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[HE TENDER LEAVES

Essie Summers



Would fate again deny her a chance at love?

Maria was delighted to accompany Mrs. Jensen to Kealand as
her nursing companion. And it seemed the perfegodpnity to
trace the father she'd never known.

After a few glorious months there, she knew shaohél her home, if
not her father. For if "home is where the healtMsria's home was
at Heronshaw with Struan Mandeville.

But even as she hoped and dreamed, she knew thsreng reason
why it would never work ....



CHAPTER ONE

MARIA paused in her packing, her eyes dreamy. When bhiseh
had asked her to accompany her back to New Zeaaed,ould have
had no idea that Maria had recognised it for a mimiracle.
Coincidences were always happening, of courseshmihad a feeling
this had been meant to happen, and happen witkqbenming just
one week after she had found that picture of whedlg must be her
unknown father's boyhood home ... her renegaddhiess father.

Just imagine ... if they hadn't lived next door\ibllow- field, a
guest-house in Osterley, she'd never have met @allkEmsen, that
redoubtablat-first-sight figure, but who had proved to havieeart
of gold. Anyway, in her years of training and insthast year of
private nursing, Maria had met many like Albertd &ad liked them
for their forthright natures, free of humbug, anttsre.

Maria's married stepsister approved of Maria adegjthis chance of
a trip, and of being able to stay on in New Zealtomdhree months.
'It'll be like a holiday for you and a paid one.ldeserve it after the
way you nursed Mother. With Johnny in hospital maisthe time,
and living so far away, there was so little | codtsl and with Rod's
baby due just before that, their hands were tied You go off and
enjoy it to the full. That sea voyage sounds hedavene, much more
of a relaxation than travelling by air. We're tledl for you.'

Maria didn't mention the picture. Shona would hbgen less happy
about the trip if she'd known her young stepsist@s going to try to
trace her real father's family. So would Rod. Tteljave been
terrified the members of that family might have é&red with the
same brush.

Maria had never wanted to know anything about aéner. Colin
Willoughby, her stepfather, had been all any fatteerld have been,



never treating her any differently from his own sod daughter. He
had given her his own name, too.

When Maria had been old enough she had asked lteemehy this
had been done. Her mother had told her the trah, thbout her own
father. 'l didn't want him to have any part in youto be able to trace
you, ever. | looked to the years ahead when, grbe old and lonely,
he might need a daughter to look after him. Themigit have found
you and ruined your life just as he ruined minedeast ruined it for a
while, till I met Colin. Rufe was so unprincipleddunstable, | didn't
dare risk you coming under his influence as a clitdhe time of the
divorce he was in Australia and I'd come back tgl&md. | moved
shortly after that, leaving no address.’

Maria had laughed. 'He'd have had a hard job trymndgrace us,
Mother, with a name like Smith!'

Jane Willoughby had laughed too. 'l thought of ,tbat | wanted to
put it beyond possibility. Of course he never knafnmy second
marriage. I've been so fortunate. All that earlgeny was worth it,
for the happiness I've had with Colin. He openddar on a new life
for me and perhaps | did for him too, for he wasad and lonely
when he lost Rod and Shona's mother. He deseresg bit of joy

we've had in each other, and most of all for thellof father he's
been to you. Always remember my experience, Marigour lowest
moments, that when one door closes, another oplxtgight away,

perhaps, but some day. It's trite but true.’

That had been said so long ago, but now Maria madeg it. She
went across to the old chest where, under the dapeg, she had
found the letter and picture. Since then-she'd adatd find out more.
Not about her father, but about his family. He Imaav become a
voice from her past, a voice symbolised in the lblad his

handwriting, in a few well-expressed phrases ofaederhaps the
sentiments expressed were hollow, as scoundrets dfad a - |



wayward charm, but she was glad she'd read thenudt have been
when her mother had had him traced to have divoapers served on
him. Not all the letter was there.

Perhaps her mother hadn't cared to keep whateddyden said in the
earlier pages, but the remnant had said:

'It's the only thing to do, of course, divorce neu need to be
free of the mistake you made in your green andisédgs. I've
been a drifter all my life, Janey. | brought grsatrow to the
best of parents. That's why | never talked of thdnseuldn't
bear to. I'm better out of their lives and yours-d-&etter out
of my daughter's life. Odd to think one has a cloifee has
never seen, hadn't even known existed. | wish ytmitdime
what you'd called her, but never mind. | wondemiight have
become a better man had | known about her. | duktld
habits die hard. I'll wish you well, and hope tlsaime day
when you're free you'll meet up with the sort ohngau ought
to have married. That's all. It sounds hypocritfcam me, but
you gave me some rare moments of happiness, fahwhany
thanks ... so just God bless you both,

Rufe.'

There had been one more thing in the folder, aumctoughly torn
from some pictorial magazine. A hillside ' sheltege gracious old
home, surrounded by English trees and some Mariadico
recognise, much more exotic-looking.

The trees almost hid the outbuildings, but the wholace had a
prosperous air. It was a wooden house, probabhtg@wnhite, with
green windowsills, but this picture was old and tjus
black-and-white. There were two towers and it veeded with what
looked like terra-cotta tiles. Dark pines passeddrmethe house and



all manner of vines and creepers hung from its ®dwethe meadow
in front of the house, sloping downhill, grazedeghand cattle.

Across the patch of sky above the pines the santagvas in the
letter, only more faded, had scrawled: 'l remembeemember the
house where | was born. The little window where $uea came
peeping in at morn;

He never came a wink too soon, nor brought too bdgy;
But now | often wish the night had borne my breatray.'

The poignancy of that verse of Thomas Hood's hatbgdaria. Was
she reading too much into the fact that it waswsle@ acrosshis
picture? Was it the house in which her father hadnbborn? She
knew he was a New Zealander and that she had loeenHzre. Day
by day the desire to find out if she had any liviking of her very own
had niggled at her, a longing to go out to thaintguon the rim of the
world, and to find that house.

To her New Zealand had always looked just a tinyiggje on the
globe against the huge land mass of Australia.dkihg up more
details, she was discouraged to find the squiggle after all, bigger
in area than England and Scotland. She found connféinowing it
was much less dense in population. At the footefgicture where
the caption had been torn off was a fraction ofitpthat read: ... es
Bay, New Zealand." A larger scale map set her kdokv could one
find a bay in the myriad inlets of an island coyntf the South
Pacific, a bay whose full name you did not knowp@iising she
found a bay ending in those letters, or even séways, her only
hope would be if they were small enough to havg ¥&w farms on
their shores. But now she could try.



Maria and Shona and Rod had been in and out giubsthouse since
childhood, regarding it as their chief source abime in high-school
days, washing dishes, making beds, mowing lawns. Mnsen had
been there two months, sightseeing round Londontlaa&outh of

England. Earlier she had spent some time in Hamgpstinere she
had a great-nephew from New Zealand on a studyseoon an

English farm. Maria had met Struan Mandeville wihenhad come
up to London to visit his great-aunt and take besde his favourite
places in the city. Mrs Jensen had asked Marianersach excursion,
but she had had to refuse as she was busy withelawthhat day,

concerning her mother's estate, but she had fobadbig New

Zealander rather fun when she had shared a mdaltlein at the

guesthouse. You could see there was a strong eiagén the aunt
and great-nephew.

'‘What good pals you are,’ Maria had exclaimed, @s®oanent when
he'd scored a point in bantering with his aunt.

Struan had grinned. 'We are, but nevertheless, uldmd have
dreamed that when | developed appendicitis oves Bkee'd up and
fly across the world to be at my bedside. It gawequite a shock. |
thought | must be at death's door when she walketigould have
died of fright!'

Alberta Jensen made a face at him. '"You're exagiggrthings. I'd
been thinking of taking another trip over here hadring you were in
hospital, your grandmother anddecided | might as well make it
right away to make sure you had a proper convatesce

‘And so you did, my revered great-aunt!" He turtd/aria. "This
gave her a wonderful excuse to rent a cottagee .epitome of rural
England’'s charm to most New Zealanders is a cow#fea thatched
roof. It was in one of the villages of the New Fsireé was pampered
within an inch of my life—not that | didn't lapup! Then we took a
tour of the north-west counties. | returned to wand she came up



here to the outskirts of what she calls the pegdllocities ... and
rightly so.’

