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When Professor Harford Tudor first invited Mardtiavisit him, she looked
on the invitation as coming from a kindly colleagu®o looked on her work
as promising. After all, the professor was old agioto be her father.

So it was disconcerting, to say the least, whenfeBsor Harford's
disagreeable son Rhian began to treat her as - wethe kind of
adventuress! What a ridiculous situation to be & bone of contention
between father and son!

At least it would have been ridiculous if it hadmicome so serious - for she
soon realised, to her horror, that she had fakelove with one man, and
didn't want to hurt the other. What should she do?



CHAPTER ONE

'‘Burt, darling," said Josephine Newell to her daughers really much too
old for you. Older than | am, in fact.'

'‘Go on,' said Maretta with a smile, fastening th&clees on her suitcase,
finish the sentence. Old enough toymeir husband, let alone mine. Won't
you please understand,’ her arms went briefly rdoedmother and she
placed a light kiss on the surprisingly wrinkledreheek, 'that there's
nothing - absolutely nothing - like that betweef'us

‘Then," Josephine asked with a worried frown, "thig invitation to stay
with him during the summer vacation?"

That Maretta could not answer. She had been asquliay it as her mother
was. With a shrug, 'l work in his department.’

'‘But you must admit, dear, you're a very junior rbem A laboratory
assistant is not very high up in the hierarchy aniaersity. Much as | love
you, even | acknowledge that"

Maretta sighed. 'l came to terms long ago with inytéd intellect—'

'‘But, darling,’ Josephine was all proud mother ndawasn't your fault you
had to leave school before completing your exafyaur dear father hadn't
died—'

''d have got to the top. Mother dear, I've hearallibefore. For heaven's
sake, stop feeling guilty about my career. Neximtel promise you, Il
attend evening classes and study hard and carfrpanwhere | left off.'

'Maretta,’ the frown was firmly fixed, 'you're twgfour. It can't be long
before you—'

'‘Marry?' Maretta laughted. 'This is a play-back. ttve got no one in mind.
James is nice and, as you call him, clean- livind alever, but he just
doesn't turn me on. So what's the use?'



‘That leaves Professor Tudor, doesn't it? Donl'imtel he's asked you to his
home to help him with his work.’

'l wouldn't be qualified to do that.’
‘Then hanustbe interested in you personally. | know the waysen, dear.’
'Even fifty-two-year-olds?'

'Especially fifty-two-year-olds. | am, after algrty-eight myself. And men
of that age, especially widowers, as he is, havehair faculties, their
feelings, their - instincts.’

Maretta laughed, hugging her mother. "You'll bériglme about the birds
and the bees next.'

There was a ring at the door bell, two precise mneabkrings, then silence.
'He's here,’ Josephine whispered, gazing downtéms.s
"You go," Maretta urged. 'I've just rememberedvemé packed my talc.'

She was closing her case again as the two voidésddap to her. One was
her mother's, high-pitched and hurried with welcoara a touch of

diffidence - her mother had, Maretta rememberedenenet a real life

professor before - and the other quick and preogdkecting the personality
and thought processes of the man to whom her muathgispeaking.

There was no doubt about it, her mother was a literwhelmed at meeting
such a distinguished person. The call up the staatsto keep Mr. - er -
Doctor - er - Professor Tudor waiting' was not oaly indication of the
extent of her mother's confusion, but also, to Mal® surprise, a cry for
help.

An accomplished hostess when her husband was ali@ghough no

academic, he had been highly placed in industtywas not often that her
mother was knocked off balance in her meetings pébple. It was plain
that this occasion was an exception to the rule.



For two years Maretta had worked in Professor Taddepartment,
considering herself fortunate in having been apedino so distinguished a
place of learning on the basis of the comparatifeiyble qualifications she
possessed. For two years her mother had heardlkan tones of awe of the
man called Harford Tudor and she had listened agjiral awe to his list of
accomplishments and achievements. But that, Mase@osed, had been
in an entirely objective way, like watching a farsofiim actor in the
cinema, admiring him yet knowing it would nevergmssible to meet him.

As Maretta went down the stairs, she reflectedaliah though he was in his
early fifties, one had to admire the man. Not odily he look intelligent,
with his swift, comprehending glances all roundkirig in information,
processing it through the natural computer of m&@rband absorbing the
results instantaneously, he was fine-looking, thstinguished in feature as
well as mind. He was tall, slim to the point ofrthess, his quick movements
hinting at agility, having across his shouldersyghk merest hint of a stoop.
His hair had light touches of grey and his poirttedrd became him.

Maretta had remembered her mother's words of wauadout a man of his
age. Looking at him, there was no doubt tiéd man had all his faculties,
feelings and instincts. As she hugged her motherremembered what else
she had said. 'He must be interested in you peigoraut she laughed
inwardly at such an idea.

As Maretta sank back in the passenger seat, watdhim East Anglian
countryside pass by, she sighed with a strangeenoment. The immediate
future, she felt, would be good. The distant futues too far away to worry
about.

So Professor Tudor was interested in her persqmnadly he? She smiled at a
field of grazing cattle. Mothers were always famgyithings that did not
exist. It had all begun because of a chance momethie laboratory one
lunch hour. She had been gazing out of the winddames was there,
working at some experiment, having eaten his sacttbsi quickly so that he
could get back to the subject which currently absdrhim.



Maretta had said, 'What's that bird over there le lawn, James? I'm
hopeless. | can't tell a starling from a blackbird.

'It's a blackbird, Miss Newell," a voice had satdhar side. 'If you look
closely, you can tell the difference easily.'

Disconcerted, Maretta had looked up into the fdderofessor Tudor. 'I'm -
I'm sorry, | was talking to James. Do - do you knatout bird-life,
Professor?'

'In my spare time, Miss Newell," he said genthyn ‘&n ornithologist. It's my
hobby, my consuming passion. | have a large haug®icountry in which |

live at week-ends and vacations. In the gardemsy‘rie large and beautiful -
| have a hide from which | watch the birds withowgself being seen.’

From then on, Maretta had found herself becomirngegsingly involved

with Professor Tudor's hobby. He had even leniaheook to enable her to
identify different species of birds. Once, he hatlimed early from lunch
and had taken her for a walk in the college groundming the birds they
had seen and telling her of their nesting and nogyahabits.

Then had come the invitation to his house. Matwthbeen so surprised she
had accepted on the spot. There had been no luhibpthe length of her
stay.

'Tll show you the hide, Miss Newell,” he had sahiis face alight with
anticipation. 'Under my tuition, you'll soon bekeen an ornithologist as |
am!

'He's interested in you personally,” her mother said. How wrong her
mother was! His interest in her was purely as alimgifellow-enthusiast, a
newcomer, a complete novice whom he could teacheandurage and fill
with some of the unbounded enthusiasm which owsgtbfrom him.

As the drive to his home progressed, so the rerastenast on him by his
elevated position in the academic hierarchy deeckdske a chrysalis he
shed his learned skin. He became a human beingalkied of everyday

things, like 'shopping at the village store whenlmusekeeper, Mrs. Fiske,



had left something off her list of groceries; l&enbathing in the garden and
making his own lemonade, chilling it before savogriits homemade
flavour.

But Maretta could not free herself completely oleaMere she was, sitting
beside the man on whom, until recently, she hattddoas a great and
scholarly figure, and in another world from herse Had written books
which were regarded by his contemporaries as ckssitheir own field,
and which had been used by educational punditsxdisaoks.

He was regarded as being a world authority on hisiqular branch of

metallurgy, which was his subject. It was not fothing that he had been
appointed Professor of Metallurgy many years befoaad at a

comparatively early age. His paper qualificatidhs, letters after his name,
her mother had once said, on seeing them on tretilegnt's letter heading,
were enough in themselves to fill half the pagetheat adding another
word!

Yet, Maretta thought, listening to him talk abodue itomforts of his home,
she knew nothing at all about him as a man - exiteypthe was a widower,
and had been so for many years. He had never medtia family, so she
assumed he did not have any.

The car turned at precisely the correct angle it left half of a
semi-circular drive, bounding a faultless lawn. Tae was large, shining
and blue, its metal gleaming in the late afternson. But it was the house
which had Maretta's eyes opened wide, at the grao@ss of it, its
mellowness, its age - it must have been built twodned years before - and
its size. It was constructed in red brick, the wirraf the colour being
enhanced by climbing plants and by the hedges wéeamed to form a
barrier between the front entrance and who knewt Wwhauties behind the
great house?

‘The coat of arms,’ Professor Tudor pointed to ¢hglem above the
second-floor windows, 'is not mine. It belongedthe original owner. |

bought the place from one of his descendants. tsdnd had died and she
wished to remarry free of the encumbrance of sudhrge estate.' He
answered her unasked question. 'l was fortunategénio benefit under my



very rich grandfather's will, which made the neeeggash for such a house
available. | admit this place is a self-indulgenmat,’ with a quick smile, 'l
have a weakness for beautiful possessions. Als@ame round to open the
car door, 'l can indulge my passion of bird-watghio my heart's content.’

"You don't travel from here to the university evday?' Maretta asked.

He laughed, plainly considering the question pleglgi foolish. She was,
after all, his laugh said, young and consequentlitla unthinking. 'No, |
have an apartment near the university campusufrdtere, though, every
week-end.’

Maretta waited while Professor Tudor found theseazsin the boot of the
car. As he swept towards the porticoed entrancalig

'Please be at your ease. | hope you'll enjoy y@myrwith me.' As he opened
the great door, he said, smiling, 'I'm looking fard/ indeed to teaching an
eager student new to the subject of ornithologyiastlling in her the same
enthusiasm and love for it that | feel myself.'

Maretta felt a touch of anxiety. Suppose she faled in her interest,
suppose it was insufficient to please him, to justhe generosity of his
invitation? She vowed she would read every booleheher, listen with the
deepest concentration to every explanation he madkeat way only - how
else could she repay him? - would she justify mes@nce in his household.-

The hall was impressive and spacious, the ceiligh,ithe wooden floor
well polished. The scent of it, only recently apgli teased the nostrils. To
one side a carpeted staircase curved upwards.

A tall slim woman came from the domestic quartbes, welcoming smile

resting on Maretta. But there was accompanying gwaft, surprised

opening of the eyes. She held out her hand. 'I's1 Miske, Dr. Tudor's - Dr.
Harford Tudor's - housekeeper.' The faintest emplmasProfessor Tudor's
first name registered unconsciously on Marettalsdm&he disregarded it,
being too bemused by events to take in anythingtbetobvious, the
unmistakable, the immediate present.



Mrs. Fiske took Maretta's case. 'I've preparedgihest room, Professor
Tudor, as you instructed.’

Harford Tudor nodded, placing a hand lightly on Bt&'s shoulder. 'Dinner
is at seven. However, if you wish to rest afterjtheney, the meal can be
delayed.’

Maretta shook her head. 'An hour or two of tramellin your car is not
exactly hard labour, Professor Tudor,' she laughed.

He laughed with her, the pressure of his fingereasing a little in
appreciation of the joke. 'When you've changedag#goin me in the main
drawing-room."'

Maretta followed Mrs. Fiske and at the curve ofgteercase her head turned
back involuntarily. She saw, with a shock, that pinefessor's eyes were
following their progress. His face held a curioutiigughtful expression as
they rested on her. He's thinking, Maretta toldgsaky will | be comfortable?
Will I enjoy staying in such a great house with doeely - lonely? - she
examined her thoughts, surprised - yes, lonely man.

The bedroom was large, the fireplace and overmantatately carved,

steeped in history. The room should have held aatigrniture, ancient
portraits and a canopied bed. But all it retainbdsogracious past was the
low-hanging crystal chandelier suspended from #rdre of the patterned
ceiling.

The bed was a large divan, as modern as the shmpd supply. The

dressing-table and wardrobe were thoughtfully desigin dark oak. The
carpet was strewn with interwoven roses, the auwstaiarried the same
flower motif as they moved in the breeze aroundtteelarge windows. A

couple of fireside chairs added a touch of homeln& the slightly

awe-inspiring atmosphere.

Through a half-open door Maretta saw, with a sptpleasure, a glimpse of
a bath. On closer investigation, she guessed thwd, in years gone by,
been the dressing-room but had been convertediptorate bathroom for
the use of guests. A shower attachment restedcosdée over the bath taps



and it was not long before Maretta was washing athaylast cobwebs of
her doubts - doubts which had troubled her sineeitkitation had been
issued; what right had she to be there at all’d-tawelling herself into a
tingle of anticipation at whatever pleasures mighahead.

From the professor's words - 'when you have chdngdte guessed that it
was his practice to dress formally for dinner. Froen suitcase she lifted a
floral skirt and white lace sleeveless top.

She took care with her make-up, although she dideadly know why. Did
she, deep down, want to impress the professorp&lerbrown hair, parted
in the centre, swung to her shoulders, framingowaf face which narrowed
to a delicately rounded chin. Her eyes were grelylang-lashed and there
was a directness in them, an honesty which, coupittdthe set of her full,
wide mouth, was her most arresting characteristic.

The hall was quiet as Maretta crept down the stAgsher foot touched the
shining floorboards, she heard in the distancethenur of busy voices and
the clatter of crockery and her taste buds flowaster nostrils caught the
appetizing smell of food. A pang of hunger touched adding itself to the
strange disturbance of her feelings. It was ashfeeze had sprung from
nowhere, telling of the storm and havoc to come.

She shivered, blaming her apprehension on her fogeslistenance - she
had, after all, eaten nothing since lunch - angtaeross the hall towards a
partially opened door. Had the professor invited teejoin him in the
dining- room or the drawing-room? If he was notré&)eshe would retreat as
fast as she could and turn another of the manylasnidy another door.

He was not there, but she did not retreat. The nmasnot empty. Standing
at a window and staring out was the figure of a nah broad-shouldered,
his light brown hair curling slightly as it touchdige collar of his striped
shirt. One hand rested in a trouser pocket, therdtbld a glass. Maretta had
crept in so softly, he had not heard. If she he&ldbreath, she thought, and
retreated from the room backwards, without evenitigr round, would she
escape unseen?



But the lift of a foot must have given her away. tdened. After the first
astonishment had hit him, apparently stilling therking of his lungs and
lifting his eyelids until his unbelieving eyes westaring with a kind of
muted horror, his gaze narrowed considerably, hisktbrown brows
descending into a puzzled frown. The nose on tha¢ fwas long and
straight, the mouth wide, the lips stamped withicigm and - could it be? -
a twist of bitterness.

Maretta, as if caught in an unlawful act, pulled #rrant foot from behind
her to rest by the side of the other. Who was 1ttie, and why should he
have the power to implant in her, like a packetarelessly sown seeds, an
uncontrollable flowering of guilt? The grey jackaing perfectly, draping
over wide-boned hips, the trousers were cut toaldeag, lean legs. The tie
was dark red, to match the stripe in the shirt.

It was plain he would not be the first to speaksise would have to begin the
conversation. What was it about her that displedsedso? Was her lace
blouse too revealing? Did her eyelids carry too Imeye-shadow? Were her
lips too red? She felt for a crazy moment that lséig come to the wrong
house, but common sense stabilized her seesavairg bhis was Professor
Tudor's residence, he had brought her here antahevery right to stay,
whatever might be the curiously unwelcome messadkd quizzical grey
eyes of this stranger.

‘I'm - I'm sorry." It was all she could think of¢ay. He was staring at her so
accusingly she felt the need to apologize. 'T'llll-go," she murmured,
backing away. 'l had no intention of disturbing—'

'So you are my father's friend?"
'Friend'? Afriend of Professor Tudor's? She shook her head. Shd tyl
no claim to such an exalted state. Then it str@gck hmy father’, he had said.

So Professor Tudor had a son? Her astonishmenthmaustshown.

'Did he not tell you about me?' The voice was diragylacid in its tone. 'That
doesn't surprise me. He's been trying for thirtg-ixears to forget—'



Forget what? The sentence was not completed. Tdaksphad changed his
mind. But forget? Forget this man? Who could elaxing once met him,
thrust him out of mind?

'Ill say this for him," Professor Tudor's son went 'he has—' a long pause
in which the cool eyes examined her like a diammaichant examining a
precious stone for flaws, 'taste’. The speakertethito say whether that
taste was good or bad. He leaned back cross-leaggadst the windowsill,
throwing a mouthful of liquid down his throat, sVeating it and savouring
the after-taste. 'He may be lacking in common seHsemay even be -
indiscreet. But taste he has.' There was no ddadaitat - Maretta tightened
under the hard eyes - his examination of her haglaled flaws in plenty.

She stiffened even more, and noted with irritativet the tauter she grew,
the more relaxed he became. 'I'm sorry, Mr. Tubot,if I knew what you
were talking about—"'

'Rhian’s the name,' he drawled. 'Any friend of miyér's is a friend of mine.
Let me get you a drink," he continued smoothiytiniff himself into a
standing position and moving across the room tab&eton which stood an
assortment of bottles.

'l tell you,' she addressed his back furiouslgmiinota friend, | work in your
father's department—'

'You surprise me.' He turned, holding out a gl&serry.' She accepted it
with a murmured thanks. 'l drink the harder stidg'refilled his own glass,

shooting a spurt of soda into it. He draped himagHinst the table, half-
sitting on it. 'You're learned as well as decoeivyou have qualifications
good enough to come up to my father's extremely lEgndards? He
usually demands that only the best brains should woder him. Tell me,’

his gaze wandered indolently over her, 'how gogais brain?' It was plain

by the path his eyes were taking that he was istedein other things

besides her brain.

'I'm a laboratory assistant,’ she said flatly,wishing with all her heart that
she had been able to bring to his eyes the lightliofiration and respect for



her intellectual ability, wiping out of them thatrely concealed contempt in
which, for some unfathomable reason, he seemed|doner.

At her statement he burst out laughing. 'A labosasssistant?’
Her face flamed and she felt dangerously nearaiste

‘That's rich! Like the prince and the beggar maimught up to date. The
professor and the little lab assistant.’

Her lip trembled and for a moment he watched hiee dmile had gone and
a thoughtful, considering look took its place. A furned away, seeking
for a place to put her glass, he moved to standi®éé®r. 'No, no.' His hand
rested on her arm. 'We must drink a toast.'

Like a water diviner in a drought, she searchedhfardignity, scraping a
little from beneath the surface of her crumbled posure. 'l would rather
not drink with you, thank you.’

'‘Come,’ there was a curious quality in his smder future may be more
interwoven than we realize. Who knows what fate nalg in store?' He

held up his glass, looking into the golden liquiccontained as if into a

crystal ball. 'I'll take a guess, an inspired gusg | shall keep my guess a
secret. To the future, Miss—?' His raised eyebraws#ted her answer.

‘Newell.'

'Miss Newell. To the incredible, unbelievable fr
'Mr. Tudor, |—' but their glasses chinked, his ¢hgsnd catching hers.

As they drank, a voice said from the dobigctor Tudor, Maretta, my dear,
Doctor Rhian Tudor.'

Bewildered, Maretta turned to greet her hd3actor Tudor? Two Doctor
Tudors?'

'‘Confusing, isn't it?' the son drawled. 'Ph.D.s¢toos of Philosophy, both of
us. It runs in the family.’



'My son's qualifications,’ said the father, hisdhan Maretta's shoulder, 'are
equal to mine.'

'Only our subjects differ,’ said the son.
'‘But we're both scientists.’

'My father, as you know, is a metallurgist.’
'‘And my son is a geologist.'

So this man was as clever as his father, his besrwsilliant, his perception
as keen, his thoughts as quick-fire. But was he as shrewd and
discerning, did he possess his father's maturity ooftlook and
understanding?

Looking at him, at his knowledgeable eyes, hisgam self-assurance, his
thorough self-knowledge - yes, Maretta decided,Rbian Tudor certainly
was mature. Experienced, too, in the ways of thddvoand women. But
understanding, sympathy, consideration? None at sl concluded,
looking momentarily into the calculating grey eyete was the kind who
would take but never give, demand but never cono&deocking, questing
eyebrow jerked her from her reverie. Confused, theed into her empty
glass. No wonder he had laughed at her companativelly status at the
university. To a man as clever as this one, a ktboy assistant would rank
little higher than a girl who made the tea.

"You're lost in thought, Miss Newell," Professoddus son went on. 'Does it
worry you to be spending some of your vacationhi@ tompany of two
intellectual giants? If so, relax. At home as we aow, we're two
simple-minded men, no more, no less. Almost hunmarfact,’ the lips
smiled, the eyes stayed unmoved, 'especially iptegence of a woman.'

So this was Rhian Tudor's home, as well as hisefath And his stay here
would be coinciding with hers? The thought distarlaed dismayed her.
One Doctor Tudor she could cope with, but two ...

'Another drink, Maretta?' Harford Tudor asked.



Rhian, without waiting for her reply, took the gddsom her hand. 'I'll get it.
You, Father?"

‘The usual, thanks." Professor Tudor invited Martidttake the seat beside
him on the settee. As she sat down, he neatenexisigon behind her, and
acted generally with the eagerness of someonenggbiplease. His smile
was questioning. 'You're comfortable, my dear? \Woydu like another
cushion?'

The son stood in front of her, holding out a driAk.her eyes ran the length
of him to rest on his face, she found a smile tresealifferent from his
father's as a kitten from a tiger.

The words he spoke were as taunting as the siileuld you like the
housekeeper to bring you a footstool, Miss Newd/iduld you like us to
engage the services of a lady's maid for the duradf your stay? Would
you like a red carpet unrolled for you wherever yalk?'

'‘Rhian!" There was no mistaking it, Harford Tudarsce held a distinct
tremor, a tremor of anger, not of sorrow.

It was then that Maretta, flushing at the pinpricksthe younger man's
taunting, sensed that all was not well between é3sufr Tudor and his
clever son.

'How - how old is the house?' Maretta asked het, ingrsoring the man who
had not moved from his position in front of her.

'‘About two hundred and fifty years. This room wamodelled early last
century and divided into two. | use the other atuay.'

Maretta looked about her, seeing the open fireplacelonger in use,
judging by the radiators along the walls. The agmigrce of the ceiling was
carved to represent leaves. The walls were wooelfgah The only modern
touch in the room was an inscrutable modern pajrawer the fireplace. In
the bedroom, the past had been swept away. Hea, fapm the painting,
the past had been allowed to live on.



‘This settee is Chippendale,’ Harford Tudor s#i@, bookcase over there is
Georgian. The small table on which the drinks @ending is walnut,
eighteenth century. Mirror, Queen Anne. Many ofiteens were purchased
with the house.’

'It's all beautiful," Maretta said, her eyes roagnioaund the room.

'It has the grace of simplicity,’ said Harford,like many houses of this age.
Which is one of the reasons why | bought it. Siipliappeals to me.'

Was it her imagination, Maretta wondered, or did @yes linger on her
face?

'It soothes my father's tortuous, complex braaid ghe son, his voice heavy
with sarcasm. 'Hence his—' He checked himself d@lyrupad he met the
challenge of his father's look? 'You like old thendviiss Newell?' There
seemed to be the faintest trace of emphasis owadhe 'old'.

She looked up sharply, and once again met the tduhat smile.

‘There's usually a shop window between myself andmece of antique
furniture, Dr. Tudor.' Her fingers rubbed lightlyer the polished wooden
arm of the settee.

"You have no money to spare for luxuries?'

'As | told you, I'm only a lab assistant." She vdbnbt meet his eyes.

"Your parents - they aren't in the higher inconmecket?'

'Rhian, you really shouldn't—"

Maretta broke in, 'My father died some years adoel with my mother.'
She met his eyes, a challenging smile touchingnmsth. 'Continue with

your questioning, Dr. Tudor.'

He threw back his head and laughed. After a sipvorof his drink, and a
brooding contemplation of the object of his curipdhe said, 'I'll take you at



your word. I'll ask another question. Aren't yolittée - shall we say - old to
be a laboratory assistant?'

'Old, Rhian? What are you talking about? She's tmgnty-four. Some of
our laboratory assistants are much older than Néaret

Rhian's narrowed eyes did not leave Maretta's f@eghaps | should have
worded the question differently. Perhaps | showdgehsaid, aren't you a
little old to be unmarried? You're not,’ a consakpause, 'unattractive.
There's something about you that might interesaa—+A

'Rhian!" Professor Tudor stood abruptly. There wasdoubting now the
anger he was feeling. It was almost as thoughdrishad abused something
venerated, revered ...

Maretta could not remain seated under the insubcrgtiny of Professor
Tudor's arrogant son. She stood, but she hadttbetilface upwards at a
sharp angle to look at him. Her eyes blazed. 'ehdayet met a man who has
impressed me sufficiently to make me think in tewhgoining the rest of
my life to his.'

'‘No?'
‘No!'

The dinner gong reverberated, demanding attentiending its message
into every room in the house, its promise of harynaround a table, of
candlelight catching the crystal wine glasses amdhe right company, of
good conversation.

It was all as she had thought it would be. Thedatds dark oak and long
enough to seat six comfortably, so that three Iddkst at it. The dining
chairs, the professor explained, were reproductioniture in oak and
leather. These he had bought himself to fit in with surroundings. The
fender around the fireplace was also a reproducti@i an
eighteenth-century model. But the sideboard andlspa& cabinet were
early eighteenth century.



The cutlery shone as Maretta had thought it wotlld, place mats were
woven, the glasses gleamed. The meal was senadydoy Mrs. Fiske, the

wine dispensed by Professor Tudor himself. For mafcthe time his son

remained silent, his face without expression, igliconcentration seemingly
on the food he was eating.

But he could not have missed the attention hisfatvas lavishing on their
guest. Harford Tudor asked Maretta repeatedlyeifittod was to her liking;
was there anything else she would rather have,tmeae too much or too
little of everything Mrs. Fiske had given her?

Maretta had been seated on Professor Tudor's agitshe had not once
raised her eyes to meet those of the man oppaait®&ht when, towards the
end of the meal, as Professor Tudor refilled tlsggs and proposed a toast,
she was forced to do so.

‘To my young friend, Maretta," he said, raisingdiass high and touching it
to Maretta's. As he held out his glass to his gamas not met immediately.
But Rhian Tudor seemed, after a moment's strugglepvercome his
objections and supported his father's toast. Thatdimn had creased
Harford Tudor's brows.

'Miss Newell,' Rhian said.

Maretta, with deliberation, echoed Rhian Tudor'sitaon. For a few
seconds she appeared locked in an internal strubgie she raised her glass
to Rhian's, although she had no intention of taugthis. He, it seemed, had
other ideas. He leaned across and grasped her, Wrisging her glass
within touching distance of his own. Then, with firgyers still holding hers
firmly, their glasses made contact, rim to rim.

Their eyes battled, giving the lie to the messdgeeace and benevolence
which all toasts contain. Maretta pulled in heslighe would not give in.
Slowly, carefully so as not to spill a drop. Rhfarced her hand away from
her across the table until it was near enoughifartb drink from his glass.

He said, with a glint, 'To my father's young - veigung - friend.' After
which he released her hand, having undoubtedlytivemattle.



But still it seemed he was not satisfied. He adskdshis father. 'Miss
Newell denies she's a friend of yours." Why dichppear intent on taunting
his father? Maretta, glancing anxiously at Profes$ador, saw the
displeasure, already aroused by Rhian's strangelyopative by-play in
seizing her hand, increase at his son's wordfachi Rhian went on, ‘when
| called her your "friend” she seemed indignant Bisists she's merely one
of your very minor subordinates who works in yoapdrtment.'

Rhian sent his father a testing glance. Reactan thseemed to say.

Harford Tudor considered his reply with care. Heéd his empty coffee
cup, replaced it centrally on the saucer, pickethepspoon and appeared to
study its metal content. Then he put it down, sttbkis beard and said at
last,

‘Subordinate? No, | prefer the word assistant. \ieiryor? On the contrary,
a vital link in the chain of learning, the very falation on which the
department - any scientific department - is bagstecessary as the humble
"hard core", the broken bricks and rubble on wheslen the greatest of
buildings is erected.’

Maretta laughed, colouring a little. 'You're flattgy me, Professor Tudor.’
She was conscious of the son's deep interestwéfé away—'

'Someone else,’ the professor interrupted, ‘woalt o be found to take
your place. In any case, I'm convinced, as a regulty - so far - somewhat
slim acquaintance with you, that your brain pot@n8 much greater than
you would have me, or anyone else, believe.’

.'It's kind of you, but—'

'Kind}' Now the professor seemed angry with her. 'l anspetiking out of
kindness. I've come to my conclusions as a redulbbservation and
objective thought.'

'You've insulted my father's scientific integritiliss Newell,” came a
jeering murmur from across the table. 'You see,dfavled, 'a scientist
thinks objectively, disinterestedly, on all subgctHe holds any given



problem away from him and considers it as a thpayta Even his emotions,
his feelings, his - love, if he should be unfortignenough to allow himself
to succumb to such a sensation," with a quick, mgckmile, 'he projects
away from him and considers coolly, impartially ciestifically. Take it
from me, as a scientist | know by experience.'

'‘By experienceDr. Tudor?' Maretta flung back. 'I'm astonishedt tiiou
could ever have been so unthinking,usscientificas to allow yourself to
develop a feeling of love for any other human beiegcept yourself.'

The narrowed eyes, the tightened mouth, the fageideof all emotion
except a savage cynicism turned Maretta cold, teespe warmth of the
evening sun filling the " windows and gilding thalls.

The father laughed, his good humour restored. The bBad been
vanquished. 'How well," he said, 'you have summedup, Maretta. He has
had - how do you young people say it now? - higiedf But as he confessed
to me once, love has never touched him. Love ofother sort, yes, for a
man of his age that goes without saying. But lavéhe warm, passionate
sense of the word, no. It's just as well he hagnearried. He doesn't know
what the word "faithfulness" means.’

Their glances clashed. Now father and son did éalttlwas plain their
mutual bitterness went deep. That each was wouwdscdplain. That each
tried their best to disguise that wound was, toditars dismayed eyes, even
plainer.

Her heart pounded as if she were the cause of disgiord, as if she were
transported back into the past centuries and washwg a duel between
two men for her honour. But she knew that thisebifeud had begun long
before she made her appearance on the scene.sBhHaal, by instinct, by
a certain intuition, that her arrival at the hobhad somehow exacerbated the
guarrel, and the knowledge made her strangelyt&igtd.



CHAPTER TWO

MRs. FISKE came in with more coffee, which they all refusBdt it served
to break the deadly silence.

Professor Tudor pushed back his chair, bowingle i Maretta. 'I'm sure
you will excuse me, my dear.' His eyes swung,Wott longing, towards the
windows, like a prisoner counting the moments umlis free. I've been
away from my home longer than usual. | must getrdtmwmy hide near the
stream which runs through the estate."

His hand lingered momentarily on her arm, then he gone.

'So,' softly, 'my father has left me holding théoypa The way his voice
lingered over the final word had the colour rushiagher cheeks. 'What
shall I do with her?' His eyes left her in no doabto the track his thoughts
were taking. A well-worn track, Maretta thoughtrd which nine women
out of ten would run towards him with open arms.IW&he told herself
furiously, I'll be the tenth, the odd one out.stay right here where | am, I'll
not take one step, either mentally or physicatiydrds that man!

He wandered round the table and as he approachacktt®l stood and
pushed in her chair. She refused to remain segitédg him the advantage
of so much more height. It was bad enough havidgdk up into his face
even when they were both standing. This she noywdtd fire in her eyes.

'Please don't worry about me, Dr. Tudor. As fdfmsoncerned, you can go
about your work or play as if | didn't exist.’

'My work can wait and my "play” is hardly the kiodl which you - or my
father - would approve.' Again she resented thattag smile. She turned
her back on him and talked to the door.

'Where are you going?"

‘To my room. | have cases to unpack.'

'Do that later. Have you seen the house? [I'll tadteover



it." His tone, a little sharp now, forced her toesgy

He joined her at the door, his hand resting liglthy her arm where his
father's had fleetingly touched her. The fathermaidoroduced the slightest
response, but the momentary contact with the sdnhlea tense, prickling

and retreating out of reach. Her exaggerated réabihot pass him by, and
he did not trouble to hide his cool amusement.

'Let me lead the way,' he said, preceding hertimedall.

Rhian pushed open a heavy panelled door which edealkth age. This is

my father's study.' It had, as Professor Tudor $&d, been formed by
separating it from the drawing-room. As Maretta ked around she

concluded that the professor's untidy habits mesttHe despair of his
housekeeper. But in spite of the papers scattebeditathe piles of

magazines, the desk littered with books, pencits dnawings of birds, the

room had a dignity all its own. The fact that idhance been a part of a
larger, grander room had not been completely lost.

'l don't propose,’ Rhian said, 'to go round thenifure dating it and
pinpointing its antiquity, as my father did. Nor &the connoisseur he is of
antiques. | deal in age, of course, through myestibput of a very different
nature.'

He closed the door and opened another. 'This was &nown as the
parlour. Here you might feel the past lives on. K&gher insists on
preserving it as he imagines it used to be. Hesegfuo desecrate, as he
called it, the atmosphere.’

Maretta's eyes lifted to the ceiling, whose mouldinvere intricate, to the

central chandelier with its glinting crystal, toettable and chairs whose
antique value must have been great. Where portbitsmer owners must

once have hung were two others. One was of Praf@sstor himself, as a

man in his thirties. The other was of Rhian Tugoopably painted ten years
before, when he was in his early twenties.

For some time, Maretta gazed at the painting ofmthe who stood beside
her. When she was looking at his image rather iimsubstance, she found



it easier to look into his eyes, but even so thetpd ones, coldly assessing
even at that age, made hers falter and fall away.

Maretta looked around. There was something misantyshe could not for
a moment identify what was wrong. Then she knew.t8med her head and
looked up at him, into the cool eyes, the real gged their expression was
neutral and withdrawn. Had he guessed the queshierwas about to ask?

‘There's no picture of your—'

'My mother died a few hours after | was born.' Woeds were spoken with
chilling indifference. They were a statement oftfaco more. Maretta
wanted to ask why, how? Who brought you up? Whageuliyou as a baby,
played the games of childhood with you, gave yountia and love? Not,
she told herself with surprising sadness, his faffiee feud that seemed to
exist between them had its roots deep in the Jdsn she checked the
compassion rising within her. Why should she feeitlaing for this
passionless, unemotional man beside her? She ef&sakb a friend - no, an
acquaintance - of his father's. Until she had ediin Professor Tudor's
house, she had not even known he had a son.

'‘Well," the eyebrows were raised, the sardonic,dbame features
unsmiling, ‘have you looked your fill at the famihprtraits? Do you wish
with all your heart that my father were the age nbhat he was when that
picture was painted?’

Her face flamed. 'l don't know what you're implyjimy. Tudor-'

'Shall we move on?' He was ripping through her afige a shark’s fin
through wind-whipped waves. The rough seas of emaoteven emotion he
had aroused in others - did not disturb him. Whextethe situation, he
seemed to be the master, the aggressor, the ikilrld blood. No matter
what the circumstance, he was in control.

They walked up the stairs, Rhian a step or twaontfof her. He did not
attempt to speak. They passed a door and Rhianrgdst



'My father's room." He obviously had no intentioh showing her the
interior. They came to another door. 'Mrs. Fiskesm.'

He turned the handle of a door along the passagéng Maretta to follow.
He smiled slightly. 'Mrs. Fiske has given me up.aW¥H'm at home, she
makes no attempt to keep my room in the impecdadileess in which she
keeps it in my absence.'’

The bedroom was large, as were all the other robotst had been tamed
from the gracious dignity conferred upon it by th&ssing of over two
centuries, into a living-room, sleeping-room andkwamom combined. The
personality of the man was stamped upon it as nbtgaretta thought, he
would stamp - 'brand’, she reflected with a toucépie, would probably be
more accurate - all his possessions, whether tleeg inanimate objects like
the scattered desk, the coffee-coloured leatheclaairs, the large modern
bed; or whether they were the living, breathing veanm his life. They all
bore his mark - 'Rhian Tudor has used me.’

He pulled off his jacket and threw himself full-gth on the bed, loosening
his tie and resting his head on his hands. He \wdttier bemusedly, eyes
half-closed, mouth slightly curved. At the samedias her body burned
under his regard, so she became pulsingly awarhisofoverpowering
attraction. It was not only his good looks. It was length, his breadth, his
taunting, enticing persuasive strength. She felivas drawing her towards
him with his mind, concentrating with all his camhsiable mental powers on
impelling her to the bed, so that all he had tevds reach out, pull her down
and...

Furious with herself, with her rising, tell-taleloor, she turned away. He
was not ignorant of her struggle. Heewwhat she was feeling!

'No?' came the soft, inciting whisper from the bed.
'‘No!"

She walked to the window, gazing out at the fachesy estate.



'In my experience,’ he murmured, 'women are noalisdifficult to get.
With some it may take a little time, a little coag+'

‘Then I'm quite different from the women you seerkriow.’

'No woman," he mused, his eyes closed, 'is "diffietd hese days you have
only to do that,' he clicked his fingers, 'and tkeyne, sidling up to you and
arching their fur against you, asking for it.'

'‘And of course,’ she frowned at the terraced slapeswinding paths, ‘they
get it?'

'I'm a man," was the laconic reply. There was a&@athen, 'Tell me, did you
believe what my father said about me at dinner?’

‘That love has never touched you, real love? Toathaven't any warmth or
passion, any deep feeling? Yes, of course. And pebhaviour since | met
you has given me no reason to believe otherwisgsulally read other
people's characters,” she commented with a toucknafgness, 'very
quickly.'

He laughed loudly, his eyes, open now, mocking 'iée little lab assistant
turns into psycho-analyst at the touch of a butddmli can read my father,
too, as well as you can "read" me? You've unragiéhe intricacies of his
brain, you've fathomed his motives, his dearesh@s® You know all about
his secret dreams?"

He was laughing at her and she smarted under hikeny She made for the
door. 'If there's nothing more to see-

He got up from the bed and tightened his darkieed@ne more place, one
floor higher.’

At the end of the landing, a passageway led taa $light of stairs. There
seemed to be only one room up there, a spaciogsradim. He flung the
door wide.



"My study, when I'm at home, where | work and l@rapon the distant past,
where | think about Ice Ages and glacial periods,to mention rocks and
minerals and fossils.'

