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One day had changed her life

It had been Amanda Small's twenty-first birthdayetahe day she met
Brian Stone, the handsome adventure writer.

Events quickly snowballed. Drawn to the idea oterstary who wouldn't
answer back to him, Brian hired Mandy to work fonhGreatly attracted to
having an amenable wife, he also asked Mandy toynham.

But Mandy wasn't sure that Brian was really atgddb her--even though
she was certain of her love for him. And there wagasy way to tell Brian
just exactly how she felt....



CHAPTER ONE

SOMEONE had left a large wooden bar stool tucked in theneoof the
ballroom, behind a screen of potted plants. Ama8dall leaned back
against it, thankful for a chance to rest. Althouigivas a cool June night,
she was perspiring. And for the first time thathtighe admitted to herself
that it might work. She had already had four danaesl none of the men
seemed either disappointed with her dancing, or-owgous.

To tell the truth, moving out on to the floor croset with people had

frightened her at first. Crowds had not been hegtlsince she had been
returned to the United States alone, a forlorn temm years old. Her
volunteer typing work for the Red Cross, her wokk an aide at the
paediatric clinic, all kept her in contact with pé® but only in small

groups. And there were hardly any men involved!

Sweet twenty-one, she chuckled to herself. And grirst dance date. For
just a second she thought back in time, and almeagetted the years she
had spent in the rose garden.

She smoothed down the bodice of her long blue dheiged like a sheath
over a full figure no woman need have been ashahdslt it was her first
ballroom dress, and she had to fight off the umein it up, to cover the
décolletagethat displayed altogether too much of her unfettéareasts. Or
did it? She had no answer. Her mother had died ha&hfather in that
terrible tragedy that had left Amanda an orphare diess would have to do.
She ran a hand through her cap of tight bronzescarld twirled in her
hidden corner.

There were two orchestras playing alternately g@iospge ends of the huge
1890s ballroom. One band played rock and disco. dther was a polka
band, which had just swung into a waltz, of alhtfs. Mandy shook with
silent laughter, her whole body quaking. Dancingstens had beede
rigueur for the only daughter of two medical doctors. $hesied to the
potted plant and extended her hand, only to findajpped firmly in a large
male palm!



While she was still considering, he swung her dtdlseout of her corner
and on to the dance-floor, without missing a bdathe music. She felt
herself swept up in the song and the night, ankiggicip the rhythm quickly
and surely. For the first few steps he held herdistance, but as soon as he
found her matching him he pulled her close, buryiaghead under his chin,
her face pushed up against the soft brocade avdistcoat.

Warm and cuddly, Mandy told herself. And so muaoiger than me! She
leaned back to get a good look at his face. Lakea,d hunter. Deep blue
eyes, sandy hair, broad shoulders. He remindedfenf her father, of

course! Not in looks. He was nothing like her shadmear of a

father—except for that aura of command which exudsa his every pore.

He leaned down to speak to her, but the noiseaibb#éiroom obliterated the
words. He bent closer, his lips at her ear. Thg sairm moistness of his
breath sent a little shiver down Mandy's spineghtt what it means? her
jittery mind demanded of her. Is he turning me dut like that? Wow!

'I'm Brian Stone, your host,' he said. 'And whodbkeil are you?'

It seemed important to tell him, but the noisegedan her ears, and for
some reason her pulse was racing, her face flu§tedeaned back again so
he could see her lips.

'Mandy,' she mouthed, over-exaggerating the praation.

'Mandy?' he repeated in her ear. '"Amanda? Thatsreah, yes, "worthy of
love". Are you, Amanda?'

She missed a beat in their whirling travel, camevrddlatfooted, and
shrugged her shoulders at him. He laughed, ancegidlp the step again.
'‘Amanda. How nice. You don't talk much, do you7dat, you're the first
girl I've danced with all evening who didn't wane no feature her in one of
my books. Cat got your tongue?"

She laughed back at him, shook her head, and stutler tongue as
evidence. The shake of her head activated her bronds and set them
dancing, reflecting. The hairpin that held the atllher forehead took that
moment to desert, letting the bunched curls droprdover her face. He



laughed at her discomfort. A tiny spurt of angeseran her, and then
dispersed, as he pulled her close again and rager fthrough the curls.

‘Leave it, Mandy,' he said. 'It makes you look ygem—different. Leave it
that way.' His smile was comforting, and that gelt surprised her. She was
famous for deep compassion, a happy-go-lucky dgitand a monumental
temper!

The music ended while she debated, but he twidedtound one more time
before bringing her to a breathless halt. Shelstitl both hands resting on
his forearms, staring at him, when he bent overkésskd her lightly on the

lips. She stood still, hands clasped behind hek bhaw, savouring the bliss,

her eyes closed. Nothing else happened. When siredpher eyes he was
gone.

There was a moment of sorrow, but then her innatel gheer came to the
fore. Dr Hinson's argument this morning, as heltteetalk her into coming
to the dance with him, came back to her. 'Mandgpite of your problem,
you've got more guts and common sense than any vgihin a
five-hundred-mile radius.' She laughed at herggdima Common sense, of
course, she thought. There's not a very big mddcehat these days. But
then, if Brian Stone is the host to this mad clgaribwd, he must have a
hundred girls that need rescuing here tonight. &oygurself a drink and
some fresh air, Amanda Small!

She wandered over to the trestle-top bar, pickeanuaiready-poured paper

cup of Coke, and handed over a five-dollar billeTdttendant smiled and

returned one dollar. Mandy shook her head and gdmas she walked away,

sipping at the flat drink. But it's all for charjtghe consoled herself as she
made her way out to the coolness of the veranda.

There were a few scattered wooden seats on thadeaer&he walked to the
end of the platform and settled down on one of tHEme moon was dodging
in and out of storm-clouds. Wearily she slipped otither pumps and
wiggled her toes. The garden stretched out in fobhier, bigger by far than
her rose garden, but almost uncared for. A profusidoushes cut off large
corners of it from the house, and weeds prolifetate



She smiled as she recognised within her the etanpatking of an amateur
gardener. And how about the night? So far, almesfept. Her little gold
wristwatch flashed eleven o'clock at her. Theesone small problem. Dr
Hinson, fifty, greying, had invited her to come lwitim. Insisted she come
with him. Demanded that Amanda Small should nohdgeer twenty-first
birthday at home, alone. Especially since his &ty was down with a
sudden attack of the flu. And so he had bundled dyaaff—almost
kidnapped her—to the town's first charity ball. ivéel danced with her once,
and then had been called out on an emergencyhatimore than an hour
ago, and apparently he would not be back beforddtieended. Oh, well,
she thought, looking disgustedly at her ballrooipypsrs, it's only two miles
to home, and Cinderella can walk! With that minoolggem set aside, she
considered her major one. Him. Brian Stone!

She called back to mind every tiny bit of his appeae. She weighed every
word he had said, knowing certainly that she caubd forget a single
syllable or pause. And then he had kissed her!ridree of him! But she
was smiling as she thought it all through.

It was hard to judge the effect of a kiss whengdad so few. She sighed to
herself. It had certainly not set off fireworkshier head. Her legs had not
turned to jelly. But it had been nice. He smelledd, and he tasted good!
There had been something of tenderness in it.nAdllli a very satisfactory
kiss! I must obviously be in love with the man, gkased herself, and
laughed as she suppressed such a ridiculous thotiggit sort of thing just
didn't happen—not in Amanda's world. Still, shenseé to hear his warm,
deep voice echoing in her ear.

It wasn't an echo; it was the real thing. He wasrdim the garden below her,
smoking a cigar, and talking to some woman outgiftsrom Mandy's seat.

'It's a madhouse,' he said. 'An ever-loving madéaoii$ had known it would
be like this | would never have given the commigpeemission to use the
ballroom. Here were are out in the middle of thertoyside, and we've got
gatecrashers, teenage cuties, vandalism. Lordnt westairs to change my
shirt, and there was a pair of them in my bedoif gan believe that. And
somebody broke into the cellar and made off with b®ttles of Dom
Perignon! Never again!'



'‘But it must have its compensations, darling,'htgh, shrill voice insisted.
'We all saw you kiss that little redhead. Right the middle of the
dance-floor!

'‘Nonsense, Maryanne,' he returned, laughing. 'As Kmke. She couldn't
have been more than sixteen. With her parents drameome place, |
suppose. And that wasn't red hair, it was bronzinéy natural bronze, soft
as silk.'

'So you're a specialist now in women's hair?' Tiile df laughter set
Mandy's teeth on edge. It was jealous laughter.

'Hey,' he chuckled, 'a good writer has to know atadukinds of things.
Besides, it's easy to tell a suicide blonde froenrtkal thing.'

The remark must have hit on some sensitive spa. Woman said very
coldly, 'Just what do you mean by that?!

'What? Suicide blonde?' he asked. 'lIt's an old.jgksuicide blonde is one
who dyed by her own hand. Funny?’

It apparently wasn't. The woman muttered an incattesomething and
stalked away. He chuckled again, took one more paofhis cigar, then
flipped it out into the garden and walked away.

Well! Mandy grinned at her own reaction. So what giou expect? she
asked herself. Instant love? Mount my steed, beamy we'll ride off into
the sunset together? So he had been subtly shdrpghgiblonde, and more
than a little abrasive. Although Mandy grinned,réhevas a little—just a
tiny—feeling of pique. Just a kid! Perhaps she sthbave brought the letter
with her and pinned it on her—bosom? The lettercairse, had been a
terrible start to this wonderful day.

She had slept late, after spending a long nighStnAnne's Hospital,
comforting a fourteen-year-old girl who thoughttthar scars would bring
an end to her world. Until she saw how Mandy hathdilerown problems.
So when Mandy woke up, Mrs Purcell had left a tattethe hall table, and
a long note about resigning her position.



Barton, Brown and Burns. The name on the envelogg emough to upset
her. One of them had been her legal guardian farsgears. She had never
been sure which. How could you have a legal cotpordor a guardian?
They managed her funds, paid her bills intermityeiept her staffed with a
housekeeper, and once a year sent her a birthday abng with a
statement of her assets. Only this morning it hehla little different.

'We congratulate you on the occasion of your twefitgt birthday,' the
letter said. 'Since you are now legally of age, guardianship ceases as of
this date. We will, should you instruct, be honaurt® continue the
management of your funds at our usual fee!" Happhday, Barton. Or
Brown. Or Burns! She had shown it to Dr Hinson wisée went in to his
free orthopaedic clinic to do her volunteer secratavork. And he had
immediately checked with his wife, and then ingiste taking her to the
ball!

The band in the ballroom behind her crashed irsteraing of hard rock, and
Mandy had lost her zest for that. She got up slofityn the bench,
stretched, and sauntered to the stairs that lech dioiw the garden. It would
have to be a quick look, she decided. The moonlegasg its war with the
storm-clouds, and June rains on Thackery Point wererally drenchers.
But her head was aching, and she had a need ®hgohiked up her tight
skirts to keep them clear of the clutter, and sthdown the winding path
that led into the gloom of the trees.

There had once been an extensive bed of tulips;alld vaguely see—all
gone now, with their stalks almost buried undeatack of weeds and wild
dandelions. She paused at a turn where moonliganlold, tired rambler,

festooning an equally old and tired trellis. Shepped to sniff at one of the
large blooms. Its scent was hardly noticeable amthrgy last of the

overpowering lilacs. There was an iron bench jisaa, spotlighted by a
shaft of moonlight. It welcomed her quietly. Heeffevere really beginning
to smart. Her choice of shoes had been a totadtisa

She sat gracefully, pulled off her pumps again, argjled her toes. The
slight rising wind ran through the trees around e a sigh. She leaned
back against the bench, squirming to be comfortabiminst the

wrought-iron back, and let the wind play across faee and toy with her



hair. It was a time and a place for remembrance,shie remembered. She
had been evacuated to Massachusetts Children'stalpgmd it had been
there, four days later, that the social worker todd her she was an orphan.

Her own psychiatric treatments had held her intbepital for two months,
and then she had been released and sent homeh@eeat Even now the
thought chilled her. How could it be home, withdwetr father and mother
there? She had been sent home to an empty houstheajudicious care of
Barton, Brown, and Burns, the law-firm which hadebeappointed her
guardian. And whose only real effort had been te Mrs Amy Purcell. Mrs
Purcell, a bitter, gaunt widow, who believed thaygcal affliction was a
punishment straight from God. And who had ruled littie lost girl with
equal amounts of stern discipline, frequent conmpéaimuch prayer, and no
love at all.

Mandy, in order to survive in this loveless wortdid developed an iron
will, a strong sense of independence, and had beielf a narrow little
world entirely her own! It was only in the last yahat she had been free
from that horrible dream.

Mandy shook herself out of her wanderings. The 2zwegas stronger, and
chilly. Time to get up and go home, girl, she tbktself. Her headache
seemed to be growing stronger. She stood and tstiebtdlexing the stiff
muscles in her shoulders. It was then that sheditBarvoices coming down
the path. Three men, coming around the curve tesMaed, laughing at each
other's jokes, each waving an open bottle in halod.men, really. Boys.
Seventeen? Well-dressed, and drunk. The moon catreg fust the wrong
moment, highlighting her dress.

'Hey, what have we got here?' one of them shotAddalone, babe? Want
some company?'

Mandy drew back against the bench, out of the eiaflmoonlight. They
were only children, but dangerous in their newlytuned strength. Talk
them out of it, the pamphlets all said. Be polugt firm. Nice in a pamphlet,
but hard to do on a dark garden path, and Mandykmawimitations. She
had realised them when she was fifteen, and haehtalp martial-arts
instruction.



It had not been her own idea. She had gone basttitmol almost a year after
the accident, and in one day the word had sprdaat afternoon, when she
had come out of the building, a group of freshmapshhad ringed her on
the stairs, chanting, 'Dummy! Dummy! Dummy!" Shel hded to break
away from them, but they had kept throwing her hatk the centre of the
circle.

At that point Ralph Dumbrowski had come out. He hadn her neighbour
for years, and a co-captain of the basketball tdarone mad rush he had
knocked down one of the boys and thrown two morer the edge of the
stone stairs into the rose-bushes. And that haddehthndy's problems for
the rest of her school years. It had been Ralph sea, while comforting
her, 'l might not always be here, Mandy. You'd drestudy karate.' And so
she had.

'What's a doll like you doing out here?' her tortoenepeated. One of them
swung around her in a wide arc to get on her dailtE. She trembled, but
controlled herself. Which probably triggered thextnevent. Just a few
words, a-joke, anything, might have sent them air tvay, but that was
beyond Mandy's ability. So instead of passing hethiey closed in, arms
grabbing.

It was a slow-motion operation, as if they werdkatg a rabbit. For a
second her mind panicked, and she screamed al¢evoireless scream.
But her iron will regained control. She lifted boliands in a parrying
motion, and turned sideways towards the nearestasrtee lunged at her.
She grabbed his outstretched arm, fell down and/dxean him, and used
his own weight and momentum to throw him gracefaiyer her hip. He
smashed head-on against his friend on the other Jide pair of them
thrashed around in the bushes, cursing, while M&mdyded to her feet.

The third boy decided that it must have been aylwaaicident. He came at
her with both hands up, boxer- style. There wasgasugh moonlight for

her to see his right hand coming at her in a wadndhouse curve. She
stepped forwards, inside the swinging arm, anegbitim in the solar plexus
with stiff fingers, then chopped down on his thraéh the hard edges of her
palm. He staggered back a pace or two, clutchirgsastomach, sat down
abruptly, and began crying.



The tears so startled Mandy that she forgot therdtko, who had by now
managed to regain their feet. They came at her fvsehind. Two pairs of
hands seized her shoulders, ripping the soft nateirher sleeve. The dress
tore away as she jumped forwards, ripping downitite side, and stripping
her to the waist.

'Look at that,' one of them mumbled. 'Grab her.INgBbw the little bitch a
good time!'

Mandy gave up trying to restore her dress. Herdlwas up, the blood of a
long line of Smalls that led all the way back te ttocks of Bristol town. She
moved to one side, so that her assailants werengpatiher one behind the
other. The leader was wary, but driven. Mandy digted went into her
programme. It was a routine she had practised oftetummies, but never
for real. She shrugged her shoulders, hiked upolnerskirts until her knees
were free, all the time smiling at her would-be adlasit. He evidently
mistook her smile for an invitation, a coming ofrShmas in June. He
closed in on her, arms outstretched, and pulledhéuet up against his body.
Which was, of course, exactly where she wantecettNow--' he yelled in
her ear. Whatever the rest of his message wasasbed not a damn. Now it
was! She shifted all her weight to her left footldmought her right knee up
into his groin with all the force she could mustde took one staggering
step backwards, a look of disbelief on his face, then began screaming as
he doubled over in pain. His screams mounted chpaind strength as he
coiled up on the ground, his legs kicking. From ditance someone else
was thrashing around through the bushes, and a meép voice yelled,
'What's the matter?'

Her third assailant heard it too. He bent over étpHhis still screaming
friend. The crying boy had long since disappeafée. injured man seemed
unable to walk. Mandy shrugged her shoulders. Shklsee no reason why
she should offer to help either of them. Behind s$tex could hear running
feet thudding down the path. The two boys, arnrin, &taggered around in
circles, the screams dropping off to soft whimpé&rsey found the path, and
made off slowly.

It had been a startling experience, beginning amding in barely three
minutes. And now her control slipped. She sank batko the welcome



support of the bench. Breathing was hard, her semere shaken, and her
mind grappled only vaguely with the sequence oh&xeCome on, now, she
chided herself as she bit at her lip. Get a griyaurself!

The standard instruction was to first control ytweathing. She tried it,
breathing in deeply, holding for a count or twodathmen exhaling. It
worked. Just as all her practised but untestedhdefeactics had done. She
relaxed against the back of the bench, and a temide flashed across her
lovely face. | did it! | did it! Her mind busily ewratulated her, while her
eyes searched through the fading moonlight for ¢tlatch bag. She
staggered to her feet and wiped the perspiratamm fier forehead.

The bag had fallen under the bench in an awkwasdipo. She stared at it,
arms akimbo, legs astride. Yeah, lucky Amanda,tslicherself. The torn

side of her dress flapped in the rising breeze.v@l, she thought, there's
no other way. She dropped down on hands and kaeasrtin her way under
the bench. One hand brushed aside the compostwinatated leaves. And
that was the moment when Brian Stone came aroundutve of the path at
full speed, barely in time to see her assailamtgygting off in the darkness.
He took a few steps in their direction, then turbedk. Mandy squirmed
backwards out from under the bench. He grabbedioemd the waist and
hauled her to her feet.

'So it's you," he muttered. And then in a loudaeceo'What are you, some
sort of congenital idiot? You came down here adrfan the house as you
can get, with a pair of tough kids like those. Yaught to have your head
examined. You're a damn lucky girl that | happealedg when | did, let me
tell you!'

Mandy gaped at him in astonishment. He was atilers® suddenly that her
right arm was already drawn back to chop at hioatrbefore she

recognised who he was. Her mind sent out a redognsignal to all her

nerves, and her entire body seemed to collapséilldis arms were close
enough to do for her what her legs would not; Heeduher back up from her
slouch and cradled her against his chest.

Not until then did her mind get back in gear, figgtthrough the pains of the
increasing headache. I'm a damn lucky girl! It se@éro her now that she



had handled everything most satisfactorily. In faloe war had been over
before he appeared on the scene. | really deserae &ind of medal, she
told herself. After all, it happened on his progeend therefore they were
his thugs! But how can you tell that to an arrogankemaho obviously sees
himself in the White Knight role?

And then for a moment she remembered her mothethes sat in the
kitchen shelling peas. 'Yes, | always do what ytaiher tells me," her
mother had said. 'And when he's angry | alwayseagrth whatever he says.
Always.'

And Mandy, a suspicious seven years old, had #didays?’

'‘Always," her mother had returned. 'Oh, yes. Thh&only way to handle a
man!" So why had Mother laughed so hard right aftee'd said that?
Laughed so hard that she almost fell off the kitck®ol? And now here,
why was this man—so angry?

She knew why he was staring at her. Her dress evashalfway down one
side, and she had purposely not worn a bra, becdube deeplecolletage
of the dress. As a result, he was getting a mastcéive free show! She
snatched at the tag ends of the gown, pulling itauprovide a minimum
cover.

'What's the matter?' he growled. 'Did your boyfdeget a little too amorous
for you? Are you all right?'

She nodded her head to the third question, anthedamut her free hand in a
gesture of appeal. 'Oh, all right," he mutteredt'd.get back to the house and
see if we can reconstitute your dress!" He tookhlaexd in his and began to
tug her up the path. She stumbled, unable to keepdte with her much
shorter legs. And then she remembered her shoegulied at his hand and
managed to break free. He stopped while she wesk, lgacked up her
pumps, and rejoined him.

'‘Now?' he asked sarcastically. She nodded her laeadhey started up the
path again. There were tears in her eyes, and ab@airl who never cried.
She would never have cried over her assailantsydwthe danger was past,



and he was angry with her. Furiously angry, and she aotldnderstand
why. No more than she could understand herself. Whige world would

she want Brian Stone's good opinion? Here he wasling her back up to
the house, acting like an angry bear!

He took her into the house by a side door, avoithedyallroom completely.
She had stemmed her tears by that time, but hel s®d the line they had
made through the light dusting of powder she wShe smiled tentatively at
him, a warm, timid smile. His face was stern.

'For heaven's sake, child,’ he grumbled, 'covemrsgtiup. This is no
strip-joint that I'm running!' His hand reached dofer the errant flap of her
gown and drew it up against her shoulder. She badtit away from him.
As her hand touched his she felt a spark of massivational impact flash
between them. It was something she had neverd&td. Nevedreamedf
feeling. But it seemed to have no effect on hims Hace remained
impassive. She sniffed at a recalcitrant tear. leilg shook his head from
side to side.

'l never understand why | agreed to this damfi mamy house,' he

snapped. 'I'm overwhelmed by drunks, pot smokerd,n@w this. Why the

hell couldn't you wait until you got out of here?t@ke them out in the back
of your car? Lord help me, when | danced with yaould have sworn you
weren't that sort of girl!" He was holding her uphaboth hands, looking at
her as if she were some specimen of field-mouskalejust found in his

kitchen.

'Oh, hell'" he snapped. 'Down here.' He pushedlden the hall, opened the
last door on the left, and almost threw her intpeet, semi-dark room. The
flames in a fireplace gave the only light. It wasne sort of study or library.
'Sit down there," he directed. 'I'll get Mrs Duggancome along with a
needle and thread. We'll see that you're decernigénto get home. And
look, little girl—the next time you get in troubligy screaming earlier. They
could have raped you if | hadn't gotten there wihaid!" The door slammed
behind him.

Reaction set in. She staggered to the nearest ahdirfell into it. Her
shoulders were bruised, and the muscles in herasided where she had so



suddenly called on them to throw her first opponéter head ached so
terribly. She touched a palm to her forehead. ithed at fever pitch. Her

eyes still close to tears, she hugged herselflyigind drew her feet up into

the chair. What a mess! What an inglorious medsadtall seemed so good,
and then in a matter of minutes the whole world tusebled in on her.

Her eyes wandered around the room. A clock, tickwer the fireplace, said
a quarter after twelve. No wonder, she thought wrily carriage has
turned into a pumpkin, and Prince Charming hasewirout to be as big a
bully as all the rest of them!

When the door opened she jumped, unable to cohtiranxieties. This
time the intruder was an elderly woman bearing leeedd thread. She
clucked as she examined the damage.

'Poor child," she comforted. 'Wipe those eyes nBhe handed over a huge
handkerchief. 'And the dress?

Ah, that's really only a little damage. Stand upld; while I stitch that back
in place.'

Mandy found herself following directions automaligaA few tucks, a
quick flash of the needle, and the gown was redtdAd least well enough
to get you home," Mrs Duggan said. 'Now, child,ysii down here for a
minute. Just because you had a fight with youefeit doesn't mean the end
of the world." She walked across the room and gbsmmething from a
decanter into a brandy glass. 'Drink a sip of tlsise continued, 'and then
you can go back to the ball. And you call me if yeed any more help.’

Mandy looked at the glass suspiciously. One daynwdhe was sixteen she
had stolen a dram from Mrs Purcell's bottle. Onast on a dare with
herself. She had almost choked to death on itfledeprimands had lasted
for weeks. But this drink went down easily, warmireg chilled insides. She
moved over to the fire and dropped gracefully tohkarth in front of it. Mrs
Duggan watched her for a moment, then remembemgehtiduties in the
kitchen, and slipped away.



CHAPTER TWO

THE flames werdnypnotic. She stared into them, reflecting. Bridgon®. He
owns this house. He's a writer. He has a girlfremagaybe more than one, |
guess. He thinks that I'm a flaming fool, a cong®ndiot, not yet out of
nappies. And me? Why is any of that important t&@ mhee lived all my life
in Thackery Point without ever meeting him befaed I'll probably never
ever see him again. Maybe | should go home ancewiin a long letter
about how much | admire him, and sign it 'anonyrhdsise was beginning
to recover her usual sense of humour. What haddemegaphad happened,
and was over. Now if only this crazy headache, #uising in her bones,
would all go away!

She could still hear one of the bands playing,thatattraction was gone.
She huddled closer to the fire, putting her handg¢mbe warmed. The quiet
swarmed around her, absorbed her, until suddeelyestlised that it waso
quiet. The band had stopped playing some minutieséoel' here had been a
bustle in the hall, and now even that was gone.

Come on, Mandy, she told herself. Cinderella hayest a minute past
midnight, the ball had turned out to be a colofiegl and it was time to get
back to the rose garden. She flowed to her fedt thi2 graceful poise of a
dancer, walked quietly to the door, and openedlio couples were
standing at the door of the improvised cloakrootme §ueued up behind
them, and was restored to her lovely handknittedvihPAmanda Small, she
whispered to herself, lots of people love you, etrevugh none of them is
here tonight!

Refreshed in mind, she followed the last coupltheodoor. Everyone else
had gone. She tossed her shawl over her shouldérsqauared her chin for
battle. She was the last, and her host still seadde door.

He touched her with a warm hand, holding her arerbaps a little longer
than necessary. His brow furrowed. Oh, lord, Mattabyght, let him please
remember who | am. Let him at least remember!

'So, Amanda,’ he said. She smiled at him, a brwadn smile. She nodded.
'‘And have you recovered from all that nonsense@sked. She smiled, and



nodded again. 'Well, it was good to meet you,'dhe softly. 'You're a brave
child." And he bent over to kiss her lightly. ‘Goaght, Mandy, whoever you
are.'

The door closed behind her before she came back tmearth. She rubbed
her hand gently over her mouth, cherishing his lout wild feeling of
exultation ran up and down her back, a fierce megetif triumph. She could
feel tears running down her face, even though she mot crying. She
looked around in dismay. She was standing underrdbé of a small
entry-porch, and the sky was spitting at her.

Water. Lord, how she hated having it come downeamhlead. It was all part
of the African dream. She stepped out from underdof and looked over
the large paved area to her right. It was empty.raiemory recalled that Dr
Hinson had been called away. He and his elderlgiBoad disappeared on
an emergency call, and had not come back. Thedautights began to click
off, one after another, leaving her alone in thekkdanother splatter of rain
struck in her face.l'll just have to walk, she sidho herself. And quickly!
She pulled her shawl up over her head and steppedawn the drive,
hardly making six paces when her feet began tocbimplaints about her
shoes. Ten paces more, and the rains came. Noibileks, but in sheets,
slanting down at her under the strength of a aetdpping wind. She was
soaked in seconds, wet right through. It was bengrharder for her to hold
on to the present. The thunder rolled overhead.dbloked her head. Like
the rolling barrage of the mortars, it sounded. &hscious of what she was
doing, she bit her lip.

Two more steps and her cup ran over. Her heel ¢anghpot-hole in the

drive. She slipped on the wet surface and stumibiedthe thorny hedges
that shaped the arc of the driveway. Mandy struyglp, managing to

impale herself more than once on the thorns. Aranh tthe size of her
catastrophe hit. She was soaked, aching, bleedioge, discouraged, and
more than two miles from home. She took anotheggling step towards
home before her ankle became a mass of pain. Itavasiuch for even the
most sensible of girls. The rose garden was justfdao away. Mrs Purcell

had gone home to her sister in Newport. And the came down, this time
augmented by tears—buckets of tears.



She turned around and struggled back to the slwlthe little porch. There
was a bell button in the middle of the door. Shehmdl it with all her
strength, then leaned against one of the woodé&rpiholding up the roof.
She was shaking now, from the cold chill of th@yaind perhaps something
else. No answer. She pushed the button againpteged on the door with
her raw fists, and still no answer. She bangedhadatilely, in the middle of
the cacophony of the storm. Determination turnediespair. Weary beyond
thinking, she slowly lowered herself to the soakeabden floor of the
porch, and wrapped her arms around the base dfilthe I'm determined
not to cry any more, she told herself firmly. Ciyinever helped! Crying
was for little things, by little people. One neweled at a major catastrophe.
She cuddled her head against the pillar, feeliegmhter cascading over her.
Welcome to the real world, Amanda Small, she toktsalf. Happy
birthday!

She could hear the clock striking in the towehatTown Hall, nearly a mile
away. Two heavy strokes. It was the sound that Isenover the edge, the
terrible sound of the bell tolling. Amanda Smallpled into the corner,
coiled herself up in the foetal position, and shagkin terror as the terrible
black door in her mind swung open. There were masadriding behind it,
yet, strangely, after the memories had run theirs® she was so stricken
with terror that she commanded herself to forgetd Ao the door would
close, and Amanda would never recall what happdudetl. next it opened.
And the only sign of its existence was the terriplig it maintained on her
vocal cords. And now the memories flowed.

They were all at the medical mission at Utangi,oapthe knoll above the
Serengeti plain. Her father and mother, both ds¢cteolunteered to serve
for one year in support of the Peace Corps meditalon. The rebels
appeared at two o'clock in the afternoon, cominguipof the rain preceded
by their mortar attack. An undisciplined mob, thegre fleeing from defeat
at the hands of the government troops. They smagt@dway past the
station's feeble defences, and set about puttiegyeliwving thing to the

sword.

'Don't make a sound,' Amanda's mother whispersti@sid with her young
daughter in the hall cupboard. 'Don't make a saurttdey'll kill us all"’



A small request. Don't make a sound or they'll kdlall. But fear was so
strong that the child could taste it. As heavy teetided down the hall she
whimpered. Her mother had thrown her own body dkergirl's when the
door was thrown open and the machine-gun rattlgdashed in the dark,
totally destroyed by fear, Amanda Small felt thepling of liquid down
across her forehead.

The massacre ended by three o'clock. The rebédtsaibthe bodies, living

and dead, out into the tropical rain and threw thato the lake. The
government troops arrived at four. Two hours l#tery found the girl, the
only living thing atop Utangi. Fourteen-year-old Anda Small

remembered that little whimper and her terribleltgaind then blessedly
forgot it all as the dream faded.

And now it was two o'clock in the morning, in famyMassachusetts. Two
o'clock, and the rain was beginning to let up. €weas a noise behind her, a
rattle of chains and the click of a latch. She ngadato look over her
shoulder. The front door was swinging wide and ahdd see, silhouetted
against the lights inside, a man and two huge dbge.dogs sensed her
immediately. While the man struggled to close therdthe dogs strained at
their leashes, growling.

‘Liza! Mitchell! the man roared. 'Sit. | can't gats damn door closed.' The
dogs obeyed instantly, but sat at the ends of ttains. Their two heavy
heads wove back and forth not more than thredra®tMandy's frightened

face. She shrank back against the pillar, tryingc@adense herself into
invisibility. Brian Stone turned from the door asaw her, huddled up in a
little ball, with only the white of her shawl inexv.

'What the hell?' he snapped. 'Guard!" He droppé¢l the leashes and both
dogs moved closer. The smaller of the two openedhbhge mouth and

gently seized Mandy's upper arm. She was too #&igkd to move.

Meanwhile the man had stepped back into the hondesaapped on the
porch lights. When he came out again she couldieamumble under his

breath, but his voice seemed far away, and hollow.