Maria liked their love for London. It made her loakLondon with
new eyes, trying to imagine what it must be likefiedt impact to
people from thirteen thousand miles away. But stonh had time to
accompany them on their jaunts.

She took the folder with that intriguing house pretin it and put it at

the bottom of one of the cases she would be takiridew Zealand.

She folded some summer wear and put on top dié.Heard the gate
click and looked out to see Struan Mandeville catnigling up the

path. He looked like a man in a hurry.

As she brought him into the room she realised gniehaste, it was
temper. His abrupt: '‘Are you alone? | want to sae yboth surprised
and dismayed her.-/He wouldn't sit down but turteefhce her, arms
folded across his broad chest. 'I'd like to knowatibehind this
business of you accompanying my aunt all the wagdio

Maria blinked, said, 'Didn't your aunt tell you?eS&hnot sensitive
about her condition, is she? It's because of ladrates.'

He made a gesture of brushing that aside. 'l mearetl reason. She
doesn't need anyone for that, not my redoubtaelkesafficient Aunt
Alberta. She's being bland and wide-eyed. | knosvdigns. Aunt is
usually forthright and, blunt, so the moment sheolbees guileful, we
know.'

Maria was still too astonished to be indignant. $faed in a
bewildered tone, 'But whatould be behind' it?l can't think of
anything. It could be you don't know enough aboalbektes to judge.
Mrs Jensen told me she'd developed it only a ygar and you've
been here longer than that, | believe. | nurseca im hospital once
who thought it was just a case of an injectionnsiuiin once a day



and you were back to normal. We had to get him tséoe idea that
you have to be stabilised ... adjusted to a new whyife ...
understand what a fine balanicthere is between intake of food anc
output of energy, in relation to the dosage of linsut's quite a
science, in fact. There's also the matter of regylan meals... one
postponed too long means there isn't enough cadoateyin the
system to balance the insulin, which is a very péwelrug, and the
patient can suffer insulin shock which is a lot enx@erious than
having over-much sugar in the system, and can fyetrreky with air
travel.'

‘Why particularly air travel? | wish you could haseen her when she
turned up at my bedside after her flight from Awald to Heathrow.
She was as chipper as could be.'

A slight edge crept into Maria's tone. 'You ar@njppossession of the
facts. Naturally, she spared you the details. Sieetl up at your
bedside exactly a week after landing. She flakecbthe airport and
was taken into a nursing-home for a few days tetaéilise her. It

came on her so suddenly she hadn't time to géitevglucose tablets.
| daresay the hoo-ha of getting through Customsshiddenly told on

her. Long distance air travel needs to be carefihetabled and

diabetics are very unwise to come straight thro&gie ought to have
had a few days at Los Angeles and she'd have been f

'You cross the International Date Line, remembee\gen if you use
one watch on one wrist at New Zealand time, andoonihe other at
English time, the difference in mealtimes can sigket the works.
She gave herself her shot exactly twenty-four haitsr the one
she'd had in New Zealand, at her usual time, pealfast, that is. But
unfortunately, by the airline schedule, they wersatving breakfast
right after that big dosage but settling down fonser, so she had
too long before a substantial meal. The airline itave served her
something had they known, but she hadn't told tli@&onsequently it



caught up with her and she collapsed. Does thatvemgour
question, Mr Mandeville?'

He looked very setback and as annoyed as mosteamgpivhen their
anger isn't justified. He recovered, said, 'Thdltddesn't explain my
aunt's lack of candour.’

'‘Lack of candour? But she told you it was becauddeeo condition
she was taking a nurse-companion with her. Doésattadd up to
frankness?'

‘It may seem to, but it doesn't explain the blavaklmy aunt gets on
when she's up to something. There must be a rdsdund this. So
I'd like to know. | thought you might have told mdnat it is." He
paused, added, 'Unless you've reasons of your awrof telling me.'

Maria felt a faint prickling at the nape of her kemnd recognised it
for rising temper. Watch it, Maria, it won't do favo of you to lose
your cool.

She said chillingly, 'l find this conversation exdrdinary. How could

| possibly tell you if your aunt has anything elsenind save asking a
trained nurse to accompany her on a sea voyagetbhes home? If

she hadn't known me she'd have advertised for soenéexpect.’

He clutched at his hair, said, 'It's so out of eltar. She's always
been so independent.’

‘A lot of people are independent when they're ertfull health and
strength. As a nurse I've seen this happen . tmdetine again—of
late, in private nursing, even more. You see abbiginess tycoon,
with a gentle wife. He's made all the decisiong,ggimuch energy
Into organising their holidays as into running isiness, then all of
a sudden, wham! A coronary. He has two major sseprahead of
him. One, that he finds he isn't indispensableisnbusiness world;
two, that the wife he'd always thought dependenupim is most



unexpectedly capable, and copes not only with sointiee business
problems but has a core of steel within her thatewaaer adept at
dealing with a frustrated and often petulant hugb&ometimes it
adds up to greater happiness for both. So perlmp€andition of

your aunt's has made her more reliant on otherlpeDpes that take
a little of the heat and suspicion out of you, Madeville?'

Perhaps it was unfortunate that she added theséasenceHe was
fair to ruddy and so the colour showed immediatthy his high
cheekbones. 'l still think there's something. keagtr. in fact | bow to
your superior knowledge ... you sound exactly l&ké&ister Tutor
addressing a class of raw recruits .".. that shebrdess independent
than of old, but it would have been more in keepmgpite of the
upset she had, for her to mutter that she'd jo#yl show us all she
could manage the trip back or she'd find herseifgplissed over for
the rest of her life!"

In spite of herself, Maria recognised this as \l&sly, but after all it
hadn'ttaken Mrs Jensen that way, had it? She lookedatefe. She'd
been a little surprised at the time of asking thls Jensen had
seemed so tense in her persuasions. She'd seemosdstangly
relieved when Matria, after a night's consideratiad said she would
accompany her to New Zealand. But what could—shkdd up to
see a piercing regard in the blue eyes above hers.

He said sharply, 'Are you sure you know nothing? dod Alberta
haven't hatched anything up? You yourself havelt@sior motive in
wanting to go to New Zealand?'

It was an unfortunate choice of words. Maria fat kbheeks flush.
Her tone had a bite to it. ‘Mr Mandeville, watchatlyou're saying!
You sound suspicious and ... and ridiculous. Wiagarth could--'



He made an impatient gesture. 'Ulterior doesn'essarily mean |
suspect you of wrongdoing. It's a very much abwsedl. It means
something remote, beyond what is said or seems tmlthe surface.’

She cast her eyes up. 'Oh, save me from the duitstsever have
suspected you of being so pedantic. | thought yereyust an open,
out-of-doors New Zealand type ... a farmer at thatk, your aunt
would be horrified at the tone you're taking, afiyimaginings. What
interest could | possibly have in going to New Zeal except to
accompany a woman with a medical problem?"

At that very moment she remembered the clippinthebottom of
the suitcase at her very feet and her gaze flickere

He said instantly, 'l don't know. But there's sdmmeg— perhaps not
suspicious, but something neither you nor Aunt Adbbevant me to
know— Oh, | get it. No wonder you look embarrasd¢d.wonder
you blushed. All right, | understand. | ought taur Alberta has tried
it on before. You needn't be embarrassed. | catydmsdle that.'

Maria's hazel-green eyes were wide with astonishnfidmaven't the
faintest idea what you're talking about. But nbwaskingyou! What
IS going on?'

Now he looked self-conscious. Not that she wasysaisout that—he
deserved to. The silence between them was awkward.

Finally, she tapped her foot impatiently. 'Come lbhaven't got all
day! You began this and seem to have solved whatlgering you.
Out with it. I've a right to know. If not, I'll mah straight in to Mrs
Jensen and demand she tell me.'

A retraining hand flashed out, grabbed her wrist, 'don't do that.
Perhaps my aunt does need you on board ship.’



'l can't see what she'd pay my passage for if glmetdBut carry on ...
what other motive could she possibly have? | intemdet to the
bottom of this. | don't want to be involved in amyig less than above
board. Tell ze, Mr Mandeville!"

He said, unexpectedly, 'Aren't you being stupiccalling me Mr
Mandeville? Aunt introduced us by our first namésu've suddenly
gone all mid-Victorian. | find it ridiculous to stadbeing so formal just
because you're mad at me.’