.. It was the equipment Maretta noticed first. Th@m reminded her a little
of the laboratory in which she worked, so full wasf microscopes and
tools and pieces of rock. She found him studying faee with some
amusement.

"You look surprised.’

'l am. All these intimidating instruments. | thougeologists dug for their
treasure.’

"You thought you'd find a fork and spade up here?laughed at the idea.
"You're making a not uncommon mistake of confusgeplogy with
archaeology. Archaeologists work in thousands dirge geologists in
hundreds of millions, even thousands of millipns y&ars. This,' he
indicated with a wave of his hand, 'is a petrolagiicroscope. It magnifies
and illuminates the objects viewed through its tubgon't explain further
because it's a complex instrument which the orgliparson wouldn't easily
understand, not even a laboratory assistant tgréegt Professor Tudor.' He
smiled sarcastically. ‘Incidentally, petrology isetstudy of rocks." He
moved towards another piece of equipment. 'Thia ghoto-microscope,
rather like the other one but fitted with a camérphotograph details of
minerals and rocks. It saves me the trouble of ohgwminute details.'

‘These wonderful fossils!" Maretta turned to himr, @yes bright. "Where did
you find them?"

'All over the world. | lead a somewhat nomadic.life
Surprised, she said, 'So you don't teach?"
'‘No, I'm neither teacher nor lecturer. | leave #wademic world to my

illustrious father. | utilize the knowledge | haaequired, | don't pass it on as
he does. Incidentally, I'm primarily a geophysicist



'‘But your father called you a geologist.'

'l am, basically. But | took further degrees in shubject.’
'So you really are bright, like your father!

He bowed low.

Risking rebuff, she asked, 'Where do you work?"'

He smiled. 'The world is my work place." Marettawned. 'Perhaps you'd
understand me better if | told you | work for an ebmpany, an

American-owned oil company. As a geophysicist,sitvlifferent parts of

the world prospecting for oil. I'm in charge ofeain of men.'

‘Then why are you here?'

'I've just come back from Alaska. | have two mohtbave and at the same
time I'm writing up the report on my findings foyramployers. I've got the

data, the pictures, samples of rock and so on. Nowst assemble all the
facts and figures and advise on whether | constdeorth my company's

while to set up an oil rig and everything else tpas with it.’

'Quite a responsibility.’
It is, but that's what I'm paid for - very welligdor, | might say.'

'So you have to travel wherever they send you? Ywaork isn't just
theoretical?'

'‘No. Believe it or not, unlike my academic fatheactually get my hands
dirty. | handle rock samples, analyse them andrsoHe looked down at
himself. 'l not only get my hands dirty, | havecats dress appropriately.’

She had a flashing picture of him in safety helnbetots, old clothes,
perhaps even mud-stained. The thought intriguedd- far some reason
excited - her. There was another, rougher sidd@onian other than the
suave, impeccably dressed image that he was antiraent presenting.



"You - you don't mind the nomadic sort of life yiead?'

He lifted his shoulders. 'Why should 1? | have m®s,tno wife and kids, no
responsibilities other than my work." He smiled] &faretta knew it was a
prelude to a pinprick. 'I'm worry-free, woman-fré@ave money, plenty of
it. 1 do work | love. | see the world. What elsautmbl ask of life?"

Her hand stretched out to touch one of the miciesso’'Haven't you even
got a girl-friend?'

A long-fingered hand gripped her wrist and pulled hand away from the
instrument she was touching. She jerked irritabid ganapped, 'l know
about equipment. | wouldn't harm it.’

He inclined his head. 'But | doubt if you handleiggnent in this exclusive
category. In answer to your question, what man lemaan - doesn't get
himself a girl-friend?' He smiled provocatively. Bological need. Yes, |
have a woman friend.'

'‘And,’ for some reason her throat closed up &)itdnd you'll be marrying
her one day when you settle down?'

He picked up a rock fossil from his desk, examimetbsely and put it down
again. 'l have no plans to marry anyone or to esatwn. No woman
features in my future. No woman would toleratekimel of life | lead.’

'A - a biological need, you said?' she murmuredh &n ingenuous smile.

'l don't find it difficult to satisfy my needs ihat respect. There are always
women around. On site they may be scarce, but ahaarime off, and a
man knows what to do with it.’

She turned away, suddenly sickened by their coatiers ‘Compared with
you,' the words came out oddly bitter, 'your fathan absolute angel.’

'Let me assure my father's little lab assistast,5&id softly, 'my father, in
that respecis an angel. He sublimates any male desires he mgi@rience
- notice | say "might" because he gives no exteevadence of any such



yearnings - by his love of his work, his ornithojpis—' He broke off and
even her questioning eyes raised to his did nauyagle him to continue.

‘Tell me," he lifted a handful of her hair and whame shook her head
petulantly, let the strands of hair fall back, "wHaes this lab assistant do in
the course of earning her living?'

'Surely you know. You must have been in a laboyataainy times. | set up
equipment for the students to carry out experimdrigke measurements in
the form of graphs and so on. | monitor reseattdhgs like stress in metal.’

'‘Ah, yes, metal fatigue which causes air crasha@tapse of bridges and so
on. My father's territory, not mine.' He leant bajainst the desk, arms
folded, considering her. He did not spare herngkn her physical as well
as her facial attractions. 'You interest me. Irréliehe moved an arm and
tapped her head, at which she recoiled - did he Keaching her on
purpose? she wondered angrily - 'I'm sure is anbnairthy of attention,
capable of development and constructive thougl,ain which could, if
properly trained, make a real and positive contitsuto mankind. Why, at
twenty-four, are you little more than a semi-skiligorker when you could,
I'm convinced, have been working on the right sakeagainst the wrong
side, of the laboratory bench, initiating your oexperiments instead of
merely supplying the equipment for other peoplé&fat went wrong?'

She glanced at the books on shelves around the fdéimen my father died,

| had to break off my studies.' Since she had hekIto the man, she could
not tell what he was thinking. 'I'm hoping, in #ngtumn, to go to classes and
work for better qualifications part-time.’

'Why not do it full-time? Much quicker that way."
Shaking her head, she replied, 'My mother works, Hew money is not
enough for us both to manage on. | can't give ugotyif it takes me a long

time to qualify, | shall just have to persevere.'

'I'll have my own back and ask you the same questsoyou asked me. Any
boy-friend?'



She half-turned, ready to resent his invasion imeo private life, then

remembered hers into his. She thought of James;ademic like Professor
Tudor, but much lower down the scale. He was clemaugh, however, to
be well regarded by the professor. James seenieel taotivated solely by
his work and because she, Maretta, was part dfraugh her job in the

laboratory, because she knew enough to value easidnd ability, he was
beginning to regard her as part of his life, too.

They went out together sometimes, and their talis talk, mostly - was of

work and more work. He kissed her occasionally shethad the feeling that
even at the moment their lips met, his mind wath@tench, solving some
difficult problem. But, not to be outdone by the nmaho was Professor
Tudor's son, she replied, without answering thestioe directly.

'His name is James Heston. He's twenty-seven,thatl, dedicated to his
work, and he's a lecturer in your father's depantrhe

..’/And you're serious about him? You plan to marry?

If she had been truthful she would have said, 'Blot'for some reason she
did not want to tell this man the truth. So she ufactured an elaborate
shrug. 'Possibly. Who knows?'

'l thought you alleged over dinner that you havas'yet met any man with
whom you would want to join up permanently?’

He had almost caught her out. 'Well, | - —" Hermsed to be waiting.
‘James,’ she improvised, 'is the nearest any nagdtaome to my ideal.'

'‘Lucky James," he jeered. 'Does he know of his goddne?' She pressed
her lips together. Had he called her bluff? "Wheny@u going to ask him to
marry you?"'

Her hand shot out to close on one of his rock spegs. It seemed to move
of its own accord, determined by its own methodgéb even with this
sneering, impossible man. What that hand would lolaves with that piece
of rock had it been allowed to lift it from its ptien on a shelf, Maretta



would never know because another, stronger handdratie third time that
evening, fastened round her wrist. And this timghibwed no mercy.

'Drop it!" he ordered, as if he were addressingsalzdient dog.

The hand holding the rock obeyed. In self-defended to, before those
savage nails left a row of permanent indentatiarteer flesh. It seemed that
the release of the rock was not enough, becauséntiers stayed where
they were.

Maretta choked out an apology and as he releasetehiehe blood gush to

and fro along her arm again. Her colour was highhesrubbed her bruised
skin. 'You've stopped questioning me,' she saiohgdoer best to overcome
her humiliating defeat and sound sarcastic. 'Subedge must be many more
things you would like to know?'

He looked at the full lips pouting a little with xation. He dwelt for long

moments on the swelling shape beneath the lacéhtemeat hips under the
long straight skirt. 'Yes, but | doubt if you wouldll me. Whether, for

instance, the innocence of your body matches upeannocence in your
face.’

Her colour rose again and in case he mistook egfabarrassment instead of
the anger it really signified, she said sharplgr ‘& man I've only met today,
you're asking some extremely personal questionpp&e | asked you
about your - innocence?’

'My dear girl," he drawled, 'l lost that years ayou won't find a roving,
hard-living oil man ignorant of the practical siolethe facts of life.’

Why did it nettle her so when he revealed this lpugugh side of him? As
he stood there, elbow resting negligently on afshekide a precious
collection of fossils, his clothes cut to fit, hight brown hair darkening as
the daylight lessened, his good features brougintémse life by the swiftly
comprehending, intelligent eyes; looking at the Ksoaround the room
telling of culture, of deep and constant studyhisfobvious appreciation of
the arts as well as science, it was almost impltessovisualize the man in
any other surroundings than an academic one.



Yet he had disclaimed, almost sneeringly, any cotime with the academic

world. He had told her, with a certain relish, ém@st provocative pleasure,
that he was a wanderer, loving his freedom, andathen who strayed

across his path - women who were taken, throwredsid useless pieces of
rock, and forgotten for ever.

Why did the man trouble her so? It was by his fidhkindness that she
found herself there at all, his father who, shel toérself viciously, was
worth two of this man; his father, who was so gamlkind, so gentle ...

Rhian looked at her now and then as she stood sifenking. But he turned
a rock specimen in his hands and did not breakhatahoughts. When she
wandered to the window, he put aside the pieceak and followed her.

‘The view," she murmured, 'it's breathtaking! Yam see such a long way,
so far into the distance.’

'Which is why this house is called Horizon HalleSde pointed while his
other hand rested on her shoulder and she haghbhferself to concentrate
on the world outside, 'across the fields and steeathe horizon.'

Maretta gazed, filled with awe, at the view. Thetsicolours - the greens,
browns and yellows, soothed the eyes. In one direc¢he landscape was
dotted with farms. In the other, there were lowKaathills and field upon

field of flat, patchwork land. In the distance, &lgrey now that twilight was

shadowing the countryside, was the long, thin tifithe sea.

'‘No wonder," she murmured, half to* herself, 'yeubhosen this room as
your study. It's the best room in the house.'

'I'm glad you appreciate its finer points, and haverlooked the mess."
'Mess?' She looked around. 'l didn't even notidé you pointed it out.’
He laughed. 'A woman in a thousand. Most of youngeuld tut and strain

to get their hands on my "rubbish” as Mrs. Fiskésca But you - you don't
even see it.'



'Does your - your girl-friend call it rubbish?' Shvaited tautly for his reply.

'‘My girl-friend is a geologist, too." Which fullynawered Maretta's question.
'She's a teacher,’ he went on, 'at a large sch@lffolk.'

Why, Maretta wondered, did the landscape darkedeug? It must be, she
decided, because the sun had set and had slipjmed the horizon.

Rhian stood behind her, gazing out. 'Whenever | eeamp here,’ he
murmured, 'all the tension inside me is released.l8ok out at that infinity
of space, | feel an incredible sense of freedom.’

Freedom, there it was again, that freedom he sedloMaretta looked out,
too, at the distant, fading horizon, and wonderéditiay beyond it.

Mrs. Fiske provided a late night drink of hot chiate in the drawing-room.
Rhian was sprawled in an armchair, while his fagteared the settee with
Maretta.

Professor Tudor had not changed from the suit kdeblean wearing before
they left the university. He had hurried straight  the hide in the gardens,
to his telescope and his lonely observations. Odd lfather and son
differed. The one liked solitude and lurking in $isacret places, watching
the birds in their unrestricted freedom. The otternanded that freedom for
himself, prized it, it seemed, beyond all elseliklisy closed-in spaces, the
stifing atmosphere of the academic world, the rretsdns imposed by
entangled emotions, a woman's emotions, a wonaves |

Sitting next to Harford Tudor, being nearer to liiman she ever was’ithe
course of her work, Maretta noticed details abaort that had escaped her
before. There were his shirt cuffs, a little frayedneed of washing, shoes
without a shine, a style of dressing of half a decbefore. It brought him
down from the pedestal on whch she had subcongdgipleced him, the
pedestal of position and status, the heights tahvhis brilliance of mind
had lifted him above all the other men she knewt iBmade him more



human and approachable, stirring within her a kafdcompassionate
affection.

And there was his son, immaculate, as up-to-datasrclothes as it was
possible to be, his proximity making him, strangehore out of reach, his
nearness enlarging instead of diminishing his remeds, his

untouchability. He aroused within her no sympatbyis father did, only a
vague disturbance, a troubled, restless sensati@m, underneath it all, a
hazy kind of anger.

The son, twenty years younger than his father,gss&xl an adultness which
the older man, for all that he had been marriedlreadihad a son, did not
have. Maretta had the feeling that Rhian Tudor'soteams had been

weathered and eroded by bitterness, disillusionmaedt a self-defensive

cynicism. Had the growing, formative years withthé sheltering barrier of

a mother been the cause? Or had it been the pgzhhing-standing feud

between father and son?

Professor Tudor offered Maretta more chocolate filegrjug, pouring it into

her cup. He asked if she were comfortable, if thess anything she
required. He apologized for having neglected hamrnbt having been able
to resist visiting his hide in the woods in thegrds.

He said - and he was as fluent and as voluble ke tiad drunk alcohol
instead of hot chocolate - how much he appreciagedaving accepted his
invitation to stay with him and thanked her for tyi of her company. He
told her how much younger she made him feel andm®Woped she would
not want to rush home too soon. He spoke so silycehe experienced
again a stirring of anxiety. She must do her bestafail him, and to take a
genuine interest in the subject of bird-life whimleant so much to him.

'l think," he mused, staring at the elaborate $iteeen which covered the
empty grate, 'there's such a difference in our,agyesh a wide gulf of years
that it was presumptuous of me to call you "myrfdé Or," a little childlike
now, 'do you not object to the term, Maretta? Do yond being called my
friend?’



Such humility from so gifted a man moved her alntostears. She shook
her head immediately and saw his smile of reliefr &lyes went of their own
accord to the professor's son who sat, long-leggsdl reclining in the
armchair. His eyes were closed, his head was geagainst the back of the
chair. He was listening, Maretta knew by the tagidl muscles, the hard
line of his lips.

'Why," she said, hoping to reassure the professtmdr, 'should the years
between any two people form a barrier to friend8hiere was more than
relief in the professor's eyes, there was a togcigiatitude. "Why,* she
went on, 'should age stop people meeting on a rfnentan intellectual
plane? If they share common interests—'

The son's head jerked up. Narrowly, consideringlyldoked at her, his
keen, trained eyes searching for - what? Thoseragegd to his father, but
the professor was gazing at Maretta, his hand ngasin, with just a trace of
hesitation, to rest on hers. 'lt's good to havehene, my dear,' he said.

She heard again the words her mother had usechagddng in her head
like a raised voice in an empty concert hillé must be interested in you
personally.Had her mother been right, after all?

Maretta shared the breakfast table with Professadion. Rhian, it seemed,
had finished his meal and gone.

"This morning,’ the professor said, 'I'll introdugeu to my hide. There's a
stream running through the estate which is an ofisbf one of the rivers of
the Norfolk Broads. When I'm down there I'm oftanky enough to see the
birds who frequent the waters and marshes of tload&. You probably
know,' he paused in the act of eating his breakftsit East Anglia, and
particularly this area of it,is the country's begjion for bird-watching? The
Fens and the Broads are particularly rich in Gied’|

Maretta, disguising with a vigorous nod the faetttbhe did not know these
things, said she understood why her host so loisetddme.

‘That," he agreed, 'and because it holds so mamonies'. His tone sounded
a little wistful, and momentarily he was lost im#e memories he seemed to



hold so dear. But with a shake of the head he wak m the present. 'I'm
lonely in my interest in ornithology. My son dodsstiare it. My colleagues
at the university are ignorant of the subject.lddéered his toast. 'Which is
why | valueyour interest, Maretta.' He smiled. 'To have such shfgoung
mind to teach and train and to instil in it a Idge ornithology which will, |
hope, in time, be equal to mine - you simply c&nttw how [I'll rejoice in
your company this vacation.’

Maretta felt the responsibility of the task she hauvittingly undertaken
weighing on her inordinately. She did not daretted professor that she had
such a poor photographic memory she found it diffito recognize human
beings for the second time even after being intteduto them, let alone
wild creatures of the bird world.

The hide, as they approached through the wooded, avas cleverly

disguised with branches and leaves. A stream ramdhort distance away,
and all around there was bird- song, joyous inntfeening freshness. The
sun overhead threw dappled leaf patterns on torigming water and

Maretta's spirits rose to meet the beauty of it all

The hide, barely large enough to admit two, wasstranted of aluminium
tubing and canvas. There was a flap which liftedlkmw~ them in and a hole
in the front for observation purposes.

'Sometimes,' Harford told her, 'l sit here for f®ur
'What do you do about meals?' Maretta asked.

Hs shrugged. 'When | remember, | bring sandwicmesaaflask. | rarely
allow anyone to come here while I'm watching, isec#he subject of my
observations is disturbed. However,' he smileckatlns eyes bright, 'l now
have a companion for my solitary hours - not that shall be able to
converse, except in whispers.'

Fear gripped her. Did the professor expect heitteith him for all those
long, silent hours? As if to confirm her fears, slaev that he had already
remembered to provide her with a seat. Side by wide two folding,
wooden chairs, one with a cushion, and which skessgd was for her. She



began to wish she had eaten a larger breakfast.ddald she tell when her
next meal would be?

But it seemed that their stay this time was natnded to be prolonged. 'l
have two or three birds under observation,' théegswmr told her. 'There's a
particularly noisy jay that interests me. The negd which hatched from
the eggs are lingering unusually long in the nést. also watching a
tree-creeper which has come further inland tharaluBom the Broads.
You've never heard of such a bird?' Maretta shaskbkad. 'It's not easy to
find, because it's so well camouflaged, being brbkenthe bark of the tree
it crawls up. It's white underneath and is the ayall British land- bird
with a curved beak. When | spot it, I'll show you.'

The morning passed and the professor made detadess. He had, it
seemed, been challenged by the appearance of ddicduld not easily
identify. On his notebook there appeared a sketwh @ound it were
comments on its colour, size and song. Maretta wx@dlat his care, then
remembered how meticulous he was in the courseiiwmork at the

university. The method went with the man. She woaedl@vhether his son
had inherited such painstaking attention to detail.

The professor took his binoculars from around Rsknand gave them to
Maretta to watch the movements of all the birds etld find. 'l won't
confuse you today by telling you their names. gesthe general feeling of
observation. Time enough for explanations anothgr After all,” with his
hand on her shoulder, 'l shall have you with mestone time, for as long, in
fact, as your mother can spare you.'

Not, Maretta noticed, for as long as she would tikestay. He seemed to
take it for granted that she would wish to remderé until the next
academic session began in the autumn.

Rhian did not appear for lunch. He was working, faher said, on the
report he was writing of his recent travels abrddé. has wanderlust in his
blood. | doubt if he'll ever settle. Nothing wilhehor him, not even a wife. If
he were ever to marry, he would up and away bétorg.'



Maretta told herself she had imagined the priggaoh the professor's words
aroused. 'He has a lady friend," she venturedgetdogist, he said, like
himself.'

'Doranne Forester? Yes, she likes him. She woldel him, too, for a
husband. But what would be the use of his marrylig?® too self-centred.’

'If," she hazarded, and wondered at herself fosgong the point when the
subject was no concern of hers, 'a woman loveddriough, couldn't she
change him, make him more unselfish?'

He laughed. "You have a strange idea of the poWvammman over a man,
my dear. Which displays to me your sweet innocerigeocence? So the
father could see what the son had admitted to havismdoubts about.

'‘No," Harford went on, 'he doesn't want a womaaige.l| He grew up
motherless,' a strained pause, a checked sighafpassed the whole of his
thirty-two years without a woman's gentle, lovirage | see no reason why
he should not spend the rest of his life in thay.wde'll never change. |
know my son well enough to say that with confidence

What an incredibly biased picture he was paintihgi® son! Or was it not
biased, but the truth? After all, Harford Tudor wasscientist. Was he
looking at his son objectively, as Rhian had todd &ll scientists regarded
all things, even their emotions? Even, also, thosarest and dearest to
them? But was Rhian 'dear’ to his father? And #tleef 'dear' to the son?
There was no evidence to prove that this was sonfne beginning of her
stay she had sensed a strange antagonism betveetvotimen.

'I'm going out,” Harford told her. 'lI've arranged meet a group of
fellow-ornithologists. One day, I'll take you withe.to these meetings.’

'One day'? How long into the future did he see?

The sky had clouded over but the sun still shoné&regjuent intervals.

Maretta wandered over the lawns, hearing in thiaxée a motor mower at
work. In the rose garden a man tending the flowaiseed a respectful hand.
Two gardeners? But that, surely, would be the mimmnecessary to



maintain this beautiful estate in good order. Shéked on and found herself
back in the woods where she had spent the mor&hg. crept past the
professor's hide with a touch of awe, as thougivére in there.

Down by the stream it was cool and peaceful. Bawsoped and landed,
perching on boulders in the water or singing ombinas of the trees. Would
there ever come a time, she wondered, when sheadvibeuas proficient as
the professor in identifying these attractive featld creatures? Professor
Tudor seemed to think so, and she told herselbitld/not do at this stage to
allow doubts to creep into her own mind, let altnvg that with her bad
visual memory she might never be able to remembédrrame any bird,
other than the more common members of the species.

As she wandered back across the lawns, she sawHdksee approaching
with a tray. "Your afternoon cup of tea, Miss NewBlr. Tudor's bringing
chairs and a table. He said he spotted you frorathswandering about and
suggested | bring this out to you.'

So all the time she thought she had been freerof sihe had been under
Rhian Tudor's surveillance?

'It's very kind—' Maretta began, but Mrs. Fiskedsawas no trouble at all.

'It's not often | can coax Dr. Tudor down from hisic. It's the other way
round with his father - | can't get him into theuse!'

Father and son, Maretta thought, both with theéde'i, one with a view as
far as the horizon, the other shutting himself moagst his feathered
friends.

Now the son of the house was approaching, carrgltlyng chairs and a
table. He greeted Maretta with a mocking smile antblded the table,
allowing Mrs. Fiske to place the tray on it. Thére $eft them.

'If you're wondering,’ Rhian said, opening a cliairMaretta and then one
for himself, 'why I'm wishing myself on you, it'®tause | couldn't, out of
common politeness, allow my father's guest to edtdaink alone.'



‘There's no need,’ she responded sharply, 'toquusglf out to entertain me.'

'Maybe," he returned with a slight smile, 'I'm etstming myself. When |

returned here to relax and write my report, | haefpected my father to
arrive home for his long vacation accompanied lwide-eyed, beautiful
young . woman. He warned me in advance that hebnaging a friend.

Knowing the type of person he usually associateth,wimagine my

astonishment when you turned up on the doorstep!

Maretta remembered his expression when he firstreawThere had been
not only astonishment in his eyes, but horror, e wished she could
tackle him about that, but could not think of angywof doing so without
arousing his annoyance. Because for some reasdelshigat he would be
annoyed .. .-

He invited her to pour the tea. There were frudngs and home-made
apricot jam. There were chocolate biscuits, todhWitle ceremony, Rhian

invited Maretta to help herself and proceeded wec@ scone generously
with butter. He crossed his legs which, in the dejg@ans he was wearing,
looked long and muscular. His check shirt was shlegved and partially

unbuttoned.

Partly to break the awkward silence and partlyad continuing curiosity,
Maretta remarked, 'You've recently returned fronjoarney abroad, |
understand?'

He nodded as if it were of little consequencet'dns of my many journeys
across the world.'

"Your father said you enjoy them. Are they parthat freedom you like so
much?'

He saw her too-sweet smile and responded cuttingby aren't by any
chance taunting me - in, if | may say so, a .vergultle way - for not having
married?'

She was silent.



He went on, 'Tell me, what kind of freedom is thé&e a man in tying
himself down to a woman and children?"

'I've never met," she cried, goaded now, 'a maseHBsh arid callous. They
would be your children, too, wouldn't they? Anywas what most men
want, isn't it - a wife and family?"

'Maybe I'm not like most men. Maybe | so enjoy lge@ble to up and go
whenever and wherever | want that the very thowglitaving to forfeit it

for the sake of taking to myself a loving wife withinging arms and
possessive ways is abhorrent to me.'

Did he mean what he said? Was he being sincereecelynintending to

provoke her? He was frowning at a pebble he haehtélom his pocket and
it so absorbed him she was able to study his Bgeshe might have been
gazing at a page written in a foreign languageatbthe information she

gleaned from her examination.

His words had sickened her, but what right, she@sierself, had she to sit
in judgment on this man, who was after all simplg son of her host, and
therefore meant nothing to her?

He glanced at her, then returned his gaze to thblpeand she said, 'l
suppose that in your opinion a woman has nothingge and everything to
gain from marriage?'

'In my opinion, yes. You, for instance. You woutdase your freedom, you
would gain it. After all, you need never work agaifou could let your
gualifications remain as scant as they are, yolddetiyour brain rust away,
lowering your mental age, like most women, so thabincides with your
small children—'

'If | marry,’ she broke in, 'and as I've alreadd tpou, I've found no man as
yet who has made me want to, | won't sit back gumhd the rest of my life
pandering to his needs. If the man | married wexa p'd go out to work. If
he were not, | would go to classes, pass all tlaensx'd need to pass to get
those qualifications | had to forfeit when my fatke=d.'



He looked at her again, this time through narrgepraising eyes. 'Tell me
something. Why did you come here?’

She looked at him, puzzled. 'Because your fathgteid me. Why are you
frowning? Don't you believe me?’

'l believe you, but why did he invite you?'

She thought for a moment. 'l honestly don't know'sHtome into the lab a
number of times when I've been there. He's spakemetoften. He's always
been friendly, considering I'm only a lab assist&uit then he's friendly to
everyone. It might be—' She hesitated. Would hghaat her? ‘It might be
because one day | watched a bird through the lal@laws and said |

wondered what it was. Your father was in the room &ld me. After that,

he seemed to take a greater interest in me. Pershpssmiled brightly, 'he
saw in me a potential fellow-ornithologist.'

He raised a doubting, quizzical eyebrow and sémdost to himself, 'He had
to have a reason.'

'l don't know what you mean.' She hoped he woutdgrize her irritation,
but he smiled.

'l don't suppose you do. And | don't propose tdarp

Wanting something to do to calm her flustered neriaretta gathered the
crockery together, placing it on the tray. He did take the hint and return
to his work. She wished he would go. The man watuhing her, making

her restless. Mrs. Fiske came across the lawnedmatlthem both and went
off with the tray. Rhian turned the pebble round aound, now and then
idly rubbing it on the leg of his trousers as ¥itig to improve the shine. It
was plain that his thoughts were not on the ohjehis hand.

Maretta asked, wanting to break the strained s#efghere do you go on
your journeys abroad?’

Rhian roused himself from his reverie. 'All ovee tplace. | go to jungles
and to deserts. I've been through swamps. I'veb=amal over rocks. I've



experienced sand and dust storms. I've been argsiln gales and above
roaring seas. I've spent some time in the UnitedeStand Canada, and
South America, too.'

She tried to visualize him in such differing comutis and her heart beat
strangely fast to think of the dangers he had famed overcome. She
wondered again at his many personalities - the tenaetached, rather
sardonic side to him; the touch of the academiaiabon which he seemed
to dislike so much; the tough build of his body,iethechoed the rough,
tough life he seemed at times to have led; the tdagyly self-sufficient
manner. Would there ever be any woman who couldigéér the skin of
that self- sufficiency deeply enough to inject it a need for her so great
that he would never feel complete without her again

The answer, she knew, was no, and the thoughedrdter so much she
wanted to run away from it. But it was he who mawed rose, apologizing
for having to leave her and thanking her for hanpany.

She watched him walk away, his thumbs hooked medeather belt around
his waist. As he disappeared into the house, thegpagsed behind a cloud
and the whole world seemed momentarily to grow elark



CHAPTER THREE

PROFESSORTUDOR returned in time for dinner. Maretta had changed a
was standing at the window of the drawing-room wesitdy what to do. The
door opened and her heart lurched, thinking it Wagn, but it was his
father.

In his hand he held a parcel. He walked acrodsaavindow where Maretta
was standing and, without a word of explanatiofere it to her.

Maretta drew back a little, staring at it. 'Foor fne?' she asked.

Harford smiled as if he were receiving instead akmg a gift. 'Open it," he
urged, pressing the box into her hands. He prodagaehknife so that she
could cut the string and took the paper from heenvbhe had removed it.
The box opened and she gasped.

'‘Binoculars! But - but why?"
'No ornithologist can function efficiently withobtnoculars, Maretta.'

'‘But I'm—'" What could she say? I'm not an ornitlgidg, I'm interested in
bird life in a very amateur way, so | don't mehise? No, she couldn't say
that. She drew a long breath as she extracted ittecars from their
container. 'lt was - it was wonderful of you. Baally I—'

'You must accept them, Maretta,” Harford said fymilf we're to go
observing together, we can share the hide, butint{sossible to share
binoculars.'

He was taking her passing interest so seriouslybi almost as if she were
being pushed into his hobby like someone ventusm¢p grassland only to
find it was a bog and sucking her in.

"You must read the instructions, then | shall destiate how to use them. It
may seem complicated at first, but once you know ho focus them

quickly on the object you're studying, it all falldo place. Now," he glanced
at the clock on the mantelshelf, 'l must wash drahge for dinner. | hurried



straight in to find you.' He looked at the predembad given her and seemed
as excited as a young boy. 'You're pleased witm#he

It was absolutely necessary, she knew, to hide urerertainty and
self-doubt. 'They're wonderful, Professor Tudon. delighted. It was such a
surprise.’

He seemed pleased by her apparent pleasure. Thegeoed, but Maretta
steeled herself not to look round. "You must caliHarford, Maretta. We're
friends, are we not? We can't have formality betwieiends.’

The professor nodded to his son, murmured thatdwddarejoin them soon
and closed the door behind him. There was a |ldega@. Maretta studied
the binoculars, fingering them delicately, not kelahowing what to do with
them. At last she raised her head. Rhian had diessee informally this
evening, his rust-coloured jacket, with its pocketsd metal buttons,
matching the well-fitting pants. His shirt was opetked and dark red.

It was the rate of her heartbeats at the sighirofthat frightened Maretta.
Every nerve in her body vibrated as his steel-gn@s held hers.

'So it's first names now?' His eyes moved over dssessingly, but his
expression gave no indication as to whether oheavas impressed by the
figure-fitting flame stretch top she had teamedhvatlong, swirling black
skirt.

'Yes,' she responded, 'it's first names. You marge imeard what your father
said. I'm sure," a little tartly, 'there's veryiéityou miss.'

He strolled across the room and at his approachbreathing became
shorter and shallower. 'Nor, it seems,' he murmudEdyou miss a trick,
either.’

Lips tight, eyes bright with anger, she respondedipon’'t know what that's
supposed to mean.'

'No?' He indicated the binoculars. 'Those are yowsmy father's?’



'Do you think laskedyour father to buy me these?'

'Nothing so straightforward and honest,' he drawkkavoman has a way of
getting a thing she wants without actually asking.'

'‘Well, you're wrong!" The man was obnoxious. No demnhe and his father
did not get on well. Who could live in harmony wahman like this? 'You're
insinuating and smearing, Dr. Tudor, and | objeshé raged. 'You're
drawing conclusions even when there's no tracaytlata on which to base
such conclusions!

"You're talking like a scientist,'” he murmured,dned) himself to a drink.
'Data, conclusions. Who taught you - my father?'

"Your father and | are not as well acquainted as seem to think. | work
among scientists, remember.’

'‘Ah, yes, and have one as a boy-friend.'

'Friend," she corrected. He lifted a sceptical ey@b'Yes,' she affirmed,
friend. Isn't it essential, Dr. Tudor, for sciext$i to get their facts right, to
base their work on truths, not on assumptions?’

‘Not always,' he replied easily. 'A scientist ofteas to assume a great deal
before he can put a theory to the test and dis@wgerentific truth. And,' he
drank from his glass, 'l thought it was first nam&garetta?’

Her name on his lips! There was a swift, elusiveremoent inside her like
the flight of a frightened bird. He made her namerg so strange, so
significant - so sweet.

You're accepting those binoculars from my fathé®'asked casually,
lifting his glass and studying its colour agairiet tight.

She bridled. 'Why not? He gave them to me as @&métequipment, not as a
gift.'



'Piece of equipment,’ he mused, lounging agaimssitheboard, 'we're back
to the lab again. An expensive piece of equipmdatetta.’

Her heart jerked as she remembered - first namesldCShe ever bring
herself to call him by his?

'‘Are you aware of just how much they cost?'
'I'll leave them behind when | go,’ she said deafesig.

'‘And hurt my father's feelings?' .. 'He gave theme for the sole purpose of
bird-watching from his hide. He said we couldn'aghbinoculars, so he
bought me these. When | leave here | won't need—'

'‘But you will, you know. Since he's spent time amohey on training you to
share his enthusiasm for studying the habits arwkaia of his precious
feathered friends, when you go home he'll expect tkeep up your
interest in the subject and no doubt return heregular intervals to share
his hide and his hobby, if," he added as if tha @@&used him, 'nothing else.’

She let the provocative comment pass, becausedisstayed her to think
that a passing remark about a blackbird outsideutheersity laboratory
only a few weeks befofe had placed her under sonemgs an obligation to
such a man as Professor Tudor for such a longtbreeme.

Harford took Maretta to the hide again next day.t&leght her how to use
the binoculars he had given her - specially chdsehird-watching, he said
- adjusting them by a slight movement of the fitigst He showed her the
telescope and tripod he had bought for watchingwhding birds on the
mud-banks at the coast.

'No good to you as a beginner," he told her, 'n@zas such, you need to be
able to focus quickly on birds which are fairly 80 Otherwise | would let
you use it." He touched the telescope with revezeiticcost a great deal of
money.'



Money - a commodity, Maretta mused, of which neitbé the Tudors
seemed to be short.

'‘But silence,' Harford was saying, 'is the besimgent of all, plus patience
- and more patience.' After a moment, he saidtehiso that scolding bird.
It's a redshank and that's its alarm call. In tlee8ing season in the spring, it
makes a yodelling sound. Normally, it has a fluke-lcall, but it's restless
and easily disturbed. Skke trained his binoculars on it through the flap
the hide, 'there it is. Grey-brown but lighter bveland flecked with greyish
brown. Do you think you'll recognize it yourselfxt¢ime?'

Maretta, trying to distinguish the bird from alletiothers that flew around
them and to and fro across the stream, thoughedatgby, | can't even find
it now, let alone recognize it later.

- well, I-'

The professor was not fooled. He was too expergkmeehe art of bird
watching to be misled into believing that she hacceeded in finding the
redshank to which he was referring. He stood chesssde her and put his
arm up so that he could move the binoculars shenalaking into the correct
position for her to find the bird. He was, of nexiBg pressed against her
shoulder and she did riot feel the need to flinshyas she did from contact
with his son.

He's comforting, she thought, and understandingd,sarch a - such nice
man. No other adjective seemed to fit him betlérete,' he said, 'now do
you see it?"

At last she caught a glimpse of the redshank andesaitedly, 'Yes, yes, |
see it now.' His arm rested across her shouldeskeaglanced up at him, her
eyes alight with achievement. She had identifiedfingt bird.

Harford looked down at her and his excitement medchers, his eyes as
bright, his mouth, although partly hidden by hisaang beard, curved into a
smile. There was about his expression somethirigrths not at all paternal
and as she looked away, a quick frown creased drehéad. He was



pleased, she told herself comfortingly, as pleasedhe was that she had
identified the redshank.

So the morning passed, but the redshank was Marettly success. She
was unable, after that, to identify positively amiyer bird the professor
pointed out. Either she was not looking in the tidimection, or they had
flown away before she had trained her binocularsodhem.

He pacified her, reminding her she was only a beginlt would come, he
promised, in a rush, probably. One day it wouldballthere, the ability to
spot, identify and recognize the song and the pgemadut Maretta,
knowing herself better than the professor, was tfalb

'If | could read some books—' she said, her vaiaiinng away doubtfully.

'‘Books?' He seemed delighted by her interest.vé maany on the subject.
I'll pick out the simplest first, and then progréesthe more complicated
aspects of ornithology. Maretta," he turned towaels 'I'm so pleased at the
way you're beginning already to share my enthusiasm

Enthusiasm? she thought unhappily. It was no suuhgt It was
desperation.

So Rhian caught her that afternoon, sitting indireaving-room surrounded
by books on ornithology. The professor had retutioeais hide. He would
not tire her, he had said, by taking her there ragiaat day. 'You'll get
confused and bewildered if you attempt too muchstan.’

Confused? Bewildered? She was that already. Owrdirer of one of the
books there was a picture of an owl. It was a daglyt learned-looking

owl, with enormous, slightly reproachful eyes. t,lshe thought, | couldn't
even recognize an owl if | saw one. After all, tloegyne out at night - that
much she knew - and all you could see was the epelshow could anyone,
even Professor Tudor, expect you to recognizedadrity by its eyes?

Rhian strolled in for afternoon tea. So Mrs. Fibkel managed to persuade
him to leave his attic once again. She had obwouist been so successful
with the father. His afternoon cup of tea was tattewn to the hide.



