were setting him on edge, she knew. HeMargaret were a
matched pair. Neither of them ever cried. Or haddlightest thought for
anyone else but themselves. He squirmed uneashisichair. Something
was bothering him. It wasn't his conscience, stemkriHe didn't have one.
After all he had been driving the car in the acotdinat left her mother
completely paralysed. And not more than three nwafter her mother had



been discharged from the hospital he had movedunient mistress into a
bedroom just across the hall. Which was the timemighteen-year-old
Mary Margaret had packed their bags, called an #anba, and taken her
mother away.

He waved his cigar at her as if it were a poinfEBmes aren't what they
were,' he announced. 'Margaret is getting marrmesl afternoon at four
o'clock. To a nice man, who is also going to buy ke business. Grain
futures are a tough business. Right after the wegddie's giving me a
certified check for two- hundred-and-fifty-thousaswllars. A binder on the
purchase price. Hmmmm.'

'Right after the wedding?' she had asked cynicdllysounds more like
you're selling Margaret than the business.'

'Don't be so sarcastic,' he rumbled. 'The weddiridargaret's business, not
mine. You can't sell a daughter these days.'

"You'd sell anything you could get your hands shé replied bitterly.
'Don't talk to me like that," he blustered. 'Yowedene!
'l needyou?' she snapped. 'l wouldn't--'

'Don't give me those old cliches,' he roared at Hergot up, stretched his
legs, and walked around the desk. 'Maybe—just maygmel might be able

to do something for me,' he said. 'Stick aroundhHerwedding. | might need
you for a few minutes. And if | do, I'll take fit@ thousand dollars of that

money and slip it into your bank account. It'sl stilthe First Federal, isn't
it?"

'Yes,' she admitted hesitantly. '‘But | don't untlerd—I don't have any
reason to trust you, or Margaret either. What desise could | be to you
on Margaret's wedding day?'

He had laughed at her then, with his lips, his &plgs cheeks, but not with
his eyes. She had learned over the years to waobyhs. And now they
were cold, dull, hidden.



What could he possibly mean? What could she dowaid be worth
fifteen thousand dollars to him? It couldn't be somemory of good times
past. There had never been any. In all her growmgears it had always
been Mary and her mother on one side, and Margacther father on the
other. What was it that—and then she realised. WhsMargaret's wedding
day, and there was not a murmur, not a stir irhtinese! She got up slowly
from her chair, walked over and opened the dooe filuse echoed with
emptiness. She compressed her lips tightly andelddlack at her father. He
had a sort of hangdog look on his face.

'Where's Margaret?' she had whispered to him.

'She's—well—she went into Boston last night,’ hid saa low voice. 'She'll

be back for the wedding, of course. She'll havédb And the sound of
desperation in that last phrase was enough théelhow she was going to
earn fifteen thousand dollars for a few minutehef time!'Well, are you

going to eat another plateful?’

The heavy sarcasm snapped Mary back to the pressoss the desk from
her, her husband was leaning forward, watchindikeia hawk prepared to
strike.

‘Yes. | mean no. I've had all | want,'- she stanader

He got up from the chair and came around the d&s&backed warily away
from him, until she was pinned in the corner oftb@m.- His hands reached
out for her. She ducked under them, breathing yepra

'l just finish my milk," she squeaked. 'If wealee it here all night it will
spoil. There's nothing worse than a glass of soilk to be faced in the
morning.'

'Yes, of course,' he had agreed sarcastically. tWirhe world do you know
about sour milk? You've never been in a kitcheyour life.'

'l read that somewhere,' she gasped as she sipgezirailk.



He came up behind her, almost encircling her tiaystwvith his two hands.
'‘And that's about enough of that," he laughed. ogot a great Reluctant
Virgin act there, but now it's curtain time." Orféns hands plucked the milk
glass from her and set it firmly down on the deBkere was too much
finality in the act. She dare not argue,

'What—what do we do now?' she asked shyly, andbheshed at her own
stupidity.

'Upstairs,” he commanded. "You know the roomsék to the locking up.
And by the way, don't open any outside doors odaws during the night.
We have a high incidence of burglary in our neighthood. I'll be setting
the alarms before | come up. You'll have fifteemutés to get ready. Scoot.’

He opened the study door and pushed* her outletdall with a playful pat
on her bottom. She turned right, dragging her $&atly through the depth
of the carpet. He turned left and disappeared Byt behind the staircase.
She paused at the foot of the stairs, bemused. Hes wuch
a—strange—man. She had no idea who he really washat he did, or
what he thought, or—anything. But he looked likRéilang in modern dress.
And he was her husband.

He smiled a lot. Among his friends at the receptienhad been urbane,
casual, apparently a good storyteller. While shd baen assiduously
avoiding him, she had kept a close eye on him. pufgr man. And a man of
some wealth, obviously.

As much as she was avoiding her husband, her fadigened to be avoiding
her. But she finally cornered him. 'Where can wange,' she hissed at him.
'‘Margaret will want to look well, and I'm beginnitg stretch this gown!

'She's not here yet," he confessed. 'She's beagedein Boston. You're
doing fine. Keep it up.' And then he had slid away.

A few minutes later she saw her father finally manoe him out of the
crowd and into a private office. Barely minutegfahey had come out, her
husband with a solemn frown on his face, her fattién a broad grin of
relief. As her father passed her he had pattednkide coat pocket in a



pantomime gesture, and given her the 'okay' sigimtivumb and forefinger.
And in a few minutes he had returned. 'Keep up dbed front,’ he
whispered in her ear. 'lI've just talked to Margaiethe telephone. She's on
her way. All you have to do now is_ stall him offtil midnight, and she'll
be there.’

'‘And the money?' she had asked breathlessly.
'In the bank," he said, chuckling. 'In the bank!'

Stall him off until midnight? She had two hourggm, and ahead of her was
the narrow graceful staircase that went up to amaydlanding where the
clock stood, and then turned sharply left to tliflabove. | know which
bedroom it is? | know beans! | don't even know whatir first name
is—husband! She had been too strung up duringetrenwny to take it in.
Weary from the confusion in her mind she hitchedhepankle-length dress
and stumbled up the stairs. Fifteen minutes, hedagdl Fifteen minutes
until—oh lord. I'll fight him off, that's what I'lbo. Yes, sure, just like |
fought off that kiss. Lord, what a kiss! | neveeknthat a man could turn me
on like that! She had reached the corridor on #e®isd floor, and looked
blankly at four identical doors, two on each siaéclosed.

The hall was carpeted as thickly as all the rooavergstairs, but she slipped
off her high-heel shoes anyway to avoid the naisé,tiptoed to the nearest
door. She opened the door and flicked on the lighe room was a large
square, outlined in white rugs, white curtains, ryvavalls, and two
white-covered twin beds. She bit her lip, wonderiNg, hardly that. Not
with twin beds. He wasn't the type. She backedrdaotthe hall and closed
the door behind her. The next door opened on target room done in
pastels, blue and gold. And an open door to thegieawed glimpses of a
tiled bath. And a big double bed! This has to Balite told herself grumpily.
'‘And now what do | do?’

She looked at the two comfortable armchairs posgtibby the window, but
the bed drew her. She walked over to it, sat dowiisoedge, and sank into
the softness that captured her tired body. Withbiriking she leaned
backward and fell over on to the bed, with her s#itdangling. It had been
a terribly long day—a terribly confusing day, anel fbong eyelashes were



too heavy to hold open. She relaxed, and gradttayutside world faded
into the background. Faded, but did not disapp@he. could still hear the
heavy tick-tock of the grandfather clock, and acastonal whir of tyres on

the street outside, but it was all at a distanbe. \Bas present in her world,
but aloof from it, as if she were an observer aistant moon, watching

through a telescope. Mary Margaret Richardson,.Wifead an odd comfort

about it. Mrs Whatever Richardson. He thinks he ®owe. He's a devil, an
unnamed devil' On the other hand, he looks likeaam nvho would protect

all of his possessions. Protect. Cherish. And bengsed to cherisime even

if | am the wrong girl!

She didn't hear the footsteps. 'What in the wortdyau doing in here?' His
voice had a lazy laugh behind it that snapped per u

'l was—I was just looking," she sighed, 'and | veart-needed to relax for a
minute. I--'

'l can understand that,' he chuckled. 'lt's gotngé a long night. Come on
girl.' He grabbed one of her wrists and towed haiito the hall and up the
next flight of stairs. She stumbled after him, kadhfused, half-fearful. Up

on this landing there were only two doors, oneitiree side. He opened the
one on the left and tugged her into a massive rdmgnenough to hold all

four of the rooms in her flat. Gold was the colsaheme, gold and bronze.
And in the middle of the room, holding pride of g#awas the biggest bed
she had ever seen. He pushed her towards it, taehtavanother door.

'I'll take a quick shower,' he told her. 'Get ready
'‘Get ready?' she squeaked.

He laughed at her again. 'Yes, get ready,' he tegpe&Ve're going to play
this game Godiva-style." And he was gone. She doeid the hiss of water
as he turned on the shower. Her head swivelledndrdlne room. Four
scattered chairs, a coffee table, sliding doorsdbald only be wardrobes,
and another door, in the opposite wall from thénbBarefoot, curious, she
padded over to it and opened it. A second roomdisdosed, smaller, but
too dark to see. Dressing room, her mind told beeatly. She went back to
the bed and sat down.



Why was it, so suddenly, that all her life seenwetd wrapped up in beds?
Mrs Mary Margaret Richardson. What a mess! Thekclodhe hall struck
the half-hour. Ten-thirty. Stall him until midnightah! She dropped back
on to this bed, as she had on the other. A monifergspite. You need all
you can get, girl. You need— and then she gaspadn§ back at her from
the ceiling was her reflected self. The whole abave the bed was one
huge mirror!

'Oh my God," she moaned as she rolled on to tioe. flBurely he's not one of
that kind!"One of what kind?' He had come out of théloom wrapped in
a light towelling robe. And nothing else, she kn&lething else.

'I—I was just—Ilooking at the mirror," she gasped.

'Oh that! Well, you said you wanted one, so | lguut up. Happy?'

'I—I wanted—oh. |—forgot.’

'‘Well?'

She eyed him cautiously, backing away to the fattiserner of the bed.
'Well what?' she asked weakly.

He shook his head with a look of mock-disgust. "Y@getting to be more
fun than a barrel of lobsters," he commented. '‘ComeMargaret, we're
going to play a game.’

'What—what game?’

'We're going to play the Beast with Two Backs. kuwp!

'I—I don't know that game. What do you—what do Pdo

'‘Come on, lady take off the church clothes.'

'l—you mean—take off my dress?'

'‘And everything else. Have at it, chum. You knowatvhlike.'



'I—I know—I can't get the dress off by myself. Tingttons. They're all in
the back. —maybe | could call Mrs Hudley for hélp?

'You don't have to call anyone anymore, Margatde' sounded very
solicitous. Very solicitous and very wicked. No amb of prayer could
make the clock go faster. No amount. She turnedbek to him and stood
still, her shoulders bent, her head down, a piobfii@mplete dejection.

She could not hear his footsteps, but she felhhrgds. They went to her
hair, plucking out the myriad pins that had held loeg black curls up so
that her coronet and veil could be fitted. In a neamit cascaded down
around her, framing her heart-shaped face withbdsder. The hands
dropped to her shoulders, then moved to the timyl fxeittons at her back.

'l don't remember that your hair was that long,ngsed. '‘Oh well." His

fingers undid the buttons down to the middle oflbeck before his patience
ran out. 'Damn these things,' he muttered. Shedcfadl his two strong

hands sliding inside the dress on to her bare kauk then, with a terrible
wrench, he tore the dress down the line of buttons.

'Oh no," she moaned. 'lt was so pretty. So pr&he’ dropped to her knees
and tried vainly to pick up the scattered buttons.

‘They're only buttons," he snapped. 'For God's gakéhe damn thing off!"

She stood up again, a graceful flawless movemeaditilze dress collapsed
around her, leaving her standing in the taffefawhich had provided all the

rustling noises as she walked down the aisle. He watching her from a

little distance, waiting. He nodded to her, and khew no further delay

would be allowed. Slowly, as slowly as she couldenaer hands move, she
pulled at the hem of the slip and lifted it off ovesr head.

His eyes followed her every move, gleaming, impbdeaShe stood still for
a moment, hands folded over her breasts, a pleddakgon her face. He
nodded his head again.

She looked down over her trembling body, clad noly s a lacy half-bra,
briefs, garter-belt, and sheer stockings. Whatlamgaty joke! She never



wore stockings. Certainly not since tights had beganted. But her father
had insisted. She had to wear the whole outfit, Margaret's sake. For
Margaret's sake! Only a quarter to eleven, anchaldeno more fight left in
her. Her face expressionless, she unfastened ttex balt, and using one of
the chairs to balance on, rolled down the stockenys threw them into a
corner. But when that detail was complete, shedoat command her
hands to move again. She stood in front of himkisigaso that even he
could see.

'‘Come over here," he commanded, pointing to adipadtly in front of him.
There was a curious expression on his face. Shdensdsup enough
strength to move like a robot to the place whicthhd indicated. Both his
hands came up and cupped her face, forcing heokoup at him. She licked
her dry lips and faced him, the tears quiverinthatedges of her eyes. His
hands slid down her shoulders and rested on. basts. She was shaking so
much that his hands were swaying as they dealt thiHront fastening of
her bra. As he pushed it off her shoulders sheedld®r eyes, squeezing
them tightly together. She could feel the slighg aa her muscles took up
the released weight of her heavy breasts, andvilees instantly relieved of
the pressure as his huge hands accepted themsedrbem, traced them.
She opened her eyes and looked down to where hasveere torturing her.
Two huge tears ran from either eye, slid down todmén, and dropped off
on to those hands.

‘All right, Margaret,’ he said softly. 'What's ttneuble?’

She pulled away from him, covering her breasts With hands, hugging
herself. 'I—I'm not Margaret,’ she said.

'What the hell," he snapped, his eyes flashingu'édhe girl | married. You
haveto be Margaret!

'l—you know that Margaret has an older sister?’

'Yes,' he sighed, 'l know. Little Miss Prim. Theeothat ran off with her
mother and split the family. So?'



'My—my father thought it would be a great joke toamme us alike.
Margaret was christened Margaret Mary, and | wasstned Mary
Margaret. I'm the older sister. I'm Mary.'

'l don't believe it," he muttered. 'l don't beligueYou're got a fuller figure
than Margaret, and longer hair. How much olderyang?'

'Fifteen,’ she sighed.
'Fifteen what? Years, Months?"

'Minutes,' she muttered, and pitched forward irraddfaint at his feet.



CHAPTER TWO

WHEN she drifted back to consciousness she found léyse in the big
bed, under a chamois-soft sheet. She was aloite irobm. For a moment
her infernal curiosity drove her to look up at theeror. It faithfully reflected
the softly curved planes of her face, swathed uweibof gleaming hair, a
face as pale as her hair was dark. A wandering banfirmed that she wore
nothing but her own briefs. Margaret's had been soall for her, and
besides, a girl should go to her wedding wearimgetbing old! She giggled
at her own imagination, and, trying to muster ugheed of courage, stuck
her tongue out at her mirror image. And of coursedme in then, carrying
a glass.

Her panic returned immediately. She clamped hertinslwit so fast that she
almost bit the tip of her tongue. Both hands sredcdt the covering sheet,
tucking it up under her chin. He came to the siflthe bed and sat down
there. She tried to slide away, but the tangldefdheet held her prisoner.

"Your face is all eyes," he commented. 'Here, dtinig, down." He handed
her the bulb-shaped glass.

'I—I don't want anything,' she stammered.

'Sit up and drink it,’ he commanded. His voice segto drop a half-octave
when he gave commands. Her hands began to shake aga

'l can't sit up,’ she said. 'l haven't—I--'

'‘Nonsense," he laughed. 'Here.' He bunched up thHless against the
backboard of the bed, then reached down and pluckeaut of her little
nest, settling her against the pillows. She snakchigdly for the sheet,
barely managing to get it up high enough to coegrineasts. ‘Lord, you are
a whole lot of woman,' he sighed. 'Drink!

She shifted her grip so that one hand was holdiegsheet up under her
chin, while the other accepted the glass. His ey&® shaping her as she
moved, tracing every contour of her under the Wghght sheet. She found
herself unable to get the glass to her mouth witly one shaking hand.



Desperately, she dropped the sheet, seized the gi#s both hands, and
gulped down its contents. Fire collapsed her themat burned the roof of
her mouth as the brandy slid down to her stomachwild spasm of

coughing doubled her up and left her breathless.

'Hey, it's only brandy," he said. 'Don't tell maftlé Miss Prim? You don't
drink either?"

'‘No,' she gasped. 'l—help me—some water, please.’

He ducked into the bathroom and returned with atanfull of water. 'My
toothbrush cup,' he said wryly as he handed itto 8he was too upset to
care. She swigged the water down, putting out dimélagration, then leaned
back against the pillows. He stood by the bedgetnety glass in his hand,
and a large grin spreading across his face. "Ydongotten something,' he
said. He reached down to where the sheet had sellapt her waist, and
gently drew it up with both hands. His fingerslegdiacross her stomach and
up over her breasts as he did so.

She snatched at the sheet, drawing it protectivgit around her,
unknowingly highlighting the shape of her arousesbbts. His eyes noted,
but he said nothing. She shuddered again. 'Pleasglebse go," she
sputtered.

‘Not yet," he said grimly. 'First | want to knowsjuvhat the devil went on
today. Start explaining!

'I—I can't,’ she mumbled, turning away from him. gkee moved she heard
the big clock on the stairs boom again. Ten, eletwealve. Twelve o'clock.
Stall him until twelve o'clock! 'Where is Margaret?

'l intend to know. Now!" His voice was steel-hakfhy did you marry me,
Mary?' One of his hands seized her wrist. It wasoal light seizure,
bespeaking power and pain to follow.

'l—we--' Twelve o'clock. Surely she had done encfeglthe both of them?
Whatever she could tell him. 'l—went to my fathdrsise. Margaret had



disappeared. My father—he said that she would dosock—that | only had
to—to stand in for her, and she would come bablad to do it.'

'Why?"' His question was sharp, like a dagger pdiateher throat.
'l had to,' she returned fiercely. 'l needed theeyd

He whooped with laughter. 'So! You needed the moviey married me for
my money?"

'‘No," she protested. 'lIt wasn't like that. Not élya¢ needed the money. My
father's money, not yours!

'Well that's a switch,' he said. 'And did you get i

'He said he would deposit it in my account at thekh He said Margaret
would be there at the church. And then he saidvalhidd meet me at the
reception and we would just switch clothes. Andhthe said if | just stalled
things until midnight, Margaret would be here. [I'lbet she's
downstairs—would you look?"

‘There's nobody downstairs," he reported. He saliatheost sympathetic.

'She has to be. I've got to get back home and—dlkeady missed my
appointment for my new job. I'vgot to--'

'Things have changed,' he snorted. 'Haven't yogetby now? Margaret
isn't coming, and you married me at four o'clocgk #fternoon. Love honour
and cherish!" He walked over to one of the wardsplséd the door back,
and took out a pair of pyjama bottoms from the &l

'You can't—you—I won't let you! Where are my clahe

'Don't yell before you're hit," he chuckled. 'Irtkil could manage to put off
my gross lusts, at least for tonight. Going to Wttt you now would be like
shooting fish in a barrel. So I'll let you off theok for tonight, wife. For
tonight.'



'‘But | have to go home. | have to start--'

'Relax, Mary Margaret. You will survive the nigatd we'll have a long talk
in the morning. Close your eyes. | don't like mymemn looking at me as if |
were a convicted rapist." Two of his fingers carmogvil over her eyelids,
forcing them shut. He carefully re-arranged theeslagound her, tucking a
light blanket over all. She mumbled something ingleerable.

'‘Mary?' he asked.

With her eyes firmly shut she asked, 'Why did yoarm me? | mean,
Margaret?'

'‘Now that's my secret,' he chuckled. 'Get somegsked don't get any wild
ideas about sneaking off in the night. You wouidger the burglar alarms
unnecessarily. And besides, you don't seem to Aayelothes here.'

'l don't—I--' She sat up in bed, hugging the slotete. Her shoes were still
lying by the armchair, but everything else was g&werything! "You—you
lecher!" she snarled at him. He smiled a crookeztsided smile, tipped a
finger to his forehead in salute, and went outsidlg the door behind him.

She shuddered under her thin covering, and waitedrinutes to be sure he
would not return. Then she slipped out of bed aml to the door. She
opened it slightly to peer down the hall. There wathing to see. The old
clock began to strike again. She closed the dofudy, amazed to see
how soundproof the room was. As soon as the déahdd, the sound of the
clock was cut off in mid-stroke. She searched yaiof some way to lock

the door. The only sanctuary with a lock, she disced, was the bathroom.

Mary prowled the room, looking for something to weEhe only item she

could find in the wardrobes, besides a double rowi® suits, was an old

blue bathrobe, whose sleeves were six inches tog, land whose hem
dragged on the floor. But it was better than naghiBhe kept it on as she
crawled tiredly back into the bed and put but thbktE. But tired as she was,
sleep eluded her. She lay stiffly in the magnifidesd, barely able to control
her trembling, until finally, without notice, shaccumbed to fitful rest.



Twice during the night she heard noises that brohgh upright in bed. It
was not something recognisable, and it had stopyeéore she was fully
alert. She listened carefully, expecting to fimidh breaking into the room,
demanding hedim? How | wish | knew his name, she told herself.th's
nameless devil that frightens one the most. Theehsssa Devil. She |
dropped back on the pillow, tossed and squirmedl paice again drifted off.
But the third time she heard the noise it was ngéo a phantom. As she sat
up in her \ bed it continued. It was not particiy@oud. A soft whimper, but
monotonously continued, and definitely coming fridme quiet dark room
which she had previously assumed was a dressimy.roo

Mary snapped on her bedlight, swung her feet outto the thick rug, and
padded silently over to the half- opened door. Aes gushed her way into
the adjoining room the noise became louder. Shebletnaround in the

darkness until she saw a lamp outlined against; mighe windows. She
padded carefully over to it, and snapped the swittle small glow of light

centred on ' a dark green rug at her feet, bunthees were coming from
behind her. She turned quickly. Against the walivall trundle bed sat, and
under its green and gold i covers, a tiny body a#tsned.

She walked over to the bed, but nothing could beatned. Slowly, gently,

she pulled off one of the pile of pillows at theatleof the bed, and there
suddenly she had her answer. Not the answer towdmstausing the noise,
but rather the answer to the question as to gwanted to marry Margaret!

Lying flat on the bed was a tiny elfin face, almssgtrounded in swathes of
long golden hair. A little girl, perhaps seven ayhe? Mary could not be

sure. Her life had not included small children, this one grabbed at her
heart.

There was a tiny blush of red at the centre of edi¢he soft round cheeks.
Long dark eyelashes curled oysparkling eyes. The mouth was half open,
as if the child were having trouble breathing tlglotner nose, and a gap in
front demonstrated that most of her baby teethguoae. Mary had expected
shock, screams at the invasion by a stranger.rBaivtas not what she got.
Two deep blue eyes blinked, seemed to focus onthamgan the distance,
and the golden head was cocked to one side, liggeni

'Is anyone there?' The voice was high but musscdt,but clear.



'Here," Mary said quietly, and moved up to the sitithe bed. The golden
head swung in her general direction, and a hancheshout and touched
gently on her wrist.

‘Are you my new Mommy?'

'I—I think--" Mary stuttered.

'It's all right," the little girl responded. 'Daddyid me. But you're not the
same one. | was dreaming about you, | think. Yaundaso much prettier.
Much!

'‘Much prettier than what?"

'Much prettier than that other one who came. | {ike. | need to go to the
bathroom.’

'l like you too," Mary chuckled. '"What in the worklyour name?"
'My for-real name is Jennifer. Jennifer Richardson.
'So they call you Jenny?'

'‘Nope. When | was little | couldn't say the JayrshuThey call me Penny.
I'm eight years old, and | really have to go.'

'So all right, Penny. Up you come. The bathroomiptg.'

The little girl slid out of the bed, shaking dowertong nightgown so that it
reached to the floor, and then stood there, waiting

"You have to hold my hand, you know," the childds&he raised her right
hand.

'Oh? Well, all right.' Mary stretched out her owanld, but the child made no
movement to meet her. Puzzled, Mary moved her tiaadest of the way,
clasped the tiny fingers, and gave a tiny tug. e smiled sweetly,
tightened her grasp, and began to walk straighadhgirectly into the big



armchair that sat by the bed. Barely in time Marlgal her aside, knocking
her off-balance. The child stumbled, fell againsriyls leg, and circled it
with both arms.

'l don't know this room very well," the child saldnd | think Daddy must
have moved his chair.' She turned her head up tsAdary and smiled an
angelic smile.

Beautiful teeth, Mary thought, examining the pifsee closely. Plump

cheeks, rose-red, coming down to a narrow chind&ohair, molten gold,

tumbling down to her waist. Long curling eyelashes shades darker than
her hair. Blue eyes, deep cerulean blue, that sgairk the light from the

adjacent room, but whose pupils did not sparklenwiite added light.

Beautiful blue eyes—that saw nothing.

Mary drew in her breath, barely a sounded gaspthauiittle girl heard. 'Did
| spoil it?" the child asked. 'Daddy didn't wante you because he said you
might not come with us if you knew | was blind. Didpoil it all?’

'No," Mary said comfortingly. "You didn't spoil it.could love you just the
same, if you would let me?’

'l want you to—ah—do I call you Margaret? That'sastvbaddy said. Or can
| call you Mommy?'

"You may call me by my name if you like. But my Ireame is Mary, not
Margaret.'

'‘But Daddy said Margaret Mary is what they called.y

"Your daddy got it a little twisted, dear. It's Maviargaret. Okay?'

The trip to the bathroom was somewhat perilous. [ittle girl provided

careful coaching, but Mary's hands were all thuniig. at last, full of
laughter, they were back in the big bedroom, headn the door of the

smaller room.

'Mary?' The little figure stopped, halting themIbat place.



‘Yes?'
'‘Daddy's not here?'
‘Not right now, pet.'

'‘Are you going to sleep in that great big bed allyburself?"l—I guess |
have to.'

'l 'spect you'll be awful lonesome there by youfsel
"Yes | will, dear. What can | do about it?"

'Well, you've been so nice to me and all, | guessuld sleep out here with
you and keep you company. Would you like that?'

| know who your father is, Mary whispered to heiseknow who your
father is, little girl. And I'd better be carefulyou both! But her heart wasn't
in the argument. 'That would be nice,’ she agréed. so when next she
settled into the bed there was a little warm buradiddling close to her,
squirming around until the blonde head rested onyldahoulder.

'Mary,' the girl whispered drowsily in her ear, /@ a lot softer than my
daddy.'

'Well | should hope so,' Mary chuckled into thekshess, just before they
both fell into a deep sleep. When the bedroom dpaned at seven they
were still sound asleep. The man standing in tloewday studied them for a
few minutes, caught by the tangled frame of softigo hair intermingled
with the dark sheen of curls, the little head sstingly laid on the shoulder
of the woman he had married.

‘Thank God," he whispered to himself. 'l think Ijust been saved from a
terrible mistake.' He shut the door behind him, aodied off to do the
critical things he knew must be done.



Mary was just coming back from the bedroom two kdater when she
noticed the hand reaching out, the blonde headnigifinom side to side,
listening.

'I'm here,’" she said softly. There was the sound/adim, welcome in her
voice, and it brought an instant smile to the chifece.

'l thought maybe | dreamed it all up,’ Penny adeditiShe sat up, hugging
her knees to her chest. 'lt was such a wonderadrd—Mary?'

Mary moved closer to her, and the child's handhiedder robe. 'You don't
got no nightgown?'

'I'm real, all right," Mary laughed, 'and no, | &ayot no nightgown! Do you
realise it's nine o'clock? Out you come, and lggs down for some
breakfast.'

Twenty minutes later they arrived hand in handhat kitchen door. 'Ah,
there you are," Mrs Hudley commented. 'lt's noy\adten that Penny stays
in bed later than seven o'clock. Did you have adgsleep,, baby?' She ran
an affectionate hand through the long blonde hair.

‘The best | ever had,' the little girl exaggeratditk nice sleeping with
Ma—Momma.'

The housekeeper looked at Mary over the child'sdhddere was a

speculative look on her face, quickly replaced.eféts breakfast in the
kitchen, or in the dining room, Mrs Richardson.’

'In the kitchen, of course. And please, call meWar

'Mary? | thought that—he did say Margaret, I'm sure

'Of course it is,' Penny interjected. 'Her namilasy Margaret.'

'Oh? That's the way of it, is it. Well then, intetkitchen we go."' As Penny

scrambled in ahead of them, the housekeeper sfiigl $6he doesn't make
friends very easily. But then, you've met her befdisuppose?’



Mary smiled and shook her head. 'I've never beealbefore," she returned,
and walked through the door.

The kitchen was a surprise. Like the other roomtiénhouse it was longer
than it was wide, and totally white. A large kitahtable stood in the middle
of the floor, while every work-saving gadget thagenuity could provide
was lined up around the perimeter walls.

'‘And you make all this go?' Mary asked.

The housekeeper laughed at her amazement. 'Not sime,'chuckled.
'Himself. He buys everything in the world that leats about. Wants to keep
me sweet, he says. Good cooks are hard to findn't éver touch any of
those fancy goods. | use this gas cooker over hadkthat microwave oven
over there, and that's about it. Here, take a ®ston and eggs today.
Coffee?"

Throughout the slow and leisurely breakfast Mag lar best to pump her
two companions about this new husband of hers, littlh success. He was,
she learned, an investment banker, a small-bohusiaist, an airplane pilot,
and 'a devil with the ladies!" This last bit, acq@nied by laughter, from
Mrs Hudley. Mr Richardson was, Mary concluded, $bal of kindness and
discretion. His daughter loved him. His housekedpeed him, and—but
that thought was too foolish to be entertained. Shesbad it quickly, and
tried another subject. When prodded, Penny saicillThim Daddy. Mrs
Hudley calls him Mr Richardson. And there's a whblench of people
where he works, and they all call him sir." Whieleed to be about the end
of that\

She was on her third cup of coffee when the hugekabn the stairs recalled
her to reality. Ten-thirty? Hovfin the world cousthe rescue her position
with Mr Fisher? There justadto be some way to get herself clothed and on
the road to Beltown.

'Mrs Hudley,' she started to say, 'l have to fioghe clothes so I--' and at that
momentthat manstomped into the kitchen, both arms laden wittkpges.



'Daddy! the little girl screeched as she climbetlaf her chair. She stood
expectantly beside the table, arms upraised. Heeffarossed the room in
three giant strides, dropped the packages on lihe, @nd swept her up in a
mighty hug.

'Well now, baby," he said. 'Did you enjoy your @S

'‘Wonderful,' the child squealed. 'Wonderful! Aneé'shso soft and nice. Not
like that other one.'

'Squeezable, huh?' he returned. 'l must try thaethpretty soon.' His eyes
were hard on Mary as she blushed and tugged tlse lends of her robe
tighter.

'‘But | don't know what to call her,' the child ciorned.

'Well, that's easy,' he said, tossing the chiltowards the ceiling. 'You call
her Mama, or Mother, or whatever.'

'‘But—I--' Mary stuttered.

'Finished your breakfast?' he interrupted. 'Mrs leydl have to talk to my
wife for a few minutes. Could you bring us morefeefin the study? And
you, little bit, you scoot into the library and gour Braille reading. Pronto!

Nobody seemed ever to argue with this man, Many barself. They just
smile as iftheyhad thought of the idea, and—and here | am folgwiim
down the hall as if he were my lord and master!

'In here, Mary," he ordered as he opened the ddisrhand was warm
against the middle of her back, urging her gerdtyvaird. She struggled to
shatch at the last shreds of her independence.

You can't do that,' she said as soon as he ctbgsedbor behind them. "You
know this is only a temporary arrangement. I'lldeg of your life in just a
few hours, and you will cause the child all softpimblems when she tries
to adapt to Margaret. We're not the same kind opfe you know.'



'Oh, I know," he laughed. 'l know.' He walked ardtime desk and sank into
the swivel chair with a sigh of relief. 'l hate men around so early in the
morning,' he complained.

'Run around?' And the moment the words were obeofmouth she cursed
herself. She didn't want to know! Inordinate cuitigsthat was her main
failing in life. And it always led to trouble.

'Yes,' he laughed. He leaned back against thegitreri the springs in the
chair, it's too far to Beltown for me to go out faur clothes. But | did call

from your father's house. Harriet, is it? She shie'd be delighted to pack
everything for you. And Mr Hudley is on his way aatget them now. In the
meantime, | brought you a few things. Where diglaMe the packages?'

'In the kitchen," she snapped. 'What do you meamn,called Harriet—and
my clothes—and how did you know?'

'l went over to your father's house and asked thesékeeper for your
address," he chuckled. 'They were all packing gy there. It seems your
father sold the house. It's all elementary, my &gatson. Oh, by the way, |
also called the elementary school and told theordss you off their list.'

"You what!" she screeched at him. "You--' Wordkeéhher for the first time
in her life. She slammed her fists on the deskindpustration. 'Four years
I've worked to get my teacher's degree,' she fimalinaged to get out. 'Four
years of slaving and half-starvingnéedthat job. lwantthat job. You big
overgrown—oh, now what am | going to do? What did yell them?'

'l told the Head that you had caught a terminad edsnarriage. He seemed
to think it a very adequate explanation.’

She could not hold back the tears. They flowed tike big rivers down
each cheek as she stood there in front of hinfotiééd, arms down at her
sides, fists clenched. He was up out of the chefiore she saw him move.
His two big arms wrapped themselves gently arowardgulling her against
the softness of his cardigan.



‘There, there now," he muttered into the crownesfiair. One hand gently
patted her shoulder. It was all so comforting dte let herself go, leaning
against the strength of him, letting the cleanseags run for all they were
worth. When the tear ducts were empty she sniffeduple of times, and
found that his handkerchief was drying her che@&ath of her arms, for

some reason beyond her ken, had twined themsehoemdh his waist,

squeezing her against him more closely than before.

'You're tired,' he said softly. 'lt's been a loraydhstruggle, with lots of
confusion. But it's all over, Mary. All the heartes, all the loneliness, all
the fighting. From here on in I'm going to takeecaf you. Relax.'

She could almost believe him.deemedo be all over. It seemed as if the
terrible years were behind her, and there was eefaghese strong arms.
But then she remembered that it was all for Martgamed the daydream

faded.

'We're not really married,' she sighed into hisae® 'so nothing's changed.
Margaret will be coming today, I'm sure. Daddy ssti@ would come last
night. I'm sure it's only a little mix-up."'

Instead of answering he swept her up in his arrdscarried her over to the
large armchair by the window. He sat down, holdiegon his knees with a
familiarity that made it all seem to be right. Aten he gave her the first of
her shocks of the day.

'Don't count on Margaret coming,' he chuckled. '&fefor England on
PanAm flight 192 yesterday afternoon.’

'Oh that's nonsense,’ she started to say, butidélep back of her mind that
nagging conscience was saying 'you know it's ttlee;t you, sucker!" She
pulled herself away from his too-comforting chestl @rossed the room to
another chair, trying vainly to keep the flaps ef hobe closed.

"You bargained for a wife,' she said primly, 'bot for me. | intend to get
myself dressed and out of here this morning, Mr—hitadevil is your first
name, anyway?"'



'What the devil is my name?' He lay back his hewtraared with laughter.
"You married me, and you don't even know what mya&&? Harry. Harry
Oscar Richardson.’

'Well, Harry whatever, it was Margaret you marriedt me. | distinctly
remember that at the altar. Will you, Margaretgtak

'Ah, but you didn't keep your cool, did you," hedaed. 'l went over to Saint
Anselms this morning and checked the Register. Wowl did you sign it?
Mary Margaret McBain. As big as life!"

' didn't!" It was more like a prayer than a stageimn

'So | rounded up the pastor, and explained the éreohad made in the
marriage certificate, and he corrected it on thet.5ple reached into his
sweater pocket and brought out an official-lookpaper. She waved it
away, dazed. There was so much of finality, of reckd officialese about
the whole thing. You are married to him, it scredraeher. There's no way
to get off the hook. In the sight of God and Man!