She felt the relief when the dog dropped her arntmnmand. She could
feel the warmth as his arms swept her up. She cleaddthe rainwater



cascading off her, and all over his dry clothese $buld feel the warm
comfort of him as he carried her down the hall entd the study.

'Mrs Duggan!" he yelled, and then immediately, '&4#l|, she's gone home
already!

He shifted Mandy's weight slightly in his arms, dadered her on to the
hearthrug before the fire. Fe was back in a fewy mainutes, his arms filled
with towels and blankets.

'Easy now,' he comforted her. 'Wrap this around'yde did all the work.
Mandy was in a complete daze, unable to controshaking body, her eyes
filled with unshed tears, her head aching intolgralyhy fool around with
crying? she asked herself. But the daze was todvrfaucher, and she cried

anyway.

'‘We've got to get you out of those wet clothes bakked as she struggled
against him feebly. It made sense to Mandy, inld,wrazy sort of way. She
made no objection as he slipped her out of heresbdkess, stripped off her
tights and briefs, and began to towel her down nagsly. He worked hard

at it, starting at her feet and working his way apa gently, until warmth

returned to her.

When he came to her heaving full breasts he stqppattered something
under his breath, and then went on. As soon asirfighéd with her
shoulders he wrapped a blanket around her befokengnan assault on her
hair. He pulled her into a sitting position, kneglibehind her as his busy
hands worked. The warmth was beginning to relax $be leaned against
him, feeling his strength at her back, and hardityamg that the blanket had
slipped down into her lap.

'For—cover yourself up, child!" he snapped. 'Whatanade me think you
were a child?'

She was still in the grip of terror, but her hamdkictantly retrieved the
blanket. Her mind seemed open to invasions of faeaHe stood up, and
seemed to grow and grow until his head was alnosstih the beams of the



ceiling. He can't be that big, she told hersetlen delirium. He can't be! The
whole room seemed to waver.

'Does that make it a little better?"
She nodded.

'l have to let your people know where you are,'shel. 'What's your
telephone number?’

She looked at him blankly, then wormed one of loag| thin hands out
from under the blankets and made a writing gestdeevas puzzled, but his
attention was distracted by the blood still oozitagvn her arm. He picked
up a pad and pencil from the desk and droppedsitbéner. 'Write it down,’
he ordered, 'while | get something for that arm.’

She watched him through her haze as he went woibre Then she freed her
other arm and quickly scribbled her telephone nurobethe pad. She was
thoroughly wrapped up when he appeared again,amithher bleeding arm

in view. He brought a basin of water with him, andariety of health aids.

His gentle fingers bathed her arm, freeing it fitmencrusted dirt and dried
blood. When he switched to the antiseptic she disspain. He drew back
and waited for her to say something, but she readagilent.

He applied a pressure bandage, then picked umthe/bere she had written
her number. 'I'll call your home first," he sa@hd then the doctor. | don't
like the look of that arm, and | think you've stalta fever.'

He was gone for another ten minutes, accordingpegendulum clock on
the mantel. Mandy managed to wrap herself up caelyleéhrowing one of
the towels over her head to make a hood. Her t@etle chattering. She
moved closer to the fire, still in a troubled da®éen he came back there
was a frown on his face, and he had her bag ihdmsls.

'Nobody answers at your house," he said. 'l raregttiimes. The doctor will
be along as soon as he gets through with the taeaecident on Route 88.
So | can't get you treated, and | can't take yanédNhat shall | do with
you?'



She looked up at him with an appealing motion @&fdchand shoulders. He
studied her. "Then we'll just have to put you uptifie night," he concluded.
She nodded.

He stood up and walked around her, staring at beously. She felt
threatened, and drew back from him, almost intditiee

'Am | deceiving myself?' he asked. 'If it werepott the fact that you told me
your name on the dance-floor— and you screamed dowime garden—I
would have sworn that you've not made another salihdight. Not a
sound! What the hell's going on, Amanda?"'

She shuddered. Her hands crept out from beneathbldréket, which

immediately slipped to her lap. She held out harsatowards him in silent
appeal. Her fingers waved in strange patterns. 8£om' he snapped, 'it's
three o'clock in the morning, and I'm in no moodgarlour games. Speak

up!

Her mind was too cluttered to respond. She stoograpefully, letting the
blanket slip to the floor. He gasped as she stowié tefore him, silhouetted
against the flames. She took the one step necessaggch her bag, opened
it, and extracted her little metal 'Medic-Alertgte&SEhe handed it to him and
watched his mobile face as he scanned the messagessed on the tag.
The light bothered him. He moved closer to thepfamee. She knew the
message by heart. It listed an emergency teleph@mber across the arc of
the top. Then, under it, it said, 'Patient is miéd hydrophobia.'

'Oh, my aching back," she heard him mutter in ie&adce, even though he
was moving towards her. Her mind was wrenched lbackust an instant

into the past. She whimpered, and her mother whaspbm her ear, 'Don't

make a sound, or they'll kill us.' It was the lastind Amanda Small had
ever made. Brian Stone was just in time to catahaseshe gave up the
struggle and drifted into unconsciousness.



CHAPTER THREE

By THE time the sun straggled up over the Atlantic tiveeee still wisps of
low-riding clouds, black with rain, rushing northst. Some birds had
returned to life, but the main sound was the rasaall of the seagulls as
they rose from sheltered waters, and from the measiat roof of the
shopping malls in Dartmouth. Mandy heard nothingheg. The excitement
of the night before and the thorough soaking hashlteo much for her. By
eight o'clock in the morning her temperature hadmnito one hundred and
five degrees, and she was having difficulty breaghShe tossed and turned
on the great bed, but knew nothing.

In spurts of consciousness during the next few dagsheard voices come
and go. She felt tender hands touch and probeSherfelt cool water, and a
change of clothes. And along with these sensasbesknew the constant
presence of a massively strange head, restingeoedye of the bed beside
her. It breathed heavily, and from time to timeydwned, displaying a
cavern full of monstrous teeth. The head, the 3p@ed the touching, these
were all she knew.

In fits of lucidity she tried to fill in the blank&Somewhere in her mind the
phrase kept ringing, 'l love him." | love whom? Head with all those teeth?
Or a shadow that she remembered, towering ovebheoding, stretching
all the way up to the ceiling? Another figment @i imagination? Who in
the world would love Amanda Small? Her head achedueiatingly, as if
twenty devils were beating on her with hammers. I&itetrouble breathing
again, and panic seized her. The outside lighte waddenly shut off, and
she lay quietly in a grey world, listening to th@tsissing of oxygen as it
was pumped into the plastic tent that surroundedStee drifted into a sleep
of forgetfulness, hardly noticing the needles thatced her arm. And then,
just as suddenly as everything else that had hagjienher, she woke up to
sunlight, rested, weak, and curious.

The head was still there. A dog. One of the two Wwad guarded her at the
door during that deluge—Iast night? It rested thandlinking eyes on her
face, until it saw her move. A great tongue sweptai her, caressed her
hand. Its tail wagged a welcome, beating noisilyfenhardwood floor. The



noise awakened Mrs Duggan. She had been nappthg nocking-chair by
the window.

'‘Well, and you've come back to us,' the housekesgdrcheerfully. She got
up slowly and walked over to the bed, rubbing hée.s'Sitting all hours
leaves me stiff," she said chuckling. 'Drink sonfighis." She held a cool
glass to Mandy's lips and watched as the girl matidago sips. She set the
glass down.

'It's been a great worry you've been, my dear. Amdself up and down the
stairs like a wounded bear! Why, he even threat&rddinson, and a finer
man than the doctor you never saw in your life.etitened to cut off
his—er—to do him a great damage if he lost youdidaé This old house
hasn't seen the like since his grandfather didd'tgId up the glass again,
and Mandy managed two more sips.

The girl lay back in the bed and smiled. So muchawe happened in one
night, she thought. Wouldn't it have been nice é—HMr Stone, that

was—had been the one she loved? Which certainlyawiaéculous thought.

Nobody, but nobody, fell in love in one night—or one kiss. At least,

sensible Amanda Small would not! Such a terribeger he had! She filed
the thought away in her eidetic memory and sigfdgkre were just too

many puzzles to be solved. She sighed again, aledi faway in sleep.

The next time she woke it was dark outside, amaydamp kept vigil by her
bed. The dog was still there, and came instantlattention when she
moved. Mandy manoeuvred her heavy hand over &md,scratched at the
scruff of the animal's neck. There was a figur@ated in the chair near the
window. Brian, fast asleep.

She turned her head to study him in the dim ligletwasn't exactly tall, just
big. His hair was cut short, and looked to be askmetween straw after early
harvest and the darker sand of Winchester beashey¢ibrows were heavy,
and almost joined across the bridge of his Romase.nAsleep he looked
young and vulnerable. She remembered in greatl ¢etai forceful he was
when awake!



Mandy reached out a hand towards him, and notltadshe was wearing a
white cotton nightgown, sprigged with yellow rosksvas cut low, leaving
her shoulders bare. It was also semi-transparéuet,dsscovered, as she
looked down at herself. It wasn't just her showddkat looked bare! Lovely,
lovely, she thought, and giggled soundlessly.

The dog stood up. It had been sitting on the floesting its head on the
covers. Now, standing, it thumped its forelegstmnlied and began licking
her arm with a rough tongue. Such an amazing #zeht or two had
wandered into Amanda's rose garden, but no dogs.ofle was more in the
order of a small pony. Her mind clicked throughtlaé pictures of dogs that
she had ever seen. Great Dane! She smiled at ittn@laand hitched herself
close enough to scratch behind its ears. The diftgdlits tongue-action to
her face. Mandy squirmed under the rough ministratihe noise alerted
the sleeper. He opened one eye, took in the situaéind jumped towards
the bed.

'‘Get down, Liza," he commanded. 'Get down, you itnouas idiot!"

The dog turned its massive head in its masterstion. Mandy threw her
arms around Liza's head and clutched the massweefto her breast. The
dog resumed, licking anything it could reach. Bridmuckled as he moved
her arms away and pulled the animal to the floor.

'I'm sorry, Amanda. It's never happened before | awh't really understand
why it's happening now. Liza isn't a house pet;ssha outdoor type. She
usually sticks to my heels wherever | go. But fa last six days she's been
sitting by your bed day and night, and nothing weld do would make her
move. How do you feel?'

She smiled up at him and formed an OK sign withfimger and thumb. Her

throat was dry, and her mind was still a little Waix days? He offered her
a glass with a straw sticking out of it. She suckedthe welcome fluid

eagerly. Lemon and lime juice. When the glass wagtg he set it aside,
then used a paper towel to wipe her chin. 'Would lijee to sit up for a few

minutes?’'



She nodded. He plumped up two pillows against tbadhoard, then

grasped her gently under the armpits arid raisedbhe sitting position. The

movement unsettled her stomach, and she gaspedodimeseemed to rock,
but regained its balance when he put his handeoshoulders. She looked
around.

Queen of all | survey, she giggled hystericallyh&rself. The room was
spotless. The bed fittings gleamed pure white, josttching her
gown—which, she suddenly remembered, was not allrttuch cover! She
gulped and slid the blanket up a bit higher, tryiagnake it look like a
casual move. He noticed, and grinned as he hareteal frencil and pad.

Thoughts, feelings, crowded in on her, but she stilistoo weak to think
straight. Put everything aside, she commanded liefsenk only about the
here and now, ndtim. Dear lord, not him!

'We'll have you something more to drink in a minute said.
She snatched at the pad. 'Six days?' she wrote.

'Yes, six days,' he said quietly. 'The dance wstsSaturday night, and today
is Friday. You've had a hard time, little girl. Bfinson diagnosed flu,
exhaustion, shock, and pneumonia. But | thinkledl ¢rises are past. Your
fever is gone. All in all, it's been quite a week.'

She shook her head and sighed. There it was dggie.girl! Well, why did
she care if he thought she were a little girl? Sehexe in the back of her
mind a memory stirred. Child, he had kept sayimgl #@ prove to him that
she wasota child, she had stood up in front of the firepland—oh, no!
Her face flushed a brilliant red, and the two fileskon the tip of her nose
stood out. Oh, no, | couldn't have done that!

‘There's nothing to worry you," he continued, blagnher blush on things
present rather than things past. 'l still haveegrbable to contact your
parents. Dr Hinson is the only one in the countywhems worried about
Amanda Small, and he hasn't had the time to telamghing at all about
you." He stopped talking and looked down at hely ¢ém find her staring

back at him, wide- eyed. 'Amanda?’' he promptedurarents?'



Nobody butyouand Dr Hinson worries about me, she thought, andwed
it. 'Parents dead,' she wrote. 'Mrs Purcell welhtetiosister in Newport.'

'Is she an aunt or something?' he asked.

'Housekeeper," she wrote. It was too hard to exglai such a small pad.
And explanations about Mrs Purcell required someefaé thinking.
Besides, he didn't have to know. Not yet, at least!

"You don't have any living relatives?'

He sounded astonished. Evidently he must come ooy family, she
thought. But if that is so, where are they? And fadweut me? What about
the hospital people? Or the Red Cross? Or therlibvehere | do volunteer
work? Surelysomebodynust have missed me? Oh, lord, what | need is a
relative. A close, loving relative!

A tear formed in the corner of her eye. She stifte@eople like Amanda
Small just didn't cry, she insisted to herself. 8heked her head so he might
not see the tear in her eye.

He opened his mouth to make a comment, but Mrs Bruggme in carrying
a dish of warm soup on a tray. The housekeepereshioion out of the room,
wrapped a large towel around Mandy's throat togatdter nightgown, and
then spoon-fed her. Mandy's stomach made protestoiges, but she
managed to hold it all down. Mrs Duggan gave hespacial sort of
cherishing smile, helped her to the bathroom, tiesettled her in bed and
began to brush out her bronze curls. Mandy wagpdig the tenth stroke.

The housekeeper slid her down into the bed agaimowi awakening her,
and went out. Liza, who had been lying down in biad, came in and
resumed her guardianship. Mandy stirred from timeirhe, restless, but
throughout the night there was a magnificent samlder face.

Three days later she was strong enough to get upfahe bed by herself.
Two more and she was able to go downstairs and evaraditiously about.
She was embarrassed at first because of a laclotbfes, but eventually
three sets of jeans and blouses appeared at hsidbezhd, content with



these, she began to explore. Only one door wagdltws her: the door of
Brian's workroom.

"You mustn't bother Himself when he's working," Nlnsggan explained as
they shared a cup of coffee in the kitchen. "Tarsifhasn't paid its keep in
twenty years. He supports us all by his writing.dAmhen things don't go
right, he throws things. A nasty temper, Himsel,h&l do say soacushla.'

'What does he write?' Mandy scribbled on the kitcslate.

'‘Anything that makes money," Mrs Duggan laugheut, rhostly adventure
stories filled with big buxom blondes. Anything thell turn a dollar. And,
believe me, he turns a lot of them.’

Mandy's trim body shook with her silent gigglest bar mind was turning
over at full speed. He had a terrible temper? Welhody was perfect,
right? If throwing things relieved his mind, themynot? A terrible crash
came from the workroom at that moment, punctudtiegconversation.

'Oh, dear,” Mrs Duggan wailed. 'That's his tapender. We don't have
many of them left. Just in case, I'd better getla@rdfrom the cupboard.’

Wow! He throws things with a vengeance, Mandy thdug@orrection! He
throwsexpensivehings with a vengeance. If that's the way he ismdelf
is—this morning, I'd better whistle out of sight!

She slipped off the kitchen stool and wandered ddwenhall, past the
workroom and the study, to the door of what, in ¢k days, would have
been called a drawing-room. It was the piano tlaaigbt her attention. A
gleaming black Steinway baby grand. It drew hez Bkmagnet. She peered
around carefully to be sure she was alone, andrithered to the instrument.
She lifted the lid, arranged herself on the commslibench seat, tried her
foot on the pedals, and softly ran a scale.

The instrument was in perfect condition, well-tume@n area of the world
where salt dampness made piano- tuning a majotgroiWithout thought
she flexed her fingers and the lovely little Viesaewaltzes that she
favoured permeated the atmosphere. She playedafoain hour, until her



unpractised wrists grew tired, then she seguedim@tsweetness of 'Clair de
Lune'. It was not until the last note had soundedl lzer hands were resting
reflectively on the keys that the great dog sittiepind her nudged her back
with its cold nose.

Mandy turned around and bowed from the waist aa Wiatched with those
liquid brown eyes. Her relationship with the dogl lteveloped strangely.
The animal had guarded her until she left the bmuroand then
disappeared. From time to time, though, day ankitpigza would pad up to
Mandy, look her over carefully, then disappear.oit ©f game had also
evolved. Whenever Brian wanted Mandy he would sbadlog for her and,
as now, Liza would gently take Mandy's wrist in hesuth and lead her to
where he waited. In this instance he was in thaystu

‘A drink?' he enquired. She shook her head. Alcdtaal never been her
thing. Besides, if he was as angry as the noiskesated, she wanted to keep
all her wits about her. But he didn't seem to leel¢fast bit angry. In fact, he
was wearing that boyish smile.

'It's just lemon and lime juice,' he coaxed. 'MnggBan seems to be on a
lemon and lime kick, and | never dare say a wombd>cooks are hard to
find!'

I'll just bet you never say a word, she thoughaniyone around here ever did
a single tiny thing you didn't like, I'll bet youowld roar the house down!
She accepted a glass of juice, on the 'better feethan sorry' theory.
Besides, she was a little bit thirsty.

'You play well," he commented. 'l think everybodytihe house stopped to
listen. With practice you could go on to big thing$e smiled at her as he
raised his glass in salute. She shook her headioakdd for a convenient
pad. They seemed to be appearing in every roofeihouse lately.

'No," she wrote, 'my hand span is too small. Irearer really get any better.’

He searched her face for some sign of regret. Mesple he knew would
have been depressed by the idea. But not thidtgiras a fact that her hands



were too small for major concert work. She had ptamkthat fact and gone
on. Her sunny smile dispelled any other thoughtmlght have had.

'‘Well, what | want to talk to you about,' he contedl, 'is that I've finally
located your Mrs Purcell. When she heard the néwessaid she would be
back tomorrow, early. If you feel up to it we'llide over about eleven
o'clock tomorrow, and you can be in your own homlast. How's that?'

He expected a smile of pleasure from her. It wdkelte. He had taken her
so completely by surprise that she was unable &krnar feelings. Surely it
would be wonderful to see the old house where sldegnown up? And the
rose garden. But for some reason it no longer seédike'going home'.

Home is here, her conscience nagged at her. Regbtwahere I'm standing
now. And if | go back to Tickle Street, will | eveee him again? Her face
crumbled at the thought.

He sensed her feelings and pulled her close, upstdhe soft warmth of his
cardigan, his hand running up and down her backaiis it, Amanda?
Don't youwantto go home?' The answer was too complex for hecipt®
handle. She moved back away from him and did hst teeexplain it in
American Standard sign- language. He threw up &ngl& in despair.

'l don't understand a bit of it!" he laughed. Hédive to learn. And if you don't
really want to go home, we'll visit together tonoowr If it's all that bad you
can come back with me. All right?'

And thatjust saved a thousand miles of writing. She sighledwas waiting
for an answer. She looked up at him, smiling, andded. 'l thank you for
everything,' she signed.

'If that means thank you, why, you're very welcdre said as he kissed her
forehead. A warm feeling ran up her spine as shgled closer to him—for
a moment, of course. Just one heart-warming moment.

The next day was sunny and warm. They made thethgs tiny MG, with
Liza squatting behind them between the luggage aackthe front seats.
The top was down, and the wind played with Managp of curls. She



glowed. When they turned the corner on to Tickle&tshe began to see
familiar sights, and when they rounded the benditgadown towards the
harbour, she tugged at Brian's arm and gesturetb affe right, where the
old house sat majestically among its trees. Heedulp at the main gate, and
got out.

Independent little Amanda began to scramble owgdiethen remembered
her manners and waited for him to come around. blsdefinitelylaughing
at her as he helped her out of the bucket seathbutay was too nice for her
to lose her temper. She led him through the gateuarthe front path. The
little signpost was still out front, with both herother's and her father's
name-plates hanging there. She never intendedkto ttem down. She
stopped for a second, just for luck, and knocked foeefinger on the
wooden post.

There was no need to ring the bell. The door flgerobefore they climbed
the two front steps, and Mrs Purcell stood theee gaunt figure masked by
her loose black dress. Her white hair was pullezk bightly in a bun.

'Well," she said, 'l knew you'd get in trouble gpto that dance. I told you,
but you wouldn't listen, would you?"

Mandy stopped at speaking distance. Her hands mowagned English as
she simultaneously mouthed the words, 'lIt wase'tddmce. The dance was
perfect. But after it was all over | was caughtthe rain. | caught
pneumonia--' she had to slow down and spell thelwetter by letter '—Mr
Stone put me in his bed, and he nursed me, anedcthie doctor, and was
very kind.'

Mrs Purcell frowned back. 'l told you so," she ipd. 'No good never come
of dancing. And you spent time in his bed? Whauabiwat, Mr--?' Her eyes

were bleak as she stared at Brian over Mandy's, leestére that indicated
the explanation had better be very good.

Evidently Brian was experienced in readitigs sort of sign language.
Mandy backed up against him, shaken by the coldokelssr welcome. He
put a hand on her shoulder, as if he could feelat 'My name is Stone. I'd
be happy to tell you about it." His deep voice neded through the empty



hall behind them. Mandy could see that the hougekesas impressed. 'We
put Mandy in my room because it has its own batmbbe began. 'l satin a
chair by the window for half the time. Mrs Duggany housekeeper, sat
there the other half of the time. And what litleepp | managed was acquired
on an old horsehair sofa out in the hall—whichtl igh of today, by the way.

| take it you're Mrs Purcell?’

'Yes, | am." And then, remembering her mannerga¥dd come in." She
gestured and stepped aside to allow him entry. Asdy followed, Mrs
Purcell signed to her, 'No good will ever comelo$!t

They shared coffee in the small kitchen. Nothirgeekas offered. 'l don't
have time to be fancy," Mrs Purcell said. 'lI'vesedi Amanda since she was
fourteen. What do you do for a living, Mr Stone?'

He recognised the inquisition for what it was, aodepted the challenge.
'I'm thirty-two years old. | write books for a Ingj. It's a steady job. Last year
| paid taxes on ninety-eight thousand dollars. Mthér and mother are
retired and living in Hawaii. | have two marriedtgrs, one unmarried aunt,
and two dogs!

Mandy watched Mrs Purcell's face carefully. Goad|she thought, he's on
his best behaviour. But suppose he loses his téhfjlee placed a tentative
hand on his arm. He smiled at her, and patted aed.nAnd oh, yes, I'm
unmarried—what do they say around here— I'm nokepdor. Now, does
that raise any problems?’

‘There is a problem," Mrs Purcell returned. Theas & high-pitched whine
in her voice. 'l was hired to supervise and keepshauntil Amanda was
twenty-one years old. And now that time is past.’

'What are you saying?' he asked in amazementy@réelling me that's all
it was? Just a job? And now you're finished with Amanda squeezed his
arm again. There was no doubt about it—he wasngettiore and more

angry.

Mrs Purcell had the grace to blush. 'Well, we awlated. It's hard raising
a—a handicapped kid. And now my sister is sick.I5h®bably require an



operation. And there's the three kids. All under teey are. | can't be in two
places at once, and blood is thicker than wateragha's old enough to take
care of herself--'

'It sounds as if Amanda has been taking care cfelfeior a long time,' he
interrupted coldly. 'l have the answer to the peainl The child has been
settled and happy at my house for a couple of wegksgou can plan to go
right back to your sister. Pack Mandy's things Ise san come back with
me.'

'l was promised a five-hundred-dollar bonus," Muscell insisted grimly. 'A
cash bonus at the end of the job. | ain't goingpeut it!

'‘Amanda?' He looked the question at her. She noldeleldead, and fumbled
for her pencil. 'But | haven't the money right nashe scribbled.

'Forget it," he answered gruffly. He dipped inte pocket and pulled out a
cheque-book. 'Five hundred dollars?' He tore tlegjeb out and handed it to
Mrs Purcell. She snatched it and scanned it quickfpre folding it up and
tucking it into her pocket. She was suddenly smilimow, a smile that
looked as if it might leave cracks in her face.

‘There's a bus out of the village at five o'cloakight,’ she simpered. 'I'll go
and pack for Amanda. Why don't you go out back with and look at her
rose garden?"

'‘Her rose garden?' he queried.

'Yes. | never could get the girl to take an interesproper things, like
church, and sewing, or social mixing. All she walnte do was stay home
and work in her rose garden.’

Mandy stamped her foot in anger, defiance, embsmast. The rose garden
had been the source of endless small argumentshtaey years. Her face
flushed, and she was about to sign an argument Bhian came around
behind her, picked her up by the waist, and swuergip in his arms.



'‘Now, which way to the garden?' he asked jovidilys Purcell, shocked,
pointed a finger at the back door. Mandy kicked aogirmed for a
moment—for dignity's sake, no more—and they weréherback porch.

Whatever he had expected, this was not it. A reatdykstartled Brian
restored Mandy to her feet and stared down intastim&en garden. Almost a
guarter of an acre of enclosed ground, it was desi@s a circle within a
square. The square was a brick wall about six Hegt. The circle was a
white pebbled path which completely enclosed a ¢rafous flower garden.
At the centre of the circle he could see the rdod emall white gazebo,
partly hidden by trees and the riot of flowers. Tty paths meandered
through and around the flower-beds. The flowersnfedves were in no
formal order, their beds scattered and curvedebdlart dictated. Ramblers
climbed trellises against the gazebo. Blooming camris of ivory
floribunda canes sprang up here and there, anghétohes of golden apricot
hybrid tea-roses added colour. One whole bed wasngover to the
orange-blended grandiflora. And the heavy scent wawided by a
sweeping narrow bed of damascenes, for the moremalle hybridisation,
the less the scent.

Around the outside perimeter of the flower junglergs beds of other
flowers. Tulips now past their prime. Tiger- liliebBght with blooms,
begonias, and one bed entirely devoted to panseégeraniums. In three of
the four corners of the garden, up against thekbaiall, were set a red
maple, a Japanese cherry tree, and furthest frenmholise, near a small
stream, a weeping willow. The fourth corner cormslsbf a small rock
garden, down which the little stream fell as a wate The back wall,
directly facing them, was crowded with lilacs, th@bssoms long since lost.
'Holy Harry," he muttered. 'l take it all back, Anaka. It's stupendous. You
did it all yourself?'

She smiled up at him, happy in his acknowledgemaritthe truth pushed
her to qualify it all. She took out her little nbteok. 'l hired a man to do the
heavy work," she wrote.

'Wow!" He shook his head from side to side. 'Bog dever have you
figured wrong, right from the start.' She tuggeHtiathand and led him down
the steps and up the wandering path that led tgahkebo.



Her little white metal table stood at its centr&vtwo matching wire chairs
that suddenly seemed too dainty for him. She gedttowards the padded
wooden bench that followed the angles of the octabgazebo. He stopped
at the table, thumbing through the books she hadhiere. He picked up a
couple of them, read the titles, then put them back

'Child psychology, in German?' he asked. She nadded speak German?
Oh, no, what a stupid question.’ He whacked hinmelthe forehead with
his open palm. 'l meant do yoelad German?'

Mandy fumbled through the papers on the desk amadda large notepad. 'l
read German,' she wrote. 'l was a part-time studernihe University of
South-eastern Massachusetts. I'm interested idrehil and flowers, and
lots of other things.'

He shook his head, a wry smile on his face. 'Gieeafor-instance\what
else can you do?' For a moment she almost told Aimost explained how
her cheerless childhood had driven her into int&lialism; how she spent
countless nights at the university, following hexnolearning whims.
Almost, she might have told him. But there waswicaary note in the back
of her mind.

Men didn't marry beautiful minds, they married b&@albodies! Where had

she heard that? On that interview on public telewisvith a famous dean of
women. A lively intellectual lady, who had soundest a little bitter when

she'd said it!

But therewassomething she could tell him. Something perfeicthpcuous,
something that a girl could do without appearingogoan 'intellect’. She
laughed up at him silently, stood there for a menwith her hands behind
her back, then pulled them out in front of herppabdown, and wiggled her
fingers.

'Piano? | already knew that.’

She shook her head and frowned at him, then repeéhte movement.
‘Typewriter?' he guessed.



She gave him another smile and fumbled for her |s&tretarial training,’
she wrote. 'Type fifty words a minute. Shorthantthat good.’

'‘Marvellous damn hell!" he roared. 'lI've been stieg for a week because
that idiot secretary of mine quit, and here I'vd bae living in my house all
that time. Amanda—would you work for me?"

Oh, lord, she thought instantly. The best or thesivd'd love to work for
him—or would I? He roars at people. | think he Ksirhe keeps slaves.
Maybe he'll want something more than typing! Andan't know beans
about things like thatf | work for him, will he come to think of me as the
nice girl  am? Theverynice girl | am? But, of course, I'm no raving bigau
so maybe he wouldn't evehink about... And, having thought about both
sides of the question, and finding them equallaative, she blushed red as
a beet.

‘Will you?'

Yes, she mouthed at him. Might as well start hifright. He has to learn
lip-reading, or sign-language, or both! But—shecheal for her pad again. 'l
can't answer the telephone,’ she wrote gloomily.

'Who cares?' he shouted. 'Just think! For my veny!& secretary who can't
talk back, and who does what she's told! Get wijtbiil"

And that's the core of it, Amanda told herself dstgdly as they walked
back to the house. He wants a girl who does whasdold. A sweet,

biddable thing. Well, Amanda Small, you can't hgwer cake and eat it too.
If that's what it takes, behold argumentative, petelent Amanda, learning
to be a most biddable young lady!

They were back in the car by four o'clock, haviredetheir goodbyes. Mrs
Purcell unbent enough to let Mandy kiss one cokk&hand then Brian was
stuffing her back into the overloaded MG. 'And ywed with her for seven
years?' he muttered as he climbed into the car.

It took longer to go home than it had to come. Vditlihe luggage there was
no place for Liza to sit. So Brian drove the caa &irisk five miles an hour,



and the huge dog loped along beside them, looldnigsaie could devour the
car with two bites. As they came into the houses Bluggan came out.

'Supper's on the table," she said. '‘And | havautoylalong. My father isn't
well today. Is Mandy going to stay here?' That Es¢r she surveyed the
pile of luggage in the back of the car.

Mandy nodded excitedly. He confirmed it in clippeuhes, and a frown
furrowed Mrs Duggan's normally cheerful face. Shekther employer's
arm and led him aside for a quick conference. Eatea distance Mandy
could see him blush. It startled her. She didnfikimen did that sort of
thing, but there it was. His almost-blond hair waisid-ruffled, and an
occasional hank of hair fell down over his forehedétis bush jacket
displayed wide shoulders and strong arms. Wheresldeve ended, just
level with his gold watch-band, she could see sofhike heavy mat of hair
on his arms. And his face was a bright red.

Evidently the two of them came to some agreemems. Buggan waved
cheerfully and went on down the stairs. Brian céiaek to Mandy, took her
arm, and hurried .her down the hall into the stuly went over to the desk
and sat down, picking up the telephone. Mandy wetht him, dropping on
to the stool adjacent to his chair.

He leaned over and ruffled her curls. 'l forgotw@haropriety,' he said, 'and
Mrs Duggan gave me both barrels. You're not a cMiandy.'

'Well, thank heaven he's finally gibiatright, she told herself as she watched
him dial a nine-digit number. While he waited fdret circuit to be
established, he said, 'Mrs Duggan is only here.ddgs father requires a
certain amount of nursing. He's eighty-seven. Ahd san't be here on
weekends. Now how in the world can you and | lieeehtogether without
ruining your reputation, my girl?'

She sat up cautiously and moved her stool an inctv@ away from him.