Rhian laughed when he saw the books around herit beds more with
irony than amusement. He dropped into a chair. dka&s no room on the
settee because, except for the space that Mamtsalhwas occupying, it
was covered in books.

'So which of the two Tudors are you trying to ingse my father with your
enthusiasm and dedication, or me, with your wiliegs to learn and
therefore your suitability to be considered a fdgei not a member, of the
family?’

She looked at him. 'Hardly a member of the famié lift of his eyebrow
was faintly derisory and brought an angry stingpéo cheeks. 'And I'm not
trying to impress anybody, certainly not you. \Were, I'd be studying books
on geology, wouldn't I?"

He sat forward. 'You tempt me to bring an armfulwdofrom rriy
bookshelves, push them under your nose and aftertain lapse of time,
guestion you on your newly-acquired knowledge.’

Geology. She kept her eyes down, because she tiara to betray the
stirring of excitement the subject aroused. Thatlidve something she felt
she could, as an amateur, cope with. It stirredrhagination, aroused her
curiosity. It would require no lightning, on-theedp recognition as
ornithology did. There would be a piece of rockntyithere, still and
touchable, not elusive and out of reach like a thwilying bird. There
would be all the time in the world to handle thek,adentify it, date it, look
for hidden fossils.

'Would you like it if | did?’

'Did what?' she responded casually. 'Give me soowkdto read on
geology?' She managed a careless shrug. 'I'm gedldese books and
learning about bird life to please your father.'

'Meaning you have no desire to please me?"

'Is there any reason why | should?' Her eyes dwethe picture of an eagle,
but her senses picked up the sharp movement, fiftetemsing of muscles



and curbed anger of the man to whom she was tallsing was reminded of
the strength which so plainly lay dormant underdpgarent indolence of
that long, tough body, of the tensions which lurkesheath the strange
relationship between father and son.

'For sheer grandeur and majestic bearing," Mare#id, 'there is nothing in
the bird world to compare with the golden eagleisTdreat bird of prey,
with its giant wing span, hurls through the air &wds its victim at a
breathtaking, almost unbelievable speed, snaringnd bringing it to
ground, making its kill.'

Maretta shivered involuntarily as Rhian moved. el@nled back in his seat,
seemingly relaxed, like a satisfied, conquering loif prey.

It was during dinner that Harford announced hignitibn of inviting his
bird-watching friends to the house. There wouldabraeeting, followed by
coffee and socializing-

‘There should be about fifteen of us,' he said.gléeced at Maretta. 'l
should be delighted, my dear, if you would conger#ct as hostess.'

Hostess? Her appetite, although the meal had haetiyn, was blunted.
She put down her knife and fork and seized hersgtdswater. Its cool
tastelessness did nothing to calm her state of mfistlas hostess - as an
equal- to this man who, no matter how long she miglnshin his home
and be drawn into his domestic surroundings, walidhys remain for her
on a high, unreachable pedestal? Welcome his guwesstthough she
belonged there, she, Maretta Newalljttle lab assistantas his son had so
derisively dismissed her?

'‘But, Professor -1 mean, Harford,’ the name stdurgled strange,
impermissible, 'I'm hardly suited to - to receivamiyguests.'

Rhian, leaning back and fingering his wine glaag],swith a cynical smile,
'‘Are you questioning my learned father's judgmbtaretta? Are you saying
in a roundabout way that you have no faith in bidity to assess someone's
potential?My father,who is the head of a university faculty, who'srair
amongst brains, who's so clever he can sense &gt @ithin even so



humble a creature as a young woman laboratorytassibere's intellectual
ability and learning powers as yet undiscovered?"

He glanced obliquely at his father, as if tryingjaolge the effect of his
provocation.

As Maretta looked from father to son, saw the degérd and narrow face of
the older man and the hard, intense eyes of thagerythe centuries fell
away and it was as if these two men were engaged ltter and
irreconcilable family feud which could only end duel and death - but
which of them would survive and which would succumkhe other's sword
she could not foresee. A chill ran through her laéiméhe surface of her skin.
Who - or what - was the object of their dissension?

The professor's cheeks had reddened and it walsomotthe effects of the
wine he had drunk. He deflected his son's barlhgimring them. Whether
or not he bled a little inwardly he did not reveal.

'My dear Maretta," his hand came to rest on her @rrhurts me to hear you
demean yourself. | would feel honoured, and | say tith all sincerity, if
you would stand by my side and, with me, receivegugsts.'

Honoured?The professor's kindliness, his generosity ofispstonished
her. 'The - the other way round, surely,' she staradh but his raised hand
silenced her.

'My word,' came the son's sarcastic voice, 'yoliyaaust rate yourself low.'

Implying, Maretta thought, seeing the biting lookhis eyes, that she must
think herself low indeed if she placed herself lowan his father. The
implication was not lost on Harford'Tudor.

'If you think so badly of me, Rhian, if you placeerso far down on your
scale of values, remember that you're my son anst itiherefore have
inherited some, if not all, of my bad charactecssti



Harford's response, although so quietly spoker &¢hrust. Why, Maretta
wondered, looking wildly from father to son, dice#e two men hate each
other so? And why were they using her as a weapon?

'It would be wonderful, Harford,' she said in arfjrdefiant voice, 'to act as
your hostess. I'm honoured that you should ask me.’

The son's eyes held a quick, savage contempt. &hplaced herself on the
side of the enemy.

After dinner, Rhian went out. As Maretta sat in th@awing-room with
Harford, she heard the car rev and roar away. Nearstffered an
unexpected wave of tiredness which dulled her baaith her responses. It
was as if curtains had been prematurely drawn a@egndow, shutting out
the daylight. Harford answered the question shenoadiked to ask.

'He's almost certainly gone to meet his lady friéiftky usually get together
at some prearranged rendezvous. She used to likiesiarea,' he explained,
‘until she found a teaching job in the next cousige's his latest in a long
line." Harford spoke contemptuously of his sont®irstancy.

'He was telling me," Maretta said, feeling strapgéht talking about the
man brought him back into the house, 'how far alnaywork takes him.'

'He's restless by nature, so it's as well thatMaisk supplies the change of
scenery he seems to need, which," with the samieroph, 'goes with his
perpetual need for a change of female companiandlahced at his watch.
'l doubt if he'll return until the early hours. Maynot until the morning.’

Maretta's pulse rate underwent a disturbing, moargrthange of rhythm.

But she reproached herself for being ruffled byttimight of Rhian Tudor

remaining all night with his girl-friend. From theay he had spoken so
carelessly of his casual relationships with theasjitp sex while working

abroad, it was part of his life-pattern to find aman - any woman - who
was willing to help him fulfil his 'biological ne&ds he so derisively called
it.



'I'm off to my hide, Maretta,’ Harford said. "W§bu come with me to watch
the birds' behaviour as evening approaches?’

So they kept watch together in the woods by theastr Maretta had
difficulty in keeping her attention from wanderiagd her thoughts from
wondering where Rhian was now. The picture sheuredjup of him in his
girl-friend's arms was peculiarly abhorrent. Shgareto fidget, which made
Harford tell her to feel free to leave the hide avadk in the grounds if she
liked, as long as she did not frighten the birdayaw

The scent of the evening was heavy outside the Tiakechill of it made her
shiver in her thin dress, so she made for the hddisder way upstairs, she
listened to the tread of her footsteps overriddgthe beat of her heart. An
idea had crept into her mind. Rhian Tudor was &iis study was
unoccupied. Why should she not climb up there ao# hat the view?

The door creaked as she opened it. Fearfully, @spécting to find a ghost
in possession, she looked around. The room, altheutpty, was filled by
her imagination with the presence of the man torwlitdelonged.

The air was full of him, of his cool, self-assurpdrsonality, of his
toughness, of his magnetism and masculinity. & aflhis learnedness, too,
in the shelves filled with technical books, in thetes he had made and
which were scattered about all over the desk aad#&mch which had been
built along one side of the room, ending at thedwin.

The view was as tranquil and green as it had dezlast time she had gazed
at it. Maretta shifted the binoculars until theyngudrom her shoulder a little

more securely, then she leant with her elbows emsithand searched for the
line of the sea. But as the evening had deeperediarkness, the horizon
had crept closer and the sea had slipped behind it.

Below and in the near distance were the woods lgy dtieam and
somewhere amongst those trees the professor was/otusthe bird life. In
the eaves above the open window, birds were tuwigeat the approach of
dusk. There was an urgency in their call and thmddugged at a thread of
disquietude within her. Rhian might return and fived there. Shouldn't she
go now, just in case he came back sooner tharathisrfhad anticipated?



But the view held her captive and she watchedaéidhizon moved almost
perceptibly nearer. The room behind her darkenatthe fields and the
tops of the gently swaying trees glowed in thedimgg traces of daylight.

There were steps on the stairs, firm and unmistakabasculine and
meaningful, making without doubt for the attic rooihere was no other
room up there. Petrified, Maretta held her bredhs it Harford come to
find her? Surely it couldn't be his son! She whinteund as the door came
open and the light came on. The binoculars, whihred carried hanging
from her shoulder, swung high in the air, hittinggamst the
photo-microscope on the bench.

As the instrument jarred under the impact, a sWa@s knocked out of
position to the floor, splintering on impact. Thevas a sickening bang and
Maretta, hardly able to breathe, jerked her headddo see that the camera
which had been fixed to the top of the instrumead Fallen to the bench.
The binoculars, in their violent movement, mustéarfastened the locking
device, loosened the camera from its hold and &tbivto topple and crash
on to the top of the bench.

She could hardly bring herself to meet the eyasth@anger - of the owner
of the room, but it was impossible to make an agpleithout looking at the
person for whom it was intended. In those eyesmshea burning fury
which, as they first surveyed her, then the binajlthen the damage they
had done, cooled rapidly to a temperature whichesklée frostbite.

He let out an expletive which made her wince, strackross the room to the
bench on which the photo-microscope stood and diciethe camera. As
he turned it over in his hands, inspected it arld teip to his eye, Maretta
could not move. Her mouth was parched, her hanaectd together in a
despairing grip, her breathing weak.

'Yes,' he said at last, 'it's damaged. It will hawdoe repaired. Luckily for
you," he faced her, and she flinched under thedékls tone, 'there's a shop
in the town which will be able to supply the pattwill, however, put me
back in my work by some days.'



‘The - the slide," Maretta said, her voice a whisits broken.' She crouched
down to pick up the splintered pieces, but he sedpjreave it!" as if she
were a disobedient dog. 'You'll only cut yours#ign I'd have my father's
wrath to reckon with. I'd hate to be accused ofipéhe cause of injuring his
precious little lab assistant.'

She rose, pushing back her hair with both hand®ateng scarlet cheeks
and frightened eyes. 'I'm - I'm sorry. | didn'titdeliberately. I'm usually
very careful with equipment - | handle it so mud¢hnark. It - it was an

accident, completely unforeseen—"

'Most accidents are," he returned harshly. 'Butsfmuld have known better
than the average female, shouldn't you?'

She resented his contemptuous tone and her voseewith her colour. 'l
didn't touch the thing at all. It was the binocela¥

'It was guilt at spying on the work I'm doing,' hecused, 'at being here
without permission. | saw that for myself in theywgou turned so quickly
when | came in.’

'l admit," she said, 'that | should have askedfyst) but how could | when
you were out? But | certainly wassjpying.How could you accuse me of
such a thing?"

'‘Because it goes on. Industrial spying, it's calléow do | know that under
that sweetly innocent manner you adopt you aremtlved in industrial

espionage? | work for a company that likes to kbepnformation collected
by its employees to itself.’

'I'm sorry,' she said flady, 'that you think stdibf my integrity you believe
I'm capable of giving your secrets away. Not tiéhtécognize any of those
secrets even if | saw them. I'm sorry, too, abbatdamage. I'll pay for it.’
She drew a slow, uneven breath. 'When you knowraeh the repairs are
going to cost, let me know and I'll write you outteeque.'

He looked at her for a long moment. 'If you knew ttost of this very
expensive piece of equipment - it belongs to my gamy, not to me - |



doubt if you would have made that offer. Even alknepair could cancel
out one or two of your monthly pay cheques. | hapjpeknow how much
laboratory assistants are paid.’

Her chin came up. 'However much it costs, the doéfér holds. And I'm
sorry for coming up here uninvited. Your fathedtabe you'd be gone for a
long time. He told me you were almost certainly timggyour girl-friend, so
you might not even be back until morning.’

'Well, he told you wrong. | went to the local puy fa drink." She noticed
then how casually he was dressed. His blue anoaalopen and there was a
dark red shirt beneath. There were pockets indtabelt round his waist.
The shirt was partly unbuttoned and open at th&,mewealing the long,
strong column of his throat.

In his well-worn denim pants, he looked completasculine and so unlike
the suave, meticulously dressed man he had beemsieehad first met him
that he could have been his own twin brother. I¢ wiain that he had two
distinct personalities. One was the highly-paidoeiee, cultured, educated
and accomplished. The other was the tough geolagiséxpert in his own
line, accustomed to giving orders and assuming camainin rough, even
arduous conditions, living a hard, demanding lifie gaking his leisure and
hig pleasure where he could find it.

'If i had stayed out all night,' his fingers slippander his belt, his eyes
stayed on her, 'would it have worried you?"'

The question puzzled her. 'Worried me? Why sha@ld i

'Wouldn't you have been shocked by such outragkelbaviour by the son
of yourfriend?'

'Shocked? No. Not even surprised. It's what | winalde expected of you.'
'‘On what grounds do you base such an assumption?’

She shrugged slightly. 'On what you've told me alyourself. On my - my
knowledge of you.'



"You know me so well. You've known me so long."'

The sarcasm irritated, but she shrugged. 'Long ginda exercise my
judgment, to take a few inspired guesses regargimg views about
women.'

He removed his jacket, throwing it into a cornerg aested against the desk,
hands in trouser pockets, legs wrapped one oventtiez. "You've guessed,
for instance, that | look upon them as of secondaportance in my life, as
decorative when | require - as a man often doestething stimulating and
exciting to look at?' There was a sardonic gleahisreyes. 'That | use them,
maybe at times abuse them, then when they objaolytoough treatment,
chuck them aside and find another to take theogila

His words both sickened and aroused her, stirrittiginvher sensations and
desires which repelled yet at the same time de@hthe man was getting
under her skin like an injection, passing into hedy and circulating in her
veins. Momentarily, she closed her eyes. Someh@nhsh to shut out his
attractions. She heard him laugh and agitatediyrilgnshe turned away to
stare out of the window.

‘All I wanted to do,' she said, and her voice saahstrange, 'was to look at
the view. That's the only reason | came.’

Behind her the light went out and he came to staegide her. It was no
accident, she was certain, that his arm touchesl bat even as she tried to
draw back, he moved again so that their bodies wetentact. She bit her
lip and wanted to cry, Stop it! Stop tormenting rfien not your kind of
woman. Can't you see that?

'See,' he murmured, gesturing, 'the view has gbdhe.curtain has come
down and taken it away. Not even the horizon td& laip so that you can go
on wondering what lies beyond it." His voice low,Wwent on, 'My sense of
freedom's gone, too.' There was a long tense pauseshe felt him press
even closer. 'Never mind," he said with a smilaigwoice, ‘when daylight
returns, my freedom will come back with it. Likieg looked down at her and
she glanced up at him, seeing with a shock how Inisalace was to hers,



'like succumbing to a woman's charms through th&ndgs of the night,
then getting up and walking away from her next nmagn

'‘Back to your freedom,’ she said bitterly, movirvgag and groping in the
darkness for the door. He did not follow her.

'‘Back to my freedom," he echoed, with a mockingntiag smile.



CHAPTER FOUR

WHEN Maretta breakfasted next morning, she found tleatdd's place was
empty and that his dishes had been used. She dhtir@eugh her breakfast,
hoping to miss Rhian, but he strolled in before Ishe finished.

Her cup was still in front of her, the coffee stdb hot to drink. He gave an
ironic smile, looked her over swiftly, taking inf@pen-necked top and tight
denim pants, and dropped into his chair, havingasgply dismissed her
completely from his mind. She was as unworthy oftfer contemplation,

his expression told her, as a piece of rock toongon a geologist's time
scale to be of interest.

He was dressed casually again and his manner nadtehstyle of dressing.
He did not attempt to make conversation. As fanesvas concerned, she
was of less importance than a leg of the tablehathvshe sat. Mrs. Fiske
came in, her footsteps quick and purposeful. Wittladh to protect her
hand, she held a plate of bacon and eggs whicplabed in front of Rhian.
The smile he threw at her contained enough chararetta reflected, to
draw the wallpaper from the wall.

When Mrs. Fiske had left, the smile was turned iaréfta's direction. The
charm had changed to mockery, but still he didapatak. Was he testing
her, trying to discover how long she could staredsilence? He removed the
newspaper from his father's chair and folded asto read part of the front
page. He appeared lost to the world. It was Maxetta had lost the battle.

She pushed back her chair, steeled herself to eritier smile of victory
which sure enough came her way, but all the saraecsloured. With her
head high she walked to the door and closed itroeher, lingering in the
hall. The great, spacious area never failed to esgprher, with its high
ceiling and panelled walls, the stag's head overetitrance door and the
coat of arms repeated in plaster in the ceilingg Words were in Latin and
she wondered with idle curiosity what they meant.

Harford emerged from his study and walked towamrts festing his hand on
her shoulder. The dining-room door opened and Risc@me out. The
professor's hand remained firmly where it was. Risi@olled across to the



long low oaken table below the window and pickechupagazine. Maretta
glanced his way furtively and saw on the glossyecdkie picture of a bird
with sweeping outspread wings. It was one of Hal'forornithological
magazines. Why was Rhian reading it?

‘This evening, Maretta," Professor Tudor said, gioing to a large barn
which stands across the park on the other sidéefestate. A barn owl
inhabits the place, I've been hoping for some tilmget a picture of him.
Would you like to come with me and perhaps getok at him?'

'A picture,’ Maretta queried, 'in the dark?'
'Electronic flash," murmured Rhian, answering fisrfather.
'Yes, please,’ said Maretta, ignoring the sonldie to come with you.'

The hand on her shoulder tightened with pleas@eod." Now the hand
patted her. 'After dinner, we will go together, yand I.'

The professor's eyes caught and held hers and wese strange light in
them. She had a curious feeling that he was looétniger, yet not seeing
her, as if he were gazing through her. As if sheeveeghost...

Yet when she smiled back, tremulously, his smilesponse was warm and
tinged with something akin to excitement. 'lt wok so good,' he said, 'to
have company. One wearies sometimes for compariphsh

Maretta felt Rhian's eyes on them as Harford retito his study, closing
the door. She shook away the odd sense of guilttwhad settled like a
fluttering bird on her person and made for therstaie, passing Rhian on the
way. He dropped the magazine to the table and avitbutstretched hand
held her back. She objected to the touch of himaently she twisted, but
the fingers, which had been resting lightly on flesh, now dug into it
relentlessly. It was the hold of an angry man.

'What do you want?' she snapped, flinching from plaen but steeling
herself not to show it.



'Having made a date with my father—'

'‘Don't be stupid!" Her colour flared. 'It was noipimore than an agreement
to go with him when he takes his pictures. How ygam read anything into
that?'

'In a barn, in the pitch darkness?'

"Your mind is little better than a sewer! Don't gedothers - especially your
father - by your own abysmally low standards.'

‘Thanks. Your opinion of my moral code is a delighbear. And my father,
for all his clean living, is human. He's a manslwgily just over fifty, which
these days is certainly not old. He's fit, he'svacte's perfectly capable of
bedding a woman if he so desired.’

Her cheeks burned. Her hand came up in a weaktiantaf a karate chop
and she hit at the wrist of the hand which stilpged her, but it was as
effective as using her fist to knock over a corelumn. The action hurt
her more than it hurt the man she was hitting. Atildlthe fingers dug, if

anything more viciously.

Tears started to her eyes. 'Please let me go.é&bufting me.'

She might have been talking to a mountain of geafut all the effect her
plea had on him. 'As | was saying,' he continugd¢cé you've made a date
with my father for this evening, I'm issuing anitaton for this afternoon.’

'No, thank you,' she broke in, 'I—'

'I'm going into Norwich. I'm taking that camera yimoke to a retailer who |
think will have the necessary spare part in st¥¢itl. you come?"

‘The camera you broke." He had cleverly remindadofi¢hat unguarded
moment when she had damaged a vital piece of equipafter walking
uninvited in to his study.



The stab of guilt she experienced, in additiorh® pain she was suffering
under the unrelenting pressure of his fingers,ddragreement from her.
The pressure eased, but she had once again toeeth@ugleam of victory
which flashed in and out of his eyes. She thoughtather have the pain...
and fled up the stairs.

Maretta turned from the dressing-table mirror avaked at her watch. Her
hair was combed, her make-up light, her hands washed. Somewhere in
the house the telephone rang. Someone answerbdcause the ringing
stopped.

It was so near to lunchtime Maretta thought shehirag well go down. She
ran the comb once more through her hair, openeddbeand walked along
the landing to the top of the stairs. The phonkmakt have been for Rhian,
because he was talking and laughing in the hall.

Maretta lingered uncertainly on the landing, hegthim say, '‘Can't oblige,
Doranne. | shall be otherwise engaged. Another let3weetie, it's time
you learned some of the facts of my life. | hawegaman on call in almost
every part of the world. Wherever | happen to lmspecting, | have only to
pick up the phone... Boasting? No, telling yousheple truth.'

Maretta made a small, involuntary movement. He rhase heard because
his head came up. He saw her and his eyes woreya waated look. She
swung round and retreated to her bedroom.

She sat on the bed and waited. It was not untibgltame conscious of the
pain that she realized how tightly her hands weigpgg each other. She
prised them apart, got up and walked about the r&ghen the dinner gong
sounded, she knew she could not delay any longer.

Rhian was still on the phone. She walked down thiess her head high, her
eyes averted from the lounging figure who was smikt some remark the
woman at the other end of the line had made. As=iadrew level with

him, he clicked his fingers and her head turnecatds him. It was a reflex
action over which she had had no control. He gdnmeadly, satisfied that
he had succeeded in making her forget her resoligmbre him. It was plain

that only half his mind was on the chattering va€éhe speaker. The other



half was assessing in an indolent fashion the uahd promise of the
curving, feminine outline of the girl who was opegihe dining-room door.

Professor Tudor first heard of the intended outiiggn lunch was nearly
over. He did not seem pleased. Maretta was puzhiedis slightly
belligerent questioning of his son. '‘But why are yaking her?'

'Why not?".

The professor was nettled. He sought for a satmfiaaeply, his eyes
wandering round the room as if the furniture wopitdvide it for him. He

settled on the windows. 'l shall be in my hide, Blaretta will be perfectly
happy reading the books on ornithology I've lent kfeher interest in the
subject is to deepen and remain, as | have eveyg tiat it will, she has a
great deal of work in front of her.'

He's speaking, Maretta thought, as if | were aesttidHer mind screeched
like a bird giving a warning of danger. What if daded to rise to his high
expectations of her?

'She's already agreed,' Rhian said carelesslyjmublck his chair. 'Come
on, Maretta.'

She glanced at the professor. He was about to speakit seemed, to
object. 'Do you mind, Harford,"' she asked, 'if -H®@r gesture of consulting
him had its effect.

'Go, go, Maretta.' Harford rose. 'See somethingarfvich. Heaven knows,
there are few enough shops in the village for adylsotaste, let alone a
young woman's.'

She looked down at herself, then up at Rhianhdile to get ready."
He inspected her. 'What's unready about you? Asdadrcan see, you're

perfectly - ready." The direction of his glance Idomot be mistaken.
'Everything there, in the right place, in the rightportions.’



He looked fleetingly, tauntingly at his father, theft the room. Maretta ran
after him, overtook him in the hall and raced upstairs. All the way to the
top he watched her. She knew, because when sheedl@own he was still
there, head uplifted, eyes sardonic - and thoughtfu

They parked the car in the city and found it wasketday. 'Which would
you rather do - go sightseeing or shopping? Histe's the cathedral,’ he
counted on his fingers, ‘dates from Norman dafteginth-century spire, the
second tallest in England. Near the cathedral Edabell is buried. There's
a fourteenth-century grammar school where Lord dielsas once a pupil.
Near the market-place there's the fifteenth-cenBuidhall. Not forgetting
Norwich Castle, which was again built by the Norsarhe Castle Keep is
a museum now. Also there's Strangers' Hall, sailetsmamed after the
Flemish "strangers” who came here to settle andvevéa the sixteenth
century. It has rooms furnished in different pesiod

'‘But whatever you choose to do,' he indicated theib his hands, 'you will
have to do alone. The shop I'm taking this camera tn one of the side
streets. | don't know how long | shall be.’

Maretta would have loved to have wandered roundvidr - but not alone.
If Rhian had been prepared to go with her, she dvaol have felt so lost.
She looked around. 'l think I'll forgo the sightsgethis journey. It's not
much fun on your own.’

'So you opt for the market-place?' She nodded. &£om' he grasped her
arm, 'I'll see you to it. Stay there until | joiowy: I'll wander about until | find
you.'

As they approached the market-place, she frowridteré are a lot of
people, so how will you—?"

'l think I'll manage to identify a girl who has hé#ne colour of my own, and
whose other - characteristics are not so easyrgetfo He grinned down at
her. 'Enjoy yourself.' Then he was gone, lost amsbtige crowds.

Before weaving her way between the milling, ramdpimass of people who
sought and delved for bargains on the stalls, Nareandered through the



flint-cobbled narrow streets, past gracious towndss and peering down
alleys that led mysteriously off the main routebefie were antique shops
and galleries of art and now and then there wasitite¢ of archaeological

digs, excavations which, she assumed, were siitigpeonducted into the

city's past.

She bought a guide book and read about MousehathHgist outside the

city, where Robert Kett in the mid-sixteenth ceptbanded together his
followers before the march on the city in the Patsdrevolt. There were,

she read, thirty-three medieval churches withiraldevalls. There was EIm

Hill, with its cobbled street and overhanging haggeserved as it was four
hundred years ago.

As she wandered back towards the market-place,sahe the ancient
Guildhall with its walls constructed of Norfolk fii. It was, the book said,
begun in 1407 and for five hundred years was taeddocal government.

She paused to look at the rows of stalls, theighily- covered awnings

giving the place a continental air. The striped iags were known locally

as 'tilts’. There had been a market-place on theant site for nine hundred
years. The sun shone and shadows cast by the esan€lrees interlaced
and moved under her feet.

There was the chatter of people, snatches of mtisicjrresistible sales
patter of some of the stallholders. The fruit stakd their own smells, some
good, some bad. Everywhere there were flowersy thiiant colours
catching the eye. The soft knitting yarns cried mube squeezed in the
hand, the yards of bright cloth had to be fingemed stroked and were a
reminder that Norwich was once a flourishing cemifeéhe wool trade,
exporting its goods, the book informed her, to b&tandinavia and
Western Europe. It was renowned for its worstedghvh sent as far away
as North America, Russia and the Far East.

'‘Odd," a taunting voice said beside her, 'how wests least one thing in
common. Besides the colour of our hair, that is.’'



Maretta tensed and caught her breath. Rhian was. Ibhs hands were
empty. He read her thoughts and said, "The supphsrout of stock of the
vital part.’

'So you'll have to wait to get the camera back?skmy," stiffly, 'to have
caused you so much trouble and to have interferddyour work."'

'l hope,' he said mockingly, but Maretta heardtiaed note beneath, 'your
guilt sits heavily on your elegant shoulders. Thetag will cause me
considerable inconvenience.’

She turned away. 'l've already apologized once.’

He strolled beside her, his eyes caught by theeodsbf the stalls. 'l said we
had one thing in common. It's as well, considetimg things that are to
come.’

Once again his words mystified her, but she askéell, what have we got
in common?'

‘This," indicating the noise, the husde, the cokthe traders, the arguing
customers. 'Whenever I'm in town | make straighttfe market. You'd

think," with a tight smile, ‘with a bit of ingenyjtwe could build up a kind of
affinity on that fact alone.’

'l fail to see,’ she responded frigidly, 'any reasdhy we should try to
establish any kind of affinity at all. I'm here aguest, a - a friend of your
father's. When | leave at the end of my stay, ltcse any reason why we
two should ever meet again.'

Without warning, she found him facing her, blockhmy way, making them
into an island and forcing people to walk roundnthéie looked into her
face, eyes narrow. 'You really can't, can you?'

Anger, irrational and sudden, shot through herll'Ydu leave me alone?"

People passed, smiling. 'A lovers' quarrel,’ theyenthinking.



Ehian took his place at her side again and thekedabn. His strides
lengthened, to keep up with Maretta's faster pale’ he said thoughtfully,
'l doubt very much if | shall leave you alone.’

"You sicken me,' she said between her teeth, ttenfiled with remorse at
her rudeness. He was the son of her host. Shedhagdht to speak in such a
way to this man who was, after all, little morertha stranger. She had
known him so short a length of time. His silends,drawn brows, forced an
apology from her. He accepted it with a shrug.

She looked up at him, seeing his light brown hténg way a piece fell
forward trailing one of his eyebrows, the longstocratic nose, the wide
mouth with its full lips. Her eyes slid away frolmetquizzical look he gave
her.

A small thought nagged at her. He doesn't sickan icsaid,, he attracts
you, he doesn't repel. There was his quick intefigg, the look in his eyes
of absolute independence, of a self-reliance naaendtow difficult the
circumstance, how harrowing the ordeal. Hadn'téeetled over the world,
lived in impossible conditions, coping with equaitynin both hot countries
and cold? But, she thought with something like desfon, hedoesrepel
me - | can't even stand his touch. Why not, thegmagthought persisted,
because of what it does to you?

To hide from herself the agitation of her thougkts lingered beside a stall,
fingering the garments, lifting a white woollen Isto handmade and
intricately worked, light and delicate as a cobw8be imagined it resting
across her shoulders when the air grew cool iretlemings. She asked the
stallholder the price of the stole, and on heaitingplaced it with a sigh.

Maretta moved on, putting the lengths of two oeé&hstalls between them. It
did not seem to worry Rhian because he did notdrdthclose the gap. It
was a haberdashery stall she was staring at, slizee after a few
moments. The ribbons and the tape and the coldom&#dns swam into
focus from the troubled waters of her thoughts. Wiag she always at odds
with this man? Couldn't they come to terms on angh



Maretta moved on, wondering where Rhian could lz&l 8he annoyed him
so much he had abandoned her and gone home? Adnahdr shoulder
jerked her to a standstill.

'A cup of coffee might sweeten you,' Rhian said.

Having missed him when he was not there, now herbagdpeared she
resented his treatment, his dictatorial attituthe, tough side of him that
came into play without warning. 'l don't want otiegnk you.'

They were standing in front of a stall which sodreshments. There was
steam coming from an urn and jugs of milk stooddyetor use. Rhian
grasped her wrist and pulled her towards the SGffee for two, please,' he
said. 'And a couple of those long things with creaside.’

'‘Chocolate eclairs,” prompted the woman, smiling hah over her
plumpness. They're good. | should know - | madetimyself." She spoke
with a marked local accent.

Maretta, who had been intending to refuse - shadidvant Rhian Tudor to
buy her anything - stopped the shake of her hestdinutime. To say, 'no,
thank you' now would be to offend the pleasant siaher, who took such
pride in the products of her own hands.

'I'll pay for mine," Maretta said, looking in heunse for some loose coins.

‘You're too late. I've paid." Rhian accepted thange then propped his
elbow on the counter, lifting his coffee mug higfo our future

relationship," he murmured, taking a drink and addilooking at her

narrowly over the rim, 'whatever form it might take

'l have no intention,” Maretta responded, 'of hgveny relationship
whatsoever with you in the future.’

Rhian merely laughed, offering her the other eclith reluctance she
accepted it, taking a bite. Rhian had downed h&sfaw mouthfuls, but hers
was not so easily managed. To her dismay, the cfeand its way all over



her mouth and chin. Rhian jeered, 'It's obviousrgomot used to roughing
it."

'‘And you are?'

'Of course. | told you, the world is my villagevd'lived rough and slept
rough. It goes with my job.’

Maretta tried to find her handkerchief to remove tbmains of the eclair,
but it eluded her. Rhian commented with amuseniBmere's cream on your
chin.'

Before she was aware of his intention, his hand lveddnd her head and a
handkerchief was wiping her face.

'Rhian, darling." The hand holding the handkerchief stilled, pauseen
continued with its cleaning-up operation. But tite@n the receiving end of
his ministrations twisted away and stared at thvecoener.

Rhian pushed his handkerchief into his pocket aqt kis hand there. He
did not seem greatly pleased with either the wandshe arrival of the
woman who had spoken them. She was tall - tall@n taretta. Her hair
was a rich auburn, hanging below her shoulderganed centrally to curve
away on each side of her forehead. Her eyes wermrband audacious, her
lips shaped into an enticing smile. Her dress wasdut and high-waisted,
emphasizing the seductive shape beneath.

'l thought I'd find you here, darling,’ the youngman said. 'Who's your
friend, Rhian?' She looked curiously at Maretta.

'l told you on the phone,’ Rhian said tersely t'tlitabe otherwise engaged.’
'Introduce me to your - friend, darling.'
Rhian shrugged carelessly. 'Maretta, this is DogaRorester, a friend of

mine. Doranne, Maretta Newell.' He paused, glanoinigjuely at Maretta.
‘A friend and colleague - a very junior colleagud my father's.’



Maretta smarted at the description. Was it hisnitib® to make her look
small in front of his girl-friend? She caught theige of his look and knew
that she had guessed right. Well, she would relneweof her embarrassing
presence. He could have his girl-friend to himself.

'If I'd known you had arranged to meet Miss Foresités afternoon, |
wouldn't have dreamt of coming.' She looked atvinatich. 'Please excuse
me, Dr. Tudor. I'll find the bus station and getl#&o your father.’

Doranne Forester frowned, then smil#abctor Tudor, Rhian? Why is she
so formal? If she's a friend of the family—'

'Of my father, | said," Rhian responded a littlendy. 'And for some reason,
Miss Newellregards herself as being only one up the acadiexhi@r from
the tea woman at her place of work, which also bapgo be my father's.
She looks on herself as being on such a low imtei& plane, she can't
regard herself as our equal.' Maretta flung awéne $ad had enough. But
Rhian gripped her wrist. 'I'll take you back.’

With violence, Maretta freed herself, disregardihg burning friction of
Rhian's fingers on her skin. She ran into the csyvasing herself among
the laughing, jostling people.

'Why didn't you wait for me?' Rhian flung the questat Maretta's back as
she stared at a picture on the wall of the dinmgpar. Dinner was ready, but
Harford had not yet appeared.

'My company wasn't wanted, so | did the only pdssibing. | left you to
enjoy Miss Forester's charms without the embarrassmof having to
consider the presence of a third person. If yaltirme you had arranged to
meet your girlfriend—'

'l had not arranged to meet my girl-friend.’

'‘But | heard you talking to her on the phone.’



‘Then you must also have heard me tell her I'dtherarise engaged, by
which | meant | wouldn't be able to see her. Sheausly had other ideas
and decided to try to track me down. As you kndve, succeeded. How did
you get back?'

'‘By bus. How else?’

'If you hadn't scurried away like a bird being @taby a cat, | would have
come with you. And," he drew a package from hikpgcgiven you this on
the return journey.' He held it out. At her hesitiat 'Go on, take it. If my
father can give you presents, so can |. Afterwlth a cynical smile, 'it's all
in the family.'

'‘But," her hands hung rigidly .at her sides, 'tin@tulars were not a present.
They were intended to help me when | go bird-watghwvith him.’

‘A present, none the less. Don't split hairs. Yeubaught my father's
pedantry.'

She flushed at the criticism and looked at the padker hand came out to
take it because she did not find within herselfrikeessary courage to say
'no’ to this man.

There were two or three layers of tissue, thersglaethe gift. It was the lacy
woollen stole she had gazed at so longingly imtlaeket-place. So that was
what he had been doing when he had lingered belfiedshe had admired
the stole - buying it for her! But why, she askeddelf, why?

'Don't you dare try to give it back to me," he wein'because if you do, |
shall probably," he moved towards her, his harftisditowards her throat,
'throttle you with it.’

Maretta backed away, afraid not so much of hisathioeit of the feel of his
hands. 'l - I-' She shook her head. 'It's beautifwas very thoughtful of you
and | -1 appreciate it very much.’

The door opened and Harford came in. His eyes Bawableau and it was
plain from his sudden frown that he did not likeavhe saw.



Deliberately, it seemed, his son moved towards tip@est, took the stole
from her, unfolded it and draped it across her klevs. Her dress was
low-cut with narrow shoulder-straps and the lacyuee caressed her skin.
She lifted her eyes to Rhian's, saw his sardonilesand shifted her gaze to
his father. Harford's expression was set, his mogttt.

Rhian, having adjusted the stole to his satisfactiested his hands high on
Maretta's arms and, with his thumbs, gently masbdige soft flesh. She

could not move away, she could not lower her eyleighwonce again had

sought his. If he had kissed her, and every linehisf body gave the

appearance of a man about to do just that, shel cailhave held him off.

She would not have wanted to.

Harford walked quickly to the table. The paces dwktwere those of an
angry man. The spell was broken, Maretta's eyee Wweed and she looked
at her host with a touch of guilt. But was thergthimg to be guilty about?
She had done nothing - only accepted a gift frosnsbin.

Harford was pale, his lips above the beard a tinie. ICompassion moved
Maretta to go towards him, to attempt to explaiat Bow to explain without
hurting the feelings of one of these men? Fathdrsam? They might have
been bitter adversaries.

"You'll need to change,' Harford said when dinnas wver. He looked at her
sandals. 'Strong shoes for the walk, clothes tbtksaiconditions inside the
barn.'

‘A scarf for your head,' said his son, grinning,Keep the bats out of your
hair." He laughed loudly at her look of alarm.

'Stop frightening her, Rhian,' his father said phar'Anyway, you know
that's not true.’

Rhian shrugged and left them. Maretta changeduhte denim jacket and
jeans and wore a white roll-necked sweater. THeadews grew longer as
she walked with Harford across the fields, pickihgir way carefully over



the bumpy ground left fallow, Harford explainedddree of crops for a year
to avoid exhausting the soil.