'‘But it can't be legal!" She returned to the frdgsperate to find a loophole.
"You meant to cheat Margaret all the way, didnili'lythat makes it illegal"

'What the devil do you mean by that?' he snapped.

"You know what | mean," she snarled. 'You wantethaher for your
daughter.’

'Of course | did. That was the bargain.'

'‘But you never told Margaret that your daughter Wwisd, did you! Did
you?'

'How about that,' he chuckled.

"You knew that Margaret didn't like children, anbdliad child at that. That's
cheating. That's despicable! And I'll bet thatesgél, too!



'Whoa now,' he said, a sombre expression flashangsa his face. 'The
McBains are talking to me about honesty? You mdme for money. Your
sister skipped out on a promise, and your fathey been running a
confidence game for the past year. How about thati't you know why

your father wanted you to stall me until twelvelak last night, you silly

goose?'

'No, I don't,’ she admitted with abject candour.

‘Let me tell you about McBain Grain factors," hesgruffly. 'A year ago
your father leased one storage warehouse, fillegtht grain, and then got a
bank to give him a full-value loan on the graintekfthe bank had inspected
the warehouse and sealed it, he broke the seakdeanother warehouse,
and moved the grain from the first to the seconel dimen he forged a seal
on the first warehouse, and went out to a diffebamtk for a full-value loan
on the second one. And he's been doing that foll gdar. McBain Factors
now hold leases on sixteen warehouses, but onlypbtieem has any grain
in it. Last month the banks started to make ingsirialong with the
Department of Agriculture. So your father arrang@dell me his share of
the business, along with Margaret.'

"You can't sell daughters on the open market,psbiested feebly.

‘The hell you can't. And you know what else happg@h&he looked at him
mutely, her eyes dark- shadowed. 'Last night yathrer took all his liquid
assets, my check for two-hundred-and-fifty-thousdodtars, and all his
luggage, and boarded the midnight flight to Coluemt®outh America.
How's that for honest?'

'My daddy wouldn't—why Columbia?'

'‘Because it's the only major country in the westemisphere which does
not have an extradition treaty with the United &#tHe walked over to her
chair, placed a hand on each arm, and leaned oJesg her forehead. He
was smiling. Grinning!

‘You're not angry?"



'Of course not," he chuckled. 'l always use a kgpgpn when supping with
the devil.’

'l don't understand,’ she sighed, all her streagthdefiance gone.

‘Neither does your father," he returned. 'l hapfmehave just financed a
company which purchases grain for shipment to Egygtey have
everything they need to make a good profit, extmpgtorage warehouses at
shipping points. Now, McBain Factors goes into lapkcy tomorrow,
leaving me with first lien on what? Sixteen emptstig warehouses!

"Why—why you're as bad as my father," she snapped.

'Worse,' he chuckled. 'But my deal is legal. If B catches up with your
father he'll spend a considerable time in prisonblieity in all the

newspapers, of course, and on television, evemythiow would you like
that?'

"You mean if | agree to remain with you, he woulthave to go to gaol?'

‘There's always that,' he chuckled. "You're a delvi better bargain than
Margaret, believe me!"

'Well, that horse won't run, Harry Richardson. tfibught you could hound
my father to gaol I'd stand on the sidelines arekclyou on. Want me to call
the District Attorney for you?' She tried to stamulto reach the telephone,
but he pushed her gently back into the chair.

'No," he said softly, 'l don't want you to call Dstrict Attorney. If you want
to call somebody, call your bank.'

'My bank? Oh! You mean he didn't deposit the mdoeyne?'
'Of course he didn't. Are you that much of a singié
'I—I guess | was, wasn't I, she said moroselyd'Aow | don't even have a

job to help pay off the debt!" She settled backhe chair, her fingers
twisting in her lap. He used one big hand to beits.



'What kind of bills are they?' he asked.

‘Just two,' she sighed. 'Four thousand dollareffather's funeral, and eleven
thousand dollars in hospital bills for her lastéss.’

He straightened up and glared at her. The moodgehsent her deeper into
the chair. She brought her hands up in front offaee for protection. 'Why
that bastard!" he muttered. 'That rotten bastard!

He turned away from her and paced slowly up andndthe length of the

room. She watched him from the corners of her ayatsdaring to turn her

head. In anger he was a fearsome thing! When he bagk, he leaned over
her again, supporting himself on the chair arms.

‘There are a lot of reasons why we should be nthrhe said softly. '| need
a wife. Penny needs a mother. You and | both wareep your father's
peccadilloes out of the paper. And you need moogay your debts. Isn't
that enough to begin with?"

"You mean—you would pay the bills? If I--'

"You don't expect me to have my wife hounded blydallectors do you?
What | have | protect.’

'l—but you know—I don't love you. I'm not even stiat | like you. | could
be a mother for Penny, and run your house, andobe lyostess, but—I
couldn't— | couldn't be a real wife to you. You knthat!

"You forget one important thing," he said softly.
'What?'

His lips zeroed in on the tip of her upturned nas®l gently deposited a
kiss. 'At four o'clock yesterday afternoon," hetomred, 'at the altar of Saint
Anselms, you promised in the sight of God to |dwenour, and cherish me.
You said that, Mary, not Margaret. You." Do you mea break that
oath—so soon?"



She stared up into his deep star-flecked eyes|ose ¢that she could see
nothing else of his face. In the depths of her nsinel could hear the echo of
the old priest's cracked voice: 'Do you—Ilove, hanoberish—till death do
you part?' You gave your word, Mary! And now iilme for the pledge to
fall due! She searched his eyes again, lookinghimpe, for pity, for
forgiveness, and found nothing. She squeezed lesthyes shut.

'‘No," she said, 'l have no intention of breaking @ayh." She wanted to say
something more. A million more things about doudsl limitations and
safeguards, but his lips moved to hers, sealingniauth as well as her
mind. And in a moment he had transported her toe¢hbns of light.



CHAPTER THREE

HE was gone by one o'clock, and when the door clbeathd him Mary felt
that she had just survived a hurricane. Even Perasyimpressed. 'He don't
usually go so fast,' the little girl said. 'Did ygat your 'structions?'

Mary looked down at her, startled. 'Yes," she adhahjti guess | got my
instructions. You too?'

'Yes,' the child returned. 'He told me | gotta—Védo look after you, cause
you're a babe in the woods. What does that mean?"

'l haven't any idea,’ Mary giggled. 'Are there amgods around here?’

'l don't know neither. I've only been here a ygay know, and the rest of
my—the ladies, they never took me noplace. Couldjaveomeplace?’

'Why of course we can. Anywhere special?’
'No, just someplace else, please?’

'You bet. Wipe your chin, you've got egg salad orivyou won't need a
sweater. We'll go for a little walk through Beamwto'

'My, you are funny. Beantown?"

'You bet. Boston has a million names. Bean Townabse of Boston Baked
Beans. Or the Hub, because it's the Hub of the éJséras far as culture
goes. How about that?"

'Don't nobody just call it Boston?'

'Sure. The mayor and the tax collectors, and sieH |

'l gotta take my cane. You gotta find it, Mary. Vreaid | always have to
take my cane so people would know that—

'Do you want people to know?'



'No—No, | don't, but Daddy said--'

They were out the front door before Mary regretteglwords she had used
about 'Daddy said'. Penny laughed all the way. &wones | think you don't
like my daddy," she squealed.

'‘Sometimes | think | don't either," Mary mumbledlanher breath. 'Take my
hand and hold tight, because here we go.’

They both had to lean forward to top the hill ag Street led into Beacon
Street. As they walked Mary kept up a continuousttein describing
everything they passed, everything that moved, ytvelg that had a
fragrance. It was the little things that affectedl, bbrought tears to her eyes.
When they passed the little red fire hydrant jysthe street from the house
Penny insisted that they stop so she could 'sedthither hands.

'It's just like | remembered, the little girl g&sh is it red, or what?"

'It's red," Mary assured her, 'with some yellowtlmsplaces where the hoses
fit. Mickey the Squirter we used to call them whevas young. You've seen
one before, Penny?’

'Oh yes, before | was blind. But | was little th&our years old, | think.'
'Oh? Back when you were young? What happened?'

'‘Well, we didn't live here then, you know. We lived New York. And
Mommy—my other mommy--'

"Your real mommy, poppet. Don't be shy about theda6

'She don't seem as real as you are, Mary Margaret.'

‘Thank you, fair maiden," Mary laughed. 'And whappened?"

'I—I don't remember everything. Mommy took me ie ttar. She was mad.

She said we was gonna go live with Grandma. Themadethis accident,
you know, and Mommy got dead and | got blind. Arftew Daddy came he



was mad! Lordy how mad he was. He said a lot of wards, and then |
don't remember. Did you ever have a accident?’

‘Not that | remember, but it could happen to anyone

'l don't think so. Daddy said it could only hapgerdrunken fools. | don't
know who that was. What do you think?'

What I think, Mary told herself, is I've got to pthistening to tales about his
first wife. If he wants me to know he'll tell mend if he finds out I've been
pumping his little girl it'll rain for forty dayslleover my head!

'l think we'd better turn up Beacon Hill, honey. adeall that noise?
Something's going on at the State House.' As ttrellesd up the pavement
together she described in detail the capitol bogdiof the State of
Massachusetts, set back from the sidewalk by melflights of gleaming

stairs. Red brick, with white facings, and a gaggfi@lain white columns
standing marshalled across its front. A huge bagdtontaining both the
legislature and the executive offices of the gowern

'‘And up there on the top—you'd never believe ihrig#
'‘What?'

‘They have a big gold dome. At least it looks lgadd. Maybe it's only gold
paint—but it shines in the sunlight, and sparkiles &nything!

'It must be very important?’

'Very important. The men and women who come to worthis building
make all the laws of the State. They call it the&@and General Court of the
Commonwealth of Massachusetts.'

'Wow! That's a lot of words!'

‘Not as many as they use inside!' There was a cgatltering in front of the

State House, opposite sides of some -public argurihet’'s go up the steps
and get back in a corner, sweet. There's quitevac:collecting! Maybe this



isn't the best idea | ever haiMaybeit isn't I'll run home and tell my—that
man— that | lost his little girl on our first dayt? What a reception that
would get! Why do | act as if | were frightenedfitaldeath of him? Because
it's true?

'Who is making all that noise, Mommy?"'

‘There are two groups of people, dear. They've ctaniet the legislature
know what their opinion is about a—oh my—aboutiadftalled ERA. The

ones on your right hand are for it, and on yourhehd they're against. And
there are six policemen on horses between the toupg.'

'‘And they're yelling at each other? | bet thatfd'fu
Tl bet it is too," Mary sighed. 'l wish | hademerve to do it.’
'Why don't the policemen tell them all to go home?'

'‘Because they have the right to be heard, deatorg as nobody throws
anything, or starts a fight, the policemen are gdm let them have their
say—oops. That did it. Somebody threw a rock. Bazkhe stairs, Penny.
Here, we'll duck behind this column! Keep your hdadn, baby!" My God,
what have | done now, she asked herself as shddtudder the girl, trying
to protect her with her own body. The very firstéi she's in my charge, and
| get her mixed up in the middle of a riot! If thikild get's frightened, he'll
beat me half to death when | get back home! Backd®What a strange
thought!

She stooped to bring Penny closer, scooping hésrupce-to-face contact.
But the mobile little face pressed close to hers fea from fright. Mary
took a deep breath for the first time in many masutPenny's mouth
sparkled with giggles as she pressed her littladddead close to the raven
curls of her new mother. 'l never had so much fua fong time!" The little
voice shouting in her ear was filled with emotidrwish | could of come
before this!'



‘The devil you say,' Mary returned. 'Oh Penny, whaight. The horses are
walking backwards and sideways, and all the ardpfeeare running across
the street into the Common. You know about the Conf?h

'‘Nope. What's the other crowd doing?'

Mary pulled them both out- into the open again. IMe looks as if the
other crowd is being pushed up the hill, over tasathe Courthouse
Square. Everybody keeps moving to keep out froneutick horse's feet. Sit
down here for a minute."'

They both sat on the top step, a pair of smallinschlone in a sea of stone.
It seemed almost magical, but the street in frdnthe State House was
empty, and only a few people could be seen disajppemto the distance.
Two elderly custodians came out on to the pavenmefront of them and
began a slow clean up. As she saw it, Mary ke uglentless barrage of
words, trying her best to convey to the little gine scope of what was
happening.

'‘And the Common?' Penny probed.

'Oh. The Common!" She stopped long enough to taleep breath. Being a
tour guide was perhaps somewhat more than her eocd$ could sustain.
'It's a park,' she continued. 'A great big park,digrass and trees and—and
there's a frog pond up at this end, and down attiher end, down the hill,
there are the Public Gardens, and the Swan boatshiags like that. | think
it's about forty-five acres, and it belongs in coomto all the people, so it's
called the Common. It's all that's left of FarmeaBon's farm, way back in
Puritan days, when Boston was an island, and Gov@&radford bought it
for his new city.’'

The voice from behind them was very authoritatikezy bored. 'Ladies, you
can't sit here. You can walk, or you can dancejoorcan sing, or you can
petition. But you can't just sit!"

'‘Come on, Penny,’ she laughed, picking up thettamd in hers, 'the voice of
the Civil Servants has spoken. Let's go acrossttieet to the frog pond!



They were both exhausted by four o'clock. So mucthat the little girl's

feet were stumbling as they made their way dowrsligét incline that was
Joy Street, towards home. There it is again, ddehirself. Towards home!
What's the matter with me? That stupid phrase keepsng back into my
mind, like a joyous thief in the night.

The day had been one of a kind, and it all felt duermey. She had struggled
for years to earn a teaching certificate—to haweelégal right to teach a
group of twenty or thirty children. And instead shad wound up with
another type of certificate, and only one childgach. One lovely, loving
child. There was no doubt about it, the pair ohthead an affinity towards
each other. They already felt a closeness, a féilove. And the only fly in
the ointment was the child's father. Say it cotyeshe lectured herself. The
only fly in the ointment is my husband! | wouldniind if he were only the
child's father. He's my husband! A shiver ran ug down her spine. A
touch of fear—a fear of the unknown. The sun waggling lower towards
the western hills of Belmont and Waltham. Very somw he's bound to
make an appearance. With the coming of darknessi¢lrd makes his
appearance. Cotton Mather said that. Lord, | supgtstrue?

'What's the matter?' Penny tugged at her hand.r& talking to yourself,
but you didn't say nothing when we went by Mickieg Squirter!’

'‘And how did you know that, young lady?'

'l don't know. I just know. | count things. Anddmember where things are.
| betcha tomorrow | could lead you over the whalete we walked today.
Did you know that? And when | get to be ten Daddymsg to get me a
dog—a special dog. And the front steps ought tadig here.’

And of course they were. Mary led the child upgtaars and into the house,
tired, surprised, amused by the little packageunh&nity at her side.

'‘Ah, there you are,” Mrs Hudley met them in thel.Halou look a sight,
Penny Richardson! All your hair in a fluster, araiy cheeks all rosy! And
so do you, Mrs Richardson, the housekeeper thagsite watched them. A
child of—no, children of innocence. No wonder hermea you! 'Will you
be going up to change, Mrs Richardson?



'Oh please,’ she pleaded, 'Mary. And yes, | supp@sboth should go up
and change. What time is dinner?'

'Mr Richardson usually gets home about five-thirty.

He likes to have a drink about six, and the medl ke on the table at
six-thirty.'

Mary did a quick count in her mind. From breakfasteven-thirty to dinner
at six-thirty, and then all the cleaning up afted&® That makes terribly
long hours for you, Mrs Hudley," she said. 'lt's touch, now that there are
three of us. We'll have to do something about'that.

Mrs Hudley smiled broadly as she watched the twthem dance up the
stairs, hand in hand, giggling at each other'sgok¢hy what a surprise, the
housekeeper thought. I've seen her go up thoses staidozen times,
wiggling her bottom at the Mister like some stwatker. And all that time |
had no idea at all how nice she really is. But thgain, shesaysshe's never
been here before. What do you make of that? Thagemrowas nagging, but
not necessarily important. She threw up her hamdsveent back to the
kitchen, still smiling.

Upstairs Mary led the way directly to the big bemrowhich the two girls
had shared the night before. "'Where do you haveglothes?' she inquired,
thinking of the little trundle bed in the dressnagpm.

'‘Across the hall,' Penny replied. 'l only stayethialittle room for last night.
Daddy thought | mighty be scared or something, la@dvanted me to be
close.'

'‘And were you? Scared, | mean?'

‘Nope. | don't scare easy. Do you?'

Mary chuckled at the question. How long had it takeer to make the
decision to move her mother? And all the time shgkvith doubt. Little

Miss Mouse. 'Me? | scare pretty easy, let me t@ill. yCome on. Show me
where your clothes are, and we'll both have a shbwe



‘Together?'
'Why not. We're both girls, aren't we?'
'Wow! | never did that before! Hurry up!

‘That's what comes of being an only daughter,’ Manghed as she led the
way to the bathroom. 'What you need is a brothesister.'

'Yes, | know," the little girl yelled at her as yhieoth ducked into the warm
spray. 'Daddy and | both agreed. But he said weidvad awful good to you
'cos you knew where to get them?!

Very suddenly Mary realised that it was not jut Warm shower that was
turning her so blushingly red.

They came back downstairs, hand in hand, justeabithclock on the stairs
sounded five o'clock. For some reason Mary felt itich to kick the
imperious monster. 'You could have run faster ydsaig you overgrown—
regulator,” she snarled under her breath. The ckeure in its position in
life, merely bonged an extra bong at her.

'Are you talking to the clock?' Penny asked.
'l was just clearing my throat," Mary lied.
'It's getting old. It bongs too many times. Daddyssit needs an overhaul.’

The big ornate hands quivered a little under theath jumped a minute
marker, and settled back again phlegmatically aggtis continued down
the stairs. 'Mary Richardson,” she whispered. 'MRighardson. Mary
Richardson.' Repeat after me a hundred times. uldvoe better to practise
the name before she faced him. He would surelyappteciate it if one of
his possessions got his name wrong!

She had not really noticed until they were sittinghe study how closely
her dress matched Penny's. Loose summer shifts sivge-string shoulder
straps, the girl's in light yellow, with a sprinkté embroidered red roses



around the hem, her own in deeper gold, withoutradent. She had left her
hair in its own careless riot, the raven curls tingodown her back. Penny
sat down on the hassock in front of her chair whibey brushed her golden
sheen, and then began to plait it. And that was hewound them.

He stopped in the doorway for a moment, drinkinghi@ scene. The two
girls were giggling at each other, Penny with lestfsquarely on the floor,
her hands clasped in front of her, Mary broodingrahe child's head, the
very tip of her tongue clamped between purseddgpshe concentrated on
the unpractised task.

'Stop wiggling, for goodness sakes,’” Mary moankly. fingers are all
thumbs tonight.’

'Yes," Mommy,' the child responded, in a mourndui that brought on the
giggles again.

'‘Well!" he said from the doorway.

'‘Daddy!" The little girl sprang up from the hassdgkoring the tug as Mary
tried to free her fingers from the plait. 'Daddy'aivtill you hear!" She

moved across the open room, not exactly runningnbtiwalking either,

and threw herself into her father's arms. He swhggaround a couple of
times, and held her at his chest.

'Wait until | hear what?' He walked across theflimaViary. She got up from
the chair, overcome with the same mixture of few expectation that had
frozen her at the breakfast table. What is he gdmmglo? Her mind
squirrelled around in its cage, and her cheekfiiddefore he got halfway
across the room. He dropped the child to the flomdt demonstrated just
what he intended. He swept Mary up as effortlessyhe had the girl,
twirled her around a couple of times, and thenh\wir feet still of the floor,
kissed her in that gentle burning way that he hach@hstrated the night
previously. She had intended to be shy, to withdreawstruggle if he
should—Dbut her body was not prepared to comply.Hsimg in his arms for
a moment like a huge rag-doll, and then sudderdygs squirming against
him, trying to get closer, trying to hold on to th&eetness before it had all



spilled out of her cup. When he dropped her oretdéet her knees buckled,
and she was forced to grab at his arm to keep lhé&sa falling.

Penny, who had been listening intently, laughetlatTwas pretty good,
Daddy,’ she said. 'Poor Mary.'

'Yes, it was pretty good,' he returned cheerfildiyt Mary could see that his
eyes had narrowed, and there was a question maressed in the way

those thick eyebrows peaked. I'm darned if I'llegihim the satisfaction, she
told herself angrily. He's got the manners of alwgant overgrown bear!

She stamped her feet deep into the thick pile @fctirpet, straightened her
back, clasped her hands behind her to still heirftefingers.

'Mary?' He meant to be insistent, and they werh btaring at her now.

'Oh, it was pretty good," she said, pursing hesy &igain. 'Not bad. I've had
better.' She couldn't be sure' about it, but itstidm that there was a glint of
sardonic humour in those eyes as he glared aEk&tently Penny thought
so too. The little girl squealed in mock terrordaan towards the door, her
father hot on her heels.

Oh lord, Mary cautioned herself. It was pretty godthat an awesome liar
you've come to be. One kiss— just a casual one—+angdht to be in orbit
around Jupiter by now. What is this man doing t@ iiée. ever catches me
alone with one of those 'little kisses' I'll be doan my knees begging for
the full treatment. Keep away from him! Is it stio late to run?

'Dinner's on the table, Mrs—Mary," Mrs Hudley annoed from the door.
‘They're both in there, laughing like a pair of spmators.’

She joined them cautiously, more than a little tgseher own lack of
control. He was sitting at the head of the tabl& Wenny on his right hand.
There were two other places set. One on his ledt,other next to Penny.
Without waiting for signals she powered her way $pleed to the seat next
to Penny. His eyes assessed her as she sat deAmard, as he re-set her
chair for her, drifted over one bare shoulder. Whenregained his own
chair she could see laughter in his eyes. Thatdice than anything else to
restore her courage. He's laughing at me! Thernrettee--



"Try the soup,’ he invited, it's Mrs Hudley's spéti

She picked up her spoon and sampled the clear dtsiflavour was
excellent, but outside her ken. Penny's soup, sttedn came in a
two-handled mug, and the child was sipping away aliandon.

"Won-ton soup,’ he told her. 'We have a large GGarm®mmunity in Boston,
and Mrs Hudley favours Chinese food." She stamednswer, but by the
time she had made up her mind about what to sayyReas launched into a
wild discourse on their afternoon's expedition. listened with alert

amusement.

'So, you see, they was all there--'
'‘Were all there," he corrected.

‘Yes, well, they were all there making all kindsnoises and singing. One
was Anti, and other was—Pro?'

'Yes, Pro. That's right. Mary's been teaching yew words, | see.’

'Well, yes. Only there wasn't much time to explanmeal good, and besides,
you always tell me exactly what things mean, Dadblyey was—were
arguing about ERA. What's that mean?'

Mary's spoon clattered into her plate, sprayettla [Chinese flavour on the
place mat, and clattered to the floor. She bent,akiankful for an excuse to
hide her face. When she came back up his eyesgherd to her, and there
was a sardonic smile on his face.

'l did say | would always explain, baby," he said, 'bavrwe have your
mother here to help, so we'll ask her, shall we?"

Mary could feel the furnace-effect as the bloodheasto her face. Not here,
she prayed. Not now. Her eyes sent him a silerd fde mercy, and his
Mightiness refused it.

‘Tell the child about ERA, Mary," he said quietly.



'I—I don't—don't you think she's a little youngteSwas stammering. He
smiled back at her, the kind of smile one wouldestgrom the shark which

is just about to bite off one of your legs. 'No,'i@ said. 'We must answer
every challenge as it arises, if we are to havapgoy child!

Doctor Murchison'€hildren's Chatterher mind told her as she fumbled for
an answer. The best in child psychology. Let ndlehge go unanswered. A
nice text-book. She had managed an 'A' in thaselatopped the class, to be
exact. But reading about, and applying—those acedifferent worlds! She
focused her eyes, to find both of them waitingHer expectantly.

'Well—ah—it has to do with a new law that we wonveant, Penny," she
stuttered. 'We women want to have equal rights migm, and get equal pay.
And that's what it means. The Equal Rights Amendrhand now what do
you say? How do you go about telling an eight-yadrgirl that she should
have equality under the law, that she is as worillevas—as her father? But
having bitten the bullet, Mary was not about toegiyo completely. She
gathered up a little more courage, avoiding thes ¢lyat were staring at her
from the head of the table.

'‘Men have ruled the world for a long time," shetsthout desperately, 'and
they've made a terrible mess of it. So now we—sofmgs—we think it's
time for us to have a chance to run things—to hektp men.' She gained
more courage as she gathered speed, so she lookestraight in the eye.
'So we want this law. After all, you and | are agortant and as equal as
your daddy, aren't we?'

The little girl smiled happily at her. "You meanduld do what | want, and
talk back to Daddy, and like that?"

'Well, perhaps not exactly that," Mary stammerBdt Wwhen you get older,
like me, you could. What do you think?'

'It would be nice,’ the little girl chuckled, 'bitwould never work. Daddy
wouldn't let us." She took another sip of her s now he was openly
laughing at her. Right over the little blonde headd daring her to do
something about it!



She did the best she could. 'Well, what does sba/Kkishe muttered under
her breath. 'She's only a child"

'‘And you should have seen that policeman, Daddgrinf? continued
happily. 'Mary said he was very big. And we hadetabff our shoes and
dipping our feet in the water at the Frog Pond, badaid something like
you can't do that here, lady, cause there's aAad.Mommy said, the devil

| can't. Where's the sign? And | guess there wasersign, 'cos he just sort of
wandered off. Wasn't she brave?'

'In the park, yes," he laughed softly. 'Do you klshe's so very brave here?"
The girl reached out a hand and rested it on Manyts The blonde head
turned towards her, as if the child knew more thight could tell. 'She's

very brave, Daddy," she said. 'She's scared ofaymishe won't show it.'

'Is she really?' He leaned forward over the emjstiiet of the lovely ham
salad. 'Is that true, Mary?'

Change the subject, her mind screamed at her. @h&mg subject.
Anything! 'l think Penny enjoyed the walk,' shedssoftly. 'Do you mind if
we tour the city?'

"You make it sound as if she's never been arobedg¢plied.

'l didn't—I don't imply any criticism," she saidfy. 'l just want to find out
the rules. If Iwerereally frightened by you, | would probably haveésfi
thinking | might break one of your rules, mightr?t

He paused for a moment, eyes locked on hers. Tadéndke off the intense
contact and sat back in his chair, chuckling. 'O@irse,’ he said. 'The
Diplomat. How is it that Margaret seemed to implgttyou--'

'Please!" She held up both hands in appeal. 'lgitthers--'

'‘And just what do you mean by that?' he asked.



'She means little pitchers have big ears, and gaqut supposed to talk
about things like that while I'm here,’ the litel interrupted. '‘Come on,
Daddy. You're slow as cold molasses tonight!'

'‘Am | really?' His eyes were not laughing. "Yourther thinks you've been
confined too much to the house, baby," he saidysoBefore she came,
when was the last time you went out for a walk?'

'I—I don't remember,' the child whimpered. Her dtseeere screwed up as
if she wanted to cry. 'l don't remember, Daddy.'

'Oh of course you do,' he insisted. 'We've hadg Ime of women looking
after you, taking you out, things like that. When?'

'It—it was the day they had the fireworks, DaddiieTday you took me to
the Esplanade, and the band played, and the--'

'‘But that was the Fourth of July," he insistedmmAsét a year ago.'

'Yes, | know,' the child responded soberly. Shepsld out of her seat and
made for the door. His face was like a thunderclovidu mean none of
them took you out walking?' he stormed at her. little girl stopped in her

tracks, but refused to turn around. 'Only Mommigg svhispered. 'Only

Mommy.'

It took Mary two hours to get the child to calm dovin between there had
been another bath, a leisurely play time, and g lead. Penny sat in bed
and read Mary a story from one of her own booksfihgers gliding across

the Braille pages, her story unfolding naturally.

'Why that's wonderful," Mary complimented. 'l casad Braille at all. How
did you learn?’

'l could of learned at the regular school,’ Peneglied. 'But then | had

trouble with my leg, too. So Daddy had a man cofvieitor? He still comes

in the mornings. But not now. We do like the PulBlchools do—we have a
twelve week's vacation in the summer. Why was Daddg at me?'



'He wasn't mad at you, pet. He was mad at all thes@men who were
supposed to have taken care of you. Now, go tp3lee

‘Mary?'
'Yes, dear?'

'l got this electric microphone between my room aflidhe others in the
house. If | need you, you'll come?’

'Of course | will. Now let's get a little sleep. Weecide at breakfast where
we'll go tomorrow, right?'

'Right!" The little hand came out from under thees and groped for hers.
She held it until the tiny frame was still, the Harlaxed. Then she tucked it
back under the light covers and went downstairs.

'l wasn't mad at her,' he said grumpily when sfamed him in the study a
few minutes later. 'l was mad at myself. All thime | thought everything
was peaches and cream. And instead—can you im#gitlerhe poor child

is a prisoner in her mind; and on top of that | m&er a prisoner in the
house! Damn!'

'Don't blame yourself entirely," she said, tryimgcomfort him. "There's no

blame in Penny's mind. That girl worships you, tgnu know? There's

nothing you could do, in her mind, that would be@mg.' She sat back in the
overstuffed chair, sipping at the long cold glasemonade in her hand.

'She said something to me about her accident. Dwiérstand that she had
some head injury that made her blind?"

'l don't want to talk about the damn accident,sharled. His hands were
pressuring a thick round glass of brandy. It alnaggieared that his tense
hands would crush the glass.

'l don't need to know aboybur problem," she said softly, 'but | do need to
know about Penny's problem. Did the accident cthesblindness? Will she
ever see again?'



His shoulders drooped as if he had suffered tooyndafeats in one night.
Her heart jumped a beat as she watched him. The&® s® much
she—liked—about him, if only he were not her hugh&he felt the wild
urge to run across the room and brush that lodtaofback, to enfold him,
to--

'We don't know," he interrupted her thoughts, spepkarshly. 'She could
see before the accident, and she can't see now.g8ess generally the
accident caused the blindness. But we don't knew.Had her to a dozen
doctors, surgeons, specialists. They all say tmeesthing. There is no
apparent reason why Penny can't see. But she Thait.keep talking about
tiny breaks in the optic nerve, but they can't fonte. And all they can
suggest is an exploratory brain operation. And lthagt can't submit her to.
So there we are. | don't know if she's ever goingele again. But I'm afraid
she won't. So don't offer her any wild encouragerhele gulped down his
brandy.

'I—I won't," she said. The big hall clock was stigk nine-thirty, and it had
been a long day. She got up slowly and walked twvére couch where this
stranger, her husband, was hunched over his dasesdnight,’ she told
him. She bent over and kissed his forehead, brgshack the lock of
vagrant hair as she did so. He made not a move.

She turned away and slowly walked up the staimgaln't until she reached
the first landing that she realised. She had spemntire day in his house,
not giving a thought to her father, her debts,daeeer, her wandering sister!

'l don't see how that could be,' she told hersedfen her breath. 'l met him
yesterday, and | married him yesterday, and |—a@t'¢hnonsense. That
couldn't be!" But as she mused her way into thedmed, changed into her
nightgown, and made her way to the big waiting hedsome reason not
quite clear to her, she offered an added praydank You, Lord," she
recited, 'for letting Margaret miss the wedding.'



CHAPTER FOUR

IT was a horrible way to wake up. Someone seemed tmbcking on the

door, and her head moved in an unconscious ackdgeteent, and banged
hard into the solid surface beneath her. She openedeye and knew
immediately she was in the bathroom. The tiny lmer the mirror was still

burning. Every muscle in her body ached and comethiShe struggled to
move herself and her toe bumped into the mouthetbld water tap. Not
only in the bathroom, but in the bath! She shruggedonly blanket closer
around her shoulders and began to recall the cstamoes.

She had come up to bed early, still not recoverewh the frustrations and
alarms of the past two days, and with the musddgeplegs complaining
from the afternoon walk. Without thinking she hadndered into the
bedroom, slipped into one of her granny nightgovamg] climbed into the
big bed. There were a couple of thoughts nigglingea mind. One was the
mirror over the bed. It was gone. She sighed isfsation. The other
problem was—she just couldn't remember what it vaasl, drifted off to
sleep and forgetfulness.

Some hours later movement disturbed her. She tureetiead towards the
bedside table, where the luminous hands of the ¢logk indicated one
o'clock. Still puzzled, she returned to her norsiakping posture’, flat on
her back, with one leg drawn up so that the solthaff foot rested on the
inner thigh of the other. And then the bed shoahkelagh her. She grabbed
desperately for the edge of the mattress, her ip@fidddled. It couldn't be
an earthquake. Boston was very far from any eagkeguaone, although tiny
movements had been registered in the past witldrcitly limits. Fighting
against her sleep-clogged daze, she shifted oertleth side—and her heart
jumped into her throat. On the other side of thd bémost nose to nose with
her, was a man. His eyes were closed, and hishimgathythm was slow
and steady, but as one who had never even shaesthaith her sister, Mary
was thunderstruck! How could she have forgottennta®. Her husband.
Love, Honour, Cherish. With obligations and righésnong which were
sharing a bed with one of his possessions!

Mary knew a great deal about sex—all theoreticald £o find herself face
to face with it—sharing a bed with it—was too muoh her nerves. She



flipped over on her back again, and tried to caenwildly beating heart.
Her body rigid, she gently moved an inch closethi® outer edge of the
mattress. He paid no attention. She boldly accutedilanother inch of
space between them.

But something in her last movement gave the shoayawvithout actually
awakening he rolled on to his side, and his madsivénand and arm came
over her stomach, locking her in position. She ptopbreathing, panic
slowly rising. The huge hand flirted with the gemes curve of her hip, then
slid upward, until it coursed across the lower slad her breast. Wide
awake now, but crammed with the taste of fear ssjueaked a protest, and
rolled herself off the bed on to her knees in thiekt carpet. She could see
that his eyes were open, smiling—no, laughing—at 8ke shuddered. He
made a move as if to get up out of the bed. Sheetbto her feet and backed
against the closed doors of the wardrobe, holdotg hands defensively in
front of her.

'‘Well, if you didn't mean it, you shouldn't haverm®' he said bleakly.
'l—l—you wouldn't believe—I forgot,' she gaspedutBdon't—I can't--'

He swung back his blanket and shuffled his featiagmn the rug, searching
for his slippers. Her mind was turning at three dred per cent above
normal. | have to hide, she screamed at herse#vé to hide.

And there's only one door here with a lock on grtHands responded as fast
as her mind had. She snatched at the light blahkétay across the foot of
the bed, and ran for the bathroom. She threw thakiet in before her,
slammed the door behind her, and flicked the bolthe lock.

Only then did she realise she was not being chasadhpily, completely

out of breath, she sat down on the edge of thetbatbnsider her plight. If
he came for her, that tiny bolt would not last lotigyas meant to be an
assurance of privacy, not a protection against!rRape? Surely it would
not come to that? She shook her head in disguseé Hem defending him
against my own thoughts, she mused. What to do?



She got up and put her ear to the door. She caadrtothing. If he had gone
back to sleep perhaps she could steal out and Sleamey's bed? In fact,
Penny had twin beds in her room. He certainly wowdtlattack her if she
were with Penny. Or would he? As quietly as posstihle pulled back the
bolt, edged the door open, and peered into theobedr All chance of
manoeuvre collapsed in her face. He was sittintherside of the bed, both
feet on the floor, smoking a cigarette. She slamthedloor and rammed the
bolt back in place. She could hear his raucous himugfollowing her.
Twenty minutes later she tried the same manoewitk,the same result.
She gave up.

The bathroom was small, and the tile floor, evesummer, was cold. The
only reasonable space to lie down was in the liaéhf.i So she wound the
blanket around her, turned on the electric heatet stretched out inside the
bath, hoping for the best. It became a miseralg@tniNot until her tiny
wristwatch marked four o'clock in the morning ditesactually drift off to
sleep. And then someone tapped on the door. Andrepeated it.