'I'm glad you realise I'm mad—very mad at you. Arali've put
yourself in this silly position. | give you two sauds to tell me what
you thought we were up to. And take your hand af'm

His mouth tightened. 'All right. You won't likeaind | don't suppose
you'll admit it. | can give it to you in one word matchmaking!

Maria got such a shock she stepped backwards,rdeded as the
back of her knees came into contact with a cofédxet She regained
her balance, exclaimet/atchmaking!l couldn't be more astonishec
if you thought | was conspiring with your aunt tow up the New
Zealand House of Parliament! Oh! You meganl But you can't. You
won't even be in New Zealand. D'you mean you'verahbr or
something over there, whom your aunt wants to sagi@d? But
that's...'

'I'm going back home. Not as soon as you, butyfaoon. Aunt told
me, with a great deal of satisfaction, that ydaglistaying with her at
least three months, and she added that who knawmyght fall in
love with the place and stay.'

Maria said, between her teeth, 'With filace.A very natural remark
from Mrs Jensen, who loves her homeland., so mdciMandeville,
all this time I've been trying to hold on to my feen, but not now.
You must be the vainest man I've ever met—and 'k ¢aimk why!



You aren't the tall, dark handsome man of the ayeegarl's dreams.
No, you're broad, stocky, and you've got sandydsishH your aunt
has anything like this in mind, | can only think shaust despair of
ever marrying you off. What I'd like to do rightwas storm in and
tell Mrs Jensen | won't take 'the position, but dlamned if I'll allow
an insufferable creature like you to rob me ofd¢hance of a voyage
like this. But believe me, the moment | hear youlearing New
Zealand, I'll book my own air flight back here! Beod to your aunt
and stay in England long enough to give me at asbnth with her
there to get her well stabilised again if by angrate she gets at all
upset by the trip back—though with shipboard tirst jgetting
altered half an hour a day, it's not likely," skded.

‘Take yourself off now, but before you go | wanuyte remember
that when your aunt invited me to go out sightsgeound London
with you both, | turned it down. All | did was slesat meal with you at
the guesthouse, a guesthouse I've run in and aihcd | was about
twelve!'

To her immense chagrin he burst into a great gutbdwaughter,

holding his sides. 'l just wish Aunt Alberta coulhve heard
you—especially your description of me. She'd havghed her head
off!'

Maria was nonplussed. "You must be the most exdnaary family. |
don't know what to make of you. Why would she?'

‘She's got a bee in her bonnet about me just noan fFead her like a
book. She's trying to save me from the clutcheshaswould put it,

of someone she actively dislikes. So | was suspsi®ut you've

convinced me. If you'd been in it with my aunt, ¥bbhave come out
sightseeing with us. She's cooked it up herselpdlogise.’

'‘Well, how good of you," snapped Maria. 'You apmeg so that
makes it all right Apologise!You ought togrovel.l don't think I've



been so angry for years. But for your aunt's sakeon't give it
another thought. You're probably wrong about heogke of your
colouring are apt to leap madly to the wrong cosiclis. But'—she
had an inspiration—'if | dimly suspect your aust harbouring
matchmaking ideas in the little time we have Ieftd) I'll tell her that
by the time | come back to England | shall probdddyengaged to my
stepbrother's wife's brother!'

What a volatile man this Struan Mandeville musthbe immediately
looked most interested. 'l say, how intriguing. \Wha quaint
relationship! If you had children, and your stepgbhes had, what
relation would they be to each other?, There masa lmame for it,
surely.'

'l haven't the faintest idea,' said Maria, unwglito laugh, not at the
tangled relationship, but because he'd acceptedirdh the
attachment she'd invented on the spur of the mariféell, it might
serve to bolster up her declaration of disinteres$tim. She added,
‘And if she does put you into the position of havio tell her that,
you might add: "Besides, she probably wouldn't snare if | was as
rich as Croesus and with diamonds on all my fingand toes."
Because that's exactly how | feel.’

It was decidedly disconcerting. The wretched masnmssl to be
enjoying this verbal sparring. His chuckle was alityuinfectious. 'l
can see I'm going to have to grovel, really grovetshall abase
myself. I'll add to the riches and the diamonds yioa have a distinct
aversion for men with sandy lashes. | take it that lucky fellow
you've set your heart on is as black as the aspaides? Still, you're
pretty dark yourself ... except for a glint of ctmeg. | think contrasts
are better, for the next generation, otherwisddh@ly looks tend to
get monotonous.'

'l think," said Maria faintly, 'you're quite, quit@ad! If all New
Zealand men are as mad as you, I'll stick to Ehglen !" Then



laughter bubbled up in her and she sank down @mdyhchair till she
got over it.

‘You're a damned good sport,' said Struan Mandevilthought I'd
really blotted my copybook and if you'd blown thaffgto Aunt
Alberta, she'd have torn my liver out. Now that uvelerstand each
other so well, and I've nothing to fear from Aunt&ial stratagems
and plots, how about coming up to London with usafdinner and a
theatre? Aunt can't get enough of them.’

‘Never in your life. I've plans of my own for tohig My stepbrother's
been in London all day, and he's calling for mén@way home and
taking me off to High Wycombe for dinner with thanfily.’

Struan cocked a sandy brow at her. 'Including hig'svbrother.’

'Including his wife's brother," Maria agreed, witath in actual fact,
if not in the implication she was in love with th@resaid relation.
'So scram. I've very little time left.'

‘See you tomorrow, then,' he had the nerve to @aay,added, 'But
never a word to my revered great-aunt.' He depavtesiling.

The time registered. She flashed after him. Heeadyrone brow
raised. Maria said, mock-severely, 'l forbid thang.'

He looked blank. She explained, 'It could give yaunt more ideas
... it's "Whistle and I'll come to ye, my lad." Tilsadefinitely out as far
as I'm concerned!

Struan chuckled and went on his way, but Maria veag thoughtful
as she returned to the house. She was sure haltegauessage. That
as far as she was concerned, not even a matchmakehe cunning
of the serpent would prevail against her deternonato remain
unmoved in any way by this vain, cocksure New Zedda. Because



she had meant what she said; as soon as she leeaskion his way
home, she would terminate her visit to the lantdesfbirth.

The memory of her own reason for accepting Mrs g@asoffer
flashed back on her. But what if the time therefoes too short for
her to trace that household where her own kin mg® A desolate
feeling swept over her, akin to that experienceel day of her
mother's funeral. She loved Shona and Rod, th&gd bs close as a
true sister and brother might have been, but itstiis fact that now
she had no one left in the world related to hetblmod, except a
rascally father who didn't as much as know her mgyimame, and
somewhere, probably, uncles and aunts and couslie
grandparents, no doubt, would have died long since.

Well, if she did have to curtail her stay with Misnsen, it didn't
necessarily mean that she would have to leave Nealadd. If she
found out that bay, she could then' concentratéooking for that

house. Pity that Mrs Jensen and her relations itede Esk Valley,
near Napier, in the North Island. Mother and hesldaund had lived in
Dunedin. Later, when Rufus had disappeared, Jahévea on there
with her baby. "'Then | was tied to the city,' slael Baid. 'It's a lovely
university town beside the se|, but | no longer hadsport for

escaping from city streets to the mountains an@dasf Central
Otago. Your father loved both the sea and the naoust

He'd loved the sea. The caption had mentioned aHerymother had
met her father in Christchurch—that much she kriEwat probably
pointed to his being a South Islander. But whaiastine to examine
on a map! The whole of the West Coast of that slaas a narrow
strip backed by great alpine ranges; the frettetineu of the
Marlborough Sounds had a myriad inlets and curiags; the
Kaikoura Coast on the east had mountains sweepwg tb the sea.
Maria's heart sank, then lifted, and her chin witishewouldn'tbe
dismayed. This trip, with all expenses paid, haehtdropped into her
lap. She would regard it as a springboard.



Struan Mandeville seemed a man insensitive to @etid. He came
in the next morning with his aunt, full of confiden He carried an
armful of large photographs. 'l wondered what Auas up to when |
was commanded to bring up all my photos. | hadelveith me, to

demonstrate talks I've given on our type of farmiag various

agricultural and stock meetings here. She thinks sfwould see the
sort of place you're going to.'