'Listen," the professor said, 'to that raucous douMaretta heard the
screeching and flapping of wings all around therniclv faded as the birds
went on their noisy way towards the house. 'Swiftasford told her, ‘once
known as the "devil bird" because of that noiseciwhihey make on summer
evenings.'

The barn looked old and was constructed of flid atone. There was a
doorway without a door, rectangular holes for wwwdpa sloping slate roof.

The professor's eyes lifted at a twittering ovechddouse martin,’ he said,
pointing. 'They build their nests of mud under #®ves of barns and
houses.' He smiled down at Maretta. One thing ldeitn@ommon with his
son was his height. 'They suffer from overcrowdasghe season advances.
Once thirteen birds were counted in a single rastunwise tendency to
congregate which they share with human beings.'

Maretta looked at the barn. It would take couragegb into the
semi-darkness of that unknown place. They were tieaentrance when
Harford's hand seized her arm and held her still.

The sun had almost finished setting and overheatit, ghost-like form

beat its wings, searching for food. The plumaget®mack was a mottled
golden buff colour, but its face and underpartseneeisoft, striking white.

The bird did not hover. It checked itself in flightd dived on its prey. It was
too dark now for Maretta to identify its unfortueatictim. The bird rose,
carrying its Kill in its foot.

'‘Barn owl,' Harford whispered, watching its flighg it swooped low into the
barn and out again.

'‘Come along," he said, leading the way into theestbuilding. "There's
nothing to fear." His hand rested momentarily on Ia&ck, patting her
reassuringly. Whether she wanted to or not, shethdollow. Were there
bats, as' Rhian had asserted? She did not damed® ver fears to Harford,



who would no doubt dismiss them kindly but firmlg ahildish. All the
same, Maretta cowered a little as she looked wpti rafters.

‘The owl will return soon," Harford said. 'Untileth, we'll wait. Sit beside

me, Maretta.' He smiled at her. 'Patience is needtds game, a great deal
of it. You're young and therefore resdess. Do youkt you have the

necessary patience?'

Maretta was sure she did not, but she could niohéelhost. Why else was
she staying with him if not to cultivate an intdnesthe subject so dear to his
heart? So she nodded, pacifying the slight feebhgelf-reproach she

experienced by thinking how much her innocent lauld please him. He

was pleased, and squeezed her hand, giving hie extiiention after that to

the setting up of his equipment.

After that there was nothing to do but wait in sde. Harford insisted on

that. The slightest noise, he had said, could feigithe owl away. Its sense
of hearing was acute and it was able to pinpoiatdimallest sound. The
moon must have risen because its pale light flimgugh the entrance a
river of silver, splashing the straw-strewn floandagrey stone walls,

blackened with grime from the passing years.

There was a flapping of wings in the doorway, motaely blotting out the
light. Then the wide-winged, silent form swoopetbithe barn, settling on a
beam. In the moonlit darkness it was visible thtotlge snowy whiteness of
its underside. Two eyes shone and Maretta heldteath. Was Harford
quick enough to catch this beautiful creature oni

He was experienced in the art of bird photografimat was obvious in the
way he worked silendy and swiftly. The camera sruttade a minimum of
noise as the pictures were taken. The owl was wised it did not move.
But it was disturbed by some noise other than itimadle by the camera, a
noise which seemed to come from the doorway.

The great bird rose from its perch and with a prgkx, strangled shriek,
flew round the barn with outstretched wings, digpirising and hovering
momentarily over their heads. Maretta, her nenhesady stretched by an



unbearable tension, gave a frightened cry and emvagainst Harford.
Would the bird swoop, thinking they were prey?

Harford's arms came round her, holding her protebtiwhile the bird made
for the doorway, disappearing at last into theesihdarkness of the evening.

'I'm sorry, |I—' But she could not continue becafese had caught up with
her again, a fear greater than that created bgrthand flight of the owl.
What was it Harford was saying? He was murmurimngréserve cast aside,
his palm feeling her cheek, touching her hair,dn® pulling her against
him.

Maretta strained away, unable to understand hisnimga'My dear, dear

girl," like a blind man he was feeling her facethie darkness, ‘'let me kiss
you. I've waited so long, so long ... The time Basmed interminable ... |
thought you would never come ..." His fingers founad lips. 'Let me kiss

these. They belong - they belong to—' The rest lastsas the professor's
mouth covered hers.

She could do nothing but let him have his way. €heas inside her a
welling up of compassion for this man, whose wararti human needs she
was only just beginning to discover under the gem#arnedness, the
brilliant brain. When his mouth lifted from hers twas shaking. His voice
wavered a little as he said, 'l respect your innoegl revere it.' He was
talking incomprehensibly, he did not seem hims#ify faithfulness has
matched yours.'

Maretta began to tremble, afraid at what might leapi him, to herself at
his hands.

Her fear must have become manifest to him, piertiilsgconsciousness,
bringing him back from wherever he had drifted. thgce was normal as he
said, 'There's no need to fear me. | shall notrgdtdo deprive you of your
innocence. | shall do nothing to harm you. How dol# How could I,
when—' He ran his hand over his face, seeming blewad and troubled.

She was glad now she had not repelled him. Her doehyheart overflowed
with tenderness and pity. She put up her hands$eldachis head, bringing it



down towards her. The professor's arms came fortearelst on her waist.
Her lips made contact with his cheek - and a tdrem sliced into the
darkness, its yellow stream of light coming cruelty rest on the two
straining figures.

Their eyes were drawn towards it, only to flounaled drop like spent moths
before its searing beam. Whoever it was must haea Ibhe creator of the
noise which had caused the owl's flight. Whoevew#s must have
witnessed the entire scene, the kissing, the muntie response.

By the deep, angry breathing, by the height anddireof the man outlined
in the doorway, they both knew who it was.

'Son,' Harford murmured, his fingers working ovex dyes, 'son ...'
Now the torch beam settled on Maretta, runninglémgth of her like a

contemptuous, condemning gaze. It clicked off wedd was darkness again
and the hard beat of footsteps carrying the watahexy.



CHAPTER FIVE

As they returned across the furrowed field, stuntplin the moonlight,

Harford asked Maretta's forgiveness. 'It's so myaays since I've known the
companionship of a woman - not, in fact, since nifgwied. | have never
forsaken her memory, I've kept it fresh in my mihtbw I've met you.

Maretta," he stopped, holding her arm, 'tell me yon't object if now and

then I indulge my feelings for you, if | - | kKispy?'

That humility again, a humility which brought teamsher eyes, coming as it
did from so distinguished, sgooda man! She was aware of the age gap
between them, but not overpoweringly so. He wdshalwas slim, he did
not look his age. His manners, his consideratiahkas outlook came of a
different generation, of course. They were the stidaend the nicest thing
about him.

But Maretta recalled, with a heightening of coldhe son's words about his
father's undiminished virility. If Harford kisse@ihagain ... If she told him

she did not object, it would alter their relatioipskntirely. No man could

continue to kiss a woman without its leading to what? Fulfiiment, love?

No, she did not love Harford, but she felt for hamdmiration and deep
compassion.

If she said no, he could not kiss her - the pahe ®ld herself, the
humiliation she would inflict on him ...

'l don't mind," she whispered, and heard the loglg, she release of anxiety
and the beginnings of - hope?

The next day passed, a day of fear of meeting Rhialor, but Maretta did
not see him again until they dined that eveningwide dressed in a blue suit
of excellent cut, his golden-brown hair liftinganslight curve at the side of
his head. There was a narrow belt around his weigth emphasized his
leanness and the firm width of his hips. His shids white with a
blue-flecked pattern and the cuffs showed, an inulaée white, at his
wrists.



He smiled as if he found Maretta's scrutiny amusing behind the smile
was a touch of ice. No, he had not forgotten tlemsdn the barn, when he
had watched his father take her in his arms.

If he had not forgotten, Maretta had not forgiv&uch a moment of
tenderness, such words spoken with the deepegrginby a man in great
need, should not have been overheard, not evergttdaeflected with a
curious twist of her thoughts, by herself at whdm@ythad been directed.

Now the examination was returned. He considered liec-coloured
sleeveless blouse, the flowered skirt with toucbks$ilac blossom in its
pattern. He looked openly at her face, considetimeguncertain eyes, the
arched brows, the lip caught between her teeth.

'l know what you're thinking," she said with a gmfranger which surprised
herself, 'but it's wrong, wrongyrong!'

The eyebrows lifted, eyebrows just a little darkem the colour of his hair.
'When | look at an attractive woman,' he drawledph't bother to think, |
just feel." He moved to the drinks cabinet, found glasses and poured two
drinks, but the contents of each glass were diftelia his was whisky. The
glass containing sherry he held out to Maretta.

She was on the point of refusing when Harford wahlike 'Ah, Rhian, you're
giving our guest a drink." He took it from his samd handed it to Maretta.
He seemed happy. 'Wait,' he told her, poured hinasgdink and returned to
stand beside her. 'A toast. To you - and to mehélé up his glass, turning
to his son. 'Join us, Rhian.’

The son's glass was empty, it was not refilledials placed on a table. Rhian
slipped his hands into his pockets, looking afdtiser. It was a challenge. A
challenge which was not taken up. Harford turnedbaick on it. | am the

victor, the movement said, | have the prize. Nathino one can take it

away.

During dinner it seemed that there had been a mufwalent, agreement
between father and son to suspend hostilitiesnly tor the course of the
evening. To Maretta, Rhian was unbelievably chagmnamd talkative,



making her laugh and watching her face as sheajidadding her smile and
making her laugh yet again merely, it seemed, joyemer amusement. He
even put his father at ease by talking with himuwulas work, and his

hobby, drawing him out and listening to the replieth what appeared to be
genuine interest.

Harford, pleased at any time to talk to anyoneiahlife, seemed especially
delighted to discuss it with his son. It was rardeled that Rhian was a
willing listener to his father.

If Maretta entertained any suspicions as to Rhigo'ssible motives, if

indeed he had any, she had neither the inclinat@rthe time to consider
them. Talk over the meal was continuous until thiéee was finished, and
suddenly she wanted to believe that Rhian's chaamgenuine, that the ice
she had imagined earlier to be lurking beneatlsiige was a by-product of
her anxiety.

When they rose from the table, Harford went to Ntafe side. He pressed
her hand between his own. T must away to my hidagevithe light still
holds. When the sun has set I'll be back and pehdind you waiting for
me? | promise not to be out there too long.’

Even when his father had gone, Rhian was stillisgilAs she looked at
him, her heartbeats raced. Did he like her at ldstPthe cynical manner he
had adopted towards her since her arrival gonever? With all her heart
she hoped it had. To know that this man was willlmgccept her as a friend,
even though it was of the family, would be a pleasshe had never
expected to come her way.

'I'm off to my attic room," Rhian said as they stao the hall. Maretta could
not suppress a troubled frown. Was she to bel&ie® 'Care to join me?' he
asked casually, watching her face. 'You could gazidne horizon while |
work.'

There was no question of hiding her astonishméntas too great. 'You
don't object to having another person in the rodaW@'t | spoil your
concentration?'



His eyelids flickered and stilled. 'No more thae fhresence of a woman
usually disturbs my concentration.’

, The charm slipped a fraction to allow the custgmaynicism to show

beneath, then it was back and Maretta, seeingrttiardce of his smile and

feeling the reaction of her heartbeats as they peegd, mouselike, under
her ribs, knew she had imagined the lapse. Thissadniity to manipulate a
woman's emotions came, she knew because he haleglétom constant
and unrelenting practice.

They were standing in front of the wide blockedimeplace. Engraved in
the wood panelling above it was a replica of thet o arms which appeared
over the front entrance. The heraldry seemed teesept the waves of the
sea, interspersed with birds in flight and, unnkiabdy, the horizon, after
which the house was named.

Rhian, following Maretta's eyes, said, "You knowih@' At the shake of her
head he responded, 'I'll translate,’ adding enigt, 'at this point in time
it might be appropriate. | quote, "Beyond the homiare the dreams; beyond
the dreams, the reality". Which means, in twentietntury language, that
you can wriggle and evade the issue and run awayak as you like, but in
the end you're forced to face the truth, howevegralatable it may be.' He
gestured towards the stairs. 'Join me.’

He left her in his attic study, returning a few uoiies later having changed
into blue jeans and an open-necked shirt. He hakg®ff his executive air
with his clothes and now he seemed more relaxegtaaretta’s sensitive
eyes, more intimidating. This was a side of him alhwas an unknown
guantity. Dressed executive-style as he was, hisopality held power and
authority, but was restrained within known bourdsclothes like this, his
manner relaxed to match them, there was no knothie¢jmits to which he
might allow himself to go, the barriers he mightasim through.

As Maretta wandered about, still wondering at sneallowing her in the
room, let alone to hover near his possessions)asied at the brightly
coloured geological maps of the world which covetredwalls. Besides the
microscopes there was a hand lens and bottles théwydrochloric acid;



there were rock specimens on shelves and smakgieicglass which she
knew were slides.

Idly she picked up a piece of rock, admiring itéocos, He spoke, starding
her. She did not realize his eyes had been orifrem Scodand.' He came
to stand beside her. His sleeves were rolled telbsws and as his bare
arms rubbed against hers - was he doing it on gefheshe stiffened, but he
did not appear to notice. He pointed to the pidceck on her palm. 'It's
called gneiss.

‘Those wavy bands," indicating each colour, 'blagkte, pink, were formed
by very great heat and pressure which acted oexiséing rocks, squashing
them so much they changed some of the mineralscandentrated them
into parallel bands.' He smiled down at her, amled amusement in his
eyes. 'Am | blinding you with science? It all happd a very, very long time
ago, one thousand to two thousand million years agdact. Lewisian
gneiss is the oldest rock in the United Kingdom."

He wandered back to his desk and flipped througheaof papers. 'That's
the kind of time-span a geologist deals with. [ear énormous a step back
into the past for an ordinary person to comprehend.

She smiled at him. She could joke with a man iroadras pleasant as Rhian
Tudor's was at that moment. 'Shouldn't you haveeadthose three
maddening words, "little lab assistant™?'

His head came up and he saw her challenging sButeher smile wavered.
Was it her imagination, or was his good humour sehatch deep? Not even
a veneer, but only a thin coating like varnishsglpbut transparent, hiding
the blemishes underneath? But the smile he gavebh#iant, dazzling,
calmed her fears. Except that his eyes seemedgstyato dissociate
themselves from it.

As he looked down again, she shook her head sligktiyng herself not to

be so fanciful. She stood at the window, gazing ¢he extensive gardens
attached to the house. Even at this evening hberetwas a gardener
devotedly hoeing the shrubs. There was the woodjtade where Harford's



hide was hidden and the stream which flowed pastith its wooden
bridges here and there.

Farther away was the softly rolling countrysides ttedges and the fields,
leading to - where? To freedom, to Rhian's freedamch he prized so
greatly. More distant still was the horizon, hazijghwevening mists. She
thought of the coat of arms and the words it btine, words Rhian had
translated for her. And she remembered the way dtkeihterpreted the
meaning of those words, the slightly cynical staatad given to them. Was
he reading too much into them?

'Maretta?' His voice jolted her into an awarendsshere she was. He had
been sitting at his desk so quietly that her mirghtinvoluntarily to the
description she had seen in one of Harford's boBks. had been reading
about the barn owl, knowing that Harford would bking her to see one.
Scarcely any noise is made by this beautiful cmeaais it swoops on its
victim.

'‘Come here, Maretta.' His voice was quiet, bueltlta command she could
not ignore. 'I'll show you something pretty.' Shaosl obediently by his side
and he looked down at her, seeing her gentle shiibe. know how to use a
microscope? You've learnt that in the course ofr yeork?' She nodded.
'This, as | explained once before, is a penologigatoscope. This platform
- the stage, as it's called - can be rotatedn$#rt a sample of a mineral from
a group called the chlorites." She watched asxpsré fingers manoeuvred
it into position. 'Now | insert the polarizing lerisook into the microscope.'

He moved back a pace to allow her to gaze throhgheyepiece and she
exclaimed at the kaleidoscope of colours which swe. 'Rotate the slide,’
he said, and at his bidding she did so, seeingthmirs mix and alter as
beautiful greens changed and merged into reddshris.

She looked up, her face alight with pleasure. fétailous,' she said, then
caught her breath at his expression. He was sohie&iody was touching
hers, pressing her against the bench. Her pulsedyslpainfully, started to
pound. They were throbbing with exhilaration - deal.



His face had been wiped clean of all the friendisnbe had shown her that
evening. There was no more charm and _ no moresmihe shape of his
mouth had changed into bitter, biting contempt.ti8e was what she had
glimpsed beneath his apparent good humour. It lsadbeen imagination,
after all. The antipathy had been there all theetim

His hands on her shoulders swung her round. Asnvisgetd her, her hip
caught on the edge of the bench, but although rs&@ cut, he paid no heed.

'What is it you want?' he snarled. 'What is it yeuafter? My father's
position, my father's money, my father's houseaitt be for love that you
let a man twenty-eight years older than you makee lto you in the
blackness of a barn.’

'What are you talking about?' she whispered, hax wehite, her eyes large
and burning into his. 'What are you saying? Timatiying to get your father
to fall in love with me and marry me?'

‘Aren't you?' Anger gave a lightning brilliance has eyes. 'If not, you
surprise me. What is it you're aiming for, then®éavithout strings? If so,
I'm the man you want, in your own generation, dbl&eep up with your
demands, able to give more - much more than youatan Can my father
give you this?' His arm, like a band of steel eslett her waist. 'And this?"
His other hand came up, settled round her thraht@ced back her head so
far she cried out again. Then, when he saw the t&art to her eyes, his
mouth swooped down, like a bird of prey on to idpless victim, and with
his kiss, he proceeded to extract the breath &éaérdim her body. One kiss
was not enough for him. He took another and anathgl, like an eagle's
victim, she lay lifeless and still in his arms. TiHee swung her roughly aside
and went to the window, smoothing his hair as hikedh

He turned and rested with his back against thetsidl face was in shadow,
but even so Maretta could sense the brutality ®ERpression.

'‘Now," he grated, 'will you leave my father alofi@Etause if you persist in
your pursuit of him, | shall give you another lessmd another, until | force
you into the ultimate and absolute surrender, anenithe time comes, if it



ever does come, for him to take you as his wifeyitlediscover that he's too
late. You'll be mine.'

He walked past her out of the room, leaving heotaemplate the massacre
of her dreams - those dreams that had dwelt, soffabpe, a formless yet a
recognizable hope - beyond the distant horizon.

In the sanctuary of her room, Maretta walked ab8hie felt humiliated,
insulted and bewildered. How could she face RhiadoF again? He had
pummelled her pride and shattered her dignity. Tivaiat he had made, the
threat which, if he continued to misconstrue hetives, she had no doubt
he intended to keep - how much had it stemmed frismistrust of her and
how much from that strange but bitter battle herekbto be waging with
his father?

Whatever it was, her place as a guest in this haaseno longer tenable.
That evening, while they drank their late- nighbcblate, she would tell

Harford, as gently as she could, that her mothedeé her at home, that
regretfully she must leave. If Rhian joined themmg svould face him with

calmness, however much the effort might cost her.

As she entered the drawing-room, she was relievédd that Harford was
alone. He looked up eagerly. 'l was hoping you waudme before Rhian.'
He lifted a cushion and removed a square-shapedilweent out to buy this
while you were with Rhian this afternoon. | didniention it at dinner
because | wanted us to be alone when | gave ibto Mere, Maretta, my
dear Maretta,' he touched her hand with somethikegreverence, 'take it.
I've bought it for you.'

Her heart pounded. Another gift? What should sH&\thatcouldshe do?
But if she accepted, how would Rhian regstie was afraid of hinit was

an admission which in itself was frightening. 'Bdgrford, | can't, | simply
can't—'

‘A camera, Maretta," he said with urgency, 'issseatial piece of equipment
for a bird-watching enthusiast. Since | cannot Keegding you mine, you'll
need this camera when you come with me on our gsitimto the
countryside.’



She shook her head. 'Harford, I—' | - what? Wil@ereach your level of
expertise, your overwhelming interest in the sulsjédo, she couldn't say
that. | won't be here long enough to use it? Yes, was it!

'l - I must go home, Harford. My mother,' she integh 'my mother is asking
me to return—'

He held up his hand. 'No need to worry about yoother. | intended to tell
you over dinner, but was so carried away by my eogation with my son, |
forgot. When | got back from town this afternoonuy mother phoned. |
had, of course, to tell her you were out, but ltidthwith her for some time.
She told me to tell you to stay as long as | wagtadto stay. In fact, | gave
her a standing invitation to join you here whenestex could get away. She
promised to take some time off from her work sond pay us a visit." A
small frown creased his forehead. 'l can see nsoreavhy you shouldn't
accept the camera, Maretta.'

'Please don't think me ungrateful, Harford, but I—'

There was a brief knock on the door and Mrs. Feslteed in a tray of mugs
filled with drinking chocolate. When Harford hadattked her, she said she
would see whether Dr. Rhian could be persuaded down his study, or
whether he wanted her to take his drink upstairkite. Maretta hoped
fervently that he would decide to stay in the fas@of his attic room.

'‘Well, my dear?' Harford said gently, patting tinepgy place beside him.

Maretta joined him on the settee. 'First it waskiim®culars, Harford, now a
camera. | can't go on accepting gifts from you auth—' She paused. She
had been going to say, 'Without giving you someghmreturn’. But Rhian's
words still burned in her ears, so she said,la liteakly, ‘without giving you
something towards them."’

Harford was shocked. 'You mustn't even think dfriit.not a poor man. One
day | shall tell you more, but not yet," as if tonkelf, 'it's too soon, too
soon...'



He seemed to drift into a private world, so Marettank her chocolate.
Rhian's remained on the tray, cooling fast. If Bhgied, she might escape
before he came down ...

The door opened. The newcomer's eyes setded ot ley.saw Harford's
arms which rested across a cushion behind Marditek. They saw the
camera resting on Maretta's lap.

His eyes became flint-hard as they took in the iguaf the camera and
estimated its cost. 'Your birthday?' He spoke wilced lightness to

Maretta, but the expression in his eyes did net alie knew the answer, of
course, before he asked the question.

'‘No," Maretta replied, looking down at the gift,rHengers resting on it,
gently possessive.

'l gave it to her,” Harford said, smiling. 'Sheiked it to assist her in
enlarging and deepening her interest in ornithalogy

"You're accepting it?' Rhian asked Maretta. Thetmeiss in his tone did not
fool her into believing it was a casual questionlyGshe knew there was a
threat mixed up in it.

She lifted her head proudly. 'Why shouldn't 1?'

"You realize how much it must have cost my fathés?among the most
expensive cameras on the market.’

She flushed. She had not known that.
'It's my business, Rhian," his father said, his@oaised by the beginnings of
anger, 'how much | spend on her.' He drew Marettsatds him, placing a

gentle kiss on her cheek. 'If | wanted to give ldf my fortune—'

'Please excuse me.' Rhian downed a mouthful ofdwddolate, hammered
the mug back on to the tray and went out.



Next morning Mrs. Fiske told Maretta that Dr. Tudddr. Rhian Tudor -
had gone away. No, she didn't know how long farobBbly to London,
Miss Newell. He goes off like that sometimes, baitusually tells me. This
time he didn't say a word. It looks as if he wehtast night, because his bed
hasn't been slept in.'

Maretta showed what she hoped was casual interdgjlanced at Harford's
place at the dining table. It seemed he had nobresikfasted. 'I'll wait for
Professor Tudor, Mrs. Fiske.'

The housekeeper nodded and withdrew. Maretta staredf the window.
So Rhian had gone but had told no one. Had helefiger? If so, why? She
could not understand his attitude. What if his éattlid give her presents?
Could it not be for the reasons he gave - to helpumderstand better his
beloved hobby of bird-watching? What if he did nemd then show her
affection? There was such an age gap between theuld not possibly be
more than a kind of paternal attachment. Those mtsrie the darkness in
the barn - were those, she asked herself with planoinesty, ‘paternal'? The
endearments he had murmured, the kiss he had garén

As the door opened, she turned from the window d #e truth. The

thoughts that had whispered their way into her nuowald not be the truth,
she rebuked herself. She must not imagine thirgRhéan was doing. She
must not read meanings into actions which did ratte

Harford came towards her, taking her hands andprgshem. "You look so
fresh, Maretta, so sweet, as indeed you alwaydHdomotioned her to take
her place at the table. 'No place for Rhian? Hasréakfasted?

So even his father didn't know! 'Mrs. Fiske says fgene away.'

Harford, with a nod, accepted the fact. 'To Londprgbably, which is

where the oil company he works for has its Europesad office.' He looked
at his watch. 'He must have started early.’

'Mrs. Fiske thinks he went last night. His bed watouched.'



Harford's eyebrows rose, then he shrugged. '#'svaly. He cares little for
other people's feelings. If he makes up his mirdbtsomething, even on the
spur of the moment, he'll do it, no matter how mhehmight upset other
people's plans. But don't lei; us waste our tinlertg about my son. I'm off
to the hide again. Will you come?’

What else can | do, Maretta thought, but agree? Hi®& can | pass my
time? Isn't that what | came for - to learn aboatfbird's cherished hobby?
Isn't that why he asked me?

As they sat together in the hide, Maretta looke@nstier Harford told her,
was silent when requested to be, learnt whatet@miration Harford passed
on and then, to her horror, promptly forgot itwks, she was aware, a case
of temporary but acute amnesia, brought about atranst neurotic fear of
being unable to answer any questions he mightpastessor-like, to test her
knowledge.

It was painfully difficult for her to concentratéler mind would wander,
dwelling on how pleasant it would be to be walkedgput in the woods
outside, dabbling her fingers in the stream asoiindled over pebbles,
dragging her footsteps in the carpet of leavessamelling the fragrance of
the wild flowers and shrubs and brambles. She wootdshe thought in her
waking dream, be alone. There would be someoneingal&t her side,
someone taller than she, holding her hand, playitigher fingers, laughing
down at her.

‘A sedge-warbler," Harford exclaimed, 'l can hésusong, a trilling sound.
Look, Maretta, look there.' He lifted the flap bEkthide a little higher. 'Use
your binoculars. See it now?'

Maretta tried vainly to get the bird into her sghtlarford saw her struggles.
'It has a brown back with dark streaks. It's sihatlunmistakable.’

But Maretta could not spot the bird. It eluded I&ne saw instead a face,
fair-skinned and handsome, autocratic head held ligd anger in the hard
grey eyes - anger such as he had displayed ldgtwigen he had kissed her
so brutally. Shaken by the vision - had stiehedhis image there? - she
lowered the binoculars with trembling hands, shgkiar head.



'Look again,' Harford urged. 'Don't give up so kasi

How could she explain that she was afraid to logdira in case she saw his
son caught up in the lenses of the binoculars, ifiagrand drawn towards
her?

'I'm hopeless,' she said, fighting against hispteanake another attempt to
find the bird. 'You're wasting your time on me, féad." All | want, she
thought, is to think about that image | saw, tozdeout what it meant. That
she wanted him back? That she wanted to be inrivis again, taking his
kisses, however savage they might be, and retutherm one by one?

Harford was shocked by her defeatist attitude. "Moanly a beginner. It can
take months, sometimes years, to reach the stageewdcognition by sight
is immediate and accurate. Bird song can be ldariistening, but it's far
more difficult to recognize a particular speciessaht.'

Months, years? she reflected despondently. Ittakiémefor ever.

Harford must have decided not to press her too tiaitthe subject, because
after that he left her to her thoughts. At lunchdid her that the meeting of
his ornithologist friends was in four days' time.

There would be a discussion and whatever time wHsof the evening
would be devoted to socializing. Later, as theg gaiod night, Harford bent
down and kissed her, gently, on the lips. 'You damhd, Maretta?' he
whispered.

Not wishing to hurt him, she shook her head.

No, she thought, as she climbed the stairs, shenalidnind. There was
nothing about Harford's kisses to object to. Hardieapt back twenty-four
hours, recalling against her will the kisses of $ba. The memory caused
such a tumult in her mind she could not bear takthaf them. Or of the
humiliation and accusations that had followed. Afihian's insulting
brutality, she basked in the tenderness of Hadddd'ses.



For three days there was no word of Rhian. Marettmd that the time
passed unaccountably slowly. It was almost as & wlere waiting for

something - someone? Determinedly she set out energing to the hide,
spending the hours until lunch beside Harford ardly using the binoculars
he had given her.

The evenings she spent in dedicated reading ofokEsf books, but she
found her attention wandering from text to illusiwa, from page to window
so often she began to despair. What had happeriet tihncentration?

On the third evening she was alone for a whiletiRyiaside the books, she
went to the window and stared out over the gardghe.wished the room
had a window that overlooked the entrance driveenTBhe could see
whoever called, any car that came along it andepullp in front of the
house. Any car? she tormented herself. One caariicplar, long and low,
as arrogant in its looks as its owner!

Disgusted with herself, she turned back to the rdomas time she stopped
plaguing herself with thoughts of Rhian Tudor.dtwe to her, with a shock
as she flipped the pages of a book, just how mimtec she and Harford
were moving, how their relationship was changingperceptibly, into
something more meaningful - but on whose partphisers?

She grew restless and made for the telephone inatheHarford had given
her permission to use it whenever she wished. He¢hen's voice came over
clearly and cheerfully, lifting her spirits and efing comfort.

Was she well? her mother asked. Was she enjoyinsjdng? 'l spoke to your
professor,' Josephine said, 'the other day. Hedsalieo sweet. He was so
anxious about you, about whether or not you're hépgre.' With a touch of
concern, 'Are you, Maretta? Are you happy? Wouté Ine to come and
stay? He told me I'd be welcome there at any tigt®ke.'

Maretta thought, My mother come here to stay? Bwe would only
complicate matters! Hastily she answered, 'Donfhedor my sake. Of
course, if you want to ..."



Her mother must have heard the uncertainty, becsheseid not pursue the
subject.

'Rhian, Harford's son—' Maretta began.

Josephine broke in, interest adding a touch oflisksis to her tone,
'Harford? Is that the professor's name? And halsas? Maretta, you never
told me! How old, dear? What's his job? What idike?'

Patiently Maretta answered the questions. She kmeat her mother was
thinking and hoping. The professor was too old,gbe - a quick, rough
calculation would tell her - would be just right.

'How nice,' Josephine said, 'that you have someeae your own age for
company. Don't worry about me, Maretta dear. Stalpiag as you like ...'

When the professor's ornithologist friends drifie the house through the
entrance doors, gazing round bemusedly at the dplea of the hall, he
kept Maretta beside him. He seemed to be exhibitergo them, showing
her off as a special friend. She was, his handeynalm told them, to be
regarded as part of the family now, and part ofifes

If behind the facade of her conscious thoughtsstheked an unnamed fear
of how the professor's son would react if he caald his father's possessive
attitude, if he were there to witness the fact et did not draw away when
Harford's arm rested lightly round her shouldersgdi@w her down to sit
beside him when the talking began, then she didaflioiv herself to
acknowledge it. Rhian was not there. He was miegyan London. What
he didn't see, he couldn't come to know about.h®@aemforted herself and
relaxed a little at Harford's side.

There were, of course, stares from the profes$oesds. Some, mostly
women, looked puzzled and a little condemning. @&thesually men,
watched indulgently and perhaps, Maretta wondexdittje enviously?



The talk was about bird-life, about how unique aicti the region of the
Norfolk Broads was for ornithologists, about theerapecies of birds to be
found there. There were worries expressed as to galution might be
affecting the rivers and marshes and lakes thaerapdhe Norfolk Broads.
Someone, they said, should do something aboubii.had only to look into
the rivers and see the underwater plants, lift ymad and catch a dragonfly
darting, to realize the great beauty of the place.

The door opened and for a moment interest flickéned the speaker to the
new arrival. He was tall, he filled the doorways tight brown hair fell
forward, only to be brushed back by an impatiemidhadis eyes swooped
round the room, settling first on his father thearrowly, on the girl beside
him.

'Hallo there, Rhian,” someone said, and many ofdthers echoed the
greeting. Rhian nodded and smiled in response.itHeat withdraw from
the room. Instead, as he looked for a seat, theamdraside Maretta glanced
at the clock on the mantelpiece.

'I must be off,' she said. 'l have another appoamimn Norwich. | hate to
leave before the food arrives, but—' The rest wasih laughter. 'Take my
place, Rhian. Come and sit next to this delighgbuing lady friend of your
father.'

Maretta tensed at the woman's words, but Harfdekedl. He gazed up at
his son, a small smile playing about his mouth. éftar turning her head,
caught it and was puzzled. It was not a smile ofcerae but more of

victory. After Rhian's prolonged absence, he shsulély be greeting him,
not provoking him.

'Yes, Rhian,' Harford said, 'seat yourself besidg telightful young lady".'

The professor's son looked at his father's 'yoway'] looked his fill,
walking slowly towards her. He must have seen tieeming flush in her
cheeks, her jerky, confused movements and, asoppeéd down beside her,
felt the tension of her drawn-in limbs. He couldke svas convinced, feel also
the merciless beat of her heart.



Someone started speaking, but Maretta did notwbkat they were saying.
She was trapped between father and son. If shedoser to the father, the
son would condemn her - and, who could tell, puhist? - for doing it. If
she pressed nearer the son, the father would ngivéoher. Nor would she
easily forgive herself. Even now Rhian's sardog®se gazing down at her,
mocked her predicament.

'Relax, sweetheart," he murmured under cover oloilng insistent voice of
the speaker, 'l won't eat you - yet. That's a pieag come.’

Incensed by the familiar way he used the endearmbatflung back at him,
'Will you leave me alone?' Harford's warning hanesped hers, and stayed
there. There he was again, she thought, agitated, fl@aunting his
possessiveness before the whole company. And ithes the ‘company'
included his son.

All through the discussion, in which Maretta hadieabeen interested but
which now seemed endless, she was aware of Rhisidebber. Every
movement he made, every word he spoke - and heespoiprisingly
knowledgeably considering the subject was not blsbly but his father's -
registered on her tensed-up body. Why did he havettirn at that moment?
Why did he have to be offered the seat beside her?

It was a relief when the housekeeper tapped omdloe and rolled in the
trolley - piled with sandwiches and coffee. White tguests ate their fill,
Harford moved around and settled down to talk gwaup of friends at the
far end of the room. Maretta was left alone withdRhUncertain as to what
his mood might be, she glanced up at him. He smitétbring her a

sandwich. But he did it mockingly, not as a gestfrgiendship.

You look pale and hungry,' he said, flicking hethwamiliar eyes. 'You're
wasting away. Have you missed me so much?’

She refused to be crashed by his baiting mannehy,Wshe asked,
wide-eyed, 'have you been away? | hadn't noticed.’



His laughter attracted the attention of one of theests. The man,
grey-haired, pink-faced, the top of his head reagtonly a little above
Rhian's shoulder, detached himself from a groupcande towards them.

'How goes it, Rhian? You've recently come back fedroad, | hear. When
will your travels come to a stop?'

‘Never, if | can help it, Mr. Wilmer. | was born toam.’

‘You've no intention of settling down?' Mr. Wilmglanced at Maretta. 'No
woman in your life yet to tether you to a desk?'

He shook his head decisively, looking down at Maretith a touch of
cruelty in his smile. 'No female would ever tie dmvn to such a fate. If it's
my lot to wander the world in the course of my wdik not complaining. |
treasure my freedom as much as some misguidedmegmives.'

Maretta caught her lip. That ‘freedom' again! Skegdn to hate the word.
Mr. Wilmer laughed heatrtily. ‘One day you'll findwyrself trapped, Rhian,
by a pair of appealing, feminine eyes.'

Again the decisive shake. 'Take your love, thee tgur leave,’ Rhian said.
‘That's the rule | live by.’

Maretta put down her coffee cup, still half fulhé&Swas not thirsty any more.
Rhian looked at her, eyebrows lifted, but she tdrer head sharply from
his amused gaze.

'Have you seen much of Norfolk yet, Miss Newell?. M/ilmer asked.
Maretta told him, no. 'There are some delightfllages in the area. There's
Hingham, which has close connections with the daidtory of the United
States. One Robert Peck, a Puritan sympathized, tihe America and
founded Hingham, Massachusetts. One of his panshsp Samuel Lincoln,
had also gone there. His famous descendant wgsuasight have guessed,
Abraham Lincoln. Some way south of here there'sféley where Thomas
Paine, author ofhe Rights of Manyas born. Nearby there's a fascinating
place called Grimes Graves where prehistoric matkeebin the flint mines.
One of the mines is open. You'll have to do youydRhian, and show Miss



Newell the sights of East Anglia, especially thenesi. After all, it's your
subject, isn't it?'

Rhian shook his head. "You're making the usualakéstThat's archaeology,
not geology. East Anglia is comparatively young antdof much interest to
the geologist.’

Mr. Wilmer laughed. 'So speaks the superior being!

‘Superior? Hardly." Rhian sounded a litde nettlddchaeology is just as
vital a subject in seeking the history of the etiolu of mankind as geology.
It's just a different field:'

Harford joined the group. Mr. Wilmer persisted, {®w don't hold that one
branch of science is superior to another?"

'Certainly not." He glanced obliquely at Harforfhat's the one thing my
father and | have in common - a love of science.’

Mr. Wilmer made a face. 'The usual story, Harfo&t rebelling against
father. The younger generation mutinying against tfed and trusted
values of the older?’

Before Harford could reply, Rhian drawled, 'Tocetrivy moral values and
my father's never did coincide. Never will.'

'‘Don't talk about morals, son,’ Harford respondét angry eyes, 'you don't
possess any. You never did." Turning his headrySbiarry,' he rested his
hand briefly on Mr. Wilmer's shoulder, 'always vaif§icult and he's too old
to change his spots now.'

Rhian put down his empty plate, inclined his heatit. Wilmer and went
out.

Harford sighed. 'It's lucky he's never in this doyifor long, otherwise there
really would be sparks flying between us. Come dagr,’' to Maretta, 'meet
my friends. | want to show off "my delightful youmady", as you've been
called.'