'Mommy?' Penny's voice, just outside the door. yaghid to come tell you
to hurry up. Breakfast is ready." Wearily she uleidir her bones,
acknowledging the complaint from each one. Withlett flat on the floor
she stretched three times, did two knee bends,haléed her face into
respectability, and flicked open the lock.

‘Mommy?"

'l hate people who are cheerful in the morning,iyMgroaned.

'‘Daddy said you needed extra time in the bathroommake yourself
beautiful! Yes, sure, she thought, about a mily@ars worth. If only my

bones would stop aching.

Your father is a smart aleck. When | get my ham$im I'm going to--I
forgot what I'm going to!

She dropped down to her knees so the girl coukd rser face with those
tactile hands.



"You got sleep still in your eyes, and you dontt igo make-up on, but you
are beautiful!" the little girl reported.

'Of course. We're all beautiful, love. It's onlynatter of right thinking. Let
me find a robe, and we'll go downstairs.’

'Mommy? | called you last night, and you didn't @m

‘You called me?'

'‘On my intercom. | buzzed. But you didn't come. ®adame.’
‘Well—I--'

"You weren't mad at me?'

'Mad as a wild bull'" The girl's tiny fingers trat@ path to the edge of
Mary's mouth and found the corners upturned in idesm

"You're fooling me, aren't you, Mommy!'

'Of course | am. Now, let me get my robe and vgeltdown.'

He was sitting in the kitchen when the two girlmmeadown. Freshly shaven,
dressed in crisp trousers and open-neck shirpdieet the very model of a
modern major general. The sort of man one couldyeesme to hate—or
love, she told herself under her breath.

'Hmmmm?' he asked.

‘Nothing. | was clearing my throat. Is there anffea?'

'Mommy says she's gonna do something to you causesya smart aleck,’
the little girl reported.

'l thought she was going to do something to menliggstt,’ he returned, 'but it
was all a mistake!'



'Wise guy,’ Mary mumbled under her breath as shegabherself a cup of
black coffee and sipped its life- sustaining brelg.was staring at her over
his daughter's head. Those thick eyebrows flickedaucouple of times

interrogatively. She was determined to ignore h8he cuddled her hot
coffee mug and turned to the window.

'Penny,' he said, 'l forgot my cigars. Would yoin@prme a couple from the
study?' His daughter smiled acquiescence, and a#nof the room, one
hand trailing sidewise on each side of her.

'How does she do that?' Mary asked.

'Practice,’ he replied. 'Just as long as nobodyasiany furniture out of the
pattern, she's able to get around the entire hsas&factorily. But | don't
need any cigars.'

She swung away from the window and stared at hitimyatentative smile
working at the corners of her mouth. 'l knew yoddi' she responded.

'‘About last night," he continued. Her eyes openeléyand he could see the
flash of fear in her eyes. 'I'm not trying to forgeu, Mary," he said. 'And |
don't expect you to have to hide in a bath, fordy@ss sakes. There are
plenty of beds in this house—including mine. Youwd¢he right to sleep in
any one of them you want to—including mine. Butwgld find you in my
bed, I'll expect that you've finally decided to bee my wife. Clear?"

'l—you mean that?'

' mean it. When you are ready to come to me of ywn free will, then
come. | won't need any other kind of message.’

'l—you're—very good to me,' she sighed. Almost abe were not thinking
at all she" walked across the room, bent over hghbhead, and kissed his
forehead. 'l do—I do like you,' she said softly. idached up and patted one
of her hands.

‘That's fine, Mary," he said. 'l like you too.'



Penny came back into the room, waving two cigarden little hand.
'‘Daddy?’ she said. 'What were you two doing?'

'Doing?' he challenged.

'l heard. You were close to each other, and themsbved away.’

"Your mother was kissing me, that's all.’

'‘Ooo000h, that's nice. Can you do it again?'

'‘Anything for you, baby,' he laughed. He pulled Mdown into his lap and
proceeded to kiss her slowly, gently, and veryséattorily. The little girl
came to the table, rested her arms on it, and &éad lon her arms, facing
them both. She gave a little sigh of contentmésntDaddy a good kisser?'

she asked.

‘The best,'" her father answered. 'Mommy can'tiallk. She's turning red,
and is all out of breath.'

'‘Ooooh, that's nice. Just like on the radio. Whare we going today,
Mommy?' The answer took a great deal of consuhtatio

He started for the door at eight-thirty sharp. 'el&v catch my regular cab,’
he informed them. He walked down the hall with em around each.

'Regular cab?' she queried. 'You—we—have a calt def?"

'We have one,' he laughed, 'but it's impossiblestoin the centre of the city,
and there just aren't any parking spaces. Caleisrly answer. We have a
regular account, if you need to use one. Get ytfussmme rest this
afternoon.’

‘All right." And then as an after thought, 'Why?"

'‘Because we're going out on the town tonight. BoShubert Theater, to see
Taylor and Burton in a revival. Noel Cowar@svate Lives'



He didn't wait for a yea or a nay from her, butskid them both rather
soundly, and walked off. She sighed after him, Wiatg until the cab

disappeared around the corner. | wish, she tholighsh he wouldn't treat
me as if | were Penny's age!

All Of which brought the ladies of his establishrhtna rather long coffee
conference around the kitchen table, where plarafarban picnic ensued.
'‘Down at the Public Gardens," Mrs Hudley informbkdn both. 'I'll whip
you up a couple of sandwiches to carry in your pt&KYou can buy drinks
almost anywhere down there.'

‘There's nobody at the Great and General Coumhyeomplained ten
minutes later. 'Don't they got no demonstratiomgdday?’

'l don't know," Mary chuckled. "There are a buntipenple going into the
building with signs. | can't tell what the signy$a

The guard at the door filled in the blanks. 'Budige#rings,’ he gruffed at
them. 'In the Main Hearing Room. The Welfare Moghare in the hearing
room in force. Something to do with money for tha& Ao Dependent
Children. Go ahead in, if you're a welfare moth@r.the Chambers are
empty until two o'clock. Maybe your little girl wédilike to sneak in and see
the Sacred Cod?"

'No—no thank you,' Mary said. 'Come on, Penny aitteng walk down to
the Public Gardens. They're clear at the bottomodéitidle Common.’

'But | want to see the Sacred Cod!"

"You can't see the Sacred Cod. It's a carving Ingngiay up on the wall
behind the Speaker's chair.’'

'You mean we can't eat it?'
'‘Course not, silly. You'd get splinters in your rttau

"Then what's it for?'



'It's the symbol of the Commonwealth. A long tinge dMassachusetts lived
by catching the codfish that swam just off-shorbeyfve all gone now,

moved north to Greenland. But the Sacred Cod liste& State symbol.

C'mon now—if we dilly dally in the middle of Beac&treet somebody will

turn us into a symbol!’

What with one thing or another they dallied theaywdown to the gardens,
walked a while through the floral displays, ateirtthench by the lake, and
then took a leisurely ride on a Swanboat. It toakiat of description to

paint the picture for Penny, but when people arahed noticed what was
going on, other voices chipped in, and Mary wa® ablrest her voice on
occasion.

The Swanboats in the Garden are actually flat-obod¢d barges lined with

open benches. In the rear of each barge is alfu+breplica of a swan, big

enough so that an attendant can sit inside it ®bikiycle seat, and pedal the
machinery that moves the boat's propulsion sysienny spent minutes

'seeing' the shape of the swan, and then shrillefiele when the attendant
offered her a chance to pedal the boat. After hief lexercise the pair of

them took seats in the back, close enough so Heatattendant could

describe for the little girl each of the gardenuiess they were passing.

Although both of them sat through the wonderfuérithey were tired when
they found themselves on Arlington Street, lookdayvn the summer-dry
expanse of the Commonwealth Mall. Good luck favdutem. An empty
cab was zipping up Arlington Street. Mary abandoheddignity, waved,
hooted, jumped, danced, and caught the cabbie'&\ageso they came back
to Joy Street tired, but chuckling at their adveesu Penny went off to do
her two hours of required Braille reading, whilerylatole a quick shower.
She came back downstairs determined to help Mrddytualith the house
cleaning.

As a result, by dinner time, Mary was worn to tload, and as usual in such
times, unable to control her babbling tongue. ERf@mny had difficulty
getting a word in edgewise about her trip on theuswoats, and the Sacred
Cod. Dinner was a little early in view of the eiglitlock curtain, and Mr
and Mrs Hudley had already taken over supervisioRenny's activities
before Mary managed to find her way upstairs tangea



There had been one argument between herself anddlagady. Feeling
very sorry for herself, she went to his bedroorelichim she could not go. 'l
don'thave anything to wear,' she moaned.

'Man, if that isn't the classic argument,’ he sdrtYou mean you don't
want to go!'

'l—maybe that's true,’ she conceded, 'but whatllisarue too. | really don't
have anything to wear.'

'We'll see about that," he snapped. He walked tovitre sliding doors of her

wardrobe and slammed them over. With his head ¢uibaek towards her he
lectured, There's nothing | hate wotbkana deliberate untruth. You've got
plenty—my lord, yowon'thave anything! Is this all you own?'

'l didn't plan to be the wife of some city mogubuyknow,' she said bitterly.

'All | was going to be was a schoolteacher. An@gl@mentary schoolteacher
at that!"

‘Then why in hell didn't you buy something? You laidday yesterday and
all day today, didn't you?'

She ducked her head, trying to conceal the tears.
'Well?' he insisted.
'I—I don't have any money,' she whispered.

'Oh lord!" He whacked his own forehead with hisdhdDidn't | give you any
money? Didn't | set up your bank account?’

She backed away cautiously, wondering what gamesaseplaying now.
'Well, didn't 1?*

'‘No," she whispered. 'No. | don't waitur money. | just want--'



'Oh hell" he snapped. But he came across the evahtradled her gently in
his arms, cushioning her face against the rufffeh® white dress shirt he
had just donned. She immediately baptised it vatrd. He held her close
until the spasms of crying had passed, then thtdchin and looked down
at her. 'My fault,' he said softly. 'All my faultl take care of it tomorrow. In
the meantime, how about this little black numbeu rave?'

And so she went to the theatre in titike black dresghat every girl should

have. Hers was of lightweight chiffon, flowing l@bg from the hips to just
below her knees, with a tight bodice and chokerkimee that covered

everything, but left her full breasts almost conglle and indecently

outlined. He laughed when he saw it all zippedbup,there was a gleam in
his eyes behind the laughter, and it gave Maritla pause.

He was very solicitous as he handed her into the @ad when they were
both settled in, he took her hand. 'l want yourtow how much | appreciate
what you've done for Penny," he said. She squdegédnd in reply. 'l don't
think | can recall anyone I've known in the lasirfgears to whom my little
girl felt an affection, as she does for you!'

Mary settled back in the seat and took a deep Hor&dords of praise! A
tingle of excitement shot through her, giving hereatirely different view
of this man whom she had married. 'She's easywt'Ilshe told him. 'After
all,  amher mother now.'

"You really believe that, don't you!

'Of course | do,’ she said in injured innocence.

'‘And what about me?' he continued. 'Was Penny?ight

'I—I don't understand,' she stammered.

He slid across the seat so that their thighs werehing. 'The other night at
dinner. She said you were afraid of me. Is tha?tu

'l—yes." She managed to force the words out. 'Btiais much as | was at
first. I—I think | could come to like you.'



"You only think you could?’

'l don't make friends very easily," she said soft§argaret is the outgoing
one in my family, not me.’'

'Yes, well thank God for small blessings,' he saiymatically. She wanted
to probe further, to really discover what he thdugihMargaret, but at that
moment the cab squealed out of the traffic laneputied up in front of the
Shubert.

He had planned well in advance. Their seats wetbarthird row centre.
She settled into the plush padding with a grateigih. The last theatre she
had attended had been a cinema in Springfieldcctike Orpheus. There the
seats had been designed for very thin male custorbese at the Shubert
were of more generous proportions. It was a welcaefief.

The house was full, but for some reason she fetljoin the middle of the
crowd. She moved as close to Harry as the seatkvatlaw, and slipped
her hand through the crook of his arm. He pattedihgers comfortingly.
‘Nice," he said, barely audible above the hum atecsation.

She made no attempt to talk. The sleepless niglhowied by a full day of
physical activity, had finally caught up with h@he warmth, the chatter,
the solid bulwark of his arm, were producing a hytmmeffect on her. She
was swept up in a maze of dreams, each more pletisam the one it
followed. The conversation dribbled to a stop ashbuse lights dimmed
and flared twice, and then fell entirely dark. Tugtain rose.

The woman in front of Mary was wearing a bouffaairldo. Mary leaned

her head sidewise for a better view, and suddenigd that she was resting
on his shoulder. He made no move to evade hehad®ught her other
arm over to complete the encirclement of his armd Ahen, for just a

second, she closed her eyes.

He was following the curtain opening, and the fiest words of the opening
scene when he heard the little bubbling noise irthreat. He looked down,
to find that all their neighbours were doing thensalooking at his wife,
with her dark head cushioned on his shoulder, heutinhalf-open, fast



asleep, as Elizabeth Taylor and Richard Burton hhégaveave their magic
on stage, not more than thirty feet away.

Her hair had fallen loose, and a segment of itdfetbss her cheek. He swept
it away with a tender finger. Where would | be ndw had married
Margaret, he asked himself. Out at some crazy d¢isety, probably, or in
the middle of another of those all-night booze-hess And look what I've
got instead. No doubt about it! Margaret inheriidhe McBain brass, this
one all the compassion! The kind of girl it would &asy to love. Who are
you kidding, buddy, he chortled to hims&Nould be easy to love?dasy to
love! When he leaned over to kiss her foreheathaltouples seated around
him smiled, and the elderly gentleman on the askg raised his hands in
silent applause.

She slept on, from the opening lines, throughtitermission, up to the final

curtain. When everyone around her started to agpstie snapped to and
looked fearfully around her. Her neck ached, ashi& had left it at an

unusual angle for some time. There was a sprinldinfigce powder on the

shoulder of his otherwise immaculate jacket, artti ber arms were wound
somewhat indecently around his!

Her face turned to fire, noticeable now that thed®olights had come up.
She struggled to free her arms from his, but foilnad he was not prepared
to let her go. When the audience rose for a stgnoMation he dragged her
to her feet with him. And then the excitement wasrpthe crowd partially
dispersed, and she felt herself to be all severddtarent kinds of fool!

'Why didn't you wake me up,’ she hissed at him.

'For what reason?' he asked.

T—I feel so embarrassed,’ she returned.

'l did tell you to get some rest this afternoon," he neled her. With most of
the crowd gone it was easy for him to guide heh#aisle and up the soft
carpet to the exit. They stopped in the foyer. ldensed to know ten

thousand people, all of whom crowded around foroohictions. Names
flew past her ears like individual drops of waterié the flow of Niagara



Falls. She pasted on hién delightedsmile, mumbled a few dozen returns,
managed to keep her tiny hand from being squeezeldath, and all the
time her illogical anger was mountinge knew she had been asleep. And
every one othemknew she had been asleep, and now he was hangiing h
out on the line for everyone to poke fun at! Darhe arrogant conceited
man! The Bishop was the final disaster!

'l vaguely remember the play, so | had to come tha revival,' the
churchman said. 'It's not exactly what the Churohld approve of. I'm told
that some people slept through it!

'You have to make allowances for my wife," HarridsaNe've only been
married a few days, and she doesn't get much sigaps.'

The Bishop looked down his long skinny nose, a ertitching at the
corners of his mouth. 'The guilty flee when nonesparthem,’ he laughed. 'l
wasn't talking about your wife, | was talking aboug!"

And put that in your pipe and smoke it, she yeBedndlessly at him. 'So
there!" And she could hardly resist the desiretitk ©ut her tongue at his
back. Unfortunately her timing was poor. He hadt jéisished his
conversation with the departing group, and turecbtch her at it.

"You have a very coated tongue,’ he commentedegsfoiowed the others

to the outer lobby. 'You be sure to see our famdgtor in the near future.’
She clung to his arm again, suddenly afraid ofdpsgparated from him, and
being lost in the confusion of the night. But tlegrtainly ended the

conversation for the night.

As she expected, no sooner had he stepped outtbe flavement than an
empty cab drew up at the kerb. Remembering herdesperate attempts to
stop the cab on Arlington Street, Mary was overwtegl again. Whatever it
was in him that caused it, he was giving her a massferiority complex!
When they were both safely inside the cab she meaask him. What to
say? Why is it that cabs and dogs and little ceiidseem to obey your every
unstated wish? Why is that? Why is it that when fiat looking at you
everything is perfectly normal, but when I loolallfto pieces? Why is that?
Why—>but before she could formulate the rest ofihguisition the warmth



of the cab, the soothing motion, the availabilitytat strong shoulder, were
too much again, and she drifted off. There wasighang, longing smile on
her little-girl face.

She was still sound asleep when the cab arrivéaim of the house on Joy
Street. He paid the cabbie, bundled her up intisaand carried her up the
front stairs. Mr Hudley was waiting with the doquem.

'Everything okay with Penny?' he asked as he bdibie¢he older man and
started up the stairs.

'Restless," Mr Hudley reported. 'Woke up twicemgyior her Mommy. Mrs
H is up there now, sitting with her.’

'‘Okay," Harry replied. 'lI've got the answer here—esst for Penny's
problem. You can lock up, Jake.'

‘There's a supper snack in the kitchen.'

'Perhaps later," Harry chuckled. 'l don't thinkulkd wake this one up with a
fair-sized earthquake.'

He carried her gently up the stairs to the thiodi] and stretched her out on
his bed. For just a moment he stood there, loodimgn at her. In her sleep
she looked to be all of fourteen. Her hair hadefaldown completely,
swathing her head with its dark outline. There aéisy smile flickering on
her lips. Her mouth was partially open, and as la¢claed she started a
bubbling gurgle, then stopped. He smiled, and begamdress her. The
basic black dress came off with a great deal dicdity. He struggled with

it for almost fifteen minutes, inching it along eéully, trying not to disturb
her sleep. With the dress out of the way he edsslyosed of her shoes, bra
and tights, which left her lying there in the dafinp-light, wearing nothing
but her smile and a pair of pink bikini briefs.

Where just a few minutes ago she had looked likginal fourteen, now,
with one arm moved restlessly behind her headingiser full breasts to
prominence, she looked like Mother Eve herself. disa was too much for
him to leave untouched. He dropped to his knedhdped and gently ran a



finger up her delectable body. From her knees rityacross the full swell
of her hip, into the deep indentation of her waastgd then slowly up the
curve of her breast until it rested, king of thi, lain its rose-brown crest.

She stirred restlessly. He held his breath andchedthis hand away. Her
smile returned, broader than before. He shook &&slhbewildered by his
own responses. Then he leaned over her once matedepped a
featherlight kiss on the peak of her breast. Sheekled so clearly that he
snapped his head back. But whatever it was thaichaded her response,
she was still definitely asleep.

He got up from his knees and went over to the cbiedtawers where her
things were laid away. There were only four nightge in the drawer.

Three of them were eminently practical granny rgghtns, full folds of soft

cotton, high-necked, reaching down to her anklé® furth was one of
Margaret's which had been left behind in the holiseas a frill of lace and

transparent silk with a deep cleavage, knee lemdgiturally it was the one
he chose. The one he wanted to see her in.

Putting it on her, for what material there was,ve to be as difficult as
taking off her dress had been. But he was becomioig proficient every
moment in the handling of those glorious curves lasitbws. When it was
all accomplished, with many more passages of hisdhiahan were
absolutely necessary, he slipped an arm underrfeszskand picked her up.

Mrs Hudley had heard him somehow. When he camétuthe hall with
Mary in his arms, she had the door to Penny's ropen. She quickly
assessed the situation, and went in front of himtip back the blankets of
the second twin bed in the small suite. He stretdtie wife out on the bed,
kissed the tip of her nose, and pulled a light kéanregretfully, up to her
chin. He went over to Penny's bed, left anothes kis that tiny nose, and
went out into the hall. Mrs Hudley followed him.

'She's dead tired," he whispered, 'but if Penmgstess it will be better for
them to be together. My daughter seems to recoginmgeen Mary's in the
room. Isn't that something?’



'‘Not exactly a miracle,' the older woman said, puricg his little dream
balloon. 'Mrs Mary always wears that lilac and lader perfume!

'Oh! Yeah, of course,' he said gruffly. Mrs Hudlexent on down the stairs
to clean up the kitchen. Harry turned around andtweack to his room for
another cold shower. 'l seem to be taking a ldhe$e lately,' he mused as
the chill water splashed down on his blond haionigthing's got to give
around here pretty quickly!



CHAPTER FIVE

THE last two weeks of June were a gift from the gddse weather was

warm, but not hot. Harry took frequent days awayfris job, and spent
them with the two girls. Penny's tour of Boston leaden up all the local
spots of interest, and travel became a probletmegsadded the Museum of
Science, Bunker Hill, the frigate USS Constitutiime Franklin Park Zoo,

the Children's Theater, and a fifteen-mile cruisét® Charles River to their
visiting list. Of all the attractions, however, Pgnoved best the contests
and demonstrations at the State House, and meagdéwiough Quincy

Market, the city's open-air marketplace.

But it was the evenings that spread whipped crearvary's dessert. She
and Harry developed a ritual sharing of the tasfatfing Penny to bed, and
when the little girl was asleep they would withdrethe study, where they
would sit close together as he worked on paperssha on her knitting. It
was all as domestic and peaceful as her heart deside. Often during their
time together he would stop his work, look at haretully, and ruffle her
hair. More often there would be a pause in the wand he would put an
arm around her, drawing her close to him, wordiesshe was beginning to
feel—well, not quite a wife, but almost.

She was beginning to work up her courage, too. Beethe point of
answering back when he made some snide remarkwiButaution. With
care. She could never get out of her mind the flaat he was a huge
powerful male, who could, without even trying, derfla damage in some
casual way, just because he was so big, so powdtarhaps it was a
hangover from what her mother used to say. But ewatits source, it was
always in her mind, and made her tread with a light in the presence of
her husband. Nevertheless, the mini-battle overfidley had been a total
victory for her.

It all started after dinner one night, when a cifasin the kitchen indicated a
major catastrophe. She jumped up from the tablerandor the kitchen,

with. Harry close behind. The dessert course wastesed all over the
kitchen floor.



'l just don't understand what happened,’ Mrs Hudlesped from the chair
into which Mary had chivvied her. T've never dohattbefore!

'Hush," Mary insisted. 'You work too hard. Thertes much to do around
this house, and if your darn employer can't seg kigés blind!

‘Not he' Harry contributed. 'She. You're the chatelaihthis house. If you
can't see when you're overworking the poor woman,ngust be blind!"

'It's not funny!" She stamped her foot in anged, mianaged to give herself a
cramp. She danced around the kitchen in agony,iggomore angry every
minute. When the muscle in her leg finally relasbeé was ready for blood.
She stood fiercely in front of him— 'Under my noste said later—and
beat on his chest with her two tiny fists. 'It'avary, that's what it is. There
are three of us now. When it was only one of us—mwibevas only you,
perhaps it might have done. But there are threesab look after now, and
it's a terribly big house! Shame!'

'Do | have to repeat myself?' he sighed.

'l don't really need any help,’ Mrs Hudley intetgzt

'‘And she hasn't had a pay raise in three yearsn&hd Three years!
'What's Mommy mad about?' Penny asked from thevekor

‘The dessert got spilled. You scoot out of hergitumbled.

'‘Boy—little pitchers don't need big ears arouncetiehe girl laughed. 'Shall
| go next door and listen?’

'Shut up!" Mary shrilled at the top of her voidéow just shut up!" Everyone
complied. In the silence that followed Mary wasoasthed. 'What was |
going to say?' she asked.

"You were going to beat me up, and give Mrs Hudlegise, and hire some
more help,' he suggested laconically.



'Yes! That's my very idea,' she returned. 'Wheryategoing to?"

He took both her shoulders in hand and gave herysshake. 'Look, Mrs

Mary Do-Good," he laughed. 'l said in the beginrilmag you're in charge of
the house. Do whatever you want to!" He added amre ishake that left her
dizzy. Her mouth was too dry for speech. She drdpip¢o the chair

adjacent to Mrs Hudley, and the two stared at edcér.

Very determinedly, Mary stood up again, and calmgntbreath. 'Yes,' she
said. 'That's just what I'll do." And then theresvagpause while she searched
his laughing lovable face. 'Won't 1?' she asked.

Penny, hiding behind the door, ran into the room myged her mother.
'You was great,’ she laughed, is that ERA?' To whigr father added a pat
on the bottom, and a small push towards the diroog. ‘Not inmyhouse,’
he said, but as he went out the door he turnedridogoadly at his wife, and
one of his eyelids descended in a blatant wink.

As a result, Mrs Hudley's widowed sister was hitedhelp with the
housecleaning, and Mary worked out a deal wheredtheer would be
prepared by four o'clock, but not cooked. Mrs Hydi®uld end her day at
that time, Mary and Penny would finish the dinnexgarations, and serve.
Which may have been hard on his stomach, but itenM\dary very happy.
There is/ a need in everyone to be needed, sheheskelf. And she was
beginning to feel needed indeed!

But the trouble with nice times is that they seldoenald the coming of the
storm. And one did.

Mary and Penny were late getting out of the housthe tenth day of June.
There had been a thing about dusting. Mary hatet| dut hated dusting a
tiny bit more. So eventually, when the Lord of tManor made a comment
about his desk, there could be no further puttiragfi All four of the ladies
dusted. Which made it two o'clock in the afternbefore they sallied forth
for their constitutional. The sky was dark, andlditdust devils were
whipping around in the open dirt area of the Commien they arrived at
the top of the hill..



It was not only the tenth day of June, but alsolélseday of the legislative
sitting before the summer holidays. As a resultdrads of bills had to be
acted upon, or were dead until September, and e&dhe interested

lobbying groups were parading and pressuring frartside Chambers,
hoping to inspire one last vote for their favoulitk. Nobody was expecting
trouble. The demonstration groups were more wtotkexcthan blue. The

two mounted policemen were a precautionary measotejng more. But

when the rains came suddenly, wind-whipped, accoiedaby massive

thunder crashes, the crowd began to panic. Andrice the horses were
affected too.

Mary and Penny were already a quarter of the wagsacBeacon Street,
dashing for home, when the panic began. Mary tradicintly to get the little
girl to hurry, but there was only so much spact tina eight-year- old legs
could cover. With heads down they struggled in®hnd and rain, never
noticing that one of the police horses was out @iftwl, backing up,
jumping nervously, right in their path.

Mary had never been a country girl. All her relatywshort life had been
spent in the city. So when she blindly cannoned the horse's flank and
looked up at the monstrously high beast confrontiag she lost control.
And also lost her grip on Penny's hand. The impant her sprawling to the
ground, doing little damage. She was stunned tdlsdePenny, lost in her
darkness, had wandered around behind the animddaahftozen in position
there, not knowing which way to turn. And the yoymgliceman on the
horse, unable to calm or control the animal, ditlsae the girl at all!

Mary scrambled to her feet and ran at the policeangain, yelling. 'My
baby!" she screamed. 'Stop!"What the hell do poktI'm trying to do,’ the
policeman roared back at her. She stumbled ovantpputting one hand on
his no-longer glossy boot. ‘My baby!" she screamgain. The officer, his
hands full with a fractious mount, kicked her hamdhy. The horse took two
more stutter steps backward and reared. The padiocewith one foot out of
the stirrup, struggled to stay on.

'Stop your damn horse,’ Mary shouted at him agatop!" She beat futilely
on the horse's withers, which did nothing to sotiieebeast. ‘Get away from
us, you damn fool,' the officer cursed. 'Can't gea you're not helping!" He



reached down one bare hand to push her off agaiad an unconscious
reaction on her part. No amount of pounding woulmp she horse. No

amount of shouting could get Penny to move. So wirehand came down
against her shoulder and shoved, she caughtdtimher own hands ,and bit
him as hard as she could.

Now it seemed as if both horse and rider weremgafihe officer, unable to
control his animal, blamed most of his troubles mmwthe crazy woman
who was screaming at him. In self-protection heppkd his baton out of its
carrier and swung down at Mary. She might have dddgut at that same
moment the horse finally backed into Penny, senthiedittle girl slipping
and sliding across the road, until her head ramimedhe stone kerb of the
pavement. Mary caught only a horrified glimpse,jémt at that moment the
swinging baton hit her just below the ear, baredking contact, but enough
to send her sprawling into darkness in the midfikh® street.

She ciever knew how long she was unconscious. V¢hencame to she
struggled to her feet, to find her arm in the fgrp of a policeman. 'Where's
my baby?' she screamed at him.

'Is this the one, Bill?' he called up to the horaam

‘That's the one. She bit me, damn it. Assault aaitety. My hand is
bleeding like a stuck pig!"

'Where's my baby?' Mary screamed again. 'PennyfyRemhe street was
crowded with curious spectators, but she could seesign of Penny
anywhere. The thunderstorm had passed, leavingsime¢ts, and fresh-
washed air. 'Penny!" she screamed again. The pddicgoulled her not too
gently over to a patrol car that had just comeSige fought him every inch
of the way,, screaming and tearing at him with fiegernails, until his
partner in the car came out to help. Between thay thanaged to handcuff
her hands behind her back, and force her into délc& beat of the car.

'What have you done with my baby?' she scream#weat. They shrugged
their shoulders.



'l didn't see any baby, lady,' the older officddtber. 'Calm down and shut
off the water-works. If you had a kid, he's prolyalshndered home by now.
Even a kid could see this is no place to be!

'If I—if | hada kid? Why you rotten officious arrogant overweigtonster,'
she snarled back at him. 'Of course | had a childl she'llneversee how
bad things are. She's blind! Stop this car. | waptaby!

"You don't have to be insulting,' the heavier @& tWwo snapped at her.

She fumbled backwards against the door, withouisieg that police cars
provide no inside door handles which their custa@n use for escape.
Tired, dispirited, confused, Mary collapsed in anew of the car and let the
tears flow.

Four hours later she was dry-eyed, but no lesarthstl. They had taken her
to the nearest Precinct headquarters, called anealia to check her head,
and paid absolutely no attention to her monotorttameands that they find
her baby. Sitting at the green steel table in titeriogation room she
fumbled and fumed, trying to control her angerjnigyto penetrate their
indifference.

'Won't you please tell us your name, lady?' thgesamt pleaded for the
twentieth time.

'Yes,' she snapped. 'Just as soon as you find byy &y won't you believe
that I've lost my Penny?'

'‘Because we get ten—fifteen women a day in heiegbout the baby that
they've lost," he retorted. 'The one they lostytesrs ago, or left in the bus
station ten hours ago, or beat up at home ten esrago. All kinds. Look,
I'm not trying to ruin your life, lady. | got a vafand three kids at home
myself. Why did you attack the cop?'

‘Attack the policeman?' She was stunned by thesaticun. "You mean that
man on the horse? He was backing his horse rightnty baby. She was
standing behind him, and she's blind. She didrdwwkmvhich way to run!
That's why! Did I hurt him?'



'Well, he had to go to the hospital for attentiah¢ sergeant returned. ‘It
took three stitches and a tetanus shot.’

'‘Good!" she returned. 'l wish | could do it agaiwant my baby!"

'We don't have your damn baby!" he roared baclkeatHe might have said
more, but at that moment the door opened and agyvatiman came in. The
sergeant was eager to get out of there. He walked to the door. 'She
thinks we've kidnapped her kid," he snorted as &lked away.

The policewoman sat down in the same chair thatsdrgeant had just
vacated. Mary felt a little edge of hope.

'‘My little girl,’ she said. 'My little Penny. Sheaw with me. The horse
knocked us both down. Now they claim there ismnt such person. Why?"

The policewoman was tired. All the officers she kadn looked tired. But
at least this one was a woman. 'If the child was, iviere would have been
an ambulance,' she said soothingly. That's ardiftedepartment. Why
don't you let your husband worry about the childuYe in a lot of trouble.’

'My husband!" The words struck Mary like anothesvblto the head. My
husband! The man who is going to honour and chemesh could use a little
cherishing right now. And I've forgotten all abdutn. Wait until he hears
that I've lost Penny! Oh God, I'd be safer if tiyuld lock me up here for a
hundred years. He'll surely kill me! Surely! Heradeached abominably,
throbbing and moaning at her until she could hastiyd it.

"Your husband?' the policewoman prompted.

'Don't you know him?' Mary whispered. In her comfistate it seemed
hardly possible that there would be someone whadiknow Harry.

'‘No, we don't know him, and we don't know you, ladgu had no bag and
no identification. Your husband?'

'He'll kill me,' she muttered.



‘Not here,’ the policewoman assured her. 'Latet@alut not here. We've
got rules about murder in the police station. Well?

'My name is Mary—Mary Richardson,’ she said. Jastirgy the name
brightened her up. It seemed to taste good, tmen®ary Richardson. 'My
husband is Harry Richardson. At the Investors tragonal Corporation.
Didn't anyone call him?'

'‘Nobody called him, Mrs Richardson. We had no idé® to call. What
does he do at the bank, clerk or something?’

'l guess,' Mary said blankly. 'Or something. He swhe place.’

The policewoman scanned Mary's muddy, rumpled dresswild-strewn
hair, her make-upless face. 'He owns the place®?'asked sarcastically.
You want to try again?'

'No," she shuddered. 'He owns the place. Maybedm& wome.’

'Maybe he won't,' the policewoman sighed. Whenvebet out she closed
the door behind her, and Mary heard the heavydtick closed. What have
| done this time, she asked herself. | have loshiPeHe'll never forgive me
for that! And | won't ever forgive me either. Anbden I've got myself
arrested. That's another black mark against a Ibankéfe. He'll never

forgive me for that either. And now they're goigcall him away from his
dinner, or whatever, to come down here and—antrtes/er forgive me for

that either. Please God, let Penny be all right. Let her be,\aalll cared for,
and loved!

There was an electric clock on the wall, well-womith two of its major
numbers hanging crookedly down. It was terriblyslshe knew. She had
watched it since the policewoman left, hours agd,iahad barely managed
to complete one circuit of minutes. But now foriyef minutes had passed,
and she could hear a thumping of footsteps, likarade coming down the
bare grey hall outside. More than one—man? Mora th&. He wouldn't
come. But maybe he would send someone? Someonealled him 'sir'
and took care of the little unwanted details ofliies Maybe heshouldhave
married Margaret!



The parade stopped outside her door. She tookmahiteath to control her
shuddering, and backed against the far wall forgmtamn. They won't allow
him to kill me in the jail, wasn't that what theliggwoman had said? He
wouldn't try to kill her. Not Harry. He would jugtrow her out of his life, on
to a garbage heap, and leave her to live out aratikeexistence without
him! What a laugh that would be. Find her own wathaut Harry? How

could I? How could | be so afraid of him—and lowvstso much!

The lock chattered, and the door swung back. AndyHaas the first one
across the threshold. He stomped into the roomfakis clouded in anger.
She shrank away from him until he stopped and apdmne arms. The
floodgates smashed open. She threw herself adnesstervening space
into the comfort of him. His arms closed gently ward her, and she
burrowed into his cashmere sweater, muttering iitdyicbetween the
gushing tears.

'It's all right, sweetheart," he said softly. 'dlsright." One of his big hands
stroked through her close dishevelled hair, ana slgped down to her
chin. He tilted it up, using his finger to brushagwthe tears, and kissed her
gently. 'Good lord what a terrible afternoon youywsen me, love,' he said.
'l thought you were dead!

'Oh, Harry,' she cried, 'I've been so stupid—soiligr stupid. I've lost
Penny. | don't know where she is, and these—pokcermwvon't believe me.
| feel--'

"You don't have to feel bad about anything,' hermopted. 'Penny's all
accounted for. She always wears one of those MéeglicAliscs. The
ambulance brought her in to Brigham and Woman'sphis and | was
called within ten minutes.'

'She's—she's not hurt badly? Oh, Harry, I'll ndeegive myself for this.
Never!'