Ruin her reputation? How could he do that? ButiBhad already turned to
the telephone. She wanted to tell him that she'tdiimk he could ruin her
reputation. She wanted to tell him that she wasdig independent. She
wanted to tell him— and that was the core of tlebf@m. There was no way



in the world she could tell him. Her face paledribg the time she was in
the children's hospital they had tried to teach tie&at she wasnot
handicapped; that indeed she was like everyone elsept she spoke a
different language. She had sailed through hehgid secure in that
thought. By and large everyone she had dealt vathrhade some effort to
understandherlanguage. But the adventures of the last few Hagdeft her
confused and insecure. And here she was, at thé entisal point in her
life, weighed down by the fear that her 'handicagid-how she hated that
word—might make it impossible for her to tell himeeything she wanted
him to know!

He was concentrating on the telephone, and didtiter her anguish. The
number he dialled was ringing. He pushed anoth#obwn the telephone
and set it back down in its cradle. She could hiearinging, now coming
from a little amplifier on his desk. She cuddledrach closer. Close enough
for his hand to caress her curls again. It wadextrenic telephone, and she
would be able to hear both sides of the convensaiovoman answered.
'Hello, Aunt Rose," he said in a normal speakinige/dlt's Brian calling.’

'‘Brian?' The voice sounded sceptical. '"You hawalled me in two years,
you young devil. How are you?"

'I'm fine, Aunt Rose, but | have this small problem
'Don't we all, young man? Why else would you ca#f2n

'‘Aunt Rose, do you suppose you could give up ydustigames for a while?
| need you up here in Massachusetts.’

'‘Now that's asking a great deal, Brian. You wanttongive up my entire
Florida lifestyle and fly north just for you?'

‘That's about the size of it,' he admitted. 'l ngewl pretty badly.'

'Is there something wrong with your housekeeper—s Muggan, it was?
I'm not much of a housekeeper, and | don't do wivedo



'‘No, Aunt Rose, there's nothing wrong with Mrs DaiggIt's just that
I've—well, you won't believe it." He sounded posatthat she wouldn't! 'I've
worked myself into a corner, up here, Aunt Rosa] ameed a live-in
chaperon.'

There was silence on the line for a moment, thgala of laughter. 'l think
there must be something wrong with this telephamection. You need a
what?'

'Don't fool around,’ he replied sombrely. 'I'm ifae. | need a chaperon.’

Again that pregnant pause. 'Brian, if any of myeotiephews had called and
said that, I'd understand. But you? You startediclgeskirts at fourteen and
haven't quit yet!'

'Please—Aunt Rose!' He was beginning to lose Inmpex. Mandy carefully
moved away from him, prepared to duck. It was sachdelightful
conversation so far! 'There's someone else listgne continued. 'It's an
emergency. Honestly, | need a chaperon. Will yane?

'Is the girl there? Let me speak to her.'
'She's here, but she can't talk.'
'Well, take your hands away from her mouth andnettalk to her.'

'‘Aunt Rose! Damn it, Aunt Rose, she can't speakota She's unable to
speak to you!'

'Hmmph," his aunt snorted. 'A likely story." Anathgause. 'I'm really
expecting guests down here. | invited a young cetipht both you and |
know. They're coming over from Paris after themg@eason.'

'So you could invite them to come up here," heiedpjuickly. 'The weather
is nice, the beach is open, and I'll even get wiensing-pool cleaned up.
Please come?’



'‘Oh, my," his aunt laughed, 'l can actually he@emnor in your voice. Can it
be that the great wolf of New England has met haschif? How intriguing.

And she can't talk to me? That's the hook in ydat, jsn't it? You knew |

could never resist a mystery. When shall | come?'

‘Tomorrow,' he said, then waited for the objectioNsne came. 'Early
tomorrow. Wire me the flight number and I'll meeuyin Providence.' The
phone clicked and went dead.

He shook his head, then turned to look at Mande &&d moved away
again, watching his eyes. Beautiful eyes, she thbugimost as nice as
Liza's. But the dog loves me.

'l think that settles our problem, Amanda,' he s&ldes it suit you?'

Oh, my, she thought, as her hands unconscioudigdbialto fists in her lap.

Will that suit me? What the devil is teasing at riéf?y is my hand shaking
just now? Her thoughts were too many to write dosanshe merely nodded
her head.

He pulled her up to her feet with one hand, gaveahgentle pat on her
bottom, and headed her for the stairs. 'You mustée@,’ he said. 'Scrub up,
we'll have a bite to eat, and then off to bed.’



CHAPTER FOUR

THE day's excitement left Mandy confused. She dangedhe stairs,
unpacked her clothes, showered, and wore her fagopink floral-print

minigown to bed. Sleep would not come. She tossedt@aned, recalling
every facet of the day. Everything that had hapgest&rted out with 'He—'.

Riding down the wind in his little car. Appreciatimf her rose garden.
Spiking Mrs Purceil's guns. Holding her close. Astagy her into his

household! And all that's required in repaymeribido just what I'm told!

At that she had to grit her teeth. | wonder howgldittle not-so-biddable

Amanda is going to be able to grin and bear it! &tieed herself. Not very
long, her New England conscience answered.

There was one thing to watch; one thing she alreaplged to sacrifice. It
might be nice, living in the Stone house. So noemoention of intellectual
Amanda Small. Men had tremendous egos which had mampered, or so
her friends all said. Intellectual women need muilg It was no wonder,
when she finally fell asleep, that she was awasanirEdwardian dream,
locked up in an old English manor, at the mercthefwicked earl—and at
that point everything dissolved into blackness.

She awoke slowly, in the grip of the same dreane. Witked earl had her by
the wrist and was trying to drag her out of bednMapried one eye open,
and the cruel earl disappeared, to be replacedaay The dog's mouth was
locked securely around Amanda's right wrist, butitiyjeenough so the
massive teeth did not mark her skin.

She managed one quick look at her bedside clock.oldock! She had
promised Brian that she would be ready to work igiteat the latest! She
swung back the blankets with her free hand andestuier feet into her
slippers. The dog would not allow a detour throtigh bathroom, but kept
urging her towards the door.

| can't go down dressed like this, she thought,Lizd kept tugging. And
since the animal weighed almost as much as shatdigsn't a fair fight.
Besides, she warned herself, their friendship hdd@n tested. Who knew
what the dog would do if she resisted? Mandy sheddwer shoulders. She



didn't mind a battle, but only a fool went into anewvhich she was a sure
loser. She snatched up her housecoat with hehfmee, and followed along
as best she could.

The dog thumped down the stairs, with Mandy in tawd turned right,
leading the way into the sunlit kitchen. At whiobit Liza considered her
job done. She dropped Mandy's wrist and went offeteinder the kitchen
table.

The room was silent, but it was the silence ob@@lwhere conversation had
just come to an abrupt halt. Brian and an older mere sitting at the table.
Mrs Duggan and a younger woman stood by the kitsimga

'‘Good lord, Amanda,' Brian hissed at her. 'Put $big on!'

It was 'enough to remind her that in the brightligim her nightgown was
practically transparent. She looked at him furigwasid raised her right arm.
He came instantly, took her wrist and examinellrs Duggan came up on
her other side, grabbed at her trailing houseewat,hustled her into it.

'She didn't hurt you?' He sounded worried, and #mabarrassed. 'l didn't
send her!" Mandy smiled her acceptance of the admpology.

"You might as well have," interjected Mrs Duggagréw. 'You walked into
the kitchen as bold as brass, and you stomped éramd you roared,
"Where's Mandy!" The dog doesn't know the diffeeebetween polite and
angry. So she went off to find her!" The elderlysekeeper looked at him as
if she wanted to fricassee him in oil!

Mrs Duggan was zipping up the housecoat as shedaMandy was too
astonished to know whether to laugh or cry, whetbesit or run. The older
man at the table was studying his shoelaces. Thagygirl was giggling.
Mandy walked over to her. Brian made the introdardi

'‘Becky,’ he said, putting his arm around the yohlugpde and pulling her
forward. 'Becky helps Mrs Duggan in the house.htbeed over to the table
and put a hand on the man's shoulder. 'Mr Ruthetfbe announced. The
man got up, like an attenuated beanpole, unfolditegstood inches taller



than Brian, but would hardly cast a shadow exaefhe strongest sunlight.
His weather-beaten face was crinkled into a broades 'Mr Rutherford
runs the farm, drives the car, fixes everything tiraaks, and plays a lousy
hand of poker.’

The man watched Mandy for a silent moment, theched out an enormous
hand to engulf her own. 'How d'ye do,' he said, satddown again. Brian
motioned Mandy to a chair.

'‘Another cup of coffee?' he asked Rutherford. 'Gitirneeds to have her
breakfast?"T'warnt do no harm,' the older marnwadth Becky came over
with the coffee-pot while the housekeeper busiedsdie with the
frying-pan. They sipped without conversation. Whes second cup was
finished, Rutherford stood up again.

'Ain't much for conversation, be you?' he enquifat, without waiting for
an answer, ‘That's good. Ain't nothin' worse thacaeklin' female." He
stomped to the door. 'Ain't much for words mysék, 'chuckled. "You come
see the farm be you a mind to.' He walked out.

Mrs Duggan came over to the table with a plateawfom and eggs. 'First
time | ever heard Caleb talk free with a womang sibserved with a
chuckle. "You made a hit with that one, Amanda.'

'Of course, he doesn't see many women waltzingl@ditchen half-naked
either,’ Brian snapped. Mrs Duggan put both hamdsen hips and fried his
guts with a single glance. He ducked his head.

'It's your dog that's responsible,’ the housekeepapped. He ducked again.

'l really don't understand that dog," he mused. &ight years she's been a
good guard dog. Never one for feelings, was she?appealed to Mrs
Duggan for support. She nodded agreement. 'Andatlogf a sudden she's
taken to Amanda like a second skin. Do you havei@dey what it's about,
Mandy?"'

She grinned at him and picked up the piece of chadit went with the
kitchen slate. 'Liza thinks that she is my moth&ng wrote. He shook his



head in mock disgust. There was just a trace ofike playing at the corners
of that mobile mouth. Devil? Saint? Both at the sanmme? she asked
herself.

'‘Come on, now, girl." He interrupted her brief nesewith a tap on the
shoulder. 'I've already filled two tapes for youttanscribe. We have to
produce fifty thousand words before next Fridapag the mortgage.'

She giggled at him silently, and got up from thebléda He
looked—dangerous. She sidled carefully by, being sot to turn her back
on him, and headed for the stairs. As she changexd her jeans she
reviewed the conversation. All of it. There wasmach she wanted to
say—to him, to Mrs. Duggan, to everybody. And tlveyldn't speak her
language. She looked down at her long, tapere@fsgnd wished it could
be different. I've got to be careful, she thouglebuld fall in love with this
man too easily. | must be some sort of masochist.

He was in the workroom when she came down, sitimtghe divan with his
feet up, dictating another tape. He waved her éotyping table, where a
playback machine and three tapes awaited her. 8wk $er head, already
discouraged. It certainly did not compare with byggihank younotes for the
Red Cross!

'What's the matter?' he asked, stopping his dioctati mid-sentence.
She looked over at him. 'l love you,' she signed.

‘Thank me for what?' he asked. She turned her toelokle the suspiciously
wet gleam in her eyes. 'All that--' he pointed todgathe tapes'—has to be
done in a hurry.' He jumped up from the divan. Tpe recorder, which had
been precariously balanced on his chest, crashin tihoor. He said a few
choice words. They were words Mandy had heard @asion, but didn't
know how to spell. At least I'll expand my vocalbylashe told herself. But
she managed to school her give-away face beforeushed to him again.

'l said, that's what we have to do," he repeatdiig&ently. 'Aren't you
really interested?"



The male ego again, she sighed, and made a mesttal A slow smile

spread across her face. She clasped her handsibehimack and rocked
back and forth on her heels, trying to look intéynseterested, but only
managing to look extremely feminine.

'What wereally have to do,' he said in a more normal voice, dgehone
hour of instruction every day in sign- languagartstg now.'

He crossed his arms in front of him and stared laatler, as if daring her to
disagree. But since teaching sign-language wasobmiee things she did

regularly, she snapped her fingers to get his trenand started out on the
first lesson. Being very careful, of course, toidyazhrases like 'l love you,'

or 'thank you," or ‘good morning.'

At eleven o'clock on the nose he called a halt. fikigers feel like a plate of
cooked spaghetti,’ he complained. 'How am | daieach?’

'Excellently,’ she signed. 'What do | do now?’

'‘Get to work, of course," he growled. 'Did you thihis was a holiday?' And
before she could think of a snappy answer he tunmebdack, cutting off all
hope of communication.

'Rat," she signed at his unresponsive back. 'Daly#d and dipped in cold
molasses!

Watch what you're doing, Amanda Small, she lectimexdelf as she bent
over the typing desk. He's no fool. He looks likgreat big cuddly bear, but
he's got a sharp mind and a bad temper to match!

Despite all her wishing, the tapes had not gotnghgone away. They still
lay there, glaring balefully at her. Finish us!yhdemanded. At once! She
stuck out her tongue at them. She didn't reallydniging to be biddable
with him, but no second-rate sound tape was gargive her orders!

She pulled up a typing chair, adjusted its heigid bBack position, and
inserted the triple-ply paper into the electrornjpewriter. She flexed her
fingers to loosen them up, then slipped the heaulsather ears and began



to copy. The first two sentences slipped by hermetely. She rewound the
tape and concentrated. He dictated slowly, andlamiethe dialogue, using
a different voice for each part. The story wasrggéng, a spy- thriller about
an English female agent who had come to St Tropexheel and deal in
secrets. The words began to flow from her earsetofingers. But as she
typed, the story swept her up.

That was until she got to chapter two, when heg taagan to turn more and
more red as the story-line developed. Until at, lasbelieving, she stopped
and glared at him over the top of the typewritére 8alised that the market
called for sexy spies—»but three different men m$hme afternoon?

'l don't need an editor," he snapped at her.&Jyglist." She gulped, switched
the machine back on, and let her fingers take camins&things. They did,
at a slow thirty words a minute, shutting out evieinyg and everybody in the
room. When he touched her on the shoulder she etioppsurprise. The
wall clock read two o'clock, and she had finish&d of the three tapes. He
untangled the headset from her hair and pulleddker feet.

‘Lunchtime,’ he said. 'You need to let that maclvio@l off. | don't believe
I've ever heard a typewriter go for so long. lalitin English?' She handed
him one of the completed pages for inspection. tisqd hislips. 'Not one
mistake,' he said in awe. She grinned at him attdgéhe self-erase key on
the typewriter. He stretched, like a great mountzan. She could not
suppress a look of—well—admiration. He shook hiachsadly, and tilted
her chin up with two fingers.

'Don't make the mistake of falling in love with yduoss,' he said softly. 'l
can read your face like a book, child. You're tooiryg for romancing with
men like me. It would probably be only a schoolgitish, anyway. Not that
| totally object. Even the best of us can use sonaglulterated hero-worship
now and then. But you need more experience befauglay in my league.’

There he goes again with that child business, afpedrto herself. You're too
young to—you heed more—damn him! She picked upgpadpencil with a
trembling hand. 'You mean | need more experientie men?' she wrote.

'Yes," he responded, grinning.



'l don't really know many men,' she scribbled. 'Wdoypou give me some
names? Would Mr Rutherford do?' Her eyes searcisezblfemnly. She was
getting better at camouflaging her emotions.

He slapped his hand hard against his trouserDegmn it, Mandy, are you
trying to make me feel like a fool on purpose?indi mean a word of what |
said. No, Mr Rutherford won't do. And no, | don'ant you wandering
around the countryside getting more experiencegdtavhat | said. I've got
to start guarding my tongue around here. You takey¢hing | say as gospel
truth, don't you?'

She nodded slowly, startled by what she had jssiodiered about herself. It
wasn't a joke, something she had made up and &éytrself these past few
days.

Shedid love him. Lord only knew when it had started, bhugre it was,
today, full-blown, tearing at her heart with aneimsity she had never felt
before. No matter howefelt, or what he said, she loved him. Oh, lord sh
sighed to herself, why couldn't it have been justrdatuation? She could
feel a blush stealing up to her cheeks as shedstelplessly up at him.

He leaned over and gently kissed her on the I{psme on,' he coaxed.
‘Lunch break.

After a light lunch they went walking, 'for relaxat,' he said. They strolled
around the perimeter of the house, and he explairaid The mansion was
actually a rebuilt farmhouse. One that had suffen@shy atrocities in the
rebuilding, including the addition of the ballroom.

'It was once a solarium,’ he explained, as thekddadown on the house
from the top of the ridge. Then in the 1890s mwngifather went
society-mad. He thought he could imitate all theltmmilionaires in
Newport. He was right in one sense. He finishedhigse just the way he
wanted it. But he died broke.'

She offered him a tentative smile, and looked adoloer. Thackery Point
was a high ridge of land that sloped down gentlg tmlal river on one side,
and dropped off precipitously into the Atlantic aneon the other. The



house was located below the top of the ridge, twvide shelter from the
offshore winds. The near hillside was covered bgl@prchards. Further
away, to the south, stood fields of corn, foddertifie animals, which were
the farm's main interest. But the garden, whichongl with the
swimming-pool, isolated the house from the orchards a disgrace. She
pointed down towards it and shook her head.

‘The garden?' he asked. 'l thought a wild gardeytide attractive.' The sun
was shining in Mandy's eyes, so she missed thentegkeam in his as he
said it. Like the cape to the bull, his statemeaswenough to send any
reasonable gardener into a rage. She stampeddtarfd glared at him.

‘Shameful,’ she signed.
'Hmmm?' he returned. 'That wasn't in the lessomsntiairning.”’

She whipped out her little pad. 'Shameful!" shébbbed. In her anger she
bore down hard, and broke the point of her lastaiamg pencil. He began
to bellow with laughter. She held the pencil uprdyiin front of her. This is

the breaking-point, she told herself fiercely. h't@ommunicate with him!

How in God's good world can we ever establish atigiship if | can't

communicate with him?

'‘And so the conversation ends?' he teased. Shedagumly at him, all her
concern showing in her eyes. 'Well, perhaps netddded. He swept her up
in those long gentle arms of his and kissed hexak enough to send her
sky-rocketing in panic, but apparently affected mot one whit.

'So there,' he said as he released her. Thera@eways to communicate
than you think, Mandy. And now I'd better get saogtbefore Aunt Rose
burns a flap off my hide. | did promise to pick hgrin Providence today.'
He plucked a long stalk of grass, and chewed as they made their way
back to the house, hand in hand. Neither of theticethe curtains at the
kitchen window falling back into place.

'l told you so," Mrs Duggan said triumphantly. Bgckerely grunted. After
all, at sixteen, Becky still nourished vague hojped he might wait foher
to grow up.



Amanda went straight to the workroom, her brainsuaithe consistency of
mush. He didn't even come in to say goodbye. The do Green Airport
would take, at most, three quarters of an hour Butould easily have come
in. She wished and wished for him to come. It wdwste made her day to
have him kiss her just once more.

She knew when he left. There were voices at tha floor. Moments later
Liza thumped into the room, sniffed around suspisip, then lay down
with her head on Mandy's feet.

She stopped typing and looked down. Thanks a lu, thought rather
huffily. If you suppose you're helping my typing &gchoring my feet to the
floor, dog, you've got another think coming. Do yeally think you could
guard anything, you great big lump? Liza huffettet She leaned down to
stroke the stiff brindle hair behind the dog's earsd then went back to
work.

She finished all the tapes by four o'clock, andlstd the manuscript pages
neatly in the middle of his desk. The story had®en as bad as she
expected. The lovely female spy had managed, byeswery arcane
techniques, to steal the secrets and still retaimes small portion of
her—virtue—at the same time. All of which causednlato consider the
absolute gall of a writer who offered such a solutiShe mouthed for none
of the world to hear, 'Ain't you got no shame, Br&tone?'

It was a question bound to be answered tomorrovenwie started the next
chapter. But that was a whole night and a day aBay$she bustled around
the room, tidying up the divan, emptying his asjgraearranging the mass
of reference books strewn on the table, desk, slaad floor.

Between the cleaning urges, there were three timifise front door, but the
road down the hill was empty. Liza trailed her gwvdrere she went.
Mitchell, Liza's son, got up when she stepped oubahe front porch, then
lay down again when she left. She strolled bac&udh the empty kitchen
and picked up an apple from the basket. The tratrtove up outside the
back door just as her teeth sank into the polighadtious apple. Intrigued
by the noise, she picked up her pad and penciaard out into the back
yard.



Mr Rutherford was standing by the tractor, checkiing oil level in the
engine. She snapped her fingers to get his atterttle turned around and
smiled as she held out her pad. 'l apologise fodnegs this morning,' she
wrote.

He read the note, then pushed his old cap to thke d&ahis head. 'T'ain't
necessary,' he said. "'Them short dresses is popukar tell. | may be old,
but I ain't dead, little lady!" His eyes twinkledwin at her and she laughed
back at him. And then he became solemn. 'He nesdpig' like you. Brian,

| mean. He be a good man, lass. Here they comes.'

Mandy dashed for the front door. A heavy Lincolm@aental was coming
up the drive. Liza poked along behind Mandy, graglprotests at each
step. They both skidded on the highly polishedrfl@md slid the last few
paces to the door.

She stopped to catch her breath, pat her hairwmoise confusion than it
was, and smooth down her wrinkled blouse. | shdwdde changed, she
thought. | should have combed my hair and put diean dress, and— if he
sees me now, | shall surely fall into a hole anitlipup over me! She backed
away, but it was too late to run. The door swungmetting in the breeze,
the sunshine, and Aunt Rose.

Miss Rose Francesca Stone was not at all what Maadyexpected. She
was a pert little creature, about five feet twopwharried herself erectly, like
a reigning duchess. Her figure was neatly slerated,she dressed it simply
but effectively. Only her silver hair marked her foembership in the senior
set. She was the sort of woman who looked busy edgle standing still.
She peered at Amanda through gold-framed glassed, vealked a
guarter-way around her to complete the inspection.

'So. Amanda Small,’ she said. The voice was agefitle contralto. "You're
the reason for my mad dash from Florida?'

Mandy blushed under her searching stare. It wag teaknow what to do.
She could bow, smirk, or stand frozen in placetelad she smiled and
stretched out her hand. Aunt Rose grasped it wanmoijed the girl closer,
and kissed her cheek.



'‘Brian, you rascal,' she called over her shoulHier.stalked up the stairs,
wearing an expression about halfway between coraraiiaughter.

"You cold-blooded devil," she told him. 'You've gotolossal nerve. The
child can hardly be out of school. | ought to takstick to you, young man.
| should have years ago!

He chuckled. 'Every family needs a maiden aunt. IStwp barking at me.
Can't you see you're scaring the child?"

Aunt Rose looked keenly at Mandy. "You may be tigstie said. '‘Come
along, girl." She hooked her right hand in Manaéyt®w, and side by side
they went down the corridor. 'l need a rest betbin@er,’ Rose said.

'Find me a room where | can put my feet up. And yay she's the perfect
secretary, Brian?'

'‘None better," he commented.

Well! | wish he could have toldne that, Amanda thought. Just one nice
word. But he did, her conscience chided her! Sipytshe commanded it.
That was this morning—now it's afternoon! Which wasnuch of an
argument, and so she abandoned it.

'‘And why didn't you tell me she was so young?' ARase bubbled.

'She's not as young as she looks,' he retorted. Nald her twenty-first
birthday just a couple of weeks ago.'

'‘And then why didn't you tell me she was so pretty?

Brian stopped in mid-step, as if he had never ctamed the subject before.
His aunt stopped too, watching him carefully.

'l guess | just never thought about it,’ he corddsd haven't seen all that
much of her. | guess, to tell the truth, | forgoidok!"



Mutiny flared in Mandy's eyes. The nerve of the déd) There wasn't a man
in the whole world who had seen as much of herreenBiad. Everything
there was to see, for that matter! And he hadnited? With flying fingers
she began to sign a diatribe at him.

'Whoa," he laughed. "You'll sprain a finger if yaon't watch out!'
'I'll sprain your whole head," she signed, fit eotled.

'Very interesting,” Aunt Rose interjected. 'Did yanderstand all that,
Brian?'

'‘No," he replied, 'but I'm learning. The troubleéhes that so far she hasn't
used a single word in my vocabulary.’

'Who's your teacher?'
'‘Mandy!"

'‘And you never noticed how pretty she is? Horséhtra!' Before either of

the others could answer, Aunt Rose swept up tdaapef the stairs. 'And

another thing. You're pretty lucky, Brian—if youdmét assured me what a
sweet, biddable girl she is, | would have swornwhe ready to hit you just
now!'

He gave Mandy a curious look and backed away frem'Hl bring the bags
in from the car,' he told the girl. 'Why don't ygo and help Rose settle
down?'

Getting Rose settled required no effort at all.ddefMandy could make it up
the stairs, their Florida visitor had poked throadjlthe empty rooms, taken
her choice, and made herself very much at home nvBnan wandered in
with the bags he was quickly dismissed, and thewwmen set about the
unpacking.

"You have such lovely things," Mandy wrote on had after the work was
finished.



‘That's mybusiness Aunt Rose returned. 'I've been a designer fotyfo
years, my dear. Now, what about Brian?'

Mandy looked at her in surprise. 'What about Briam® scribbled on her
pad.

Rose laughed. 'Don't think you're going to hidedtm me. Don't you know
that every girl between sixteen and sixty who méeizn falls in love with
him?' Aunt Rose came over to her, resting one devamd on her shoulder.
‘There's no need to hide it,’ she said. 'I'm orr gaie. It's time this nephew
of mine had a good hard set-down, and if you'regingo try it, I'll help.
Now scoot out of here. | need a rest, a bath, amed—in that order.'

Mandy ducked her head. There was a bitter tagterimouth. You fool, she
thought, you've just become the tail-ender in augubat must stretch for a
hundred miles. All beauties, probably, all ableai« to him, to sing—Iord,
what would he want with an incomplete woman?

The next ten days passed in an amiable fog for Marde daily
sign-language instruction became twice a day, &rthn showing uncanny
ability to remember and execute. It relieved sorhghe strain on her
conscience, - and gave her an opportunity to realymunicate. At the
same time it reinforced her own warning to herdgiis Mr Brian Stone was
altogether too clever for her own good! Along wittogress in the language,
his book was rolling at high speed. They were ng@ataichapter eleven,
where the young heroine seemingly had met her matitte person of a tall
dark KGB colonel over lunch in Vienna. Mandy waifl sttrigued by it all,
even though the lunch had already lasted for fifjgages.

Aunt Rose had really settled in by this time. Sheng her days roaming the
area, reacquainting herself with people and plabhesiad not seen for years.
She spoke amiably with Mrs Duggan, as friend tendi. She made
innumerable telephone calls to close and distaends, blithely charging
the bills to Brian's account. Mandy, who had takeer the bookkeeping,
hoping to introduce some order into Brian's gypsyoanting methods, was
taken aback by the size of the bills. But then teyalty cheques arrived in
the mail, and the number of zeros in front of tkeiohal points did much to
soothe her fears.



The older woman took the girl in hand, too. Sheckkd the workroom
every day to see how things were going. Often siiddvcommand a halt to
the literary effort, and sweep Mandy off on a tuph her. Twice they went
in the big car to Providence, where she coercedjithéto buying newer
and more stylish clothes. Despite the fact shelikad in Florida for many
years, the old lady knew exactly where to go andtvid ask for.

In the evenings Rose would sit in the library withr feet up, knitting. Brian

joined her every night, bringing his paper and asglof his favourite

cognac. After the third night Mandy joined themraaging herself on a
pillow by the hearth, out of range of the convamsl bullets they fired at

each other. Listening to Aunt Rose talk was likking a bath in a

fast-running mountain stream. The lady cast owrastop stream of chatter
like the bow-wave on a ship. The girl's ears wauédk up whenever the
subject of Brian's childhood came up.

He would grin and bear it at times when he was udeussion, but more
often would get up and walk out for a few minutdsandy treasured every
word, and hardly noticed how the birdlike eyes lod blder woman were
following her reactions. All in all, Mandy was baging to feel both
welcomed and loved, not a month after she haddimttred the old house.
Which was about the right recipe for a catastrophe.

She had finished her typing early. The book was ingalsatisfactory
progress. Brian was in a good mood. Aunt Rose wagng around the
house. And even Mrs Duggan could be seen to mast@ile. Dinner was to
be something special, so Mandy covered her typerystraightened up the
divan, and went upstairs to change and bathe.

She stripped off her working uniform—jeans and ausk—and checked
her wardrobe. For tonight she would wear one ofsihecial dresses Aunt
Rose had helped her to select. It was time to naadgecial effort. Special
because Aunt Rose had been nagging her for thgee da

'Improve the packaging if you want to sell the gabthe old lady had said,
down in the kitchen.



To which Mrs Duggan had laughed and added, 'Ifwogot it, flaunt it!"
And, feeling somewhat like a side of beef on dig@athe market, Mandy
had given in.

The particular dress she chose was a light coealtetl double-knit, with a

stand-up collar at the back, and a deep V-neck8he.laid the dress out on
the bed, admired it for a moment, then walked th®bathroom. Because
hers was an integrated suite, she always leftdltterdsom door open. But in
her hurry tonight she hardly noticed that the bedraoor was ajar also. She
stepped out of her flats, peeled off her bikinelsj and climbed into the
welcome embrace of the shower. The warm water gthdsoothed away

her tiredness. Her soap smelled of English laverfslee used it liberally,

then shampooed her mass of tight curls. Doingatght a fond recall.

Just this morning she had become annoyed with arlewhich was too
long. It kept falling over her face into her ey@g¢hen she stopped to deal
with it, Brian laughed. She stuck out her tongudiat, and made scissor
movements with her fingers and the recalcitrank cur

'Don't do that," he said quickly, reaching oveclase her scissor-fingers.
She looked at him, puzzled. 'Your hair," he s@dn't ever cut your hair. |
love it the way it is.'

The warmth of his response had given her a glowhmlacger than
warranted. Ishathow you manage men? she asked herself. You gettthe
forbid your doing something that you had never p&hto do anyway?

Chuckling to herself, she picked up her pad andeyrth you say so, Brian.'

He settled back in his chair as if he were masténeworld. Lordly male
gave command, biddable female obeyed! She had fecudtif time
swallowing the giggles that clogged her throat! Wt why her mother
had always laughed? And now, in the warmth of tien®r, the scene was
recalled and the pleasure experienced again.

With shower and shampoo complete, she shut ofiidtier, wearing nothing
but a broad grin. One of the smaller towels sea®a@ turban. But as she
reached behind her for one of the larger bath tewste felt the



all-too-familiar sloppy wetness as Liza came upithelher and grabbed her
wrist. Oh, no, not now! Mandy sighed. She triedaexmand the dog, but, as
usual, Liza was operating on her own programme.

Working carefully to avoid piercing her skin, theeG@t Dane compelled her
out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. She gleag Liza growled, and
continued tugging. Mandy made one last desperatle gnd managed to
sweep up another bath towel, but was unable to wrapound herself.

Slowly the dog edged her out into the hall, dowa l#ngth of the corridor,

and into Brian's bedroom. The door was left haropehind them.

Liza towed her into the middle of the room, bustead of dropping her
wrist, held on to it. As a result, Mandy was for¢edtand in one place, still
dripping wet from her shower, struggling at the esnimpossible task of
covering herself with the towel, one-handed.

In the middle of her struggle, Brian's bathroom rdopened, and he came
into the bedroom, fresh from his own shower. A $rmatel barely draped
his hips. 'My lord!" he exclaimed softly. ‘Not tldgmn dog again.

Turn her loose, Liza. Down girl!" The dog growlettdehung on to her grip.
'‘As God is my witness, Mandy,' he pleaded, 'beli@ee | didn't send her. |
didn't even mention your name. Down, Liza, dammit!’

There was a light knock on the door. Without watiar an invitation, Aunt

Rose came bustling in. At that same instant Lizapped her hold on
Mandy's wrist and lay down at the girl's feet.

'‘Brian,"” Rose started to say, 'l've just got a edlbut--' and her mind
registered what her eyes were reporting. Her faoeet beet-red. 'Damn
you, Brian,' she yelled at him, 'l told you to leawat little girl alone!

'It's not what you think," he blurted out.

'No, it never is, is it?" his aunt replied. 'l sopp you want to tell me that the
dog is responsible?’

'‘Well, to be absolutely—oh, hell, who would beligt/é& | told you?'