Maretta's footsteps went where Harford bid, but tmughts followed
where his son had gone. What was it all about, liliter feud they were
fighting? Was there no love at all between theitwem, no filial affection on
Rhian's part, no paternal fondness on Harford's Harford was capable
of warmth and tenderness she was beginning to.l&rmwhat about his
son? She was learning about him, too. He possedsealrt - how else could
he live? But it was a heart of stone.



CHAPTER SIX

MARETTA saw Rhian again that evening. He came down to the
drawing-room for his late night drink. While Maretand Harford drank
their chocolate, Rhian asked for coffee.

Mrs. Fiske, serving him, said, T made it as youedskie, Dr. Tudor, but
you'll never get to sleep with coffee as stronghas inside you!

Rhian gave the housekeeper a faint smile. 'l nestaly awake, Mrs. Fiske.
| have a lot of work to catch up on. I've been afeg days, although,' he
smiled disarmingly up at her, 'l doubt if my absemas noticed.’

'Well, I noticed, Dr. Tudor. Catering just for theper tites of your father
and Miss Newell's not much fun. They eat so litke a wonder they stay
healthy.’

Rhian bent forward to stir his coffee as it stoacadow table. Then his eyes
lifted to wander appraisingly over Maretta, who vaside his father. 'Miss
Newell, at least, appears in good shape.'

Harford caught the insinuation and his colour rolde. stood. '‘Come,
Maretta, I'll see you up to bed.’

Rhian's smile hardened. 'Keeping the wolf fromdwor, Father?'

Harford's bearded face, with its high cheekbonesieply intelligent eyes,
became a little gaunt. 'This is one girl you'll gesavay from, Rhian. You'll
not touch her, do you hear?' There was a twishgtish beneath the words.

'It's a little late to tell me that," Rhian drawléelaning back and holding his
cup between his palms. 'I've known her - how lomgR, twelve days? |

have my reputation as a fast worker to keep upe hanot?' The tone was
light, the grey eyes steely.

Harford's arm across Maretta's shoulders tighteftas he - has he—?"



She looked up into Harford's pale face and remeedbRhian's kisses. Into
her mind came his voice with its threat of retribotif she did not 'leave his
father alone', forcing her, if necessary, to thlesdute and ultimate
surrender'. Had he touched her? He had done wéeslead raped her - with
his words.

Maretta looked at Rhian and saw his hard smila@nddrer to tell the truth.
'No, Harford,' she lied, 'he hasn't touched me.’

Harford's hand guided her to the door and thereraless in his eyes. But his
son had not finished. 'See her up to bed, notaaeth’ he taunted. 'Remember
you were born a gentleman and possess the morats@itmoded age.’

Harford turned quickly and said for the second tithat evening, 'Don't
lecture me on morals, Rhian. Your ethical standaraigr lack of principles
where women are concerned, have always disgustetreygeat, leave this
girl alone.’

Rhian sat forward, knees apart, holding his cui @svere a mug, staring
into it as if it contained the answer to some inbt# problem. Was there a
droop to his shoulders, a despondency beneathaitiehard figure he
presented? Maretta felt an overpowering desiregakbfrom Harford's liold
and run to his son's side, offering him comfort.n8ath the kindly
gentleness of Harford's exterior, why was theres@ubittered, vindictive
creature determined at every opportunity to givie pathis man he called
his son?

Harford stood with her outside the bedroom door.ldt&ked down at her
with eyes so tender, a glimmer of alarm sprang bdimg inside her. She
knew there would never again be that barrier dtistand protocol between
them, that division which their work forced upowemh of brilliant professor
stooping to notice the semi-educated young womam widis employed so
low down the scale in his department.

He had stepped across the intellectual chasm ithided them and lifted her
socially to be his equal. She might never know wigcause she was sure
that such a reticent man - reticent about his ifeeings - would never tell
her.



But she did know now that his arms had come rowandhhd he was kissing
her as a man kisses a woman who appeals to hiesleShe did not even try
to pull away because she did not mind his kissegsetAér or not she liked
them was another matter, but if it made him hamgpkiss her, then she
would not stop him.

'Please excuse me.' The frigid voice of the praiesson was like a rod of
cold steel being pressed against Maretta's backhiBuather only pulled
her closer.

Maretta woke early next morning. It was a partidylgersistent bird
perched on a cedar tree near the house that musstcbaxed her from her
sleep.

She hugged her knees under the bedclothes and Bapotang hair from her
face. The day was so bright and beckoning she faumgbossible to still the
stirring of her instincts. Those instincts werecteep out into that sun-
flooded morning and smell the newness of the day.

She dressed quickly, pulling on white pants ancckbeé shirt, but she did
not fasten the buttons. Instead, she tied the &gkther, knotting them
across her bare midriff.

Taking a breath, she unlocked doors and slid battk,lihen she was free as
a bird in the golden day. It was exquisite to el sharp bite of the air on

her exposed skin, the dew-damp grass flicking tes through her sandals.
Into her lungs she drew the perfume of the flovegrsning to greet 'the rays

of the sun. She smelt the veil of mist which clamghe trees and the hedges
and the world beyond.

In the distance was the sharp bark of a dog; irfithés beyond the park a
tractor started up. From the road in front and glitve drive was the clink of
bottles as the milkman made his deliveries. So gfathought, she and the
birds and the insects were not the only ones awmakieabout in the brand
new morning.



Maretta's eyes were drawn back towards the houdesla@ searched the
windows, but no one was watching her, so she dliggfeher sandals and
swung them from her fingers, rejoicing in the fekkoft, dew-moist lawns
under her feet. Her camera swung from her showder she made for
Harford's hide. But she wouldn't go into it, sheided. Instead, she would
do what she had so often longed to do while codfimgloyalty to the seat
beside Harford's. She would go down to the stream.

Under the overhanging branches, it flowed and leamt swirled over
pebbles and boulders. All around was bird songd#wven chorus persisting
although the sun was rising in the sky. Even thelsbsounded full of
happiness and hope at the start of another day.

Maretta sat on the bank and rolled up the legseofttousers. Then she
dangled her feet in the stream, gritting her teg¢tie coldness but relaxing
as her skin accustomed itself to the icy tempeeatsine drifted into a dream
as the sun warmed her back and gleamed in shafisgin the branches and
the tree trunks all around.

Twenty-eight years between them ... The professaidwmnever do this. His
youth, with its impulsiveness and desire for tryiogt and testing the
unknown, was a long way behind him. He was britliae was good, he was
tender and gende ... But he was in his fifties Jevbihe, Maretta, was in her
twenties. The age gap, the generation gap, thé gapiof mind and body.

There was the sound of footsteps and she turnadtlguHarford? No, his

son. Because she was sitting on the ground, highthevas magnified,

turning him into a great, solid column of mascuiHis shirt was loose,
draping over the hands which were in his trousekpts. The buttons were
undone, revealing the mass of brown hair, the bheadhim, the daunting

maleness. If he took a woman in his arms and wawntbdeak her, he could
do so at will.

Her eyes lifted to his face. What she saw toucheticad of compassion
inside her, making it quiver and vibrate until slo&ld hardly bear it. He had
not slept. That was plain. Round his eyes were@hadround his chin and
cheeks a dark stubble grew. His shoulders, usuwstigight and broad,
pushed forward. But even as she gazed, the cusgayaicism moved like



a sliding door across his eyes, closing in theetettroughts, the private
areas of his mind, and shutting her firmly on tkieeo side.

'What's the matter?' he asked. 'Afraid I'll do wimgt father dreads - bend
you to my will and seduce you?' He shook his hi#ebt assured that when
| carry out that barbarous deed, | shall make sheve more energy at my
disposal than | have at this moment. After a ngiegnt at my desk, my
greatest need is for sleep, not sex.’

Maretta swung her head away, drawing her feet fiteenwater and drying
them with a handkerchief. She pulled on her sand@aspassion had left
her. His cynicism had wiped it clean away. Even nvhe dropped down
beside her, she would not look at him. He leanett ba an elbow while she
wrapped her arms about her knees. The silenceileasviith bird song, but

even so she had to break it.

'‘Beautiful morning.' There was no response to tmamonplace remark, so
she glanced at him, seeing how his eyes were gtararrowed, unseeing,
through the woods across the stream.

'Yes," he replied flatly.

'How did you know | was here?'

'l watched you from my window.'

'‘Couldn't you sleep?

'l didn't even try.'

'‘But how can you get through the day when you hagéept?'

A shoulder lifted. 'I'm not unused to it. One learto do without if

necessary.' He reclined full length, lifting hislda and resting his head on
them. 'One conditions oneself to doing withouttaolathings if one has to.'



She was not quite sure what his remark meantt botimd again that chord
of sympathy inside her - although why she shouéd éempassion for this
tough, self-contained man she could not imagine.

Softly she said, 'You mean a mother?"

His head came round, his eyes, grey as a winteiaied coldly into hers.
The question is irrelevant.’

Maretta felt rebuked and tried to make amendsle@dgt you have a father.’

'Have 1?' The tone was dead. There was a long pauk#&laretta rested her
chin on her arms.

'He's besotted with you.' He had thrown down alehgk, but she would not
rise to it. He persisted, 'What do you intend tadout it?'

It was a question she could not answer. Insteadrsbe, "You're wrong! He
looks on me as a friend, a pleasant companion—'

‘That kiss last night. Was he looking on you asa@rpanion” then?"

She would not concede that he might be right. 'He did it to - to get at
you, to annoy you—'

His head came up. 'Tannoyme? You mean to make me jealous?' He
subsided, his eyes closed, his mouth curved cypic#bu flatter yourself.
Why should | be interested in a half-educated, enatstupid little lab
assistant?'

His words hurt so much she had to hurt him. Shetbado something,
anything to shatter his complacency, to get eveh tim. Words would be
no use, they would only bounce off his rock-harture Twisting until she
was kneeling, she bent forward and in her furymedout to grasp whatever
she could reach, his bent arm, his shoulders,aiis.hHer eyes blazed, her
breathing was short and quick, her hands pulledhiés dug and scratched.



He was up in a moment and had her pinned undervaiists in his hands
that felt like talons, forced back above her héddu little vixen! First you
get to work on my father, now you turn your attentto me. Which one of
us is it you want? Make up your mind.'

Tears started up, her lip trembled. How could heumierstand her so?
'Please,’ she whispered, 'you're hurting me."'

He appeared not to have heard. 'When are you doihgave my father
alone?'

Her body squirmed and writhed. "You're wrong.this other way round.’
He still would not release her. "You don't seermaliject to his attentions.'

'Why should 1?' she cried. 'He's a good man, la@'ste's honest, he's kind

'All the things I'm not, of course."
'‘No, you're not. You're hard, you're overbeariray'se—'

His mouth stopped the flow of words and once agai® knew the bitter
anger of his kiss. His body, which was not suppgbliecause he still had
hold of her wrists, crushed hers. She knew an sgtgrain with the pressure
of him, but she could not speak to save hersefflids held hers in bondage.
When at last he let her go, she lay pale-facecaestied, head turned away.
Still she could feel the weight of him, althoughtreed lifted himself from
her.

Her eyes fluttered open and she saw that he looke¢h at her, eyes
narrow, diamond-hard, holding the fury that wadl stnspent. Afraid of
what he would do next, she started to rise, but ait arm across her throat
he held her down.

He looked at her, with her hair spread about her,afimond-shaped eyes
and full-lipped mouth still resenting the bruiskigses his lips had inflicted.



Grey eyes held grey eyes, then he laughed, his moddrgoing a sudden
change.

'Stop fighting me, vixen, and lie quiet next to i arm slipped behind her
and rolled her on to her side towards him. He sigbherying his face in her
hair and breathing in its elusive scent. 'It'srgglme since | had the comfort
of a woman. There are times in a man's life whesy'th an absolute
necessity. Or should | say,” his head lifted and egebrow moved
provocatively, 'a necessary evil?'

Aroused again, she struggled, but he held heryeatthin the circle of his
arm. 'Please, Rhian,’ she pleaded, 'this is wrdiig. shouldn't - we
mustn't—'

He raised an arm and lowered it across her, sprgduis hand over her bare
midriff. 'Quiet, woman. | just want a bit of peatleat's all.'

So he had his peace and his quiet and in no tinad &is wakeful night
caught up with him. He slept, but the arm that wasd Maretta never
slackened, holding her to him. His hand againsttes gentle now.

She scarcely breathed for fear of waking him. I§waen impossible to look
at her watch. It must be breakfast-time, she thougleling the stirring
pangs of hunger. Rhian's face was towards her laadazed her fill at the
thickness of his eyebrows, at the firm sweep ofjaig, the full mouth
which, in his relaxed state, lost its cynical tiggtss.

His vulnerability tugged at her heart and she adser eyes, determinedly
forgetting the lateness of the hour and resolvingnbke the most of this
time when, for a handful of minutes, she was a s&ag part of Rhian
Tudor's happiness. So she remained passive ahddsfighting in the
nearness of him, of his arm which lay so posselysaeross her.

There were footsteps approaching. With her eaeasthe ground as it was,
she could hear them clearly. They were comingulaig, briskly, knowing
exactly where they were making for. It must, shautiht, be Harford, going
to the hide!



Struggling to free herself from Rhian's arm, shewgg shifting a short

distance from him. With a swift, agitated movemsm jerked her hair back
over her shoulders and hugged her knees, feekegalithief caught taking
the family silver.

Harford stood looking down at them, dwelling figst his sleeping son and
then on Maretta. She held her breath.

'Why are you here?' he asked. "Your breakfast isngd

How much could his searching eyes see? How muchhididjuick brain
comprehend? Maretta decided to speak the truth.

'l woke up early, Harford. | couldn't resist commgf and sampling the early
morning sun,’

'‘And Rhian?'

The man to whom he referred was stirring. 'l think worked all night,’
Maretta said. 'He saw me and joined me. He dic@velany sleep and you
see what happened.’

Harford nodded, seeming satisfied.

'Where's that girl," Rhian murmured, 'where's ghdtl had in my arms?’

Frightened, Maretta looked up. 'He's - he's dregntitarford. He's - he's
thinking of his girl-friend.’

'‘Ah," Rhian half sat up, grabbing Maretta. Thére .’

‘Rhian!" she gasped, pulling away. "Your fatheouryfather's here.’

Rhian let her go, rubbing his hand over his faceé producing a grin. He
shook his head as if in bewilderment. 'l could haw®rn," he tantalized,

fully awake now, 'l could have sworn it was younlyibeside me. | could
have sworn it was you | ki—'



'Rhian!" She stood agitatedly. "You were dream®iig: of your girl-friend.’

He lay back, resting his head on his arm. 'Yesa$ wreaming. But not of
Doranne.' He grinned again, enjoying her discomditu

Maretta looked at Harford, lifting her camera t@whhim. 'l came to take
some pictures of birds, Harford. But before | cogét round to it, Rhian
came and—'

'My dear Maretta!" Harford's tension left him.yu had told me, | would
have joined you willingly. When you've had your dk&ast," his arm round
her shoulders drew her towards the house, 'wetibgether to the hide and
I'll help you take your photographs.’

There were footsteps behind them. Harford went 'brzan't tell you,
Maretta, how you're pleasing me with your inteneshy hobby. It has come
far more quickly than | ever dreamed it would.'

Maretta told herself agitatedly that she was ndtaad, that shewas
interested - deeply interested - in bird life. Stmned defiantly, hearing a
short cynical sound - like a smothered laugh -deeker. Rhian was walking
with them across the lawn. The dew had gone, eadgabinto the warm air.
The early morning excitement had been muted to aerngaced
contentment of both birds and man. Even Rhian Tesdemed content. He
smiled a secret smile and she wondered what - or-whight be the cause
of his amusement. She had an uncomfortable felimgs herself, and that
he was smiling at her expense, for having persuaéedo lie beside him
while he slept.

They climbed the steps into the house and Harfeftl her at the
dining-room door. 'Have your breakfast, then comée hide. You'll find
me waiting.'

When they were alone in the dining-room, Rhian dailvoice heavy with
sarcasm, 'My word, you handled that cleverly. Sa were there to take
pictures? That was a bit of quick thinking on ypart. | must hand it to you,
for a simple-minded, untutored young woman—'



She flung towards him, provoked again, but his sazaame up and grabbed
her wrists. 'Ah, | have the key now.' His eyes gied. 'One day, right time,
right place, I'll make use of it.'

Giving some pain to herself, she twisted her wifte his grasping fingers.
'It was the truth. | did intend taking pictureslidin't make it up. Don't think
that just because you have a crooked mind, everglseehas, t0o.'

He moved towards her menacingly. She backed awayhendoor opened.
Mrs. Fiske, carrying in a tray of breakfast dishesticed nothing in her
hurry to get the food to the table. Rhian nodded fthanks to the
housekeeper, picked up the morning paper and tuhreegages. He stood
reading it for some time, ignoring Maretta who tackher breakfast with a
sharpened appetite.

At last he folded the paper and put it down, sittpposite her and taking up
his knife and fork. He looked down at himself aseimnembering his bare
chest, then stood up.

'My apologies for appearing at the breakfast thblédressed.' He eyed her
bare midriff, brows lifted. 'Are you going to follomy example?'

She could not do what he was doing. She could atot her shirt. If she
did, it would mean first untying the ends of heirtstwhich in turn would
mean revealing far more to his interested eyesgharcould bring herself to
do. So she shook her head and continued with leaikfast.

Half-way through the buttoning, he stopped thoughtf then proceeded to
undo all that he had fastened, pulling aside hig ahd turning his head to
look at his shoulder. ‘Come here," he ordered.

Because Maretta was afraid of the threat in hise@he complied. ‘Look at
those claw marks. Look closely. They were inflictki$ morning by a little
spitfire who lost control of her temper. Hadn't ymetter apologize?'

A surge of pain surprised her, her pain for himt, Bine thought angrily,
why should she feel sorry for him? He had provakedinto taking such an
action. He seemed to be waiting and she did netthlke narrow look in his



eyes. Now what was he thinking? She was soon tevkikaltingly she
apologized and turned away, but his hand camerals@mpped her, holding
on to her arm.

'‘Suppose | show these marks to my father? Whatdvbalthink of you
then? Would he still regard you as untouched anddant? Would he still
want to kiss you? My word, that would get you intouble with him,
wouldn't it, discovering you're on scratching, tigly terms with his son?’

She jerked away. 'How can you twist the truth tary@wn despicable ends?
You made me do it. You called me names and goadedShe turned away
and he let her go, watching her closely as she twmokplace at the table
again.

He said, his eyes glinting, 'I've got a hold on ymw. Proceed too far in
your love affair with my father...'

Maretta swallowed her retort and pressed down o chair. He was
provoking her again and he knew it. He resumedséé& at the table, his
shirt still open.

'Please excuse my mode of dress," he drawledyimittelse can you expect
of a crude oil man? Anyway,' he eyed the deep @ureg shirt made on its
way to the knot above her midriff, ‘it matches youf you can sit down to a
meal showing all you're showing, then so can I.'

He poured himself some coffee without offering dayher, and retired
behind the newspaper. He did not speak againMatiétta rose to leave. He
moved aside the paper. 'I'm going into Norwich #fternoon to collect the
camera you damaged. Want to come?’

‘No, thank you," she answered coolly. 'l expetthlve more important
things to do.'

'Please yourself,' was the laconic reply, and hemed to reading the paper.



The 'more important' things did not materializesdese Harford went out,

too. He did not tell Maretta where, but assuredhieewould be home for

dinner. Rhian disappeared for the rest of the nmgrrand Maretta assumed
that he had his lunch served in his study.

The phone rang just after lunch. Mrs. Fiske caldilan, saying it was for
him. Maretta heard him say, 'Doranne,’ then sheedothe door. The
conversation continued for some time and Mareigd tto shut out the
murmuring and the laughter. Then it was over ardetlvas peace again, but
not long afterwards, there was the revving of aaral the roar of its engine
as it drove away. Maretta thought, If | had agreegb with him to Norwich,
would there have been three of us again?

The afternoon seemed endless. Harford had givembeg books on bird
life and these she studied for a time, but whendogcentration started
wandering, she threw them down and gazed out ofvihdow. Tiring of
this, she looked at the time, calculating that bywter mother would have
returned home from work. Harford had given her pssion to use the
telephone whenever she liked. I'll phone her, Mardtought, and promptly
did so.

Josephine said she was delighted to hear fromAw@ryou going places?'
she asked. 'Seeing the countryside?’

'Well," Maretta answered, 'Harford's so keen orbhis- watching activities,
we don't go out much. | went into Norwich the ottay. Rhian took me—'

'Rhian? Oh, I'm so glad you're getting to know hisrhe being nice to you,
dear?'

Niceto me? Maretta thought with a rueful smile. Ifyphker mother knew!
'l don't see much of him," she said weakly. And mvhdo, she thought, we
scratch and quarrel. 'He's combining work with aqaeof leave. He's gone

off this afternoon,' she said casually, 'to mestguil-friend."'

'Girl-friend?’ Josephine seemed disconcerted. 'G&e." Her voice was flat
and disappointed. Maretta knew how her mother'simias working. 'How



could any man," her mother was thinking, 'prefeotb@r woman to my
daughter?’

But all Josephine said was, 'Ah, well' A pausenttiéyou would like me to
come and stay, darling..."

The prospect now of a visit from her mother seemmedle inviting than
before. She was about to reply when her mother aerit'm a littie busy at
the moment, but next week, or the week after, peshd

Maretta said she would phone again soon and aseplaxed the receiver,
she recognized the sound of Harford's car, so sheated into the
drawing-room to await his return. He came straigta the room, his eyes
bright, his mouth above the beard curved into asitec smile.

'l have something for you.' She took the small plawsonderingly, and he
watched her open it.

'‘Another present?' she managed. 'But, Harford, Why-

The paper fell away and beneath it was a bottexpénsive perfume. It was
famous for its exclusiveness - and its price. 'biakf her eyes grew moist.
'I'm overwhelmed. How—?' She fought to regain lmmposure.

'l just asked for the most expensive perfume insthep, and this is what
they produced.’ Anxiously, 'You do like it?'

'How could | fail to?' she asked lightly. 'I'm awaof its value, but I've never
been as near to it as this before, let alone bedathn.' She removed the top
and inhaled its fragrance. 'lt's delightful, itab@lous! When | dress for
dinner, I'll use it."

He nodded, satisfied, then said casually, 'I'venlse®pping for myself, too.
Time | had some new clothes. My mirror has grouittla tired of reflecting
back at me the dowdy professor image!"



They laughed together and his eyes lingered orsimde. "You're sweet,
Maretta, you're all I—' He pulled himself up, andosk his head as if
chiding himself.

When they dined that evening, Maretta wore a loacked, ankle-length
dress. Round her shoulders she draped Rhian's €woleer throat, below
her ears and on her pulses she put traces of idarfoerfume.

Harford had changed, too, and his appearance maatettsl catch her
breath. Gone was the creased, slightly neglectadeswic air. In its place
was an outfit of modern clothes, a blue tailorei with the look of denim
but with a smoother finish. The fitted trousers evelted and under it all he
wore a darker blue roll-necked shirt. They werehdds that even Rhian
would not object to wearing. Nor did they make ldadflook as if he were
striving to seem younger than his years. They sirapdught his appearance
up to date.

With his clothes, his manner had changed. He vessresserved, more aware
of the events around him, instead of shutting hifms® a world of his own.

"You look fabulous, Harford!" Maretta said, her ®gelmiring.
'I'm delighted you think so.'

"Your perfume.’' She held out her wrist and indiddter throat and ears. 'l
have it on. Its scent is out of this world.’

There was the sound of a car in the drive andadfthrakes.

Harford looked down at her and Maretta noticed itllgt he had even

trimmed his beard. He lifted her wrist, said ‘M&ydnd bent his head to her
throat, once again inhaling deeply. His gentlenbkmetta thought, as her
head went back, his tenderness after the rouglufiéss son..;

She must have thought him into the room, becausaltior opened, but
Harford did not straighten. Instead, his lips taecthightly where the scent
was strongest.



Maretta was caught. While the son looked on, thieefes kisses feathered
her skin, but it was not those that had her tirgglih was the son's searing
regard as he watched the two of them together.

'Harford," Maretta whispered, her agitation unnkiatde now. At last the
professor stood upright, holding her shoulder buibg towards his son.

Now Rhian's eyes opened wide before narrowingshts. He looked at his
father's outfit as if he could not believe his eyes

"You approve, Rhian?' Harford asked, with the snofeone who had
outpaced the champion. 'I've spent some money @elfrily

'To some effect, it seems," Rhian acknowledgedycuithe lady is more
willing than ever now ten years appear to havesfaftom you. Carry on
with the subterfuge. You might even get her toédwiyou're only eighteen
years older than she is, instead of twenty-eidlat, you're forty- two instead
of fifty-two."'

'l appreciate your compliments, even if they aighsly twisted and warped.'

Hoping to break the taut silence, Maretta venturédur father has given
me some perfume, Rhian. It's fabulous. I've newsd hAnything like it
before.’

'l can smell it," he said shortly. 'It pollutes tie’

Mrs. Fiske broke into the harsh silence, and dimvees served. Conversation
throughout the meal was between Maretta and her Rbgan did not speak
until coffee was served.

There was a pause in the spasmodic conversatioherdid to Maretta, 'l
collected the camera you broke. It's been repairdfelt in his pocket and
drew out a piece of paper which he threw acrosdahke to land within
Maretta's reach. 'The bill for the repair.’

Harford frowned. 'Why are you giving it to Maretta?



'When she broke the camera - the one attachee fahitto-microscope - she
said she would pay. I'm holding her to that promise

'‘But you can't do that! She's our guest. If sh&dtbe camera I'm sure it was
an accident.’

'Of course, but when | warned her the repair mggist a lot of money, she
still insisted. So I've given her the bill.'

Maretta, taking up the piece of paper, tried vatolguppress a gasp.

'l warned you," Rhian repeated. 'Are you going baokyour word and
breaking your promise?’

Maretta's colour heightened. 'l don't break promis#é pay, as long as—'
she paused, knowing how humiliated she was goirfgebwhen she had
finished speaking, 'as long as you give me time.’

Harford, incensed, snatched the bill from her ayakéd at it. 'You can't
expect her to find all this money. In fact, | waallow it." He reached for his
cheque book and found a pen. 'l shall pay. I'muditgg with your attitude,
and distressed that you should cause her such emsbarent.’ His pen
moved over the paper, his signature was underlaretl he held out the
cheque. 'Consider the matter settled.’

Rhian took it, stood up, scanned the writing anthwrawn-in lips tore the
piece of paper to shreds. These he threw contemgiuacross the table
towards Maretta and with a withering look, whichdeaaer draw his stole
closer round her throat, he went out.

There was a long, painful silence. Harford did aypblogize for his son. No
doubt he considered the act had so broken throluglbounds of polite
social behaviour no words could adequately atoné.fo

After a while he cleared his throat. Tomorrow, ktéa, I'm considering,
weather permitting, going to Breckland, some distasouth of here. It's
heathland, open in some places, in others foradtwdere trees have been
planted. | particularly want to go there to rectd bird song. It's rich in



bird life and I've been promising myself for a lange to go back there and
take my recorder with me. Will you come? I'd likeshow you the place. It's
the second largest forest in England.’

Maretta felt she could not let this chance of sgsimme of the countryside
go, whatever Harford's son might say, so she agreextcompany him.
Harford, delighted, came round to her, bent to kiss cheek and said, 'l
must, reluctantly, do some work. There's a pillettérs sent on to me by the
university | must answer. But I'll join you agaioos.'

Maretta followed him into the hall. When his studigor had closed, she
looked at the coat of arms high on the wall overfifeplace. As she read the
Latin inscription, she translated it in her own thirrecalling Rhian's
interpretation of its meaning. Then she wandereal the drawing- room,
but checked her footsteps. The room was not empty.

Rhian was there.

He rose. 'Don't run away. | won't tear you up tsé that cheque, however
much | itch to do so. Sit down.' He indicated aichHaut she chose another.
He looked her over. "You're doing well out of thed®r family. Binoculars,
camera and perfume from my father, that thing roymar shoulders from
me.'

She tore off the stole and threw it at him. 'Taksck. | don't want it.' But as
soon as she felt the chill round her shouldersysgeetted her action.

He caught the stole deftly and put it on a ch@ithat good is it to me now?"
he taunted. 'l can hardly give my girlfriend a seitand garment.’

Maretta pressed her lips, determined not to givg teaher temper. He
watched her bemusedly. 'I'm wondering more and mdrat the purpose
was behind my father's invitation to you to stageh@o my knowledge, he's
never before indulged in a clandestine love affait,’ cynically, 'these days
one is never too old to start.'

Still Maretta tried desperately to resist his tajti



'My father,” Rhian went on, 'seems to be doingdamnedest to appear
younger than he is, and all because of a girl ddlaretta Newell. Has he
sold his soul, I wonder, like Faust who desireddeautiful Marguerite?' He
paced the room. 'He gets himself a brand new irbgdriying new clothes,
then he shows himself off in them, like one of letoved birds engaged in
an elaborate courtship display.’" He stood in frohther and said with
mocking amusement, 'Did you know that in many sgeof the bird world
the male parades and postures in front of the femih feathers puffed out
and wings outspread?'

Maretta rose, facing him. 'Will you stop being soet towards your father?
He's a good man, unselfish—'

‘This is a play-back. I've heard it before." Hetated her derisively. 'He's
sweet, he's kind, he's generous,’ his tone chamggtdecame savage, 'he's a
fool, he's deluding himself, he's living in a dreamarld. He's out of his
mind!'

"You're prejudiced,’ she cried, 'you hate him—

'l do not hate my father!" The words came so curdgn him he silenced her
for a moment.

‘All right, but you're still prejudiced because edause - oh, | don't know
why, but | can see it in your attitude to him.'

'‘Believe me, | know my father inside out. | knowattim talking about.’

'You're too close to him as his son to see hineagdlly is. I'm a stranger, so
| see him dispassionately.’

'Do you?' He came closer, standing within toublo.you? | don't think you

do. Because of your background, because at workeyaumere nothing
compared with Harford Tudor, the man at the togorn't care what name
you give to your feelings for him, in reality it's natlh more than

hero-worship.'

"You're wrong," she cried, 'you're so wrong!



'So you're falling in love? You're really falling love with him? My father,
a man old enough to beur father! By heaven,' he took her by the arms,
'you need some sense shaken into you.'

She tore away. 'Time for another lesson, perhsips jeered, 'the lesson you
threatened to give me if | didn't leave your fathme? Well, you're not

having the chance, do you hear? You're never gmirgget near enough to

me again to get the chance!" Her hands went talmeeks which were on

fire, to her ribs where her heart was pounding.

His teeth came together and his lips closed oventhDon't be too sure, my
girl, don't push your luck. I'm not keeping my diste - or my patience -
much longer. If it's the last thing | do I'll break this cosy little twosome
even if | have to rape you first and deliver youtapghim secondhand, in
which case he'll be so disgusted with you, he weatit you any more."'

"You're foul," she cried from the door, 'you'rettsme, you're - you're
unspeakable!

'I'm a coarse, unrefined oil man,' he derided. '/d&se can you expect?’

He had had the last word. She fled from the room.



CHAPTER SEVEN

THE telephone rang while Maretta was dressing nexinmgr When she
reached the dining-room, Harford was in his sea&.rbke when Maretta
came in and he spoke agitatedly.

'It's unfortunate, Maretta, but I've had an urgamine call from my deputy
at the university. Apparendy someone very highruihé education section
of the government announced without warning that Yagiting the college
today. He particularly wants to have a talk with. i@mce he's a VIP | could
hardly refuse to go, so—'

'So you can't take me out?' She smiled reassuringiging her
disappointment. 'lt doesn't matter. Another time—"'

'‘But," Harford resumed his seat, gazing out at d¢lmadless sky, 'the
conditions for making recordings are excellentvdtuld be a shame if we
had to abandon the project.' He looked at her taiody. 'If | could persuade
Rhian to make those recordings for me, would yow him?'

An outing with Rhian? And after their violent quarfast night? She asked
faintly, "'When would he be going?’

'l doubt if he would spare the whole day. If heesg; it would probably be
this afternoon.’

'Well, —' She shrugged. If Rhian were going, wiot go with him? At
least she would see some of the countryside, éwanas in the company of
an unfriendly creature called Rhian Tudor. 'I'll\ggh him," she said, and
Harford left her, saying he would have a word viRifian.

Maretta had finished her breakfast when Harfordirretd. '‘Rhian has
agreed, but—' he seemed embarrassed, 'but he thioeigtould rather go
alone. However, he said he would think it over &tdyou know of his
decision.’'

Harford came to her side and rested his hand ownftber head. 'I'm sorry
about his attitude, Maretta.' He picked up a dwal¢ of hair and gazed at it



as if lost in a dream. Maretta had a strange, angdpeling up her spine as
though Harford was seeing her yet not seeing h&hen he spoke it was
softly.

"You have such charm, my dear, I'm sure you'll garta make him agree to
take you.' He bent down, turned her face to his@aded a gentle kiss on
her lips. 'Sweet girl," he murmured, 'l shall myssi today,, but tonight I'll
hurry back, then we can talk together.’

The dining-room door opened. Harford's lingeringuthdifted and he drew
himself upright. He looked quickly at his son, sdilat Maretta and raised a
hand in farewell.

Maretta braced herself for a tirade from Rhian,te came. He took his
place at the table and did not speak until Mrskd-iappeared with his
breakfast. He thanked her pleasandy enough, but whe had gone, the
silence descended again.

It became unbearable. Maretta longed to know wieahdd decided, but
time went by and he still had not said a word.

'Rhian?' She looked at him imploringly.

He glanced at her, his cold eyes holding hershmey returned to reading
the newspaper. Was he enjoying keeping her in sigsffe

'Rhian!

'Yes?' His attention did not stray from the printeatrds before his eyes.
"You - you know what | want to know.'

He folded the paper and put it aside, clearingaees@nd clasping his hands
on the table. 'No. Tell me." His smile baited. Haswenjoying himself,

enjoying humiliating her by making her plead wiimho take her.

'‘Are you - are we—"?' He waited. She swallowed helepand tried again.
'‘Are you going to take me with you this afternoon?'



He leaned back. 'Tell me why | should.’

Her tongue passed over her lips. How was it thaild reduce her to such
an importuning state? 'l - I'd like to make the tradghe opportunity to see
the area while I'm here.’

He smiled at the sugar bowl, picked up a spoondinced its contents,
making spiral patterns in the white crystals.

'Won't you have a whole lifetime to do that?' Hisflicked up and he saw
her puzzled look. Then he relented, leaned baclsail 'All right, if it's the
countryside you want to see, | might as well aci@as guide. But we'll go
this morning. If I've got to waste my time, | migig well chuck away the
whole day. So,' he pushed back his chair, 'I'ven h@eded with two babies
on my lap - my father's cassette recorder and ngvather's girl-friend. But
get ready fast, otherwise I'll leave you behind.’

It was warm, so Maretta wore the thinnest pantscshiéd find. She teamed
it with a backless top which was cool and short ditl not meet the
waistband of her trousers. She returned boldly Réimterested regard,
defying him to comment on her bare midriff.

He lifted a picnic hamper into the back of the aad wound down his
window, inviting her to do the same. As the car swvorward, he
commented sarcastically, 'In the bird world it'sialsfor the male to do the
displaying of his physical attributes, not the féanaAnd in any case, the
male you're seeking to attract isn't present atrtbeent, so you've wasted
your time dressing up like that.'

'For your information,” she returned bitingly, ‘aven't dressedip. The
weather's so hot I'vendressed.’

An amused glance settled on her. 'You intrigue Rexeal much more and
you'll whet evermy appetite, then you'd have two Tudors to conterttd wi
instead of one. What a choice to have to make fater, getting on a bit,

but nonetheless still virile enough to keep any worhappy. His head's in



the academic clouds, his standing in the educatorid is high, his
gualifications formidable. And he doesn't have ¢t the pennies, nor
even the pounds.' He smiled at the road ahead.

‘The son, his virility beyond question, qualifieats as good as his father's,
highly responsible job. His manners in the rightnpany fauldess, yet
there's a cruder, rougher side to him which, iflstewv about it, would make
any innocent young maiden blush with shock and erabsment.’ His
glance flicked her. 'Are you an innocent young reaitl Would you be
shocked if | showed you that side of me?’

The speed of her pulses increased until her ebhbdy seemed to throb.
Why did he repel yet at the same time attract aeguingly?

He changed the subject and began to talk moreustyiotelling her the
history of the countryside through which they werneing. 'East Anglia,’ he
said, 'there it is all around you. Land of the Mdfolk - Norfolk - and the
South Folk - Suffolk. Once its boundaries were ammpregnable. There
was - still is - the sea to the north and east;sthamps of the Fens to the
west and to the south the great barrier of an oaést cutting off Saxon
Essex. That was a long time ago.'

It was some time later that they bumped off thel togpark on a flat piece of
ground on the edge of an expanse of heathland.eTlas not another
person in sight. Rhian gestured as he got outeotdn. 'As you can see, this
is one of the least densely populated areas indhetry, although it wasn't
always the case. It's called Breckland and oncditREoman lived here.
The early settlers liked the dry soil and the ctienand found it good for
farming.’

He took his father's cassette recorder from th& baat and swung it over
his shoulder, carrying the picnic hamper in hischarhey walked in silence
across the heathland towards the forest. Every sgepook seemed to
Maretta to betray his reluctance to have her with, the effort it was

costing him to do his duty. He seemed determineletaunsociable. His
manner was polite but studiedly cool. Maretta éld sadly, He hasn't
forgiven me for our quarrel last night, for the remm called him and, most
of all, she sensed, for coming into their lives.



At length Rhian said, his tone indifferent, Theralways a chance that we
might see some deer." When they came to a smalligesurrounded by
trees which were mosdy pines, Rhian said, 'We¢'littis for size.' He threw
down his jacket which he had been carrying overshmulder. 'Sit on that,
but leave room for me."’

The jacket was large enough for two, but when Rdr@pped down beside
her, they were shoulder to shoulder. Maretta wishedvere in a better
mood. If he had smiled at her, made her feel jugtla welcome, the day
could have been a happy one. His arm, covered &tk hair, rubbed
against hers, making her skin prickle. Such contaetated in her a
frightening response and she grew rigid in herréeffto keep from touching
him. Yet part of her wanted - no, longed - to p&ehsn, although she could
find no possible reason why.