'‘Don't worry," he calmed her. 'Penny's banged upsle's going to be okay.
The doctor says she has a slight concussion, alhdhavie to stay in the
hospital overnight. Or longer if we can't get haimted down. She's been



screaming for hours. She says some monster attdekeid the street and
killed her Mommy! We've got to get out of this madie.’

Still cradling her in his arms he turned to the ugroof men who had
accompanied him. 'Dr Burton," he introduced. 'Camify doctor. What

happened to your head?"

The doctor was at her side at once, probing, @stWith her head bent to
one side, Mary could hardly see what else was gamdHe hit me with his
club,’ she stuttered as the doctor's fingers ram the bruise.

‘Not very hard, | would say,’ the doctor commented.

'He hit you with a club? Some damn cop? Captaimamt the name and
number of that bastard, and you can be sure thatillvpress charges!

'The officer has already preferred charges,' tHeg@aaptain at the rear of
the group stated. 'He says your wife assaulted &na,committed battery!

'What's his name,' Harry grated.

'Hold this bag,' the doctor demanded. Harry toak g, looked at it in
surprise, and passed it on to the man beside himwds busily writing
things in a notebook.

'Did you hit the cop?' Harry asked Mary.

'‘Now this antiseptic may hurt, Mrs Richardson. Béaon't move your
head.'

I didn't hit him. | tried to, but | couldn't readhim, so | hit his horse.
Oooooooh!

'Watch it, John," her husband snapped at the dd¢twat's my wife you're
treating, not a piece of beef!



'Harry? Shut up! the doctor roared. 'Come off bigetycoon bit. So she's
your wife. She's still a woman with a cut on headheWhere's my damn
bag?'

'How the hell do | know—here it is. Move out of tvay. | want to hold her.
What's the name of that cop, Captain?'

'First sensible thing you've said all night,’ tleetdr retorted. 'Don't squeeze
her so damn hard. There. You've lost a little hdns Richardson, and you'll
have a whale of a headache tomorrow, but outsidbatfyou look pretty
good.’

'l—that's because Harry's here,’ she announcedyprim

'Well of course," Dr Burton chuckled. 'Funny, thdé doesn't do a thing for
me. Except pay the bills. And this will be a bigepihrother Richardson. |
need a new car.'

'If you are finished with the medical report?’ Télderly grey-haired man
was another of the group who had come with Harry.

'l forgot, Mary,' her husband told her. 'This genthn is from the District
Attorney's office. And Captain Melnor you know. Blethe Precinct
Commander.’

Now that she was safe and secure, and in Harnyis,ahe began to feel
perverse. She had only been trying to protect had.cAnd they had the
nerve to arrest her! Suddenly she saw very claghdyit was not her fault,
and as long as Harry was here she could safelthtsih all about it.

'l haven't met the captain,’ she snapped. 'Ondéygesint and a policewoman.
Did you arrest that policeman yet?'

'His name is Timulty. Officer Timulty,' the captasaid. 'Why should | arrest
him?"

'‘Because he ran my daughter down with his damreli@ise shouted at him.
'What did he think | was doing? A belly-dance fos lentertainment? |



yelled at him to stop, but he kept backing thaskpand | couldn't get Penny
to run. She didn't know where to go. My daughtelitsd.'

"Your daughter is blind?' the captain asked.

'l said that. Don't be as dumb as the rest of theithis madhouse. My
daughter is blind. She was standing behind hissheared to death, and he
kept backing the horse up, trying to hit her. Itbea his horse to get his
attention, but he just reached out a hand to kmoekaway. So | bit him.
Hard.'

'I'll say," the captain returned. 'Three stitches a tetanus shot!

'‘And then he hit me with his club! But | saw hime Hacked that horse of his
right into Penny, and knocked her down, and thehitene with his club
and knockedme down, and that's all | remember. | want that mohan
arrested!’

'He wants you arrested,’ the captain snapped.

'‘Break it up,’ the district attorney's represemtatinterjected. 'Turn her
loose.'

'‘Damned if | will," the captain snapped.

'‘Damned if you won't,’ the district attorney retedn 'How in the name of
hell do you think I could go into court and prosetuYou know what judge
and jury would see. Here we've got this loving neotland a blind kid. I'd be
beat already. Then they hear how your cop knoc&skith down with his

horse, and she has to be taken away to the hogkul@lon to that, you arrest
the mother and keep her incommunicado for six HaAmsd then, to top the

whole affair, your cop whacked the mother on thacheith a truncheon,
and she requires medical attention of some kind-efwkiou don't provide!

Lord, I'd be laughed out of court in five minutes\d you. Captain, you
could find yourself back on a beat giving out pagkiickets.'

'‘Well, perhaps you have a--'



‘You're right. | have a point. Mr Richardson?'

'All 1 want to do is get my wife back. What she nthink of in the next few
days, | can't promise. Women's Liberation is a lmodement to beat.’

'‘Okay," Captain Melnor sighed, 'l apologise, MrsHgirdson.'

'Me too," Mary gulped, 'l—I wouldn't have bittenmhiif | wasn't so
mad—and so scared.’

The limousine was waiting for them at the kerb. &wked back at the
brownstone station and shook her head. 'Why da@dtations look so
dingy?' she asked him as he helped her into thie ¥eat. Mr Hudley was
driving. He smiled at her and started the motor.

'‘Because we don't spend enough money on thenhdgolb they have to do.
Tough job, dealing with the public. Especially withu, Mary Margaret.
Where in the world did you get all that courage?Wiloyou have bitten the
horse, too?'

'l—don't make fun of me,' she pleaded. For alldtarage was gone. All the
anger had dissipated. He pulled her across the sadeand squeezed her
gently up against his hard frame. She sat contrteda moment, and then
squirmed to get a little closer. Somehow she fonadelf turned around,
bending backwards across his lap, her feet up@sdht. And then he kissed
her. Not a casual salute, but a firm strong tohel brought fire in its wake.
She moaned into his sweater, squirming, pressingl the ecstasy collided
with the pain in her head, and he gently put heayawAnother time, Mary
Margaret,' he promised.

She kept her lips clamped shut, but rampaging tirdwer brain was the
desire to shout, 'Soon! Very soon?'

They were travelling faster than she had ever moneBloston. It took a
minute or two to realise that there was a policeleading them. The trip
from the police station to the third floor of Briggm and Women's Hospital
took thirteen minutes, including the wait in thély for the elevator.



Harry held her arm as they walked down the corridaying no heed to the
flux of official traffic going the other way. Butlen she heard the sobbing
in the distance she broke away from him and ran.tBahe open door, and
into the private room, where Penny, looking tinytiie middle of the big
hospital bed, sat weeping her heart out. They wit¢en paces apart when
the little girl stifled her sobs, and cocked her. ea

‘Mama?'

'I'm here, baby!" Mary threw herself across the dadl scooped the little girl
up in her arms. 'I'm here, baby,' she murmured tiogolden curls. The
child sniffled, cleared her throat, and smiled.

'l thought they killed you,' she said. 'There whis tmonster thing that
whacked into me, and then | couldn't feel you resay more, and | was
scared— until Daddy came.’

'‘Me too," Mary returned. 'Scared half to death!

‘Thank God for Daddy!

"Yes. Thank God for Daddy. Come on now, settle dawid you eat your
dinner?'

‘No. | couldn't eat nothing.’
'It looks nice. Sit back there and let me feed Yyou.
'I'm not a baby, Mommy. | can feed myself!'

'Yes, | know. But | enjoy doing it. You're not ggimo be a spoilsport, are
you? It looks like chicken soup. Okay?'

'‘Okay.’

They managed to make their way through a typicaphal dinner, sharing
the soup, the tiny chops, and the unflavoured \eddes. When the tray was



cleared, Penny lay back into the pillows and sighletthink | need a rest.
What's the matter with me, Daddy?'

‘The doctor said you bumped your head.’
‘Well, | know that. | could have told him that!

'‘And then he says you have to stay in the hosjaitagiht, and when we take
you home tomorrow you'll have to be quiet for a fimys. He says you have
a slight concussion."

'What's that mean?'

‘That means you've got a bump on your head. Wkafd\Now, why don't
you lie back and get some rest. I'm going to take ynother home and--'

The child sat upright suddenly. 'No! You're notrgpio take her away. |
want her to stay with me. | want her. If she gogayal won't sleep!’

'‘But Penny, your mother has a bump on her headSio® .needs the rest.’

‘There, You see,’ the child exclaimed triumpharitiyl. have to stay in the

hospital 'cause | got a bump then Mommy should taughay ‘cause she's
got a bump. And we got this room already, so whytcghe stay here with

me?"'

'‘Blackmail," her father snorted. 'Just plain blaakrh

Mary squeezed his hand and smiled at him. 'l thimént to stay, Harry. She
needs more loving than the ordinary girl. And mgdhedoes ache something
fierce.'

‘All right," he sighed. 'l guess all the world gaenst me. You wait here. I'll

make some arrangement with the hospital." Makingngements must have
involved some difficulty. It took him fifteen mines. Mary could hardly

stifle her laughter when two husky wardmen came@l@ushing another
bed. They were followed by the Charge Nurse, whe nat happy at all

with the change to routine.



'l hope this doesn't get to be a habit,’ the nsinsiged.

'Oh | hope so too,' Mary replied, as meek as sh&aqnanage.
'It sets a terrific extra load on the staff, yowkn

'l realise that it must!'

'Is everything going to be okay now?' He was stagdh the doorway, but
trying to keep out of the way.

‘That's my husband," Mary said, and sat back totadkeareaction.

The nurse took one look, and smiled. 'Everythifigss Mr Richardson,’ she
chortled.

'l hope it's not going to be any trouble?'

‘Not a bit. Not a bit. We have to be flexible inratare for the sick. No
trouble at all. Not a bit!"

Mary watched them both, and giggled. She got umfiner chair, picked up
her borrowed robe, and went into the adjacent bathr where she
managed to scrub off most of the mud. Her dressruiagd. So were the
shoes. But her slip had miraculously survived. 8hgered the swollen
bruise under her ear, used a borrowed comb to s@ke measure of order
in her hair. I'll use my slip for a nightgown, sfoéd herself, and went back
out into the hospital room. Penny appeared to lee=psHarry was standing
idly by the foot of the second bed. The nurse Wetering away at his ear.
He looked over the nurse's head, and smiled. Shekedi an
acknowledgement at him.

Mary walked around them, discarded the robe, amabeld in between the
cool sheets. Love at first sight, she told hergéiey all fall in love with him

at first sight. Her eyes were closed when he camena the bed and kissed
her gently on the nose. She squirmed under theésshered wished it could
have been different. This could have been the nigtgn she would have



gone to him! The overhead light went out, and thercclosed behind the
procession of people.

'Mommy?' The voice from the other bed was framegiggles.

'l thought you were asleep,’ she returned.

'‘Not yet. Pretty soon. They all fall for Daddy, ddahey!

'Yes,' Mary returned. 'Go to sleep, poppet.’

There was another giggle from the adjacent bedyMalted over on her

side and pulled the light hospital blanket up acbtwer chin. Out of the
mouths of babes, she thought. They all fall for ®4d



CHAPTER SIX

MARY MARGARET was startled out of her sleep by the morning etatt six
o'clock, as the night team of nurses came throurgimg to complete their
duties before going off shift. The sun was barepr@mise over the distant
edge of Logan Airport. And her head felt as if teausand devils were at
work inside. She grumbled her way into her robepigsed to find that
someone had brought her an overnight bag whilest@. Every move
increased the ache. Once robed, she dropped backtba bed and rested
her throbbing head in her hands.

'You don't feel good, Mommy?' The voice startled. fhe had almost
forgotten where she was, and why. The little gidsvsitting up in bed, a
puzzled look on her face, as if she too was distea Mary got up and
managed to walk around to the head of Penny's bed.

'l think I've got a little headache, baby," shehsi} 'How do you feel this
morning?"'

'l feel all right. | got a little headache too, llaé nurse gave me a pill for it.
Don't you got no pills?’

'‘No, | don't got no pills, darling, but I'll be aight in a few minutes.' She
looked down at the tiny shining face, to where raidi little smile was
forming on the heartshaped lips. And could hardily the jumping of her
heart. | almost lost her! And it was all my faul tiny bundle of
wonderment, full of faith and love and devotionddnalmost lost her! |
wonder what Harryeally thinks about it?

'Mommy?' ¢ 'Yes, dear?'

'l want to go home. | don't like it here. Peopl@'titeel right. Everything has
a funny smell to it. | can hear things that arbatte. You know?"

'Yes, | know, Penny. But your father will be hewos, and the doctor is
coming back, and then | think we can go home."' Aeohurse bustled in,
took Penny's temperature and blood pressure, anedto leave the room.
Mary's head was aching too much to be borne.



'‘Could you get me an aspirin?' she asked. The mageher a curious stare.

'l don't have you on my assignment sheet,’ she 's#idught there was only
one patient in this room.’

"You do have," Mary returned. 'Only one. My daugh®enny. | stayed the
night with her, and I've got a---'

'l can't dispense medicines without the doctoders,’ the nurse snapped as
she made for the door.

'‘Not even an aspirin?'
‘Not even.' And she bustled out of the room.

That wasn't very nice,"” Penny said. Mary hardly fidle defending the
hospital, but made an attempt.

'She has to obey the rules,’ she said, trying wesstully to work up a
smile. Either the headache was receding, or her atipulses were getting
stronger. She was beginning to feel sticky andydiMaybe if | take a
shower,' she thought out loud.

The door swung open on a bulky aide, carrying aliest tray. 'Oops, |
thought there was only one of you!

‘There is." Her head was aching too much for furtdoenment. She waved
towards the bed, and the woman set the tray dowafutly on the
side-table, then swung it in over the bed. Maryrpegeat the food. 'It's dry
cereal, Penny," she said. 'The milk is at threlak¢ the sugar is at nine
o'clock. And there's a glass of orange juice atweeWhich issomething
I've learned, she told herself. Treat the plate the face of the clock, with
twelve directly opposite the eater, and the remagimiirections spelled out
clockwise around the circle. Penny's little hand siround the bowl to
confirm things, and then unerringly picked up thean.

'I've got it, Mommy," she said. 'Why don't you g&é that shower?'



Mary watched with amazement as the clever handedeas eyes for the
little girl. It was just something she had not gotustomed to, this miracle
in the darkness. 'l think | will—take a shower,tti|' The aide, who was
still watching in some amazement herself, offeeddcort Mary down the
hall.

'We don't have showers or baths in the little lwaghrs with these private
rooms,’ the aide told her. 'But there's a blocghmiwers along the corridor.'/

'‘And you will be all right, Penny, if | leave yoarfa few minutes?'

'It's okay. I'm not really afraid. Now that | kngweu're near | feel a lot better.
Take your time.'

Mary snatched up the overnight bag, a towel, arap sand followed the

aide's broad retreating back down the hall. Thewshowas cool and

refreshing, and did a little to alleviate the pairher pounding head. She
managed to dry herself on the small hospital towembed her hair over
the black and blue mark on her cheek, and wand=zaekl towards Penny's
room.

Even with a headache the world seemed ever so bettdr than yesterday
afternoon. All of hefamily were gathered safely around her. What a funny
word, family. She had always wanted a family. A @@, where you could
joke and play and be serious, where you could Eve cherish and be
cherished. It hurt to remember all those childhgears when she had vainly
tried to be a friend to Margaret, only to be rebdfby the admitted beauty of
the family. And hadn't that resentment been pathefreason why she had
packed her mother up and moved away? 'Broke ufathiy,' is what Harry
had said on that first day. And it was true. She hken up her family—if
there was anything there to be broken? Could thBadits have become a
happy caring group if she had held her temper ananoved out? It was a
guestion which had haunted her for years, a questiowhich she still had
no answer.

And a pet phrase of her father's still haunted'Margaret is the nice one in
our family. If it hadn't been for you prudes we ltball have been happy
together!" Deep in thought, bothered by the globeytengendered, Mary



felt the brightness fade from the day, leavingihex world of uniform grey,
to match the colour of the hospital's walls. Shedd into Penny's room,
head down, a twist of pain at the corner of her thmoand ran smack into
Harry.

'We've got to stop meeting like this," he said oheap basso profundo. 'My
wife is getting suspicious.'

'‘Oh—how did you know | needed you?' she cried &sthhew her arms
around his neck and stretched up to kiss his cheek.

'Well, how about that," he chuckled. But with helat buried deep in his
chest, she missed the little stab of pain thaéctdid in his eyes.

Penny's spoon clattered as she missed the eddwee ainfamiliar plate.
'Mommy don't feel good. She's got a headache, l@ndurse wouldn't give
her no aspirins!

'Wouldn't give heanyaspirins,' he automatically corrected. 'And weit
see about that." He still had Mary penned in theeroof one of his strong
arms, with her nose buried in his ribcage, as b& two steps to the door
and leaned out into the hall. ‘Nurse?’

The tone of voice, and his overwhelmingly mascupnesence stopped the
nurse who had been striding down the corridor, mtdpher dead in her
tracks. It was the same nurse who had refused dndiere Mary noted,
peeping out from her refuge. 'l need two aspirumsk]y, please.' The nurse
seemed to struggle with her conscience. It wasmimof a battle.

Within two minutes the nurse was back, the takitew plastic cup. Harry
accepted them solemnly, like a king taking trikfuden the conquered, Mary
told herself. She would have protested if her hgasd not aching so much.
She would have put in a word for women's libergtaomd—and she knew it
was all nonsense, so she stopped thinking. He ohkde over to Penny's
bed, still wrapped in the strength of his arm.

"You don't mind if we borrow the rest of your mitkaby?"



'Of course not, Daddy.' Mary had her eyes closenhduhe exchange. Now
she felt a finger pry at her lip. The two pills pegal in on to the tip of her
tongue, and the cool edge of the milk glass preagauhst her. It was either
sip or drown. She sipped. The two pills slid powodsty down her dry

throat.

‘There now, sit down over here and rest your héaslarm supported her all
the way. Her legs were strong enough to do theljobit just felt good to be
able to surrender, to let him support her weighket him take the decisions.
She slumped against his warmth, and sank backhetohair.

‘Are you all right for now?' he asked softly.
'Yes. | don't want to be a baby. Just let me siaftew minutes—and--'

"You need pampering, Miss Mary, and I'm the onlynralowed to provide
that. So sit quietly. It will take a few minuteg the pills to take effect.’

She hardly knew what to reply. Nothing in all herrhative years had
prepared her for this reality. This warmth and @ncShe was struggling to
state a concept, but could not yet frame it. Andbag as his strength was
hers to borrow, why struggle? He sat down on tme af her chair. She
could hear the fragile metal creak under his mBss.just a second she
opened her eyes and stared up at him, and thezddlbem again against the
pain of the light. He put an arm around her, mgédirs toying with the little
curl over her ear.

He was looking over at his daughter, who had jusstied her breakfast.
‘The doctor said we may take you home later thismmg. That is, if you'll
be good. Would you like that?'

‘Love it," the little girl replied between gulps afange juice. 'Will you wait
here for me?'

'No. The doctor won't be along for his rounds ueigjht-thirty. And in the
meantime, the nurse will want to scrub you up agitdygu pretty, and things
like that.'



'‘And what will you and Mommy be doing?’

'I'm going to treat your mother to breakfast. Iine 1ast of the Big Time
Spenders, you know. We're going up to the hospé#dteria. And maybe
that will help Mommy. Now that | think of it, sheabn't eaten since
yesterday lunch. Mary?'

‘Yesterday breakfast,’ she muttered. For some meaqsst hearing herself
say that made her feel sorry for herself. Even ghoit had been her own
fault that she missed yesterday's lunch. A coupléeears formed at the
corners of her eyes.

'Hey, none of that." He bent to bring his head ddwrher raven hair.
Whether it was the comfort of it all, or the rap&hction of the aspirin, she
was beginning to feel better.

'‘Are you ready?' She opened her eyes and nodddwehadr

'It's better,' she said. He helped her up tenderhyg pulled her into his
embrace again.

'What are you two doing now?' His pert little dateghappeared to be all
eyes and interest.

'I'm kissing your mother," he responded. 'Do yoveha be so nosey?"
'‘Well, would you of told me if | didn't ask?'

'‘No—I guess | wouldn't have told you,' he saidr 's@me reason | seem to
have thought this was strictly between Mary and 1.

'See what | mean, Mommy? He's a nice fellow, bubh&en't a clue about
women. You hafta teach him better.'

'‘Okay, okay," he chuckled. 'Now can we go for bfast?’

'Spoilsport! the little girl told him,



'I'm ready,’ Mary sighed.

The cafeteria at the top of the building was alnemspty. Those of the staff
going home wanted no part of an extra ten minutes goffee. Those
coming on duty had already made do with the st@of@ups, the instant
coffee, and the stale doughnuts. He led her tdle @t the far end of the
room, up against theplate-glass window that allothedh a view of the city.

'Eggs?’ he asked. 'Coffee? Toast?' She noddedehdr prateful that it no

longer seemed about to fall off her neck. He patiechand and went off to
the self- service counter to make a selection.i®ashed back her hair and
looked out over Beantown. The sun was sparklifgeataround the edge of
the Hancock Tower. One or two seagulls were chagnitieir lives against

the horde of traffic-helicopters which were repagttie-ups and accidents
over the dozen radio stations in town. Her eye®yest beginning to focus.

The pain in her head had receded to a tiny mensaried up in some corner
of her mind. When he put the metal tray down on tddgde, the clatter

startled her and snapped her head around.

'Hey," he said apologetically, 'l didn't mean targ¢ you, Miss Mary. Try
some of this. It's bound to be nutritional, eveihtifistes bad.' He slid a paper
plate in front of her, loaded with sausages andmsbied eggs. She stared at
it, as if it were something imported from anoth&anet. But what he could
not know was that she was not seeing the food,ddwlrather seeing him. It
was almost as if she were seeing double. Therdgheasalm quiet dignity of
an important banker, dressed more casually thaal usurazor-sharp grey
trousers and a light sport shirt. And then, wawgrmand out of focus, was
the blond-haired giant, the Viking, with those tsmrigs of hair upturned in
his eyebrows, giving the mad impression of Satamibs. The spark
gleaming in his eyes reinforced the image of davd Viking, and somehow
left the Banker out of the running. She ate himwiih her eyes as he sat
down across the postage-stamp table and poureelecfaff both of them. |
wonder if it's really true, she mused to herséft all the women he meets
fall in love with him? If it is, | have a good exa@+—but if that idea is just
something | made up to explain me to myself? Laioat have | come to?'

'Have you come to the sausages yet?' He snappéddess under her nose.
'Miss Mary? Wake up. Eat something!" Her hand mawgdmatically to the



fork, and her mouth began to chew without commaaochther mind. It was

almost as if his orders were running straight iher nervous system,
controlling her body directly, without her braiencurrence. Yet, as the
food settled into her empty stomach it created rrghu She turned to the
plate and ravished it.

He went back to the service counter for secon@s afatching her swipe up
the last bit of flavour from the plate, using headt as a broom. And not
until she had demolished the second plateful diohtezvene.

'How's your headache now?"

'It's gone,' she admitted happily. 'It must haverbihe food. Or the lack of
it."

'‘More than likely it was all the excitement. Yowaermed a great deal of
turmoil into one day yesterday, young lady. Oh, Jahn. Join us?' The
doctor she had seen for only a moment at the pstatgon had come up to
the table, a coffee mug in his hand, his white ghaknbuttoned, and a
stethoscope jammed carelessly in his pocket.

'Don't mind if I do," the doctor said wearily.sltbeen a long morning. If we
had fewer fools driving we would all get more sléep

‘A bad accident?'

'You could say that. But--' He paused to sip atdbkee, and made a wry
face. 'l don't know why | come up to drink thisteay acid," he complained.
'If | knew someone at the Board of Health | woubi/é the place closed
down. Now, about the girl.'

'What?' Mary prodded.

The doctor turned to her and smiled. 'Generallyaking all she's got is a
bump on the head. It might bother her for two ae¢hdays. I've left a
prescription at the Ward desk for painkillers. Ylosee the instructions. |
don't see any other damage. If there is a conausti® very minor. Keep



her in bed for a few days—for as long as you cltter into it, and she'll be
okay.'

For the first time Mary discovered that she hachidedding her breath. She
let it out now in a loud sigh of relief. 'I've beblaming myself all night,’ she
confessed. 'l still do—but | don't feel as badlyuabit now. That was a
terrible thing for me to do. | couldn't fault yoluyiou were angry with me,
Harry.'

The doctor peered across the table at her, thepeslihis glasses down off
the top of his head to take a closer look. 'Gawe deadache, | suppose?
Seems to me | treat more guilty consciences thadduhes these days.
Well, that's not what | came up to tell you.' Tleer drummed his lingers
on the table, as if trying to decide what to saxtnélarry, if we weren't old
friends, | think | would stop right here, but--'

'1 knew it," Mary exclaimed. 'Theresomething wrong. There is!"

'Hey, that's only a but, not a catastrophe!" Haingnd came across the table
and engulfed both of hers. 'Calm down, Miss MarguYidn't knock Penny
down. It was the horse. And he's too dumb to bmbéth'’

"You're just saying that because--'
'‘Because it's true. Hush up. Go ahead, John, deopther shoe.'

'‘Maybe I'm just getting old, Harry. But there wastja second there, while |
was examining your daughter. Just a flash, you nstaled. | was running
my flashlight around the periphery of her eyes—fmgust a tiny instant, |
could have sworn that there was a reaction toigjine. |

'l—what does that mean?' Despite her admonitiorfgetself to hold back
and control her tongue, Mary just had to know.

'It means? | haven't the slightest idea what itmegahe doctor grumbled. 'l
couldn't have said that twenty years ago, whenslavalntern. Interns know
everything. It's only when you get older and sdesgahat you can afford to
say that you don't know. | don't. Look, Penny isdhl She became blind



after an accident. We don't know why she's blindd Avow she's had
another accident. | can't make you any estimatespipredictions. And if
we hadn't been friends for so long, | would notéhasid a word. But what |
will say, is keep an eye on her. A close eye. Iitido Nature is working a
miracle, it could be painful to the child. And tisatny sermon for the day.
I've got to get home for a nap before | open tlie@this' afternoon.’

The two left at the table were quiet for a minutentore as the doctor
ambled across the now filled cafeteria. 'Do yolirey both started to talk at
the same time. 'Okay, ladies first.'

'Harry—if—if she could see again?' One of his helaagds dropped on top
of her tiny ones, imprisoning them against the ¢alde-top with a strength
that was almost punishment.

'Don't." There was bitterness in his voice. 'l djau—for a year after the
accident—that something, some miracle might happed,she would see
again. But it didn't happen, did it? I've come taept the fact that it isn't
going to happen. Any other belief could only leati¢artache, Mary. Forget
it. The Age of Miracles died out in Medieval times.

She stared up at him, hardly recognising him froendynical tone and the
sharp words. There was a furrow across his bro@agsinched look around
his mouth. How he must have suffered, she toldetfer&nd still does! If
there was only some way | could make up for thiesirportion of that pain!
If only there was!

'‘Come on.' He stood up, almost upsetting the aietas he did so.

'We have to reclaim our little package.' Mary hedlriwith the last of her
coffee, then scrambled to get out from under tipedi the table. He
simplified the process by picking the table up tsyround formica top and
setting it aside. Her coffee cup rattled mindlesslyts saucer, then settled
down. Just like me, she thought. Every time he rmawy world | rattle
around like a lost soul—until he settles me dowmaimlg Almost
unconsciously her hand reached out to his, and weyt back to the lift,
hand in hand.



Penny was hopping up and down in her wheelchaeager was she to see
them. And once again, she knew who they were bélf@g spoke. 'Oh you
two slowpokes,' she said, exasperated. 'I've besting for you for hours
and hours. Where have you been?

'It's only been forty minutes,’ the nurse integelctAnd we needed that time
to get you dressed and ready.’

'l couldn't hurry any faster,’ her father chuckléavas chasing your mother
around in the lift, and it left me out of breath.'

'Well, that's all right then,' Penny returned. 'Bal catch her?'

'Don't be so nosey," Mary complained. '"You two aneugh to make an
elephant blush.’

'Is she blushing, Daddy?"

'l don't think so, baby.'

'Kiss her then. That'll make her blush!'

"You think so? What a lovely idea.’

'‘Leave me alone, both of you!" Mary backed awayatals the door. The
nurse, grinning broadly, hustled out of her wawy'Rttention," Mary said
very firmly. 'Our only task is to get Penny homéeba At once!’

‘'Too bad. The bird has flown,' he announced molynfu

'Well, you can't expect me to do everything for ytis daughter laughed.
‘After all, I'm only a kid.'

'Yeah kid!" He took the handles of the wheelchan atarted out the door.
The nurse stopped him at the threshold.

'‘Union rules,’ she told him. 'l have to wheel ltethie lobby.' He laughed and
gave way.



'Women!' he said sardonically. 'I'm henpecked.'

'Darned if you are,” Mary whispered in his ear hsytfollowed the
wheelchair. 'More like a Sultan with a harem.’

'"You're pretty brave in a public corridor, arerduy he threatened. But his
arm came around her shoulder protectively and leested her as they
entered the lift and started down.

They had to wait for a cab, and when it came it waes of the new small
cabs. Her headache was -gone, the sun was shibemyy was laughing,
and for once Mary was not prepared to comment abisumagic control
over the city. He handed her in first, set Penriwben them, and scrambled
in himself. The springs sagged on his side, andiyPeras pushed uphill into
Mary's side, where she huddled contentedly. Hejistchever seemed this
big, she told herself as she moved as close tadoe as she could. And
there's the reason, she concluded. He always sutsobnimself with big
things. Big cars, big rooms, big ideas. She lookedim over Penny's
gleaming golden head, and felt a sudden surge ddtitigne? No, not that.
Longing! I'm tired, I'm battered, and | want hirhegold herself. | just plain
want him! Her entire body shivered with the stréngf the surprising
passion that was running riot through her body.ri&zd, how | want him!

'Daddy, Mommy's cold. She's shivering.'

'No—no, baby, not cold. I'm--" and she forgot wélag had started to say as
his arm slid behind Penny, and around her should@&estouch was enough

to blow her mind. Just a finger-touch, and a tigyeeze, to let her know he

understood.

'Hey, if you two want to do all that hugging anddin' stuff, remember I'm
in the middle,' Penny squeaked. But there was wa satisfied smile on the
little girl's face as they pulled up in front okthouse on Joy Street.

It was a smile that faded quickly. The idea of cogrinome had been like a
spur to the child, but after a brief blooming steswired to the bone, and her
headache had returned. Harry bundled her up irafdms and carried her
straight upstairs. Mary undressed the child, aruked her in. Her eyes



closed almost immediately, and she dropped off afitful sleep. Mary sat
at the bedside for a few minutes, admiring the pehin princess who had
so touched her heart. Then she turned on the etectmonitor and started
downstairs.

Harry met her halfway, on his way up the stairbie's sleeping,” Mary
reported. He engulfed her in a bear hug. 'And yeednto, also,’ he
commanded. She snuggled against him with a comtesig. The shivering
madness she had felt in the lab had passed. Novekhee deep sense of
contentment. Shevastired, she admitted to herself. A night of sleepin
hospital bed was not really a rest. But there wletees. 'l have to check with
Mrs Hudley about the supper,’ she told him.

‘Later, woman.' He swung her up in his arms an@cetl her steps into the
bedroom. He tucked her into the old Salem rockihgircthat sat by the

windows while he made her bed ready. When he camefor her, she felt a

little twinge of alarm. Which he noticed.

‘Not all that brave yet, are we?' He chuckled apibked her up again. No

weare not, her mind screamed at her. What is he npw? He sat down on

the bed, holding her close in his lap. His fingersbled down her legs and
flicked off her shoes. Then they wandered back awmher knees. She

shivered uncontrollably, squeezing her eyes tiglairest the broad grin on

his face. It was worse, being in the dark, waitimgf, she lacked the courage
to watch.

His hands marched up over her breasts to the shmmestraps of her light
summer dress. They slipped off her shouldersnfalin tiny ripples to her
waist. Gently, he set her on her feet. The drelégde¢he floor, followed
quickly, under his urging, by the tiny pink brieéhe had donned that
morning. Her chin, which ,she was determined tal tugl, failed the test, and
fell, brushing her raven hair forward around heetsShe steeled herself for
whatever might follow, bringing her heels close détbger, squaring her
shoulders, crossing her arms over her breastshatids moved hers away,
and her bra fell to join the other discards.

What is he going to do now, her brain queried. btety was quivering, her
mind confused. A lifetime of training and ethicsesomed at her to run. A



month of memories hammered at her to submit. Ehisot a replay of our
first night, she told herself sternly. | don't knevihat he's going to do, but
whatever it is, I'm not going to fight him. If heawts me—I—well, | may

not co-operate, but | won't fight!

His left arm slid under her knees, and he pickedupe making contact,

flesh to flesh. The warmth of his bare arm sentremtions up and down her
spine again. If he's going to do it now, | won't ddde to stop him, she
lectured herself, so | may as well lie back andeni! She felt the faint

touch of sweetness, as his lips swept across ddudr breasts in turn. She
stiffened in his arms—and then, suddenly, he wagheng as he stretched
her out on the bed and pulled the sheet up— raitlgta-to cover her. '‘And

| do mean sleep,' he muttered in her ear as hedis= tip of her nose and
went.

Why that—that—ingrate! She lay perfectly still, tflan her back, with her
legs straight and her arms stiff at her sideshastuggled to regain control
of her traitorous body. And that—monstrous man! To-do nothing! It
was ten times worse than if he had dgoenething.The thought fed her
anger, but it was a weak flame, and flickered sudlee smiled at herself, and
dropped off to sleep.

Penny woke her up at four o'clock in the afternobhe little girl was
struggling again with a headache. Mary managedldwse her own weary
spirit, found a robe, and hurried over to the othedt. 'What hurts, baby?'

'My head, Mommy. It feels terrible." Mary brusheatk the girl's long hair
soothingly while her eyes searched for the litt of pills. 'Here. Take two
of these, love. And some of this water.’

'l—it's hard to swallow such big pills.'

'Get them all the way down. There's a good girwiNgettle back and you'll
feel better quickly.' The girl sighed and lay bagjainst the stack of pillows
behindher. Her little face was drawn, the paindws deep in her forehead.
'Where does it hurt? On the bump?’



'‘Nope. The bump is on the back of my head, way back.' Penny's fingers
guided Mary's hand to the swollen area at the lwdidker head. 'It's not
terrible bad. It just aches. All up in front here, aroundmoge, and my eyes,
and my forehead. | guess | must be a crybaby, me#ian'. | want--'

"You want what, dear?'
"You'd think | wagreally a baby if | told you.'
'‘No | won't. What is it that you want? Just tell.me

'l want you to hold me. Hold me tight? I'm scarédeing all alone in the
dark!

"You'll never be alone in the dark again, baby. &lofmore.' Mary eyed the
old rocking chair by the window. She snatched ug ofthe light blankets

from the foot of her own bed, wrapped the girltirthen picked her up and
carried her to the chair. When Harry came intortfwen about an hour later,
carrying a supper tray for them both, they weredteitogether in the chair,
the little golden head nestling just under the dlai raven curls, both

asleep. But Mary's foot was still pushing agaims tloor, swinging the

rocking chair back and forth.

The noise he made brought them both back. 'Oh Mty sighed. 'My arm
is killing me! How do you feel, love?'

The little girl sat up in her lap, smiled, and &theed. 'l feel pretty good,' she
admitted. 'Did | put your arm to sleep?’

‘No. | think it's fallen off," Mary chuckled. Hariset out the dishes on the
desk between the two beds, then came over angedlMary of her burden.
She struggled up out of the rocking chair, stamgiegfoot and swinging
her arm to restore circulation. "What's for supper?

'‘Oeuf sur le plat he announced grandiloquently.

It looks like fried eggs to me,' she said suspisiy.



'‘Nobody likes a smart aleck,' he reminded her. Eati surely didn't expect
me to cook a three-course meal, did you? What #wl evas that stuff
soaking in the pot?'

'Pork chops,' she answered solemnly. 'Braised arlgebued. And | didn't
expect you to cookanything.l didn't know you could. It looks wonderful.
Just what | wanted. Just what you wanted too, Pamagn't it?"'