He began flicking them over. 'Heronshaw is so nafoedhe rare

white heron, and the blue herons that fish in agobn. We have a
sort of table-land where the Kotuku River comes nldnom a spring

in the hills above us, and widens out into a sbdveampy pool'. It

attracts the water- birds and we've had it declarsdnctuary. We
don't want duck-shooters there in May. We get pigster-catchers,
stilts, all manner of waders. Grandfather is a gbgawatcher. This

lagoon spills over to cascade down a miniaturé ahfl flows on to

join the Esk River. The Kotuku is only a streanmanst times, but in
heavy rain it's a torrent.’

Aunt Alberta said anxiously, 'Don't make it sounal dramatic,
Struan. It's mild and gentle country compared witime of the big
mountain sheep stations in New Zealand. We cantbéown in less
than half an hour.'

Maria saw Struan give his aunt a shrewd look. lteged | scare her
off, Aunt? You must admit it's not exactly like senof these
closely-settled English farms. Better she shoulolkh

Maria said, with a distinct chill in her voice, %tayear, in the depths
of winter, I was nursing in a household much mamate than
anything you'll show me, I'm pretty sure. Your atas talked of a
semi-tropical paradise ... of orange and grapefrags, palms and
vineyards. This was a Welsh farm | was on, andra igelated one.'



He had a glint in his eye that mocked her. 'Hawanitheard what a
land of contrasts New Zealand is? Look—' he puairgd aerial view
in front of her.

Heronshaw lay exposed to the view of the camerstjeteinto the
folds and valleys of green hills that over to thestwvere rimmed by
range upon range of snow-covered mountains witlvdet them and
the homestead, foothills apparently covered withsdenative forest
they seemed to call bush.

'It's still hard to find planes that crash in threaaat the back of us,
even if below are the citrus orchards, the apriaot$ nectarines, the
vineyards and great paddocks of sweet corn growimhf® canning
factories.

‘Those ranges are the Kaiwekas, the Kaimana was,nah for
nothing does Kaimanawa mean the heart-eater. Beyoewh is
Taupo, where in the ditches, when thermal actigitgt its peak, you
can see steam rising, yet at the far end of Lakgpdahe largest lake
in New Zealand, are the snow-covered shoulderss&ndliopes of
Mount Ruapehu.’

Maria looked unimpressed. 'Am | supposed to shivath
apprehension?' She put a finger on the lower rigdntd corner of the
photograph. 'What's that, Struan? It looks a fainkje road to me, or
Is it an illusion and just a farm track?'

His lips twitched. 'Touche! It's the main highwawprh Taupo to
Napier, five minutes downhill from Heronshaw.'

She said wickedly, 'On this Welsh farm you coulér#n see a road.
We were up a farm tracks mile and a half from ewé&mrd-rate road,
and when we had snow, even a week later we haeédaup all our
supplies from there. Are you ever cut off like t{Hatruan?’



His grin was good-natured. 'You win ... hands do@nk shouldn't
have preconceived ideas. | guess it's becausemiyeknown you
here ... at Osterley, ten miles from Piccadilly.’

'‘Oh, well," said Aunt Alberta complacently, 'yolkihow her a lot
better than that before too long.’

Struan Mandeville's quick glance at Maria saidlasfy as could be:
'‘What did | tell you?'

Alberta continued, 'l've told Johanna and Atholt tlkaria will fit
beautifully into life at Heronshaw. | can just inmag Athol taking her
off bird-watching. She's a birdwatcher herself,u8tr, did you
know?'

‘No, | didn't. Thatwill be bully for Grandfather. Better pack you
Wellingtons, Maria. There are quite a lot of thindsgve yet to find
out about her, Aunt. Our Miss Willoughby is somathof a mystery
to me.

Alberta looked surprised, even, Maria thoughtiteluneasy. Why?
Maria decided she was being fanciful. Then Albedal, 'In what
way?'

His voice had a meaning drawl in it. 'Oh, just tfet girls would
take off for an unknown country at a moment's regtimr nearly. |
wondered why.'

Alberta's tone was sharp. 'ltistunknown to her. She was born there
She can't remember it, of course, but | imagineoaaywould leap at
the chance to see the country of one's birth.’

Maria blinked. 'l didn't think I'd mentioned itwas less than a year
old when Mother brought me back to her own land.’



‘Mrs McGuire mentioned it as soon as | came to bEg—natural
enough when she knew | was a New Zealander. SHde "€, the
girl next door was born there but has lived modtaflife here."™

'‘Where were you born?' Struan asked.

'‘Dunedin, a long way from Eskdale. But I'll visibwin there when
I've finished my month or two at Heronshaw.'

'‘Month or two? But I've planned for you to stayeatst three months!'

Maria laughed lightly, "Well, I'll just play it bgar. I'll stay as long as
| think you need me.' Her glance flickered to Strude knew what
she meant. When he came home, she would takerdiuioedin.

He said, easily enough, '‘Good idea to see all a¥ Kealand while
you've got the chance. There are some very goad.tou

She shook her head. 'No, I'd hire a car and explorieisurely
fashion. Mother left me some money and asked ntake a long
holiday with it. Though | think she had Europe imdh'

Aunt Alberta went off at a tangent. 'Have you dween to Salzburg?'

Maria nodded. 'lt's one of my favourite places, why Salzburg in
particular?'

'‘Because ofThe Sound of Musi@and you being called Maria. It's sc
fitting."

Struan laughed. 'My aunt has a sort of phobia alpames. No
wonder she fell for you! Maria has always beenvataite of hers.'

Alberta nodded. 'Had | had a daughter I'd have dlanes that.' The
beaky face gentled and she looked a little pensive.



Struan lightened the moment, said, 'She can't dtamcdy names. |
once had a girl friend called Fleurette and shiked her before she
even met her ... my nice open-minded aunt! The med was
nicknamed Bonnie...'

Alberta struck in, 'And the third, heaven help mas Winsome. That
couldn't have been more of a misnomer. That girs whout as
winsome as a boa-constrictor! If she'd been ayprggntle girl it
wouldn't have mattered.' She burst out laughirigeatook on Maria's
face. 'Don't worry about Struan's feelings, heédus me.'

Struan said severely, 'But Miss Willoughby isn'timA I'd better
warn her you're a fire-eater and much, much toattlu

‘Well, | never did hold with people pussyfootinginal trying to be all
things to all people and pretending to like thein's girl-friends
when if they'd brought them up tt> respect theirep&s' opinions,
they'd be more likely to take notice of them. Bat to worry, Maria,
| don't mind people being just as blunt back to' me.

Maria said coolly, 'That's unusual. Blunt people‘titake kindly as a
rule to a matching bluntness. We'll deal very wadjether if you let
me speak my mind too. | don't like wavering. I'mymuch a yes-no
person, though I'm-' she paused.

Struan, a gleam in his eye, said, "'Though you'ratwh

She knew she was committed to finish that. 'Thdugltareful not to
hurt people's feelings.'

His blue eyes gleamed with mischief. 'Aunt, yoabeut to be put in
your place! | can see Maria will deal famously wytbu. She thinks
you hurt my feelings by criticising my girl-friena@sd gave me lots
of complexes ... including one that makes me r@sitb people with
misguided matchmaking instincts.’



Maria made an impatient gesture. 'l did not! Youn'téook in the
least as if you need anyone to fly to your defemhgreant this girl
Winsome. Maybe that made her aggressive, beingcctiat. | knew
a girl whose mother called her Angel all the tinmstead of Angela.
It made her spit sparks. Angela in itself is a li@auname.’

Struan chuckled. 'l think you have something théMinsome
changed her name to Winifred—legally. And you'giti If I'd really
fallen in love with the boa-constrictor, it woulthlave mattered a
hoot what Aunt Alberta thought of her name or hature. But Win
was rather fun. We merely partnered each otherd.odmyway,
here's a photo of the homestead. These chaps whaedal
photographs made a small fortune in our districorgnthe big
property owners. Ours got into a photographic baofatkhe province.'

Maria said in as calm a tone as she could man&yd: these
photographers go all over New Zealand? And werk$®€aoade in
each province?'

‘Yes. Not all were selected for inclusion, of cayrsut certainly the
older ones were, as examples of early and lateoral style
buildings—mostly wood, with a few exceptions.’

'‘Are they still obtainable, these books? I'm rati@erested in
architecture.’

‘Are you?' His voice held surprise.