She disliked him, didn't she, she asked herselpatasely, as much as he
disliked her? All the same, it would have been gtmbave been treated as
if she were a pleasant companion and not a nuisaisted on him.

He occupied himself with adjusting the controlstba cassette recorder.
‘That," he said, raising his head, 'is a nightiegal

Maretta listened to the song, responding to itsutyeaThey sing in
daylight?'

'Often. | won't record it because my father mustehdone so long ago.’'
Again he listened, then he looked at Maretta. 'Noat | will record. It's a

wheatear. They make a squeaky, warbling soungholmed to a bush, ‘low
down. Sometimes it sings while hovering and sometim flight.'

When he had recorded the song and the bird hadhfiomay he said, 'If |
hadn't been recording, | would have pointed ittoutou. | got a glimpse of
it, blue-grey back - the male's summer plumage.'

She rested her arms on her drawn-up knees. 'Hoywoddknow so much
about birds?"



He gave her a quick, cynical look. 'Of the feathevariety, | assume you
mean.'

‘That's not funny.’

‘No, I'm sorry. In suclpurecompany, it was bad taste.' Then he shrugged. 'l
take an interest. A lot of my father's knowledge imadvertently rubbed off
on me.'

'Since you've got that in common, couldn't you fsaine way of getting
together over it, instead of clashing with himth# time?" It was a question
she knew she had no right to ask and that she evatirgy trouble by doing
so.

His response was instant and angry. 'It's no conaieryours how my father
and | behave towards each other, even if he daedenyou like an amorous
young colt an attractive, lively filly. You're natmember of the family yet
and if | have my way," his eyes darkened as hedtdmrough the slender,
bending column of trees, 'you never will be.'

She caught at her lip, fighting the strange despoaogthat touched her like
a cold, trailing finger. Was that what she wanted be a member of this
family? If so, whom did she want to open the doand his arms - to let her
in?

Rhian had heard the song of another bird, becéwgseetorder was working
again. There seemed to be a high, thin sound, higibehed than other
birds. 'See," Rhian whispered, almost as animatddsafather would have
been, 'a goldcrest.’

Maretta's eyes floundered hopelessly and she sheokead. 'I'm useless,’
she said, but he put the recorder aside, movedlygwe that he was

crouching behind her and clamped both his hanttetdead, turning it in

the right direction.

'‘Now do you see? You can't miss it - it has a bléckdered orange crest
from which the bird gets its name.’



Following his direction she saw it, a tiny bird whiheld the twig for a
moment, then flew away. 'l saw it,’ she said, lyesalight with pleasure. 'l
actually saw it"

He released her head and returned to sit besidd-ham which excitement,’
he commented, 'out of all proportion to the achmeet, | gather you don't
usually have much success with bird-watching?' Walcasm, "That must
upset the dreams my father has woven about you.'

'He doesn't know. A lot of the time | pretend.’

He laughed shortly. "You think you fool him?' Heek his head. 'No more
than you would fool me. He's an expert, and exmensalways tell whether
or not another person is speaking the truth.’

She blushed to think of the number of times shepgnaténded with Harford.
He turned his head and saw her heightened cokughing unkindly at her
embarrassment. 'You'll just have to try a bit hatdglease him, won't you?
Read the books he's lent you more carefully, sttiay diagrams and
photographs.'

'It's not that," she said, as if hoping that bylaixyng her ' difficulties he
would know how to help her. 'l can recognize thédent species from the
pictures. It's when it comes to seeing them inrthaiural surroundings that
| can't cope. They move so fast, and I'm so slofiniding them, with or
without the binoculars, they've gone by the time found them.'

He laughed briefly, then shrugged. 'That's youbf@m. | don't know of any
magic formula which would help you. And if | didMouldn't tell you. You
got yourself involved with my father and his birdgiehing. For what
purpose, | haven't quite decided, but I'm haviniguaned good guess.’

'‘Must you,' she said tearfully, 'be so unkind? Cgou be a bit more
pleasant? It's a beautiful day. It's my holiday-'

If she hoped to move him by her plaintive wordsntshe was disappointed.
He told her tersely to shut up, picked up the rdepagain and set it going.



She looked around her miserably, wondering whatdaadht his eye or his
ear. Then she heard it - a quavering, resonant hongiarid/hen it stopped
there was a rush of air and a bird plunged andzagged along, tail
outspread. She saw the bird, then, its plumage rmsiveaked and
patterned, but its most noticeable feature wasatk. It was very long and
straight and as it landed on the earth, it used#ad to dig in the ground.

He turned to her. 'You saw it?"

She nodded happily.

'It was a snipe.'

‘Thanks for telling me. I'll remember it, too - ity beak.'

‘Then you can show off your newly-acquired knowkedg my father, after
which he'll no doubt come up with another presentbu.' He smiled down
at the recorder. 'A car this time, probably.’

She heard the mockery and responded defiantlye 'tfid and | accepted it,
what would you do? "Punish" me as you did befarach me another lesson
as you promised you would if I didn't "leave yoattfer alone"?'

Slowly and with care, he put aside the cassetterdec. He turned to face
her and she was afraid of what she saw in his €ifeste was a cold,
calculating appraisal, a hard, gritting look abdig mouth. '‘Are you

challenging me," he asked softly, 'are you darirgtonkeep my "promise"?
If you are, which is what | suspect, then I'll wiljly take up that challenge.
I'm experienced enough with females to know engemreent when | see it
staring me in the face.'

With a swift movement he had pushed her down. Hedhrested on a
crackling pillow of leaves. He twisted on to hidesand stretched full-length
beside her. His hand settled on her midriff andihggers moulded her flesh.
With his other hand he jerked her face round, thiermouth was on hers,
parting her lips, his own harsh and thrusting.



She struggled to free herself of him, but some btascaught in her hair
and she cried out with the pain, trying to tell hiBut he was beyond the
reach of all reason, intent only in impelling higlwpon hers, in reducing
her to a pliant, pleading submission, begging feray but receiving none.
His hands, wandering, exploring, did not sparedittrer, and she felt her
resistance ebbing away, giving place to a strajrimignse response.

Her arms wrapped around him, drawing him closeteans of pushing him
away, and every movement she made was instinctideravoluntary. He
had taken away her powers of reasoning, leavinthéir place only a
striving, ardent desire to please and be pleasaglyé as well as take.

When, slowly, his actions stilled and finally endedr sanity returned and
with it, despair. She rolled away from him, off flaeket on which they had
been lying, and on to the trodden-down twigs arthe®ead leaves clung
to her hair, dust covered her clothes, but shendidcare. She was in a
half-world between fantasy and reality - fantasattthe man who had just
kissed her so savagely loved her; and reality, ithdtis kisses had been
pent-up revenge against his father and anger dgaéns his only desire

being to inflict pain, his own ruthless brand oflit that he had succeeded.

He had succeeded in something else, too - in iniplgawithin her a longing
for him to possess her utterly from that momentod for the rest of her
life.

For a long time he let her remain where she laypbdy racked with sobs.
Through the mists she heard his voice.

You'll have to stop some time.' No apology, nemibt at justification, no
word asking forgiveness. But how could she expegtsaich thing from this
man, who had a heart of stone?

Dragging herself upright, she pushed back herdadrwiped her face free
of dust and tears. He was unwrapping the food Fiske had packed.

'I'm sorry,' she said, 'but | couldn't eat a thing.



He shrugged and continued unpacking the hampeca@ioard plates and
covered tightly in transparent paper, Mrs. Fiske imade individual salads.
Rhian found a fork and, reclining on his elbow,qaeded to eat his lunch.
After a while, tantalized by the empty void inslter, and by the smell of the
ingredients of Rhian's salad, Maretta knelt up akeéd in the hamper for
her own meal.

She found a fork and balancing the plate on hezreldd legs, she began to
eat. She gave him a quick, defiant glare, only é2intnis amused smile.

There was fresh fruit salad in jelly in plastic tainers and a flask of coffee
to end the meal. Rhian repacked the hamper anehfegtit, then, with his

hands on his hips, looked down at Maretta. He Iddke such a long time

she lifted her head. He was smiling and for oneeas a genuine smile. He
bent down and picked some leaves from her hair@ngulses responded
madly to his touch.

'Feeling better?' Her heart turned over at hiskgilieer change of mood.
She nodded, smiling back.

'Have you finished your recordings?' Her voice stmthsmall.

'Yes. I've done my duty, now | can relax.' He degbplown beside her and
stretched out.

Her senses cried out at his nearness, her bodegdimag the sight of him, his
long, strong legs, the muscles in his upraised afmeschest revealed by his
open shirt. She remembered the hardness of hine &sdh kissed her, the
unrelenting pressure of his body as he had laimagher. He could, if he
had wanted, have forced from her that 'ultimateesuter’, but he had
chosen not to do so. She did not know why, sheamtisthankful that he
had drawn back in time, because she had been mssabainst him. Her
will had not been her own.

His head was turned away. He was still, exceptHerrise and fall of his
chest, but she sensed he was not asleep. He @meddo be ignoring her.
She wondered what to do. Unexpectedly he sat udaokdd about him,
idly picking up a stone and examining it.



'Is it interesting?' she asked, making conversation

He made a face. 'Not greatly.' He picked up anotNew this is flint. The
area abounds in it." He looked into her eyes aathater pulse rate bounded
like a newborn lamb. 'Shall | blind her with scieragain? This," holding up
the flint, 'is silicon dioxide. It accumulates fratime skeletons of sponges.
Putting it into very unscientific language, theppito the bottom of the sea
and are all squashed together.' He turned the pieftieit over. ‘It can't be
older than a hundred and thirty-five million yeafSomparatively speaking,
quite recent. Norwich is younger still - it's oratfhwhich is only about five
million years old. Thetford, not far from here,alsler than that but is still
only eighty to a hundred million years.’

His smile brought the colour back to her cheeksu'é turning me into a
lecturer on the subject, something | vowed | woudder be. Theory never
did appeal to me. I've always preferred to put hgoties into practice.'

There seemed to be a meaning in his slightly nadogyes that she tried to
interpret. Rhian's statements often held hiddemimga, she reflected, but
gave up the puzzle after a while. 'Please go ba,irvited, 'geology always
has intrigued me - from a purely amateur angleooirse.’

'My word,' he scanned her face, 'l do believe digeher more interested in
bits of rock than my father has in feathered bitder colour deepened at his
accuracy and he laughed at her embarrassment, Wéell' he rubbed his

chin, ‘what shall we tell her? There was a quantityubble left behind after

the ice of the Ice Ages melted. A lot of the rubbigas fairly local, but some

lumps of a certain kind of rock which came from ®@kkve been found

along the East Anglian coast, which shows just feovihe ice travelled.’

He could see by her eyes that she was fascinsltéat 'sort of rock?’

He laughed. 'Well, it was quite distinctive and ttalledrhomb porphyry.
Any the wiser, now you know?'

She shook her head and he laughed again.



'Remind me to lend you some books on the subjeoct might learn
something.’

'Well, at least when | pick up a rock and examineshall know it won't fly
away without giving me a chance to identify it.'

He laughed loudly and she wondered again at hi¢diged mood. He stood
up and held out his hand. '‘Come on. I'll take y@y Wwack into the past, a
few thousand years, in fact. Archaeology, rememi@rgeology.’

She caught his hand and he pulled her upright, wagowhile she dusted
herself down. He tipped her chin and looked intoflee. ‘'No more tears?"

Dumbly she shook her head.

For a moment his eyes lingered, and with a stggaf - and even of guilt? -
she caught in their depths a glimpse of his father.

He said briskly, 'Good. The place I'm taking yountaw is called Grime's
Graves, but it's not quite as eerie as it soutisgathered their scattered
belongings and pulled on his jacket. They walkesh@lthe path which led
to the car, and now and then Rhian bent to pick ppece of flint. Maretta
followed his example and felt the sharpness oétlges and the smoothness
of the texture where the stone had been split.

Rhian explained, 'The name "Grime's" probably confesm the
Anglo-Saxon idea that the mines or indentationsheg appeared to people
at the time, were connected with Woden, their cpezf, so they called them
"Grim". The word "Graves" merely means "hollows™waorkings".'

It did not take them long to drive there. This, &hiexplained, was flint
country. On their way they passed cottages andchbarbuilt with the

stone, giving them a curious, knobbled appearafhoey left the car and as
they walked along a well-marked path, Rhian exgldithat it was not until
around 1870 that archaeologists discovered thatthage hollows were, in
fact, the tops of flint mines which went down adeforty feet.



‘The roof of one," Rhian explained, ‘had given aag they found picks
which had been laid down by the flint miners thowdsaof years before,
ready for the next day's work which was never ke falace.’'

Maretta said with awe, ‘It must have been a faittdestling to have found
them like that.'

Rhian nodded, taking her hand as they walked. IHjs was strong and
Maretta looked tremulously up at him, but he wasisg) at the ground. 'Red
deer's antlers,’ he said, ‘were found in every rsimeft excavated, which
means that prehistoric man must have used themlstp remove the flint.
One of the flint mines is open to the public. Aceiygame to go down? It's a
bit dirty and dark, but it's well worth a visit.'

The circular 'lid" had been lifted away and thegneé into the hole below.
There was a metal ladder leading vertically dowth&floor of the mine.

'l go first," Rhian said, smiling. 'You look daBough you need a bit of
psychological support, if nothing else.’

He turned to descend the ladder, gripping its sates telling Maretta to

follow. It seemed so dark at the bottom, she ham/ewcome her fears, then
she, too, turned and, facing the ladder, steppaahdo Before her feet felt

the hardness of the ground, Rhian had swung hedébé&sm. His hands

moved to her shoulders. He held them there anddsbetind her, and

together they gazed around at the awesome sight..

The great walls of flint and chalk towered aboventh dwarfing them.
Leading off from the main chamber were tunnelsradibly shallow and
cramped to modern eyes, where Neolithic man haalded full-length, in
almost complete darkness, searching for flint. Nlogtunnels were fenced
off and lit by a red glow to give light to peoplénaventured down there.

Rhian's hands moved to encircle Maretta's waist she leaned against him.
She did not care what he read into the action whiahk, she supposed, a
kind of mute surrender.



'Incredible to think,’ he murmured, 'that these emirare around four
thousand years old, older probably than Stonehenge.

They stood in silence and Maretta felt the atmosplsteal into her, as
though she was a primitive creature and at onetivélpeople who had once
worked down there. Now Rhian's arms were wrappedtater bare midriff
and they evoked in her primitive responses whicHereer restive, arousing
an impatient desire. Once she would have struggted this man's hold,
now she yielded to him in mind and body.

Sensing her mood, he turned her towards him amthedaher face in the

semi-darkness. Then he swung her into his armsvasdkissing her with a

warmth of which she had not believed him capabéndaith his passion was
a hardness which strangely she did not resentiobwhich she responded
with all her being.

Skilfully, he exacted from her an ardour as gresahia, and she knew that
never again would she be able to erect barrier;isigenis man. He had
found the key to her feelings, he could turn it antbck the door whenever
he wished. It was, from now on, in his hands awhat he would do with
her.

The rapture which intertwined itself around theidles seemed as old as the
centuries, as the rock and flint which stood guaaiind them. The present
seemed somehow to merge with the infinite past.irTpassion seemed
older than time itself.

There were voices far above, childish, excited esicand as footsteps
crunched over their heads, they drew apart. Faeeed down at them and
Rhian, kissing her once lightly on the lips andtipgt her from him, said,
'We're being invaded. I'll lead the way before tloegcend and spoil our
private paradise.’

With a smile he put a foot on the metal ladderkiong down and telling
Maretta to take care to follow him slowly. But tAexious children above
were shouting their impatience and worried hershAs neared the top she
saw Rhian's waiting, outstretched arms, but a édycarelessly placed foot
slipped on a rung and her other foot flipped doavmeet it.



Rhian exclaimed, telling her to take care. Shetederself by clinging to
the sides of the ladder and bit her lip, feelirggaze on her leg beginning to
throb. At last she reached the top and Rhian hdipedut into the daylight.

A woman, the mother of the children, was apologatid showed concern,
but Rhian assured her he would take care of hendri The family
disappeared into the hole in the ground and thehoieg voices could be
heard clearly from above.

Rhian frowned, crouching down to look more closeMith his
handkerchief he dabbed the grazed leg. 'Pityatisesdistance to the car.'

'I'll manage,' she said. 'lt's not that bad."

But after a while, even with his arm round her wake began to limp and
without a word he scooped her up and carried herdbkt of the way. He
smiled into her eyes and she could not understamathange in him. She
looked into his face, studying the features, algfohy now she knew them
off by heart. He caught her scrutiny and his limsvdred gently,
momentarily, to hers.

They drove home in silence. Maretta's head regathst the side, a smile
on her face despite the soreness of her leg. Natlaen Rhian's hand
strayed from the steering wheel to cover hers &eg tvould exchange
smiles.

‘Tomorrow," he said as they neared the houseyd tapay a flying visit to
London. When | get back, will you dine with me?’

She frowned, but she could not tell him of her perment, her doubts. Had
she been wrong about him? Was his heart a human paiging and
drumming and pumping the blood around his body?Hei@fter all possess
feelings and emotions which had not been warpeelvents of the past?

'Well, sweet, what's the answer?"

The endearment had her heart beating madly. 'If want me to," she
responded softly.



'Yes, | want you to. | want a pair of clear greygyooking into mine over
candlelight, | want two arched eyebrows provoking, @ tip-tilted nose to
give me amusement and lips, perfectly shaped, emopiposite side of the
table to me asking to be kissed. How much moreipaain | get? What
more need | say to persuade you | want you?'

She coloured at the hidden meaning. There was abtdoom his actions
that he did indeed want her, but it was his magive could not understand.
Love did not seem to be part of this man's lifeyas something of which he
seemed to have no need. Indeed, he seemed tdt trétht scorn. Marriage
he regarded as a burden and a tie. Above all thhiagwized his freedom.

So how foolish could she get, she asked hersedljda herself to be drawn
into this man's web? But like a fly, she was caugetrievably, and
however much she might struggle, she knew it waatide she had lost from
the start.

Braking the car in the driveway, he came to hee sitthe car and lifted her
into his arms. 'Put me down, Rhian,' she pleaded.capable of walking.
Someone might see us. Your father—'

The appeal only seemed to spur him on. Was thsuelden tautness about
his mouth, or had she imagined it? He smiled agathnow there was only
tenderness there.

'It's a date?' he asked, as they approached thiedioor. 'Tomorrow evening
we dine together, without fail?'

She nodded, and they entered the great hall. IneabIrs. Fiske who came

down the stairs to greet them. It was Harford, naorgry than she had ever
seen him. But it was an anger to which he did meg goice. He saw her

injured leg and instantly became concerned.

'What has she done, Rhian? Where have you beeshbatould have hurt
herself? | only asked you to make recordings, a&ether somewhere
dangerous. Put her down and let me look for myself.



But Rhian did not put her down. 'l took her to GeimmGraves. Would you
call that a "dangerous” place? She slipped onatheer.’

'It's nothing, Harford," Maretta said, stiffenimgRhian'sarms and hoping he
would understand and put her down. But he seemgetrivious to all
appeals to release her. 'I'll bathe it and put splaster on it.'

'No, linsist on calling Mrs. Fiske. She'll attetodyou.’
Maretta shook her head in vain.

‘Take her upstairs, Rhian,"' Harford said. 'Unlemsd/like me to carry you,
my dear?"

"Youcarry her?' The incredulity in Rhian's voice wasetully calculated to
remind his father of his greater years and the eanigvolved in carrying a
woman any distance, let alone upstairs.

Harford flushed a dark red and turned away, hicer@s he called the
housekeeper strident in his anger.

Slowly, gazing into Maretta's eyes all the way, &hcarried her up the
stairs, pausing at the bend to look down into thilé Maretta followed his
gaze and found Harford watching their progress) st agonizing step.
There was more than anger in his gaze now, songe#ifia could not read,
something which was meant for his son alone. Bat $on merely smiled
back at the man below, a smile which exacerbatbershan decreased the
fury on the older man's face.

Rhian set her down on the bed, lifting her feet @rdoving her shoes. She
did not tell him to stop. Instead she revellechia touch of him. Nor did she
bother to hide her feelings.

He bent over her, his lips resting on hers, touglaind lifting, touching and
lifting, until she longed to pull him down and hdimn there to stop them
tantalizing her.



'If," he whispered, 'l were to join you there, Wiére to ask you to move over
and make room for me, would the answer still be',"as it was the last time

| asked you, when | lay on my own bed and invited yo take your place

beside me?"

'Miss Newell?' Mrs. Fiske spoke briskly from theodo

Rhian straightened, murmured, 'I'll repeat the tjoesit a more appropriate
time," and went out.

At dinner, the conversation was rigidly impersonkhther and son
discussed the technicalities of recording bird s@mgl Rhian's knowledge
of bird life was such that Maretta grew even matemished at the way the
two men were so often at odds with each other. \8btimuch in common,
how could they not find some way of reconcilingitraifferences? What
was it that rankled so deeply that their antipatinymered all the time, only
just below the surface of their relationship?

When dinner was over, Rhian left them, giving acsgdesmile to Maretta to
which she responded unreservedly. Then she askddréidnow he had
passed his day at the university.

'With a moderate amount of success. The discusgasn as always, about
money - about how little we would be allocated lace of the substantial
amount we had asked for." He stopped, plainly tgpfinished with the
subject, because his eyes lingered on her fackamaded to look at the rest
of her. There was a gentleness in his gaze.

'I'm glad,’ he murmured, 'you're wearing a dresgl Bor once a dress
without a long skirt. Yellow, like the sun," he mtzdl, ‘it suits you, it always
did ..." His voice trailed away, his eyes seemeskyet not to see her.

His words puzzled her. It was the first time shd baer worn yellow. The
dress had been an impulse buy in a department staréord had certainly
never before seen her in the colour.



'‘Come with me into the garden, Maretta. Walk at sije.' He led her
through a glass door on to the paved area. 'Letakes your hand.' They
wandered over lawns, damp now with dew, passirgr@emer who was still
devotedly working. He straightened and salutedhag went by.

In the rose garden, breathing in the heavy perfofrihe flowers, bright
with colour against the evening light, Harford ppepd to Maretta.

'Will you be my wife, my dearest? Will you marry miee at my side
whenever | need you? Let me give you everything wamt, a beautiful
home, valuable possessions, but most of all - mg?b

In her bedroom, staring at the star-studded skyeNtrecalled the moment
with a strange kind of pain.

'‘Give me time," she had pleaded. 'We know so Hitieut each other.’

If only it were your son asking me to marry himestad thought, if only it
were Rhian standing here, telling me he loved naeveanted me by his side
for the rest of his life ...

Harford had shaken his head. 'l know more aboutlyan you think. | know
all about you, the way you smile, the way you frowhen something
displeases you, the way we share everything amhlengether, the way you
look when you stand by my side as a bride.' Hedtadped and closed his
eyes, as if he had realized what he had said,éliatl continued, 'In dreams,
I've seen you like that in my dreams. I've livedhaiou in my dreams, held
you in my arms ...'

Beyond the dreams, the realifjhe words drifted now into her mind. They
puzzled her again, holding a meaning she coulgrastp. Harford had given
her the time she had asked for, reluctantly. Butrieav he would make her
love him, he had told her, taking her in his armsl &issing her with
tenderness”™ These days what did the age gap méteetiad never been
fitter in his life and they would have many yeargdther. And children, he
had said, half to himself, and children.



Now she was filled with compassion for him. He vgagh a fine man, a
good man. If only he did not have a son, a marhsidegrown to love more
than she had thought she could ever love a maraitowhom she was just
another girl, another conquest, who filled, in dvgn words, a 'biological

need' in his life.

She tantalized herself with thoughts of all he kaidl. 'Take your love and
take your leave.' He had vowed it was his maxim rhile. That he used and
sometimes even abused women. She tried to hatéhtrit,was no use. The
love she felt for him was not to be denied. It teds it would persist, it
would never fade.

Next morning she awoke to find him at her bedsiige thought she was
still dreaming of him, but when he smiled, satloa bed and bent over her,
seeking her mouth and holding it with his, she fieét hard reality of him.
Soon she must tell him of his father's proposat,the moment was too
precious to spoil. In her heart she knew she caelkr marry the father,
loving the son.

'We have a date tonight. Be ready when | retdirmriive back as if the devil
himself were at my heels.’

‘Take care,' she whispered, and in answer he slipfearms beneath her
bare shoulders and kissed her again.

The day seemed a long one. In the morning Harfandked, apologizing for
having to leave her alone. Maretta , crept up t@Rb study, knowing that
this time he would not come back unexpectedly and her there. She
looked at the notes he had made, neat, closeltewrihis language concise
and his style flowing. She thought of his fathexdes which she had seen
lying about in the laboratory. Their method of seftout their thoughts was
so similar it was heartbreaking to think of thef@li€nces which held them
so disastrously apart.

The view drew her again. The day was clear, buthtirezon was a sharp
line. Below it the sea was grey and she wonderdefibre long the good
weather would break. In the woods she thought shilaiscern the canvas



walls of the hide. Harford had said that that siden he would take her
down there and teach her how to use her camekhe theist advantage.

The thought, as usual, worried her. Harford musivkiby now what poor
material she was in his attempts to fashion heo iat successful
bird-watcher. In spite of that, he had proposédukig although the woman he
married would, of necessity, have to possess dwusiatsm for ornithology
which came near to his own. To how many things e&blinding himself
where she was concerned?

As they sat close together in the hide, he wasspaliiing and understanding.
The major problem in photographing birds, he saigk to get near enough
to snap them but not so near they were frightemexyaOne method was to
use a telephoto lens. They were costly, but wherbslsame more proficient
- did he really expect her to do so or was he ageen fooling himself about
her capabilities? - he would buy her one like Ms0

Taking stills of birds in flight, he told her, nestiquickreactions and a keen
eye, neither of which, she wanted to cry out, did possess. 'It may be
necessary,’ Harford was saying, 'to take fortyifty pictures to get one
that's good.’

Even if | took ahundredand fifty, she thought despondently, | wouldnttae
single bird in any of my shots. She looked at hatc. Only a few hours
now until Rhian's return, but she still had notltblarford that she would be
dining out. She had yet to find the courage totieH with whom she would
be dining.

The moment she chose to do so, he had just takéotaof a lapwing - or
peewit as Harford explained it was also known, bseaof the sound it
made. He was pleased because he had caught pantiaularly exciting

position of aerial display.

He was busy adjusting his camera when she ventittadiprd? | hope you
don't mind, but I won't be in for dinner this evegi There was a brief,
strained silence.



'‘Someone is taking you out? A woman friend staymitpe area, perhaps, or
one of my fellow ornithologists?' It was almost iasie were inventing
possible companions, hoping against hope she wsaydyes', putting off
the evil moment when he would be told the truthtrugah he must have
known the moment she had mentioned the subject.

She shook her head, took a breath and said irha'Risian is taking me.’

'l see." She glanced at him covertly and saw his gixpression. 'You
thought it wise to accept the invitation?'

'Wise?' She was puzzled.

''ve warned you against my son, Maretta. How unsgious he is in his
dealings with women.’

'‘But he's - he's only invited me out to dinner.efiéhwas another painful
silence. 'You - you don't mind, Harford?'

'He's my son,’ came the quiet answer. 'I haveusi trim - in some things.'

'I'm sorry," she said simply, but since there wasesponse? she assumed
miserably that he had not accepted the apology.

Maretta was ready when Rhian returned. The sournldeo€ar braking to a
screeching stop told her of the rushed journeyrimehim, the hurry to keep
his appointment with her. Dared she draw any hope fthese signs? But
what hope? she argued. Hope that her feelingsifiomiould be returned?
Must she be so naive, hadn't she received enougfhinga, not only from
his father but from Rhian himself? 'No wife and fgrfigure in my future,’
he had told her. 'No ties of kids and home, noasies to my freedom.’

Nevertheless she could not stop her pulses racing,her eyes from
glittering with the thought of the shared hourgtone. Her flame-coloured
dress did not hide the fairness of her throat n@smoothness of her back. It
was shaped to the slimness of Ker waist and regtdgale rounded figure
beneath. Across her shoulders she wore the staéaRiad given her.



His eyes admired, his hands found her waist. "“Yomk Iboth alluring and

fragile, a dangerous combination. The one | careneesist, the other |

regard - always did even as a small boy - as derfg#. It makes me want to
lift my hand and hurl the object to the ground.dility dares me to destroy
it. So beware, Maretta.'

He bent his head and his mouth met hers. The kasslitle more than a
touching of the lips, but it was enough to setliaty throbbing.

They dined at an inn with heavy wooden beams amdnghbrasses on the
walls. There was candlelight and crisp white taloldxs and a variety of
dishes to choose from.

There were ancient prints displayed around the re@mm the polished
floorboards creaked with age as quick-footed wsitdrod them

continuously. The atmosphere of the past had beesepred by clever
restoration. Rhian, in his fawn-coloured suit amdkdshirt, his light brown

hair gleaming in the flickering light, might havedn the lord of the manor
and she, Maretta, her hair too a shining brownl|aus.

A hand waved back and forth in front of her eyed ahe returned to the
present with a smile. 'Dreaming of the future?ableed.

The future? Even she, with Harford's proposal amfied, did not know
where that lay. 'No,' she replied, 'the past. | tellsig myself a story of two
hundred years ago.’

He made a face. 'Now there | can't follow you. $trictly modern, the
epitome of the man of today. In outlook, behaviour—

'‘And morals?' Her smile challenged him.
'‘And morals.' Her smile faded.

She smiled again, but it was strained. 'A geologisd yet a man of the
present - that's a contradiction, an impossiblelgnation, surely?



He laughed. 'l give you that point. Maybe it's #or@alization. In my work |
go back hundreds, even thousands of millions ofsyda my relaxation |
stay strictly in the present, enjoying every minutes gaze across the
candlelight taunted, ‘every second.’

They talked softly as the meal progressed and Rhararm transformed
him into a man she felt she had not met before.rdMvas his 'rough, tough
image' now?

'l must show you around," he was saying. 'Haveeumr seen the Norfolk
Broads? My father and | have a boat there, it'sqved/and has a couple of
berths. There are cooking facilities, even a mirue effective shower.
Everything you need for - almost - back-to-nativeg.’

'Do you take your holidays in it?'
‘A few days now and then. We never go together.’
Maretta wondered if he ever took his girl-friendiwiim.

'My father uses it for his bird-watching activiieShe area's an
ornithologist's delight. | just go to get away franall. I'll take you to see it
some time.'

When? she wondered hopelessly. Her days at HoHatinvere numbered.
Some time soon Harford would demand an answer sophoposal of
marriage. That answer would be 'no' and then sh&t teave the place.
Which meant, her heart cried out, that she woulegneee this man again.

A number of times that evening she had tried td Bafficient courage to

tell him that his father had asked her to marry Ndot,the words had caught
in her throat. Once he knew, his attitude towards \would undergo a

catastrophic change. His charm would switch off klight turned out, and
in its place would come flooding back the cynicismnd mockery and

abrasive manner which, loving him now as she die, sould not bear. |

need never tell him, she told herself defensivelshall refuse Harford's

offer, so Rhian need not know it had ever been made



After coffee in the lounge, Rhian took her by thenth. 'The hotel has a
garden behind it full of roses and overhangingsrézome with me in the
moonlight and see it.'

It was almost dark and the air was heavy with ttents of the dying day.
The hotel was floodlit, showing up the half-timbérevalls and
diamond-patterned windows. There was a fountain badd-in-hand, they
wandered round it. Maretta drew the stole closethasspray touched her
skin.

In an alcove there was a bench seat. It seemed toddle for lovers and
Rhian led her to it, his arm pulling her close. Btta, glancing at him,
noticed that the moonlight whitened his face intghastly colour. It was
almost as if he were already part of her past, gonef reach, insubstantial
and shadowy. He looked down at her upturned fadesariled. She returned
the smile at once. No ghost could warm her heasuch a way. The man
was real, his body strong, his muscles powerfué &buld feel them at his
waist as her hand rested there under his jacket.

He turned when she was least expecting it and pluséedown, making a
pillow of his arm so that she could rest her hgaahut. With his other hand
he caressed her and when she tried to say, 'Ndisohouth found hers and
stopped her protests. It was no use resistingh8tie't the strength, nor did
she want to.

He withdrew his arm from under her head, slippihgound her and
moulding her to him. She yielded and clung anddddsm as she had never
before kissed a man. His fingers sought and fohedends of the stole and
he pulled them, crossing them over. 'Say you lowe' e whispered
fiercely, 'say you love me or I'll—'

He tugged the ends around her throat, making naidaf/et it was a fear she
delighted in. He had her at his mercy and she retsgmbunreservedly to the
ecstasy he was arousing.

'l love you,' she whispered, 'l love you, Rhian.'



His head lifted and in the moonlight she could tbeetriumph lighting his
eyes. He had won, his exultant expression saidybat had he won? At that
moment, she did not care. 'Now I'll kiss you," herimmured against her ear,
‘and caress you, but later - later...'

When they arrived, Harford was in the hall. Theyaveolding hands when
Rhian led Maretta through the door, coming to @ stdront of his father.

Maretta thought inconsequentially, if two centuitesl slipped away, there
might have been the action of throwing down thengjaty of a challenge to
a duel. But this was father and son. Her mind ceardright at the idea of

two such men fighting to the death. She returnethéopresent and knew
that this was indeed a confrontation. The air wkstec and it was

imperative that she should escape.

‘Thank you, Rhian,' she turned towards him, 'féataulous meal and - and
everything. Harford, we went to a wonderful place .

He smiled, but with only a touch of his usual warnfhe wondered how
much he had read into her flushed cheeks. 'Riuhe tugged at the hand he
held prisoner, 'I| must go up to my room. Please.’

With an old-world gesture quite out of place inmodern a man, he lifted
her hand and put his lips to her wrist. She setisgdce was acting, but as he
looked at her there was a warmth in his regard kwines lacking in his
father's.

At the window in her room, she leaned against iharsd stared out at the
dark landscape. What was happening in the rooma®el&hy hadn't she
had the courage to tell Rhian of his father's psaji» Was Harford telling
him now? After the lovemaking in the hotel gardembat would Rhian
think of her when he knew that his father wantethtory her? Yet she had
not only tolerated, but welcomed and encouraged#tieges and caresses!

Restlessly she paced the room, combed her haiajregbher make-up,
pulled the stole around her shoulders as if it mggte her an extra layer of



protection. Then she went downstairs. Before slderéached the last step,
she heard the violent quarrel. The colour draimethfher cheeks, her legs
felt weak and she clutched the banister for support

The words she listened to - their voices were daieesuch an extent it was
impossible not to hear - raced round and rounceirhlead.

'l asked her to marry me. She said she wanted &ime didn't refuse. It was
only time she wanted, to make up her mind ...

Harford's voice died away to a whisper, then loudhgrily, he said, 'You've
done it deliberately, you made her fall in lovelhwybu to spite me. You used
your charm, every weapon at your disposal - andhgue so many, so very
many - to tear her from me. You've left me destitut was despicable,
contemptible ...’

Now the son replied, his voice steady and hardu'™oso right. 1 deny
nothing. | admit | did it deliberately. | did eveélmyng within my power to
make her love me. | could see what was happeninyguo- from the start
I've known. Somehow | had to prevent the catas&ppbacause that's what it
would be if you married her. You're in a dream wdpd world of your own
making. | had to do something to make you see sémsgake you see her as
she really is and not as you imagine her to badltb bring home to you the
absurdity of the whole affair, the disaster thauldocome your way if you
persisted in your stupidity. Well, I've got my waynight she admitted that
she loved me, both by word and deed. You've |asthd¥, and I've won.
There's nothing you can do now to alter the situnatReconcile yourself to
the fact and live the rest of your life in solitydanity and peace.’

‘No!'

They turned and it was as if a ghost was at the, dww face was so white.
She felt as if she had died and had risen agamatmt and torment them.
Except that it was she herself who was in torm&he words Rhian had
spoken echoed back and forth in her head as éiievan empty vault.



| did everything in my power to make her love me 1. admit | did it
deliberately ... Tonight, by word and deed, she itidch that she loved
me...

'‘Maretta!" It was Harford, coming towards her.

'Harford?' Her voice was like the whisper of a aeeeéDo you still want to
marry me?'

'Oh, my dear!" He was pale now, with a growing joy.

Rhian rasped, 'You told me you loved me. You acdditit when |
challenged you.'

No one, she thought, would ever know the painused her to answer him.
'Yes, | admitted it," she responded bitterly, oter duress.' She lifted the
ends of the stole and crossed them over her trasahe had done.
'Remember this?' She swung from him, away froniads full of contempt
and - hatred? Yes, she told herself despairinglirekl.

'Harford,' she said again, 'will you - will youlshave me as your wife?'
'My sweet, sweet girl! You know what you're sayingiu're so pale—"

'I'll marry you, Harford." Her voice was tonelebgy eyes staring as if she
were sleepwalking.

His arms came round her, reverently, tenderly. Hiée@ her to him and

kissed her as if she were fragile and in dangdsreéking. Fragile, Rhian
had said, hours - or was it years? - ago. Fragihillenged him, he said, to
shatter the object, to crush it to pieces. He ha#tdn her, and kicked the
pieces aside. As Harford kissed her, the stolerRh& given her fell from

her shoulders.

He strode across the room, picked it up and pushedo his pocket.
Maretta drew away from Harford's embrace and savarRhaction. Her
stole - he had taken the only present he had even dper! She would not
have even that now to remember him by!



The look he hurled at her made her flinch and clueeeyes. She swayed
and Harford caught at her. Rhian's footsteps padindethe door and it
shuddered into place behind him.



CHAPTER EIGHT

NEXT day Harford bought Maretta an emerald and diamamghgement
ring. They spent the afternoon in the hide ancetlening listening to music.
This, she told herself, would be the pattern ofliiefrom now on. She must
accustom herself to it. It shouldn't be diffic8he was a quiet sort of person

anyway.