'Don't coax the little girl into bad habits," hepped at her. 'And that's not all
| can cook. | can also hardboil eggs. Do you relathy it?"

He had all the eagerness of a young puppy loolkanggproval. She smiled
her appreciation at him as she oriented Penny,tlaen gulped the food.
What a strange man he is! Or were all men like?tHi#e has a dozen
different facets, like a well-cut diamond. A complean, and every new
facet added to her love of him. There it is! Haaibrshouted at her. That's
what's been bothering me all this time! In all hiany ways, | love him!
How could | have been so stupid as to miss thaivé him! Mary loves
Harry! It took a repeated question from Penny tadher back to reality.
She finished off her plate, head bowed to hiderheeased colouration of
her cheeks. And then she sat quietly devouring taating him up for
dessert!

That thought was so ridiculous that she droppedbpkin as an excuse to
hide her face, to suppress the crazy giggles khatléd up out of nowhere.

'‘Something wrong?' He leaned down to get a beitek &t her.

'She's happy,' Penny contributed. '‘Can't you fdlt's in the air all around
her. She's dancing in happiness!

And now I've even got to censor my thoughts, Matg herself wildly. The
child has some of her father in her, without a dpblat | wonder if her
mother came from Salem, the ancient home of thehe#?

There was a knock on the door. 'Telephone for thetdv]' Mrs Hudley
called around the corner of the door. 'Long distanc



Harry got up slowly, as if he hated to leave. 'InWde long," he promised.
Mary walked to the door with him, and collected w&térfly kiss on the
cheek for her trouble. Mrs Hudley came in and abelamp the dishes.

'l could have made something more than eggs,'rsimlged as she piled the
plates together on the tray. 'But he said no, halder do it for himself.
Some management that is. Hire a cook, and thell teeacooking himself.

| hate to have a man in-my kitchen!

She was still grumbling as she went out the dole, dishes rattling

precariously on the flat metal tray. Not until stx&s out the door did Penny
and Mary start to laugh. The laughter was cathaltistarted with Mrs

Hudley's anguish, and then gathered steam as tbiyrbleased all the
tensions of the last two terrible days.

'‘And now, Little Miss Muffet," Mary finally gaspetnto the bath with you.
We'll scrub you up good and get you a clean niglaiiel by that time your
father should be back to say goodnight. How's ymad?'

Penny slipped out of bed, feeling for her slippeyshe came, then stood up.
There was a puzzled expression on her face. ‘Mg Iseakay. | don't feel
full of beans, but it's okay. | just feel sort ofdisorganised. Has anything
been changed in the room?"

Mary searched the room, knowing how important elaations were to the
blind child. 'Nothing's changed that | can seeg’ said. 'Except maybe the
rocking chair has been moved slightly. What is it?'

The little girl came over to her, feeling her wautously along the edge of
the bed, instead of walking confidently as she radiyndid. When her
outstretched hand touched her mother's shoulderssémed to breathe a
sigh of relief, and pressed against Mary as cloaslghe could.

'l just have this feeling," Penny continued. 'Sdnimgf's—different. | can't
seem to remember where things are. Is this thetavéhye bathroom?"

Mary cushioned the little head against her. It Witagre right direction.
Therewassomething wrong. Without saying a word she guithedchild in



the proper direction. For some reason Penny se@nele lost her sparkle.
She sat listlessly on the bathroom stool while Margiressed her. She made
no objection to the temperature of the bathwatenehough it was a little
too cool. She sat in the tub, her mind evidenthgiion miles away, while
Mary knelt at the side and soaped her vigorouglg'll leave your hair until
tomorrow, baby. | don't want to wash it while theg bump is there. Okay?'

'Yes. That's okay. Mommy? If | ask you a foolishestion you wouldn't
laugh at me?'

'Of course not. What question could be that fo@liSihoot.'

'Mommy, I--" The little fingers were twining in thgolden hair, tugging it
into further disorder. There was a speculative loakher face. 'Mommy,
that dress you're wearing—it's not a dress, is it?"

Mary glanced down at herself. In the confusiontw afternoon she had
grabbed anything available, and had somehow laitidreds on a soft velvet
robe, held together by a belt at the waist. Andairse the child would have
sensed that—would have felt it, just by touch. 'Near,' she said quietly.
'I'm wearing a robe, a lovely velvet robe.’

'‘And it's white!" The little girl's face lit up l&ka sixty- watt bulb. Mary stood
stock-still, in the middle of the bathroom floohdt it was a robe, of course
the child could know. Maybe even would know thatvds velvet. But to
know by feeling that it was white? Not a chance!

'Penny? Did yowseeit? Did you actuallyseeit?' Her hands gripped the tiny
dripping shoulders. 'Did yoseeit?"

‘You're hurting me,' the little girl cried. Maryleased the pressure of her
fingers at once. There were red marks on the ghulders. 'I'm sorry,
baby," she half cried. 'I'm sorry! | was so exdited

'Is it white, Mommy?'

'Yes, dear, it's white. How can you tell?’



'I—I don't know. | just know that it's white. | carsee anything, and my
head is starting to ache again.' The fire in thiésdiace died away, to be
replaced by those pain-furrows again. Mary huriied into a big bath

towel, patted her dry, and guided her out to her dgain. Penny accepted
the pain pills and swallowed them mechanically.Mary slipped a fresh

nightie over her head she barely moved to get ims @nto the sleeves. By
the time Mary had settled her back into her bed,dihl's eyes had closed,
her breathing had slowed, and she fell asleep. Miaigd at the bedside and
stared. The tiny face looked gaunt, tired, butfthheows were fading from

her forehead. She looked like a person who hadifageammoth problem,

and conquered it. Leaving herself but a tired huslkgeed of sleep’s soft
hands.

I'm a mother—her mother! The idea flashed acrosg/®lanind like a newly
launched rocket. She bent to kiss the tired lifieehead. As she
straightened up she felt a twinge in her back, enerdo of her own outing.
She put both hands on her hips and arched backivgidg to relax the
muscles. As she did, she caught her image in théehgth mirror on the
bathroom door. Look at me, she told herself. Lookea! In my own home,
with my own daughter, and downstairs is my own lansb Lord, how kind
you have been to me! She was still musing as shedwn the night-light,
switched on the electronic monitor by Penny's laed, walked out into the
hall.

What could it be that was confusing the child? Whg she lost her sense of
direction? There was something definitely wrong—etvanged. As Penny
would say, you could feel it in the air. But what?

She stopped at the head of the stairs, one hartheobanister, deep in
thought. Things happen in threes, that was oneeofniother's sayings.
‘Troubles always come in threes!" What next? Aeahran down her spine.
She shook her head, bringing herself back to teegmt, but the premonition
still hung heavily over her head. She squeezedittteepomegranite knob
on the banister, and looked down the stairs. Heband was standing at the
bottom, one foot on the upward tread, his faceltienl He beckoned to her.

She hurried down, barefoot, sliding on the softiséss of the rug. The
ancient clock on the landing bonged at her as ¢ twy, but she had no



time to spare in clock arguments. On the third $tam the bottom she felt
driven by demons, and jumped into his widespreadsaHe caught her
gently, as if she weighed a dozen, rather than lamered and twenty
pounds.

'Penny--' she started to say, but one of his bigeiis lay across her lips,
enjoining silence. He carried her into the studyd aet her down on the
couch. At hand on the side table were two balldassges. He filled them,
handed her one, and took the other for himself.

'I—I don't want to drink,' she protested.

'Drink it." Almost of their own volition her hanasoved, and she could feel
the burning sensation as the brandy slid down heyat. 'All of it,;" he
ordered. Her hand moved again, and it was donew@k@asping for breath
as he took the glass out of her hand and set ihdowthe end table.

'I—I'm going to need that?' she whispered. Her dnsgwere knitting
themselves into a passion.

He leaned over her—loomed over her. 'That teleploati¢ he said, 'it was
from a man in Washington, in the State Department.’

'l don't know anyone in Washington,' she startesbypp He hushed her with
a finger. It's the same old reaction, she toldéiersm scared. | can't stop
from babbling. I don't know if | want to know whdtis. Maybe [I'll be
happier not knowing! 'What?'

"They were looking for Margaret," he said softhor some reason they were
under the delusion that | had married Margaret. Bt name, and
Margaret's were all they had to work with.'

'l don't understand,’ she sighéalon't want you to tell me. | don't want to
know any more!

'It's about—about your father." She could feeltdresion mount upward in
the corridors of her mind, as a thousand devilsrstd to break through the
doors behind which she had long ago locked them.



'It's about my father?' Even to herself her vomensled stupid. 'They have
arrested him?'

‘No, not exactly.' He sat down beside her on theclepand took both her
hands in his. 'He went to Columbia. He took allhi@ney—all his assets, |
guess, and went to Columbia.’

'Yes?'
'It's the centre of the drug trade in cocaine.’

‘The drug trade? My Daddy and the drug trade? Taatt be. What
happened?"

'‘All we know, love, is that against the advice diet American
Consul-General in Bogota, he went, north into tteaavhich is controlled
by the smugglers.'

'‘And?’

'‘And they killed him, love. Your father is dead!eHaid it softly, and his
arms held her tight, but when the words sank inthal little devils broke
loose, and went down the corridors of her mindeaering voicelessly. For
a moment she resisted, but only for a moment. MHawugice grew distant,
echoed, and then she collapsed in his arms, sttowk by her own long-
buried guilts.



CHAPTER SEVEN

IT had been a long night. As she twisted in her seeking comfort from the

disordered sheets, she lectured herself. You réetlgo that time, Mary

Margaret. You really let go. All the heartaches$tla tensions, all the guilt
feelings, they all washed out in a flood of tedrke load she had been
carrying for years, locked on to her back by héndds wrath, her sister's
jibes, and her mother's quiet pained acceptanicthadlhad come tumbling

out for two long hours, under his prodding.

"Your mother wanted to go?' He was probing arounedsbft edges of the
story she had sobbed out to him, until exhaustazhreduced the words to a
dribble, a murmur, and she had run down.

'I—I thought so at first," she sighed, 'but at vieey end—she told me that
she really still loved him. Can you imagine thaffeAall the misery he put
her through, she still loved him. And in that lagéenty- four hours, when |

sat by her bed constantly, that's all she coulddayw much she loved Big
Jim McBain. | know she wasn't always consciousvds just mutterings.

But every word twisted a knife in my gut. When aissxover—when she had
gone—I sat for three days and just thought.'

'‘And what did you conclude?"

'I—I concluded that my father must have been rigtat | broke up the
family for my own selfish reasons. Me.’

She had expected that he would argue with herhbudidn't. Not then.
Instead he pulled her close to him on the couchipgviher around so that her
head rested in his lap, and coaxed her into puktergeet up. It took a few
minutes for her to adjust, to cuddle closer tow&amth. His huge hand
rested quietly on her shoulder, while his otherdhgently stroked her cheek.
'Cry it all out, Miss Mary,' he said softly.

'I—I have,' she sniffed. 'l've cried out all thar® | have. And on a night
when Penny isn't well, either. Oh, Harry, I'm sactool!"



'‘No, you've just been under too many pressurest Panny, then your own
injury, and now your father. Relax, love.'

What a lovely sound that has, she told herselfeLbwonder if he means it?
| wonder—how do you really know what men mean?

'Relax," he repeated. 'Both your arms are stifhc@otrate on them, one at a
time. Tell each one to relax. Keep telling it. Thijust about your hands.
Tell them to go limp. That's the girl. Now, yought foot. Concentrate on it.
Tell it to relax. Keep telling it. And now your kgbot. Think just about your
left foot. That's the way. Keep them all relaxedn@ou do that?'

She could! It felt almost as if she were floatingacloud, suspended by a
magician six feet above the floor. A wonderful dngafeeling. 'And now,
tell your brain," he murmured. 'Tell it to shut dowell it to receive no more
messages from outside. Tell it to relax. Say thedwblary. RE-lax. Relax.
Relax.'She tried, and gradually her breathing slowedsteadied, her pulse
rate slackened. A vague thought drifted acrosehgaty mind. He's doing it
again. Controlling me. And | don't mind in the leak&hey sat in silence, he
gently stroking her hair and repeating a word skdendt understand; she
gently floating in midstream, adrift from all herchorages. When he spoke
again, it was almost as if he were inside her bistending at the controls.
His voice was soft, with no hint of emotion.

'When you first left home, did that make your mothappy? Think back
that far.'

She puzzled at the answer, until her subconscisent up the picture of
those first few weeks, with her mother happily whregherself around their
tiny new kitchen, singing as she made the dinneegihg herself useful,
she had said.

'l think—yes. She was happy.'

'‘And she didn't become unhappy until she wentedibspital?’

‘Not even then. Not until the last day or two, sheshe was losing
control—drifting slowly away from us.’



'‘And your sister. Did she come to the hospitatpogrour new home to visit?'

'I—No, Margaret never came. | wrote to her twiced &alled her several
times, but she—you know she led a very busy li&#hehow she felt she
had to get that part in. Somehow she had to makeskie that Margaret
was—well, Margaret was different.

'Relax," he said. 'Relax.’ She let the threadsofahgument fall away from
her. After all, he must know all about Margarete shssured herself.
He—they— must have been very close, if they plartoeget married, and
all. That thought cut at her like another stab wbuso! | can't believe that,
she told herself. Relax. | will not think that hedaMargaret were close. |
won't think that. He's mine! And the full impact of thhit her like a

sledgehammer. He's mine! | won't share him! Do lear that Margaret!
He's mine!

'‘Calm down. Relax," he soothed her. 'Margaret chailte come. You know
that now, don't you?'

'Yes.'

'‘And your father? He knew where you were? Did her @ome, or call, or
write?'

'l—he—no. He knew where we were. | sent him a tegesl letter. No, he
never came, or wrote, or called—not until--'

'Until what?"

'l sent him a Special Delivery letter when mothentinto the hospital. We
knew it would be the last time. He sent me a podtea picture postcard.
He and Margaret were on the beach at Grand Twakdslit was one of those
"wish you were here" postcards. Mother died thregsdater.’

She stirred gently, moving her head enough so siésee his face. He was
staring off into the distance, his expression haedeinto a mask of anger,
those two nubs in his eyebrows standing straiglm tipe air. His hand came
gently, softly, down on her breast and rested thBaen't move, love. Relax.



Stay relaxed. Tell yourself agaiRelax, Relax, RelaxShe did her best,
cutting off all the painful thoughts, until shetfeie drifting mode return.

Ten minutes later he snapped his fingers undemdss, bringing her back to
the present with a start. 'Do you feel rested?'

'Yes, | really do. What did you do, Harry?"

'‘Nothing, love. You did it all. It's a form of selfhypnosis. You did it all
yourself. Feeling better?'

'Yes. Tired. Exhausted, to tell the truth, but &etAm | explaining that
right?’

'Sit up here for a bit." She was reluctant to lela@ewarm cocoon, but his
arms urged her. She levered herself up and swunéebeback on to the
floor. He got up from the couch, and kneeled dowifront of her, so that
their faces were close together. One of his fingkesl her chin up slightly,

and maintained the warmth of direct contact.

'You've been carrying a heavy load for a lot ofrgeMiss Mary,' he said

softly. 'All needless. Your mother loved you, araliynade her last years
happy. Your sister, | have reason to know, is cetety self-centred. And

your father, you must know, was a bent and twistad. There's no need for
you to struggle, love. There's no use for you & fp&in. It wasn't your fault.'

And somehow, she believed him. It wasn't my fduhied my best. But she

could not leave it there.

'‘But he was my father," she sighed. 'l should Haved him more, and |
didn't. I should have. Lots of people loved him.lyOme, | didn't. Why is
that?'

'‘Because you knew him too well, love. You weredhd one in the crowd
who could see that the King was wearing no clotiesstood up and pulled
her to her feet. "You were not at fault. Now, | wgou to put all that behind
you. Your father is dead. All we owe him now isecent burial. Do you
want me to make the arrangements?’



'Yes. Yes, please.' He had lifted a massive bufaen her this night, and
would do more, she knew. I'm one of his possessiamd he will always
stand up for me. Always! For the first time thaghti she managed a smile.
'He would want to be buried with Mother," she sdidNewton. But all his
friends—they all live in South Boston. Southie isase his roots were.’

'l understand. I'll take care of it all." And sheekv he would. Both his arms
came around her again, and he was about to saytlsomelse when the
electronic monitoring system coughed at them, an@hamper came

through. 'Mommy?'

She broke away from him reluctantly, and stumbdedards the stairs.
'l go," he said. "You've had enough for one high

'She wants me," Mary said stubbornly. She continoadrds the stairs,
missing the pain in his eyes, and the murmured,

'Yes she does.'

It felt good to be doing something. To have a gbat could be reached by
physical effort. By the time she reached the tophefstairs her adrenalin
was flowing, and she felt much better, more surkes$elf. The night-light
was still on in the bedroom, and she could dististythe shape of the little
girl, sitting up with her knees huddled against ¢leest. The head came up
slowly, as if the mass of hair was a heavy burden.

'Mommy? Where were you?'
'I—I had to be with your daddy, sweet. Does youachburt again?’

'It does, but only a little. That's not what—I—I§oared. Something's going
on in my head, and | don't understand it. I'm sttare

‘There's no need to be, love. I'm here now. 8y stith you for the rest of the
night. Here, take these pills and a sip of waldé little girl complied. And
then,



'Mommy? | don't feel very big tonight. I—I knowstbnly for little girls, but
could you--'

‘Could | what, love?'
'‘Could you rock me again?'

'Of course | can, sweetheart. Girls are never igadobe rocked.' Her hands
were busy wrapping the child in a blanket agaim, l#ting her off the bed.
'Do you know what Daddy was doing downstairs?' &tded herself into
the old rocking chair and cuddled the child claséer.

'‘No." The answer was drowsy. The pills and reasses were already
taking effect. 'What was Daddy doing?'

'He was rocking me, baby. And it was very nice.'

'Honest? He was rocking you? Just like this?' Thhare a very weak giggle
in accompaniment.

‘Just like this, baby. Even big girls like to beked. Would you like me to
read you a story?' But her audience had alreadg gtirio that where-ever
place where dreams are dispensed. Mary smiled @b\war, treasuring the
tiny form, using one tired hand to brush the lohgnde hair back off her
face. For ten minutes or more she rocked, unttigaly she fell under the
spell herself. She was almost fast asleep whenhtih stirred restlessly in
her arms.

‘Mommy?"

'Yes, love?'

'‘Could you put out the light? It hurts my eyes."

'Yes, dear, of course.' She leaned far enoughtowuern off the little switch
of the night-light, plunging the room into darkneds Mary settled back in

the rocker again, the child in her arms gave a sfghlie—or contentment,
perhaps—and was asleep.



In her own half-daze Mary shifted to her left faotpropel the rocker, and
idly dreamed over the day. A long eventful dayristg with her awakening
in the hospital, the news about Penny, the sudeisation on her own part
that she was in love with her husband, the newseoffather's death. And
now this. Please put the light out, it hurts myseyEhe sweet little child.
Please put the light out! Put the light out! My God

She barely managed to command her muscles taeestl/hest she waken the
child again. But her brain, back in full gear, wasning madly. Put the light

out. What colour is the robe? There was no wayheworld that Penny

could know about the light—or think that it was Ibeting her eyes,

unless—unless it was, of course! And now her baiowed her muscles to

function. She stood up slowly, carefully, and cadrthe child back to her

own bed. With infinite care she tucked her in, sthow the golden hair

over the pillow.

| have to tell Harry! The thought crashed througin imuddled thoughts. |
have to go down and tell Harry! But no. She hadmsed Penny that she
would stay with her through the night. And that \agsromise she would not
break! Where the devil was that microphone? Thelifispwvas still on, but
where was the microphone? She felt silly pawinguadoin the dark,
muttering into the lamp, the doll on the table, teasic box. 'Harry? | need
you. Come up. Hurry!

Where the microphone was hidden she never diddirtdbut she was close
enough to it for action to result. He must have fudhtilt up the stairs. The

thick rugs had muffled the sound of his coming, beitwas out of breath
when he zoomed into the bedroom, and then wasdhblfethe unusual

darkness.

'Miss Mary?"'

'Here.' She ghosted up to him and threw her aroenarhis neck.

'What in the world are we celebrating?' he whisg¢oeher.



'Penny! We're celebrating Penny!" For the firstetim her adult life Mary
initiated a kiss, pressing her softness againsirhiscles, coursing her lips
across his, and then nibbling at his neck.

'‘Good intentions, lousy aim,' he muttered as h&eaicher up clear of the
floor and rectified the situation. 'Now, tell measigwhat we're celebrating?’

'It's Penny. She said--' and Mary stopped long ghdo marshal the words
exactly. 'She said could you put the light out, Moyn It hurts my eyes!'

'She saw the light? Unbelievable!

'She must have, Harry. I'm so excited! And wheatltpe light out she knew
it was gone. Immediately, she knew. Oh, Harry!"

'Oh, Harry is right, love. Or more likely, Oh, Maryou're the cause of it all.
Why are you squeaking at me?"

'‘Because you're squeezing the insides out of im&ve to breathe, Harry.'

Twenty minutes later he brought up a bottle of chagme, along with a bag
of potato crisps, and they sat on the rug, in idet ffurnished by the hall
lamp, celebrating. Until the old clock on the statruck fourteen.

'I've got to get that thing fixed,' he sighed.

'‘And I've got to get to bed,’ she returned. 'Themmg comes very early for
mothers.’

'Want some help?' Even in the dark she could sespharkle in his eyes.
And suddenly, for the first time in her life, shamted very badly to say yes.
But there were too many problems yet unsolvedntany pains threatening
just over the horizon. But if he asks me again;. 'No thanks," she

whispered.

'‘Ah well," he returned. 'l have a feeling we'retiggtcloser.’



Do you indeed, she asked herself, as she undredggzgd into one of her

old-fashioned nightgowns, and crawled in amongstteets. Do you indeed,
Mr Richardson? How right you may be! But in thekateass of the night it

was the face of Big Jim McBain that came to hawni to taunt her, and she
knew that her troubles were not yet over.

It was in the grey of pre-dawn that she made pesitetfre tangled sheets,
and managed to drop off to sleep. Only to be awedetmost instantly by
Penny's whimper. Wearily, Mary struggled out of laed stumbled over to
where the girl lay. It was an effort to put a cliektone in her voice.

'Headache again, sweetheart? It's time for yols ailyway.'

'l don't know what to say, Mommy. My head doesedllly ache. It's just—I
feel funny. | tried to go to the bathroom, and‘taeem to locate anything.
And now—I just feel—seasick. Isn't that silly?' Ttied little voice was
trying to make a joke out of what was obviouslgible problem. Mary bit
at her lip. The child is disoriented again. Thés@ilThey were only for pain,
the doctor said.

'Maybe you should take a pill anyway," she compsaai The little girl
sighed and sat up in bed, obeying without quest®iary dropped a pill on
the tip of her outstretched tongue, and profferexl waterglass. 'We'll be
seeing the doctor again this morning, dear. Daddgaing to make the
arrangements in a little while. Is the pill downf #ght then, lean on me,
and we're off to the bathroom, right?'

Penny put a hesitant foot on the floor, and toatoaple of steps in the
direction of the bath. 'You put the light on agaditipmmy. | remember |
asked you to put it out.’

This time Mary was fully alert, and cautious. "Yknow that the light is on,
Penny? Where? Point to it." She knew of course,aldhe electric lights
were out, and had been out all night. Almost ungtyi Penny turned around
and pointed—at the uncurtained windows in the souél of the room
where pre-dawn grey was being speckled with flefkgd and gold as the
newly risen sun was reflected from the windows e building behind
them.



'Penny," she said firmly, not wanting to make atakis. '‘Can yowseethe
light? Or do you just feel that it's there?'

'Mama?' The little girl moved towards the windoawdpok compounded of
awe and fear and astonishment on her facile fll@@na! | canseethe light.
Mama! It's not very bright, and it isn't littlek& a lamp. It's a great big light
area. And | can see shadows. Dark shadows!" Shedurerself clockwise
to examine the rest of the room. 'Dark shadows! &mel of them is moving.
Is that you, Mama?' The girl's voice climbed anawvet loaded with
excitement. 'Move your hands,

Mommy!" Mary complied. 'ltis you! It is you!" She was bouncing up and
down now, a wide grin on her face. 'Isn't that stmimg!" she yelled.

That's something indeed, Mary thought, as shendhtei back of the big car,
with Penny in her arms, and Harry behind the wHealr years of darkness,
and now she could see light and darkness. Thankdgaw Lord! And all the

rest of the way she dredged up all the prayershsite learned in her
childhood, and repeated them over and over. FonyRemd for herself, and
for her father, and—for her husband.

'‘Well now," Dr Burton said some hours later. 'Wd&sted every test we can
devise. We didn't know why she was blind in thetfplace, and we don't
really know why she can see now. But sla@ see. Not much, but some.
And every hour brings some small improvementhéd to make a medical
statement, | would opt for a pinched optical newRich is restoring itself
now. So we need to be extra careful for the nextdays. Her eye muscles
need re-training, and her brain needs practisecaeing signals. Until
things are under control, be most careful of brigjfits—especially the sun.
You'll have to keep telling her about that. My reutes given her two pairs
of special goggles that polarise according to timeunt of light received.
Make sure she wears them, day and night.'

Mary started to offer some polite thanks, but hes\gane into another
cubicle, and another patient. 'Well,' Harry saidffly. The day had taken a
heavy toll of him. He was not the usually immacealatan she had come to
know, and there was just the slightest hint ofgearhis eyes. He reached
into his pocket for a cigarette, then thought yatfat in the face of all the



‘Thank You For Not Smoking' signs that proliferatédeally had accepted
the idea that she would always be blind," he dadiilt everything up in my

mind with that belief. And now this—this--" he wiasnbling for the correct

word as he rubbed at his eyes with a knuckle. $b@ed into her purse and
offered a tissue.

'Miracle?' she offered.

'Yes, well, | hardly believe in miracles. But nohs—damnit—miracle
may have given her back her sight, and I'm afriard|i take me some time
to readjust. If it is a miracle, Miss Mary.'- Hisma dropped around her
shoulder and pulled her close to him. 'If it isiga@le, it's the miracle of you,
Mary Margaret Richardson. You made us both hapmuinblindness, and
now it looks as if you're leading us both backi® light. Do you understand
what I'm saying?'

She didn't understand. Not one tiny bit. But she nat prepared to ask for
an explanation. It was enough to feel his warm aar@ind her. She
stretched up on tiptoes and kissed his cheek.e®lin miracles,’ she
whispered. 'They do happen.’

All the way home, all of them sitting in front thiine, she kept repeating
over and over again to herself, 'believe in mimclBelieve!" Until he
interrupted. "Your mother is talking to herself mgahe commented. And
then, 'We'll have a celebration, kids.'

'Mommy ain't no kid," his daughter returned as stioenbled out of the car.
'It's terrible strange out here. | can't seem toen@ber where everything is.'

'Hold my hand,' he directed. 'We'll have a celebrabrunch. What would
you like, Penny?'

'Me? | get to choose?'
'Sure you do. A nice salad. A salmon fillet? Sormgghike that?’

"Yeah, sure. Something like that. | want a peanitieb and jelly sandwich.
You too, Daddy.'



'‘Me too? | hate peanut butter and jelly sandwichdary and | will
have——

‘That's not patriotic, Daddy. Everybody in Amergats peanut butter and
jelly sandwiches. Don't they, Mommy?'

And so they set out the good china and flatwarthéndining room, lit the
candelabra, and ate peanut butter and jelly samesidut even as he faced
his sandwich, the world conspired to rescue hine fBtephone rang in the
study. He dashed to answer it, and was gone faetina@inder of the day.

Penny slept better that night. She went up at eghdck, and by nine was
fast asleep. Mary sat with her, reading anotheptehnaof Treasure Island
with one eye cocked on the hallway. When the ldgtledropped off, Mary
rocked for a while, then quietly closed the book aame back downstairs.
The big clock was striking eleven-thirty beforedaene in. He was carrying
his suitcoat casually in one hand, and his shid sa@aked, even though the
weather was fine outside. He moved cautiously ingtitame abreast of the
study door, and saw her sitting at his desk, waitin

"You didn't get your dinner,’ she said quietly. Wébyou like me to fix you
something?'

'l could use a bit of something," he gruffed. 'Halout fixing it while | get a
quick shower?'

She nodded her head, and watched him as he weavly slp the stairs. He
wants me to ask him, she told herself. So | wbain learning. So what do |
care if he stays out at night until almost midnige looks as if he spent the
night in a bar-room. Now why did | think that? Ivee knew anybody who
spent a night in a bar-room. Not any—husband—#hat i

| wonder, if I'm nice to him, if he'll tell me? She was especially nice,
whipping up a Spanish omelette, some toast, arfdecdBut no matter how
long she sat across the table from him, chin rgstim the palms of her
hands, elbows on the table, he offered no explamstiAnd she, being truly
Jim McBain's daughter, stuck out her chin and satch word. Until he had



licked the plate clean, and devoured even the cyuhdi feel from the toast.
And by that time her tongue had been still too long

'Penny went right to sleep,’ she told him. 'She tivad, but not in pain. She
really is disoriented. | have to lead her arounergwhere. She played in the
bath, and popped off after only ten page$refasure IslandShe didn't want
to wear the goggles to bed, so | found the lityle mask that | used to wear
in the dormitory. It's a black silk thing that cosngown over the eyes and
shuts out the light—and I'm babbling aren't I? Yaak like a pirate.’

'‘What?'
'l said—it doesn't matter. Are you going to tell?he

'Yes of course.' He had draped his suitcoat owvdrasr when he came in.
Now he went to it, fished around in one of thedespockets, and pulled out
a pencil-scratched paper. 'Today is Tuesday," hewrced. 'l look like a

pirate?’

'Please,’ she said primly.

'‘Okay. Today is Tuesday. Your father's body will lewn in late
Wednesday night. I've arranged for a wake at thiev&a Funeral Parlor, in
South Boston. That will be Thursday afternoon aigthtn Three hours each.
The funeral will be on Friday, at Saint Anselms. Wi# be buried in the
family plot in Newton. Does that sound all right?'

'l—we don't have to hurry him to his grave,' stghed. 'Before he became
a—whatever, he had a lot of friends in Southie.dMauld have two days for
the wake."'

'‘But somebody from the family will have to be thefdat's too much for
you to handle. You're not all that well, Miss Mary.

'I'll be all right on the day,' she maintained s$iypu

He sighed. 'All right. Two days.’



'‘And there's Margaret,’ she continued. 'Did youeabargaret?'

He looked embarrassed, shuffling a finger throdnghlock of hair that kept
falling down into his eyes. "Your sister went togtand. My people can't
seem to find her. I've sent cables to everybodyldpossibly think of, but

no response. We did track down the man she wenttbeee with, but no

results. He says it was all a mistake. He's a apmparried man, he says,
and knows nothing at all about Margaret.’

'Please--' she clapped a hand across his modtim'tiwant to hear that part.
She has to come. Send more cables. Please?'

'Of course,' he agreed quietly. 'I'll take carétoBut you must rest, Mary.
What time did you get to sleep last night?’

'Oh, I don't know. Pretty late.'

'‘And Penny was up at five o'clock.’

‘Just about. It doesn't matter.'

'It matters, Mary. So this afternoon. Penny togiap. And you?'
'Well—I—Mrs Hudley had the afternoon off, so I—I dethe dinner.’
'Damn! And | didn't come.’

'It doesn't matter, Harry. | was glad to do it.'

"You didn't think to prepare sandwiches? It's beedard day, Mary.'

She clapped her hand over her mouth at that. Nohaln't even thought
about that! Serve him sandwiches in his own homaat\&brt of wife would
do a thing like that! It seemed almost like—likel@ge. Especially after

the peanut butter lunch!

'‘No,' she mumbled, 'l guess I didn't think of that.



'‘And now you'll get to bed," he ordered. And aghefpre she had given the
matter proper thought, her feet carried her awasatds the stairs. But she
was not so much in a daze as to miss the playtuh@administered to her
bottom as she went by him. Or was it playful, stlelzerself as she stopped
at the top of the stairs to massage her stingiagkfl He had hands

like—steamshovels. And no matter how softly hendtx the swing, the

sheer momentum of it gave somewhat more than keting

She showered and went quietly to bed, only to fwedself tossing and
turning in the grip of a recurring nightmare, inialihher sister Margaret was
chasing her down a fog-filled road, yelling at tiog@ of her lungs, 'You

broke up the family! In her dreams she ran andaad in the end bumped
into a telephone pole, which put out arms to had and whispered in her
ear, in Harry's voice, 'No you didn't, Miss Maryo Mou didn't.’

Over and over the dream sequence ran, until finaedstead of a telephone
pole, she ran into a tiny rag doll, and Penny's@oevas saying, 'Mommy?'

Mary shook her head to clear it. 'In a minute, d&dre stretched mightily,
running her hands up the back of her neck undehé¢aey fall of her hair.
Her gown was soaked, as were the sheets. It hdol woth the dream—Dbut
the sequence had escaped her, and Penny requipedRkgretting the lost
moment, she swung her legs up out of the bed arttieselay in motion.

'l just never knew that being a mother requirechsch physical labour," she
grumbled lightly as she helped the little girl dpetrself together. 'And the
pay is terrible. Did you know that?'

'Daddy pays you for being our mother?' The litikt\gas in a teasing mood
as they shared a cool shower. It helped to cleaySl&ead. 'I'm nohis
mother,' she laughed. 'Just yours. And no, he dogesyme.’

'Well, he pays me for being a daughter,’ PennyradetOnce a week. Two
dollars. It's called a 'lowance. Don't you getlowance?’

'Say, | must really be missing out," Mary chuckdsdshe rubbed the little girl
dry. "Two dollars a week, huh? Well, I'll have todf him and--'



Whatever her plan was, it came to nothing. Harrgappeared early,

pleading the press of work. Penny, still confinedhe house on doctor's
orders, was mad to explore, to compare the fademges of her darkness
with the increasing senses of her eyes. So thdy tattled up and down

stairs, in and out of rooms, used and unused, tinatilay was past, and both
of them were worn to a frazzle.

And this time, when he came home at five for catkiand dinner, Mary
had complied with what she thought were his instons, and set a plate of
cold sandwiches in front of him. From the look amflace she knew she had
guessed wrong again, but he did eat. And then ougtraigain.

Penny was restless that night, barely dozing dibreethe return of one of
her 'little headaches. Mommy. Not like before. Jadittle one." But no
matter how small they were, they disrupted theremight, and when
Thursday morning came, full of birdsong and sunshiMary was
bleary-eyed. There was no chance for a nap in theinmg. Harry hurried
her out for a quick shopping trip, after he had beth her wardrobe for
suitable mourning attire. And rather than trust teefollow directions, he
came along too, insisting she do something abduthishing her entire
wardrobe.

As a result, when they arrived at the funeral hdonghe afternoon Wake,
Mary was already tired. He sat with her, in theichearefully arranged up
front, for the family. And it was only his strengfrom which she borrowed
shamelessly, that kept her going. The room was dedwAll the friends of
Big Jim McBain came. All the little people, who rembered him and his
father. All the greying men who had played footba&ith him at South
Boston High School. All the middle- aged, well-medr Irish lasses to
whom his name still brought a sparkle of remembgaibey came, passed
quickly by the closed coffin, said a few words tadyi, and mingled with the
crowd: So many old friends and relatives and freeafirelatives came that
Mary cried steadily, even forgiving those, the muigyoof them, in fact, who
called her Margaret and asked whatever had hapgertest quiet sister.

And at the wake that night the men came. The skigeved men who
worked hard in the daytime, and had shared margea &t the corner pub
with Big Jim, back in the 'good old days'. And Mésgcame more and more



tired, more quiet, depending on the blond giartteatside to sustain her as
the crowds ebbed and flowed, until finally a yoymmigst came in to lead the
prayers,' and the night was over.

She barely made it up the stairs when they cameshbier husband settled
all her arguments by carrying her up the stairfieasad done that first day.
But this time there was very little huffing and fin§. She gladly rested her
head on his shoulder, and dreamed of the time whemight leave it there
forever. Mrs Hudley, who had borne the burden asimg watch all day
reported that the little girl had been restlesssed her mother, and still had
a small headache.