‘Certainly not I," his aunt returned. 'Cover yolfrsgirl, you're dripping all
over the rug!

She turned back to her nephew. 'And as for you,dgnit need a chaperon,
you need a marriage licence. And you'd better getquickly, you hear me?'

The two Stones stood glaring at each other achesisad. Mandy, feeling as
if she had been run down by a ten-ton truck, flapweakly down on to the
bed and tried desperately to cover herself. Theofitleem were talking over
her head, beyond her comprehension. She huddledthet bath towel,

making a sarong out of it, and stared at them mpiete bewilderment.

'‘Well?' Aunt Rose insisted.
'I'm thinking," he returned grimly.

"You should have done your thinking hours ago, sascal. It may not be
important to you. A man can stand this sort of ghihsuppose. But what
about this poor girl's reputation? I've alreadyrfealk in the village about
you two living up here together before | arrivechddow the fat's really in
the fire. How will it look when Edward and his €stMeredith arrive here
next week? They've booked a flight from Paris alyed hat's what | came
to tell you.'

'‘Damn traitor," Brian snarled as he threw his gt the dog. Liza growled
back at him, and moved closer to Mandy. 'EdwardMeckdith? Surely you
don't mean the Clemsons, do you?"'

Aunt Rose put a tired hand to her forehead. 'Oéatgday in the morning,'
she sighed. 'l forgot about you and Meredith. Ybaey are both coming.
Well, after all, I'm their godmother, you know.N&eredith the girl you had
that torrid affair with in Spain?"

He looked down at Mandy. He seemed to be studyarghbddled shape,
wrapped up in the towel, but not really covered. \W&s turning some
scheme over in his mind. She could almost seedhesdurning in his head.
He came to a decision.



'‘Maybe you're right, Aunt Rose,' he said softlyaiMe the only way we can
rescue Amanda's reputation is for us to get married

His aunt turned up her nose at him. 'You don't psego marry this little girl
just to get Meredith Clemson off your back, do ydliat's despicable!

'‘But—dammit—you just got through telling me outladnd that Ihad to
marry her. Thats what you meant, isn't it?'

'Perhapsitisn't as bad as it seems. Tell menigulous explanation for all
of this.'

'‘Believe me," he sighed, 'you wouldn't believe iifid. swore to it on a
ten-foot stack of Bibles, you wouldn't believeliet it go, Aunt. You caught
us red-handed.’

'In that case,' his aunt returned, 'there's no dioutny mind that you'll have
to marry the girl.'

'Perhaps we're a step too forward,' Brian commenYed and | agree. Do
you suppose we should consult Amanda?' He walkedtowhe edge of the
bed, knelt down to be at eye-level with her, and,sAmanda Small, will
you marry me?'

Her mouth had been hanging open all this time. @&bsed it with a snap.
They've been talking about me as if | were a dregems dummy, she told
herself. And all for what? There's a perfectly g@dl acceptable reason
why | was standing here nude in Brian's bedroonmfeB#y reasonable.
Only—here | am poised on the edge of another piEgi@and he can't
understand me. How can | explain it all? | love Hifrthink. The only thing

| really want in all this world is to marry him—andan't tell him why! If |
agree—then what? Look at him scowl. He is obvioysbyposing to keep
out of the hands of some predatory woman. He seessnthe lesser of two
evils. And if I accept, without explaining why, wohbe as bad as he?

She shrugged her shoulders. Heads or tails? heciemce nagged. He'd
asked her to marry him. All for the wrong reasdns,an offer nevertheless.
And in front of witnesses!



That part brought on the silent giggles that shie@kbody. Liza got up off
the floor, put her front paws on the bed, and kickéandy's nose. Three
votes out of four, she told herself, laughing. @Mat the hell? Sweet,
biddable Amanda. I'll give him biddable!

She pushed the dog aside and looked deep into 'Sreges. 'Yes," she
signed. 'l love you.'

'You don't have to thank me,' he said, 'but | dakthwe should seal the
bargain with a kiss."

‘A diamond ring would be better," Aunt Rose snap@e: grabbed Liza by
the collar and stalked out of the room, pulling dog along behind her. The
bedroom door slammed behind them. Outside in theheaold lady wiped
a tear from her eye and smiled tenderly at the tému did a good job,
mutt," she told Liza, 'although why it took thremyd for me to teach you
such a simple trick I'll never know." She reached the pocket of her dress
and pulled out a liver pellet for a reward.

Inside the room Mandy looked up in some doubt @&rBrls it right? she
asked herself again. Can | love him enough for tWdérat if he loves
Meredith, but isn't sure of it? But he gave hemmre time to think.

He pulled her off the bed and on to her feet. Sis¢ her sarong in the
process. He pulled her close, lifting her off hegtfand gently touching her
lips with his. She hesitated only a moment, and tdeandoned all pretence
to demureness. A spark of desire flashed betweem ths they clung

together. His hard, matted chest crushed her falddis, his warm hand
glided up and down her spine from shoulder to thigler tiny hands

clutched at the hair at the nape of his neck, pgilhim closer, until she

dissolved into him and was happy.



CHAPTER FIVE

IT BECAME clear to Mandy that her wedding was not goingdonthat she

had dreamed. Brian brought up the subject afteration Friday night. Aunt
Rose, Mrs Duggan, Mr Rutherford, and Liza were @ksent for the

discussion. Most of it went right over Mandy's helagvasn't that she found
the subject uninteresting. But she had to get heripes right, and there he
was, sitting by the fireplace in the cool of evepitooking every inch the
sovereign of all he surveyed. And the thing he stiaseying the most was
Amanda Small. She returned the compliment, unconsty licking her lips

as she examined him from keel to top-mast. The@mation flowed around
and over both of them, but never sank in.

'‘Well?' Aunt Rose repeated.

They were all staring at Mandy. She looked at Bridmo was shrugging his
shoulders.

‘The wedding gown," Rose said firmly. "Would ydkelio try on a wedding
gown? Handmade in County Clare, trimmed with laocenfthe Convent of
the Good Shepherd at Clonkelly. Used only once.’

It sounded like interrogation time at the local Igablandy smiled
apologetically at them all, got up, and walked awethe large blackboard
that had appeared out of a blue sky on Thursday.

It seems to be going on all over the house, shagthto Somebodyis
interested in Amanda Small's communication probldrepeit's Brian!

There were three large boards, one each in thiedatdhe dining-room, and
here. And three portable ones outside, near theeegathe swimming-pool,
and the patio. It restored her confidence no e @cked up a chalk,
pointed a finger at Aunt Rose, and scribbled 'gaghe board. There was a
smatter of applause.

‘Thank the lord we've got one point settled,' Rszsd primly. 'Now, for the
rest. How many bridesmaids?’



It required some thought. Mandy knew a good mangnam her own age,
but in a business sense rather than personal.tBéif can't shoot a girl for
trying, she told herself. 'Six," she wrote.

'Oh, boy!" Mrs Duggan sounded as if she had justadiered a stale fish in
the food delivery.

'Flower girls?' Aunt Rose was beginning to be a nag
‘Two," Mandy wrote.

'‘Now, take a quick count of the guests.' Mandy &mbkack at Rose with a
blank expression on her face. Number of guests®i@bf me who do |
want at my wedding? Not a single name came to nBm@n tried to be
helpful.

'‘Mrs Purcell?' he volunteered. She glared at hiren tmade a very straggly
mark on the board for one. It bothered her. Shkdd@ver her shoulder and
saw he was laughing. The look she threw at him ddwve killed ten
ordinary men. With one wild slash of the eraser igmoved Mrs Purcell
from consideration. Aunt Rose groaned. Mandy reidensd. There was Dr
Hinson— and his wife. She pondered for a minutentivrote down four,
just for luck.

‘This is ridiculous!" Aunt Rose got up and paceslribom. 'At the very least
| can see two hundred!" Amanda's jaw dropped ioresttment. She rubbed
out the four and substituted two hundred, withrgdaguestion mark after it.

Mrs Duggan nodded agreeably. Aunt Rose looked mhéted. Mr
Rutherford found something in his pocket that regplihis immediate
attention, and Brian cleared his throat.

'How long would it take to set up a wedding thae8i he asked.
'‘About three months ought to do it," his aunt eghliGuest lists, invitations,

gifts, announcements, pre- wedding parties, and foedhll those who come
from out of town. Yes, about three months ougtdee it done nicely.'



'‘Be a mite expensive,' Caleb said gloomily.
'Himself doesn't need to worry about the moneys Bluggan contributed.

'Not if we get this damn book finished,' Brian saWle're all liable to end up
at the poor farm if we don't get this manuscrigtiaithe mail.'

Everyone turned to stare at Amanda. She staredaragply. Just as if it's all
my fault, she raged to herself. He hasn't everattidtthe last four chapters
yet, and it's my fault? | must write all this domomewhere. When he gets
good at the signs I'm really going to give him wfaat Look at them.
They're all sitting around thinking of a big wedglirSsomething out of this
world, with all the trimmings, and lots of picture® show our
grandchildren.

The thought triggered off a blush of massive prapos. In order to have

grandchildren you first required children. And irder to have children,

you— her hands twitched at the seams of her yedlanvdress. First you had
to get married, that was what. What should 'swadtlable’ Amanda say to
all that? Three months to wait?

What sweet, biddable Amanda ought to do, her imo&e insisted, is to
pass the buck. Létim make the hard decisions. That ought to swell ¢nisae
bit! She walked over in front of Brian's chair, apdlled him to his feet.
Perhaps there was some message in his eyes? 3eel.ldthere was a
message, as plain as a pikestaff. 'All the betteat you with," his eyes were
saying. She shuddered deliciously, and threw hitiéowolves. 'We must
do what Brian wants,' she wrote on the board.

'Why, you little--I" he muttered in her ear as éarled over and kissed her on
the forehead.

"The first consideration,' he said, 'is that we ttanget married as soon as
possible." She smiled agreement, and manageditaats herself under his
arm. Of all the things that had been said so fas, was the only one that
made sense.

'How soon?' she wrote.



'How about next Tuesday?' he suggested. 'That solikd a nice
well-rounded day.' Mandy dropped her chalk andwhbeth arms around
his neck, kissing him very thoroughly. It felt ajether satisfactory. And it
was the first time she had ever initiated a kigbany man in all her life.

'l take it you agree?' She nodded. 'Then in the¢ dawill have to be a very
simple wedding, right?" Her smile faded slightlyndaher nod of
acquiescence was just a tiny bit hesitant. 'And dimaid that after the
wedding—immediately after the wedding—we'll havegtt back here to
finish that book.' Her smile had become a defildger. ‘And we'll have our
honeymoon after we finish the book and become stWeThere was a
considerable wait for her third, very tentative nibavas very hard to smile,
she discovered, when only one eye was co-operafing.other one was
trying very hard to cry. But she managed.

If authors didn't have a great deal of money, aditahey had to have a
great deal of credit. Or so it seemed. Brian predam Thursday night, the
wedding plans were mapped out on Friday night,am8aturday she awoke
a little late.

Both Liza and Brian were sitting by her bed, wajtfor her to stir. Her hair
was a mess, and she had a bad taste in her mautth&mustered up all her
aplomb, gravely sat up in bed, and smiled at theth.tHe was carrying a
small jeweller's box in his hand. The lid was opeisplaying a platinum
ring with a beautifully cut diamond enshrined onflanked by sparkling
diamond chips.

There was no need to call on her acting abilitye #as overwhelmed. He
kissed her palm, then slipped the ring on the propger. There were a few
nice things said, she smiled again, he squeezetdmet gently, and went
downstairs.

But with that problem aside, teeth brushed, hamloed, she was prepared
to admire and be admired. She dressed slowly, wawier left hand
needlessly in the air to catch the sparkle. Allvdiich prolonged the
dressing—until she smelled smoke!



The smell was augmented by a large amount of ceatien from below,
mostly in Brian's deep voice. Mandy took one lasiklin the mirror and
hurried downstairs, prepared to be a peacemakem Bnd his aunt were
confronting each other in the kitchen, under adlotblack smoke that was
rising from a large frying-pan.

'Well, you knew Mrs Duggan has weekends off!" Hes wging to defend
himself in a losing cause.

'‘But you didn't tell me that you couldn't boil anpaf water," his aunt pointed
out in a very cool voice.

"You're the one to talk. How could you, a fine figwf a woman, live to be
sixty-five and not know how to fry an egg? Is thedsonable?’

'Yes, itis, and it's because of that that I'mma figure of a woman!' His aunt
paused to preen. Even in a long housecoat andes$ipper hair up in
curlers, she looked a magnificent lady. 'I've spewntife in coutureinstead
of slaving for some man over a hot stove. And #iveays made sure | had
enough money to hire help for the whole week! Aol Yroke, or just a
cheapskate?'

'Oh, hi, Mandy.' He smiled at her as if he anddust were exchanging
pleasantries. And maybe they are, the girl toldsélér This is one nutty
family! 'Sit down at the table,' he added. 'We'eg#tigg breakfast.'

‘Not that | can see,’ Rose snapped. 'Stand stilewhwrap this bandage
around your hand. Any idiot who pours a pan ofihgilwater on himself
deserves what he gets. Stop whining, | haven'tiggt!’

‘Yeah, but it doesn't huypu.And don't nag. I'm a writer. All | have to know
is words and typewriters.’

'Don't give me that!" His aunt was having troublighvthe adhesive tape.
"You might know words, but you had to hire thiglditgirl to make the
typewriter go, didn't you?' And with that they bqgtlopped themselves
down at the table and grinned at each other.



Brian strummed the fingers of his good hand ont#ie-top. 'So, who's
going to make breakfast?' He stared at his aurd.v&s busy studying a
crack in her fingernail polish. There was a longg®mas they tried to out-
wait each other. Cautiously, trying to be unseeanty got up from the
table and walked over to the stove.

The two of them were still trying to out-stare eather as she replaced the
burnt skillet, whipped up half a dozen eggs, arrdrabled them, adding a
touch of cheese to the mix as it coagulated. Iwéen times she popped
bread into the toaster, moved a couple of plates tw the stove-top to
warm, and, when the eggs were ready, filled badkegl A moment later the
toast popped, and she plonked a full dish in fodrach of the Stones. They
stopped staring at each other and stared at heorByfor a moment. The
food attracted them.

'Nothing makes me hungrier than a good fight," ARose declared between
forkloads.

Mandy stepped back from the table, hands behintbéek, ready to accept
whatever accolade might be going around at this tfrmorning. But Brian

pushed back his plate, looked over at her with arnfal face, and said, 'l
can't eat this.’

Lord, what have | done wrong? she asked herseitié@ly. What can go
wrong with scrambled eggs? 'Why?' she signed melifaalmost afraid to
find out.

'‘Because | don't have a fork or a spoon,’ he cledciis aunt almost choked
over the last bit of her egg, and managed to rebeuself with a sip of
coffee. Amanda stood, thunderstruck, and staréhat'l don't have a fork
or a spoon.' And a big grin! Funny! | rescue thesthidfrom blood-letting,
and he makes ten-cent jokes. | don't have a fodead! She glared at him,
struggling to keep control of her temper. | mustéhbeen wrong, Mandy
told herself. Who could be in love—really in love-wsuch an oaf as that?

He pushed his chair slightly away from the tabésgding the rage in her
eyes. His aunt sat back too, and chuckled. 'Notliwega good fight to clear
the air,’



Rose commented. Mandy addedr to the list, shooting her a glare cold
enough to freeze Hawaii.

Very stiffly, counting backward from one hundred si& went, Mandy
stalked over to the utensil drawer, picked up & &ord spoon, and thumped
them down on the table beside his plate. 'Thank' ymuoffered, trying to
ignore the chill in the room. 'I'll have some meggs after this, please!

'You are an adventurer,’ his aunt chuckled. 'A deakdevil! Look in the
girl's eyes, you fool"

Darned if you won't, Mandy thought as she staredeatfuture husband.
Darned if you won't! She went back to the skilledaspooned out the
remaining cooled eggs on to a separate plate. Adwshed around, plate
held high in both hands, he grinned at her. AunseRavho was good at
reading body language, scraped her chair back tinertable and tried to get
out of the way. The loaded plate hovered just tiyewer his head. Mandy's
hands were trembling, driven by the urge to dunepwhole thing on top of
him. He sat very still, fork frozen in his left ligreyes straight ahead. She
struggled with her devils and the plate rocked baokl forth. Sweet,
biddable Amanda, she thought. Andld love him. I'll biddable him, and
teach him a real lesson. I'll—I'll marry him on Bday! | must keep saying
that, though. dolove him. Ido.

Gradually she regained control, and gently lowehedolate to the table. He
flinched as it went by his shoulders. The platg@ex the last half-inch with
a thud. She stepped back, scrubbing her handslag ivashing them, and
then stomped out of the kitchen on to the patioth&sdoor closed behind
her stiff, unyielding shoulders his aunt said salgm'That's just what you

need, Brian, a nice, sweet, biddable girl!' Heglaiollowed Mandy all the

way out to the garden.

And so, at ten o'clock on Tuesday morning they vmeagried in the white
wooden Congregational Church in the village, withttee villagers who
could spare the time—which meant everyone excegt shellfish
warden—in attendance. The Irish wedding gown wasrgect fit, designed
in the Edwardian style, with high choker collargdabodice, and a short



white train. But no veil. Brian looked even moreghu even more
distinguished, as he waited for her at the alt@&sskd in morning clothes.

She walked down the aisle on Mr Rutherford's arith ®ecky as her only
bridesmaid. There was only one moment of hesitafiost at the point when
she was about four steps from the altar rail, sballed the dream that had
haunted her for so long. Suppose he were not Briain€@ shuddered
needlessly as she took another step, and he ttomedds her. It was the
same warm, smiling face, the man for whom she haded all these
twenty-one years. And when Mr Rutherford gave tarchinto Brian's, she
felt that she had finally come home.

They came out of the church to the thunder of ttgam, into a bright
summer sun. Amanda Small had disappeared, and Am&tohe had
become the new mistress of Fernald Farm. She ttieecdame out a couple
of times as they stood in the porch of the chunrsfajting for the
photographer to do his work. ‘Mrs Amanda Stone,'tNat didn't quite have
the ring to it. Mrs Brian Stone! It jingled quitécely.

She would have loved to run over to the big oa& inethe church yard and
carve their initials on it. It was something thahanda Small would have
done. But Amand&tonewas an entirely different sort of person— at least
she meantto be—and however the devil long it took, livingthvthis
outrageously wonderful man, she would restraintberper, mend all her
evil ways, and— it was too much to expect. Shecbled at his arm and
giggled wildly to herself. And the tree was presetv

Their wedding reception was held at the farm tftaraoon. The place was
packed with Brian's family friends who came to sanpe champagne and
to toast the couple. They were all strangers todyaBhe clung close to her
husband, keeping a hand on his arm. He introdueedohall and sundry,

and occasionally squeezed her hand. She dranigifagses of champagne,
which were four more than she had ever drunk idifegrand when the last

guest disappeared, around nine o'clock, the bride jwst the tiniest bit

looped.

The family gathered for one last toast in the gafahe study after the last
guest had roared down the driveway. A fire wasMiandy had indicated



casually in Mrs Duggan's presence that she lovedatch the flames. But
the July temperature was over eighty degrees aytgist an hour after
sundown. Aunt Rose devised a compromise. She putrtare logs on the
fire, closed all the windows and doors, and turaedhe air- conditioners.
Mandy, from her strategic position on the edgeh#f tivan, shook her
woozy head at the crazy logic of the Stone faméyd belatedly
remembered that she was a Stone too. Rose finistidter glass, made
some inane remark about 'early to bed," and disapgeWhich left Mandy
alone in the night—with her husband.

She gulped the last of the sixth glass of champagoedering why she was
having so much trouble focusing her eyes. Sheadinde legs up underneath
her on the divan, and stared at him. He sat quietlthe lounge chair
opposite, occasionally poking at the fire. If heaiting for me to do
something, she cried to herself, | don't know wtigt She pleaded with her
big eyes for some sort of guidance, but he madesmonse.

It must be time for us to go upstairs, she thought we'll—and | don't
know how! She stood up and paced in a wobbly leekkand forth in front
of him. It took a minute to build up her courage,ask the question. She
picked up a pad from the table. 'Tell me what tp slee wrote. He looked at
the pad, at her, and a wide grin covered his face.

He chuckled. 'Sweetheart, you're soused. Filledauthe earlobes with
champagne. Struggle upstairs and go to bed. Idldeg in a little while.'

Her tensions immediately eased. He had taken ch8tgerelaxed enough
to smile at him. He was mistaken about her drinkiofj course. Mr
Rutherford had advised her. 'Stick to the champagmeold man had said.
"You only get drunk when you mix your drinks." Asd she had taken
nothing but champagne since two o'clock in theraften. But it did give
her a little glow to realise that Brian was onlyntan, and could miss a
matake—make a mistake—ijust like everyone else. dndouslyhe knew
what to do on their wedding night, so everythingswaund to turn out all
right. She floated up the stairs some six inchesvabthe risers, and
wandered into her—into their bedroom, where shenpkd down on the
king-sized bed and giggled.



Someone had laid out her new nightgown. A silksigshe one with the
V-neck that stretched all the way down to her na@ie hung up her
wedding finery carefully, showered, and dried hadr.Ht took a great deal of
doing.

Getting into the nightgown proved almost impossilite silky smoothness
kept slipping through her hands. With a great aéglatience she finally
managed it. She didn't tie the bows, or buttorbilidons. At least she knew
that much about honeymoons. Walking around the bedik@sunning an
obstacle course. The rug seemed to be wrinkled—ssimabled several
times. That's something to be seen to in the mgrngme told herself
solemnly. Mistress Stone, get your rugs straight!

The bed welcomed her as she slid in gently, tryiagto ruffle her fragile
gown. Her hand automatically went to the light sWjtbut a second in the
darkness frightened her. Not that she had a fedadness, but this was a
new time, a new experience, and if he could nottezeshe could not
communicate with him. It was a dark challenge bindted in a tiny corner of
her mind, always ready to pop out. How could hetveawoman like me?
But then, through the mists that fogged her miraime& another thought.
This is our wedding night. Surely he won't wantalix!

She closed her eyes for just a moment, to rest,thachas the town clock
struck eleven she fell asleep. Some time laterhsiaethe tentative feeling
that someone had come and gently pressed warito ligs cheek, but it was
too hard to separate the real world from the dreamid, and she was tired.

She was awakened at five o'clock on Wednesday dédgand of running

water. The bed next to her was empty. He's in tfosver, she told herself.
But one eye forced open with much difficulty diseosd rain drumming at

the window in the pre-dawn glow. Weary and disapsal, she fell asleep
again, into a dream fashioned from the desireeohkart. In her dream he
came to her, still damp from the shower. He pudlieal off the rug beside

the bed, and slid between the sheets. She turrethtm her dream, resting
her cheek on his chest. His arms wrapped arounchbkting her safe and
close. And she dreamed that, comforted, she fldepsn his arms.



It was nine o'clock when she opened her eyes agaththis time it was no
dream. He was really there, half sitting in bedhwier head resting on his
lap. She squeezed both eyes closed, afraid to rhte/ivisted little tendrils
of her hair into backward curls, and ran his firsgg@iong the smooth curve of
her cheek. She looked up at him and smiled. Heeshii&ck.

'Party's over, Cinderella," he chuckled. 'Back®hearth and the ashes. Hop
to it, Mrs Stone. I've left you five tapes in thiéiae, and we have a deadline
to meet!" He threw the covers off both of them gade her a gentle pat on
her bottom. On her naked bottom. And he was nak@idHe bounced out of
bed, stretched, and picked up his robe. She watitieegdlay of light across
the fluid muscles of his chest, the ridged musdgsis shoulders. He
shrugged his way into a robe. 'Come on," he coaard, whacked her
bottom again, a little harder.

It stung. She looked a reproach at him, but he lanighed as he walked out
the door. She sat up in bed and rubbed her forenéadas hard to
discriminate between dream and reality. What hatlyrénappened during
the night? Had he come to her in the darkness,takeh her? Without
waking her up? It hardly seemed possible, but gien was no judge of
possibilities. How could she know without askingnRi And that would
require more courage than—Mrs Stone—could muster dhy. It's the
second day of my real life, she told herself, andded the secret gleefully
to her.

She breakfasted on coffee and toast, ignoring the @f ham and eggs
which Mrs Duggan sat in front of her. Nothing wasds Evidently a bride
was expected to have an upset stomach, she thaygin though | haven't
anything to be upset about—have 1? She pushed &oaythe table and
went over to the workroom.

He was already in his favourite writing positioying flat on his back on the
divan, talking into the microphone. He looked ugslas came in, and turned
off his recorder. Timidly she signed to him, 'l éyou.’

'Yes, | know you do," he returned. Her startledregpion seemed to amuse
him. 'l bought a book. We'll do our practice afterch. There are a bunch of
tapes waiting, and we have one hell of a deadioget cracking, lady.’



She struggled slowly over to the typing table, #meh changed her mind.
Her feet carried her back to the divan. She leawved and kissed him gently
on the forehead. He continued his dictation witrepause. Love me, love
me, she prayed. He didn't get the message. Shggadiner shoulders and
went to the typewriter. The tapes were stacked-dbep. It was obvious

what he had been doing most of the night. Shefeltarp pain just under her
heart. Could one be jealous of a dictation tape?

Disgusted with herself, she slammed paper intarthehine, clamped the

headset over her ears, and began to fill up therpatptop speed. By noon

she had finished chapters fifteen and sixteen.s&ked the pages in neat
piles, put them in manila folders, and dropped tloenthe desk.

He stopped talking into his machine, came over, spat-checked a few
pages. 'Perfect as usual,’ he called.

She sat at the typewriter with her hands foldedieleeas usual? If | were all
that perfect, we'd still be upstairs in bed. Whatenl done wrong? I've had
twenty-one years to learn how to be a woman, antably I've failed. But
then, he's never said he loved me. And not oncéhéasid a word about
my—about my voice. Handicap, she had been abdhirtk—but that was a
word she hated with a passion. hathandicapped, I'm just—different! She
sat quietly, dejected, feeling rejected.

'‘Lunchtime,' he called over her shoulder.

She followed him out to the kitchen, dragging heels. Something had
happened to Mrs Duggan's fine cooking. The soupddske dishwater, and
the sandwiches were made out of cardboard. Nobisdyseemed to notice.
Mr Rutherford shared the table without a word. Asdot up, evidently
perfectly satisfied with the horrible meal, he tager on the shoulder.
'Some days is better than others,' he said, ankedalut into the rain. She
wondered dismally what the devil he was talkingutbo

She and Brian were back in the workroom within trmur. She had
interspersed sign-language instruction betweens bdé the luncheon
sandwich. There was no doubt about it, he was mileawhiz. He was
mastering in days what had taken her months torbb8ut then she had



been a child. He put his arm around her waist @g Walked down the hall.
That, and his rapid learning, gave her a smalHjttst a tiny one. Lord, how
easily I'm satisfied these days, she thought. gleiag me crumbs, and I'm
acting as if they were whole loaves! When she wpite cover from her
typewriter it split down the middle. She threwatthe floor and stomped on
it, but her husband had his back to her.

The afternoon tapes dealt with the interwoven lastery. He was a good
wordsmith. The scenes were real, the emotions @eeplylandy had trouble
separating her own reality from the picture he wamting. As the story
unwound through her fingers, she was winding hewgelighter and tighter.
If only he would say to her what the hero saidnlfy she could say to him—
daydreamer! The little hard ball of depressionen stomach was growing
by leaps and bounds. As the depression grew, sbhedidnger. She had the
mad urge to stand up and throw the typewriter @t l§he called a halt, and
as her fingers coasted to a stop she looked at Henwas no longer
dictating, but sitting at the desk with a pencihis hand, evidently laying
out the next sequence. She mouthed several uripgenterds at the back of
his head, but he was impervious to it all. And wiloy? she sighed. He was
impervious to me in my bed—why should it be anyetént down here?
She bent to the work again, and suddenly it wa'sibock, and she was
feeling very sorry for herself. Brian had disapeekrand the rest of the
house was quiet.

She shut off the machine, tried to cover it witd thrn canvas, then wadded
the cover up and threw it into the fireplace. Coumto ten didn't help. She
tried counting to fifty. Several times. Then shesd#él, hands in her lap. The
house had a hollow, empty sound to it. Only thiellficlatter of the rain on
the window-pane kept her company. Restless, ddaking out of one eye,
she got up and paced the room. A decanter of haufée brandy sat on the
shelf. They say it's good for what ails you, slghed. And why not, Mrs
Stone? Nobody else seems to give a darn about you!

She filled one of the wine glasses that stood erathacent shelf to the brim.
The glass went down in three massive gulps. Itdaifike fire, searing her
throat and stomach. A hasty slug of water fromnibarby carafe put out the
fire. She still felt miserable. One glass was jost going to do it. She
refilled, and toasted herself. Here's lookingyat, she told herself, and



tossed the second one down. It burned, but naeswefy. Here's looking at
you! Why couldn't I have married Humphrey Bogart? sheaned
soundlessly, and tried to comfort herself. Not witbre brandy, she told
herself. Try a little logic.

You know what your problem is, Amanda, she lecturgdu expect
immediate results from everything. You have to walldor initial
disappointments. Who knows what he's doing? Heig oy, who married
you to fend off some other female! That thought veesmuch to bear. She
jumped to her feet and paced the room. Once, twhcee times, beating the
palm of one hand with the other fist until both evégnder. The walls of the
room seemed suddenly confining, as if she weregldak a cell whose walls
threatened to squeeze her to death.

Her only refuge was the porch. She marched to thach windows,
managed to open one panel, and stepped out intivetble air. There was
more pacing room available. She paced. Up and dawth,the gradually
rising wind playing in her hair. A hunting owl disted her for a moment, but
only for that. Her anger was mounting, like theldhwip within a volcano.
Lucky he's not here, she told herself. I'd murder thead!

Amanda Stone, who cried only at catastrophes, dxaldf one worthy of her
tears. He married me to fend off Meredith Clemstwe, mumbled silently to
herself— and to keep his typewriter warm. And wihaglly want to do is to
keep his bed warm!

She moaned in disgust at the terrible mess shertzatk of her life. The
moan came rattling down her throat like a hoarsespédr. She had known
all along that she was not beautiful, but surefye¢hwas enough to make him
want her? Surely there was! In her mind she reddlés tall, stately mother,
a Greek statue come to life. Oh, Mommy, she creldetrself, like the little
girl she had been, why couldn't | have looked W&i? Still crying, she
struggled upstairs and fell asleep on top of theen Again he had not
come.



CHAPTER SIX

MANDY woke up the next morning to a bright sun, andoiiggest headache
in the world. She didn't remember undressing, wiausly she had. She
was in her sprigged minigown, and yesterday's oigtivas folded neatly
on a chair. And somehow she was in bed, when stimctly remembered
falling asleep on top of the covers. Except fosskd#rand Liza, the room was
empty. She stumbled out of bed, careful not thg@rwounded head, and sat
down cross-legged on the rug. The big dog moveskc)daying its head in
her lap. She fondled the soft ears and scratchettlygdong the curve of the
throat. The dog made agreeable noises and lickelddmel. She took a deep
breath. The third day of my marriage, she told &élérand here | am making
love to my dog. Sadly she pushed Liza away, stedyghrough her
ablutions, swallowed two Tylenol tablets, and weoivnstairs to face the
day.

Mrs Duggan had definitely lost her cool hand aakc Breakfast tasted
worse than lunch the previous day. The egg resehan®ld shingle and the
toast like flavoured wrapping paper. She nibbléd af each, slugged down
two cups of coffee, and walked over to the workroBnman was in his usual
position, stretched out on the divan. He signedali@ood morning.'

She returned, 'l love you," and went to work.