Harford had insisted that she should write stramify and give in her
notice to the education authorities. There was eednto put off their
marriage too long, and he would not have his witglking. There would be
plenty of time, he told her, for her to continug kaudies after they were
married and gradually improve her qualificationg ¢Hd not like to see a
brain as good as hers rust away in domesticity.

There had been no sight of Rhian all day. Marettiank he had not gone
away because now and then she heard his voice kittthen, talking to the
housekeeper. She dreaded meeting him accidentaltiieostairs or in the
gardens, but he must have stayed in his bedrodms gtudy, working at his
notes, and not even come out of them for his meals.

Harford told her that he had been invited to addrasconference of
ornithologists later that week. 'It will mean arsabce of about two days,' he
said. 'That, my dearest girl,’ he had kissed heekh'will be a long time
away from you.'

Two days without him, two days without a human learbetween herself
and Rhian! Should she plead homesickness and &efbidl she would go
home until he returned?

But the problem was solved for her. That evenirgrghwas a phone call
from her mother. 'Darling,’ Josephine said, 'hosvyau getting on? Are you
becoming a dedicated bird-watcher, like Professadof? I've got some
leave due from my job and I've been thinking ofrigikthe professor up on
his invitation to come and stay there.’

Now was her chance to tell her mother of her engege.



For some reason she had been putting it off. Kedimed to be in her mind,
it still did not seem a reality, even with the eggaent ring on her finger,
that before many weeks had passed she was to bedanierd Tudor's
wife.

'Mother, | - I have some news. I'm - I'm engagéd,doing to be married.’
'‘Darling! Who's the lucky man? Do tell me! Professor Tudsuls?'

Maretta held her breath until she could be suspetking steadily. 'No, no,
of course not. He's not the type to marry any warktarford, the professor
himself.' There was a small sound from the othelr &te - he asked me to
marry him and | said yes. Aren't you - aren't yteaped?'

'But, Maretta,' she could almost hear her motteven, 'he's so much older.
Are you doing the right thing?'

Near to tears at her mother's lukewarm receptioth®fmnews, she blurted
out, 'Of courseit's the right thing! I'm old enough to know my wnind,
aren't 1?'

'Don't get upset, Maretta dear. If it's what yountydim very happy for you.
Now | really must take up your dear professor'staton. After all, if he's to
be my son-in-law ..." The voice tailed off, the d®iseeming to surprise her
even as she said them.

Harford had joined Maretta in the hall and took ptene from her with a
warm smile. 'Mrs. Newell? You've heard- your daegktnews? She's made
me a very happy man. Yes, we should be delightéave you here.'

So it was arranged that Josephine should arrive aex for a holiday at
Horizon Hall. To Maretta's surprise, it was Rhiamomvent to the station to
meet her. She heard him talking to his father andsaial, went out of her
way to avoid him, so she did not hear the conviensat

When Harford told her his son had offered to pipkher mother and bring
her back to save him the trouble, she tried nototik surprised. But
surprised she was at such an uncharacteristidalyghtful gesture, as she



thought of it in her soured state of mind. Rhiarswaver thoughtful, she
told herself, without a reason, without a promiteswvard.

When she went down the steps to the drive to wedcher mother, she had
of course to come face to face with Rhian. Her dglisaway from the

coldness in his, and although he smiled at Joseghthanks for meeting
her, when he turned to look at Maretta the smitelieen wiped clean away.

"Your son found me easily," Josephine was sayingadord. 'He said |
looked so like my daughter we might be sisters. Ninare's a nice
compliment for a woman of my age!'

Harford laughed. 'Yes, you are like Maretta, bhg' studied her, ‘'more
serene.’

At the first opportunity, Rhian politely but firmliook his leave of them,
opting out, as it were, from the family. Now he lwsol'm soon to be part of
it, Maretta thought miserably, he'll probably tdkmnself and his work as far
away from Horizon Hall as he can.

Maretta showed her mother to the guest room andrstite bed. While her
mother unpacked, Maretta turned the ring on hgeiinnot knowing what to
say.

After an uncomfortable pause, Josephine said, Viallling, you're soon
going to be a married woman. How does it feel?"

Maretta longed to put her arms round her mothersacher heart out. She
had done it often as a child, when her problemsseathed insoluble. With
her mother's arms around her, there had alwaysdmefort and a promise
of solution, of everything coming right. Why shoulde not do it now, when
her mother's comfort and reassurance were so swelged?

Because” she recognized at last, reality did indieebleyond the dreams,
and it was that reality from which she could natagee. She had had her
dream - of loving Rhian, of admitting that lovefrion. In the dream he had
returned it. In reality he had thrown it back irr Fece. He was incapable of
love, of lasting faithful love. Hadn't his fatheid her?



'How does it feel, love?' Josephine repeated hestopn gently.

Maretta lifted her face and her mother saw thehtbetding still the lower
lip, the uncertainty in the grey eyes. She wefhtetodaughter, sat beside her
and took her hands.

'l only want your happiness, Maretta,' she saidu'¥hust be sure, very sure,
that what you're doing is right. It would be tekeilbo let such a good man as
the professor down. He seems so fond of you, serdagdo anything he
thinks will please you and make you happy. Oncérgamarried to him, if
you ever drifted away from him, it would bruise hgo badly you'd wreck
his life. He'd be a broken man. You see, he's aohg, he couldn't take it as
a younger man could.’

'Mother, | know," Maretta whispered. It took hetomg time to say the
words, but in the end she managed it. 'I'll make digood wife. He - he may
be older than | am in years, but when you—' sh& wbreath, 'when you
love someone, age doesn't matter, does it?"

'‘And you love your professor, Maretta?"
Another long silence. 'I'm very, very fond of him.’

Josephine studied her daughter, then, with a sgg® and continued with
her unpacking.

Rhian joined them for dinner. He talked to Josepland to his father, but
Maretta he ignored. She was silent for much oftittne, although Harford
did his best to draw her into the conversation. Novd then he would
concern himself with how little she was eating gokk with her mother
about how he was afraid Maretta would fade awagredfie had a chance to
make her his wife.

Josephine laughed with him, Maretta smiled, butaRldid not appear to
have heard. He did not linger after coffee, makirsgexcuses and going up
to his study to continue with his work. He smilédasephine, nodded to his
father, looked unsmilingly at Maretta and left them



Maretta might have been able to disguise her dejectfrom her
husband-to-be, who since her acceptance of hisopadf marriage had
seemed a different man, but she could not hidem fher mother.

Later, when they were alone in Maretta's room, glose said, 'l wish |
could be sure you were happy, dear. There's songetttiong, | know there
is. Can't you tell me?’

Maretta, who could not lie to her mother, was gilen
'l watched you during dinner," Josephine wentamg your professor, too.’
'l know you did. Well, what conclusions did you cono?’

'Don't be bitter, darling. I'm just trying to gdtthe truth. Maretta,' she sat
beside her daughter on the bed, 'Harford is sweskand and a wonderful

man. He's fit, there's no doubt about it. He déese€m to suffer from the
middle-aged ills which plague other men. But h@syoung in his ways,

Maretta. He's been a widower for so long, his wbidd shrunk to himself

and his own enthusiasms and needs. He's not goifigd it easy to adapt

himself to the ways of a girl twenty-eight yearsigger than he is. It's you
who's going to have to do the adapting, dear. Mojtdurn away from me,

darling. I'm only trying to get you to face thettruto help you look into the

future more than you're doing now. I'm twenty-fgaars older than you are.
I've travelled all the distance you're going tovéda and what's more |

travelled much of it with a man almost my own age.’

Maretta went to the window and stared out. 'I'm clwdnging my mind,
Mother. I think you're seeing difficulties wheren®oexist." She turned. 'l - |
appreciate your concern. | know you're trying t¢phae, but—' she shook
her head, 'it's no use. I'm marrying Harford.'

Two days later, Harford went to Manchester. Theas & conference of an
international society of ornithologists and he Hmekn invited to take a
prominent part.



He kissed Maretta tenderly. 'If your mother weré Imere, | would ask you
to come with me, but it's not for long, is it?'

The weather changed and the skies clouded overtrébs swayed in the
strong breeze and now and then rain fell. In betwslgowers, Maretta
showed Josephine the gardens. One afternoon Riv&riltem to Norwich.
At the market place he left them, saying he hadness elsewhere, but
Maretta wondered if he had invented it in ordegeb away from her.

When she looked at the bright canopies over thlsssmd wandered
between the rows, admiring the variety of goodsisplay, she could not
help remembering the last time she was there. Pplasged the stall where
Maretta had seen and admired the white stole, treewehich Rhian had
bought her. Now his gift was back in his possesditenmight even pass it
on to his girl-friend.

Doranne had phoned him a number of times and tiwiversation had
lingered on and on. Passing Rhian leaning backiagtie telephone table
in the hall, Maretta had sometimes caught a litle discussion. It seemed
to be technical talk - after all, Doranne was a@gist as he was. But it was
interspersed with the kind of jokes and laughteictvtonly people who
knew each other intimately exchanged.

On the second night of Harford's absence, there avakrm. The gale

howled round the house as if it were winter, wingtlthrough cracks and

round doors. Maretta woke in the early hours, theepsdisturbed by the

noise of it all. Looking out, she saw just a littiethe chaos the storm was
causing.

Garden chairs left out on the patio were brokepi¢ges. Far away it was
possible to see the agony of the trees in the wbgdlse stream. There was
a particularly powerful gust of wind - it came $gfa from the North Sea

with few hills in between to act as a wind-breand from the direction of

the woods there came a rending sound. The hideenwibods, Maretta

thought, Harford's hide - the gale must be smasiing. It was something

Harford prized, it was an indispensable part oflifes She was his fiancee,
S0 she must go out there and do her utmost toisave



She pulled jeans over her nightdress. Her denikejday on a chair and this
she snatched up and put on, zipping it shut. Skkequliher feet into sandals
and raced along the corridor, down the stairs hraligh the hall:

The kitchen door was bolted and locked, but sheetlithe key and slid the
bolts and went out, slamming the door behind hbe gale was like a wall
and she threw herself against it. Her hair fleve fracross her face and into
her mouth. The lawn was saturated with the raihtibd fallen and the water
squelched through to her bare toes.

Past the fountain which drenched her with its s@ag into the woods,
through the brambles which tore through the mdtefiaer jeans and left a
scarlet trail on her flesh ... Yes, the hide wdlgiato pieces under the trees
and already the roof had collapsed. The two chadre on their sides, and a
book of Harford's notes was wet and curled angb&ietically on the earth.

As she pushed it into the pocket of her jeansh&laed footsteps pounding
across the lawn and crashing through the undergréovrards her. More
frightened at that moment of the newcomer than dioem, she looked
round. The expression on Rhian's face - of a fumckvequalled and even
surpassed that of the storm - triggered off hetinosfor self-preservation
and she started to run. But the wind blew strard&ib across her eyes and
half blinded her. Her foot came up against a prbirgi root and her whole
body plunged forward. In the moment that she layded and bruised, there
came an ominous sound of cracking and splintering.

Hands tore at her, any part of her, trying to fandold. She was taken by the
ankle and by the wrist and, face-down, half lifted|f dragged across the
undergrowth. Thorns and twigs scratched her facg® meck and she
screamed, trying to tell the man who was tortuhegthus to stop. But she
felt a body come down and spread itself heavily tn, as if shielding her
from - what?

There was a shrieking groan and a great treeptpits roots, came crashing
down little more than a body's length away. Som#hefbranches brushed
across them as they went down. The gale, asdfdtdone its worst, seemed
at that moment to lessen. But it began to rainwBiothe man who had



thrown himself upon her lifted himself away. Magetbntinued to lie there,
having no strength to move.

Rhian lay beside her on his back. His head watuanittle away from the
full force of the rain. He was breathing heavilyaidtta's clothes stuck to
her skin and her body was as wet as if she hadyptlimto the stream which
had turned into a full-flowing river only a few peaway from them.

Rousing himself, Rhian sat up. 'My God,' he muttetidat was nearly the
end of my father's precious wife-to-be! What thi ¢hiel you think you were
doing coming down here in this?"

"The hide,' she muttered, 'Harford treasures 4-'so

'So,' Rhian interrupted sarcastically, 'as hisfdufiancee you tried to save
it, willing even to give your life in the effort.'

'l didn't know," she choked, dragging herself iatsitting position, ‘that a
tree would come down.’

He looked around. 'Force ten, | calculate. Almasttlaing could happen,
including trees falling like castles of cards. Yeutrazy, girl," he stood,
pulling her with him, 'crazy, do you hear?' His damripped her shoulders
and he shook her until her teeth chattered. Tha® such brutality in his
action after what she had endured that she criedha@n much she hated
him, how she wished he was not part of the fanhitw she detested him
with all her heart, how she wished Harford had néeel a son ...

Her words were stopped by a kiss so cruel, so savamashing so
mercilessly through all the barriers which had luntw existed in their
relationship, that she thought when the kiss entled,life, having been
drained by his passion, would have ended, too.

Almost imperceptibly the nature of the kiss underiva change. As the
storm around them quietened, so the storm insielm threw. Again Rhian
broke through those barriers, his hand findingthesat, moving down and
encountering the nightdress which clung to her baety and pushing it



roughly aside to mould and caress the breasts thert¢is passion blazed,
this time not with anger, but with ardour and desir

She. did not even try to impose the barriers agdia,did not once say 'No,
you mustn't touch me like that. I'm Harford's nowt yours to fondle as you

will." The response he was arousing in her shevaltbto go unchecked. She
still loved him - more now, perhaps, than ever beefeeven if once again he
might only be 'making her love him' to force herfame the truth about

herself and Harford and reveal to her her own gitipi

At last he put her away from him, but he did nother go. He had plainly
not finished with her.

'Rhian,’ she whispered, straining to return themthrof his embrace, but he
held her forcibly away. His hands were under herpds, supporting her,

even denying her the luxury of sinking to the grduBhe urged against him,
seeking a softening in his features, some sign aeed for her which

equalled her need for him, but she might have bgery to track the path of

an elusive species of bird.

Her head flopped hopelessly, lifelessly, but Rlsaamed to possess not an
atom of pity or compassion. His grip beneath hensatightened and he
ground out, 'Now will you leave this house and &y father? Will you go
away, out of my father's life, and leave him todisams?’

But she was not listening. Her head had found hdsilsler because there
was nowhere else for it to rest. 'You're a sadise'muttered, as if in a fever,
'you're a monster, you're unspeakable! | supposdhjok you've given me
a lesson, another lesson ... You said you'd givemeslesson after another
until I left your father alone..

The rain had stopped, but her tears went on runtavgn her cheeks. She
sobbed against him, feeling the chest, like thesssifigce of a mountain,
beneath her cheek, the rigidity of his body agdness.

'Rhian,’ she whispered again, 'Rhian ..." But bid did not soften, the arms
around her stayed tough as whipcord across her back



There was a lightening in the sky and with theyedawn came a calming of
the storm. Maretta drew away from him, rubbing éys with the backs of
her hands.

Your occupation suits you,' she muttered. 'Youarti® so hard someone
should take it from your body and examine it fadib remains and for any
evidence of past life. Because it certainly hagoitany now.'

Fingers gripped her chin and jerked up her facéhéndawn light he could
see the scratches and cuts inflicted by the brasrddehe had dragged her
out of the path of the falling tree. As she opehed eyes a great shiver
shook her body. In her confused state she coulth@sture whether it was
the fact that she was wet through that had causedthe cool, implacable
look in Rhian's eyes. His hair, like hers, was lyaaith rain, his face grimed
with the earth on which they had lain.

He had saved her life and she had not thanked Béfdre she could speak
he had lifted her into his arms and was walkingyaWwam the woods, the
fallen tree and the broken hide.

‘There's no need,' she protested feebly, 'l cak.wal
But he carried on, across the lawn, past the fou@tad towards the house.

'Rhian?' He did not seem to have heard, neverthales went on, "You
saved my life. Thank you.' He did not acknowledge thanks but walked
on, holding her, she reflected tiredly, as if slezena burden he would rather
shed than bear.

She had thanked him, what more could she do?

In the kitchen, he stood her on her feet and teldgeremptorily to stay
there. From a first aid cabinet he took cotton wanal a soothing lotion and
cleaned the scratches across her forehead, alongpoke and running the
length of her cheeks.

‘There's no need,’ she muttered again, and jusineffectually.- He
continued until the cuts were cleansed to his fsation.



'Do you want something to drink?' he asked curtBomething cold,
something hot?'

She would have loved a hot drink. ‘No, thank yBte went on, incapable in
her tired state of keeping her bitterness undetrabn

‘There's no need to overdo the kindness. When khcfames home, I'll tell
him what a thoughtful son he's got and how he was #villing to sacrifice

his own life in order to save his father's futuredé from the disastrous
consequences of her own stupidity.'

She saw the tightening of his lips, the storm-filvgt invaded his eyes and
she put up her arms to hide her head, cowering &neayhim.

He came towards her slowly. 'I'm a sadist, a monsi®ur own words,
remember? | haven't forgotten. | doubt if | evell.wfou might be right,
however. So get yourself out of here, out of mynhsignd into your own
room, with the door locked between us, or | wopntdhmyself responsible
for what | might do to you.’

It was not until Maretta reached the safety of droom, with her heart
pounding, and her breath labouring in her lungs, titre shaking began. And
there was not a single pair of arms, not even tgdrard ones, to offer her
warmth and comfort.

With the morning came the need for explanationsegbine paled at the
sight of her daughter's injured face. What had bapd? she demanded to
know, so Maretta told her.

When Rhian joined them for breakfast, Josephinekidad him for what he
had done. He smiled at her warmly - leaving Maletteeart even more
chilled - and said it was a pity her daughter hatinherited her mother's
common sense.

Maretta's eyes blazed into his sardonic ones, éunérely smiled at her,
too, although in a very different way. There wasmacy in it, as if he were



remembering his lovemaking in the soaking dawnr&meas mockery, too,
as if he found her scratched face amusing, andabeared and tried to hide
her face with the palms of her hands.

When Harford came home that afternoon, there were explanations, and
he thanked her with deep sincerity for going to riegcue of his beloved
hide.

Rhian, who was there to greet his father, saidu'Sleould be honest with
her, Father. Tell her that its loss wouldn't haeerb catastrophic. It's not
difficult to make a hide with the right materialsdeknowledge. In fact, most
of the stuff from the old hide can be used agane.lhad a look. It won't take
long to put it together.’

Maretta turned on him. "What you're trying to slastippose, is that all my
efforts to save it were wasted and that | was &m éigger fool than you've
so far made me out to be.’

Rhian had angered his father, too. 'What does #tennl side of it matter?’
he said sharply. 'I'm touched that she should tbinkne - of the things |
treasure - in such circumstances, and want to ousteven in a storm to
protect them. But you, with your lack of sentimantd concern for others,
wouldn't know anything about that.'

Josephine, stupefied by the antagonism betweearfatid son, stared from
one to the other. Maretta, hardened to it, gazethatfloor, feeling the

security of Harford's arm about her. Rhian's exgqogs hardened, the
muscles in his face jerking as he compressed éib taside his mouth. He
gave his father a deep, sarcastic bow. Thank goydur gratitude. | not

only saved your future wife from almost certain tthedut | nearly lost my

own in the process.'

Josephine sat down as though her legs would n@fswypport her. Harford
stared at the door which had closed behind hisidaretta, feeling Rhian's
bitterness and pain as her own, jerked from Haiddrdld and raced across
the room, tearing open the door and closing itr difées.



Rhian was half-way up the stairs. Maretta ran dfter a few steps and he
turned and stared down at her. How could she maemds? How could she
heal what his father had injured?

'Rhian,' she whispered, 'I'm - I'm sorry—'

His face stayed implacable, unreadable as his ayaspw, piercing,
roamed over his face. 'You're sorry, are you?'é&wdis not sparing her. 'For
what? For me, for my father - or for yourself?'

He turned his back and continued on his way.

Maretta spent the morning with Harford in the hidarford had rebuilt it.
As Rhian had prophesied, it had not taken longtwstruct another, partly
from the undamaged sections of the old hide antdypaith new materials.
This time the finished product was larger, in ordeaccommodate, Harford
had fondly said, a lady by his side.

At Coffee-time, to Maretta's surprise, her motloangd them. It was she and
not Mrs. Fiske who carried the coffee and biscoiitsa tray. Under her arm
was a canvas chair, and she promised Harford shilsi quiet as a mouse
while he watched the birds and identified theimphge and their song.

Harford was delighted to be called upon, as hetpiat entertain two lovely,

intelligent ladies in his hide. When he saw thasejphine's interest was
genuine, he said he would lend her books on thesiylboo. Maretta, a little

puzzled, glanced at her mother who, at Harfordgtation, was at that
moment putting an eye to Harford's telescope totdrydentify a pied

wagtail.

'‘Black and white plumage,” Harford was saying, dlotail which it
sometimes wags up and down."'

'I've got it!" Josephine exclaimed. 'I've foundirst time!'



Harford was as delighted as she was. 'You're quitiee your daughter,' he
commented. 'It takes her a little longer thanketayou to get on the track of
a bird. Although,' with a warm smile at Marettajfa® soften any criticism
she might read into his words, 'she usually getsetiin the end. And she
does try very hard.’'

Maretta felt a little like a student who had be&primanded for bad
examination results. Harford, sensing her hurtifigs| put his arm round
her and placed a gentle kiss on her cheek. 'Otiesé days,' he said, 'under
my tuition, she'll be as expert as | am."

'She always was a little slow at spotting thingssephine was saying, idly
moving the telescope around the scene outsiden '‘Exeobvious seems to
pass her by, although it might be staring her enftte.’

'Mother!" Maretta cried, scandalized at her mothesudden and
uncharacteristic disloyalty.

"You mean,' said Harford, laughing, 'that evenhird as identifiable as, say,
an owl were to sit on a branch in front of her fen minutes, she still
wouldn't see him!"

Now they were both laughing at her expense andpdifited, she shifted
away from Harford.

'We've upset her, Josephine,’ Harford said. 'Myes\Waretta, you mustn't
take offence so easily. We meant no harm. | thomklyave great potential as
a budding ornithologist. You have enthusiasm, wisdhalf the battle.’

It was shortly before dinner that Maretta, gazingyaf the landing window
on her way down to the dining-room, saw in the@awsmall blue car. There
was, somehow, a feminine look about the vehicld,iatook her only a few
moments to guess the identity of the owner. Whenltsard the sound of
laughter coming from along the corridor behind h&re knew, with a
sinking heart, that her guess had been right. D@ &worester was here and
at that moment she was being entertained by Rhiarsiroom.



Maretta was swamped by a surge of jealousy sush@$fiad never known
before, and when there was the sound of a doorigpemd a woman's
voice raised excitedly in answer to a man's, shelrarest of the way to the
stairs and raced down to the hall below. By tmseti Rhian and his lady
friend had reached the top of the staircase.

As Maretta gazed up, so Doranne gazed down. Eanawaized the other
up and it was then that Maretta felt the disadvgmt her position. She was
literally being looked down upon by the woman wtieep inside, she knew
to be her most hated rival.

The girl Maretta had met briefly in Norwich markietpe was a very

different person from the one standing so supergly at the top of the

stairs, her hand resting possessively on Rhianis &ter red hair had been
brushed until it glowed, her dress was black wi¢itks of red interwoven

into it and the shape inside the dress could nssipty be dismissed as of no
interest to a male eye. The low- cut neckline waseaced by a long white
necklace which had been twined many times roundhreat. In her hand

was a cigarette which she now lifted to her moutkl @nhaled upon,

considering Maretta over the smoke which she beshtiut.

Rhian lounged against the banister watching thevismen. He seemed to
be amused by what he saw. He, too, looked down aretth, smiling
cynically, looking her over in such a sardonic gt she felt reduced once
again to the status of the 'little lab assistatiictv he so contemptuously
called her and from which his father had, by plgdims ring on her finger,
elevated her.

Maretta frowned, looking down at herself. Was themething wrong with
her dress? Did he not like its gold colour, the wdgft her throat and back
bare, and then followed lovingly the shapelinesfi@f outline? She, too,
had brushed her hair until it shone. Admittedlyyats not the burnished gold
of Doranne's but its colour, so like Rhian's, hada#traction all its own.
Now it fell from a centre parting to her shoulddraming her oval face and
emphasizing the soft appeal in her grey eyes. Sa whs there about her to
bring such a taunting smile to Rhian's face?



Since no one made any attempt at an introducti@eih turned away and
made for the drawing-room, only to realize, whea Bhd found a seat, that
she was, in effect, through being Harford's fiantke hostess. She should
have made the first approach and should not haitedvior Rhian to bring
Doranne and herself together.

When the other two appeared, it was Doranne whk tlo® initiative. She
crossed the room, her hand extended. Maretta nodetak it, smiling
faintly. 'We've met before,' Doranne said, 'in sundings much less elegant
than this.' She looked at Maretta's ring. 'l uniderd | must congratulate you
on your engagement to Professor Tudor. | hopelmitery happy. There's
certainly no doubt that whatever else may be missiau won't be lacking
in life's comforts.'

Her smile was brief and insincere and Maretta #asht the meaning she
detected beneath Doranne's words. She was, in DerBarester's view,
marrying Harford Tudor for nothing more than hissgessions and his
money.

'Whoever marries Rhian," her glance at him overdheulder was warm,
'won't be doing it for the stately home and theuhies his father can
provide.' She turned to Rhian. "You're a rollingn&, aren't you, darling?
Nothing to your name except the letters afteratyworldly goods, not a tie,
not a care in the world.’

Maretta wondered if there was a note of bittermed$3oranne's voice. Had
she, too, failed to hook this man on her very lding, in spite of the
succulent bait - her looks, her figure, her brains the end of it?

‘A born nomad,' Rhian replied, smiling and pouinigks, ‘roaming through

jungles and across deserts, leaving behind nothuhgny footprints in the

sand.' He placed a drink in Maretta's hand, standinfront of her and

blocking her view of his guest. 'Without a womagdiang behind, hanging
on to my jacket and telling me how much she neeglama never letting go.'
With a half smile, he watched the colour leave Ntafe cheeks, but she
rallied and threw back at him,



'‘No woman with even the smallest grain of senseldvaant to tag along
behind any man, certainly not one as irresponsibteself-centred as you.'

Doranne laughed, throwing back her head. 'lt'sgt#lil to see how well,
Miss Newell, you're going to get on with your fugstepson!

Maretta stared up at Rhian as the words registarieer mind. Stepson? Her
hand shook so much that Rhian took the glass aweay fier. By his smile,
goading and tormenting, it seemed timet had thought of the coming
situation long ago. Why, then, had it never ocalitceher before what their
relationship would be?



CHAPTER NINE

AFTER dinner, Maretta was the odd one out. Next to Hdrfin the settee,
her mother sat with a book open on her lap, exdtanat the beautiful
plumage of the birds pictured on every page.

Maretta knew her mother had a photographic menibHarford, at the end
of the evening, were to turn to the beginning & llook, cover the names
and ask her mother to identify the birds to whiehwas pointing, she would
be able to do so with ease.

Rhian's chair and Doranne's were pulled close ¢b ether and the subject
of their conversation was - reasonably enough, Neseipposed - geology.
Now and then she would catch Rhian's eyes on hsehadistlessly turned
the pages of the magazine Harford had given hepdtialized. in articles
on the countryside and contained one that he hirhadlcontributed on the
bird population of East Anglia. She had dutifulad it, but it meant very
little to her.

Sighing, she lifted her head and watched the coopleéhe settee. Her
mother was making great strides in her relationshigh her future
son-in-law. No doubt she was putting herself ourédta thought a little
sourly, to ensure that after her daughter's magriagy would all be one big,
happy family - nomad son included. Her mother hashébeen surprisingly
pleasant to that son's girl-friend. Did she thigkjte misguidedly, that
Rhian was sitting next to his future wife?

It occurred to her how much Harford had changethenweeks she had
spent at his house. Gone was the rather fusty gsofdype image, the
frayed cuffs, the old-fashioned clothes. He hadhglkd outwardly so much
that he was hardly recognizable as the man whotodsalint the laboratory,
roaming absentmindedly between benches and staathey side to give a
word of advice, or just watching what she was doing

His clothes were up-to-date, but carefully so. ldé hot tried to emulate his
son's panache, his executive nearness on formasiocs or more often a
careless disregard for how he looked. Harfordsgalad a turn-over collar,



pockets above and below the waist, a wide belt.sHig was checked, his
tie bright against the grey-green of his jacket @adsers.

And yet her mother had alleged that he was not ganrhis ways. In his
mind and habits, she asserted, he was unquestjomaditile-aged. Had he
not, then, changed inwardly as drastically as he dfeanged outwardly?’
Maretta, who knew him better, was sure he had.riked more readily, his
manner was easier, his movements more relaxed.

Once he would never have dreamed of patting thieicadeside him as he
was doing now, and inviting her to join her motard himself on the settee.
He had looked up, seen her sitting disconsolatetgide the family circle -
which was ironic, she thought, since she was sod@®tome part of it - and
with a movement of his hand, persuaded her toesiide him.

Now his arm was round her waist and his face tutaedb against her hair.
She felt a swift kiss implanted on her head andtsheed, eyes bright, to
smile at him. It was good, she thought, to feel twdragain. It was good,
too, to see Harford's son looking at them dispaglgi and - surely? -
uncomfortably. Did he not like such a show of affitec in front of his lady

friend? As for Doranne, she looked amused.

Josephine, on the other hand, had not seemedite nabd went on talking
about the rare birds pictured on the pages of tuk,bdrawing Harford's

mind away from her daughter and doing it with sk¥llaretta did not care
very much. "No one could draw Harford's arm frorauend her, take away
the security that represented. No one could rerha/gng from her finger,

not even the savage efforts of his son, whose entialy determination to
make her break off her engagement to his fathealradst broken her heart
- but not her resistance.

Never again, she told herself, settling more comafdy against Hartford,
would she succumb to Rhian's charm.

Every time she had done so, she had suffered hatmoili at his hands. She
was, she told herself - resting her head on Hadaiubulder - immune now
to- Harford's son. Nothing he could do could huat &iny more.



Rhian rose, went to the record player and puti@taerd. The music was for
dancing. The volume was quiet enough to allow pedplconverse but
sufficiently loud for a couple to hear its rhythmdats melody. He held out
his arms to Doranne, who slipped into them eaasgyif she knew every inch
of the way, and with their bodies touching, theyvet slowly round the
room.

Now and then Rhian looked down into Doranne's uygtdiface. They were
speaking softly and their conversation must at $irhave been amusing,
because occasionally Rhian would laugh. Marettavdiieser to Harford.
Nothing, she repeated to herself fiercely, thaRtwould do would hurt her
any more. The music ended and began again andi#meed on.

Harford was asking Josephine if she knew how th&gdloBroads were
formed. 'Once," he told her, 'they were considedzk natural lakes, but the
Broads are, in fact, the flooded sites of ancieatliggings. Amazing,' he
went on, 'to think that there were once enough legdogEast Anglia to merit
the taking of such tremendous amounts of peatéplose seemed very
impressed. Encouraged, Harford continued, 'Dutiegcenturies 900-1300
the large number of Danish and Anglo-Saxon inhabstenade the area into
one of the most highly populated in England.’

Josephine smothered a yawn and Harford said imnedgigDo tell me if
I'm boring you."'

'Of course you're not," Josephine replied. 'l thilskjust that,' she smiled up
at him sweetly, 'I'm a little thirsty.'

At once Harford was the perfect host and on hit fe#féering her a drink.
'‘Coffee?' she asked. 'l'd love a cup, if that'sinbs.’

'Certainly. Mrs. Fiske,' he went to the door, 4dle Mrs. Fiske.'

The gap between mother and daughter seemed wideurdnritdgeable.
Maretta made no effort to move nearer to her mother did Josephine

invite her to do so. Maretta felt a little hurt. thwas the matter with her
mother?'



But the next moment, all thoughts of her parenteweaiped out of her mind.
Rhian was standing in front of her, his hand movowards her wrist. With
an action which was almost frightened - she wamtedmore physical
contact with Rhian Tudor - she evaded him, but &egbt his prey in
mid-air, like a man with a rifle shooting down ariieed bird, and pulled her
to her feet.

‘That's right, Miss Newell," Doranne's voice wasdhand caustic, ‘indulge
Rhian in his constant seeking for a change of femsaknery. One woman
too near to him for too long bores him to death'sHield me so more than
once. If he ever marries - and heaven help the wosi® becomes his wife
- he'll stick beside her for as long as it suitshithen he'll up and off in
search of faces, and pastures, new.'

'Yes,' said Rhian maliciously, pulling Maretta dsse to him as Doranne
had been, 'while the last kiss of the honeymoatilisvet on my lips, I'll be
gone.' He laughed into Maretta's stormy face agitened his hold.

'l don'twantto dance with you,' she muttered, under covehefrhusic.
‘You never even asked if | did.’

'‘Never a policy of mine to ask,' he replied blandigimply take - then wait
for the gratitude in the form of loving arms windiround my neck.’

'You're - you're barbaric," she flung at him, 'yeuhhuman, you're callous!
'I've heard all that before.’

‘All right, but now you know what | think of you,illvyou let me go?'

'‘No. Anyway, I've known for a long time what yourtk of me.’

"Your father's coming back.’

'‘Now tell me something | don't know.’

She tried to tear away from him. 'Will you let m&'g



‘No.'

She glanced anxiously over her shoulder. Harfootéd most displeased,
but resumed his seat beside Josephine. 'The dsfteming,’ he told her, at
which Josephine expressed her pleasure, and ggaeda the book on her
lap. 'It will be beyond my wildest dreams,' Harfadid, 'to have in my

family two people, not just one, interested inshbject dearest to my heart.
When Maretta and | are married, Josephine, you narse and stay with us
often, then we could all three go out bird-watching

'What," whispered the professor's son, 'no cofig litvosomes? Always a
case of "and mother came, too0"?"

'If you don't let me go," Maretta said, her bodgag in perfect time with
his, but her mind going almost berserk with hisrness, 'I'll scratch your
eyes out!'

'Oh," he slowed down, smiling derisively, 'if yow dhat, | wouldn't be able
to look at you any more and enjoy your bewitchiegutty. So | had better
do what you want.' He followed up his sarcasm waittheep, mocking bow
and returned to Doranne, who slipped her arm thrdniggand held him as if
she would never let him go.

Unexpectedly, Harford was called back to the ursigrHe asked Maretta
if she would like to accompany him this time, blé shrank from the idea.
Somehow the thought of returning to her place afkwoot as a laboratory
assistant but as the fiancee of the head of tharttepnt himself, instead of
intriguing her, filled her with an intense shyness.

There would be introductions to the highly-placeademics with whom
Harford worked, to education officials and advisersd she did not feel
ready to meet them on equal terms with her hushauhe. Deep down she
still had not completely accepted the fact thatwsas engaged to be married
to the man who, only a few weeks before, she hgarded with such awe.



Perhaps, she thought, it was the fact that, apam kissing her now and
then and putting a protective arm around her, dendthing to place their
relationship on a more intimate footing. He seemeie content to wait
until the wedding ring was on her finger.

Next morning Harford went off down the drive, liff a hand in farewell.
He would not stay overnight, he had told Marettatl@sy had kissed
good-bye on the doorstep, even if it meant arrivinghe in the early hours.
He would allow nothing, he had said, to keep hinayavior a prolonged
period from the girl of his dreams.

Josephine, standing a little apart, watched theth waismile. Was she,
Maretta wondered, waiting until Harford's car hasagpeared round the
bend in the drive, becoming reconciled to the nageiat last? She certainly
seemed to approve of Harford as a prospective rsdaai.

Later that morning, Maretta was in her room tryomga long-sleeved scarlet
blouse of her mother's when there was a knock @ddlor. Thinking it was
her mother, she invited the caller in. It was Rhiamd she reacted
immediately to his presence.

'No, no, you can't come in. | thought it was—'
'‘My father?' Eyebrows rose, the smile turned magkiWhom, no doubt,
you would have welcomed, literally, with open arrAfter all, he is your

fiance.'

She coloured slighdy. '‘Don't be silly. He's goneayawAll the same, I'm
trying something on, so—'

'‘Go ahead. The sight of a woman in the processhahging from one
garment to another doesn't embarrass me, | assure y

"You've seen so many?' Why did she have to soumaigy?

Rhian laughed, leaning back against the door. 'S8oynthat even if | had
three hands, I still couldn't count them on all fimgers.’



She resigned herself to his presence and to weaengnother's blouse,
which was too big for her anyway, until he had goWéhat do you want?'

'First, to give you this.' He took from his pockie¢ stole he had bought her
in Norwich market, and held it out. It was as mastMaretta could do not to
snatch it from him.

She eyed it longingly. 'Suppose | don't want it emyre?"

'Stop playing with me, sweetheart, or you'll getrenthan you've bargained
for.

A dark red blush crept up her cheeks at the endaarepoken in a slightly
insulting way.

'Or shall I wind it round your neck again, as | dida certain - rather special
- occasion?'

Rather special? The evening she had admitted sieel loim? Special for
him, of course, because it was another conquestail up, another woman
at his feet just waiting for him to trample all oveer.

She held out her hand for it, but he stayed whereds. 'Come and get it.'

To her own humiliation, that was exactly what sttt He smiled, obviously
gratified that she had obeyed his order. Takingtbke, Maretta retreated to
a safe distance, pressing the softness of thecfaljainst her cheek.

'Why have you returned this?'

He gave a dismissive shrug. 'A whim, an impulse.'gdused. 'As a peace
offering. It's time we came to some sort of underding, considering it's
not going to be long before you become a memb#heoTudor family.'

'Peace offering?' She looked doubtful. Would trearer be peace between
them? 'Wouldn't it be better to call it a trucecease-fire, a rest from
hostilities?'



‘All right, truce then. I'm easy.' He looked at Match. 'Get ready, because
we're going out.'

'Out? Where?'

'Remember that boat | told you my father and | civoe the Broads? The
weather's right, the paternal bird has flown fa day, what better time than
this to take you to see it?'

'‘But that would leave my mother here alone.’

'I've settled that to her satisfaction. We're giMrer a lift to Norwich. She's
going to sight-see and window-shop.'

Maretta stroked her stole. 'Doranne?’

'‘Gone.' Maretta looked up quickly. 'Taken hers#lfRemoved herself from
the premises. And me.’