It was another restless night. Penny woke up atoteck in the morning,

stayed up until two, was up again at four o'cloakg barely managed to
settle down at sunrise. And Mary was up with henebtired, but treasuring
the tiny mite committed to her care. She had tura#dthe electronic

system, 'so you can get some sleep, Harry. Aftevhaere would we all be if

you couldn't get your rest?' To which he had griynpgreed, but had
insisted, after a long argument over the breakédse that both the girls go
back to bed.

The second day of the Wake was much like the fiise signatures in the
guest book multiplied profusely. Harry came in jaisthe dot of two, and sat
with her. But there was a third family chair, whiglary had insisted upon,
and she brooded over it through tired eyes as fiieenaon passed. But
Margaret never came.

'‘Are you sure you sent for her?' she insistedrlgitt at home. There was a
hysterical note in her voice, which he noted. Ardlevhe tried to soothe
her, he made motions to Mr Hudley, who called tbetor.

Mary slept well that night. Well and heavily. Alidught on by the needle
that pricked her arm while she was still trying nmake Harry produce

Margaret—out of thin air, if necessary. 'She wolildnss it,' she sobbed at
him as he carried her up the stairs. 'She loved 8lma was his daughter! Are
you sure you--' The rest of the sentence was ¢@uoidenly as the massive
sedative pole-axed her. Her head was droopinglugeshoulder as he took
her in to the master bedroom, undressed her chrefuld tasted the bitter



joy of stuffing her into another nightgown. All ghbefore he left her there
alone, and went off to share the second bed iddughter's room. And that
night, as one would expect, Penny slept througletitiee night, made not a
single sound, and insisted that she was going ¢o ftimeral ‘for her
Mommy's Dad'.

It was raining the day of the funeral. The serviaes held at Saint Anselms,
the parish which had known the rich Jim McBain. Biiit they came from
Southie, filling the old stone church till it buldieMary delayed at the house
until the last moment, waiting desperately for Magj to appear. The rest
had restored her strength, but not her spirits. f8hdistless, worried. Her
devils were riding her again. Not about her fath&8he was
convinced—Harry had convinced her—that she had dahe dutiful
daughter could do. But about Margaret? It wasn&spbe that her sister
would knowingly miss the services. And yet shermbticome. So, at eleven
o'clock, with the rain intermittently fighting ageit a sea-fog shouldering its
way in from Massachusetts Bay, Mary Margaret alldweem to coax her
into the waiting limousine, and went off to do tleake last duty for the man
who had given her life.

The church was dark, the organ sombre, the setoimg And then the

procession of cars, all with their headlights ceyenty of them, took Jim
McBain on his last trip. They buried him besidewite in the family plot at

Sacred Heart cemetery, and as Mary tossed her dlavfdfoses on to the
coffin, she said one last prayer for him. He wasaveteran, and entitled to
all the panoply of a military funeral, but had newanted it. He had loved
the pipes. So, when the prayers were over, a Caiad®iper stood sturdily
by the grave in the rain and piped him to his eterast with 'Amazing

Grace'.

The music, and the place, and all the friends,Rerhy and Harry sharing
an umbrella with her, all these passed over Magysnothing amalgam, and
washed her clean of all her guilts, and left hepedce. With all the other
mourners gone, she said one more prayer for heerfafnd then the three
of them climbed into the limousine, and drove awager a dark lowering
sky. As they passed through the tall iron gateshef cemetery, Mary
Margaret Richardson felt the weight lift from henal shoulders, knowing
there was nothing more anyone could do for Jametaéil McBain.



On the way home Penny sat in the middle of the Isack, with one parent
on either side. Harry moved close to the childselenough so that he could
put one of his long arms over Penny's shoulderoand Mary's. The move
startled her out of her retrospection. She graspedong fingers, pulled
them down to her mouth, and kissed the palm oharsl.

The Richardsons have been very good to me.' Shgediane of her special
smiles in his direction. 'l only wish that—I wish--

‘Margaret?'
'Yes. | wish Margaret could have come. She missethen's funeral too.'
'‘And left you to do it all?’

'It wasn't like that," she pleaded defensively.riydaet is different. She said
she couldn't come. | accepted that.'

'You've never been jealous of your sister?"

‘Jealous? Not since we've both grown up. I've le@etous of her, certainly,
but not jealous. She was always so—so beautiful Xoow, she was
always the centre of things, full of fun.'

'‘And you never were? Beautiful, | mean?'

'No, of course not. You can see that.'

‘No, I'm afraid | can't, Mary. Yoare beautiful, and kind, and loving, and
compassionate.'

'‘And a nagger,' Penny interjected. 'Don't overd®&ddy, or you'll get all
mushy!'

'‘Okay, I'll quit while I'm ahead,' he laughed.

'Such a crowd of people,’ Penny sighed. 'You kridaddy and me, we are
all alone in our family. And you have such a croetdamily, Mommy.'



‘They're not all close family," Mary said. 'l has@usins by the thousands. |
think the McBains are related to half the peopl&auth Boston, and three-
quarters of the people who live in County ClaredAow you're related to
all myrelatives, dear. That's how it works. Don't yoallsehave anyone on
your side of the family?'

'l don't think so. Do |, Daddy?'

"You have a grandmother on your mother's sidesand 'but she lives way
out in California, and is too old to come to Bostorvisit. And maybe a
cousin or two that I've forgotten. That's aboubDibes it bother you, baby?’

'‘No, not now,' the girl said. 'When [ first starteading in Braille about John
and Jane and Spot | felt kinda bad. But not no miwegot you, and I've got
Mommy, and what else could a kid want?"

‘A brother or sister?' he suggested diffidentlyrjglared at him.

'l don't know," Penny reflected. 'Mommy said | nee@e brother or a sister
once, but then she got all quiet and changed thest

'Did she really? How interesting!" She doubleddtrength of her glare, but
it hardly seemed to affect him. He grinned, thezdusvo fingers to re-shape
his face to a solemn expression. "Your mother haster, baby.’'

'Do you, Mommy? Is that the girl you were talkingpat?'
'Yes, dear. Her name is Margaret, and she andthwams. How about that?'
'l don't know. Is she pretty? As pretty as you?'

'Prettier than | am, Penny, but she looks very mikehme. That's what it
means when you saiwins. We're both the same age, and the same
colouring. Sometimes people can't tell us apadrryiwas staring at her,
challenging her—to do what? "You know” she contiht@nce | dressed up

in Margaret's clothes and took her place, and y@aady couldn't tell us
apart.'



'Oh him," his daughter shrugged. 'l told you. Ha'd&now beans about
women. | bet you couldn't fool me. She's very pf&tt

'On yes. Prettier than | am. Very much so.’'
'If 1 have a twin will she look like me?'

Mary gurgled, trying to hide behind her rain-soakeshdkerchief. Til let
your father answer that one.’

She had caught him off balance, but it was onlyptemrary. She could see the
gears clicking in his head. And then he smiled.yHourder, Mary thought,
look at that! What a wonderful change. How coulg arestand up against
that sort of weapon? It's like I'd walk a hundreitemfor one of his smiles!
And why not. | wonder if he knows what he's doiagrte?

'I'm afraid it's not possible for you to have artwow, Penny,' he said. 'To be
a twin you both have to be born on the same dayaatite same time. But

maybe you could have a little brother. A singlestéad of an album, if you

get my meaning. I'd like that very much. Would you?

'l guess so.' Penny was acting very pragmatic atheusubject. 'Providing
he don't mess with my toys and things."

'‘And how about you, Mary?' He had baited the traghset it so skilfully that
she had been smiling through the little conversatimd then suddenly, zap.
I've got you, Mary Richardson, hoisted on the fipny spear. How about
you, Mary? She was caught so thoroughly that shghlad at herself. And
thought about all the love, the sharing, the hislis, man had given her.

'Mommy? Do you think | could have a little brother?

'l—that would require a lot of thought, Penny," slagd. And then lost her
head. '‘But—yes, | think you ought to have a lititether."’

There was a very large and self-satisfied smirkisrface as the limousine
drew up to the curb just behind the taxicab thadtn front of the house on
Joy Street.



CHAPTER EIGHT

MARY was the first to get out, puzzling about the taarked in front of
them, and then remembered to reach a hand in de grenny. The little girl
was talking ten miles to the minute as she fumbbeget her feet down, but
it was more and more evident that that sixth sertseh had been her guide
during her years of darkness was fast deserting3tez kept her hand in
Mary's, and was gently guided to the stairs. Haagne around from the
other side of the car and followed them. A burlynmanshaven, with a taxi
medallion pinned to his cap, sat on the stairs.

'You the owner of the house?' the driver askedeyTiold me inside the
owner would pay.’

'Pay what?' Harry asked, but was already reachitwhis pocket for his
wallet. 'What is it I'm paying for?'

‘The trip here from the Sheraton. There's an eglvarge for so much
luggage.’

'Mary, you and Penny go inside," Harry directed.sort this out, and be
right with you. And you put those goggles backyoyng lady!

The two women walked up the stairs slowly, hampéechuse Penny kept
twisting around to look back down the stairs.

'Do you see something, baby?'

'‘No. Just some light. Nothing else. Without the gleg A could see
something.' The child sounded wistful.

'‘Never mind for now," Mary assured her. "The dodaid it would be a
gradual improvement—ijust a little at a time. Ddyet disappointed that it
doesn't all happen at once.' She squeezed tleehiettid in hers. But if it were
me, she thought, and | had to wait to see whalighé might bring, I'd be

screaming blue murder! She's a brave thing, my lat@uglike her father. |

hope—I only hope | can live up to their expectasion



‘Thank you, Penny, for coming with me this morniligvas a wonderful
thing to do. It made me feel much better. Wait ehibpen the door." She
tucked the girl's hand under the crook of her rayimh, and reached for the
door knob with her left. Before she could get adygadp, the door swung
open in front of her, and the pair of them wereablduck in out of the light
drizzle.

'‘Daddy said that's what families do for each otkern, decided to go. What's
the matter?'

The matterwas in front of her eyes, but the child could see it. Mrs
Hudley, having opened the door to them, had ste@séde, her mouth
quivering. And stacked up helter-skelter in thd halre six suitcases and a
trunk, dumped without consideration for order.

'Mr Hudley isn't here, Miss Mary, and she cameand the taxi driver

brought all the—all that stuff in, and she—I jusdrdt know what to say! |

thought it was you, come home early, and | jushtlidnderstand what was
going on, because you must have changed your dgmedgshat didn't seem
possible. So | asked, and she snapped at me. @rggrén the dining room,
she did. And I still thought it was you, until sbalked off and then | saw
some of the luggage tags, and--'

'What is it?' Penny wailed, upset by the mystend ahifting her weight
impatiently from one foot to the other.

'It's a lady come who looks just like Miss Maryég and that's why | was so
surprised. Just like Miss Mary! She's in the diniagm!

'Oh lord" Mary could hardly contain herself. 'HoRenny's hand, Mrs
Hudley. She is getting lost these days. And brimgtea. Penny, you stay
with Mrs Hudley, and come in when she brings tag.tWithout waiting for
acknowledgement, Mary skinned out of her rainctigiped off both her
shoes and her lightweight plastic overshoes, amdlorathe dining room.

She was so excited that she flung back both dowtdet them bang against
the stops, while she ran into the room. The figurne other end of the long



polished table got up impatiently, and waited. Mspgd across the room as
fast as her feet would carry her, and opened mes.ar

'‘Margaret!" she squealed happily. '"Ydid come. You finally came. | knew
you would!" She enveloped her twin, nestled hemcbn her sister's
shoulder, and began to cry. 'Harry said you migitcome, but | knew you
would. Oh, Margaret!" She was so happy that sheestul.

But it took only a minute to recognise that theraswno return to her
welcome. Her sister stood in her embrace coldlkinggno attempt at all at
a welcome. Cold—and sinister—and bleakly bitter. she felt the cold,
Mary's arms dropped to her sides, and she stepzd b

'Margaret?' Her sister was dressed in the latssiida, a designer dress in
flashing amber. The dress appeared warm. Margaast definitely not.
'Margaret? Papa's dead. We buried him today.’

' know," her sister said flatly. 'l got your cabl®©r was that some of Harry's
doing?'

'l—Harry did it, of course. He does everything €'

'Everything? That must be nice for you, Mary. Cdesing that he'sny
husband, and you stole him from me.’

'l—it wasn't just that way," Mary stammered. 'Y@aun roff and Daddy said
that I—that he--' Her sister laughed and droppéaltime chair at the head of
the table.

'Don't stammer, Mary. It's all over. I've come b&zkeclaim him, and you
can be on your way to wherever it was you weregydmthat kid of his still
living here?'

'Penny? Of course she's here. She lives here. Bhisur home.
We—Margaret, you gave him up!" There was a tremahe pit of Mary's
stomach, a pain that she could not stifle. Becalns# had been said was all
true. Shehad stolen Margaret's husband-to-be. And had no iitenf
giving him back! All through her years with Marggrehe remembered, her



sister got what she wanted. But not this time! Natry! If he wants to keep
me, | want to stay.

‘That kid is why | ducked out," Margaret said.nlyosaw her once, from a
distance, but my hackles went up' right away. Stinat'ss normal kid. | know
that. Is she retarded or something?"

'No, she's not retarded,’ Mary "snapped. 'Sheserful little girl who just
happens to be blind.'

'Blind! My God! Maybe I've had a lucky escape. eddo think about this.'
Margaret slumped back in the chair and broughtaoaigarette from her
purse. At the same time Mrs Hudley came into tloeracarrying a tea tray.
Penny came with her, clutching at the old womakitsss The little girl was
frightened.

I've got to get Penny out of here, she told her3élis isn't what i expected!

| thought all this would bring us together. Instestok acts as if Papa and the
wedding and everything were afly fault. It isn't fair! But something must
be done, and at once. 'Why don't you drink yourMergaret, while | make
some arrangement for putting you up.'

"You do that," her sister said bleakly. 'And tedirly | want to see him.’

The words rang in Mary's ears as she marched hbeess out of the room,
plucking Penny loose from the housekeeper's skisha went by.

'l don't like her," Penny whimpered. 'She's meacén feel it all over the
room. Is that your sister?'

'Yes, that's your Aunt Margaret." Mary manoeuvreeim both across the
cluttered hall to the stairs, where they both satrdon the bottom step. Mr
Hudley had finally returned, and Mrs Gibson, thevielp, was waiting for
her too. 'We'll put her in the Bronze room on teeand floor," Mary finally
decided. Her troops formed up, and began movindutigage up the stairs.
Mary sat there as the workers went at it, her etbow her knees, her chin
cupped in her hand. Penny squeezedclose in besideHarry came in



through the front door, tucking his wallet into piscket. He took one look
at the gloomy duo, and sat down beside them, hgctkie stair.

'l had to pay the damn cab driver,' he said. '\8hh& matter?'

'It's Margaret,” Mary sighed. 'And she's not happlyis time she wants
something that I—just can't give her.’

'Oh? Well, we expected it would happen sometimeal you did want her to
come to the funeral, remember?'

'How could | forget? Heel like little Miss Muffednd it's Spider time."’
'Hmmm? I'm not much on nursery rhymes.'

"You know the one. She sat on a tuffet, eating,asdider came an--'

'‘Ah. | get it. And frightened Miss Muffet away. WHeés Miss Spider?’
'She's my sister," Mary hissed at him. 'She'sendining room, having tea,
no less. Three weeks of living in England, and b has to have her tea!
I'll go in after a bit. After | get over being sié& my stomach.'

"You know something, Mrs Richardson?'

'‘No. What?' That did help somewhat. Mrs Richardgunleast he wasn't
going to disown her the moment Margaret appeared!

'Life doesn't really have one big crisis, sweethdts a series of little ones.
And you must never confuse the two. You're almostaerfect wife for me.'
She leaned against him to draw a little strengthaurage. ,

‘There's dut—isn't there," she asked softly.

"Your biggest problem, Miss Mary, is that you'vd ganassive inferiority
complex. You are my wife, the mother of our daughtevill protect you
from all the world, but | can't protect you fromurawn family. You have to
do that for yourself. | want a partner in my maggalove, not some doormat



who can be dominated at a snap of the fingers. Now, have to decide
whatyouwant, and then do something about it.'

'‘Okay,' she whispered. 'I'll try. But —Penny's efpabout something.’

'It's your sister,' the little girl interrupted.o¥ said she was beautiful, but
she's not. She's ugly, ugly, ugly!

‘That's enough of that, baby," he said softly. "dou't talk about your aunt
like that. Mary, I'll take Penny upstairs and get kettled. You go back in
there and keep your sister amused until | come Hawkn.’

'Yes,' she returned automatically, and stood upsting down her skirt
slowly. 'Before you go, Harry? Would you—kiss me ¢ourage?"

He seemed agreeable, and Penny watched with glaefigipation. Mary
had expected something on the order of the kissesmother gave for
comfort— 'Mommy will kiss it and make it betteryl®' What she got was a
startling spark, an explosion that shook her dowinér toes as her lips
parted under pressure, and his tongue played hanbder nerves. When
he set her down she was blush-red and pantingiPandy was applauding.
'Want another?' he asked casually.

‘That's enough,’ she gasped. 'l—that's enough!'

He turned her around and aimed her for the diniagm door. ‘Come back
with your shield, or on it," he intoned pompously.

‘Yeah. Sure,” she muttered. She ducked under his amd strode
purposefully towards the dining room, but not glyadnough to dodge the
playful pat he administered as she wiggled by him.

She stopped inside the door, this time. As usbhaletwas a shock as she
looked at her identical twin. Margaret had her har in a modified
Pompadour; Mary's long hair was braided, and pinmgdn a coronet.
Margaret's dress was amber silk; Mary's was mogrbiack. Except for
these two items, the women were now mirror-imadgag. only on the
outside, Mary told herself firmly.



'Margaret?' She hardly knew where to begin, hostdd. How do you patch
up a quarrel of years' standing? Especially whemy@ne—except Harry—
assure you thatouwere the cause of the quarrel.

'Mary? No clashing cymbals? No fatted calf? No dgfau could come™?’

'l don't know what to say, Margaret. I'm sorry tiqati came too late for the
funeral. He would have wanted you there. Was tlestisfactory? We
don't ordinarily drink tea in our house.'

'In our house? Oh how mighty we've become!" Margaret tmakanother
cigarette and lit up, looking around the room asdid so. 'A gloomy dump,
my dear.’

Mary's temper flared. 'It's our home,' she snapped.

Her sister flicked ash on the carpet and laughkdwmg her tiny sharp
teeth. 'But only for a little while, love," she weted. 'After all, you married
myman. You were a stand-in for me, weren't you? #aa your chance to
grab with both hands. Didn't like being a schodaltes, | take it?' >

Mary could feel tears welling up at the cornershef eyes, but was
unwilling to give in to them. She had too muchtaks. 'You could have had
him if you had the guts to stay,' she replied.

'Oh my, listen to that. The little kitten has deopdd claws! Well, 1 fully

intended to marry him. But then Fernando came alédtpr all, a rich

Portuguese Duke is a step better than a less-rmhkée banker. And
besides, there's that child. And now that | knogvkh is crippled, well—A
pretty kid of course, pretty but peculiar.’

‘There's nothing peculiar about Penny," Mary saidtyy. 'She's a wonderful
daughter, who just happens to be blind!" The whmaversation was
beginning to leave a bad taste in Mary's mouthhaiilife she had believed
firmly in 'live and let live'. Only the utmost progation had driven her to
take her mother away from the family. And now tehe urge was building
up in her, a need to strike out and hurt this caldbon copy of herself. 'l take
it your Duke didn't come up to scratch?'



'‘Naughty, naughty, Mary. Don't be abusive. Butmay that you mention it,

he didn't. It appeared, when we got to Englandt tleer Fernando had
forgotten to tell me he already had a wife. And #tee had all the money in
the family! It was slightly embarrassing. A verynamon sort of person, she
was, and very brutal about things. When she crathedvhip Fernando

bowed out and went home.'

'So why did you come here?' Mary probed. 'Surelgrailting Harry at the
altar you can't expect him to have much interegour?’

'Oh but | do, darling. | really do. It was me hented, and unless you're
careful, it will be me he gets. All I have to dosisap my fingers, and you'll
be finished here, Miss Prim. It shouldn't be todfialilt getting your
marriage annulled.’'

Mary gritted her teeth, twisted her fingers togetdel everything she could
think of to keep from throwing the silver candekabt Margaret. Her sister's
eyes narrowed, and she took two quick puffs atlgarette.

'Scored a direct hit, did 1, she laughed. 'Yoween married all this time
and you still haven't been in his bed? Poor baby.’

Mary struggled to control herself. Her sister's ggubad struck her at her
weakest point. Think of all the varied reasons wioy haven't been in

Harry's bed, she told herself. All the excusesgeciog only one reason. You
were afraid. Not of Harry. Afraid of crossing thied into womanhood. But

now—perhaps it's too late. With Margaret here, Wdirry wait?

"You said—if I'm not careful, Margaret. What didwmean by that?'
'Simple, dunce. Just tell me where it is, and wa'ivbave to fight over
Harry. After all, 1 don't reallyvantto have him lording it over me. Just tell
me where it is.’'

'Where what is?"

'‘Don't act stupid. Dad turned everything he owndd tash and diamonds
before my—your wedding. Seven-hundred-and-fiftyetbend dollars. I've



been searching Boston madly, and haven't fourdl youhelp me get my
hands on the money, you can keep Harry, with mgdihgs. It's really my
money, you know. / was his daughter—his heir."’

'l don't know where it is,"” Mary sighed. 'l haveeiten thought about it.
Maybe the police have it. Most of that was crookezhey, Margaret.’

'So what! It spends just as easy, and it's minejek was sharpening her
face, giving her the look of a vixen ready to bN&ary backed away from
the aura of hatred that pulsed at her, not knowihgt to do next.

Til try to find out," she gulped at last. 'In theamtime, you can stay with us.
I've put you in the Bronze suite on the secondrfl@nner will be at six-
thirty, if you can stand home-cooked spaghetti?’

"You have a good cook?'
'Of course. Me.'

Margaret broke out into a wild, almost hystericaldh. 'You? You're
married to one of the richest men in Boston, andgaok your own dinner?
What are you trying to prove?'

‘Nothing. I'm not trying to prove anything. Harryuld hire five cooks if |
asked him to—but | prefer it this way. Besides, iBehas to learn her way
around in a kitchen, too, and there's no bettahiathan her own mother.’

‘Stepmother, you mean. You must be the most naivmghe city. Cooked
spaghetti! But then you always were the domestarewt you? | never ever
stirred a finger in the kitchen, and look where gbt me!'

'Yes.' Mary struggled to suppress the sarcasmrivdiee. Look where it's
got you, indeed, Margaret. Here you are begginghynhome, without a
visible talent to your name. And | learned to c@okl sew and keep house
and teach school. And look where it's got me!

'Well, don't expect me to join you for supper. eddo regain contact with
my old crowd. Which reminds me, | need some money.’



'I've got fifty dollars,’ Mary offered. 'From th@tisehold accounts.'

'Fifty dollars? You must be mad. That's hardly egioto keep me in taxi
fares. And besides that, you'll have to see abgubithat the Sheraton.’

'It's not much, but that's the best | can do," Margpped. 'l don't use a great
deal of money. Harry pays for everything.'

‘All right. I'll talk to Harry. Right now | need eest. It's been a hectic day.
Don't forget what | told you. Find Dad's money @uywant to keep Harry.'

'‘Come off it, Margaret,’ she responded. 'You solikd an old-time
melodrama. I'll do my best for you, but you'd betie sure that you leave
Harry and Penny alone!

She explained it all in detail to Harry that nighthile Penny was enjoying a
bath under Mrs Hudley's eye. That is, she explasaything except the
part about Margaret reclaimingm. For some reason, that stuck in her
throat. And even when Harry pressed her she képtherself.

'I'll take care of her hotel bill," Harry concludéand provide her with a little
pocket money. I'll also contact a few friends inaronally and see what we
can find out. But don't count on anything, Miss yladow, before your eyes
fall out of your pretty head, why don't you hustfestairs and get to bed.’

"You'll be along soon?' she pleaded. 'I'm reallyatithat tired.'

He seemed to hesitate, searching for just the wgintls. 'l can't, love," he
finally said. T have two errands tonight. One schedule | swore | would
keep up. The other is for Margaret.’

The words echoed through her head. The other islégaret! She's been
here but one day, and already he has to do somefihvirMargaret! Is this
the first step on the way out? It couldn't be. passible!

'You have to take Margaret someplace?' She hadnted to ask, but it had
slipped out of her mouth unbidden. And as soort a&$ out she covered



her ears. She didn't want to hear the answer.dbiof tell me!" She sealed
his lips with the palm of her hand. 'Don't tell helon't want to know!"

'‘Okay," he chuckled. 'l won't tell you. Incidenyall had a long talk with
Penny when | took her up this afternoon. She'sxstiezl she can't stand
still. We'll talk about it tomorrow when we go oardrip.’

Immediately the dull ache in her heart disappedwd:re going on a trip?
Just you and me?'

‘Just you and me and Penny,' he retorted. 'Didgetao tell you?'
'l—maybe | wasn't listening,' she offered as a sbapology.

'So I'll say it again,” he laughed. 'Tomorrow ie thourth of July. The
Birthday of the Nation, and all that. And tomorronght the Boston Pops
Orchestra will present their annual concert onEgplanade.’

'Oh, Harry! And we can go see it—hear it. WhateVBi#® was so excited
that she burrowed up against him and put her armsd his waist. 'I've
always wanted to go, but they have such crowds)-and

'‘No crowds for us,' he said, damping her enthusiasni he had poured a
pail of ice-water over her head.

'No? We can't go?' She was almost in tears agaick Bnd forth, she told
herself. He's got me operating like a yo-yo. Up omeute, down the next. |
don't understand him. | don't understand me!

'Oh, we're going,' he said. 'But not in the crowidsy expect two hundred
thousand people tomorrow. Space will be filled bxyasclock, easily. And
when it's over, the lucky ones will still be tryibg get home by three in the
morning.’'

'So?!

'So, the Esplanade is a strip of grassland betv&terer Drive and the
Charles River Basin. We own a boat. Tomorrow weé gét in our boat, go



downstream to the proper area, and anchor therelistéa to the music,
spend the night on our boat, and come home in thraing. Okay?"

'l—heaven's yes,' she sighed happily. 'l thinkoktter go upstairs. Have a
good time tonight, love."' She tried to sound caabalut it all, but when she
stretched up to kiss him, all her pretence disafgaea

The touch of his lips was a spark that tired haitsprattled the cage where
her psyche was penned up, and almost utterly destraghe narrow
parochial upbringing of the oldest of the McBairlgiWhen he released her
she ran for the stairs.

'l reallydohave to go, Miss Mary," he called up after hed, alhthrough the
night she treasured the sound of regret buried ohekis voice.

Everybody overslept on the Fourth of July. It wasilry humid day, under
the influence of a Bermuda High. Mary woke up vatbhoking feeling, to

see herself in the big bed in the master bedrodra.pillow next to her was
dented, but empty. She smiled ruefully at her&ufyou finally decided to

come to him, she chastised herself, and then ybadieep before he even
got here. If he did get here? Had he really come& i so, had he—oh

lordy. It couldn't possibly happen and | wouldwée know? Damn! Damn!

She struggled out of bed and made a mad dashddvatinroom.

Twenty minutes later she walked into Penny's raorfind the girl also just
waking up. "The mask works fine,' she laughed.fesssvung her feet out of
the bed, she lifted the black lace mask from owrdyes. ‘Oooooooh!" she
exclaimed.

Mary turned from where she had been picking upadded clothing*
'‘Something wrong dear?'

'l don't think nothin's wrong,' the child returneabpily. "You got black hair,
Mommy. And a green blouse?’

'Penny! And so | have, sweetheart!" She huggedahiid close, and then
twirled her around as her daddy loved to do.



'Hey, | might break,' the child complained. But stees laughing as she did
so. 'l don't see real clear, but | see you! Andighvehat I've always wanted to
see. Is it really black?'

'It's really black, baby. What else can you see?"

'Well, nothing, really. Your face is a sort of hluland your blouse is
green—and you're wearing brown slacks! But thatsenthan yesterday.
And my head doesn't hurt!'

And with that good news they went downstairs, whégiery had been at the
telephone for three hours. After breakfast he &amny off, and escorted
Mary into the study. 'We've had some luck," he regab "Your father's
personal effects—the things he had in his poclaes,being sent by air.
They've found his wallet, keyring—that sort of tipint should be here
tomorrow sometime. And the news about Penny islamme@acle—you were
right, there's no other name to call it. We'll tebge today. Did you invite
Margaret to go with us?'

Mary blushed. 'l—I didn't—I--' she stammered.

'l was going to wait. If she gets up in time, ldight | might ask her. No,
Harry, that's not true, and | don't want to lieygui—ever. | didn't ask her
because | don't want her to go with us. This isamilfy affair—the
Richardson family." The last sentence came out witine determination,
more spirit.

He chuckled at her embarrassment. 'That's my lgalsaid.

As it happened, there was no conflict. Margaretedown at noon with her
day already planned. So the Richardsons set éduato'clock, loaded with
chicken and sun-lotion and dark glasses and laughte

The boat was moored at a little dock just up therrdrom the Massachusetts
Institute of Technology's campus. It was a gracefdnty-five foot long
catamaran, a sailboat with two narrow hulls joitegether by pylons and
pinions. A flat canvas deck was stretched oveamé& above the hulls, and a



low canvas cabin, somewhat on the order of a fttdéiab tent with windows,
was carefully fitted under the stick that--

'‘Boom," he interrupted her. 'lt's not a stick.d8fled a boom, and it holds the
bottom of the sail.'

'‘Okay,' she muttered half to herself. 'Boom. Cranguage. Sounds more
like a shooting gallery.’

'It's a shallow-draft gaff-rigged non-polluting ipde raved on. 'Just what
we need in the Basin. And you're the crew.'

'Who me?' Mary squeaked in alarm. "The only otloat bve ever been on is
the Swanboat at the Public Gardens.’

'So you'll learn," he shrugged. 'Everybody wedifehelt. Penny also wears
a tether. You can swim?'

'Like a fish,’ she replied mournfully. 'At least fiifity feet. After that, like a
stone.’

'So you'll--'

'l know—so I'll learn.’

'Hey. Don't ever interrupt the Captain. Cast offttine aft.'

'Do what to who?'

‘That line at the back of the boat—aft. Look, yavéto learn.' There was a
yachtsman's sarcasm for a lubberly crew in his,tand Mary felt mildly
insulted.

"You mean that rope in the back that holds useqibr?’

'Yes,' he sighed. It was a somewhat exaggeratédtisad sent Penny into

spasms of giggles. 'Now look," he insisted. 'Thia sheet, that is a line, and
those are halliards. Got it?"



‘They all look like ropes to me," she said indighari\Why do you have all
this nautical gibberish? Is it because sailorstcp@ak plain English? | hate
that when people invent their own languages. Theods do it, the lawyers,
the engineers, and now the sailors. No wonder ais &re functionally
illiterate!"

'‘Okay," he sighed, genuinely this time. '‘Okay, dwrwhen I'm licked. We'll
do it your way. But only for this trip, mind you!

'Yes sir, Captain Bligh sir," she snapped.
'Don't be a wise guy. Hold this—rope—while | goviard and cast off!"

There was a gentle following wind blowing right dothe channel. He took
them down the north bank as far as the Charlesr e, the structure that
created the huge water basin. They stopped jush@ffongfellow bridge to
watch while the Harvard rowing eight ran their piee sessions on the
mirror-like surface of the basin. In the fadinghligheir racing shells looked
like eight-oared centipedes, straddling their wpayiuer.

As dusk began to settle in he tacked back uprineracross to the south
bank, where they dropped anchor just off the Embeamk, a dozen metres
north of the Hatch Shell, the giant clam-shell staghere the musicians
were to play.

After he stowed everything away he came aft andepithe girls on the

canvas deck. He dropped down to a sitting positios,back against the

cabin wall. 'Now, I've done my part," he announced.

'‘And that, Penny," Mary explained, ‘is the dominaate!"

'It is not,’ the little girl argued. 'That's jusa@dy. Now what does he want?'

'He wants us females to serve and pamper him," Rtaugkled.

"You wouldn't dare say that if we were alone, woudd,' he grunted. 'Would
you?'



'No—I—no. | don't suppose | would," she returneddstly. 'I'm not all that
brave yet.'

‘That's better,” he laughed. 'A little honest sy~ humbleness—that's
what | like in my women. Now, | want you both tonge over here and kiss
me, and then I'll have my supper.’

They sat in companionable silence after the mdard was a constant hum
in the air, the result of one hundred thousand lgecgnversing quietly on
the grass. The lights were gleaming in the higb-bsildings downtown. A
faint gleam of a rising moon lit a path ~cross tm@bour. Mary was
suddenly swept up in a shivering moment of exwtatiThe city is before
me, the music waits, and here | anth my family!She turned her head
slightly to encompass the other two. Penny wasoftethe deck, her glasses
off, with her father's head close beside her.dlt&ar, baby. Can you really
see it?"'

'Yes. Yes | can, Daddy. They look as close asréetdps, don't they?' But
the rest of the conversation was drowned out irstigling crash of music,
as John Williams lifted his baton and led the ostfze into his own
composition, the theme dbtar Wars.It seemed as if the cars on the
highway, the subway trains on their noisy tracks, éntirety of Beantown
had stopped to listen. And in minutes, before tlezg was completed,
Penny was fast asleep.

'I'll put her in the cabin,’ Harry said softlyb&t she won't move for the rest
of the night.' He- required Mary's assistancehaénd. The cabin was only
high enough for kneeling, not standing. Togetheytmanaged to slide the
child into her sleeping bag. She had not stirreguacle. 'That's your bag.'
He indicated a second sleeping bag at the otheoftid cabin.

'‘And where are you sleeping?' And the minute thede/avere out she bit at
her stupid lip. It was the last subject she warntedaise—where was he
going to sleep!

'‘Out there," He gestured to a double-width baghenopen deck. 'And now
hush up," he commanded. He seated them both sidedbyleaning back
against the cabin wall, with his arm around herusders. She squirmed



closer to him, and savoured the sheer contentrii&et.music shifted to a
Chopin theme. The comfort of his arm, the swellttegd music, the soft
coolness of the tiny breeze that flicked throughHtaar, all conspired to send
her mind off into the world ofvhat if, daydreaming by moonlight. Her
world, except for the burr that was Margaret, whsratune. They had
wound up the problem of Jim McBain, and relievedsien shoulders of a
burden carried too long. Penny was slowly but suregaining her sight.
And she had Harry. Or is it he had her? Have havasn't just gratitude that
was sweeping her tiny frame. She knew that, alth@ing did not know how
she knew. It was more than kindness. It was mae-tHust. It was just a
mad driving impulse to become part of him, to dia the one gift she had
to give! But how doekefeel? | wonder if | dare? She picked up the bigcha
that rested lightly on her shoulder, and tuggedbivn until it cupped her
breast. It lay still. He isn't paying any attentishe thought disgustedly. But
then somehow the hand moved, flicked aside the@bhsitbn her blouse and
slipped within, where it squeezed gently, and t@asder wildly erect peak.
She shivered, losing all contact with reality, etctor that one point of
contact where his warm hand gently treasured Heress!

It took a sudden crash from all around her to stakeout of her dream. She
was so startled that she jumped out of his armig,torbe pulled back close
again.

"That will teach you to sleep on the Pops,' he hadg

'l wasn't sleeping,’ she protested, 'just day-dinegnWhat was all that
noise?' She searched the horizon uneasily.

'It's the regular annual conclusion to the perforoea the 1812 Overture.
Watch the fireworks from the bridge.'

'‘But I'm sure | heard guns!

'Of course you did. They're written in the scorendAthere's one of the
batteries of the Massachusetts National Guard@véhne north bank. When
the music calls for cannons in Boston, cannons &te Igook at that sky
rocket go!'