The love interest in his story was running wild. slse typed she felt a
resentment building up. A woman married for thragsdought to know all
about love. So either the story was a tissue of be her life with Brian was
a liel

She just couldn't accept that, and thrust it franrhind. So deep was she in
the story that she hardly noticed when he stoppetétothg and began to
wander the room. The empty wine glass, still smglbf brandy, was on the
table. He set it back on the shelf beside the daolle checked the liquid
level in the bottle and shook his head as he mtwadhere he could see her
face. There was an ink smudge on the end of hex, rao&l her hair was in
rebellion. He wanted to wipe the smudge away, tohis hand through her
hair, but the workhad to be finished. There was a tremendous gap in the
publication schedule, and he had promised his efditthfully to fill it.



Lunch was too much to be borne. Even Mandy's affiedor Mrs Duggan
could not excuse the unpalatable mess in fronteof trangely enough,
Aunt Rose, sitting across the table from her, waidirsg as she ate the same
stuff, and asked for seconds. Mandy skipped the-lsigguage lessons by
simply ignoring Brian when she went back to wonlt ber heart was not in
it. After a moment or two of fumbling, she took tifie headset and wheeled
her chair around to look at him. He was lying or #Hofa, eyes closed,
dreaming his way through another chapter. And gpkis lawfully wedded
wife not a nickel's worth of attention, she tolddwedf.

Sweet, biddable Amand®ad become too heavy a disguise for her to carry.
Rage triumphed over meekness, and the real Amaioda ared her head.
Unplugging the headset, she carefully wrapped tbed caround the
headpiece, stood up, and with her best major lepddle hurled the whole
thing into the fireplace. Her aim was distorted lmr anger. Instead of
hitting the fireplace, she bounced the instrumdinthe two porcelain vases
on the mantelpiece. They all fell to the floor thger in a rousing crash.
Which managed to get his attention.

He was at her side in a second. 'What's the maft@ndy? Headache?' He
soundedsolicitous, but Mandy was beyond the point whére might offer
him the benefit of the doubt. She glared up at Bmatched up her ball-point
pen and a filing card, printed something, and piinthe card to the pocket of
her very sensible blouse.

'On strike?' Brian Stone was rattled, for the fitshe in their brief
acquaintance. '"Amanda? You can't do that!

Her pen raced across paper. 'Just watch me!" Shpep to her feet so
quickly that the castors on her chair ran over ohbis shoes. He made a
one-word comment under his breath, but by that tghe was striding

haughtily towards the door.

'‘Amanda,’ he called after her anxiously. '"You cdn'this. | promised the
publisher--'

She turned around, and, with fingers flying, tolcthhust what he and his
publisher could do. She was going too fast for hinkeep up, luckily,



because she was suggesting something both immudallegal. And then
she fled.

Brian caught up with her at about four o'clock. Sf&s stretched out on a
chaise-longue near—but not too near—the apron @fstimming-pool,
reading a novel. His usual grin was present, Hobited a little worn on the
sides. 'l have to make a trip to Providence,' hé Basitantly. 'l have an
appointment with my agent. I'll be back by abogheio'clock. Will you be
all right until then?'

She gave him a cold nod. Her anger had by no nohasipated, and yet—I
wish | were his agent, she thought. There mustdimaethinghat will bring
him to me. There has to he!

But nothing came to mind, so she returned to theelnontil six o'clock.
When Mrs Duggan offered a light supper she refuaad,went upstairs to
her room, brushing by Aunt Rose on the stairs watleoword of greeting.
She threw herself down on the bed, boiling. Thenthef the story she had
been typing that morning had upset her. What Bneste and what Brian
did were two completely different things, and sin& could not understand.

Married three days, and I'm still a virgin, sheagteed. What in the world is
the matter with me? Am | that ugly? Or has he gotbeer the initial
entertainment of having a girl who can't talk back?

Or maybe it's just the wrong approach. What | rteatb is seduce him! She
struggled up from the bed. It was seven-thirty, amitight was setting in.
He would be home by eight, he'd said. She duckexthe shower, then
rummaged through her clothes for the sexiest n@tgshe could find. It
came down over her head like a silken cloud, atanbe composed of
nothing. The perfume on her wrists and breasts nhigle been overdoing it
the slightest bit. She shrugged her shouldershAskock struck eight she
was brushing hard at her cap of curls, to keeghbaads busy.

Eight-thirty, and he had not come. Nine. Nine-thidnd still he had not
come. Ten o'clock. It's all a lie, she screamdutkegelf. Every word he wrote
about love— it's all a lie! Her body shook with tharshness of the
judgement.



Grim-faced, she tore off the nightgown and stomped. From her bureau
she pulled out her oldest set of jeans, an old stirch she had worn for
years, and her ragged sweatshirt with the wordaep#?ty of the Harvard
Football Team' printed on the front. She fumbled \Wway into jeans and
shirt, and trailed the sweatshirt behind her asctlmaped down the stairs.

A fire had been lit in the study again. Nothinghe house stirred except for
the flames. She went back into the workroom an#eaicup the pile of
manuscript pages, all of the last four chapter$.oAlthe love-story. She
carried it all with her as she stalked back tostiuely and stared into the fire.

It's all a lie, she told herself. This whole stdtis all a lie, or Brian doesn't
love me! Tears flowed, channelling down her chesid splattering on her
blouse. Angrily she dumped the pile of manuscrgggs on to the fire, and
watched the blue-tipped flames lick at three ddysvark. She hunkered
back on her heels and watched it burn. Burn, blabsn! It's all a lie. It's all
a lie, and, heaven help me, Brian doesn't love ihere She stood up, a
dejected figure outlined by the fire, her shouldgraunk, her head bowed.
Liza stalked into the room and stood beside heringanto the flames.

'What the hell are you doing, Mandy?' Brian rodredh the doorway. She
shrank further into herself. Brian pushed her aai@ tried to snatch some
of the pages out of the fire. 'The whole damn marnpt®?' he roared. 'What
in hell is the matter with you, girl?' He grabbest Ibjf the shoulders and
shook her until her head waggled.

'‘Amanda Stone,' he shouted at her, nose to nolsat'sTthe most stupid
dumb thing in the world to do.

Dumb! Dumb! Dumb! Do you hear me?" A hard shakeoagEanied each
repetition of the word.

Her mind reeled under the impact of the rage hepragcting at her, and
her memory shifted instantly through the years. ®he standing on the
steps of the school again, and a circle of boys piaising her down. The
words echoed through the empty chambers of her .nidndnb! Dumb!
Dumb! Dummy, dummy, dummy, everybody get the dummy!



She put both hands over her ears to shut out théspbout they were already
inside her defences, rattling around in her hekd tleadly bullets. She
gasped at the pain and turned to run. He startddlltw. Liza had been

watching while he shook her, and growled deep mthmeat. The dog could

not understand why her favourite two people wowddhbrting each other.
But as the uproar continued Liza slowly made uprhigrd which side to

take. She got up, backed into position betweennBarad Mandy, bared her
huge fangs, and growled a challenge at him. He thekwarning for the

danger it was, and stopped.

'Mandy!" he shouted after her. 'What the hell Hesa&d? Mandy, wait--'

But she would not wait. She snatched up her bagwaedtshirt from the hall
table and ran out the back door into the black nigler flight took her up
the hill into the apple orchard. In the shelteth# trees she stopped, unable
to decide where next to go. Her unguided feet teaidback down the hill in
a wide circle, avoiding the house, across the m@ad, and down on to the
riverbank. As she stepped off the heavy salt-gnag® the sand of the little
beach she felt a wet nose thrusting itself intogam. Oh, lord, somebody
doeslove me, she thought. She dropped to her kneebwgged the animal.
They were alone on the beach, the soft waves ofidlaé river their only
accompaniment. Where shall | go? But reason waswbwdmed by the
words rattling around inside her skull. Dummy, duymeiummy, everybody
get the dummy! The moon, a small sliver on the zmrito the east, set a
silver glaze on the water, but could not calm hith s gentle touch.

What to do? What else had she ever done when tHd assaulted her, and
things unseen tormented her mind? Gone back toodes garden to hide.
She stood up, ignoring the fact that the incomiinig twas filling her
footsteps in the sand. Come on, Liza, she whispasesdhe slipped her hand
under the great dog's collar. We both have the ganolelem, don't we?
Neither of us can explain our hearts!

She dropped the unwanted sweatshirt on an adjaoektand started back
up the hill towards the road, walking on the grasthe way. The moonlight

caressed the old sweater, hanging on the cold foitkced shadows across
her footprints, that led down the beach to the exfdgke incoming tide, and

disappeared.



Her shoes were not made for walking. She had slippeo a pair of
well-worn rubber clogs. The old road was coverethwmall pebbles and
rocks, each of which bit at her feet and left b#gisOne mile to go to the
centre of the village, and one mile further aftextt None of the streets were
lighted, except for the two blocks of Main Strelattmade up the village
centre. Luckily the moon kept .her company.

Her mind was running in circles. There was no lagide found in her

logical mind, only those last hateful words whidbdiked out everything

else. The wind sighed in the tops of the trees ¢hathung the two- lane
country road. Ordinarily she might have been afrBiat not tonight. There

was nothing in the world that could overcome theary that clogged her
mind. And besides, Liza was padding resolutely glatnher side, as if a late
night walk were just the thing.

It was eleven-thirty when she came into the crasisat the village centre.
Lights were on in one or two of the buildings, asitte remembered the
taxi-stand. She found the place, just before Al iMdirdecided to close
down to get an early start on his fishing trip. Shtete her address on his
pad.

'OK," he said, 'T'ain't much out of my way. You tBmall girl, ain't you?'
She nodded. It seemed hardly worthwhile to corhect. He opened the
back door of his old Buick. 'Mighty late to be abowou bein' a girl and all,’
he commented. She shrugged her shoulders and puststo the cab
ahead of her.

It was only a fifteen-minute ride to the house. Munion stopped just
outside the gate and opened the car door for handyllooked up at the
front of the house, shadowed in the moonlight, ashdddered. It looked
deserted. The front lawn needed mowing. The windgleued at her like ten
Brian Stones, all waiting with a stick to beat Heine hesitated.

You'll be all right?" Mr Munion quizzed. 'You wahshould stay here till
you get in?' She shook her head, and managed a'thaak you' smile.

'So I'll do it anyway,' he decided. 'Them fish agtnna bite until dawn,
nohow.'



Mandy waved a thanks and stumbled up the drivea tiese behind her.
Her fingers shook so much that it took minutesttthe key in the lock. She
stepped inside, turned on the hall lights, and chao& out on the stoop. Mr
Munion waved at her from his car, jerked the oldcRunto gear, and started
off on his three-day fishing vacation. Mandy walkextk into the house and
closed the door behind her, leaning against itéonfort.

Saturday morning, and he still had not come for 8&e strolled out to the
gazebo, stripped off her blouse and jeans to any,then decided to take a
quick shower in the waterfall. Refreshed, wearimdyder briefs and a

towel, she stretched herself out on the cushioim tame along to sit

beside her.

Me and my dog, she told herself. Partners. She¢ sa@ak either, but they all
understand her. Am | asking too much out of lifeoTbees came winging
across the garden just over her nose. She memialhked them for their
work, and dozed off.

It was the noise that woke her. The noise, andskia@low. Liza stirred at
something beyond sight, woofed a couple of timad, teotted towards the
back door of the house. And then the shadow camveeka her and the sun.
She struggled to open one sleepy eye.

'‘Mandy?' The voice was hesitant. 'Mandy! He valite the two small steps
of the gazebo and snatched her up off the pill@nddling her against his
hard chest. Her eyes were wide open—in astonishnitmtwas almost
crying!

'Oh, lord, Mandy," he muttered into her hair. 'Védh)ad half the village out
looking for you. I've been scared to death. We ¢gimbwyou went into the
river. We've been dragging the thing from bank &mky with the State
police, the coast guard, and every friend | couddug!" He pulled her up to
his level, and kissed her most satisfactorily. 'Aoe Stone,' he said
solemnly, 'you don't seem to realise how much ¢lgou!’



He kissed her again. The spark was still theregstg them both into
passion. Brian, Brian, her heart cried. She putdmars around his neck,
pulled his head down, and kissed him back. He hdiige close, and then
set her down.

For the first time she remembered that she wadstgnn front of him,
naked to the waist. She snatched up the wet toneehsade a loose sarong
out of it. He laughed at her attempts at mode¥tyu're my wife, woman,’
he chuckled, 'and Liza will discourage any peepiogs.' He pulled her
close again. She struggled far enough away tohieedands.

"You said you love me?' she signed.
'With all my heart," he returned. 'Why else woulthve married you?'
'l wasn't sure,’ she signed. 'l thought that yadi lieredith might--'

‘There is no me and Meredith," he said. 'Just mdedamanda. Forget the rest
of it. Now, what in the world did | say to make yaun away from me?' She
looked up into his puzzled face to see if he reaant it. He did.

'Dumb,’ she signed. 'You called me dumb!’

'Oh, hell," he said softly. 'l wasn't thinking.itld't realise. I've never ever set
a guard on my tongue. It isn't the Stone way. | s@sad when | saw the
manuscript in the fire that | couldn't think stiaigCan you forgive me,
love?'

The last word melted her barriers. She jumped uphamg on around his
neck, kissing him with wild abandon. In the confusiher towel slipped
away. He treasured her in his arms, kissed hetygemid set her down. She
grabbed at the towel, intending to fasten it. Hiadhintervened. 'Waste of
time," he said, and for some reason she didn'hkdmsll. Sweet, biddable
Amanda, she thought. Tell me what to do, husbahdt Gontact of the flesh,
lip on lip, her soft breasts dimpled against thersgjth of him, had sent
flames up her spine, and she wanted more.



His antennae were on some other frequency, faailezlfto get the message.
'We thought you went into the river," he repeat€dat damn Mitchell can't
track worth a damn. Couldn't even track his ownhegtwould you believe
that? And all we found were your sweatshirt andrylootprints, leading
straight down to the water line, one way. If thatroh Al Munion hadn't
come back early from his fishing trip | would hayeen ready for the mental
hospital by now. He called me up this morning. Aéal as how | ought to
be interested in where the Small girl had gonesittaming that I'd married
her. | could have killed him! | could have strartgiém with his own fishing
lines. Took a little time to call me, he said. Hepped for breakfast and a
shower, and then had to read the paper. | could kidled him. Are you all
right, Mandy?'

She smiled at him, and laid a finger across hs. liglr Munion is a good
man,' she signed.

'l know that, but | got mad anyway. That's the weyStones are.' She stared
uncomprehendingly at him. The ways of men are gw&hnge, she told
herself. Especially this one.

He sat down on one of the cushions and examinedHeehair was still wet
from her impromptu shower, and her cotton briefst quite dry, were
transparent. What do | do now, she quizzed hergeifl for lack of
knowledge she stood still, looking the very pictafé\phrodite.

'‘And why did you burn the manuscript?' he askedwNve have all that

work to do over again!" He glared at her, but theas a smile edging the
corners of his mouth. He might have convinced hat he was still angry,

had he not broken down, pulled her down besidednnthe cushions, and
murmured into her crown of curls. 'Oh, Mandy, wadtight you gave me.

And if you ever do that again I'll—I don't know wHdl do!" He kissed her

hard and long, until Liza woofed an objection, &edset the girl free. 'Damn
dog,' he muttered. 'She really does think she's yaather, doesn't she?
Now, why did you burn the manuscript?’

Mandy struggled with her thoughts. Sign-language w@mplete, concise,
but by no means equal to the spoken word. Anddusiulary was limited.
'l was afraid," she signed.



‘Afraid of what? Certainly not me?'

The dam broke, and her fears poured out as shehgabtip paper and pen. 'l
was afraid you didn't love me,' she wrote. 'l whaid | couldn't tell you. |
was afraid you wouldn't understand my limitationsas afraid of Meredith
Clemson. And then—on our wedding night—you didwtne. And that
made me more afraid.'

'Hey," he comforted softly. 'Slow down. | can'ta¢hat fast, but I'm working
atit. There's a lot | can't know about you, loves¥m trying to understand.
And on our wedding night | did come, and you weresd to the ears!

'l was not," she wrote. 'l only drank champagne. Riitherford said—I
wasn't drunk, just perhaps a little happy. Andlll ésleep. It was—a great
strain, our wedding day. But then you didn't coime iext night either, did
you?'

'l came," he said quietly. 'Lord, Amanda, you wstretched out there so
beautifully, so obviously exhausted, that | didtére to waken you. | did
manage to get you into your nightgown, and underctwvers, and then |
went back downstairs, had a cold shower, and dosledh on the

living-room sofa. That was one of the worst nights ever spent, with you
upstairs, and me down!

'‘Oh!’
'Is that all you can say? So then what happened?

'l waited for you. You said eight o'clock. | madespecial preparations. You
didn't come. It made me mad. | thought, why cam'tdik to me the way he
writes? Act the way he writes? And you didn't cofrtbought the book was
a big lie, so | burned it.’

Her husband was wearing a very sober face as hemped across the page
faster and faster. But he knew what she meant.rélhenore than one
sign-language in the world,' he said. He leaned ¢ and kissed her
gently. Her head was whirling. H#d understand! She floated on a cloud
bank so high that her feet would surely never agaioh the earth. Show me



what it is, this other sign-language, her mind efted at him, but his
thoughts were on other things.

'I've got a picnic basket in the back of the dae,'said. 'I'll go call off the

search and bring the basket out here. You lookyamiicould use some food
in you. Be a good girl. I'll be right back!" He &&d off, all the lovable,

massive size of him, and left her leaning agaimsttellis.

He loves me! He said so! What better proof couggrbwant? Unless he's
just buttering me up so I'll redo that darn manipscyWe'vegot a lot of work
to do? Hah! Be a good girl? Hah! I'm tired of beangood girl. But it takes
two to tango. I've been a good girl for twenty-gears. 1 didn't get married
to continueto be a good girl! | think I'l—her eyes droppedher clinging
briefs.

That's not nice, she told herself. To greet my hodlin a pair of dirty, wet
briefs. Now stop that immediately, her prim conacescreamed at her. Do
you know what you're doing, Amanda Small? Amanaa&tshe corrected.
Amanda Stone. Yes, | know just what I'm doing. @oksyour head in a
barrel of cold molasses!

With a very large smile on her face she walked kacthe waterfall, and

liberally splashed herself in the cold water. Theecause her briefs were
now thoroughly soaked, she peeled them off and pdphem over a

tea-rose bush near the path. There was still theltto contend with. He

won't want me to stand here with my hair all wag seasoned speciously.
So she used the towel to scrub at her hair anddiagearms, until they were
dry. Which made the towel too wet to use again aswveer. She draped it
sensibly over the rail of the gazebo to dry, anddtwaiting for her husband
to return, dressed in a very large and welcominigesm

He came up the path whistling, swinging the pidrasket at the end of one
of his long arms. She folded her arms and wondeted to do next. He was
admiring her flowers as he came, switching his éy@s side to side, until
he came up the steps of the gazebo. At which timedked up at her, and
she unfolded her arms, stretching them out in hisction. His face
registered, in rapid succession, welcome, surpasgnishment—and—
what could that last gleam be? she asked herself.



'Mandy,' he said. His voice was hoarse, his bragtinregular. There was an
excitement that drove him. She could feel it swamirom his body to hers.
He vaulted up the stairs, snatching at her as adithwater in the desert.
His arms came around her and compelled her tohestcflattening her
breasts against the cotton of his light shirt. khed wandered down across
her naked back, down to her hips, and back up again

She felt the same drive, the same compulsion. iHgefs struggled with the
buttons of his shirt, the zipper of his shorts, firegernails digging into him,
her panting, hot breath doing strange things to. ®p me! her mind
screamed at him.

He kicked off his shoes, picked her up, and carhiedto the pillow-bed.

Somehow, in the act of lowering her to the pillows rest of his clothes
disappeared. They lay together, flesh to flesheuttte open sky, locked in
by the scent of roses and their own screaming gassGradually, tenderly,
he traced lines of desire across her body, fromtigseeof her toes to her
panting mouth. Everything he touched turned hesgoirming fire. She

wiggled against him, using her hands to arousefhnther. After minutes

which seemed hours, he forced one of his legs letwer thighs. Gently,
knowing her inexperience, he coaxed her to the suanmit. And then,

exploding in a moment of wonderment, he took her.

She was swept up in the animal flame of him, urdjimg on, nibbling with
sharp teeth at the lobe of his ear, sweeping haiihacross his broad back
and down to his hips. She felt the short sharpradspain, and then
surrendered helplessly to the pounding spasmsooy ghat succeeded it. It
left them both breathless, clutching at each otherif fearing some
earthquake would dislodge them. That was the monrvlen Liza padded
up the stairs, licked his ear, and interposed bler mose between them.

'Oh, no," he groaned in a pseudo-groan. 'Just edarand already | have
mother-in-law problems!" He rolled off on to hiscka Mandy pulled his
head closer and nibbled his ear again, and thdy laoghed. The sort of
laughter between two people who knew they lived imorld apart, whose
metes and bounds were prescribed only in each.otiex gave them a
disgusted look, and ambled out to inspect the garde



Mandy pushed herself slightly away from him, andtshed like a satisfied
cat. He lay with his hands behind his head, areextty large grin spread all
over his wonderful face. Well, he must have enjos@uie part of it, she told
herself primly. She was beginning to come down frieen high, and the
pillows were scratchy and uncomfortable. Now, wioyldn't | feel that
before? she asked herself. | wonder if he—I wonidee could make me
forget it all again? What a wonderful thing it@sltave a man of your own! |
wonder if he could do it all over again? Does heeha 'start' button some
place that | could push?

She rolled over on her side, facing him, and bagaxplore with her cool

little hands. She found the button. He turned toiiederly. Slowly, using a

great deal more patience and considerable moreeexent, he proceeded to
do it all again.

They both napped, resting comfortably side by dnikearm thrown across
her body, his hand just under the swell of her &irdaza woke them up at
four o'clock. The telephone was ringing in the lWBrian raised himself
on one elbow and looked around, as if surprisedind himself in the
garden.

'Hello, Eve,' he said softly, tickling her nose.
She opened one eye, not quite prepared to facedhd. 'Eve?' she signed.

"You and I," he laughed. 'Adam and Eve in the gardeny serpents
hereabouts?'

She found him hard to understand in this mood. i8teav his rages, she
knew his love, but this light-hearted approach stdsbeyond her, and she
wanted to tread carefully. 'We have some gartekesrdown by the brook,'
she signed.

'OK," he chuckled. He stood up, and for the firsetshe really examined the
long, lanky maleness of him. All mine, she condeattd herself. Every bit

mine! She sat up, keeping as close to him as dessitit at all embarrassed
by their total nudity. That's what he means, st herself as it all became



clear. Adam and Eve, naked in the garden, knowmglrame because it did
not exist. But there's a snake somewhere, nameddillerClemson!

'Hungry?' he asked. She nodded and looked arourtdegicnic basket. He
sat down on one of the wire chairs while she sctadio her feet. The chair
swayed under his weight. She held her breath, éxjecatastrophe, but
nothing happened. She set the wire table on itsdgpiegs and began to
unpack the feast.

He stretched. The chair groaned. 'Amanda,’ he Saidhe interest of
harmony and good appetite, would you kindly coveurgelf somewhat?
The chicken looks nice, but you look nicer, and tot sure I've got the
strength.’

'Yes,' she signed. 'Whatever you say.'

'Cut out the hokum," he returned. 'I'm re-evaluathmt bit about wanting a
sweet, biddable wife!'

She turned up her nose at him, but took a minupgdoup the towel from
the rail and wrap it around her waist. 'I'm notestirat's enough, woman,' he
growled at her as he struggled into his shorts. @weel covered her
adequately from waist to knee, and she could sé&@ngpwrong with her
firm, full breasts—even though they were a litdader from unaccustomed
hands.

‘'Too bad about you,' she signed, adding a disdasnitf.

'Why, you little imp," he growled, and made threatg gestures. She
dodged around to the other side of the table, amdhid emptying the
basket.

'One hunger at a time,’ she signed to him. 'Edtieken leg. It's good for
what ails you.'

'l might have known," he sighed. 'Henpecked alrBady



Oh, no, she thought. Not henpecked. That's nowtneto start a married
life. But it's so darn hard to tell whether he needror not. Look at the big
oaf. He's wearing a mournful face-, and a put-ugititude, but his eyes are
sparking at me as if he's laughing inside. Justiity mother—whyid she
laugh like that?

'‘Apologies,’ she signed. 'l did not mean to be ybss

‘You're forgiven this time.' He waved a chicken &dher to emphasise his
point. 'But don't let it happen again.'

'No, sir," she signed, and dug into the food.

They walked more quickly up to the house. He hadetimpty picnic basket
in one hand, and kept the other around her wastoptned the back door
and stood aside for her, but she held back, lookimgn on her pride, her
refuge, her garden. Which | will never need agahg told herself. | don't
need a refuge. I've got a home to go to. She sdappefingers to get his
attention.

"You must sell the house for me," she signed. fitbeey will be part of my
dowry.'

'l don't understand the last word," he said. ShgHad out silently at her
garden, blew it a kiss off the tops of her fingéhgn led him into the warm
kitchen.

'‘Dowry,' she wrote on the kitchen slate.

'Oh, that,' he laughed. 'You're a little out ofedddve. Why should you bring
a dowry? Yourself is enough!

'‘Because | want to," she signed ferociously. Bexausan never be
independent again if | come to you with empty hamig, of course, that
part was something she didn't want him to know.



‘All right," he said, looking at the temper buildiap in her eyes. 'I'll get to it.
We'll put the money in the bank. Anything else?’

'Yes,' she signed, somewhat hesitantly. 'You haweé my lawyers. | want
you to arrange it all.'

'Odds and ends, huh?' he said. 'Of course, ldvadk into it one of these
days when | have some time.'

One of these days when I'm away from home, Mandyeut. She was
coming to know this big, proud man better by leapd bounds. And when
he went down to consult with Barton, Brown and Bushe would like to
have considerable running room between them fone! t

'So get dressed,’ he insisted, pushing her towhedstairs. She ran up them
happily, slipped into an old A- line shift whichdvaeen overlooked, found
another pair of sandals, brushed her hair, and ¢ewle down, floating off
the tops of the stairs, on top of the world.

He was waiting for her at the foot of the stai@lding out his arms. At the
third step from the bottom she wrinkled her noserat and jumped. Ready
or not, he caught her, but the impulse sent theiim foothe floor, laughing.

His hand gently touched her chin, and the worldadgd between them as
her simple dress slipped off her shoulders undeutiging of his questing
hands.

Liza came over to nose at them, decided it was pumppy play, and walked
away with considerable dignity.



CHAPTER SEVEN

MANDY didn't make it down to the kitchen until ten otdtoon Sunday
morning. It had been a glorious night. She sighaeitrospect, and stretched
all her aching muscles. A girl shouldn't be tiredthe morning, she told
herself. The ache in her bones said otherwisebksasts were tender to the
touch. But she was so pleased with herself—and Himat—she fairly
wiggled over to the stove to start the coffee platoco. His likes were
simple. Black coffee, and no conversation untilseeond cup was empty!

As the pot began to bubble there was a knock okitbleen door. When she
unbolted it, Mr Rutherford came in. He was celabathe Lord's day by

wearing a clean white shirt. Mandy was struck kgyttiought, and ran over
to hug him. His weather-bronzed face turned eliéhrker, and he cleared
his throat nervously.

‘Come to fill the swimmin'-pool," he announced. $lestured towards the
table and made drinking motions.

'Don't mind if I do," he chuckled. "You kin saydaif things without a word,
can't you?'

She smiled happily at him and picked up the kitchlarte. 'Yesterday was
the day,' she wrote.

He puzzled that in his mind. 'The day what?’

‘That was better than some others,’ she scribHkedleared his throat again.
She kissed him on the forehead, and laughed asidhily skin turned even
more red.

'What the hell is going on here?' Brian was atiber. 'Are you sitting in my
kitchen kissing my wife,

Caleb?' Mandy was startled by his anger. She pilit lends to her cheeks,
hoping that he would not explode. His hair was kedisand he was
unshaven. It was impossible to tell whether hiseavgas real or feigned.
She tried to smooth the situation by pouring hifesn



Yup,' said Mr Rutherford. 'Ain't hardly no trouaeall.’

'Well, just don't make a habit of it." Brian laughees he accepted the mug of
coffee. His left arm surrounded her and held hetica as he sat down.

'Don't take no gettin' used to," Mr Rutherford olsed. 'T'was real nice the
first try. Early bird gets the worm—Ben Franklindg#hat.'

'Amanda,’ Brian commanded. 'I'm hungry. Lots of sthing. No worms!'
She stuck out her tongue at him, but started tgwlbpia western omelette
just the same. 'Do | have to sit by the kitchenrdatoall hours with my
shot-gun, Mrs Stone?' he continued.

She nodded, a wicked gleam in her eyes, and digshdds omelette. The
kitchen door swung inward, and Aunt Rose saunténeough. She was
enveloped in an embroidered Chinese housecoat,yeltbw dragons on
each shoulder. Mandy shook her head in envy. TWasejust no possible
way thatshecould look that nice, especially in the morningploe breakfast.

'I'll have one of those,' Rose said, pointing t@Bs plate. 'Whoever would
have thought | would give up my slimming breakfast so some bride
could practise cooking?' Her whole-hearted smitk titne sting out of the
words. Amanda touched Mr Rutherford's arm and nnefilé motions.

'‘Don't mind if | do,' Caleb said, 'If it ain't nogblem.’Amanda turned back
to the stove, whistling soundlessly as her handsh#d through the
ingredients. What a glorious day, she thought,@hkipback and forth to the
table. She stopped to peer out of the window. Hedoyds were massing
over the apple orchard. She shrugged her shoul@érswhat a glorious

morning, she mouthed. Idiot!

When they had all been served she stood behind'Bighair, watching him

eat, her eyes glued on his face. Her right hantkdegsossessively on his
shoulder. He tilted his head to smile at her, wipisdips with a napkin, and
pulled her down on to his lap. She nestled thesty brms around his neck,
and nuzzled at the roughness of his chin.



'Ain't gonna fill no swimmin'-pool this way," Caleaid as he pushed back
his chair.

'Really, Brian," Aunt Rose complained. '‘Can't yauesthat sort of thing for
the privacy of your bedroom?’

‘No, | can't, he returned. 'We have more importhirigs to do in the
bedroom.’

'Well, | don't think you need to flaunt it in fronf Caleb and me," his aunt
answered in a voice that would have chilled Camétsll.

'Why not? We're got a flaunting licence. BlessedCbyirch and State, you
know.' He kissed Mandy soundly, stood her up oroler two feet, and got
up. 'We'll be at the pool, darling. We have to éhiec leaks and that sort of
thing. And the publisher has agreed to a ten-dégnsion of the deadline.’
He and Caleb went out the back door into the garaied Liza squeezed in.

'‘Come sit with me for a minute," Rose requestee. [&itted the chair that
Brian had just vacated. Mandy slipped into it, g her own coffee. Aunt
Rose sipped, then pulled out a pack of cigaretiddibone. Mandy declined
her offer.

The older woman puffed once or twice, and then ggloilne cigarette out.
'Children,' she said. 'Do you two plan to have them

Mandy wiped the kitchen slate clean. 'He hasnd,'ssine wrote.

Aunt Rose shook her head. 'That's the only thirgngymwith you, child. You
pander to that man. Don't let him treat you lilkdloarmat. A little bit of that
satisfies the male ego, but you have to assersgtiuly ou have to stand up
to him!" Mandy almost choked over her coffee.

'Why?' she scribbled on the slate.
'‘Welll" Aunt Rose was taken aback by the questarg fumbled for a

moment. '‘Because if you don't stand up to him now won't beable to
change him. He's an arrogant man!'



'l don't want to change him," Mandy wrote. 'l likien the way he is.'

Aunt Rose shook her head in disgust. She lit amatigarette, took two or
three puffs, and stubbed it out in her saucer. Matdiddered. She hated
that sort of mess. Rose returned to the attackd "pou, doyou want
children?’

'Yes. Four, if possible.’

‘Then you'd better start soon. Enjoy them while'njoyoung, that sort of
thing.'

Mandy smiled in agreement.

'So you're going to get him to change his mind?"

'‘No," she scribbled. 'My mother said that Englsh very precise language.
Brian told me before the wedding to go down to Beddinson for some
pills.'

'Oh, lord," Aunt Rose sighed. 'Birth-control pills?