'‘But why? | thought you two were—' She could nat {ne idea into words
because it hurt too much. His reply was even manefypl.

'l discovered after all that she had marriage indni didn't. That's the worst

of women.' He smiled and rested an elbow on theofdphe dressing-table

mirror. 'A few kisses, a few caresses and theyasearriage certificate

floating about in front of their eyes."You readlse despicable.' She said it in
a matter-of-fact way and he laughed loudly.

'My job has taken me to lonely places, into thedui@rated company of
men. I'm not suited for a monastic life, so whegolon leave | adjust the
balance.’

'‘As you've said before." She draped the white stolend her neck but
removed it because it looked wrong against thdetoair the blouse.

'It therefore follows," his amused gaze watchedchegfully as she looked at
her reflection, 'that I'm conditioned to women wdom't complain when you



up and leave them, make no emotional demands aegtaihat they might
never see you again.'

Her reflected image showed her by the expressidreoface just how much
his words were hurting her. 'As you said, "Takerylmyve and take your
leave.™

'Right.’
She swung round. 'l didn't realize until now jusivmuch | hate you.'

There was a long, brittle silence. Their gaze hkid, however much she
tried, she could read nothing into his expressidhgive you ten minutes,’
he said, and went from the room.

They drove through villages with imposing churched sprawling village

greens. There were ancient cottages with tiledsraafl pink-washed walls.
Others had roofs of thatch and were half-timbetfeglyvalls being painted in
dazzling white. Some old houses had sharp-poirabteg and roofs curved
with the weight of passing centuries.

They lunched at an ancient inn which dated fronfifteeenth century and as
they drove on, making for the river, Rhian told k& about the large
number of windmills to be seen on the Norfolk Brea@hey were, he told
her, built during the seventeenth century to assidt the draining and

reclaiming of the land. Many of them, he said, fielb disuse and disrepair
with the coming of electricity and more efficienethods of doing the work
of the windmills. But some had been well lookeea#ind preserved.

'Where's the boat moored?' she asked him.

'‘Near Horning. It's free there, but other mooriagsnot. When you're going

to stay on the boat for some days, it's usual torga shopping spree before
you start in order to stock up for the journey. fEhare quite a number of

shops you can call on along the Broads. Since wetratending to stay,' he

gave her a quick smile, 'there's no need for wssibthem.’



It was a small two-berth motor cruiser that Rhihis, hand extended for
hers, led her on to. He took her on a swift tounibthe cratft.

‘Galley," he said, pointing to a semi-partitionedaawith cooking facilities
and other kitchen equipment. 'Lockers, shower andrs' He walked on.
'Settee berth, for sleeping on at night and seabyngday. Across the
gangway, another berth, similarly used. All the emdconveniences you
could wish for. Fine for a honeymoon, wouldn't ysay?' With a quizzical
smile, 'Is this where my father will bring you, gou think?’

She turned and walked towards the galley. The thiodigturbed her oddly.
Alone with Harford, day - and night? How immaturancl get? she
reproached herself.

'Well, what do you think of it?’
'It's fantastic. Are we staying anchored here ajl dr are we going places?’

"We're going places.' He got the engine starteld gase and leapt on to the
promenade to release the boat from its mooringenTie dropped back on
board, revved the engine and steered it into nadsaty slowly, carefully
avoiding the mass of other craft around them.

There were sailing boats, their sails billowingtlwe breeze, rowing boats,
dinghies and large motor cruisers. At last theyanerder way, Rhian at the
wheel. Maretta looked bemusedly around her. There Wwouses standing at
the water's edge, with 'garages’ into which thesacawners steered their
boats on their return from a day's outing. Thereevgeneral stores here and
there, with people in holiday mood stocking uptfuir journeys.

There were hotels with gardens stretching dowrhériver, and striped

umbrellas over tables where people sat and gapeeh@rNow and then the
wash from a larger cruiser passing them causetdhaeto rock, but Rhian

steered the craft expertly. He had removed hisgaakd the sleeves of his
open-necked shirt were rolled up.

Maretta saw the powerful muscles in his arms, tieadb shoulders, the
controlled tension in his features as he manoeutiedcraft along the



waterway. It was lunchtime now and she wonderée ihad forgotten. Ten
minutes later the rhythm of the boat slowed aelithd Rhian turned to
Maretta, seeing her hair streaming out behindakrok of pure pleasure on
her face.

'No need to ask if you're enjoying it,’ he saidot'dven feeling pangs of
hunger?’

'Well, as a matter of fact," she replied, 'l wasdering-'

‘All provided for. Take the wheel.’

She shrank away. 'No, no, | couldn't—'

'‘Can you drive a car?' She nodded. "Then you aae this. Do you know
that if you hire a boat, someone gives you halhaar's instruction, then
goes off and leaves you to it? So come on, takewlde | find the food.'

Maretta made her way towards the wheel and pubh@ubands towards it.

'‘Get hold of it properly. It won't bite." His handemped down over hers,
pressing her fingers round the wheel. 'Just darértything, that's all.’

He was off and she was alone and in charge. Aftewanoments, it was an
exhilarating experience. The boat cut through tlaew making its own
wash, passing mallard and teal in groups on trez.riv

'Mute swans,' Rhian said behind her, startling Bée had not realized he
had returned. 'Probably male and female.. Beaifdks.' Maretta glanced
at them, noticing how their orange beaks stood against their white
plumage. 'They aren't as silent as their name e@apWWhen they're annoyed
they snort and hiss.'

'Please take over, Rhian,' she pleaded.

"You're doing fine.'

'Please, I'm so afraid I'll go into the bank.’



He came close behind her and put his hands ovsy Inelping her steer. His
nearness flustered her, his tanned arms rubbingsideer skin excited her
too much. She turned her head to plead again wisdiph came down and
pressed hers. 'Stop fussing, my dearest girl, aiathgr would say. | never
would have believed you would manage a boat sofwstltime. There are
brains under that silky soft hair, after all.’

'Rhian,’ she said desperately, feeling him pressgagnst her, 'I'm so hungry
I'n—

'‘Go on,' he pushed her away, 'I'll find somewhertet up, then we can eat.
Can't have my father accusing me of starving hfe-ta-be.’

He steered the boat towards the bank, broughtritggide and took the rope
in his hand. Holding it, he leapt on to the grassured it with a strong knot
around the trunk of a tree and jumped back on board

In an open hamper there were cups and plates goldstic containers, salad
stuffs, a selection of cold meats and rolls, Marstared at it all. "Where did
this come from? Mrs. Fiske?'

'No. | phoned through to a shopkeeper | know whtegeboat was moored. |
ordered it and he came on board and left it hele pointed to a couple of
vacuum flasks. 'Coffee or tea, whichever you w&atwdered milk, sugar
lumps,'

'He's thought of everything.'

‘Not quite. | provided the woman.'

She ignored the taunt. 'May | start?'

'Help yourself. Imagine you're part-owner. You Iheare, anyway. A
month or two and you'll be my father's bride. Wgoti?'

There was something in his voice which made hek ktohim. It was as
though summer had turned to winter. His smile hadeg the eyes were
hard.



It was a challenge she could not allow to passs,"¥&he answered lightly,
and dipped into the hamper.

Lunch over, they were on their way again. Marettmeered where they
were making for and how far Rhian intended goinfpi@eturning back.
They were some distance from home and it would takéwour or two's
drive from the river to get there.

'‘Maretta," he called her to his side, and whercsinge, he put a careless arm
across her shoulders, 'let me see how much yosaratlfrom my father's
teaching. Look there.' She moved her eyes in thetadirection in which he
was pointing. 'ldentify that bird.’

She made an immense effort to see - let alone teenathe bird he was
indicating and was in the act of shaking her heakrably when she cried,
'l can see it - it's a snipe! And it was you whowhd it to me first, not your
father. When we went to Breckland - don't you rererf’

'‘Ah, yes. | recall that enjoyable day. And the tielaship that evolved

between us, when we let our desires off the leash-dook, a kingfisher!

There, on that branch.' With one hand off the stgarvheel, he turned her
head in the right direction. 'See it?'

'Yes, yes,' she whispered excitedly. Did Rhiands@hess heighteadl her
senses, including sight? 'lt's beautiful." She daatdts bright plumage, the
brilliant blue-green, and the orange colour undatimeThen it moved and
she gasped, feeling Rhian's arm tighten round Heere was a flash of
sapphire and orange as the bird streaked downstreaving behind a
rainbow of colour.

‘A rare sight indeed," Rhian said, his arm sightiaround her waist. 'Think
yourself lucky you saw one.’

She looked up at him shyly. 'You're teaching metaof things, Rhian.
More, in fact, than your father.’



'‘Am 1?' She frowned, puzzled by his tone, thenrsaézed he had read more
than one meaning into her words.

For some time there was only the swish of the watethe boat moved
along, the cries and laughter of other peopleaeir tiiver craft. Children ran
about on the banks. Adults emerging from tentsedatiut to them. There
were bushes and trees at the water's edge, shdsg beached, their sails
down. Now and then there were, on each side, gtestthes of farmland,
cultivated or with cattle grazing. Here and theteod the ruins of a
windmill, telling of industrious times long past.

On one side now were stretches of reeds. Rhiartggbthem out and said
that the reeds were collected in some places oBtbhads and used for
thatching. 'You can see the best of English thatcn Norfolk. It's a skilled
craft. It's also big business these days. They export the reeds, especially
to America.'

He still had not let her go, although with his aimand her it left him only
one hand with which to steer the cruiser. 'Some baysaid, 'that the Broads
are Holland in miniature. The rivers resemble thecdb canals. Although
some of the countryside has shallow hills, othetspare flat, just as it is in
Holland. The windmills increase the resemblance, to

At last he let her go, and she felt a pang of gisapment, but she realized
he was pulling into a shaded part of the bank. Vghayou doing?'

‘Taking a rest.' He secured the boat to a postreached down, his hand
extended for her to take it. 'Come on up. We'llsihe.'

She looked at her watch. 'Shouldn't we be gettak®'

'With that sun still warm up there? Anyway, themls evening meal to have
first. The shopkeeper packed enough in the hanodast a week.'

A little reluctantly, she grasped his hand and blked her up beside him.
She looked around. 'There's nothing to lie on.’



'If you're that fussy—' He returned to the boat amderged with a rug,
spreading it out on the grass.

They lay side by side, quite still. Maretta wondkere her presence was
having any effect on him at all. There was a pouleréstlessness in her
limbs which she acknowledged was there becaus&eoiength of him
beside her. His shirt was unbuttoned and the ralsecsun were adding to
the tan on his chest. She wanted so much to tauchhiat she had to clench
her fists to restrain her instincts.

After a while she ventured, 'Rhian?' He turnedieiad. 'How did you get so
sun-tanned? Was it from where you've been workiongad?'

He lifted his head, smiled and dropped it agaiardy. I've just come back
from North Alaska. | was in Malaysia for a spelfdre that, which is where
| got the tan. It's taken a long time to fade.’

‘The change of climate from one temperature tather must have been a
shock.'

'It was traumatic. It took me weeks to acclimatiz¢he cold.’
'What was it like there?'

He raised an arm and shaded his eyes, as if shotitrthe sun helped him to
remember. 'Tough. Howling wind most of the timedHa wear layers of
clothes, endless sweaters, not to mention wookes, lgloves, snow-boots.
Jackets with fur collars and hoods. Goggles to stepsnow blinding us.
Geologists in the field are rough and ready inrtla@ipearance. No good
being clothes-conscious when you're searchindiiags like oil.'

She laughed. 'lt's hard to imagine you all tattexred torn. Did you grow a
beard?

He fingered his chin. "Yes, partly because it washsa nuisance having to
shave every day and partly because a beard kept/gou.’

She half-turned on to her side to look at him. '{pod look like your father?"



'With a beard? No.' He sounded a litde sharp. May not have noticed in
your lovelorn state, but he and | are very différenour colouring. He's
dark, I'm fair-to-brown."’

'Do you—' Dared she ask? 'Do you take after youtheran that respect?'

'Possibly." Now there was no doubt about the skesgrof his tone. It was
some time before he spoke again and what he sagdlesl that his mind had
changed the subject. 'There were problems in swdimate. For instance,
how to get the oil out to the inhabited parts @ world.'

'What about ships?'
‘Sea frozen for most of the year.'
'l thought the usual way to bring out oil was bggline?’

‘Overland - well," he laughed, 'you may not beligybut there the snag was
that it might disturb the migration of the caribdfiuyou took it underground
by pipeline, the hot oil would melt the frozen gnol

She raised herself on to her elbow and pulledméee of grass. 'How did
you know where to look for oil?"

'Partly by looking at air photographs. You studg ttock structure they
reveal thousands of feet below the surface. Weuwssanstruments to study
changes in the earth's magnetic and gravity fieddsye use seismology,
that is, we make mock earthquakes. Shock wavesltaandifferent speeds
through different rocks. When we think we haveribbt rock structure, we
do test drillings and bring up cores of rock. Ilya some samples in my
study. I'll show you them some time." He lifted hisad, looking at her
through slitted eyes. 'And if you do that much lengsweetheart, you'll
arouse me so much you'll wonder what's hit you.'

Scarlet-faced, she realized what she had been dditige time he had been
talking. With the piece of grass she had pulled slag been idly,
unconsciously trailing it over his bare arm, from Wrist to his elbow and
back again.



She tore the grass into pieces and shifted awaysdrry, | didn't realize
what | was doing."'

He sat up, resting on his elbow. 'A psychologistlddave said you knew
perfectly well what you were doing.’

Hurriedly she stood, brushing her pants and smogther hair. 'I'm going
back to the boat. We really should be on our wans®&hian.’

He rose and stretched and followed her back tbda¢, shaking out the rug
on which they had been lying and throwing it downome of the berths.

He pulled on a shirt and they dipped into the hanaggin for their meal,
bringing out sandwiches and another flask of coffieeally have enjoyed
today, Rhian,’ Maretta said, replacing the tophenempty flask. "Thank you
for bringing me.’

'It was my pleasure entirely," he returned mockinghd pushed the hamper
under a shelf.

He untied the boat, started the engine and tutredind, then they were on
their way back. They moved at a leisurely paceslswly at times that
Maretta grew anxious. The sun was setting now.ds Wow and golden,
filling the sky with a brilliance which was reflext in the ripples on the
almost motionless water. Most of the rivercraftrsed to have been moored
for the night, with only a yacht or two here ancerthy their sails
orange-white in the light from the setting sun.

It came to Maretta that they were in unfamiliar evat It was not the way
back. When she said as much to Rhian, he laughteché&de no comment.
Some time later, as he began to pull over to thek bsteering towards a
secluded area surrounded by overhanging trees,tfflarsuspicions were
aroused.

'Where are we going now?' she asked sharply.

'‘Nowhere, sweet. We're staying right here.’



'‘But we've got to get back. It's late already and—'
'l said," he repeated quietly, 'we're staying hieéog.the night.'

She sprang across the intervening space and iiedershe tried to wrench
the steering wheel round so that they were malonghle open river again.
He took his hands from the wheel and threw hereaglien he carried on
steering.

It was his determination that frightened her mdrant the bruises she
sustained as she tripped and fell over the caibpé. She picked herself up
immediately. 'We're not - we can't stay here. Mytheo - she'll worry.
You've no right-'

'‘Agreed. No right, but | don't care a dariivie're staying!'

'Rhian,' she whispered, pale now. 'Please ...’

He was unmoved, and tied the boat securely to avgash seemed to be
there for that purpose.

It was almost dark now, and a chill came into thre iavading Maretta's
body. She was to stay here with him - all nighthktmercy entirely? If he
followed his desires, alone as they were, thereladvba nothing she could
do. He had the power, the strength - the overwhmgnaittraction - to get
what he wanted from her.

She pleaded with him, tears welling up, 'Pleaséaikitake me back.’
'What?' he mocked. 'Lose a golden opportunity?dsogour life!

She flared, 'Is this another way you've thoughotifaking me away from
your father?'

'Does the motive matter? You're here, I'm heréslmbke the most of it.’



‘You're all | said you were," she stormed, 'unsalogs, ruthless ..." She
turned and ran, leaping from the boat and on tb&mk. "You can't make me
stay with you!

She started to run, groping her way through thestréer feet dragging
through the brambles, but he was after her andirplder, anywhere he
could find - her hair, her thin summer top. He lgiouher up sharply and
swung her round to face him. "You're staying,'did,sviolence latent in his
eyes, 'if | have to use the rope to tie you down.'

It was no use opposing him, he had the whip-hard ren knew it. She
trailed behind him, his hand round her wrist likeiee. He pushed her in
front of him on to the boat.

‘Try running away again,' he threatened, ‘and e happens.'

Hopelessly she sank on to one of the berths, et lmeher hands, her hair
swinging forward. The mattress on which she wamgiwvas depressed by
his weight as he came to sit beside her, but stamklaway from him. His

mood seemed to have changed. His voice was ssftex apoke, but it filled

her with an even greater fear than his anger. Wbaldn't he get from a

woman if he exercised his charm?

His hand found the side of her head, pulling it dse that her cheek rested
against his chest. 'Give to me, sweetie,' he gsaitlys'give to me what |
want and what you want to give. You won't regrgtpromise.’ Crying now,
she shook her head. 'Let me make love to you, é&show you what love
from ayoungman is like. I'm April, not September, like myHat. This is
how a young man kisses.' He pushed her down wettihéad was against the
pillow. 'Not like this," his lips brushed her chedbut like this." His lips
crushed her mouth.

At first she yielded, revelling in his touch, hisgh on her flesh, the feeling
that slowly, inevitably, he was making her parthah. Not long now, she
thought hazily, delightedly, before she belongethitn. The thought took
shape and meaning. The effect it would have onlifeer not his - if it
happened hit her like an avalanche a mountain ermb



To him it would make no difference. He had knowalitbefore. To her it
would bring about a catastrophic change within élé&rder future, her
world.

She struggled then to get away from him, hittingshpng, scratching, but it
was like trying to get a tiger off her back. Whauld she do to stop him?
Words, they were her only weapon now. She twistechkad away, freeing
her mouth.

'l won't be used by you to satisfybéological neetl That was what you
called it, wasn't it? No man who takes me takedowg and then takes his
leave. Your words, every single one!" He slackeadittle in his pressure
upon her and she managed to squirm from underfinding her feet and
standing some distance away, flushed, hot, disteslelYou won'ttake
from me, then findny loving arms winding in gratitude round your neck.
Your words again. I'm not the sort who can loveamrand watch him walk
away without the slightest flicker of feeling.- Amquoting right?' Her voice
was high and brittle and full of sarcasm.

In desperation she played her last and most tetlard. 'l love your father,

Rhian, and he trusts me. | won't do anything, angtlat all to betray that

trust.’ If she was not telling the truth, if shesnexaggerating her feeling of
fondness for Harford into something much deepesn ttshe told herself
miserably, she was only doing it as an act of selservation.

He seemed moved at last into some response. i, rihe bit out, rising
and smoothing his hair, 'you're safe, quite, gsatee. | wouldn't lay a finger
on my futuremother!

The shock of his words was so great, she collapsed the other bertlidis
mother! Yes, in marrying Rhian's father, .she would becoRtgan's
stepmother. The idea seemed so incredible, soienbble, she pressed her
hands to her ears to keep out the sound of hissv&uat no matter how she
tried, they kept on ringing in her brain.



The journey back in the early morning was silenarétta had tossed and
turned in her berth just across the gangway fronamtShe knew she had
slept a little because once she had woken hergelfying out.

In her wakeful periods she had listened for any sifjrestlessness from
Rhian, but there had been none. His breathing kad bven and slow, but
whether he was sleeping or merely relaxing deegbig,could not tell. In his
work on many of the sites on which he had been eyepl abroad, he must
have grown accustomed to more uncomfortable placeteep in than the
berth of a motor cruiser, however small.

The air had a sweet-smelling fragrance, the bitbdaraund dipped and
dived and soared with morning vigour. Their calisl lneen joyous and light,
and Maretta felt her unhappiness all the more gei@ptontrast with their

pleasure in the fresh new day. What could it brimgr but more

unhappiness?

Rhian, at the wheel, was tall, commanding, the megso his arms standing

out strongly at every turn and correction of treurse. She had come to
know so well the strength of those arms, the paley held when they

came around her to force her to do his biddingia$ not with her strength

that she had resisted him but with the caustic wehe had used about him,
with the half-lies she had told.

The boat was tied at its moorings, the hamper metlito the shop not far
from the water's edge. The drive home had beenlgiant, with a word
now and then from one or the other only if it was@utely necessary.

Near the end of the journey, Maretta said, breakiegsilence, 'My mother
-l must find her and tell her where I've been. Bbe' worried sick about
me.'

'‘She knew where you were.'
Her head swung round to stare at his rigid proftlevas a few moments

before Maretta could find the words to speak. ‘Skreew? You told her?" It
was almost as if he had not heard her. 'You and gbe connived between



you to keep me out with you all night? She actualantedyou to—' She
could not say the words.

Her own mother collaborating with Rhian Tudor? Buty? Why not?
Didn't they both share the same opinion - thatsstoaild not be engaged to
Harford, let alone intend to marry him? So what wasier than for them to
get together and plan this night out?

Rhian had scarcely applied the brakes than sheowasfthe car. In the
double garage Harford's blue car was parked neatipe side.

'l must find Harford," she murmured to herself s gan towards the front
door. But a hand closed in a grip of iron on heistvtYou're coming with
me," Rhian said grimly. 'l have' something to shgou, something |
consider you should see.’

In vain she pulled and jerked at her arm. She cooldree herself from him.
His face was set and implacable. In the hall thesspd Josephine, a ready
smile on her face. As her eyes met her daughted sigpped to Rhian's, her
smile died and a worried frown took its place.

'‘Mother," Maretta cried, as Rhian pulled her updtars, ‘howcould you?
How couldyou do that to me?'

'Darling—' Josephine began, but they were rouncttinee in the stairs and
out of sight.

Rhian pulled Maretta behind him towards a doowds, Maretta knew, his
father's bedroom, a room she had never seen. Raranthe door open and
pushed her in front of him.

All Maretta saw at first was that the room was gmiiarford was not there.
Then, as her eyes began to take in details, sh&ews into an unbelieving
stillness.

On every spare space, on tables, windowsills, sledstrawers, the bedside
table, all over the walls, were photographs - gbang woman. A young
woman so like herself it was impossible, at filghg to believe they were in



fact different people. There was an incredibler#®s in the features, the
wide, almond-shaped eyes, the full mouth, the atdbews and high
cheekbones. But more than anything else, therawsasilarity in the colour
of the hair - a pale, golden ,brown exactly like bgn, the colour she
herself shared with Rhian.

So Rhian, in his colouring and his features, h&énaafter his mother, not
his father at all.

This was a shrine to a long-dead wife, a wife Harfload never forgotten,
whose memory he held in such reverence it seeméadhaworn never to
forget her.

It explained so many things, the strange wordsdaeuttered about knowing
her for years, about waiting so long for her to edmack to him, about the
yellow dress suiting her ... About the way he h@d Rhian never to touch
her ...

Compassion filled her, her lip quivered - and skargy round at the sound
of her name. Harford was there behind her, his bydmnt with an anger
that terrified her, a man so changed from the gemte she had known and
who had professed to love her that she could haeligve the two were the
same.

'So you spent the night with my son?' The tone eodd, the words spoken
with something bordering on hatred. 'He made lavgau and now you're
his." It was a statement; he was not questioning he

'Harford,' she went towards him, trying to comfairn, but he backed away
as if he could not bear to be near her. 'It'sm&, tHarford. Yes, we spent the
night together, in the cabin cruiser, but we sgpsrt.'

'l don't believe you.' He spoke flatly, withoutrade of colour in his voice.
'No woman spending the night with my son could gpéanywhere but in
his arms. | know him too well.'

'Harford,' she held out her hand with his ring @n finger, 'there is such a
thing as trust.’



Trust!" he spat out. 'Don't talk to me about tro&iu've let me down so
badly, | can never trust you again.’'

His eyes had a glazed look, as though he was atiiatvare of what he was
saying. Maretta had a strange feeling that he wagatking to her, but to
someone - something - else. To the girl who haedliinside him for so
many years, lived untouched, inviolate, in his mgmo

The dreams he had cherished about her were gower tw return, the
dreams beyond the horizon. And beyond those drehengjas facing his
reality at last.



CHAPTER TEN

IT was all over and Maretta was alone. She staredfate window of the
living-room at her home and wondered when her motheuld come.
Horizon Hall, Harford, Rhian - they were all behihdr now. It was a
finished chapter, a closed book in her life. Shes waen without a job,
having given it up at Harford's request when thegame engaged.

No one had known she had gone. After she had rdstiadHarford's anger,
everyone had retreated into their own rooms, their worlds. She had been
washed up on a desert island of her' own makirtgjnguherself off from all
contact with the others in the house. Even her exathe had not been able
to face.

The phone rang, as it had done so many times #yatashd the day before,
from the moment of her arrival. Not once had shenamed it. Whoever it
was - Harford, her mother, Rhian - even the thowgtim made her heart
beat faster - would go unanswered as far as shecaraerned. She had
nothing to say to any of them.

Her clothes were still at Horizon Hall. She had hothered to pack her
cases. All she had wanted to do was to take hérarmhgo away.- She had
walked to the village, caught a bus to Norwich &mel next train home,
leaving her mother to pick up the pieces. It wontt be long, she was
certain, before her mother returned.

But two days passed and her mother did not comen Ehe phone calls had
stopped. The resulting silence, after the constmhour of the bell, was
more unnerving than the idea of an unansweredrcalf@tiently waiting at
the other end of the line.

It was in the early hours of her third night aldhat the phone rafig again.
Dazed with sleep, her barriers weakened by fatijlegetta found her way
down to the hall and answered the call.

'‘Maretta?' She did not answer. 'Darling, I've bé&ging for so long to
contact you. Are you well?'



'Yes, thank you, Mother," Maretta replied stiffly.

'I've been so worried, dear. Why didn't you anstixer phone?' Maretta
greeted the question with silence. 'Darling, Rwieamts to speak to you.'

Maretta put the phone down and found her way wehetk to bed. But she
did not sleep. Instead, she lay awake expectingtbee to ring again. Even
when the dawn broke and the sun rose high, therestiibbeen no repeat of
the call. Giving up at last, she fell into a deeghausted sleep, only to
awaken to the sound of the doorbell.

Her watch told her it was well into the morning.eSifted her housecoat
from the back of the door and stumbled down th&sst was surely her
mother at last! It was not until she had turneddaieh and was pulling the
front door open that she remembered her motherdiuaNe used her key.

By then it was too late. Even as she tried to ghetdoor shut again, Rhian
had his shoulder to it and was forcing her back wie door. Then he closed
it and stood, arms folded, regarding her. Only tlikth she become
conscious of how dishevelled she must look, her &ary, her housecoat
pulled round her, the belt hanging loose.

‘As | thought," he murmured, 'white face, greadsheed eyes, half-starved
through loss of appetite. Is your broken engagemieying on you so much
it's making you ill? Do you want my father back?'

'Get out," she said quietly, 'or I'll call the peli’

He moved slowly to put himself between her anddtephone. 'You'll have
to get past me first. And you know by now how easilgrapple with
recalcitrant women. And how easily | win.’

She motioned him into the living-room, then thirkishe would catch him
off-guard, made a dive for the telephone. But he been ready for the
action. He swung round, caught at the back of besécoat and jerked her
against him so hard she was winded.



He held her thus for a few moments, then she siedgand he imprisoned
her arms, pinioning them to her sides. 'Behavesa# He looked over her
shoulder and down the length of her. 'Heaven knows,re vulnerable
enough.’

Her nightdress was low-cut and brief. Her head pedoas she stood
helplessly in his hold and he made the most oehdrarrassment.-

'Rhian,’ she said hoarsely, 'I'll behave. But meas me go and put some
clothes on. | promise not to try to get away.'

He released her and she rubbed her arms whermbesd had bruised her.
"You keep that promise, otherwise,’ through narbiigs, 'I'll live up to my
reputation for ruthlessnesdyarbarity and unspeakable cruelty to
womankind. Whether or not that reputation is mdritdl show you no
mercy.: Is that understood?"

She nodded and climbed the stairs, step by slqw ¥tléen she reached the
top her heart was pounding as if she had racedarp.tRhian was here, and
she must do everything in her power to send himyaws she dressed,
pulling on jeans and a ribbed top, combed her had applied a little
make-up, she wondered where she was going to fiadrésolution and
determination to do so*

When she came down the stairs, he was lingerirtgarhall. It seemed he
had not trusted her enough to wait in the livingap He followed her in,

glancing quickly round, taking in the comfortabig lvell-worn look of the

furniture, the photographs on the mantelpiecepthro against the wall, a
television set on a small table; The contrast betwieer living conditions

and his own at Horizon Hall must have registered he showed no sign of
it.

She motioned him to a seat, but he remained stgndiatching her lower
herself into a deep armchair. 'My father would likesee you.' The flinch
she gave at his words did not pass him by.- 'His f&® explanation is due
which he maintains is better expressed verbally trapaper.’

'l understand everything perfectly, thank you. htdaeed an explanation.’



‘All right, if you won't hear it from him, then ydudamned* well listen to
me. Let's start at the beginning.' He walked altbaetroom. 'My parents
were young when they married, barely nineteen. Whgrfather married
my mother, he was aware, because she had toldth@&nshe had a heart
condition. She had been warned by a doctor nevieave children, but she
wouldn't listen to him. She persuaded my fatheajrag his will, to let her
have the baby she longed for. She survived my biytlonly a few hours,
long enough to know that she had had a son anthisper to my father that
he must call me Rhian Harford Tudor.’

He gazed out of the window.- 'She knew she wasgdymt she told my

father at the end that her only regret was thahsleo leave him, my father,
behind.' There was a long silence. 'They had beepld in love. After her

death, my father remained in love with her to saolextent that he turned
his bedroom into a kind of shrine to my mother'srmagy. He vowed he

would never forget her and never remarry.’'

He came to stand in front of her. 'Until he met yaho so resembled her
that he, scientist though he was and who thoughttlaér times with
rationality and cold reasoning, sincerely belietleat she had come back to
life in you.'

With large eyes she looked up at him. 'He oftenectmstand beside me and
watched me putting the equipment together for tmplest of experiments.

| couldn't understand why. He didn't even seem de the other lab
assistants. It was only me, no one else.’

Rhian nodded. 'Now you know why. You also know wiigyinvited you to
stay with him, why he started to kiss you, makeelty you—'

‘Never, in the sense you mean!" she cried. 'He'tdiduch me in that way,
not even when we became engaged. He treated m#é, wwith a kind of
reverence.’

'Which is exactly what | mean. You were his "wifgé&t not his "wife". In
his dreams he was "allowed" to touch you, in reddg did not.’

'Why were you always quarrelling with him?"



'‘Because he had to blame someone for my mothextb.devas the cause of
it, or so he reasoned, so | must bear the guitteofdeath all my life. Deep
down, of course, he has always blamed himselfpbaause he had to live
with himself, he couldn't spend the rest of hie lith that burden on his
shoulders, so he shifted it to me.’

At last he sat down, across the room, in the shaddept you out with me
in the boat all night, not with the intention ofiseing you, although as you
must be aware, through reasons best kept to mysafe very near to it. |
kept you out with me - with your mother's consemteause | knew that after
a night spent in my company, he would think thestand that, | hoped, |
gambled, would be sufficient to make him come tod@nses.' He inspected
his nails. 'Somehow | had to make you, also, seges&o | pitchforked you
into his room where you, too, came face to facé waality.'

There seemed to be nothing to say, so Marettadtlgnt, leaving the next
move to him.

'l phoned your mother one evening and had a lokgath her about you
and my father. | discovered she was as opposdr tméarriage as | was, so |
suggested that she should take up my father'saiiit to stay at Horizon
Hall, talk to you and try to persuade you to breikhe engagement.’

'So that's why you went to meet her at the stati@ften wondered how you
managed to recognize her.’

'We'd arranged something beforehand. Anyway, sweke you | could
hardly make a mistake." He flipped at his tie, giog its colours.
'Incidentally, she sends her love. And | was tbytell that she and Harford
are getting to know each other better every dageéims she's persuaded
him to put away his photographs for ever. One dag,hopes, he might face
the future with a new partner.' He smiled briefhfter all, as | said, she's
very like you and therefore bears a strong resemsblao my mother. An
older version, perhaps.’

Her mother and Harford! The thought at first s&ttlthen pleased Maretta.



"You may also like to know,' Rhian went on, 'tHs situation between my
father and myself has eased considerably. Whenbyouwght him face to
face with the many truths he had refused to adodgpe past, he was honest
enough to admit that he had kept his feelings felimsuch iron control that
they had warped our relationship all through mg.lilWe are now friends, as
well as father and son."

Maretta took a deep breath. She sensed they had tmrthe end of the
explanations. 'Is that all you have to say?'

He hedged. 'Havgouanything to say?'
'What about?' she responded woodenly.

'One fine evening you told me something and I'terofvondered whether
or not it was true.'

‘That | loved you? | told you,' her voice was harkbkaid it under duress. |
heard you tell your father that you'd gone alltounake me fall in love with
you to bring him to his senses. So what good wdub@ve done even if it
had been true? | know how you regard women. Ng yies said, no wife
tagging along behind, no kids to get in the waf bice had risen despite
her attempts to control it. 'You know what | thiokyou, too. I've told you
many times."'

He shrugged, then rose and looked down at herl,"Wgless that's it.'
They gazed at each other, he dispassionate andsf@lunbelieving and
with a quivering lip. He was going? She would nes@e him again? Well,
she was driving him away, wasn't she?

'‘Good-bye," she said stonily.

'‘Good-bye, Maretta.' He looked at her with narroansidering eyes. They

held an expression that turned her cold. Then lo®ped, like an eagle, and
she was his prey again and he was draining thédife her.



His arms imprisoned her, his lips prising hers tpaihe crushed her to him.
His passion became infused with tenderness, hidshampatient of her
clothes, touching her body in a caressing, intimatg. In this new mood of
gentleness and persuasion, in place of the brudaltyanding approaches he
had made so often in the past, she was helplessoamgliant and yielded to
him whatever he wanted of her, responding to hésds and his passion
until it measured up to his. Then, incredibly, ¢pdhe put her from him and
made for the door.

She stared after him. He was leaving her, aftestadlhad tried to tell him in
her actions and responses to his love-making? S dr had said about
himself was true?

'Rhian?"

He turned and saw that her eyes had flooded watts té€Take your love and
take your leave? You meant it, every word?"

'Yes, | meant it. It's still true. But in a differesense.’ A strange smile played
about his tight lips. 'l can't take my love, so ushtake my leave.' He
whispered, 'Good-bye, Maretta,' and turned badkealoor.

'Don't go!" It was an anguished cry as she ram afta. 'Tell me what you
mean.' In a whisper, 'Please tell me, Rhian.’

He came towards her again, walking slowly. 'Dowt yhink," he spoke
softly, ‘it would be better if you told me whgbumean?'

Her tongue was stiff and obstinate, her lips paiche

'Show me,’ he urged, 'if you can't tell me.'

With a small cry she ran the rest of the way, efioig his waist with her
arms and resting her cheek against his chest.rhtis eame round her and

he murmured, 'Look at me, my own, my darling," aadher face lifted to his,
his mouth came down and claimed hers in a see&dgnt kiss.



'From the moment | saw you,' he whispered, 'l wauyteu. | realized the
first time we met why my father had chosen you. Sheilarity of your
features and your colouring to my mother's wereeliabbable. But | hadn't
expected you to be so young. | could see from tie what a mistake my
father was making, how he was deluding himself.new about the
photographs in his room and how by a crazy twistisimagination he was
thinking you were his beloved wife come back to hie was making a
terrible mistake in trying to graft her personabtyto you. The problem was
how to make him see it. Not to mention make yolizeavhat a mistakgou
were making.'

She pulled away from him a little. 'Why were youwamour father always
quarrelling? Why did he seem to hate you so, Rhian?

'Think, sweetheart.” He pulled her close again. héal suffered for
thirty-two years. All that time he was full of valanging for his lost love.
For thirty-two years he had borne a grudge agaimesta senseless, futile
grudge. As | grew older, | realized how unfair te he was being in blaming
me for my mother's death. But understanding doesnays bring with it
forgiveness, so | couldn't find it within myself ¢ that - until now, now
when he has inadvertently given me my life's haggsn you, my darling.’

'‘But, Rhian," still she sought reassurance, 'yoiudad Doranne to stay, you
openly showed your preference for her.'

'‘And why did | ask her there? With one objectite make you jealous. Did
| succeed?' His eyes teased her.

'If you must know," she smiled, lifted a hand amgiged playfully at his hair,
'l suffered agonies.’

'I'm glad.' She pouted a little at his words. '$omy darling, but that's my
brutality coming out. | warn you, | won't be a derover, not all the time.'
He stroked her hair as she rested her cheek agp@msi wanted to fight my
father with all the weapons | had - my strength, yoyth - for the only
woman | ever wanted to possess for love instealfiEh satisfaction.' He
whispered, his lips brushing her ear, 'The only @worhhave ever wanted to
make my wife, to have at my side every possibleuteirof the day. Now,



sweetheart," how softly, how sincerely he saidwoed this time, 'do you
know how much | love you? How you've wounded meheynames you've
called me? And why | wanted you to say, forced psay, that evening we
dined together, that you loved me? Not only to makefather see sense,
but to makeyousee it, too, to make you realize that you coulahatry the
father when it was the son you loved!

'‘But,’ she sought his eyes, still uncertain, 'thbsegs you've said about your
freedom - or," tremulously, 'don't you intend torrgame?"

He laughed out loud. 'Intend to marry you? | insistmarrying you! How
else can | be sure you won't at some time in thedlbe so stupid again as to
fix on a man old enough to have fathered you tgdue life's partner? You'll
wear my ring and no one else's. You'll bear mydehit and mine alone.’

They kissed again and he drew her down beside hithecouch. 'And as
for my freedom - it will be all the greater withreeone to share it. When |
walk across deserts in the future, there will be s&ts of footprints in the
sand - yours and mine!