She nodded, said, 'Yes, my stepbrother's wifetheras an architect.
| tend to get caught, up in other people's entisussa

'‘And especially his," suggested Struan, with meganin

'Especially his," agreed Maria equably, and add&ad, this is
Heronshaw. How very beautiful!



This was a different style of house altogether framat

black-and-white picture in die bottom of her ca¥é¢hereas her
father's home had a long central verandah withcabtower rooms
at each end, and was roofed with tiles, this heuwseL-shaped, with
what was almost a courtyard in front, with a foumtanuch more
modern, and with wide landscape windows insteaoladfashioned
sash ones. No dark pines shadowed the back ofairgehand this
one seemed to be in pearly stone, brick-sized pegnwith a rough
surface, and had an almost black roof, probably sofme

composition—decramastic, Struan informed her.

But that mention of books of photographs of honeddeof every
province had heartened her. A much better chanadeotifying a
building than seeking for a homestead belongingdople named
Smith!



CHAPTER TWO

TIME flew. Struan Mandeville went back to Hampshireailtay or
two, and Shona came up from Somerset and Rod's Méde, from
High Wycombe, and the two of them whisked Mariaasffwhat she
thought were shopping orgies, and after makingshend more than
she'd ever spent in her life in one go on clothdded some glamour
items of their own buying.

‘This,' they informed her, 'is what families are fbhe house lease is
bringing all of us a bit extra, so for once thig@ng to be spent on
you.' Maria vowed they were bossy- boots, thatis wo great shakes
being the youngest of the family, but was toucloetthé heart by their

generosity and pleasure in doing this.

Struan Mandeville came up again for two or thregsda see to his
aunt's packing, which turned out to be a tusslwilté between the

two of them, with him determined to reduce what sles taking

home to reasonable proportions and with Albertaatygdetermined

to distribute souvenirs to half the inhabitantd=skdale, as well as
the family, which seemed considerable.

Maria heaved a sigh. 'You two are certainly alkkéeimperament! It's
like the mountain and Mahomet. Struan, | think thosks like
needing a mediator, and unhappily that means me!'

He grinned, 'So you'd like to bang Mahomet's hewtithe top of the
mountain together ... but what would that solve®@'aever get this
stuff to Southampton, even if you take a taxi frioene.'

'‘What | need is the wisdom of Solomon and the pageof Job,’
Maria declared. An idea struck her, and she lookedy so he
shouldn't see the calculating gleam in her eye, @& had an idea.
As you're so obviously adept at travelling lighouill have space to
spare inyour luggage. Mrs Jensen, if you could decide what yc



won't need till Struan gets home ... your winteoles for instance,
we could leave them for him to bring.’

He looked at her sourly. 'lt's not wisdom and petéeyou've got, it's
the cunning of the serpent, my girl. That settte@$ you knew it
would. You know I'm travelling by air. I'll get thicrammed in if it
kills me.’

Alberta chuckled. 'l do enjoy this. Gives me a riathily feeling.
Much much better than that light dialogue Romayme you indulge
in, Straun. | wonder if you realise how much thaitt ©f talk isn't
you.'

Oh dear! She was putting her foot in it again. &trdidn't seem put
out, however. 'lt's light and amusing. Leave thabrpgirl alone,
Aunt." 'lIt would soon pall if you had to put up kvit for a lifetime.’

Maria decided Alberta must be checked. She said fmm tone,
'‘Don't try to sellmeto Struan, Mrs Jensen. It just won't wash. Stru:
decided long ago that matchmaking lay behind yasird to get me
to Heronshaw, but | soon reassured him he needfm@averries on
that score.

'‘Why?' demanded Alberta.

'‘Because she loves another,’ said Struan flippamthd even if she
didn't, she doesn't like vain New Zealanders wathdy eyelashes ...
she likes the traditional type, tall, dark, handsoforry about that,
Aunt. But take her jtist the same for your own corhbn the voyage.
She says she's going to book a return flight thenemt she hears I'm
coming back, to New Zealand. You over-reached yattsis time,
old girl.'

Surprisingly Alberta didn't deny it. Struan wasgsised too. 'What's
the matter? You must be out of form. Or-' his ey@sowed,is there
another reason behind it all? Though what-'



Alberta did look bland then. 'Exactly. What otheason could | have
except for company, or matchmaking? And | woulc |tk get on
with this. Oh, answer that phone, would you?'

It was Rod. 'l thought I'd find you next door, MariLook, Johnny and
Shona are having a trip to London, bringing thetate car. They'll
go back via Southampton, and take your luggadeorithg my car.

Merle would like to see you off too, and she cavéethe baby with
her sister there. How about that?'

It solved everything and stopped the arguing. Mengale a sweeping
gesture towards the piles of Alberta's undisciglisBopping on her
bed, 'Now, if I can get all this,-and that, intblat wanted on voyage
trunk, and the Willoughby family undertakes to getio the ship's
side, will it set your mind at rest, Struan?"'

He surveyed her flushed face. 'l thought Aunt Atéddrad gone off
her rocker when she decided on a sea voyage aadhpanion, but
I'll say this for her, she certainly picked a gaad, and when | see all
this | realise that the guff about finding air tehwnot so hot for
diabetics was a lot of codswallop ... it was onlyprder to get all this
stuff home. | nearly brought Romayne up to help paok, but-'

'‘But you wisely decided I'd not fancy that. Howudstof you! When
iIs Romayne going back to New Zealand?"

‘Shortly before | leave. In fact we might wangleét so we travel
together.' He looked wickedly at his aunt who, ssmpgly, refused
to bite.

When Maria retired that night, she felt very gldmhtt his aunt's
matchmaking plans had been brought into the opéneéfiectively
scotched. She had felt much more natural with Steuace.



The good shipMarora lay at its moorings at Southampton, a
gleamingly silvery as the gauzy-winged flying-fishe was named
for. Maria felt a stirring at her heart as she ledkup at her,
passengers already on board lining the rails, stidl boarding her,
burdened with too much luggage, probably gifts gedson them at
the last moment by well-meaning friends. Some vea@ because
they were leaving the land of their birth; othersilant because they
were returning home after long months or yearxile e

Sea-birds wheeled above her, wings glinting ag#inmestobalt sky of
the glorious day Hampshire had put on to farewsdint. It was
romantic to travel by sea, a glamour no plane pessessed because
on board even one of the big jumbo jets, lives hedcso briefly, but
here, in the month it would take to sail acrossAllantic, through
the Panama Canal, and through the romantic SoaihtSeAuckland,
new friendships could be forged that might chamgewthole course
of some lives. Love could blossom, iliness break ldfe itself begin,
or end. Maria said so, leaving off the last thought

A voice broke in, Struan Mandeville's. He'd beeakia Hampshire
for some days and promised to come to the whaehy'Vight and
proper, dear Miss Willoughby. It's the true settiiog a romantic
serial, glamour, glamour all the way. Almost youguade me to
cancel my air flight and join you on the way.'

Alberta took him seriously. 'Dear boy, why don'u§ol've never
really approved of all this rushing from one herhise to another.
We weren't meant to flip at ridiculous speeds frone season to
another ... from one temperature to another. \iegant to accustom
ourselves slowly. Everyone's tired after packingagpgoing by ship
you can have a glorious holiday in sun-drenchepided seas before
unpacking and plunging into the maelstrom of wagkia.'

Struan laughed, shaking his head. 'Grandfather dvqudt about
murder you, Aunt Alberta ... he prides himself ba fact that though



Heronshaw is efficiently run, it's not a rat-rabéaelstrom indeed!

Can't be done anyway. I've those lectures to ati@ddwo papers to
give. Well, let's get you on board. | expect thapping clerk got you

extra boarding passes for your guests? Of courskdhé-or an old

warhorse you sure can charm the birds off the traast Alberta!’

Maria was delighted to find she had a separatencalsmall one off
Alberta's, and their own bathroom. Alberta's wapacious one, so
they'd have no feeling of being cooped up.