That's what he said.’'

'And?' Rose prodded.

'He told me to get them. | got them. That's all.'

'‘Maybe that's why | never did get married," theeooman sighed. 'l never
was much for taking orders.'

'Me neither," Mandy scribbled.

Rose reflected. 'Be careful,’ she advised. 'Hé&lard man when you cross
him.'

Mandy watched her stroll out of the door. There waseat deal of advice in
that little sentence. She was walking a tightropy@ng to manage Brian. But



I'm not really managing him, she insisted to hérdeh just—Ilearning to
adjust! She danced as she moved from the tableetsibk, and twirled as
she stacked the dishes in the machine.

Dinner was a long way ahead, and would be typichiéw England. A
buffet of cold meats and a tossed salad. But Magltiyhe need to show off
a little on this, their first 'married’ weekend.rt$election—an upside-down
cake. She was up to her elbows in flour when thetfdoorbell rang.

The sound startled her. As far as she knew theg @xgpecting nobody, and
it was a dreary morning, weath- erwise. The bellgragain impatiently.

Mandy shrugged her shoulders and rinsed her harttie sink. There was
flour in her hair, on her nose, and on her blow&ee brushed at them
ineffectively.

The bell rang again, as if someone was keepingigefion the button.
Mandy wiped her hands on her jeans and ran towlegsg door. Liza

huffed, but stayed under the table. The hall fiwas highly polished, and
Amanda Stone felt very young. She slid the lastéehy bumping up against
the door with both hands extended, laughing sosgstie The bell rang
again. She wiped away the smile, tugged at thercofl her blouse, and
opened the door.

An impatient young man brushed her aside, carv@dsuitcases across the
threshold, and dropped them on the floor. He wihana thin, with smooth
black hair and a ridiculous handlebar moustache.gtey three-piece suit
was impeccable. He took her to be a servant.

'Edward Clemson,' he announced. 'lI've come to dfbmy sister. We're a
little early, but I'm sure Brian won't mind.’

Mandy looked him over, her hands folded behindldazak. It took hardly a
minute to decide that he was a most unlikeable rhad.she didn't mind at
all that he thought her a servant. After all, teevants inthis house were
treated like family! Come to think of it, he jusight make a good butler.

A woman was coming up the steps behind him. Mandiyegl. The girl was
shorter than her brother, but with his narrow fdder raven hair dropped



down to shoulder-length, with tiny curls set oviee ears. Each little hair
was meticulously in place. Her face was carefulpdsup, and her dress a
designer's delight. It clung to her over-ripe cariike a second skin.

Mandy managed to get her breathing apparatus wgpdgain. Oh, my! And
this is the girl that Brian chased all over Eurtwe years ago? And caught
her, | suppose, she thought glumly. A sharp pahblstd her in the pit of her
stomach. It's not fair, she told herself. | neederione alone with Brian. It's
just not fair!

'It's the dumb one,"' Meredith Clemson said to hether. "You remember
Aunt Rose wrote about Brian's new sparrow withidteken wing? I've got
to make him give up these charitable projects sf' iWeredith walked
around Mandy, examining her from every angle, atkirtg to her brother
as if Amanda Stone could neither hear nor talk.

‘A babe in arms," Meredith continued. 'And a honwalg, thank the Lord.
Look at the mess she's in. It shouldn't take muule to brush her out of
here.’

Edward chuckled as he reached over and touchedWsactin. She backed
away from him. 'I'm sure it won't take you longdean house,' he told his
sister, 'but don't write this one off too easiliieSould be a cute little bird if
she had enough attention.'

'Don't be silly, dear,” Meredith purred. 'She lobke some sort of tomboy.
And obviously she's the kitchen help. My worriesrevg@ointless.’ She
turned to Amanda. 'Well, don't just stand there, §f#o something! Tell
Brian that we're here. Edward has to return to NetvBring the luggage.
And bring me a cup of coffee in the study." Shé&sthoff down the hall.

Amanda tried to follow her, but found her path led. Edward evidently
had more time to spare than his sister thoughtragged Mandy against the
wall by pushing hard up against her in a bear-magping both her arms at
her sides. She sparked anger at him, but withrnes kocked in his vice, and
her body movements prohibited by his weight, tiveae practically nothing
her karate training could do to help.



She struggled anyway, using her feet to kick outiat. He foiled that by

turning his body a half-turn sideways, and restatighis weight on her.

Gradually he brought his lips down on hers, prokagginst the teeth she
had clamped shut. Down the hall his sister stoothatstudy door and
laughed.

This one is a strange one, Mandy thought. His kiss rough. His
moustache rubbed a raw spot on her upper lip. EHkeck of tobacco. He
pressed his lips harder against hers, trying tkewreaction. He got it.
Utter contempt.

Could it be that Brian is the only man who knowsvho kiss me? she asked
herself. The thought let her relax. Edward todkiita submission sign, and
increased the pressure. He pinned her againstaheand freed one hand. It
began to wander down her side, smoothing her hgmgr towards her
breast.

Mandy struggled harder, kicking viciously at hinut Imissing. The back of
her heels drummed against the wall as she swundelér echoing her
protest down the hall.

The kitchen's swinging door slammed open, bangarg lagainst its stop.
Liza came charging out, her paws scrabbling ampisig on the polished
floor. Meredith was in the way of the animal's ragicharge, and was
knocked down for her troubles. Edward failed tortiea dog coming, as his
back was turned. Liza caromed into him, knockinthibee and Mandy to the
floor. She scrambled away from him, huddling hdrgelthe corner. He

struggled to his feet. Liza glared at him, takingoaition astraddle Mandy's
huddled form.

'Call off your damn dog," Edward shouted in a ftegted tone. 'It wasn't
meant to be a great rape scene!" He raised an rarilandy's general
direction. Liza snapped at it, catching the cldtthe jacket in her big teeth,
and tearing it half off him. She dropped her gripthe cloth and stalked
him. He backed up slowly, keeping his face turredards the animal. His
teeth were chattering. The front door was stillropde backed out and
down the stairs. The dog followed him, each stegpapanied by a deep,



menacing growl. When he bumped into the side oMhstang he fumbled
for the door, fell into the front seat, and slamntteel door behind him.

The dog put her front paws on the car window anthiée tongue hang out.
Edward struggled to raise the window as high agoitld go, then climbed

over into the driver's seat and tried the staltéailed to catch. Liza dropped
off the near side of the car and went around twther side, baying at him.
He ground the starter again, clashed the gears,lspuear tyres in the loose
gravel, and zoomed away.

The dog took a few steps down the drive to make &@r wasn't coming
back, then turned and thumped her way up the dtamghere Mandy still
crouched in her corner.

Mandy tugged at the dog's ears and hugged thehgadtto her breast. Like
the Hound of the Baskervilles, she told hersele Bad read the book twice,
and seen the movie four times. She struggled tdew®sty resting her hand
comfortably on the dog's head. Amanda Stone an@gswart service! The
thought tickled her, and relieved the ball of tenghat had been hovering in
the pit of her stomach. Twice, in this house, shd heen attacked and
unable to scream. And both times she had beeneds@&@bo theravere
compensations in this adult world!

Meredith Clemson was still sitting on the floor,darstate of shock. Mandy
started towards her, wondering if Brian had heaednoise. What would
have happened if Brian had come to her rescuegrrdétian Liza? He had
such a terrible temper...

What a day this had been so far. She had kissethtwe men. Would Brian
appreciate her increasing experience? Somehow slbtetl it. Mr
Rutherford had been nice. Edward Clemson had beay, dike kissing a
dead fish!

Meredith had struggled to her own feet, and wasdryto restore her
clothing to perfection. But there was a tremorheg torner of her mouth,
which she was trying to hide. She extracted a camparor from her bag,
and was doing something to her face. That's winaet, Mandy sighed. |
need to know something about makeup. | need alhéfg| can get!



As Mandy approached, the other girl backed slomty the study. It was the
dog, of course, Mandy told herself. Nobody wouldabaid of just me. She
snapped her fingers at Liza, then gave a commatichar index finger. The
dog stared at her, as if debating the order, thaduglly, in sections, sat
down at the door. Mandy followed the other woman the room.

Meredith inspected the dog carefully, then seemédtht some assurance,
and relaxed. 'Edward was only teasing," she trilled

Mandy stared at her out of a solemn face. I'll petthe was teasing. Just like
a crocodile teases! Meredith sat down in one of dherstuffed chairs,
carefully smoothing her skirts around her. Mandyppled down into the
opposite chair, and they stared at each other.

You're the hostess, Mandy told herself. Do somegth®he snapped her
fingers for attention. 'Coffee?' she mouthed, aratlendrinking gestures
with her hands.

‘Yes, bring some coffee. Black. Bring a cup for ngalf, too. We can talk
together until Brian comes.'

Mandy jumped up and walked out to the kitchen. Wesmassed Liza, the big
dog turned its head to watch. 'Guard,' she sighallbe dog put its head
down on the floor, muzzle pointed at Meredith.

In the kitchen there was coffee left in the pertmlgbut it was cold. Bring a
cup for yourself, too. Mandy snorted. The greatyladll condescend to
drink coffee with the kitchen help! That's funnyekédith had changed her
approach in seconds. The snake has two skins? &tte something. What?
Certainly not coffee. She fumbled in one of thelmards until she found an
old jar of instant coffee. The powder was stale dne made a small pot of it
anyway. Mandy hoped she hated instant coffee. Malibavas allergic to it,
and would break out all over her face? That mighhice. In a determined
mood, Mandy set up the tray and carried it oveheostudy.

Meredith was all smiles. 'Sit here.' She pointethéocouch next to her. She
raised her voice, too, as if being unable to speagt affect Mandy's ability
to hear. And perhaps her brain too. 'I'll pourd¢b#fee, and we'll have a nice



talk. Youcanhear me?' Mandy nodded, and offered a vacuoug stiid
you have some means of communication?'

Mandy pointed to the pad and pencils on the tdbéar Brian. Every room
in the house now had a dozen pads and a millionilséishe picked up a
pad, squirmed herself comfortably on to the couahlaoked up.

Meredith was laughing, a high, shrill titter. 'Pd&nian. Forced to talk to a
pencil. He must love that!" Mandy made no answéell, | mustn't keep you
too long from your kitchen duties, my dear. By thay, this is lovely

coffee!’

And so much foyourtaste, Mandy thought. She had taken one sip frem h
own mug, and knew it tasted like dishwater.

'‘And you can't make a sound?' Meredith probed. Mahdok her head. The
other girl laughed. ‘It must be pretty boring ardinere for Brian. I'll have to
do something about that quickly.'

Mandy felt another pain in her stomach. You'reaibthat sure of Brian, are
you? she mocked herself. This woman was deterntméarn the knife in
the wounds, and Mandy was feeling uncomfortablesutitht piercing eye.
'Have you been here long?"

Mandy nodded. 'All my life," she wrote.

'‘No, I mean in this house.'

Mandy held up five fingers.

'Five months?'

Mandy pulled over the pad and wrote, 'Five weeks.'

'Why, and you're just a child, aren't you? How aid you?"



I'm twenty-one going on ninety-five, Mandy thoughtit she held up two
fingers on one hand, and one on the other.

‘Twenty-one?' Meredith mused. 'Funny. You hardigklsixteen." Mandy
shrugged. What could one say to a statement |&€ tBy the way, where is
Brian?'

'Filling the swimming-pool," Mandy wrote.

'‘Wonderful," Meredith gurgled. 'l love swimmingvd' brought oodles of
swimwear with me.’

I'll just bet you have, Mandy thought grimly. Andaol of them with less
material than the one before!

'‘And some of them are so daring, | wonder thahBNe the nerve to wear
them," Meredith concluded.

| wonder too, Mandy raged, but I'm sure you'll fihé nerve. Damn it!

'Do you swim yourself?' The question struck Mandptrbetween the eyes.
She had not thought about swimming in years. Natesithe wild African
storm— the blood dripping down her forehead. Sinestd, and bowed her
head.

'‘No," she wrote, 'l don't swim."

'‘Ah,' Meredith said. The single word was loadechwiteaning. The woman
could read facial expressions, and Mandy was urtatdehool her face on a
subject like swimming. She was beginning to feetyvgoung, very
inexperienced, very insecure. Brian, her mind soex | need you!

The inquisition went on. 'And you were born in tai®a? You must have
known Brian for some time?'

Mandy shook her head. 'For five weeks,' she wrote.



'Why, then, you're practically strangers, areni3dVieredith trilled. She
must practise that sound a lot, Mandy thoughtolingls too stupid to be
natural. 'Of course, you realise that Brian andel @d friends," Meredith

continued. 'He chased me all over Europe, tryingetiome to marry him. It

was a case of poor timing. | wasn't ready for nageithen. Too bad, really.
But now that he's an established author, and femayears older, I'm ready
to settle down. | suspect that he'll be poppingotirestion pretty soon. | plan
to stay four or five weeks. That should give himei enough, don't you
think?' She was reflecting to herself, rather tbammenting to Mandy. 'l

think you should plan to go home by that time, neard she continued. 'l
wouldn't want you cluttering up the house afteaBrand | are married. You
do understand?’

Amanda's eyes widened. She bit on her knuckle. tsfial expression

flashed across Meredith's face. 'You poor childg said, obviously not
meaning it. 'l do believe you've got a crush oraBiyourself, haven't you?'
Mandy nodded. 'That's very naughty of you," Metethughed. 'And now

that I'm back you'll have to transfer your attentio someone more in your
line. | suppose you think he cares for you too?"

Mandy thought that one over, chewing on the erfteofpencil, then printed
a large 'Yes' across the page of her pad.

‘That's ridiculous.' Meredith leaned closer to Néfhatever gave you the
idea that Brian cared for such a frimpy little thiikke you?"

| wondered myself, Mandy thought. And Brian musténéghought a great
deal about Meredith. | suppose I'll have to be nacéer, even though it
hurts.

'Well?' Meredith demanded. 'What gives you the itiehd he cares anything
about you?'

Mandy grabbed her pad in a firm hand. 'l think hees something for me.
He married me last Tuesday,' she wrote.

Meredith jumped up from the couch. Her coffee-cplashed over and fell
on to the thick rug. Her face contorted. 'Why, yging, stupid, dumb little



bitch!" she screamed. 'Did you think I'd let you g@&ay with something like
that?' She flexed her fingers and extended thdwe claws.

Liza got up from her guard-post at the door andkedlinto the room.
Meredith saw the dog out of the corner of her egd backed away,
screaming curses in English and French. Mandy giediber shoulders, got
up, and walked towards the door, where she snapgrdthgers and ordered
Liza to follow. She made it to the door just in énAs she stepped into the
hall the coffee- tray crashed into the wall justias away from the door.Big
temper, small aim, Mandy told herself fiercely dw spicked up her
cake-making where she had left off. | wonder if rgbedy Brian knows
throws things? For another ten minutes she coudd Neeredith raging in
the study.



CHAPTER EIGHT

MANDY was just putting the cake in the oven when AunsdRoame in
through the outside door. 'l thought | heard a cotion. Is there any
trouble?' At that moment there came a crash osdltasn the study.

‘Trouble,"” Mandy scribbled on the slate. 'Miss Migte Clemson. She is
unhappy.'

'‘Meredith? Oh, my! So what's her problem?’

'She just found out that | am Mrs Brian Stone.'

'Oh, gracious,' Rose fluttered. 'l knew it wasaalnistake, bringing them
here. But they weren't supposed to come for anatieek. How could she
be here today?'

'Look in the study," Mandy scribbled.

'l know Meredith has a temper,’ Rose said, 'but &dws usually able to
keep her under control. Edward. Her brother. Didbme?"

'Yes.'
'And where is he?"

'He left quickly." Mandy's hand was tired from wrg. She erased the slate
and flexed her hand.

'‘Amanda Stone!" Aunt Rose had a temper of her beimg a Stone born and
bred. 'Why did he leave so quickly?

Mandy sighed. There seemed to be no way to aveigtbblem, and, while
she didn't mind embroidering the truth on occasstie, was dead set against
an outright lie.

'Liza tried to bite him,' she wrote.



'Oh, my! That's not a nice way to welcome peopleohder what Brian will
think of that?'

What indeed? Mandy thought. If he comes and conmatise with me I'll
cry. | really will. There was another resoundingstr from the study.

'l guess I'll have to see about restoring peacerit RRose declared. She
looked at Mandy again with the same sort of pigyciearch that Brian used,
and then she walked out.

Mandy looked around the kitchen and sighed. Thas just too much to
clean up after her baking spree. She began. Thie was hard, but it kept
her mind from thinking too much. I wish | could eam, she thought. | wish
| had the nerve to be like all the rest of the 8toand throw things. He'll be
furious when he comes in. She's a guest in theehdug that doesn't give
her the right to wreck the place.

Brian came in at two o'clock, whistling. He caudetr up by the waist,
kissed her briefly, and disappeared into the regtehouse. Mandy shook
herself, and pulled the cake out of the oven. Amellsad barely set the pan
out to cool when he was back again.

'‘Mandy,' he said grimly, ‘come with me to the dgiimoom.' She gestured
towards the cake on the table. 'Now!" he comman8kd.ducked her head,
and followed him slowly out into the hall. Meredittas already waiting for
them in the dining-room, staring out of the sidadaw. She had heard them
come in, but she waited until the last minute, #esh acted surprised.

'Oh, there you are, Brian," she purred. She pub&ed on Brian's arm. 'And
that naughty child.'

'‘Amanda,’ Brian said, 'Meredith tells me that yet lsiza at her and her
brother this noontime. She tells me that Liza kmacker down, and bit
Edward. Is that true?'

She felt as if the bottom of her world had fallern.aVhy me? she yelled at
herself. Why is he blaming me? 'Not exactly,’ slymexd, and her face
reflected her mutinous feelings. He shrugged istéfnly.



'Did Liza knock Meredith down?' She nodded. 'Didd_bite Edward?' She
nodded again, and started to sign an explanatierhétd up his hand and
stopped her.

‘There's no use talking further about it. Meredithll you excuse us,
please?’

Meredith patted his arm. 'Don't be too hard on Beian. After all, she's
only a child.’

'She is not a child,’ Brian said coldly. '‘And eveshe were—well, please
excuse us.' The woman nodded and walked out ditieg-room. Mandy
could see the very self-satisfied look on her f&r&n could not. There was
a strange look in his eyes as he watched Meredi@parture. Tenderness?
Love? Mandy cringed at the thought.

‘This is inexcusable," he said. 'You know that Lara Mitchell are trained
attack dogs. They're as dangerous as loaded guastofthink that one of
them would be set to attack our guests—our guestg] you—is a terrible
thing. It must never happen again. And, more tian, § expect you to be
polite to our guest—to Aunt Rose's guest, to betexa

She tried to explain again, sure that a few wordsld straighten out the
whole mess, but he brushed it aside. 'No!" he 8aidll say no more about
it. See that it doesn't happen again. You're mg wibt a child, and | expect
better things of you!" He turned his back on het stalked out.

*

Amanda stood at the window, clenching and unclengihier fists. Why,
that arrogant, opinionated, imbecilic, stubborn m@udge and jury and
prosecutor, all in one. | didn't even get to erdeplea! And that rotten
trouble-making overblown hag! I'm supposed to staek and take it? Go
down on my knees and beg forgiveness, or somethswget, biddable
Amanda. Hah!

She stomped out into the kitchen, scowling so Btetimat even Liza
struggled to get out of the way. And now | suppbsehinks I'll run back



into the kitchen and make dinner for him and hdylkove! Well, two can
play at that game!

The cake was sitting in the middle of the tableitiwa for its frosting, but it
had fallen in the middle. That does it, she toldsbi. She picked up the
innocent cake, broke it into three pieces, andwhiteem out of the back
door on to the patio. Mitchell welcomed the giftlaut complaint. Damn
the man, she roared silently. Double damn! The pédie was near to hand.
It scaled across the kitchen, smashed into theyegftor, and splintered into
a thousand pieces. The crash made a very satisfygisg, but it was not
enough. She stormed in circles around the kitcpeking up anything that
came to hand, and throwing it at the opposite wall.

The war might have continued, but it suddenly $tiuer that, the more she
threw, the more she would have to clean up aftetsvdt brought her to a
halt in the centre of the room, hands quiveringeatsides. That impossible
scraggy man! And his well-travelled, shopworn, féanaompanion—
mistress? Damn! And he expects a tasty cold ptatdihner? Hah!

Liza did her best to hide behind the refrigeradandy smiled sarcastically
and took revenge on her husband. She opened tigerator and extracted
the platter of cold meats over which she had labdlwvingly earlier. The
big dog watched cautiously as the entire dinner seaglown on the floor.
Mandy smiled from ear to ear as the dog lost henmmaes and made short
work of his supper. Himself! That ought to teach him a lessé®.could
nibble on the tossed salad. She set that out imilldle of the table, and
started for the door.

Aunt Rose came in just as Mandy was going out. 68liriour-thirty," that
worthy lady warned her. 'We don't want to be latdthe meal when we
have a guest in the house. What's for supper?’

Mandy gestured towards the salad bowl, sittingolitary splendour on the
table. That's all? Tossed salad? Meredith doearet for salads.’

'‘Good," Mandy mouthed.

'Why, you're crying, child. What's the matter?’



She struggled to free a pad from her pocket. 'hatti she wrote. 'I'm going
to my room.’

'‘Good idea, love. You have plenty of time to chanjeset the table.’

‘Not for me," Mandy scribbled. 'l am not going taee food with him ever
again!'

'Why—what's the matter?' the aunt stuttered. "Yeoudst your cool! Just
look at you.'

'I don't want to look at me,’ she scribbled.

'l—well—all right, but you have to remember thauyre the hostess here,
not me. Shall I tell him you have a headache?'

‘Tell him my stomach hurts,' she wrote. 'Tell hiuelcome to my senses and
have run away. Tell him--" The point of her persnipped. She threw it
down, brushed past Aunt Rose and ran up the sfalivs.had no further

reserves of strength to draw on. Before she wasvaglup the stairs the

tears came, full- flowing, unrestrained. The sileolbs shook her frame like
a hurricane. Behind her, as she ran, she couldehe@p of conversation.

‘Just what the devil did you do to Amanda?' hig @e@manded. The answer
was not clear. Down the hall her legs led her teltty to
his—their—bedroom. Surrounded by all his thinggréhwas some relief.
The tears dried. She pulled out her oldest nigttstand snuggled into the
huge bed. Her mind whirled. At the first sign o$tdirbance he had sided
with Meredith. She needn't have worried about comgating with
him—he hadn't given her a chance. Not a word inowar defence. It had
happened, so Meredith must be right!

She boiled in anger, pounding on the pillows widr fst. I'll show him
biddable, she promised herself fiercely, and, mtecther surprise, fell
asleep.

The clink of glasses and an occasional burst affitar coming up from the
open window of the dining-room woke her up. Theditlock by her bed



registered ten o'clock. She felt curiously refreklealm, as she listened. It
was Meredith Clemson at her vintage best. Merettiéhhunter, stalking.
»,And she's stalkingnyhusband! she thought. Like a fool | ran away affid le
the battlefield all to her. Amanda Stone, you aeeliiggest, most stupid fool
in the world!

She tossed and turned until one o'clock, when slaedhhis hand on the
doorknob. He stomped into the room, slammed his waythe bathroom,

and she could hear the shower running. When he oafrtee was muttering

under his breath. The bed swayed as he climbe@&sidé her. One hand
reached out for her. Still boiling in anger, shidegbaway from it, landed on
the floor, and scrambled for the bedside chairskkeup in the bed, hands
behind his head.

'l take it you're angry with me?"

'Yes,' she signed, with her fingers, her eyesfégal expression, and her
body movements. The whole range. He sighed.

'Amanda,’ he said softly, 'you know those dogsdarggerous.'

'l know,' she signed. Her fingers were stiff frdme iveight of her anger, and
had to be disciplined.

'‘And you don't think | should have reprimanded you?
'‘No,' she signed, and glared at him.

'‘Amanda,’ he said patiently. 'l grew up with Edwartd Meredith. I've
known them all their lives. | have no reason tokhthat Meredith would lie
to me about something like that. Why would you etpme to act
otherwise?'

'I'm your wife," she signed grimly. He reacted l&kenan who had just locked
his keys inside the car. His face paled, and thered red about the ears. A
moment's pause.



‘You're right,’” he admitted grudgingly. 'l shoul@vie thought of that.
Explain what happened.’

'No," she signed. "You have to trust me. I'm yoife w

Another long silence as he digested an unpalatalile He shifted uneasily
in the bed. He sighed gustily. 'I've a lot to leabvout being a husband.
You're right again, Amanda. What can | say? | agis®with all my heart.
You are my wife, and Idotrust you!

Mandy's pent-up breath rushed out of her in a disigle sigh of relief. He
looked startled. It was the first vocal noise hel lexer heard her make.
‘Then you do forgive me?'She started to nod, aed gtopped. There was
more unfinished business. 'The other night," stneesl. "You promised to be
home at eight. You didn't come. Why?'

Her glare was met by a flash of something in hisseyevils peered out at
her. He waved one hand casually, but the cornerhiosfmouth were
twitching, giving away the whole show. 'I'm yourstvand, Amanda,' he said
with a chuckle. 'You have to trust me.

Hoist by her own petard, she stood frozen in thddtei of the floor. His
smile expanded into a grin. She fought againstebponse, but her sense of
humour slowly overcame all the anger. It drainetl @fuher, and left her
laughing. 'Do you trust me?' he probed.

His vocabulary was too small to understand alltst to say. It's time for
Plan B, she told herself. Her fingers fumbled wib buttons of her shirt,
and it slowly tumbled to the floor.

She came skipping down the stairs the next morraadjappy as a child.
Rose, Brian, Meredith, and Mrs Duggan were alhatlireakfast table. She
kissed Aunt Rose, signed, 'l love you,' to Briad amen managed a smile
for Meredith. They all laughed at her little-gig@earance, accentuated by a
demure white-frilled blouse and dark jeans.



'‘Good morning, love,' Brian said. 'Are you feelingtter after last night?’
She looked at him with the devil in her eyes.

‘Late night or early night?' she signed. He chaledthis coffee.

'What in the world are you doing with your fingeérb®redith asked. "You
know we really missed you last night, so Brian &hdd to spend the whole
evening in each other's company. And | had to ntlag&elinner.’

The purr of satisfaction was recognised all arotinedtable.

And how about that? Mandy groaned to herself. Nidy bas she a classy
chassis, but she can cook too! If | let her getyawah more of this she'll
cook my goose! Poor put-upon girl. You had to pptwith my husband
until one o'clock in the morning. But then he catmane! Now there's a
compromise we might live with. You can have himth#é evenings, and I'll
have him all the nights! Her own vehemence madeghsp, and she must
have been moving her lips, because Brian was wagdier with narrowed
eyes. Amanda Stone, she lectured herself, you ezening a little bitch.
Contritely she came to the table and picked uslze.

'Meredith," she wrote, 'l apologise for yesterdélel husband caught the
message and smiled at her. He pulled her ovenmahd sat her on his knee,
nuzzling at the nape of her neck.

'l understand,” Meredith returned. Her voice wakl,cand whatever that
look was, it wasn't forgiveness. 'I'm sure it wle@o upsetting. But then
you are so young, my dear, and with that territdadicap...' She left the
statement hanging in the air and concentrated anBShall we spend the
day basking by the pool?' she purred. 'All thateting yesterday was just
too tiring for words.'

'l suppose we could," he answered, 'but it's a iwgray for Amanda. You
know, last night the bride, this morning the offistave. We had a
manuscript almost ready to mail, and some terabl@dent happened to it.
Mandy has to retype it if we plan to eat next week.



'For goodness' sake," Aunt Rose chimed in, 'don'thave anything to wear,
child, except those disreputable jeans?"

'Why don't you slip into a bikini and join us attpool for a few minutes?"
Meredith asked. She was trying to sound casual, theitwords were
strained.

What does she want now? Mandy puzzled. And whattsgvwith my
jeans? They're clean, perfectly respectable, amyg taro years old. But
watch little Miss Meredith. She knows about me wadker. She knows, and
she's trying to figure some advantage out of itatthe devil is Brian up to?
Meredith is her usually hateful self, Brian acts ib$ie's got a guilty
conscience, and Aunt Rose is on the war-path atmgutlothes! Heaven
help me, are thegll after my scalp?

But not my Brian, of course. Her heart swelledust him, and he trusts me,
and if that's a gleam in his eye it's got nothimgld with scalps. See.am
learning something about marriage!

She leaned over to kiss the top of her husbandd, modded to the others,
and went over to the workroom. Brian joined hereav fminutes later,
bringing her a second cup of coffee.

'l hate to see you work like this," he said, 'batde have to meet a deadline.’
She nodded warily. Things were not quite as cleduig typist as they were
to the great author. 'l think I'll take a few hoafsmyself.' He was watching
her out of the corner of his eye, to judge her tteac She maintained a
solemn face. After all, she told herself, he'stbetshovel, so why shouldn't
| see how deep a grave he's going to dig for hifpsel

"'l try to amuse Meredith and keep her out of ybair. She really bugs you,
doesn't she, Mandy?"

She manufactured a sunny smile for his benefitab®med it meant an
approval. He kissed her gently, and rushed out@fdoom. There's no fire,
love, she yelled silently after him. Take your timide shark is upstairs
sharpening her teeth. But again, he was not orfrequency, and all her
smart remarks were wasted.



It took some time for her to sort out all the tap®ke had hardly started
when she felt a tap on her shoulder. She remowetdhdset and swivelled
her chair around.

Meredith was standing there, dressed in the skishfi&ini bottom that
Amanda had ever seen. 'I'm having terrible trowbta this bikini top,' she
purred. 'Would you mind helping me fasten it?dogerribly hard," Meredith
continued, leaning forward, ‘when you have suchllafijure, you know.'
How in the world would | know? Mandy asked hersé&lfhe's making me
feel like a case of stunted growth. For years Marthd been—
well—satisfied, with her 34-21-34 figure. But camrfited with Meredith's
massive construction she felt like a flat boardefBhwas a noise at the door.
Meredith turned in that direction just as Brian eaim

'‘Oops,’ he said, and turned to leave.

'Don't be a prude,’ Meredith purred. 'It's onlytiéel problem with a twisted

strap. Mandy is helping me with it." But Mandy adulot help but notice

how slow the other woman had been in covering hemdis. She jumped up
from her typing chair, untwisted the strap and galyaknotted the strings
back with a square knot. She tied it tightly, |eayiittle room for breathing.

Then, for good measure, she added another knatpooftthe first.

And just you try to get out of that, baby, she nhedt The game was being
so over-played that it was funny. Even Brian looksdf he knew what was
going on.

'Well, whatever,” Brian laughed. He looked like Apoin his
swimming-trunks, Mandy thought, and there was eltat her throat as she
devoured him with her eyes. ‘Let's get to the pdeledith. And you, slave,
back to work." He stood in front of her for a momédiis hand gentle on her
shoulder. Mandy snatched up her pad, and justdohhsband's eyes she
wrote, 'Put your eyeballs back in. They droop, koaw.’

'The eyeballs?' he chuckled. Mandy kicked at hideaand missed. Brian
laughed wickedly as he scooped one hand under Mes@lbow and
escorted her out to the pool. His wife leaned entyipewriter for a moment,



shaking her head in disgust. It took another fivautes for her to calm
down enough to get to work.

She stopped for a noon break. With the window oped,her ears no longer
impeded by the headset, she could hear the chatidgn occasional scream
of delight, from the pool. She walked over to themdow. Meredith and
Brian were lying side by side on an inflatable mest$, and he was tickling
the woman. Mandy gritted her teeth, then bit visiguinto the ham
sandwich which Mrs Duggan brought in. Aunt Rose eatong, singing
under her breath, holding a plastic tape-measure.

'Stand up straight, dear,' she said. Mandy comphatke measured and
checked and noted, all the time humming away tedierShe raised a
guestioning eyebrow.

'Did you ever wonder how a woman can get to beg/dixe and not know a
thing about housekeeping?' Rose was in a gay nmandpubt of that. 'It's
because the only thing I've ever been interestedas clothing design. I'm
going into the city this afternoon. You can't exipteccompete when you
dress like a poor relation.'