She ooohed and aaaahed with the crowd for andtitey tninutes before
the sounds died away, the rockets flared out invihter, and the lights
began to dim at the Hatch Shell.

'‘And now appreciate your position," he chuckledhefE 8re a hundred
thousand people out there in the dark, all tryofjrtd their way home. And
us, we're going to stay at anchor here until dayligset to bed, Mrs
Richardson.’

He gave her a supporting boost to her feet, angtshggled into the cabin.
As she stripped for the night she could hear himrsgng as he made
himself comfortable out on the deck. She had bropgiamas, but suddenly
decided not to wear them. She sat down on her aunobl, unwilling to
climb inside, because that would be a commitmest. tlood was on fire,
her mind straining to picture what he was doing@uthe deck. Sleeping,
she told herself disgustedly. And there is all thabnlight, and he's a virile
man. And he's my husband. And | want him. God hevamt him! And he's
just out there—sleeping! How can he be sleepingwheant him so badly!
Her passions drove her out of the cabin on herdiand knees. She stood up
behind him, a pale picture of passion, the silveombathing her nudity,
sparkling off the roseate peaks of her tortured$i®e shivering as the night-
wind caressed her flank.

'Mr Richardson,' she called in a husky tormentedezo

His bedroll stirred as he sat up, displaying hisnawudity, like Apollo
waiting for his bride. 'What is it," he asked. 'Sahing on fire?'

'Yes,' she whispered. 'Me!" All thought had fleanfrher mind, buried by the
mad drive to offer herself to this man. She stawdudst a second, frozen in
marble, long hair draped carelessly around hexegsmesmerised smile on
her face. He said nothing, but flipped back theeedf his bedroll, and
extended a hand to her. Still without speaking,sipped into the warmth,
into the comfort, and forgot the entire world.

She lay still at his side for a moment, then skérogently until they were
touching, thigh to thigh, her tender breasts crdsgainst him. She felt that
shiver again, the monumental ping of excitemeritseamed to begin at his



first touch. His hand gently threaded her hair, sthing the dark silkiness
of it around her head. Gently, ever so gentlyidwsh nibbled at her earlobe,
followed the line of her throat, sealed her moutthwiis, probing, sensing,

as his hand stroked her shivering body. One ofdgs crossed over hers,
pinning her in his grasp, as his hands climbedaom the pit of her stomach,
up the hill of her breasts, and stopped therejrigabefore moving down

again, lower than before, and repeated the tripldfay moments he teased
her, encouraged her, drove her tensions higherhagtter until she was

panting, begging, pleading. For a minute longetrheed the flame of his

mouth down across her nipples, and then, as gastle quiet flame, he
moved between her legs and took her with him otlchtwp up to the gates

of Olympus, and through.

It took her a long time, lying in the circle of lasms, to regain her breath,
and to control her emotions. 'l—I never dreamed-t+tHanever dreamed it
would be like that! Never! | love you, Harry.'

'Don't be too sure of that,’ he chuckled. 'Maybewsas just plain
old-fashioned lust. Did | hurt you?'

Did | hurt you? I've never felt so good in all mife) she told herself. So
maybe there was a flash of pain, at the very beginJust plain
old-fashioned lust? Well—just because I've falletove with him, doesn't
necessarily mean he's fallen in love with me! Hedsea wife. He needs a
mother for his daughter. And a son to go with it Bhat doesn't mean he
loves me. Just plain old-fashioned lust! 'But dtthk all | can get, I'll take it,’
she said aloud.

"You'll what? Are you talking to yourself again?"
'l said, if | could find a shower right now, I'dk&it," she lied.

'‘No shower, but the biggest cold bath you ever 'hael,chuckled. He

squirmed out of the sleeping bag, scooped her upsimrms, and stepped
off the side of the boat. The water closed overhead before she had a
chance to think, but his arms held her tight, ammlight her back to the

surface squealing, her teeth chattering.



'Sssssh,’ he admonished. 'You'll wake Penny.' &img ¢o the side of the

boat, brushing the hair out of her eyes, kickingfhet against him to keep
him at a respectable distance. But he was havinge rad that. Those

cable-like arms enclosed her again, and as thdy wader the surface his
lips sealed hers. For a moment he held her unden teleased her. She
bobbed to the surface, giggling, and vaulted backoathe boat before he
could catch up to her. And then he chased her fahi@ the bow, back

around on the starboard side, making threatenidgo@scene suggestions,
she squealing as she ran. Until suddenly a ligihed just off their stern, and
a small cabin cruiser could be seen.

'What the hell,' the words came clearly over théewdEither bed her or
throw her overboard!

Mary collapsed, soaking wet, on the deck adjaaetti¢ sleeping bags. In a
second he pounced on her. At first it seemed airagation of the game,
frivolous, enjoyable. But suddenly its tenor chahge his hand swept
across her breast again. Immediately he pulled daek against him,
discarded all thought of gamesmanship, and begdrsémsual massage that
so aroused her. It took only a minute for her tachethe peak of desire
again, and all that time she could feel the harslnésis aroused muscles
playing against her. Until finally it all went beyd her control. 'Now.
Please! Now!" she begged.

He swept her up in his arms and carried her ovéirdevarmth of the padded
bedroll, dropping her into the middle of it, andlifey beside her as she fell.
Her uncontrollable hands roamed over him at will{téred at him, tested
his arousal. 'Please!" she begged. And he procewde@monstrate, in
tantalising detail, that the second time aroundaftan be sweeter than the
first. She squealed at the climax, a long-drawnsaltite, until, from the
adjacent boat, a tired male voice said, 'For Gedie!" It was like being
doused with a pail of water. Harry rolled to ondesistill holding her. She
giggled into his shoulder, doing her best to smothe sound. He squeezed
her gently.

'Did that do it," he whispered in her ear. 'Areyalur ghosts well and truly
laid?’



'l don't know about ghosts,' she whispered baci,|'am!’

'You am what?'

'l am well and truly--'

'Hush,' he snapped, putting a hand over her mt\itte girls don't talk like
that!" He shifted his weight and pulled her clos® ihis protective arms.

And then they slept.



CHAPTER NINE

'SHE's been here six weeks now," 'Mrs Hudley complaingdw much
longer do you expect she'll stay?' The two of tiesre sitting in the kitchen
having a nine-o'clock cup of coffee.

'l don't know," Mary admitted. 'l thought at firstvould be just a few days,
but now—I just don't know. | think she brought exttimg she owns, don't
you?'

'If you mean by way of luggage, | agree.' Mrs Hydtmk a sip from her cup
and looked at the forlorn figure across the talMeu're not taking care of
yourself. Every time your sister comes downstdiesssdressed to kill. Look
at your hair. And that sloppy dress!

'I—I just don't seem to feel very well in the margs anymore,” Mary
protested weakly. 'And I—I don't think | need tonmgmete with my own
sister. Why should 1?"

'So it's all true what | heard.' Mrs Hudley noddedely. "You're too good to
be a McBain. Do you know something? When you @ieshe into this house
| thought you were pulling my leg—you'd never bdare before, you
said—you had only just met Harry. | really thoughtas some kind of joke.
| had seen you come in a dozen times before anaksmgstairs to the
bedroom. And when your Miss Margaret waltzed indber the other day |
would have sworn it was you. But now | know better!

| wish- / knew better now, Mary thought. How cowaldything that started
off so good have gone downhill so fast? Just sigkseago, on the boat, it
had been a wild awakening. And the two weeks tbHbwed, sharing
Penny's gradually regained sight, and Harry's Healladise. And then
quickly, as if someone had pulled the plug outef lhowl of contentment,
everything had run out. Harry had become mysteridu® nights a week,
and sometimes three, he was out late, ‘workinghaurgent project’ was all
he would tell her. And when he did come home he jwststoo tired to do
more than shower and fall into bed, and quicklgiezp. Everything she had
tried had failed—and heaven only knew how poorwas in the seduction
line, even with her own husband. So, in the wesk past, the next to the



last week in August, she had come to accept ityHaad made a judgment.
His funtime was over. He didn't need her anymoreer& was nothing left
for her to do but bear up under it. After all, Pgstill needed her, now more
than ever.

But the thing that really hurt, the fact that stied to hide from herself, was
that every night Harry was out late, Margaret was Neither said a word
about it. They didn't leave at the same time, mone& in at the same time,
but—is it just my suspicious mind, she asked h&tdalom the beginning |
thought my sister would try to steal my husbandh& why I'm willing to
make a numbed acceptance of it now?

'Miss Mary?' She looked up at her table companiasaid, | wonder what
your sister really wants?'

She wants Harry, Mary felt like screaming! She waserything I've got,
but mainly she wants Harry! But it wasn't a confide she wanted to
share—even with Mrs Hudley. 'l really don't knoskie said instead, 'l
suppose she came for the funeral, and just gottberéate. And now she
doesn't have any money, so she can't go anypleaz=— she had
someplace else to go.’

"You don't suppose any such a thing!" Mrs Hudleg Wwaing purposefully
rude. 'Stop daydreaming. If you want to keep Hayoy have to fight for
him. You don't think we haven't all noticed thatshieeen out late two or
three times a week lately? And don't give me thairess about how
Margaret was too late for the funeral. You knowndaell she was at the
Sheratorbeforethe funeral!

Why that was what Harry had said, and she had tm®eoonfused to pay
attention! But—surely, as close as Margaret and Badl been, she would
have come to the funerall There was bound to beeasonable
explanation—which she could get only if she asked.

'I'm sure she would have come if she could," Maiig glumly. 'She loved
Dad. He was morher father than mine.’



'Wake up, Miss Mary! Put off your rosy glasses. lysister is deeply in love
with herself. Listen to that darn bell ring. What you suppose she wants
now?'

'‘Breakfast, | suppose. Why don't you make up adrad/!'ll take it up to her.'

'Why don't we both just sit here and let her coroerfor her breakfast? Is
she too hoity-toity to mingle with us peasants?’

'Please, Mrs Hudley!" Mary threw up her hands defety. '| can't take any
more of this. | just can't! If it will keep the pag I'll take her breakfast up to
her on my hands and knees!

'‘And if it will keep the peace, you'll let her takiarry?’
'‘No!" she shouted. 'That's different! And please'talk like that. Please?'

‘All right, love. Here. The eggs are a little ovené, but they'll serve. And be
careful. The coffee pot is heavy. Are you sure yaunt to take this up?'

It washeavy. Far heavier than Mrs Hudley could have imedy because it
carried not only Margaret's breakfast, but all ofryls worries and
tribulations. She opened the bedroom door by bgckito the room. Her
sister was sitting up in the middle of the big bed.

'Oh, it's you!" There was nothing welcome about ddaet's greeting. This
was the first time in several weeks that they heehtalone together. 'Well, |
wanted to talk to you anyway.'

'‘And | want to talk to you," Mary sighed as shamgbed into a chair by the
window, the tray on a table beside her. '"How longydu intend to impose
yourself on us, Margaret?"'

'Impose myself?' Her sister was laughing behindrtesk of a face. 'Well, |
really don't have anyplace else to go, do 1? Dastdg the old house, and |
don't have two pennies to rub together. Surelydanit intend to throw me
out on the street, do you?'



'Don't count on it," Mary snapped. 'Too bad it etesnow at this time of
year.'

'‘Now, now," her sister trilled at her. 'Let's nayanything that could upset
Harry, shall we? He wouldn't approve of his terldte wife acting bitchy.'

'Oh come off it," Mary growled. 'Try telling me th&ith for a change. Why
did you come back? The real reason.’

'Why, you sent for me, as | recall.’

'We sent for you three days before the funeral. ygut were already in
Boston by then, weren't you? And why didn't you eaim the funeral? He
loved you. You know that.'

'Of course he did. Is that what makes you angryat Tk loved me and not
you?'

There was just enough truth in the accusationing silary turned away to
hide the pain in her eyes. She nibbled at her Idyweand demanded again,
'Why did you come?"

Margaret began to laugh. 'l told you that, too. Riyrtuguese Duke turned
out to be a fake. Can you imagine that? So | jadtto come home.'

'Only you don't have a home to come to, do you?'

Margaret instantly sobered. '‘No | don't,’ she dwdrsely. 'Because you
stole it from me, little Miss Prim. You stole itoim me, husband and all!
And if | don't get Dad's money pretty soon, I'mrgpafter Harry's. You'd
better get busysister.’

Mary stumbled out of the bedroom, torn between g tears. Another
five minutes with her sister and she would havekénodown and cried a
million gallons of tears. After which she would leabundled Margaret up
and thrown her out the second-floor window, smitd all! | could plead

temporary insanity, she told herself. A wry smilayed around her lips as
she considered her criminal past. | wonder whiclvasse, she thought,



murdering my sister, orbiting a policeman? You'dtdreget busy, sister.
Indeed! She was still talking to herself as shensled up the stairs to the
family quarters, showered, and crammed herself hetosedate navy blue
suit. The one with the high collar and the pleatieid.

'Where are you going, Mom?' Penny stood at the.d&overy assured,

confident Penny, wearing a stylish set of gladsatdtill changed from clear
to dark depending upon the amount of light arouerd A Penny who could

not yet read with her eyes, but could distinguisapes and forms and
colours—and thank God, people.

'I'm going downtown to see your father,' she shieln remembered to smile.
How many things had changed in the house now #ranycould see again!

'‘Can | come?"

'I—I don't see why not, dear. It's something vgrgaal | have to talk to him
about. A sort of secret, you know. But you couldtwath his secretary for a
few minutes.’

'‘Something special? Oh great! You're going to fababy!

'‘Now, Penny--' she stuttered, flustered by thedthibbvious pleasure in the
thought. 'It's too early to tell. | only went tcesthie doctor three days ago. It's
something else—another secret. Have you done afl stadies?'

‘Yeah, but it's boring,' the little girl replie¥.du know, it's harder for me to
read Braille now than it used to be.’

Mary's heart turned over with a thump. Poor liftheable child, caught up in
transition between two worlds. 'I'm sure it must lmve,” she returned
gently, 'but very soon you will be up to grade levend Daddy is
considering sending you to a regular school. Gsra aug now, will you?'

The hug and the affection that went with it wasmsfyenough to last through
the cab ride downtown. Their driver was a young nmdnJapanese
extraction, whose father evidently had been a Kagelpilot. He wasn't too
pleased, either, with the size of the tip sheheft. But she saw no reason



why she should tip lavishly for his having put & at risk! All of which
disgorged the Richardson girls into the lobby @f wiast office building, not
a little upset.

They had their pick of lifts, since it was past tieh hour. Mary held on
tightly to Penny's hand as the express machinewgheard. To overcome
her fear she talked herself back in shape. Mrs&ddon, that's the - ticket.
Be Mrs Harry Richardson. Demand the red carpeikeStp the trumpets.
My lord's consort has come among you! And let'senibyat 'my lord' doesn't
break my neck for intruding on his business dayliGdhseemed such a
ridiculous thought that when the lift doors opesiéd was giggling her fool
head off. The receptionist was suitably impressed.

'‘Let me get you a messenger, Mrs Richardson.'unhded so nice. She
smiled a sweet acknowledgement, aware that Pensighmaging to her skirt
and watching all the goings-on with wide eyes. Byig¢hereafter they
followed the nice young man down the corridor, auwo bends, and
there was Harry, leaning against the wall, waifmrgthem.

'Daddy! Penny slipped her leash and ran down #iietb be swallowed up
and tossed ceiling high by her Viking father. Matgpped a few feet away,
and glowed as she watched them. He might have elanig mind about
her, but his daughter was still the centre of his urseeIf only there was
room there for Mary Richardson, she thought wistfulf only he—her
thoughts flew out of her head as he set his dauglmen on her dancing
feet, and turned his attention to his wife. Witle ttame exuberance he
seized her about the waist, almost spanning heurdiference with his
hands, and then twirled her around and up, but@amlych or two. When he
caught her startled frame in those gentle handgadsepuffing, but laughing
too. 'I'm getting better," he announced proudligaven't the slightest idea
what he's talking about, Mary told herself, butishvhe would do it again.
The feeling of depression that had haunted henathing disappeared.

'Well, now. This is the first time you've ever ¥ our establishment. With
a little more warning | could have turned out theeugl for inspection!

'l been here before, Daddy.’



'l know you have, baby, but your mother never has. Until nibnat is." He
grabbed at Mary again, twirled her around threeesipand tossed her up
somewhat higher than before. She shrieked—untihhigds closed safely
on her again. Heads were peering out of all theslalmng the corridor. She
tugged at her suit, doing her best to restore tygitg.

'You talk and act a lot of nonsense,' she obsernied.you sure you're the
Mr Richardson who is the investment banker?'

‘The very one," he chuckled, pulling her into thweerr office, past the desks
of four giggling secretaries. Til tell you whatitle lady. We'll run an
identity check." Up in the air she went again, tealsn his arms, where he
proceeded to kiss her very thoroughly, very lowngHow's that?' He set
her back on her feet again. 'Proof positive?'

She leaned back to look up into his sparkling ey¥ss,' she sighed

contentedly. And then, as an afterthought, "Yé$Isidoesn't matter about
Margaret, she told herself fiercely. It doesn't tevathat he might only be
having a good time. Right here and right now hetehShe clutched at his
arm and strolled into his inner sanctum, fumbliog tomposure. Inner

Sanctum? Like an old-time radio programme? Welhaks like a sanctum,

she told herself. Three huge windows, letting Irtted sun, blocking out all

the polluted air. A thick brown carpet, whose nbpast reached her ankles.
Five modernistic chairs. One clear desk.

'Is this where you work?' she puzzled. 'l don'tseghere do the people
come to make deposits and withdrawals?'

'It's not that kind of a bank,' he laughed. 'Salidh't notice before, but what
this office needs is a great big soft comfortalgleah. Especially if my wife
is going to call on me in the middle of the day"

‘No such thing,' she snapped, folding herself ante of the chairs. 'Go sit at
your desk. There's where you belong. | have somgtieirribly important to
talk about.'

'Oh wow!" He did a slow Indian dance around thekddset me guess.
You're going to have a baby?'



'She said no when | asked her, Daddy,' Penny upgrd. 'You told me she
knew how to get one, but | don't think she doeg Bént to that old doctor,
and she still don't know. She don't got no 'spesen

'‘No!" She shouted at both of them. They stoppesirigaher, and waited
expectantly. ‘No. At least, | don't think so. Yomdayour daughter have
one-track minds!

"You're really not?' he asked, crestfallen.

'‘Well, how can | be sure, she said, trying to cheer up. 'l only saw the
doctor a few days ago. These tests take time.'

'‘And that's not what you want to talk to me about?'

'‘No. Penny, why don't you go out and talk to Mrdfeet for a while. | want
to talk to your dad about a secret.' The littlé giade a face, but started for
the door. He must have pushed a button, becausesti@énny reached the
door, it opened and his secretary took the litifkiig hand.

'‘Okay," he said, moving around to settle into Hfgcial chair. 'Now, I'm
wearing my official banker's head. Speak, woman!'

Now that it was the time and the place, Mary cowvdtiquite bring herself to
speak. She fumbled with the catch on her purséeadithe back of her right
ankle with her left toe, glanced around at the viesm the window, and
finally took the plunge. 'It's Margaret,' she sidhe

His face dropped about five miles. 'Oh hell!

'Yes, well--' she was anxious—no, determined—tatigetssue settled, but
was not quite sure how to go about it without sgttoff his awesome
temper. 'We're at an impasse,’ she said quiethant her to leave. She says
she can't because she hasn't any money, and notbogoeto. And it all
comes back to this. Where's Papa's money?' Shedfbler hands in her lap
and sat up straight, waiting for the fire-storm fadlow. But nothing
happened.



He leaned back in his swivel chair, twirling a pébetween his fingers. T
know a little more than before.' He pulled open mhiedle drawer of his
desk and took out a plain brown envelope.

"Your father's wallet.' He tossed it on the deskramt of her. 'Two sets of
keys. A wristwatch. And his glasses. And that's all

'Is there anything in the wallet?' She leaned fodwkeeling a small twinge
of excitement building up. He shook his head.

'Not money, if that's what you mean. A gasolinalitreard. A wallet picture
of Margaret—or you. And this.' He drew out a tinydf well-folded paper.

'What is it?' "

He held up a hand for patience as he carefullyldatbthe paper. Scrawled
across it was a number. Below it was a word in Gernshe slumped back
in her chair, let down by the ordinary nature dailit

'It's the number of a Swiss bank account,’ he sdide word is a

recognition-key. Your father apparently sent haf bash to this account,
turned most of the rest into diamonds, and tooklafispect he intended to
make a deal with the drug runners. The diamondsiialieen seen since.'

‘Then—this money in Switzerland. Could Margaretrol#&?’
'‘Anybody who has the number and the code can dtaBomebody already
has. The entire account was paid over to an unfahtlaimant in Bogota

three days ago.'

She slumped back in the chair, depressed. 'So 'shexhing/ she
whispered, "and no solution to my problem.’

‘That's only partly true," he returned. 'This keyhe last hope. It's for a safe
deposit box in the First Federal.’

Her spirits were instantly restored. 'That's somegthWhat's in it?'



He looked at the eager expression in her eyeddtiesmile that changed
her from an ordinary woman into one of spectacéauty. A woman who
had suffered so many knocks and bruises in hett $f@rand carried so
many burdens for others. A woman who meant motartothan he could
say. And he didn't have the heart to tell her thatbox was empty.

'l don't know what's in it," he lied. 'lI've not hacchance to investigate. It's
hard to get into a safe deposit box. Your fathel lslargaret were the only
signatories to the account. I'll pick her up arlcether over there as soon as
possible.’

'Do you have to do it?' she asked wistfully. 'Yawldn't send somebody?’

He shook his head slowly back and forth. 'She'slyamiss Mary. I'll take
her.'

'Yes—I—I see that. Of course.' She stood up, sniogttiown her skirt as
she did so. Stop me, her heart was crying. Donihkejust walk away like
this. Stop me! His blond hair was glistening in tteflected sunlight,
outlining the profile of his strong chin, and thasazy tufts in the middle of
his eyebrows.

"You couldn't stay to have lunch with me?' Shethesil, wanting madly to
accept, and yet—and while she debated, the buzebisantercom buzzed
at them and ruined her day. 'Miss Margaret McBamnlioe four," his
secretary said. 'She wants to remind you of yaocheon date. | managed a
reservation for you at the NoName Restaurant.’

And so much for that, Mary told herself as she wdlluickly to the door.
'‘Mary!" He called after her, but she closed therdionly behind her,
snhatched up a surprised Penny, and marched srbadkyto the lifts.

The two girls stopped at the house briefly for evbaf soup and a sandwich,
and then went off on a walk. It was their first esgion since the accident.
The child was over-excited, following with her newhd senses all the
trails they had trod before in darkness.



‘The fire hydrant!" She was doing a little jig anduthe squat public servant.
'Mickey the Squirter! Just like you said, Mommys kvonderful!’

Indeed it is, little girl, Mary thought. All wondied. Life must seem so

simple to you. Why does it have to be so complatatewe grow older? He's
taking Margaret to lunch. So he invited me too—afie had forgotten

Margaret. And then | suppose wanted me to comegasran afterthought.
As if  would want to share him at lunch with Margt As if | want to share

him at all! Lordy, how did I get so fiercely posse®?

'‘Mommy?'
'Yes, dear?' The little girl had stopped dead inttaeks, her brow furrowed.
'Mommy. My stomach feels—funny. | think I'm goingttoow up.’

Thankful that they were only a few steps from hoMary steered her back
to the house and up the stairs. The child's cheeks flushed. Mary took
her temperature, re-checked the reading to beiyasitnd ushered the child
to bed. 'You have a little fever, honey,' she tbklchild. But as soon as she
settled the girl down in bed, she went downstairsall Dr Burton.

'‘Dinner for two tonight," she called to Mrs Hudlag she went by the
kitchen. But even that was optimistic. When shee&#ack downstairs the
housekeeper met her at the dining-room door.

'Dinner's ready any time,' she reported, 'but tihetdévi called to say he won't
be in for a meal.

'Did he say why?'

'He said something about, he had to take Miss Matgt look at
something. That's all | know.’

Five o'clock in the afternoon, and he was takingddeet to look at a safe
deposit box? Come on now. Even her naive littlechwiould hardly swallow
that.



Banks closed at two-thirty in the afternoon—sometnat three. But—oh
hell, she muttered under her breath. I'm gettingehsensitive. So she
stumbled through supper, eating just enough to kbephousekeeper
satisfied, and went back upstairs to have a gopd cr

Harry came in around ten o'clock, alone. Mary wasmqy the hall, waiting.
He flung his jacket on to the coat rack and gathérer up like a bunch of
grapes. 'Waiting up for me?' he enquired casually.

'Yes, of course,’ she said softly. 'Where did yo@'g

'l had to take Margaret someplace,’' he said. fitecap rather suddenly. |
didn't have a chance to explain beforehand, andwsra out when | called.’

'It doesn't matter," she returned, fishing a tisoim the pocket of her robe.
"You've got something red on your cheek." She wipedf. No, it doesn't
really matter, she told herself. Lipstick on higek is no big thing. Well, is
it? He had to take my sister someplace. Is thateagon to be jealous? Shut
up, she screamed at herself!

‘There's something wrong with Penny," she told h8he's got the 'flu. Dr
Burton came and left some pills and some orders'sSfery restless. | think
| had better stay with her tonight." And then, msfierthought, 'Did you get
something to eat?'

'Yes," he reported. 'We stopped for a bite befoeegdret went on to her
party.'

Let me turn around so you can stab me in the bslok, screamed deep
within herself. Use a dull knife! Did you enjoy @ig out with my sister?
Whoever would think that love stories could be #ufe didn't love you so
much | would murder you right here at the foot otiyown stairs! But she
managed to hold it all in, and escaped with a lippped goodnight.

Penny was extremely restless during that nighte@separate times Mary
had to get up to help. Once, going down to thehkitcfor some cool liquid,

she was surprised to find that she was not the oné/up. Margaret was
there too, dressed in an identical nightgown, aitd kaer hair down.



'Penny's got the 'flu," Mary told her. 'I'm spermgplihe night with her. Did you
have a good time?'

‘The best," her sister reported. She wore thatmodéle on her face, and licked
her lips as if she had recently eaten. 'A marvsliman, your husband.’

'Of course,' Mary replied dully. 'The best in therld.’

They had nothing more to say to each other. Matytgodrink and a pair of
straws, and took them back up. Margaret followeadble of the kitchen and
up the first flight of stairs, and then lingeredtag newel post, watching as
Mary disappeared around the bend. Penny suckée abbling liquid for a
moment, and then dropped off to sleep.

The next day was worse. Mary sat by the bedsides éalf-closed, and
watched the child toss and turn. Harry looked mafeninute, warned her to
take care of herself, and went off to work. Dr Bartarrived at three in the
afternoon. He was apparently dissatisfied at tlugness being made. He
augmented the pills with a shot, and warned Matgake care of herself.

At dinner time, worn to a splinter, Mary gave ug tldea of eating, and
asked for a bowl! of soup. Mrs Hudley brought it iyssing as she made the
stairs. 'A whole dinner | made—dinner for threedArobody to eat a bite of
it. Here's your soup. You want me to sit with thddacwhile you eat?'

'‘No. No thanks," Mary replied. 'Thank you for biiimgthe soup. Where did
Harry go?"

'l don't know. He just didn't come home for dinn&nd about an hour ago
your sister received a phone call and off she werdgssed to kill, that one.
Eat your soup. You haven't had anything all day.'

'l know. I'll try to get a little more down, late¥ou had better get your rest.
We don't want you exposed to influenza. The wholgsle would fall apart if
you got sick!

Mrs Hudley snorted and walked out. Mary set thd-ealpty soup bowl
down on the bedside table and lay down, meaninggb her eyes for a



moment. It was three o'clock in the morning whenrewoke her up. The
child was bathed in perspiration, so soaked thatsheets needed to be
changed. Mary bustled around with eyes half-clodma, managed to
complete the task: Penny fell back on to the deeshin a dry nightie, and
was asleep almost immediately. Mary stood by tltefbea time, watching,
then went back to sleep herself.

The first peep of dawnlight woke her up. The clackthe side table said
seven-thirty. She had slept for four hours, wdstged and confused, but
could not drop off again. So she shrugged her wayob the light sheet
which covered her, fumbled for a robe, and grumiledway downstairs.
Harry was having a last cup of coffee in the kitthide caught and kissed
her as she wandered by, drawn by the smell ofdffee

'Hey stranger,’ he called. 'Good to see you!

She poured herself a mug of the hot steaming baew,took a couple of
tentative sips. 'l missed seeing you last nighe'said flatly.

'l came home late,' he explained. 'l was working@noject. When | did get
in you were both fast asleep."

'l guess I'm just a poor night watchman,' she saudling at him. 'l was only
going to rest my eyes for a second.’

'Famous last words. How's Penny now?"

'‘Better. Much better. Her fever broke about threok this morning. | had
to change her entire bed. But then she fell asleepatural sleep, | mean.
She's still pounding her ear. | think we've surditiee crisis.’'

'l hope so," he said solemnly. 'I've missed you.'

I've missed you. Four little words, but enoughdmpensate for all the little

suspicions, all the long absences, all the heagtachve missed you too,’
she replied. He pulled her over against him. Stamteside his seated form
she could barely see the top of his head. Shectbseedge of his scalp, and



then squealed as he grabbed at her. 'Watch myeto$tee warned as she
broke away from him, cradling her mug in both hands

'What do you need most, coffee or me?' he purred.

‘At this moment, coffee,’ she announced. 'Wellysbiland is available every
day, but a good cup of coffee is hard to find. Aigtht now this coffee is my
lifeline.'

She backed away from him, into a corner of the roand sipped at the
brew, watching him over the top of the mug withitmyeyes. Why do | love
him, she asked herself. Because | do, that's wiaghlt really believe in
Equal Rights. | just want to be yours, all the tirAad if | were to tell you
that right now? Dear Lord, | don't dare! That wohédlike Red Riding Hood
inviting the Wolf in for lunch! 'Don't you have g to work?' she asked.

'Well, that's a switch." He finished off his coffeaead got up, stretching
slowly to full height. 'As it happens, | do," heuckled. 'l have a big deal on
this morning. Otherwise, Mrs Richardson, you'drba iot of trouble.’

'It's nice to know where | rank,' she teased, duglgiround the end of the
table as he came after her. 'It's very importastriass?'

'Smart aleck,’ he said. '‘But | do appreciate thg y@u take care of my
daughter.’

'Our daughter,’ she corrected him. 'Will you be bdor dinner tonight?’
'I'm not sure.' He was halfway to the door, bris&ca hand, and she willed
him to stop. He did. 'If I can get things goinghtigl'll have everything
settled tonight. Don't wait up.'

"You'll be out with Margaret?' she asked wistfully.

He looked at her for a long minute, then pulleddiese and kissed her very

satisfactorily. There were stars in her eyes awgttehed him go. He hadn't
said, but that kiss was answer enough, wasn't it?



Somehow or another, in between conferences with Nudley about
getting the house back on schedule, she missedavdigy breakfast time,
and barely saw the back of her as she went oufréim¢ door. It seemed
strange, as she thought about it, that Margaretldv@bandon her
sophisticated hair style for something that favduvkary's own. And when
she went upstairs to dress, she had another undaivit® feeling. Her
favourite perfume bottle was missing.

But the little things that nagged her all vanisigten Penny woke up at
eleven. The child's temperature was down belowhuralred degrees for
the first time in three days. She was thoroughlyydeated, weak, but alive
and kicking. Mary managed a big smile, helped iftle lgirl into the bath,
and supervised a complete wash. While the two weaging in the
bathroom, Mrs Hudley came in and changed all tltklinen again. When
Penny returned to bed she looked a world differant felt a universe
better.

That afternoon all the ladies participated in thegpamme to stuff the child
with liquids, and Mary gave her a long read froreasure Islandbefore the

two of them faded out in an afternoon nap. At fo'etock Mary managed to
wander downstairs again for a bowl of soup. She jhatdfinished when

Margaret came through the door, excited.

'Some of it was there!' she announced, and threwarh&s around her sister's
neck. 'lt was there. | feel a million percent bette

'What was there?' Mary asked.

'In the safe deposit box," her excited sister sHidtry brought me the key,
and we went down to the bank. And there it was.ftwehousand dollars in
cash. All mine!’

'I'm happy for you,' Mary smiled. 'That must takead off your mind. Now
what are your plans?'

Her sister, who was almost out of the kitchen hy time, looked back over
her shoulder. 'Don't get your hopes up, Maryaltgce sum, but not enough
to live on. | think I'll have Harry after all!" Siveas laughing as she went up



the stairs. Mary could hear the shrill tauntindigruntil the kitchen door
swung shut, locking out sight and sound.

Mary slumped down at the table, stunned. Once etirer undirected hand
dipped the spoon into the empty soup plate. Hertimoauld not seem to
realise that she was spooning air. | think I'll éavarry afterall! Her ire
began to rise. Damned if you will, her mind scrednigamned if you will.
If you want a, fight, lady, you'll get it. The ortlying that can send me off is
Harry! But suppose he chose Margaret? She put ibfoonind. He had not
filled her ears with endearments, but his kiss tmerning had said
everything. Hadn't it?

It was a doggedly tired woman who took Penny's elirup to her on a tray,
and shared it with her. Margaret stuck her headratohe door at eight, just
as Penny was settling down again. It was thetfirst she had come near the
sickroom since Penny had been taken ill.

‘There isn't any dinner,' she complained.

‘Yes, well, we're all tired, Margaret,' she retutnéthought you might just
fend for yourself for one night.’

'Don't you ever get tired of wearing that nightg@wmer sister asked.

‘This one?' Mary fingered the satin, and the laxserts. 'Harry likes it. |
thought you did too. You got yourself one just like

‘A classical mistake,' Margaret laughed. 'Are ypergling the night with the
girl?"

'She has a name. Penny. @ girl. I've been spending every night with her
since she came down sick.'

Margaret shrugged her shoulders and clumped doissisia her
wooden-heeled sandals. Without even a word to PeMagy mused. As if
the child couldn't hear. How could anyomat love this little girl?

‘You're talking to yourself again, Mommy.'



'So | am. You are getting to be a wondeltuaker,aren't you?"

'l don't think there's a word like that. You matlep. Besides, | can hear you
breathe when you talk to yourself. Don't you likerA Margaret?"

And how do you truthfully answer a question likatth'She's my sister. My
twin sister," she improvised.

'That's not a fair answer,’ the girl giggled.

'Maybe not, but it's the best you're going to gatght, pumpkin. Now go to
sleep. By tomorrow you'll be a new woman.'

'Will I really, Mommy? What kind of new? Like Margt?'
'Oh shut up,’ her mother laughed. 'Just darn vkell sp.’

She settled down in the other twin bed, shiftinguad to find the comfort

she knew would never be there. The latest isstigedNational Geographic
was at the bedside, but she found herself reatiagictures and ignoring
the prose. A wind had risen outside, and the olasbaovas creaking. She
heard Harry come in late. Her clock said elevengéarter to twelve he

tiptoed in to check up on things. She felt almasifashe were cheating,
being so wide awake, but she dropped the maganihembreast and closed
her eyes, feigning sleep. His footsteps came clas®ted both beds, and
she felt a moist contact as he kissed her foreleddpout away her book.
And then he put out the light and went out.

Another hour passed. Sleep eluded her, tired awabePenny was sleeping
with her mouth open, bubbling as she breathedthaue was a smile on her
face, and she clutched her rag doll tightly in treok of her arm.
Everything seemed normal. Except for me, she sighefllly. Here | am,
trying to sleep, when what | need is only fifty fesvay, across the hall,
behind closed doors. Penny is sleeping normallyy iouldn't | steal a few
hours off? The wish was parent to the deed.

She inched out of bed and into her felt slippefrse Thild turned over, but
did not wake up. As quietly as she could, Mary geestheon button on the



electronic monitor, and ghosted out of the roome THlll was dark. The
night-light that guarded the top of the stairs was$, and the windows at
either end of the corridor were bringing in onlfeable light. She shrugged
her shoulders. Driven by her needs, there was asoreto turn back just
because the lights were out. Cautiously she felinay along the opposite
wall until her hand came to the depression that thasdoorway into the
master bedroom.