They embarked on a tour of the ship, and the oreswere staying
home confessed to itchy feet. Struan looked awiaish. ‘I must go
off for a moment. Romayne wanted to bid ymon voyageAunt. |
got a ticket for her ... shouldn't be long. At kesise has one of the
virtues you admire, Aunt, punctuality!" He disapeha

'l could ha' well done without that gesture,' saliderta sourly. 'And
take that look off your face, Maria, | won't hurerhfeelings, I'm
civilised enough to conform and be polite, butliké to know what
that mad dog of a Struan thinks he's playing at.' »

Rod suddenly burst out laughing. ‘Mrs Jensenrsitifhad all sorts of
big-brotherly feelings about my sister going offttee ends of the
earth, but not now. You're so refreshingly honést tMaria can't
possibly come to any harm while she's under yoagwi

Maria looked appalled. 'Rod! Your little sistertvgenty- five and a
nursing Sister and I'm supposed to be taking Mnsele undemy
wing. That was the whole idea.’

Rod twinkled. 'l think you'll just be a couple oifeinds.’

'‘Why, | think so," said the redoubtable Albertectuse we are two of
a kind. You've got sense, young man, and know dshaip doesn't
find a difference in age, a big difference, anyriear Maria will fit

beautifully into fife at Heronshaw. | knew thatsason as | found out



what a lovely relationship exists between the measbgyour family
... you may be steps, but you're all kindred spifiinot kin to each
other." She looked up. 'Heaven help me, here'ssthifdit creature
and me hoping for once she'd slip up and be unpahct the less
time | spend in her presence, the better it iptiential ulcers.’

Fortunately she'd dropped her voice to just abowvbigper, but sheer
guilt made the rest of the party almost too effasowards Romayne.
Anyway, Maria liked what she saw. How could anydescribe this

girl as shilpit? ... no washed-out negative perbignaere. She was
tall, elegant, with a beautiful skin and features$ with cameolike

clarity.

Maria said, 'Taking off like this to the other sioliethe world is such
an adventure for me I'm glad to meet another Nealateler who's
returning home soon. | hope it won't be long té meet again, Miss
Averell.'

'It won't be. By now I'm dying to get home. My rgdas here didn't
want me to hurry back. They kept thinking of son@&lelse | ought

to do or see, family celebrations and so on, shpleys, pageants,
the lot, but two years is a long time to be awayrfrhome. I'm

guessing you won't be away from England as lorth &S’

'It's indefinite,' Maria told her. 'I'll see Mrsnken well settied in and
then I'll take off and see all of New Zealand | caspecially the
South Island, before coming home.’

‘The South Island? Any particular reason ... re¢stiperhaps?’

'‘No, none at all. Just that | happened to be Hueret— and spent my
first six months of life in Dunedin. One is alwaysrious about the
place where one first saw the light of day.' Sheoantered a strange
look from Alberta, who turned away very quickly.



Romayne nodded. 'Well, our sheep station isn't fi@mo from
Heronshaw ... inland a little, near Rissington,I'so bound to see
something of you. Make it Romayne, will you?'

Very pleasantly said. Why was Alberta so anti? @Gatlbe that
despite wishing her nephew to be married, she wasgssive, didn't
think any girl good enough?

Surprisingly Alberta said, 'Glad you turned up, Royme ... would
you do me a favour?'

Romayne looked astounded but recovered quickly,sand, 'Sure.
Something you want me to bring home for you?'

'‘No, something | want you to take away for me. @it,yet, but when
the "all ashore" sounds, I'd like you to take Straavay ... go and
have dinner together, and don't, for the love dePwait on the
quayside. There's nothing more traumatic than vgpfarewell from

the ship's side. Would you?'

Maria saw Struan nod assent to Romayne, who saitedrately, 'l
couldn't agree more. It takes such an age. Inrdsgect I'd rather
travel by air, the getaway is so much quicker. Skake such an age
to pull out into the stream and the farewell somg®: be so
poignant—oh, not for us, who'll meet again so sdaut, for those
who are emigrating.’

Maria felt she was going to like Romayne. Pity Athedidn't. But
what real man would let his aunt dictate his chatea wife, or
girl-friend? Struan had swept them all round tapout a hovercraft
going across the water to the Isle of Wight.

The 'all ashore' sounded; Maria's relations kissgadjoodbye and left
hastily in Struan's and Romayne's wake. 'Well, kigmodness that's
over,' said Alberta. 'Let's find out a few things burselves while the
rest hold streamers and call out meaningless rgghacross a few



inches of water, longing for the ship to sail. ghad we got the first
sitting for dinner—suits my diet better.'

Though their porthole Maria saw their party makihgir way across
the wharf. The only one who turned was Struan Meitide The late
afternoon sun glinted on his strikingly fair hgaaling the tawny tints.
Even from here you could see the intense blue sfelges. Pure
Scandinavian, she'd think. Memory flooded back en puzzling
her. Why had she said that scathing thing abodighseyelashes? It
was most attractive. He sketched an affectionaseuge of goodbye,
as if he'd thought they might be still watching him

Romayne swung round too, then swiftly, as if jerkked a puppet on
a string, she swung back, clutched Struan, and tarid\$
astonishment, buried her head against his shouldésw
extraordinary! She'd seemed so cool, so colleciédian's hand
came up to her back, patted it. It lasted for amipoment. Romayne
seemed to recover herself, and drew away. Marggirfated, saw
them continue on their way, Struan now holding treerd, then they
were engulfed by a crowd of latecomers surging amthe wharf.
Maria was assailed by what she felt was an ineaplecsensation of
anticlimax, even of loneliness. How absurd ...Ishe four weeks and
more of shipboard life ahead of her, in which teet@nd mingle with
scores of interesting people. But why did she solydeel she didn't
want the ship to sail?

At last the ship parted the links that held hethi® land. Just a few
inches of water at first, but symbolic of a sepanabrld even if for

long enough they would be still in sight of landatt lovely south

coastline and the Isle of . Wight.

Alberta said briskly, 'There, that's our things away —come on up
on deck, child, now that those sickening farewatis over and we



can get on with the voyage. We'll take stock of tnavelling

companions as we go. No doubt some will be paintkemeck, and
some a joy to meet, but we'll go canny at firstm&take to get too
involved' too soon.' But she was certainly pleadseske one of them.

He was at the rail, but swung round at the soundliioérta’s voice.
‘Alberta, how good to see you! | thought that voras familiar. |
didn't even know you weren't in New Zealand.'

Alberta drew Maria forward, introduced her meredyaayoung friend
travelling back with her. This was Donal McFie okllihgton, but
whenever his work brought him to Napier, he stayat Alberta.
This time it had brought him to London, but insteddying back to
save time, as usual, he was taking his leave smhlel have a sea
trip.

He'd be about Struan's age, Maria decided. She flileeway his eyes
had lit up when he saw Alberta. Some wouldn't biogiigh a woman
her age. He said immediately, 'Which sitting fonrdér are you
having? Good, so am 1.1 prefer the earlier onek]kibbuzz off and
see if they can possibly get me at your table. Birmompanions are
always such an unknown quantity.'

Alberta chuckled, 'And better the devil you knowanhthe devil you
don't, eh?"

He added considerably to the pleasure of the vof@gilaria in an
unemotional way, partnering her in deck games, idgnaith her
some evenings.

She felt that the trip across the Atlantic towaate Panama Canal
and the Pacific Ocean divided her life and her dvaml two. When
this lovely gleaming white ship forged over the Bt in that other
sea, anything could lie ahead of her. Perhapsifieavbuld turn full
circle, if she could find out a little about hettfar, see where he grew



up, even find mitigating circumstances for his foose irresponsible
life.

Sometimes in the privacy of her cabin Maria toak hicture out and
wondered. Had he really felt he wished the nighitIharne his breath
away, or was it weak self-pity, not genuine rem@dsse

She had no desire to meet him, a man who had dddad girl-wife,

who had been a lonely immigrant. But she would lavdind that

house with the towers, perched on the hill. In lheart she called
them the towers of Camelot. Her own forebears migwe gone
from it long since but surely some essence woutdare there of
their lives?

They struck it rough passing the Azores, but to dwdrght Maria
proved as good a sailor as Alberta. How humiliatingould have
been had the patient (if Alberta could have beemdd that) had to
turn nurse! But then the seas calmed and the eareferenity of
shipboard life became a reality, with dawns of slustight, framed
in a porthole like a picture in a locket, and sussd# unbelievable
splendour viewed nightly from the teak rails.

Even in this age of modern communication, a ship avavorld of its
own with a thousand or more people living withie tompass of one
vessel, no one able to leave, no one from the atlogld entering.
Alberta was already much less stiff in her joirienefiting from
Maria's expert massage. She injected her own msuking an
automatic injector, so Mariaduties were light. Much better, in that
regard, for a diabetic to be independent.