Mandy shook her head, not comprehending. 'Whyldweé to compete with
someone?' she wrote.

'Do you want to keep your husband?’
'Of course | do.'

‘Then shut up and stand still,’ Aunt Rose mutte®de measured and
checked one more time. Then, still humming underbineath, she walked
out. Mandy watched her go, a whimsical smile onfaee. They're all a

bunch of fruitcakes, all these Stones, she tolddierAnd what was that
tune Rose was singing? A theme song from some mendiieourse, 'Les

Girls!" Now what in the devil was she up to?

Mandy shrugged her shoulders. It was somethingwsige doing a lot of
lately. Shrugging her shoulders, that was. She Waci to work and kept at
it for approximately five minutes. The voices otttee swimming- pool had



become suspiciously quiet. The stacks of tapesghadn smaller, but not
much. Sweet, biddable Amand#ped the paper out of her typewriter,
ripped the cover again as she shoved it down om#whine, and stood up.
With shoulders aching, she stacked the finishe@&gaand stretched. What
was it Daddy used to say? 'The mind can accomplign as much as the
seat can endure.' Bingo. What the devil is goingponthere betweemy
husband and that—woman? Well, Simon Legree Stbreskave has typed
her last tape. Amanda Stone is no longer a tapastypo matter what
happens!

She rubbed her sore flanks, went out to the kit¢bgather Liza up, and the
pair went off for their usual walk. They strolledrfa good half-hour,

through the garden and up the hill until they reacthe sharp cliffs that
dropped down into the Atlantic. She stretched auther stomach and
peered over. It was an awesome sight. Finally we daf them sauntered
back to the house through the pool area. Briangoa@ into the house, but
Meredith was still stretched out on the air mattyéke some overgrown cat.

'‘Come for a swim, have you?' the woman asked. Maledyed the idea by
shaking her head.

"You really miss the best of everything. Look haalepyour skin is, my dear.
Don't you ever sunbathe?' Mandy signalled dernveell, of course, you
really wouldn't look—er—competitive in a swimsuitsuppose,’ Meredith
continued. 'Women who wear such loose clothing liyshave something to
hide, don't you think? Poor child. You do underdtén

Oh, I understand, all right, Mandy told herseltuinderstand that you're a
first-class bitch. But you can't expect to takerawy husband just because
you look like a—like a battleship in heat. I'm $itag a new campaign. If |
keep my husband thoroughly satisfied every niglttuinbedroom, he won't
have the strength to giy®ua tumble, lady!

"You surprise me," Meredith continued her gratimguisition. 'I've known
Brian for such a long time. He's always been atchto women who are
rather more f ully—er—developed.'



You're equating quantity with quality, Mandy giggle® herself. But she had
to get out from under this interrogation. She tdrteelook at the pool. It was
the first time she had actually been this closenwitevas filled. It lay
parallel to the ballroom, but was shut off on &@les by staggered wooden
walls, which served as wind-screens. The waterandark blue. She stared
into it, mesmerised, both attracted and repelled.

Mandy could remember how, as a little girl, she hadfather had played
water games. He had been so proud of her whenashpleted her Junior
Red Cross swimming tests. She had loved the wateose long- ago days.

But now there were too many dark shadows in hedn®e struggled with
the locked door in her mind, but it would not op8he knew that she feared
the water with an unholy passion, but could noteerner why. Did notlare
to remember why.

Warily she backed away from the edge of the podrédith was studying
her, seeing the fear gleaming in her eyes, andrtizen look of horror on
her face. The older woman got up and disappearthdrthe edge of the
wind-screens. Mandy remained, fighting her feansd #hen Himself came
out, dressed for dinner.

‘Nearly time to eat, dear,' he said. 'Have you lz#e to relax a little?' She
smiled up at him, but was unable to still the qtirvg of her body. He kissed
the tip of her nose.

Why do | doubt that he loves me? she asked heBgithen, | don't. What |
doubt—what | fear—is that I'm not enough woman a&him! Sooner or
later the silence may defeat me!

'Will you look at that?' he interrupted. 'The peadhly been filled for two
days, and already there's grass in it." He hadrhisaround her, and tugged
her forward as he moved to the edge of the poot. felet were on the
concrete lip when her frantic struggling got throug him.

'Hey now,' he said, holding her tightly. 'It's oslgme junk in the pool!" She
struggled harder, beating against his chest witth Ib@ands, and making
weak mewling noises from deep in her stomach.



'‘My lord, you're really in a panic. What's the totej love?' He swept her up
in his arms and carried her away from the poolkliaca metal lawn chair
some twenty feet from the water. 'What is it, MaPidye pressed her. She
clamped a rigid control on her nerves and triednswer him. Somehow, in
the last minutes, she had lost her pad. She tnigds,svery slowly,
emphasising with facial expressions. 'The watke 'sgned, remembering a
flash. 'l couldn't get out. | thought | would drow@he offered him her wrist,
where she now wore the Medic-Alert badge as a lradde turned the
badge over, and read as if for the first time.

'l should have known," he muttered, apparently yngith himself.
'Hydrophobia. Fear of water! Oh, my poor, dear Manbu're married to a
colossal fool!" It hardly seemed proper to agrethwim. She ducked her
head away to conceal her face. He picked her umbtlte chair and sat
down himself, resting her in his lap. His hands swwp and down her
spine, comforting. Gradually she relaxed and sraedydilerself up against
him. After a time he got up again, and set her badke chair. 'Wait here,’
he said, ‘while | go find us a drink. You'll be OkKShe nodded weakly. He
left on his errand of mercy.

After he had gone she began to lecture herself.ndim&tone, twenty-one
years old, and you let yourself go like some ssbhoolgirl. No wonder

people call you ‘child’ all the time. She forced tnewilling muscles to lever

her up from the chair. Each step towards the weadsragony. But she kept it
up until she had driven herself to the lip of tl®ip

Mandy stopped there, just inches from the edgéndether eyes roam
around the pool itself, but avoiding the watertolok considerably more
courage to command herself to look down. The sunsiing rapidly, and
the water*was turning dark, more ominous. Sheestifher first burst of
panic, and, just as she was congratulating her ibyaelf, she felt a hand
in the middle of her back, pushing her forward wrably, over the lip of the
pool and down into the dark death that reachedaseize her.

Her scream was soundless. Her fears for herselfdamver be enough for
her to force open that tightly closed door in hémanShe hit the water with
an awkward splash, barely loud enough to be hededvdeet away, and
then her mind broke under the terror. Far in thekbeound, completely



divorced from her realities, from her dark, doordda world, she heard the
baying of a great dog, a bugle of alarm in the egair.

Mandy paddled desperately in the direction wheeetebught the air must
lie. Water surged into her open mouth, and sheeaghagg it. Her head broke
the surface, silhouetted against the shadows fooment, then she sank
again, soundlessly screaming, locked in her owle kiube of silence.

She did not hear the splash as Brian hit the water racing dive, fully

clothed. Her mind had already given up the struggld was mercifully

blank. She did feel the clutch of his strong hasdlze fought him, ruled by
panic. He pulled her close, forced them both highahe water, then his
massive fist hit her on the chin.

She was only unconscious for a few minutes, buag long enough for him
to propel her to the shallow end of the pool afidhkr out. He stretched her
out on the grass, made sure she had not swalloeradigue, and gave her
artificial respiration. The pressure of his handssed more pain than the
water she was spewing up. She waved a weak haeny, far mercy. He
stopped his ministrations, watched her breathe altynfor a time, then
gathered her up and started towards the house.

Mrs Duggan met them halfway, her arm full of towdsian snatched one,
rubbed her face dry, and then her hair. 'What haggheMandy?' he pleaded.
'l asked you to wait for me. What happened?

She gestured for him to put her down. She wobblsia or two, and then
regained her composure. Her jaw ached worse thprotwer part of her.
She fingered the pain.

'l had to do something,' he defended himself. Weve fighting me so hard
that you could have drowned us both!

Aunt Rose came out, attracted by the noise. Tia Eilly time to go
swimming, Amanda,’ she lectured. 'Dinner is readpé served. Why are
you all laughing at me?'



They moved back to the house, his arms sustaireng3he could feel the
water squishing in her shoes. Her blouse was so#ékeiansparency,
clinging to her every curve. The terror had pas$ealing her weak and
exhausted, but strangely calm. She looked up ahhglvand. 'l love you,’
she signed.

'l know you do," he laughed. She stuck out herderag him, and he slapped
her bottom in reprisal. 'Upstairs and change,dmernanded. 'If you feel like
coming down afterwards, do so. If not, I'll bringwup a tray.’

She wobbled up the stairs on his arm, gaining gtheas each moment
passed. In the bedroom she stood shivering stillewre undressed her,
stripping off the wet clothes and dumping everyghimo a wicker basket in

the bathroom. Then he pushed her into the hot sh@&he balanced herself
against the wall, and suddenly he was there withHig clothes in an untidy

pile outside the shower stall. Once again his girevarm arms held her,

warm water sprayed gently over both, and graduredhyworld came back to

normal.

He helped her out of the shower after a time, dnedcarefully with two
massive towels, then bundled her up and carriedohiéie bed.

'Stay here for a while," he commanded. 'Then iffg@l you can do it, come
down for dinner. OK?'

She signed a 'thank you," and watched while hekbudressed in trousers
and a black sweater, and went back downstairsakiedsyour life, she told
herself. What better proof do you need? You dideéd to break silence at
any time—they—all the ones who love you— are watghover you! You
love him. He loves you. Relax. Go down to dinnémo® him you're a
first-class trooper. Up and at 'em, girl.

Her mind was willing, but her legs were weak. Néveless, she managed to
drive them. They carried her unsteadily over to wasdrobe. The racks
which had been so empty for so long were now aflathh a selection of
dresses, all kinds, all colours. She had never aagrof them before. Oh,
Aunt Rose, she whispered to herself. You wondeviohderful woman!



Her hands fumbled down the row of dresses in aideliof excitement. The
choice was too wide. Mandy closed her eyes and raagtab at the rack,
coming away with a buttercup-yellow linen shirtwais with a ruffle of lace
that outlined the deep V-neck. Her bureau disgorgatthing yellow briefs,
and a half-slip. They fitted to perfection. The hewung freely just at the
knee, but moulded her hips and bodice like a seskimd She made a face at
herself in the mirror, and was startled by what s&&. With her curls still
wet and clinging, she looked like a sixteen-year-gil, with twenty-five
years of experience. She stopped long enough tbharseoisturising cream,
and applied a light powdering to conceal the fogrtanuise on her chin. A
touchof mascara, a light gloss for her lips, and wsfas ready to face the
world.

From down at the foot of the stairs her husbandaeaéisg for her. Hah! So
much for 'We'll wait for you,' she thought, butrstd obediently down the
stairs. He came halfway up to meet her. 'Hey, shgeat for around the
house,' he admired. 'But don't you dare let mehcaba wearing that off the
property!" She dropped him a smiling curtsy, angpégsed her a small glass.
'‘Brandy,' he said. 'To restore your spirits. Doytheed it?"

She took the glass from him with both hands angegipat it. Aunt Rose
came out of the dining-room to admire her own haodk. 'Not too bad,
Mandy?' she said with a chuckle. ‘It certainly seeondestroy the idea that
you're a child. Did you try the perfume?’

Mandy shook her head. If there had been perfuneewsis too dazed to find
it. Mrs Duggan came out from the kitchen. 'My, amdat have the little
people done with Amanda Stone?' she exclaimedt fibkes two missing.
| can't find Miss Clemson about. Anyone seen her?"

'She may still be out in the garden or the poadiamsaid. "You all go in.
Mandy and | will take one turn around the garderetoher know we're
waiting.'

'‘Be sure you keep walking, you two," Mrs Duggangasged with a broad
grin on her face. 'The supper's cold enough as'it i



Arm in arm they walked out in the garden. Mandy &aed husband! Why,
how often | think of him that way, she told hers& should it be more
properly Brian and his wife? She squeezed his arthgaggled to herself.
Brian and his biddable wife? He looked down atdbecentrated frown on
her face, and she knew he was laughing at herdi@iné care.

They both heard the low growl at the same timezdl'iBrian said. The
sound came from the other side of the wind-screéhsy walked faster,
turning the corner together, holding hands. Theas & whimper to match
the growl. And there in front of them, trappedhie torner where the walls
joined, was Meredith Clemson. The front of her dn@as torn, and she was
quivering with fear. Liza crouched in front of hgrpwling.

'What's gotten into that dog?' Brian muttered ambeed forward quickly.
'Sit, Liza.' The dog refused the command. Mandyeambeside them. She
snapped her fingers to get the dog's attention,dlkestured a command. The
huge animal gave one more growl, then backed ugsandown.

Meredith made an attempt to run to Brian, but fighs movement of her
feet brought Liza up again. The woman backed deepethe corner.

'‘Brian?' Her voice was shrill, uncontrolled. Briatood still. There was a
cold look in his eyes, and his forehead was furchwe

'Why would Amanda's dog hate you so much, Meretiteasked, in a very
conversational voice.

'How would | know?" the girl screamed at him. 'Jgest me out of here.’

'Yes,' he said softly. 'It's a puzzle, isn't it2iou know that Mandy fell into
the pool and almost drowned?"

Meredith's face contorted. 'lt's no fault of mimattshe can't swim,' she
stormed.

'No, | suppose not," he said, still using that softe.



He's thinking about something, Mandy told hergdl's got a bone in his
teeth and he'll never let go.

'Mandy,"' he said, 'take Liza into the kitchen.' &sned down for a grip on
the dog's collar, and they both walked away. Tighfened woman in the
corner watched them, looking at the frowning fat#he man in front of her,
and ran for the house.



CHAPTER NINE

By HARD work Mandy and Jane Brush managed to finish theuseipt at
noon three days later. Jane Brush? The day follpwar unplanned dip in
the swimming- pool Mandy had come down to the stiatly. Her husband
had been waiting for her, in none too good a humour

'Did you forget we have to get this manuscriptiow hurry?' It had been a
rhetorical question, on the order of 'And when g stop beating your
wife?'

'No." Mandy had smiled her sweetest smile as ginedi

‘Then you'd better get at it,' he'd grumbled apuiked out her chair for her.
'No." Again that sweet smile had accompanied tipe. si

'No? Come on, Mandy. Get with it!" His natural rh ahe master of all |
survey' tone had been quavering. Mandy had conpaped. She had pulled
the little paste-on label out of her pocket anchpohit over her breast.

'On strike—again!" it had said.

'‘Come on, Amanda!' he'd roared. But for twenty rtesuhis roaring had
made no impression at all on her quiet refusall finally he had given up.

'Well, at least tell me what it's all about," heaid with a sigh.

'It's about equal rights, and no slavery, anddtter be your wife than your
secretary. And we could hire a nice girl to hedpg had written in her pad.

'Sure we could,” he'd agreed. 'But it will take anth to find somebody
gualified. So you'd better get to it.'

‘Jane Brush could help,’ she'd signed.

‘Jane Brush? The little Brush girl who went to warkProvidence for the
lawyer?'



'‘And who came home to look after her mother andisigmrt-time work,
Mandy had written.

Brian had thrown up his hands. 'Extortion," he'dtered. 'All right, go hire
the girl. It'll take you a week to find her, I'leb Where is she?'

'In the kitchen, waiting," Mandy had signed. Hesltand had looked for a
moment as if he were going to cloud up and rairoadlr her, but then his
innate good humour had caught up with him. He heebs Mandy up in a
big hug. 'Managing wives,' he'd murmured in her gdrate them.' But his
kiss had not been in any way diminished. And tipenty had gone on at full
speed.

Unfortunately, in that same length of time, by someans or another,
Meredith had been restored to good standing, aaddlind of her voice
coupled with Brian's at the poolside had driven Mas fingers faster than
ever.

With great satisfaction she now watched him scarptioduct, shove it into
a mail folder, and seal it up. Mr Rutherford waansling by with the
Continental to rush it to the post office in Praande.

'‘And that's that," Brian said, very self-satisfield gave the appearance of a
man who had laboured long and hard over the boedgpite the fact that he
had spent the last three days out in the sunthadhwomanMandy smiled

at him. It might have been her fingers that hadught the book up to the
wire, but it was his brain that had created itha first place. It was with a
very great deal of satisfaction that she coveredypewriter, filed the tapes
and the second copies, and tidied up the room. Witbntented sigh, she
snapped her fingers. Brian turned to read the rgessa

Her busy fingers whirled. 'l want you--' she signed

'‘Me too!" he interrupted. 'Right now. Let's go @st' She held up both
hands in a stop-sign.

‘That's not something nice girls do in the aftembshe signed.



'Well, a lot you know," he laughed. 'lt's the béiste, and the best
place—and why am | arguing?' She was swept upsrahins before she
knew it, and headed out into the hall. Meredith s@®ing down the stairs,
dressed to Kill.

'I'm off to Newport to visit friends, darling," stpairred. "You'll miss me, |
suppose.' That little conniving grin accompanieslwords. Meredith at her
most effective.

'Have a good trip," he chuckled. 'Mandy and | hphams of our own.' He
started up the stairs. Only Mandy saw the cold thalt sparked in the other
woman's eyes as they swept out of sight arounduhee of the stairwell.
And although the afternoon was all that he had jwed) and perhaps more,
she could not put that look out of her mind.

The next three weeks passed quickly. Brian was tretiye development of
a plot for his new book, tossing out ideas, diaggtharacters, and using
Mandy for a sounding-board. He seemed very pleasgithdl the new
approach, but Meredith, still hanging in there, waspleased at all.

'She's restless,’ Aunt Rose said one eveninglat taben the Clemsons had
gone in to Providence for a reunion with old friendf her brother hadn't
come for her today | had the feeling she might—walkplode.’

'She's your guest,' Brian responded, 'and shetomel as long as you want
to have her here.’

'‘But you've never understood why | wanted her hieae you?' his aunt
grumbled. 'And at times | wonder myself.’

'l suppose it's just because they're both your lgtdten,' Brian said. 'You
know, of course, that Amanda thinks that Meredghrelated to the
devil—or someone close to that hierarchy?'

Both aunt and nephew turned to look at her. Wittt stony Stone look she
told herself. But the silent giggles gave her awayd the stony looks
became that— supercilious—stare for just underysseconds, when they
both broke out laughing.



With the dessert, Aunt Rose had another thougheaking about Meredith,’
she sighed, 'l think you both need to—well—be adréfhat girl was spoilt
rotten by her parents, and when they died she rh $he hates to be a
loser in anything. And I'm not sure just what stheuldn'tdo if she was
crossed. You know, the both of them have just alboatthrough all the
family money."'

'We'll be careful,” Brian noted. 'l don't see thla¢ can do us any particular
harm. But if she does..." Again that Gallic shrfithe shoulders. 'And now,
Aunt Rose, there's a lovely moon, and my wife ahdJe a date to see our
garden by moonlight. You'll excuse us?’

Mandy slept late the next day. The night beforey thed come up to bed
rather early, but sleep had come much later. Stedl lher head off the
pillow, and then dropped back as the room begandk and sway. Brian
was up already, puttering around in the bedroone. 8iglued one sleepy
eye and watched him dress. 'I'm a farmer today$did. 'The book is
finished, and there are just a few odd jobs forsagretary to get at. And
there's something else | need to talk to you abowe,’

She nodded, and regretted it immediately. It tavok minutes for the world
to settle down again. There was definitely somethivrong with her
machinery. He came over to the bed and sat dowidéb&sgr, holding her
tiny hand in his massive paw. 'lt's about your leguse said, catching her
attention at once.

‘Something's wrong with my house?"

'‘No. Not as far as | know. Something's wrong witlsNduggan.’

'What is it?' she signed anxiously.

'It's her father, dear. You know she has the chatieeoold man. He's too old
to be left alone, but too young to be a vegetaideneeds to be active.’

'Yes,' she signed, making no attempt to move had lagain. 'How can we
help?'



'Well, he lives in the suburbs of Providence, ineated house, with no

grounds around it. The old man has outlived alfftinds, so there's really
nothing for him in the neighbourhood. It's tooffam here for Mrs Duggan.

She's been commuting every night, but that's askiagnuch of her. Her

father loves to garden and we have a housekeep@ighe lose if she has to
continue this long-distance commute. We also hav®wse that | don't

really want you to sell, and that house has a gatigiat very badly needs a
gardener. What | would like to do is to move the wlan into your house as
our caretaker-gardener. We'll pay him a salary,l@dan putter around the
rose garden and keep it up. He and Mrs Duggarhaile a home close by,
and we'll have a second house, just in case, ifattfature, we should have
a child who needs a home. Agreed?’

'‘Wonderful," she signed, 'but we have to pay higugh to think he is really
wanted.'

'Well, of course. We can't expect him to look aftex rose garden without
some proper income. I'll take care of that.'

You are a wonderful man,’ she signed.

'Yes, aren't I?' He was grinning like a Cheshire aheyes and mouth and
sparkling white teeth. 'And now | have to go helpled for a while. Hay,
you know.' She blinked her eyes at him, not darmnghake her head in any
direction.Hay? It didn't seem possible. This urbane spinner d&d wales?
This best-selling author? Hay? One more facet ofuti-faceted man, a
man whom she must come to understand, and thatiguBuch a wonderful
man. As the door closed behind him she droppedobodfeep again with a
smile on her face.

It was eleven o'clock before she managed to awakbgn She felt much
better. A simple blue organdy dress would servetlier day. She crept
downstairs. Before she quite made it, anotherlatthnausea seized her and
compelled her to sit down. Her head rested ag#iestoolness of the heavy
mahogany banister, and voices from all over thes@diltered into her ear.
In the kitchen, Aunt Rose and Becky were discusdiegses, their language
punctuated by giggling. In the study Brian was yiagg on a conversation



with Meredith. Mandy desperately wanted to snoog, @o amount of 'nice
girls don't do that' was going to stop her.

'l don't understand you, Brian," Meredith saidngdier most caressing tone.
'You wanted me in Europe. You chased me all overdbntinent, as |
remember.’

'Yes," Brian admitted. 'And caught you more thaneorBut that was two
years ago. | wanted you pretty badly in those days.

'Well, now I'm available.’
"You were always available, he snorted. 'And nowriot.'

'Why should that be?' Her voice became more siBilicely you can't take
seriously a marriage to that—that child?"

‘There's a difference between wanting and lovimgyeplied.

'Is there really? Give me your hand. There. Hasasly¢hing like that? Don't
tell me it doesn't do something to you.'

'Let's not kid each other, Meredith. Sure, | felinething. Disgust. Listen,
Amanda is young, and she doesn't have all youhptusves, but when |
touch her I know I'm the only man who has ever dbaé With you it's like
standing in line at some check-out counter. WithntMa | get love,
admiration, respect, companionship, obedience, somde day a son—I
hope. And let me tell you something else, Mered@tie loves me, and | love
her. And she's a demure little miss in the kitchmri,under the bed sheets
she's a wildcat. Does that satisfy your curiosity?'

Meredith stormed out of the study, her teeth cledcind her eyes sparking
fire. Mandy squeezed hard against the banistengrp keep out of sight.
Brian came out a moment later, and she stood gpett him. He swept her
off the stairs, kissed her, and set her down offidloe. Her stomach rebelled
for a second, and then was back in order.



'I'm going into the city," he said. 'lI've an appoiant with those lawyers of
yours. Now that we've settled about the houseinktit's time for me to

settle up those little odds and ends of the restoof—dowry. You feel

OK?'

‘| did until just this minute,’ she signed.

That's too bad, dear,” he replied absent-mindesihye could see that he
wasn't paying attention, that his mind was on othigs.

‘There are sharks in the swimming-pool,’ she signed

'Of course,’ he replied as he ruffled her hairnDgo until | get back. Try to
get some lunch down you— you've missed breakfagan't be long.' She
nodded, put her hands behind her, closed her eyekpffered her lips.
'‘Greedy,' he murmured, but he kissed her all timesand walked away
whistling.

Mandy shuffled out into the kitchen, where Rose Eing Duggan fluttered
at her. Tea and sympathy, Mandy thought. The careahything. She
shivered, and Aunt Rose noticed. 'What's the mates?' she asked. 'More
man trouble again?’

Mandy shook her head and picked up the kitcher.slBtian has gone to
see my lawyer about my dowry," she wrote. ,

'‘Dowry?" Aunt Rose giggled. 'That has such an faghioned sound about
it. Delicious. Is there something wrong with it?"

'Yes- He's a very proud man.'

'Of course he is," Mrs Duggan contributed. 'Alllregen are, dearie.' She
eyed Mandy speculatively. 'Is there something wRdng

'l don't want to talk about it,” Amanda scribbl&avas sick this morning.’ An
absolute silence settled over the kitchen.



'Do you say so?' Mrs Duggan said. Her slight brogras tremendously
amplified.

'Oh, my—Amanda!' Aunt Rose said. Becky left thekdim come over and
listen.

'It doesn't mean anything," Amanda scribbled gluriig only one day.’
'OK," Mrs Duggan laughed. 'Let's talk about babies.

‘Blonde, with blue eyes," Aunt Rose said dreamniiy.lovely little girl.
Wouldn't that be nice?"

'‘Don't be saying that," Mrs Duggan objected. "itike Ipeople are always
listening. Ithasto be a boy. A fine little boy to look like Him$ghnd carry
on the name.’

‘Twins?' Rose suggested. 'Saves a lot of argundont you think,
Amanda?' But the Party of the First Part had ngthinsay. She folded her
legs up into the chair, hugged herself happily, gigdled soundlessly.

Lunch was a home-made clam chowder. She manadeadat down with
little trouble, hoping against hope that this mogsickness would pass
quickly. If it stretches on and on, until | get toig and clumsy, however will
| satisfy Brian? she asked herself.

Aunt Rose went up for her afternoon nap right altexch. Mrs Duggan
planned a shopping trip into the city. Mandy wasttezllunch dishes, but
kept close to the door that led out to the gartieza came stomping in for
her noon feed, then lay down in the centre of therf so the girl had to
continually step over her or walk around. And histtime there was an air
of expectancy hanging over the kitchen. Mandy eatrdover anothercup of
coffee, ear cocked to the front door, and daydrebai®ut what she had
overheard.

A wildcat in bed, he had said. Am | really? she dered. It certainly doesn't
sound the sort of thing a nice girl would do. Buwas extremely hard to be
a 'nice girl' when he ran his fingers up across bireasts and down her



thighs. And just because she wiggled against himd, \&rapped her legs
around him, and bit him on occasion, that reallymiabeingtoo wanton,
was it? She had not worked out the answer whemati@ him come in.

The front door slammed with a mighty crash. Mandyped a dozen feet in
the air, and put one hand on the knob of the kitcdwor. 'Amanda! Amanda
damn Stone!" he roared. 'Where the hell are youman® Three hundred
thousand dollars of dowry? I'll wring your neck! Anda!'

It's worse than | expected, Amanda told herselinijju She grabbed at
Liza's collar and scooted for the door. Then sbpstd to reconsider. There
was no use making things worse than they were.mpbete disappearance
would only add fuel to the fire. She went backhe table, scrubbed the slate
clean, and wrote, 'Taking Liza for a long walk." €econd thoughts, she
underlined the wortbng.

She could hear him stomping down the hall, tryimgrg door in passing,
and slamming each one behind him. She took Lizalarcagain, slipped
quietly out of the back door, and dashed for tigé of the apple orchard'.
Liza padded along under protest, not pleased atustewhich disturbed her
digestion. When they gained the shelter of thestrdmanda stopped to
catch her breath and looked back at the house.

Well, she told herself, you've done it again! Bubhen there's a bad
thunderstorm coming, only a fool stands aroundingifor the lightning to
hit! With this bit of home-spun philosophy firmly imind, she followed
Liza up through the orchard, and then circled kmkn to the beach again.

They walked almost an hour along the beach, umy tame to the mouth
of the river, and were facing the ocean. Lovelyklpag shells crammed the
narrow beach area, and were added to her collec@@ote she tried

throwing sticks for Liza to chase, but the old dag down at her side and
refused to participate in such puppy foolishnes$iel/they came to
Demorest Point they found two little boys diggingr fclams. Mandy

checked her watch, then squatted down in the samibderve. The boys
were small, and the clams smaller, but it madeeagant interlude, and
perhaps Brian would have cooled off before shebgok?



In the middle of all this daydreaming it sudden&yre to her that she was
walking on the beach in one of her new dressetgadsof her jeans. And

besides, it was late enough now for her to go lbackface the music. It can't
be all that bad, she mused, smiling. He can'trkil over a little money

problem. Still smiling, she pulled her special astonic dog whistle out of

her pocket and blew it. Nothing happened.

Liza is either too far away to hear, or too busgliey, she thought. The poor
lady didn't want to come along in the first plalglaybe she knew something
| don't know—maybe she's gone home to make a degagace with Brian?
That thought brought on a little silent chuckleeStaved a goodbye to the
boys, and started back up the hill, headed for hofdone seagull,
temporarily parked on a large rock outcrop, statdter as she went by. The
afternoon was turning muggy. Two or three cloudgdrzed by on their way
to rain on New Bedford, just over the horizon. Shatched them
reflectively, thinking it perhaps might have beetter for her to go that far
too.

With a little more purpose she started up the hdading for the clear ridge,
the steep cliffs, whose barren area made well falkiwg. A few more
clouds came up, halting over the Point, obscuriregsuin. The day became
even darker. Mandy had reached the summit of ttgerbefore she heard
the voice calling her. Meredith Clemson, a smajufe in the distance,
yelling at the top of her voice, pointing over tigf, dancing up and down.
Mandy broke into a fleet-footed run, covering th&ahce as quickly as she
could. From far down in the fields she could h&éarnoise of Caleb's tractor
at work. Nothing else.

'Amanda,’ the other woman yelled as she got wiikaring range. '‘Over the
top of the cliff!’

Mandy panted to a stop, not quite understandingd, warable to question.

Meredith had avoided all the sign- lessons, anddyiamad forgotten her

writing pad. 'Your dog,' Meredith finally managétiza. | was standing

back there--' she waved down the hill a few yaimsyhere a clump of trees
offered shelter '—and she came running up thdikella Cossack, chasing a
little rabbit ahead of her. They both went over ¢h right there.’



Anxious, Mandy turned to look. 'Right there' wagleclivity, almost a

tunnel, that led to one of the most precipitoustieas of the cliff. She

moved forward, stretched out on her stomach, aedepeover the edge. A
rudimentary trail led down for a few feet—perhapsa or fifteen—at an

extremely steep angle, and ended on a tiny ledg@m of the mouth of a
cave. Liza was not in sight.

‘There's a cave down there," Meredith shrilledtexity. ‘'She must be in the
cave. And there's no way that she could get badkafpsteep slope. It's too

slippery!"

Mandy assessed the situation as calmly as she.cobul trapped on a
ledge above that mad sea, and a change of weatmeng up. There had to
be help. Someone would have to go down after hed-sameoneelse
would have to go for help. A heavy rope would doShe stood up and
signed at Meredith, to no avail. Simple signs wdwgte to do.

Mandy pointed to herself. 'Me,' she mouthed, andtpd down the path to
the ledge. 'You.' She pointed at Meredith, and themn the side of the hill
to where the tractor noises were still to be he&d,' she mouthed. 'Bring
help.'

The other woman nodded eagerly. 'You'll go dowrerathe dog," she
confirmed, 'and then I'll go back to the farm?' ymodded and turned
back to the cliff. There was really only one waydtwit. She would have to
slide down the path, and trust to luck that het feeded on the ledge. And
I'd rather not watch, she told herself as she ayrdon her stomach and
gradually wiggled her way backwards into the narrmich.

Meredith had been right about one thing. The path slippery. In fact, she
had to slow her descent by snatching at the patwhsaw grass that lined
the sides. In slow, tortured jerks she went downriil @t last, twelve feet
below the top of the cliff, her feet landed withsalid thump on the
projecting rock that made up the ledge. With heseglosed she practised a
little deep breathing until she had regained totattrol of her body.

At that point she waved to Meredith, whose headdcqust barely be seen
peering over the edge. The other woman was laughirguel sound that



echoed off the cliff and scattered a nest of stgsli Hurry up, Mandy
screamed silently.