She -stopped just long enough to pluck out theph@srthat constrained her
mop of hair. It was one of the things he insistedmaving her soft silky hair
loose by his pillow. She pulled back her shouldansl reached for the knob.
He would wake up in a cloud of hair this time, &®ér something he might
not expect. The medical report had come back fleraboratory in the late
afternoon mail.

She palmed the knob and slowly opened the doorelas a spot at which
the door squeaked, and not all Mr Hudley's oil-skifis had been able to
solve the problem. With the door one-third operg slrned sidewise and
squeezed in.

On this side of the house there was a little magiet Ifrom the reflected
moon. She could see the armchair where he alwaytesed his clothes, and
where she always picked them up. She could selgtitecoverlet, thrown
half on the floor, the way he usually did. She doglmell, almost
overwhelmingly, her own favourite perfume, whishewas not wearing
tonight. She backed up against the doorjamb talgtearself. There were
two intertwined bodies spread across the bed, aralready had a mass of
silky black hair resting on his pillow, mingling thihis golden crown!



CHAPTER TEN

FoRr the length of one skipped heartbeat Mary stoodstackd. The pale

moonlight cast an eerie sheen over the room, feuétbould be no mistake.
There were two people in the bed, tumbled acrosk ether, asleep. She
fumbled behind her for support, unthinking, emgtynfused. And then she
succumbed to the flight syndrome. As cautiouslslas had come in, she
slipped out, closing the heavy door behind hertha freedom of the

corridor she breathed again, sagging against tHeas/aomething inside her
began to freeze, to chill her emotions, slow hactiens.

The old Chinese saying was true. One pictan@orth a thousand words,
and she had seen the picture. There was no nexgblaihation. The flash of
silky black hair on the pillow had said it all. @efion seized her, rended her
mind, plummeted her spirits into depths she ha&mnbkgfore conceived.

Slowly, on wavering legs, she made her way bacRdany's room and
slipped into the security of the narrow bed. Whatdb? Bravado? Go
downstairs, get Harry's shotgun, and shoot them?@b in, drag her sister
out by the hair, bump her down the stairs and btitehouse? Let Harry try
to explain? All dreams. She recognised that alnmostediately. But it's

hard to be logical when ravening wolves are teaaingpur insides, stirring
bile in the pit of your stomach. She struggled ¢ée from screaming her
frustration. Battled to control herself. And finatlid.

Once more she went back over her experience, hsittitme coldly,
constructing syllogisms of ice to reason her waw twonclusion. And the
first conclusion was indisputable. Harry had madehaice about the
McBain twins. Leave Mary to watch the baby, anctilargaret to bed with
him. Which seemed to say it all.

So what then? If he wanted Margaret, then Mary @dwve to go. What
profit could it be to share a house with them? abher heart out watching
from the sidelines? There was hardly any need dauadhe score, the game
was over. She sighed in disgust, and tried to rilablher problem from
another view.



But if | go—if | leave the field to Margaret, whabout Penny. Did Penny
deserve a stepmother like Margaret? Was the ptila love-starved girl
equipped to survive in a family where Margaret vaddog her mother? No, of
course not. Margaret might try to fake the love Harry's sake, but the little
girl was too sharp for that. In fact, Penny woutddetter off with no mother
at all, than to be saddled with Margaret.

And what of Harry? Did he deserve to be marriechisrmoney? He was a
strong-willed man, and yet—there had been thoseswwhen he was also an
enthusiastic boy—a charmer of hearts. And how baelywanted a son.
Would Margaret give him one? He was a man who ligetamily life.
Would shereform, give up her wild parties, her mad frien@svould she
drag him along with her down whatever path she peagng?

Mary wrestled with her problem for half the remanpinight, and finally
came to a bitter conclusion. For the sake of tleegeople she loved most in
the world, she would have to take the drastic Stdgar the chess board of
all the McBains, and leave Harry and Penny with edlobrpoand a chance to
start again!

Il do it!" she told the dark world around heBod give me strength." And
only then did she drop off into a troubled sleep.

When she awoke in the morning she was a womaritotednged. A wall of
ice surrounded her heart, walled Ker from all aisaand passions. She
forced a smile while getting Penny up, and theileglathe young girl
downstairs and into the kitchen. Harry was therst, finishing his breakfast.
Surprisingly, so was Margaret, still dressed in fa¢in nightgown that
copied Mary's, barely covered by a neglige of laice luminescence. They
both looked up as the girls came in.

'Well, that was a surprise last night," Harry bodras he finished his cup. 'l
thought you were spending the night with Penny.slimry | was so tired.’

'Yes, I'm sure you were," Mary said through sig§!

'‘And you must be feeling a bunch better, babypiirymother could leave
you in the middle of the night. Give us a kiss?'



Penny ran over to him, gave him a hug and kiss tlaa pulled back from
him. 'l do feel better," she said, 'but you dontbw Mommy. She wouldn't
leave me in the middle of the night. She spentwhele night withme
Daddy. | think you must of goofed again!'

'She spent the whole--' He looked up at Mary's taldl face, and turned
red. 'You mean--' And then Margaret broke up, langlso hard that she
clutched at her stomach. A high shrill laugh, compted of jealousy,
hatred, and victory. When she recovered from h&owst she sat back in
her chair, savouring her coffee, waiting.

'Mary?' There was a world of appeal in his voiag, ibdid not warm her,
could not penetrate.

'Yes,' she said, 'l spent the night with Pennygpkiéor a few minutes when
| came to your room. Did you enjoy it?" She was spkring through

half-closed lips, and a tear slowly trickled dowreaheek. 'What is it with
you? Some sort of challenge? To hdaththe McBain twins in the same
week? How nice for your record!

'Mary,' he snarled. 'Is this some kind of crazy garivhat the hell is going
on!'

'l thought that wasny question,’ she snapped back at him. '‘But right how
have to talk to my sister. Why don't you get onrylitie tricycle and go
make yourself another million dollars. Surely yego has had a big enough
boost during the night for that!"

Margaret was laughing again. Not the almost hysaériaugh she had
displayed earlier, but a low gurgle of enjoymenenRy looked around
among the adults with a fearful expression on aee flt was not just what
they were saying. The little girl was reading tHeelings, and the tensions
in the old kitchen were almost ceiling-high. 'Yeuiotmy Mommy's twin,’
she sobbed, beating at Margaret with her littlsfisShe's beautiful. You're
ugly! Ugly!" With a garbled sob she picked up thets of her robe and ran
out of the room, crashing into the doorjamb onwlay. Harry got up and
rushed after her, muttering under his breath.



Mary watched them go, then turned back to her rsiSf¢ait here,’ she
ordered in a cold commanding voice that startlesimthboth. Margaret
looked shaken as her sister stalked out into thelbtok her five minutes
for her to give her orders, and about ten to ma&eéwo telephone calls, then
she came back to the kitchen.

Margaret, who had been slumped in her chair puffiraglly at a cigarette,
stood up nervously. Certainly in all her years Bhd never seen her older
sister in such a condition as this.

'Upstairs and get dressed,' Mary grated.

'l intend to sit here and finish my breakfast, li&ey civilised person,’
Margaret responded.

‘The time for civilisation is over,’ Mary snappéd/e 're finished being
lace-curtainlrish, Margaret. We're back &hantylrish, and old Southie!
She walked over to her twin sister, twisted the woi® arm around behind
her back in a hammerlock, and forced her out okitehien and up the stairs.
Mrs Hudley was in the bedroom when the two sistarse in.

"You're hurting me," Margaret complained. 'Whats doing in my room?"

' mean to hurt you. And if you give me any troublldoreak your arm. She's
packing. You get dressed.’

'You can't make me!'

Mary added an additional half inch to the pressfrber hold and stood
wooden faced while her sister screamed. 'Youtsiilk | can't make you?'
she asked softly.

'‘Okay. Okay," Margaret sobbed. Mary dropped herighimg hold. Her
sister rubbed her wrist to restore circulation,Bob steadily. It's the first
time I've ever heard Margaret cry, Mary told hdrsktpassionately. |
wonder who she's crying for? Or what?



Margaret hurried, tossing dresses here and thesieegisimbled her way into
street clothes. Mary watched out the window uht tab drew up outside.
Your time is up,' she said coldly.

'Up? What do you mean?'

‘You're leaving my house," Mary said softly. 'Rigli. Bring the bag, Mrs
Hudley.'

'I'm not going," Margaret whined. But when Maryried quickly on her, she
backed away, frightened by the gleam in her sssteye. 'All right, I'm

going!’

'‘And that's for damn sure," Mary muttered underbreath. On the landing
Margaret managed to regain her aplomb, and strdived the rest of the
way to the front door as if it were all her ownade leave. As Mary opened
the door for her, Margaret sneered. 'Don't thing ththe end of it. I'm not
done with you—or Harry—yet!

'‘Margaret, you'd do great in a 1910 melodrama, yNdaarled, grabbing her
sister's upper arm. '‘But you'd better listen to gou come near me again,
or even look crosswise at Harry, I'll take enouigigérnails to you to make
you look like Dracula's wife. Listen! I've made @egtions for you at the
Hilton. Harry will pay your bills for two weeks, dnnot another minute
more. The rest of your luggage will be forwardeddAdon't forget what |
told you. Come back here, or meddlarigfamily, and your days as a beauty
gueen will be all over!

‘All right!" Margaret snarled. 'l don't know wheyeu found the guts to do it,
damn you. Goodbye, little sister.’

'‘Goodbye," Mary said quietly. All her anger hadimked out of her. She
leaned back against the door and watched whileohér direct blood

relative hastened down the stairs, climbed intddike and rode away. '‘And
| don't know where | got the guts to do it eithehé whispered to herself.
Her hands were trembling in the aftermath of heeat. Mary McBain, the
girl who wouldn't hurt a fly! But who could screwp ther courage when
someone dear to her was imperilled. Like MothekellPenny. Like—like



Harry. And | only hope I've got the guts to do lizeder part, she told herself
as she made her way back into the house. Harrhandhughter were just
coming out of the study as she started up thesstair

'I'm going to take Penny to her eye appointmesmetSéid. 'l take it you've
resolved the problem of too many McBain sisters?'

'Yes,' she retorted sharply. "Yes | have." She daac& down the stairs to
check Penny's dress, then knelt on the thick campetgave the little girl a
death-hug and a tender kiss. ‘Goodbye my loveig, said softly. '| hope the
doctor has good news, but good or not, your mothees you. You
understand?'

'l understand,’ Penny whispered back. 'l love yau The pair of them went
to the front door, hand in hand. Penny hesitatecafmoment, before the
door closed behind her, and stared with owl-eyebeat mother. Mary
brushed a tear away from her own eyes and wenaiopsd her room.

It took a half hour for her to pack her own bag] &amdress. She took only
what was hers. Just the things she had broughttetdnouse almost two
months ago. Everything else—everything of his—sife hanging in the
closet. She walked around the room when she hahéd, touching the
little things of his that were reminders. His haiush. The one he hated to
use because he thought he was losing his hair.tddithbrush in the
bathroom. His pyjama bottoms, lying on the floortbg bed, as usual. She
picked them up and tossed them into the laundrigdiakverything of his.
And now she had to do the most difficult part. $eked up her bag and
went down the stairs.

Stopping only long enough in the study to leave ainote about Margaret's
hotel bills, she signed it ‘Mary McBain'. What adptime ago it had been
since he chased her around that desk, sandwiamnihdnd lust on his mind!

So long ago. She had feared him then, in all heorignce. Called him a
devil to his face. And now there was a dull lumghe pit of her stomach,

formed from all the love she bore for him. All tleze which now must be

torn out and discarded. With a bitter sigh she guclkp the telephone and
called the cab company.



Mrs Hudley was standing at the door as she went ©he elderly
housekeeper had a bead of tears running down kekctre you sure this
is the only way?' she asked hopelessly.

'It's the only way.' Mary hugged her gently andskithe parchment cheek.
'It's the only way | can see to free him from theBdin curse. | have to do it.
He deserves more from life than what | have to give

"You know you love him," the housekeeper said, hieacout a detaining
hand.

'Yes, | know | love him," she said bleakly. 'l onljish | knew if he
loves—anyone.' She shook off the restraining hamaht down to the curb,
and settled herself to wait for the cab.

It was a long ride, out Route Four westward, thloubistoric
Lexington—'where once the embattled farmers st@od, fired the shot
heard round the world'—on past the Veterans Hdspitdil they came to
the tiny motel where she and her mother had onmepstl. The cabbie
waved aside her offer of payment. 'We bill Mr Riatson at the end of the
month,' he said. 'Have a nice holiday.’

Have a nice holiday! The mockery followed her as aecked in, found her
allotted room, locked the door behind her, andvihnerself down on the

bed. And then the tears came. In one's and tv@n,dribbles, and rivulets,

until she had cried out all her passions and feard thought she could face
the lonely life ahead of her. At dinner time shenaged the trip down the
block to a local restaurant, and then went straigiok to the motel.

No job,onlytwo hundred dollars, and—Ilord, I'm pregnant! Didll Harry?
Well, he can only kill me once. Not much of a bakisheet. The summer
vacation still had a week to run. Practically eveoynmunity would have
their teachers for the Fall semester already umdatract. Elementary
teachers were a dime a dozen! 'Why in the world'tlidnajor in maths or
science?' she asked her mirror. 'There are alwagsnecies for maths
teachers!



How far would two hundred dollars take her? Notyvérhe little motel
room cost twenty-two dollars a day. And—it's thaiehold money that |
took! | didn't think. He reallywill kill me for taking the household money!
The incongruity of it struck her so hard that smepged into the plastic
chair and laughed until her stomach ached. Hel'dh&ilfor a good bit more
than taking the household money—if ever he caughwith her. If ever he
wasinterestedn catching up with her. Too much! Her humour wheid, her
spirits thumped down into her boots.

A shower should be the order of the day, she telddif. Well, at least it
would pass a little time. She had barely openedlinggage when she
checked in. Now she flipped through it for hereaoibag. Trailing the bag
after her, she stumbled into the bathroom, siclgainthe sanitary motel
smell of the place.

Her clothes fell in a disorderly pile at her festshe fished the hairpins out
of her bun, and let her hair tumble down her b&tie kicked the jumble of
clothes out of the way and stepped into the shatat; pulling the plastic
curtain behind her. She soaped with enthusiasnmgtty wash her misery
away, but no soap had ever been invented that Wes strong. She
shampooed her hair too, but no amount of scrubtmogd relieve her mind.
At last, clean but miserable, angry with hersett anth the world, she shut
off the water, grabbed up the minuscule towel ptediby the management,
and dried herself as best she could. When she digukd off most of the
water, she flung back the shower curtain, and tzhoke on to the bath mat.
And into a pair of strong male arms!

She shrieked in alarm, a high quavering fearfueaar. 'All right, Mary
Richardson,’ the voice in her ear grumbled, 'Hawen given me enough
trouble for one day?’

She forced her way out of his arms and scrabbledh® only remaining
towel to cover her nudity. 'What— what are you dpolere,’ she shouted at
him. 'You're in Boston!

'Shut up,’ he said gently. 'I'm not in Boston.'

'‘But you should be! Let me go! Put me down! Whekreany?'



'‘Ah! It's about time we came to the important pBegnny's fine. And now
that you've had your vacation, we're going home.'

'l am not,’ she roared at him. 'I'm not going angxehwith you!'

'Don't tempt me, Miss Mary," he said tolerantlyot¥e got a lovely bare
bottom—that wants some whacking right now. Yourebis slipping.'

She did her best to remedy the deficiency, butdiel was just too small
for the job. 'Put me down, you—you beast,' shesgell

‘That's the best idea yet,' he roared back atHgewas losing his temper. She
cringed from the idea. If he really gets angry, sbid herself, he will
certainly do me some damage! She gave up the $&rugg it was too late
to cool him down. He whipped her over his shoulekern fireman's lift,
hustled her out of the bathroom, and threw her donnthe bed. She
shrieked again as the bed bounced beneath her,lcatdher towel
completely.

He stood at the foot of the bed and glowered at'Nemw | warn you, Miss
Mary,' he said, 'lI've had it up to here. Get yolfirdeessed. You're coming
with me!"

'Don't look at me like that,' she snapped, doingtest to cover her breasts
from his devouring stare.

'Don't look at you like what?'
‘Lust!’ she shouted at him. 'Don't look at me likéhat.'
‘Love!" he shouted back at her. '‘Can't you telldifierence?’

'No, | can't,' she screamed back. 'And neitherccgal last night! What are
you, some kind of comparison shopper?'

'‘Damn you, woman, I've already made my pick. | want! | love you! And
nothing happened last night. Nothing! | was too ddired. And I told you
so—I mean, | told Margaret so! Get dressed!



‘That's a damn likely story," she said bitterlynétwolf of Charles Street, and
nothing happened? If anyone believes that I'dtlikeell them the Brooklyn
bridge. And I'mnot getting dressed. | will not go anywhere with ygau
hear?'

'Yes, | hear. And so do half the other people iis gtupid motel. Get
dressed!

'l will not! How did you find me?’

‘Mary, if I didn't love you so much | would call yadumb! Dumb, dumb,
dumb! What other woman in the world would run aviteyn her husband
using his own taxicab company? | just called trspdicher. What else? Get
dressed!

He hadn't touched Margaret? Who could believe tBattdes me, that is. |
love you. He keeps saying that. | love you—I magepiok! She swallowed
her anger and despondency, but not her independ&nt@&ot going with

you," she said in a tiny lost voice. 'l won't gegsbed.’

'‘Okay, that does it," he roared at her. Before chdd make a defensive
move he whipped the top blanket up around her,gdb&r up into a neat
package, with both arms and legs confined, anavthiex over his shoulder
again.

'What are you doing to me," she screamed in rea@rte

'I'm taking my wife home,' he shouted back. He petkip her suitcase in his
free hand. The latch was not shut, so it tumbleghofiTo hell with it,' he
muttered, and stalked out the door, leaving hethirlg scattered across the
floor. A half-dozen people from neighbouring roomere clustered
together on the walk. He gave them all a big sn#BI," he called cheerily.
''ve finally got her. Bonnie Parker, the outlawde patted her very
convenient bottom proprietorially. 'She specialigelank jobs.’

'Yeah, | seen that on television the other nigimg of the ladies said
excitedly. 'Her and that guy Clyde. Wow!



'He's kidnapping me," Mary shouted from the depfiithe blanket. 'Help!
He's kidnapping me!" One of the women in the crésudyhed nervously.
One of the bigger men settled the confusion.

'Well, they can't get away with it forever. Want maeehold the car door?
Have a good night.'

Have a good night, indeed, she thought bitterlyhe@dossed her into the
front seat. Male chauvinism. Have a good night! Yé4ma |, some kind of

harem slave? Harry walked around the hood, climbepdushed the starter
button, and drove off. She huddled in the cornet gxactly sure how angry
he was. After a few miles she ventured a gambihek& are we going?’

'Home.'
'Home? You're driving west, away from the city.'

'Of course | am. The city's no place to raise alfarVe bought a house in
Concord about four weeks ago.'

‘A home in Concord? Why?'
‘The next time | buy a wife I'm going to be moresfal about checking the
operating instructions. Now, just listen up. Nekiufsday week—what day

is that?"

'September, oh | don't know! Why do you bother— d#ar. It's my
birthday.'

'Yes. So | bought you a birthday present. A houasthé country! And I've
been working all out to get it fixed up. That's hoeme | was so tired when
| got home yesterday.’

‘A likely story,' she said softly. 'I'm cold.’

'Well, you had your chance to put your clothesow you'll either suffer
in silence, or cuddle up. Take your pick.'



"You could turn on the car heater.'
'‘No | couldn't. | gave you your choice, now shut up

She managed to bounce halfway across the widelsddtesitated over the
last few inches. The blanket kept slipping. Tlsisuiterrible way to treat a
pregnant lady," she commented.

‘You didn't get that way all by yourself," he snegpShe tried to search his
face, but the highway was unlit, and the occasighkdm of moonlight
failed to penetrate. I'll have to move closer te ffehe's angry, she told
herself. And it seemed to be so logical an exchaé ghe slid across the
intervening space and found her head on his waoulgér, her leg against
his, her arms in his lap, the whole of her surraehiy the one arm he could
spare from the steering wheel.

‘That's better," he gruffed. 'Admit that you're pyged?'

'I—no such a thing,' she stammered. He shifteddfishand down on the
wheel, and pulled her closer to him.

'Give up while it's graceful,' he prodded. 'You pep to be my woman. My
only woman, and | intend to keep you on ball andirchuntil its suits my
fancy to do otherwise. And I'm very glad that yeydregnant. You left the
letter on the hall table.’

'Yes,' she sighed, confessed everything with thatlwief exhalation. Didn't
it sound terrible? His woman. Ball and chain! lusded—'If that's what is
on offer,’ she said quietly, 'l accept.’

Penny ran down the steps of their new house, alheldpopen the car door.
'Mommy!" she squealed, forcing her way inside treand on to Mary's lap.
'‘Lookit! They gave me new glasses. | can see—wel,everything, but
most. Only | don't know how to read, Mommy. Ishista wonderful house.
Daddy said you went on a vacation. I'm glad it'er8v

'Hey,' he cautioned. "Your mother has had a haydAlad don't worry about
learning to read. We have our very own teachenenfamily.’



'Mommy? You're only wearing a blanket! Remembermeu first came to
our house, and you didn't have no nightgown? Did gad Daddy get
married again?'

'‘Now that's the best question I've heard tonidté.looked over the child's
head and gave Mary a wicked smile. 'Yes, your manh lahave just got
married again. Now, which one of you shall | cantp the house?'

"You can't carry us both?' Penny teased.

‘No | can't,’ he said. 'Not without using up all styength so that I'll be too
tired to do anything else tonight.’

'I'll walk," Mary returned. 'Go ahead. I'll walk.’

The steps up to the old-fashioned porch were fyesténded. The house
gleamed with a new coat of paint, its windows cetsigned with solid

wooden shutters. Mrs Hudley was waiting at the demniling, and behind

her a well-lit hall, with a magnificent set of maamy stairs in the

background.

‘Built in 1807," he boasted as he set Penny doémd 1 did most of the
repair work myself.'

'Dinner in half an hour?' Mrs Hudley suggested.

"You'd better make that an hour," he answered. Wowl you, lady!" Mary

pulled her blanket tightly around her and wondexbeét was coming next.
He still looked mean enough to—well—that was thedtion, wasn't it? He
wasted no words. She was swept up in his armsamieéad up the stairs. His
foot kicked a bedroom door open.

‘The master suite,’ he announced. He carried her tiv the massive
Emperor-sized bed, and dropped her into the midtlie She bounced a
couple of times, then struggled to sit up.

'‘Come on,' he growled. 'We need a shower.'



She climbed off the bed reluctantly, pushing het fato a pair of slippers
that had been half-hidden under the bed. He walkiédiowards the
bathroom. She scurried to follow. 'You fixed this @p?' she called after
him. The stairs, the paint, the bathroom?’

"You bet," he snapped. 'The stairs were easy. dim jpist took time. But the
bathroom—uwell, | had to do it over three times, #malthird time | called in
a plumber to supervise. No remarks, now. Inside!"

'I—I wasn't going to say--' Her fist plugged up Ineouth. Without waiting
for her at all he had calmly taken off all his tle$, and stood magnificently
naked before her in the full brightness of thetglshe took a deep breath,
unable to take her eyes from him, and her blankgbexd to the floor. He
turned his back to her to adjust the temperaturtn@fshower water, than
looked at her over his shoulder.

'‘Look at you,' he laughed, 'all tousled and nakedely, Mrs Richardson.'

'l am not naked," she protested. 'I'm wearing nppsts, and that's more
than you are wearing!" Oh lord, she muttered, foalferself. Let me learn to
keep my big mouth shut! He's laughing at me—juskttla bit. Maybe he
doesn't mean to kill me dead. Maybe, if I handtegitt, we might be able to
get back on an even keel? But—what do | know alsmducing my
husband?

He stepped into the shower stall and ducked urfuerspray, sending a
sprinkle of warm water at her. She stood and wakchewitched. So big!

With broad shoulders, tapering down to a narronstvand hips. Muscles
everywhere, bronzed by the sun except for thatomadpand normally

covered by his trunks. And narrow muscled flankslimed in pale white

against the bronze of the rest of him. And he waheg! That's something a
man couldn't hide. '‘Come on in," he coaxed, 'theervgfine!'

She plucked up her courage and stepped in. The whteled her for a
moment. She clutched at him for support.

'If you're going to do that," he yelled over tharrof the water, 'use some
soap!" She grabbed up a bar of perfumed soap fierdish, stretched up on



tiptoes, and began scrubbing his back, runnindiaeds from his shoulders
down past his hips, down each of his legs. Shet kime¥n in front of him to
reach his ankles and his feet.

‘That's the way it should be," he laughed dowreat'Ny loving wife, on her
knees! Up you come, shorty, it's your turn.’

'Don't you dare call me shorty," she snapped. Butkeart wasn't in it. By
that time he had pulled her up and back againdtdnd wet frame, and was
busy swathing her with suds. It was a warm, corafie feeling as he laved
her back, and then rinsed her off. But when hispgaglippery fingers
reached around and began to massage her hipgpheach, the line of her
rib-cage, and then lingered longingly on the fuldarcurves of her breasts,
it became sheer torment—and she told him so. Wéached only a laugh as
his hands dropped lower to soap her thighs.

'‘Okay," he finally called. 'Stay under the waterdaninute.' He stepped out
and towelled himself vigorously. Stay under theexashe asked herself?
Good lord, how can | calmly stand under the flowtlms water when
he—and he knows it, too! Nevertheless she manageentain under the
deluge, holding her mass of wet hair clear of laeefso she could watch
him— devour him—uwith her eyes. And then he extenaldédnd and drew
her out on to the rug.

He smothered her in towels, gently drying her Haar, back, her legs. And
then once again he pulled her back against himbagan that sensual
massage that so aroused her. Somewhere in thditrarike towels were

lost. She could feel the tension of his arousedcteagplaying against her
back. Until finally it all went beyond her contréllow! Please!" she pleaded.

He picked her up in his arms and carried her batke giant bed, dropping
her in the middle of it, and falling beside heshs fell. His hands wandered
again, down across her stomach, and farther. Histoug tongue tantalised
her taut nipples until she squirmed against himging him, compelling him.
And now it was not a case of him taking her. Rathey met as equals on
the field of love, smashed at each other in eagécipation, until they
achieved a wonderous union, and then lay pantiegah other's arms.



It seemed like hours that they lay together, sadiaHer head was tucked
under his chin, her .cheek rubbing against thexeelanuscles of his chest.
His one hand threaded the soft silk of her haie ®ther rested comfortable
under the curve of her tender swollen breast.

"You know what?' she said. He grunted. 'When I fingt you—that first
night on Joy Street—I thought you were the devhself, come to claim
me. And | didn't even know your name. Remember?’

'l remember. | thought you were the most beautiioinman in the world!

'‘Baloney! you couldn't tell me from Margaret. Yatill can't! Are you
positive nothing happened when— that was a prkityexcuse, you know!

‘That's the trouble when you use the truth as anse' he chuckled. 'l can
think of a much better story. You want one?'

'I—no. | would rather believe what you told medd believe you. Ido
believe you!

His roaming hand pulled at a tendril of her h&eép saying that, over and
over. | believe everything Harry tells me. | bebkegverything Harry tells
me!’

'Well 1 do,’ she said angrily. 'Everything! Onlyvaccome a millionaire
banker has to fix up his own house. And be so damumehed about it?'

'l needed the exercise,' he said solemnly. 'Do rgmaember when 1 first
carried you up the stairs at Joy Street? | wabpuff by the third step. |

couldn't have made the second floor if my life degexl on it. So, it was
either an exercise programme at the YMCA, or thasko | picked the
house. And as for rushing— well, | wanted it reéalyyour birthday. It's in

your name, you know. And then—Penny has to go hoaicin September,
and | meant to finish here so that she could B&rhew school in Concord.
Hey, | admit it was ambitious, but once | got caughin the programme, |
had to finish it. Do you believe that?'



'Of course | do.' She sighed reflectively. 'Wholdaovent a lie as stupid as
that?' She dropped a kiss on his chin. 'But dosggpose Margaret will be
all right?'

'I'm sure she will," he assured her gently. "Whemnnhoney runs out I'll offer
her a job as assistant manager for one of my himteélsndon. I think she'd
make a marvellous hostess.' One of his hands lidfyoed the mound of her
breast and squeezed the nipple.

'Hey, that hurts," she complained.
'What's the matter? Can't stay the course?’
"You—you bit me before—you devil! You bit me. Isere.’

'What did you expect? You were a wildcat. Is thatatvthey teach
elementary schoolteachers?’

'‘No!" she snapped, and then burst out laughingoddp taught me. You're
the only man | ever wanted. Ever since that mormnvhgn you came back
with that finagled marriage licence. And you tres like a—madman!'

'How do you want to be treated?'

She slipped away from his arms, stretched out anbhek, and smiled

through half-closed eyes. 'Like Cleopatra,’ shespdnied. 'I'm the queen of
Egypt, being rowed up the Nile, the moon is shinangd there are flowers
all over the boat. Julius Caesar is coming up ergtinarter deck, and--'

'Wait just one minute, Cleo,' he laughed, 'l havgedt out of my armour!’

Two days later the three of them came up to thetcitmake arrangements
about Penny's school records. After concludingrtiheisiness at Court
Street, he drove them down to City Hall Plaza. &oce his phenomenal
luck failed him. He couldn't find a parking spa®atch your language,’ she
cautioned, 'there are ladies and children present.'



'Oh shut up,’ he grumped, as he finally squeezedamNo Parkingzone
down by the Quincy Market. 'lI've got business ay Eliall," he announced.

'‘We'll walk over with you," Mary suggested hopefulAlthough the weather
had turned, she had no desire to sit in an ovetedezar while he negotiated
his business. He didn't answer, but she philosafizidecided that since he
hadn't said no, he must mean yes. She towed argiggénny out of the car
and they pursued him over the vast paved expangennof Faneuil Hall.
By the time they reached the tiny park, the ongsged area in sight, with its
scattered trees looking cool in the late afternbogeze, Penny had had
enough.

'‘We'll wait for you here," Mary yelled after himelvaved a hand but kept
going. 'Sit down here on this bench,” Mary suggestde little girl, her
glasses perched on the tip of her nose, drew back.

‘There's something sitting there, Mommy,' she nneitte

Mary turned around to look, and laughed. 'Ther¢agdy is,’ she giggled
finally. 'But he doesn't mind sharing. Go take@sellook, love.'

'‘But he's a strange man," Penny whispered fierc¥lgu know | ain't
supposed to talk to strange men!'

'He's the strangest man you'll ever meet, angeéttectly okay when your

mother is here.' Mary sat down at one end of thelbeand gave Penny a
small shove towards the other end. A man sat teseally, one leg crossed
over the other, one arm along the back of the heswtveying the centre of

the city. And then Penny squealed. 'He's not réHd!ls a statue, or

something, made out of metal.'

'Of course he is, love. His name was James MidBadky. He was mayor
of our city for a long time.' Penny edged her wagk her eyes still on the
statue. James Michael, Mary mused. The last ofbifgecity bosses in
Boston. The man who ruled the city between the\Warld Wars. The last
of the Irish politicians, who gave way to the lat@migrants, the Italians,
the Greeks, the Latinos. But there he sat, mensealby the citizens in
bronze.



Across the area over which they had walked a cnvasl gathering, lighted
candles in hand, for some sort of open-air protesttmg in front of Faneuil
Hall. Closer, a group of saffron-dressed men weaiking their way towards
a gaggle of tourists. And just to the right of beggars—'Hey Penny, look!

'Look at what?'

‘'The policeman. The one with the horse. Don't y@uember him?'

'‘No | don't.' Harry returned at that moment and datvn with them,
whistling happily. 'That's Officer Timulty, the poéman who gave us our

accident at the State House. Remember?'

'Oh, him." The little girl was disinterested, hgeg on the more brightly
dressed beggars.

'‘Boy what a spoilsport," Mary groaned. 'Did youdimyour business, dear?’

'Yes. It didn't take long. It was about your fathesafe deposit box. | had to
sign an affidavit that it was empty when the FBIma&ad | opened it.’

'Empty?’ She looked up at him with love in her ey@&s it?' He nodded.
'Why you big fake,' she laughed. 'Then if it wagpgnwhen the FBI looked,
how come Margaret found twenty thousand dollaig?itHow come?’
'Well--' he stalled. 'So all right. | got tired b&ving her around the house,
but | couldn't have my sister-in-law walking theests, could 1? It was
worth it.'

'What's that mean,' Penny asked. 'Walking thetst?ee

‘That means—er—walking the streets—Iike the poli@emoes,’ Mary lied.

‘That don't sound right," the child commented. Ahd's got her teeth in it
now, Mary told herself, and she won't let go withauliversion.

'‘Come on, Penny,' she said, grabbing the childsl.h&ve owe a lot to
Officer Timulty, and now's our chance to thank him.



'For knocking us both down? For that he needs #flidome on!" She
pulled the girl up, and they started across thegla the direction of the
dismounted officer, who was lazily watching thegraf beggars.

Harry followed slowly behind them, grinning.
'Officer," Mary yelled as they closed in on himffiGer Timulty!" He shifted
the reins of his horse to his other hand and tutaedrds her. His youthful

face turned a dozen colours in succession.

'‘Oh no," he groaned. 'Not you! Have you come te lnié again?' He stepped
back a couple of paces, away from the threat.

'‘No," she called. 'We've come to thank you.’

'Have you blown your mind again, lady? Thank mewbat?'

'For everything!" she exclaimed in a gleefully loumice. Naturally, in the
open Plaza, she drew the attention of a group @bokers. 'lhaveto thank

you,' she repeated. 'Look, this is my daughter &€nn

'Please lady, don't make a fuss,' he returnedo\vkyou have a thing against
me, but after all, I'm the one who got bitten."

'I'm not angry,’ Mary returned. 'Honest. Look ah®e She was blind until
you—until your horse knocked her down. And now sha see. Isn't that
wonderful?’

‘Yeah, wonderful.' He shook his head, confused.

'‘And look at me! I'm pregnant, and | owe it allytmu!

The officer backed off a couple more steps, puthimgself almost into the
Mayor's bronze lap. 'l didn't have nothing to dahwthat, lady," he said

sharply. "You can't tell me that knocking you dowade you--' Harry came
up to his rescue, putting his arm around eachsfddies.



'She's my wife," Harry said. 'And | am solely resgble for her pleasant
condition.' There was a smattering of applause fiteergathering audience.
A voice in the rear of the crowd yelled, 'Policaugity!"

The policeman moved closer to his horse. 'You'ffie v&i a crazy,' he said
hoarsely. 'l didn't have anything to do with heinlgepregnant!" Which was
just the moment Penny and Mary chose to surroung kissing him on

each blushing cheek. He threw up his hands indedénce, too late.

'l don't know how you can stand being married & tine,' he finally ground
out. 'She takes the cake!'

'She does indeed," Harry assured him happily. {Ergght. Why did you
kiss the policeman, Miss Mary?'

‘The devil made me do it,' she said demurely.

He patted her bottom, and escorted both of therk twathe car. Inside, she
turned to him with an appeal in her eyes. 'Do yeer ¢hink | can become
the wife you want? One with poise and guts?'

'You have already arrived, my dear,' he said quiéilhe day you threw
Margaret out of our house was your graduation digystarted the engine of
the car.

'Invited her to leave," Mary insisted. 'Not threwr lout—invited her to
leave.' He patted her knee and started the caotiom

'My goodness you two are funny,’ Penny said hagpiy the seat between
them.

Officer Timulty, deciding that he would let the lgegs get away with their
act, swung himself back up into the saddle and keatdhe big car move
away. He pushed his cap back and scratched hisdade 'What is the world
coming to?' he asked his horse.



James Michael Curley, cast in bronze, just smiletdat the city he had
loved. And why not? After all, he had seen the satoey replayed a
thousand times over in Bean town.