Alberta thought Maria spent far too much time whir, except for
the games with Donal. 'It's not natural for yousitoreading with me
for such long stretches.’



Maria laughed. 'lt's such heaven to have the tamel this ship's
library is excellent. They cater for such a tecnifariety of tastes. I'm
schooling myself to sample most of them. I'm ratigeren to
re-reading old favourites. | was always a loneaashild, Alberta.'
(She'd dropped into Donal's affectionate use ofChastian name.)
‘That is, till Mother married again and broughttime companionship
of the grandest family one could have wished fart. IB’e never been
one for crowds and in the main prefer having just person around
to talk to. Oh, goodness, that sounds somewhaslsélf

Alberta wouldn't have that. 'No, you're good atimipwhen you have
to, but you have a quality of companionship thajuas well for
marriage when you meet the person you'd want tadsgiee rest of
your life with. The ones who need the constantition of parties
and fresh faces are the ones who get fed up withiedalife. Oh,
perhaps that's too sweeping. Some people like aween they're
young and are surprised to find their tastes clmapdiut in general
this is true.’

Alberta's conversation certainly did run on mareiagot. At times it

made Maria uneasy, especially as Struan seemezttw m the talk

so soon after that. She guessed that to Albertaaibtwas the son
she'd never had. She hoped that things wouldn'imbde too

uncomfortable for her if Struan arrived back in NE2ealand fairly

soon. She had a feeling that once Romayne leftaadghe wouldn't
be long following.

Maria was familiar by hearsay with the family atrbie- shaw now. It
was a large estate, climbing up from the vallewravhill, and down
the other side, and had three houses on it plus sbearers' quarters.
Alberta lived in one house called Amber Knoll. 'Artsof dower
house,' she said, twinkling, 'if we had such thimgsew Zealand. In
short, the house the old folk at the homesteaderetto, when the
young ones take over. In this case, however, theedbouse skipped
a generation. When Athol, my brother, and Johansavhe retire,



their granddaughter and her husband will take dough they'll stay
in their own house, a fairly new one, built in rangtyle, in cedar,
with white facings. It's on Hibiscus Hill. All theehouses get views of
the sea from the Mahia Peninsula to Cape Kidnappevgas a
schoolteacher and married one, so Gregory and ethall over New
Zealand, both islands. When retirement came, J@haail why not
take the Dower House. So we altered it so it can bgo wings when
we get Struan married off and settled in Heronshisva house for a
family, and as it turned out, is rather too . lmg Johanna and Athol
now.'

Get Struan married off. Was it an obsession withefa, and perhaps
with Johanna too? But they didn't like Romayne. iglanust walk
carefully. However, that needn't concern her foekg Not in this
floating island paradise.

Alberta continued. 'Judith and Ramsay have twaoén so far, but
there'll be four before Christmas—she's expecings. She's a twin
herself, of course. And she's delighted. She alwasted four, and
says this saves her a whole nine months! Christdiszl younger
child, is six, and Timothy's eight, so it's time thther two popped
along. Judith is a born mother, enjoys her childremendously. Of
course Johanna is the same type, ought to havéndlbch dozen
herself, instead of just one. Johanna seems sogydan a

great-grandmother, but then she was married attywand a

grandmother at forty.'

Goodness, the son must have married before he fnageolf there
was a tradition of early marriages in the family wonder they
wanted to marry Struan off, a bachelor of thirtpt for the first time
Maria wondered where the twins' parents were. Parlizeir father
hadn't wanted to continue farming the estate. Hghtrinave been
nudged into early matrimony too, to get him settidolwn at
Heronshaw. That was always a mistake. Children ldhoei allowed
to follow their own bent. She wouldn't ask, anyenesst in this family



would only encourage Alberta. The family were ptaigagoing to
find Struan would be married before long, desgtartopposition to
Romayne.

The sea breezes grew warmer every day as theyednifee more
temperate latitudes and inevitably the passengegarb to look
forward to going ashore at Cristobal. The staydaheould be brief,
then they would move forward in convoy through Bamama Canal,
but it would be exciting to explore a foreign towwmen for a short
while.

On the tenth day out they could see Puerto Ricalgis a smudge on
the port side and to the starboard was Haiti. Hmeperature was
eighty-two and they were three thousand six hundéss from their
port of embarkation.

All day excitement simmered as they neared lanth Vaind birds
flying about them, and twilight finally dropping mesuddenly, one
moment a purple-grey blur, the next velvety darkn@stched with
golden short lights. Cristobal.

Formalities were at a minimum. They were merelynedrto keep to
the main streets, not to wander back among thesjdaokt to go
straight ahead. Maria and Alberta and Donal wera warty, and
much as they loved shipboard life, were lookingMand to having
terra firms beneath their feet once more.

Huge trucks were already unloading, the ship waseheng, great

crates of vegetables were coming aboard, pilesuitf ind the soft
balmy air seemed to caress their skins. Maria veofémy apricot

dress, sleeveless, with a scooped-out necklinedpipehite, a gold
metallic necklace bought at the ship's shop abeutdnned throat.
Her hair, brushed back from her temples for coanggamed in
burnished light in the powerful floodlighting theaders were
working by.



She put a hand under Alberta's elbow for the stam the gangway,
while Donal assisted another woman not so yound,tia@n in turn
Maria felt her elbow taken from the other side. okindly new
passenger waiting to come on, no doubt, or aniaffishe looked up
to give a word of thanks, and gasped.

She saw a pair of big shoulders clad in tussolepad strong face,
fair to tawny hair, the bluest of eyes and brigtlisandy brows.
‘Struan Mandeville! How on earth did you get here?'

He grinned, well pleased with their astonishmeévifinly by air. |
had the chance of joining a sheep-meat conferentieel States on
behalf of Federated Farmers, was smitten withdka pf a shortish
sea-voyage and was lucky enough to get a berth.'dHihat for a
surprise? I've been on and checked in, saw people already
leaving the ship and didn't dare risk trying tadfyou on board, and
took up my post here. Good grief, am | seeing tfMQonal McFie!
... how are you, Donal?'

He was introduced briefly to the rest of the pafity,no one wanted
to miss anything possible to see in the time, b&Eaiext morning
they were joining the convoy of ships at the cratawn.

Suddenly for Maria this whole trip took on a newndnsion. She felt
as if she had come alive, stopped dreaming. Aldedaseemed on
top of the world. Maria noticed that with misgiving

Exotic palms flanked the streets, with some fingdmgs gleaming
whitely. "This is just like a film set,' said sonmeg ‘especially with the
policeman in those comic opera-type uniforms atyeeerner.'

Struan said in Maria's ear, 'Nothing comic about..they mean
business. Notice they're in pairs? Different umisitoo, in each pair.
At a guess I'd say military and civil police, thags of their holsters
are open at the ready; they wouldn't hesitate ® these guns.



They've one at each hip and a truncheon swingim feach hand.
Were the passengers briefed on not straying froitlivetreets or
going into questionable dives?'

‘Yes, we were. Pity these shops aren't open, tke¢d some of them
out of trouble, lost in the fascination of shoppitigough if these
prices are American dollars, they aren't bargains.'

There were wine shops open, some entertainmentf kn#s soon
exhausted and they came back to the ship ahehd ofhiers because
Struan and Donal were as eager as the two womlee tp at dawn
and not to miss one moment of the passage thrdweggGanal.

How fascinating it was to travel through these maade cuts and
lakes, to look at these pointed islands and reti@eonce they were
mountains, that rivers had girdled their basestee®bs and birds had
found their own paradise on the slopes and gleas tiow lay
fathoms deep beneath them. It was a miracle ofneeging, a
triumphant battle against the scourges of natureeiad to the
terrifying voyages around Cape Horn, yet you hadsénse of jungle
kingdoms violated.

They spent the day in wonder as they dipped dowmse through
the locks, or steamed across the great lakes. dilsewere crowded
all day. It had magic in it, certainly, for Marimm the journey with
ships in front of them and ships behind them, beit¢ was even more
enchantment for her when finally, at night, theipstd into the
Pacific Ocean. How strange to think that this @& kpped the west
coast of the Americas also lapped the east coabtenf Zealand
where the sun first woke the world.