The other woman waved a hand. 'l told you you agtlldold Brian," she
yelled down. 'Have a good night!" And with that Meéith got up,
dry-washed her hands, and slowly sauntered off.

Oh, my living lord, Mandy told herself, what havgdtten myself into now?
She turned around towards the shelter of the ddwere was none. She was
anchored on a ledge no more than four feet wide,pmnhaps fifteen feet
long, and not a bit of shelter was included. Dovatoty, in almost all
directions, the ocean waves were being blanketdatddgpproaching fog.

Wearily she sagged back against the rock wall etcttf. Out at sea, under
lowering skies, a line of three fishing-boats weoeinding the point,
heading for shelter. They were too far out to s&e &nd probably weren't
looking in any case. Twelve feet above her headsagsty, and no way to
get there. Or was there?

She edged her way back to the trail, and triecbtoef her way up. A few

inches, no more, and her feet slipped, droppingolaek to the ledge. She
tried again, digging her fingers into the scrabl#adh. Every inch upward

brought a shower of gravel and dirt down. The seagsgwas beyond reach,
hugging the last foot or two below the top of thi&.cShe dangled for a

moment, barely a foot above the ledge, and theffitgggrs weakened.

She collapsed back on to the ledge, one leg hamyegit—over the drop to
the sea. Mandy edged her way back on to solid muk sat against the wall.
The tips of her fingers were bleeding. Her legsengaratched, and her dress
was beyond repair. There was no escape by he@&wdf huddled into the
smallest bundle she could make, to hide from thié afthe fog.

Why would Meredith have done such a thing? sheiagdnSooner or later
someone is bound to find me, and then what? Ang lteeind to find you?
her inner voice asked cruelly. If they stand upe¢hat the very track you
came down, are they bound to find you? Can youuylo them, get their
attention? Just the mention of yelling jolted Here dark little door in her



mind opened a crack. She could smell the AfricankemShe shuddered.
Not even to save her life could she yell. The ddosed with a thud.

The bottom dropped out of her confidence. All teang of training—'you're
just like all the other people, Amanda, only yoealpa different language'
—well, it was all proving to be a lie, wasn't it®iYre not like all the other
people, Amanda, and you never will be! Never! So yaght as well stop
kidding yourself. But you do have one advantagg, Ifjthey don't find you,
you don't have to face the long end on this damgde- you can always just
step over the side, and it will be all over in agie of minutes.

She huddled deeper into herself as the night s@thia fog settled, a heavy
sea-fog, shutting off all visibility. Thirst was sasling her—thirst and

hunger, even though she had eaten lunch not ninerohours before.

Thirst—that would be the great limiter. If only Bn would come. Brian,

she screamed soundlessly.

Gradually she withdrew into herself, abandonedcalinection with the

outside. Ignored the chill, forgot the fog, and ained that Brian was
coming. It might have been about eight o'clockhwiite fog heavy on the
land, when she heard the searchers. Dogs barkedyefied. And Caleb,

almost over her head, cautioned, 'Back off, Briddou can't even see the
edge. It's a long way down from here!"

'She's got to be here,’ Brian yelled. 'Liza's calinectly to this point. You

take the men south.' Silence, a long silence, rakdy by the occasional
fall of pebbles on her head. Mandy prayed, and maveler the shelter of
the little cave. 'Mandy? Mandy, for heaven's salera noise, Mandy!'

She tried to scream. Tried and failed. She fednatl apening door in her
mind more than she feared death. Tears began tfecilessly down both
cheeks. And then she heard a spurt of pebblesias'8foot struck a loose
pile of dirt, a muttered curse, a rush of dirt @edtbris, and a distinct thud.

For an endless moment Amanda hugged the cliff. Tlw&h more guts than
common sense, she ventured out on to the ledgeodd kay there, too
quietly, her mind screamed. Her hands raced upsttiead. Brian, they
reported immediately. Brian. Not moving.



And now you have to do something, Amanda Stone taldeherself. Her
teeth chattered, but not from cold. Now you havddsomething. He may
be dead. If not yet, he may die. You can lie harthe night, he can't! You
have to scream. While the men are still close by, lyave to scream! Just
thinking the thought was enough to open the dodnerrmemory. She was
overwhelmed with fear and guilt and remembrancd.yBu have to keep
your head, she shouted at herself. For Brian, ywe o keep your head.

And despite the fear that racked her, despitertted and the sound and the
fury of death shaking at her being, Amanda Stodesdmething she had not
contemplated for all those years. She took a deegtln leaned back, and
screamed. Pitifully at first, a bare whimper, trggowing louder, until it
swelled and groped for the heavens.

People heard and yelled, and moved in her directiod the fog began to
lift, both in her mind and in her world. Until skellapsed, smiling.



CHAPTER TEN

MANDY was so terribly sleepy, and the two men talkinghky bed were

disturbing her. She turned on her side, wishingetlveere some way she
could yell at them to go away. Her movement sileniteem. She dropped
back into the cocoon of dreams, and a tiny smégeud at her lips.

"You'll do,’ Dr Hinson told Brian. 'Just a quickdakout. Go gently for a day
or two. And she'll do too. A tough little bird isloAmanda. Just a little bit of
damage.’

What damage? Amanda's eyes snapped open. Briatoakasg down at
her, like some pirate. There was a plaster behisdright ear, and a
conspicuous bump on his forehead.

'Lord, Mandy,' he said. His voice was husky, fullcare and tiredness.
'‘Mandy--' It seemed to be all he could say withvage, but his body, his
hands, his eyes—they all gave her the messageafteavto know. He held
her close, cherishing her as only a lover couldwds enough for the
moment. She clung to him desperately, and thegfwat] relaxed.

‘A few scratches and bruises,’ Dr Hinson rambledAmd one tremendous
sore throat. No more talking for a few days, Man@s, and the baby's all
right." Brian seemed to have missed llabybit.

'What happened?’ she signed, trying to divert tiésaon.

‘Well, 1 got over being mad about two o'clock. Téteundred thousand
dollars, Amanda?' She blushed and ducked her H&aatdve're living ormy
money,' he continued. She nodded, thoroughly subdBg six o'clock |
really began to worry about you. Nobody had seenlgave the house. All |
could think of was what a damn fool | was yelliry fou like that—well,
that's another story. | thought you had gone idog somewhere, but with
Liza with you, what could go wrong? So | waitedoAd about three o'clock,
Liza came dragging up to the house, sick as a Mogoun intended. That
really shook me up.'

'Liza sick? | couldn't find her!" she signed.



'‘Well that made two of us. Liza was sick, and yarevmissing. | called Doc

Petty, the veterinarian, and rushed Liza over sodhiop. Caleb began to
muster up the neighbours to look for you. | nevesw a girl who could be

so much trouble to find, Amanda Stone!' He saiditf the words were

warm, and love looked through his eyes. And now,rglalised, she felt sure
of him, and of herself.

'I'm worth the looking for," she signed.

'‘Damned if you're not!" He got up and kissed heaimggently, firmly,
lovingly. Feeling ten thousand times better, Maoliyg to him for just that
extra second before his muscles rebelled, andrielseck into a chair.

'Liza?' she prompted.

‘Yes, well, they found out pretty quickly she'd betped. Somebody fed
her a raw hamburger, with a pill inside. Doc Pegitymped her out and
purged her, and | took her home. While everybodyg wat searching, Liza
just curled up on her rug by the kitchen door, andred. But we couldn't
find a trace of you. Not a trace.’

'Where was Meredith?' signed Mandy.

'‘Meredith? Why—I don't remember. She was aroundhthise all the time. |
remember she helped put Aunt Rose to bed. Rosdnvadotal state of
panic, let me tell you.'

'So then what happened,' she wanted to know.

‘Then Liza woke up, took a few groggy steps araimedkitchen sniffing at
us all, and then went dashing up the stairs. Shekeld every bedroom, and
then came down, whining, scratching at the back.dso I let her out, and
we followed her. Straight back to the beach, shetyand then up the ridge.
It was a tough scent to trace. We're lucky the haild off—it would have
washed everything away. And when she took us tetlge of the cliff |
thought I'd drop dead, right on the spot. Oh, Mawydwy've no idea how dark
life seemed at that moment. | thought sure youftegaver the cliff. But the



fog was too dense, and Liza wasn't exactly sutbeo§cent, so | sent her off
with the others—and then like a fool slipped atc¢hi-edge..."

'‘And fell into my lap,’ she teased with her signs.

'‘And fell right into your lap,' he chuckled. 'l heall that Caleb heard you
screaming. He brought up the tractor and the ljgdntdl they fished us out.
End of tale.’

'Oh, my dear," she signed, tears in her eyes.n@dear!" He came to her
again, burying his face in her hair. After all tbogears in the rose garden,
clutching life privately and desperately to hersslie found it hard to
confide her innermost thoughts to someone elsasB|&od, she prayed, let
him love me enough for this.

'l love children,’ she said with her hands.

'As | do, love. Wait a darn minute. The doctor ssodhething...'

‘The baby,' she interrupted. 'l—you're not angry?’

'l thought | said something about pills," he sddidn't you get the pills?'

'Yes, | got the pills," she signed carefully. 'Bou never said | had take
them, so | didn't.’

It was hard to believe, but he was laughing at 8ae fumbled for words.
'I've really only known one man— you. All those ethvomen, they all had
so much to give you. They could talk, and sing, tatidyou how they love
you. When you married me | was so afraid that yidutdo spite Meredith.’
He was shaking his head as she signed, disagre&imgll her conclusions.
She ploughed doggedly on. 'l wanted to tie you &' she continued. 'l
wanted to put a chain on you—a baby. That's haait bt first. | was selfish.
Are you angry?'

'‘Angry?' He laughed. 'Mandy, I'm so pleased witb-yanot just because of
the baby, but because I'm finally seeing the real But you said that's how
you felt at first?'



‘After you—you saved my life at the swimming-poshe signed, 'l felt that
maybe you just might love me. And then | wantedhybomore than before.
| wanted to make you a gift that none of those rotiamen could give you.
Have they?' She looked at him anxiously.

'Have they what?'

‘Given you a child?' she signed.

'No, sweetheart.! She frowned at him. He ruffled air and kissed her
forehead.

'‘Besides,"' she signed. 'l love children. Your afeild'
'So now it's plural," he chuckled. 'Is this a ldegn campaign?"

'l thought four would be nice,' she signed, 'buhARose said that two were
more than enough.’

'‘Aunt Rose," he said gloomily. 'We're having balie®rder according to
Aunt Rose's requirements? You talked the wholegtlowver with her, and
never even gave me a whisper?'

She put her hand to her mouth, a startled expressicher face. That was
exactly what she had done, blissfully unaware shatwas making the bear
angry. Dummy! she yelled at herself.

'l was going to tell you,' she signed.

'‘When?'

‘Just as soon as | found a day when | had plentpafage and you weren't
grouching, and | hadn't done anything else pasntylstupid," she signed
dejectedly.

He swept her up out of her chair and held her cimegbwarm. She opened
one eye and looked up at his face. He was smifsigg tucked her head in



under his chin and wiggled herself closer. It weashard to tell him as you
thought, she lectured herself. Besides being ymuear| he's so—so nice!

‘Now tell me the important thing,' he said gently.

'‘Amanda Stone can talk—well, not very well, butelTme.’

And so she did. All about Africa, the raid, her hnts warning, the lake.
Told it all as memories came painlessly throughlittie open door in her
mind, and flowed down to her talking fingers.

'l told you,' Dr Hinson said. 'Psychosomatic!

'Will it return?' he asked anxiously.

‘Not unless you duplicate the original circumstand&l keep her out of
Africa, if | were you.'

'Yes, | can take a hint,' Brian agreed as he huddeddy, cradling her
gently against his shoulder for several long misute

Eventually he kissed the top of her nose and pudben. 'Now then, Mrs
Stone, there are people downstairs. | had invitéemapeople for dinner
tonight. My agent and his wife--'

'‘And Meredith?' she interrupted. He gave her aotisriook.
'‘And Meredith," he agreed. 'But you can stay ue hiéf bring you--'

'No, | can't,’ she interrupted again. 'I'm the ésstin this house. And | have
special reasons for being there. Scoot out anméeget a little more rest."

Dinner was scheduled for seven-thirty that nighthwocktails beforehand.

Mandy stayed in her room, consulting with her hbwase staff, purposely

missing the drinks. When all her instructions wenelerstood, she slipped
into her new linen suit, a front-pleated pink skatcotton-blended floral

print blouse with a stand-up ruffled collar, witself-fabric bow, and simple
white blazer with double pockets. Demure, that what she wanted.



Her auburn curls glistened after brushing. She @dddight eye-liner, a
touch of moisturiser, a pink lip-gloss, and wasdsetor battle. The others
had already come to the table when she slippedti@a@oom and took up
her chair at its foot.

Brian looked resplendent, at the head of the tdbits.Frank was at his left,
with her husband next to her. Meredith Clemsonevakis right, with Aunt
Rose between her and Mandy. The meal went slowyaran soup for the
cool night, steaks done to order, mixed vegetable® the farm. Two
flower arrangements, all blossoms from the garddrchv Mandy had
rebuilt, had pride of place as a centrepiece.

The conversation was slow and desultory. Meredibhmally the life of any
dinner party, was particularly subdued. She keptghg out of the corner
of her eye at Mandy, while trying to keep Briarpiay. Dessert was a huge
strawberry shortcake, a prize New England tradjtiomerloaded with
whipped cream and oozing strawberry juices. Mrsdaugobore it in, setting
it all in front of Brian. As she went out she stedmand whispered something
in Mandy's ear. Mandy nodded, and the housekeeftethe room, a big
smile on her face. Meredith had her hand on Briams making some point
in their private conversation. Mandy sat stifflyhar chair and counted up to
one hundred, letting her anger build. It was timédgin.

She pushed back her chair and stalked around bhettaBrian's side. The
conversation died away. She snapped her fingdrsratand then signed a
message. He looked startled. She repeated thegestu

'My wife--' He looked up at the seething anger @r byes. 'Amanda has
something that she wants you all to hear. Shetaskd translate it for her.'

Around the table there was a rustle of noise dgmuivas laid down. 'Oh,
how charming," Meredith gushed. She still had heamdhon Brian's arm.
'‘And now the dumb speak? How interesting. | wishatl the brains to
understand all that stupid hand-wiggling.’

Mandy signed to Brian. 'My wife says--' He stoppédan't say that sort of
thing, Amanda,' he protested. She snapped herfingeler his nose, a grim
expression on her face. 'Well, maybe | can,’ hedddc 'My wife says,



Meredith, that if you don't get your hands off hesband, she will scratch
your eyes out.'

Meredith screeched. 'That stupid bitch can't talkne like that.'
Mandy signed again.

'My wife says, Meredith, that if you would wash #dat dye and bleach out
of your hair you would stop poisoning your brainggou might understand
simple things much more easily.’

'Brian," Meredith shrilled at him, 'you certainlgrct let her talk to me like
that. I'm leaving tomorrow if you don't put a stoghis. I told you she was a
mean little bitch!"

'‘Amanda is entitled to have her say," Brian saigtfu 'Just because she
can't say it the way you and | do, it doesn't meaisn't to be heard.' Mandy
signed again. Brian looked surprised, but trandlddy wife says that she
didn't really mind when your brother attacked hide'stopped and searched
Amanda's face. She continued her message. 'Mysaife she doesn't mind
your wrecking the study with your temper tantrurhs,translated. Again he
stopped and looked up at Mandy. Meredith seeméd foozen in her chair.
Mandy continued. 'My wife says she didn't mind yowing to steal her
husband, because she knew it couldn't be donan Bmiled up at her after
that one. 'My wife says she didn't mind when yoshad her into the
swimming- pool, or when you tricked her into goishgwn on to that ledge
on the cliff --' Brian stopped in mid-translatiotYou're sure?' he asked
Mandy. She nodded impatiently, and gestured for tunsontinue as her
flashing fingers went on.

'My wife says," he translated very slowly, 'but wh@u tried to poison her
dog, that made her extremely angry!

Meredith pushed back her chair from the table. "¥anit prove it was me,’
she snarled. Mandy reached into the pocket of faaeb and pulled out a
plastic container, the size of a prescription leot8he showed it to Brian,
then threw it down on the table in front of Mer&ditt banged into her
dessert plate.



'My wife says,' Brian said slowly, 'that a withessv you. She also says that
you don't have to worry about leaving tomorrow,d1ese you're going right
now. She says that your bag has been packed,tkattne door, and you're
on your way!'

Meredith moved back from the table. 'I'd like te $leat crazy little dummy
make me!' she screamed. All her sophisticated vehad disappeared,
leaving her face raw and wrinkled with anger.

Brian looked up at Mandy. 'Don't you think this aslittle uncivilised,
Amanda?' She nodded in agreement, her anger spgetadinclude him as
well as Meredith. 'And don't you think we can ttiks over sensibly?’

She glared at him. He started to get up, then thiolgtter of it. '‘But--' he
started to say. Amanda Stone leaned over the aaldgicked up the soggy
platter that still contained more than half of #i&wberry shortcake, and its
juices. Very gently, she pushed the entire platefid her husband's face.
Then she stalked around the table to Meredithts aed pointed towards the
door.

Meredith began to curse in a high-pitched, uncdletlovoice. As she
backed away she threw her water glass at Mandy, stepped closer and
swung her right hand in a high, arching sweepngryo slap Mandy's face.
But that one, giving thanks again to her martidais &aining, ducked under
the swinging arm, grabbed the wrist, and twistedatitm around and back up
behind Meredith's shoulders.

Having established her wrestler's wristlock, Mapdghed the other woman
towards the dining-room door. Meredith struggleat, found it impossible
to break the hold. Mrs Duggan was standing atrbret floor. She opened it
and bowed as Mandy forced the struggling Mereditbugh and out on to
the tiny porch. Mr Rutherford was outside, standigghe open door of the
Continental. Mitchell stood at his side, growling.

Mandy hustled her victim forward and propelled h a final push into

the back seat. Meredith tried to come back out,sstieeching, but the dog
moved to the open door and growled. The woman wethidnto the furthest
corner of the seat and huddled there. Mr Rutherétoded the door, tipped



his hat to the indisputable mistress of all sheeysd, and climbed into the
driver's seat. He waved one hand as he spun thewaeels, and the car
lurched down the driveway. Mandy watched untileidched the curve and
disappeared from sight. Meredith's curses werleistiing in her ears.

She stopped at the front door to control the stipkinher hands. Reaction
was setting in. Reaction, and shock. There wdsi&# more dragon to face.
She took ten deep breaths to steady herself, aratlede for the
dining-room. Mrs Duggan, still at the front dogppéauded as Mandy went
by, then closed the door afmllowed the little figure back down the hall.

Mandy stopped again at the dining-room door. Her anger \remished,
leaving a painful emptiness in her stomadhrarms trembled. She nibbled
at her lip fora second, and went in. Mrs Duggan came in quiethyrizEher,
and dropped into the vacant seat at the dbtthe table Mr and Mrs Frank
were sitting quietly, mouths half open. Aunt Rosaswtrying to find
something interesting to watch in the distanceamnrvas dabbing at the
mess of shortcake which dribbled over his neckshig, and his trousers.

You're for it now, Amanda Stone, she told herself. Thatwberry
shortcake was definitely not in the script, androwsing has gotten you in
over your head agai.ou have really blown it this time, girl!

Brian pushed his chair back and stood up. 'My wifd | have some—things
to discuss,' he rumbled in an enigmatic voice .h&gs you would all share
coffee, andexcuse us?' He came around the table, took Maadyisand
hurried her out of the room and up the stairs h&tlanding he stopped.
"You enjoyed throwing Meredith out?' he asked gently.

‘Yes.' She managed to croak the word as she stbeahsly in front of him,
hands behind her back.

'‘And you enjoyed even more doing me in with thee@ak

'Oh, yes.' Her voice was unable to carry the tenditer hands whipped
around almost under his nose. 'Oh, ever so immghsel



He grinned down at her, took her arm again, andidduher along up the
stairs. 'l think we'll have to have a few words atteweetandbiddable,'he
mused as he guided her into their bedroom.

Behind them in the dining-room, Aunt Rose broke shience. 'Ethel,' she
called, 'to hell with the coffee. Bring us a botifehis best brandy, and we'll
all drink a toast." Mrs Duggan laughed, and wentopursuit of a bottle. It

was a quick round trip.

'Pull up a chair, Ethel," Aunt Rose invited. 'Patiyfeet up. Here's to all of
us, and to a nice night's work. Cheers.' Theyipfied. 'Pour another round,
Ethel,” Aunt Rose continued, standing up by heircHapropose another
toast—to the taming of the Playboy of the Eatirik | can safely pack up
and go back to Florida in the morning.’

'Do you say so?' Mrs Duggan returned, throwingtifandy to the back of
her throat and smacking her lips.

'What a hell of a bookhis would make," Mr Frank said, following suit.
'‘Come on, Poochy, drink up. I'm sorry we have tdgme before the next
act.'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

ROSESHARON STONE was born at 3:17 a.m., Eastern Standard Timéyan t
city of Fall River, Massachusetts, on the twentyesel of April. It was a
difficult day. In fact, it had been a difficult mtin

All through March Mandy had found herself becommgre and more
placid. Like a cow chewing her cud, she told Bridothing fitted her, and
she hated to sleep on her back, but that parteohid become acceptable.
Speaking was something in which she was not yé&t ulalified. A few
words, a sentence or two, all that was possiblé hBulips and tongue felt
grotesquely large, and, although she practisedruBdan's watchful eye,
she still preferred to sign her larger emotionsvds like having a foreign
language, a secret code, that only she and Briawkn

The season edged into April. Brian gave up workismew book to be with
her, and enrolled in the natural childbirth clas€&se thing bothered her.

'We live so far from the hospital," she signed wherpressed her. 'What if
we can't get there in time?'

The next day, when she went out for her prescniaé, Caleb was out on
the front porch with a stopwatch in hand, peeriogid the drive. 'Himself,'
he commented when she questioned. 'Wants to knewultkest route to
the hospital. Been practising for six days, he'hdfen Brian wheeled up
the drive ten minutes later she was secretly ptease

'Forty minutes at the outside," he told her. "Witty actually, but we have
to make allowances for bad weather, traffic, andg like that. Does it
make you feel better?’

It did, of course, and she thanked him properiyhwaier croaky deep voice.
Thackery Point was a tiny village, with neither pital nor clinic, located

equidistant between New Bedford, and Fall Riveeylhad elected to go to
the old mill city, Fall River. His concern did relie her mind, and it wasn't
until the initial back pains started that she fiypdlroke down and told him

thereal problem.



'Suppose the baby can't talk?' she signed.

'‘Shewouldn't dare,’ he laughed. 'There's nothing wramtdy your vocal
cords, love. That's all behind you. In anothemsonths you'll be talking up
a storm. And so will our daughter. It all seemegidal at the time, and set
her worries to rest.

The pains actually awakened her shortly before midnShe lay quietly,
her eyes on her wrist watch, until they got clog&r.twelve-thirty she
nudged Brian. He vaulted out of bed, running, befue had his eyes open.

‘Time to go?' he asked, puttering around as ifvegre a porcelain doll. She
smiled at him, pointed to her bag, and startedn lout of the door. He
tapped her on the shoulder. 'It might be bettgoif would put orbothyour
shoes. Then you might be able to walk on an eveli'ke

The car was waiting at the front door. The sky wgpgting rain, and
promised a blustery April storm. He cursed evet fof the way, fighting
for speed up slippery Route 88, and doing his teesbunce between the
pot-holes on Presidential Avenue. Each bounce Itolngr closer to
catastrophe, and it showed on her perspirationreoMace. He noticed, and
patted her comfortingly on the knee.

That's about the only pattable part of me availaidiendy laughed weakly
to herself. I'm a great big inflated balloon! Thains were sharp, and too
close together now for comfort. For a moment shdright. '‘Breathing,’ he
reminded her. It was enough to recall the classrimstnuctions. When they
went by the intersection of Route 6 she tried liohien to go faster, but he
needed no telling. She settled back in the seatrawto hang on.

They drove up under the shelter of the porticdhefrnain hospital building.
He left the engine running. 'I'll take you in aratlpthe car later," he said. His
face looked impassive and unconcerned, but the hartdcked under her
arm was shaking. 'It'll be all right, Amanda,’ Iss@ed her.

'l know it will," she signed as they moved throupk lighted lobby. 'But
somebody is liable to steal the car.'



‘To hell with the car,' he blurted out, his coasappearing. They moved
slowly across the lobby to the lifts. She had gaiteenty-one pounds
during her pregnancy, and felt like a blimp beinglked across the
landing-field to the hangar.

Up on the third floor he handed her over to thesimgrteam, and went out in
the hall to wait. She watched his back disappe#hing mightily that it
need not be so. It was not just that he was hemmuamcation with the
world; it was more because he had become a clasaeessary part of her
being.

The preparation room was crowded. 'Busy night taiji¢gaughed the nurse
who helped her undress, and supervised the prep. Wép behind those
storm- clouds is a full moon!'

The nurse bustled off, leaving Mandy resting onheeled litter. The pains
were close, too close. She tried to signal somdmrtehe room was too full,
too busy. She had nothing to write with, nothinghtmw, so she lay back
and clenched her fists until the nails bit into paims. Without particular
thought she found herself reciting the twenty-thasalm.

One of the hurrying aides came close. Mandy manemed) at the woman's
uniform trousers. The aide turned and looked. Bsbst off. People ran.
Somebody snatched at the end of her litter andgaubkr out into the hall,
on the way to the delivery-room. Instantly Briastgong hand was in hers,
his courage and strength flowing up her arm arulhet heart. She essayed
a weak smile.

'‘Great day in the morning!" she heard him yell. &rhthe hell is the doctor?'
It was not his most gentle voice. Listeners ondteps of the State House,
sixty miles away, could have heard him with no bleuat all. But at least

he's here, she thought happily.

A harried doctor burst on the scene. An impatiente kept saying, 'Hold
on, Mrs Stone!' But Mrs Stone had had enough dfliihg on," and was not
in a mood to co-operate. Instead, she took a desgihy and pushed. Which
was why Rose Sharon Stone was born in the corridorfeet short of the
delivery-room.



He was waiting in her room when they wheeled hakpéred, shaken,
elated, and thoroughly scrubbed up. 'Did you seehthby?' she signed
eagerly.

'Did | see her?' he crowed, 'l practically deliveteer! Oh, lord, Mandy,
she's so—so small. Are you all right?"Of coursam,” Mandy croaked.
‘Tired, but all right. She's small but perfect. &sypounds, two ounces. Us
Smalls know how to do it, don't we? Marvellous. ¥hdéring her down in a
few minutes. You have to put on the mask.’

'What do you know?' he asked nobody in particutahe struggled to don
the face mask. 'The second perfect female in ouily&

'Of course,' she signed. 'Look who her fatherltisias just the statement
needed to puff up his shattered nerves. | thinkriight have had more
trouble with this birth than I did, Mandy chucklexherself. But that's what
it's all about. How to manage the male animal. Ma@mvas right. If | wasn't

so sore, I'd laugh!

She was in hospital for four days. He came earlty stayed late. Mandy
recovered her strength quickly. She loved thogemate moments when he
sat by the bed while she nursed the child. Theydie a little disagreement
about names.

‘Not her first name,’ he maintained stoutly. "Th&ose—an old Stone
tradition. But the second name. How about Rebetd&® the sound of
that.'

She shook her head vigorously. 'Sharon!" She signeter by letter.

'The Rose of Sharon?' he asked doubtfully. 'Mrsdangvould cheer to the
high heavens, but--'

She smiled at him. Married almost a year, and lgetet were still little
pockets of things they did not know about each rothevill take all those
fifty years ahead to learn everything, she thought.

‘Sharon,’ she repeated. 'lt was my mother's name.'



He leaned over the bed and hugged her, a great lnegrthat rattled her
frame and tugged at her heart. 'None of that, newpassing nurse
interrupted. 'Only one person per bed. Hospitasuyou know.'

Mandy pushed him away, giggling. 'l need to tell yomething.' He looked
at her shining face expectantly. 'In the three fdagfore Rose was born |
was certain she'd be our only child. But twentyrfioours afterwards | know
better. We have to have another, Brian. We can& Rase growing up as an
only child.'

'l don't know about that,' he replied grimly. 'metten minutes after Rose
was born | decided we wouldn't have any more at'adlnever going to put
you through that ordeal again. If more fathers athaielivery-rooms, |
suspect there would be a lot fewer babies!

'Yes, dear,' she signed submissively. 'We'll thikud it later.' He let it pass,
not realising that the female of the species hatlgat the first pinprick in a
long campaign to follow.

They held a private party in her bedroom when shizeal home. Mr
Rutherford came in, along with Mrs Duggan. Aunt &bad flown up from
Florida, and Brian had libated a bottle of chamgagn

' had to come," Aunt Rose said. 'l would have flomithout the aeroplane, |
was that high off the ground. Exciting, you knowoviNthere are two Rose
Stones in the world. It takes a bit of getting usedI'm proud of you,
Amanda.’'

'How about me?' Brian complained. 'l could use seorgratulations too,
you know,’'

'Don't let it go to your head,' his aunt return&tbu were needed at the
laying of the keel, but now we're celebrating @wenching!"



He put an obviously fake hurt look on his face. dlimit patted him on the
arm. 'Of course, dear boy, | congratulate you Td@® next one has to be a
boy.’

'Now wait a minute, Aunt Rose. Don't start managmgfamily affairs. I'm
fully capable of arranging these little details ®iljs

'Yes, of course you are, Brian," she assured hiseyas she winked at
Mandy. 'Oh, by the way, | saw your friend MereditiMiami a week ago."’

'‘No friend of mine,’ he laughed. 'She wgsur guest, if | remember
correctly. And it wasnywife who threw her out of our house.'

'Of course | remember," his aunt purred. 'She vedsng a divorce. You
know she married that totally unsuitable Rene FsamcAnd now she's
hunting again. She expects to come up to Newpoth®season.'

'‘Be we givin' that there charity ball agin in Juné&leb asked.

'l suppose so,’ Brian groaned. 'We've got the gabd-sized ballroom in the
village. | guess we'll give it, but | won't enjay i

Mandy snapped her fingers. 'l enjoyed the lastsaauch,’ she signed. 'We
just have to give another!

'‘Don't worry about it," he returnedf. we give one, you're not going!'

'‘Not going? Of course I'm going.' She spoke calgfahd then reinforced
the words by signs. Her fingers crackled with wrath

‘It was great fun, and look what happened to yom! mot taking any
chances. If we give a ball, you, my sweet, are gjeanbe locked up in your
bedroom!’

'I'm trying to be polite,’ she signed angrily, 'ts is going too far. I--'

He held up his hand and stopped her. 'Wait foptihechline,’ he chuckled.
'You're going to be locked up in the bedroom, waith.'



'Oh!" she signed, and then, 'That's not an orbat'stan invitation. | accept.
Somebody hand me the baby. It's time for her feed.’

Four pairs of hands hastened to share the plea3iiek Miss Clemson
might just come to the ball?' Caleb asked. 'l cdwdlelp the car handy. Now
we've got the hang of it, twon't be so hard nemet

'Where did you take that poor girl that night?' AtRose was just making
conversation.

'Drove her over to Green Airport,’ Caleb allowethé said she wanted a
ticket on the first plane out. | got her one.’

Whether it was the wine, the memory of Meredithepaltture, or the
moment, they all broke out into laughter. Mandypkimg down at the
downy head nuzzling her breast, could only findmdfor thoughts of the
man who had brought it all aboBweet, biddable Amandiaord, how her
father would have roared at that. She could ndtamsthe giggles. Her
entire body shook with a gale of laughter. The stgkvas too much for
Rose Sharon. The baby squalled with great enthusidandy listened
proudly to the wonderful sound. Romantic Amandan8{she told herself,
isn't that the sound of angels singing?

A look of sheer bliss, of adoration, of—well, totoethful—worship formed

on her face as she looked over the child's headratusband. Only to find
exactly the same look ohis face as he watched them both, mother and
daughter. And silence spoke for love.