Struan said whimsically, 'We like to think thatae're on what's
called the Sunrise Coast it gives a special somgtio the grapes of



our vineyards, and therefore to our wine, thabith the sparkle of
the sunshine in a sort of pristine tang that'smgiteeno other. Rather
cheeky of us, perhaps. And fanciful.'

Maria disagreed. 'Why not? | like parochial enthest —and
fancies. If Keats could get all fanciful and loray fa beaker full of
the warm South" ... what was it? Um, "tasting obrkl and the
country green”, why shouldn't you feel your winesd the tang of
the sunrise?'

He turned from his contemplation of the cobalt se#ook at her.
‘Maria, that's delightful. Isn't that in the poemat speaks of "beaded
bubbles winking at the brim"? No wonder Aunt Allzeldves you!'

She felt her cheeks warm. 'You mean because sbefensl of
poetry?'

‘Yes, and because you read it to her. She toldShe.values that
quiet half-hour in the cabin, after dinner.'

'It's a shared pleasure.miss my stepfather for that. We did a lot o
reading aloud in our family.'

‘Then you'll fit in well at Heronshaw. Gran and Gudé&ather are
crackerjacks at reading aloud. They must have spmns reading to
Judith and me when we were children, even as [reeders.’

Maria reflected that there must have been a timemthe twins'
parents had lived at Heronshaw.

Struan said, 'That dress is ideal for a sea voyigeboth blue and
green. How clever of you to choose it.’

Maria glanced down at it. 'My stepsister bouglibitme. Shona has
wonderful taste. She was a textile designer besbheewas married,
and still does a little. This is one of hers. Thalled it Sea Rapture.



Donal made the same remark as you about it. Hesested in
colours, does a bit of painting in his spare tihetells me.’'

She saw the sandy brows come down. He said abytptigticed he
spends a lot of time with you ... is he enamoured?'

Maria burst out laughing. "You sound like somethiogt of a
Regency novel, Struan! No, not in the least.' 8b&ed mischievous.
‘To be quite candid, on the way across the Atlawgcformed an
alliance ... to protect each other.’

'Protect each other—from what?"

'From the effects of moonlight on the boat-deckin@pisn't it? But
when you get cooped up on a ship with loads oftanhéd people it
seems inevitable. Donal rescued me one night ingthenorous
Caribbean from ... I'll go all Regency too and dagym the
importunities of a lonely and amorous ship's offid&l had one of
my spasms of wanting to be alone and ought to hademore sense
than to wander quite so far away from everyone glséto be able to
think without someone buttonholing me for convamatSome of
these chaps think a woman travelling without maleoe must be as
man-hungry as they're woman-hungry. | was quickbalousing his
mind of that idea when Donal stepped in and clidaheThen-'

She paused. Struan prompted her, his blue eyesntent. 'Then...?'

‘Then he suggested he was having a spot of siboldrer himself. |

might act as a smoke-screen for him. He didn't wantget

emotionally involved with anyone on board a shid ae'd had a bit
of trouble, so how about it?'

Struan's lip curled. 'How bolstering for his egdeing sought after.'



Maria was shocked. 'Struan! Donal isn't in thetlga®, if that's what
you mean. He'd never have hinted at such a thihg Hadn't had to
rescue me. Perhaps you think I'm boasting aboahguest too?'

His voice was rough. 'Of course | don't. But bestdrwith that same
fellow. It was a good line as far as you were comee ... putting it on
that basis. Very cunning. That way he could hawe uhdoubted
pleasure of your company, even dally a little, withrunning the risk
of you taking_hinseriously.'

Flakes of anger stained her cheeks. 'Struan Malhele\What an
extraordinary thing to say! In a woman that would termed
cattiness! That puts me in the class of a good-gjimienot for serious
or lasting relationships. Thank you very much!'

To her consternation and chagrin he burst out legghOhj rot, |
meant nothing of the. kind. The wonder is you h&Jesen snapped
up long ago. You've got just about everything—Iqdlgure, and a
sort of clear-eyed honest way of looking at lifeuygoose, | merely
resented his attitude on your behalf. | promisear gbepbrother that
when | got to New Zealand I'd look after you. Heldal better see
your penchant for helping lame dogs didn't get ywo any trouble,
so | didn't like the idea of Donal McFie using yble has some rather
tough ideas about women and their motives. | know.'

Maria was mollified, said, 'Well, look at it squbrethe aid was
mutual. I've been around a bit and wasn't likeltate@ him seriously.
| think it was chivalrous of him to let me know hisasons, that he
had no intentions towards me. Oh, dear, isn't éhiilted sort of
dialogue? | think you must be fair, Struan, thare two or three
predatory females on board and I've quite admhedvay he's not let
it go to his head. For all that film-star look ha'sanny Scot at heatrt,
and so, | suppose, are you. Mandeville sounds anlomame, but
Struan is surely Scottish. Was your mother a Scot?'



She glanced up at him, from her contemplation ef bow-wave
parting the waters into creamy froth, and was sseprto see a
strange look cross his face. It passed and hisWaseexpressionless
looking down on her. Only his voice betrayed sonmmer
disturbance. 'I've no idea. She might have beetharg/from a Scot
to a Scandinavian lass from Dannevirke or Norsewddyl sandy
looks needn't necessarily mean Scots ancestry'at al

Maria was completely bewildered. 'What can you mMeéour father
would know your mother's ancestry even if she diedng—I've
realised your grandmother must have brought yowaddh up. You
live with your paternal grandfather because youne& Mandeville,
So-'

'So it means we were adopted. Johanna and Athat weoptive
grandparents. And better people never breathsdirtisual, but they
were still only in their early forties. I've no aef the stock whence |
Sprung.'

He stood very still waiting for her to comment.

She said slowly, 'Whereas |—as far as my fatheomeerned—know
only too well. He was a rotter—a seaman, who prethito settle
down on land when he married my young mother, lbeitcall of the
sea, or else an inability to take responsibilitpsvioo strong for him.
Not for me, because he didn't even know | was cgmhkte was
dishonest, weak, charming, | believe ... so perhagsknowing

anything might be a good thing. At least it leawssu your

imagination. And your mother must have loved yoerywdearly to
have given you such a fine name. Struan Theodarede quite a
study of names when | was doing maternity. We vednays being
asked. Theodore means the gift of God. | suppoa&kgew that?'

'l didn't really. | thought of it as rather old-Fasned. I'd rather have
had an ordinary name for the second one, when |avkisl, like



James or William or David. Struan, of course, sympéans a stream.
But you mean--?'

'l mean whatever your mother's story was, andutccbave been a
sad one, she still thought of you as God-given —eWlis the divine
right of any child ... given to the world. The wibnvould be a lot
poorer for many a child who couldn't name its fathe or be
acknowledged by him if he did know. Just think, whauld the
world be like without Leonardo da Vinclsast Supper-and he was
born outside wedlock. Ihe hadn't been able to rise above th
circumstances of his birth—or if he'd never beembethat heritage
in inborn skill and genius would have been lostdeer.’

She stopped and self-consciousness flooded hekshsarmly.

Struan laughed, put a finger out, flicked the cheekrest him. 'O
wise young judge,' he said teasingly yet tendéfyPortia come to
judgement. Sorry | sounded touchy. | have the mwshderful

grandparents any child could wish for, and hadydiedchildhood,

brought up on Heronshaw with all that land and aed the most
caring concern. But just sometimes when peoplenaskKWhat part
of Britain did your forebears come from?" it gets an the raw. And,
Maria, you may have had a father of whom you cctilsknproud, but
generations of more steadfast folk must have trhadpoverhis

genes, be- cause-you'd never have fooled my aumrvwise.

Anyway, Donal isn't going to whisk you away at TtaHlve an idea
he thinks | can escort my aunt and he can havdg/bumself on his
trip round the island. He wants to see the Gauguiseum.'

‘Then he has another think coming. | want to go outa
glass-bottomed boat over the coral reef and see fésaginating
underworld of the sea. No time for both, so I'mimgtfor that,
whoever else is going where.'



‘Then that's three of us for the coral. Anyway, eoam down to
Aunt's cabin. | unearthed that big map of our desa night and
dropped it in on her bed. That gives us room teaugbit out.’

Alberta was looking at it when they arrived in.ustn said, 'l want to
show Maria where the nearest hot springs are onugpe coast road
going north, Morere Springs, a lovely place withsbuvalks and
lovely gardens and a cold swimming pool and a hatnal one side
by side. See?’

But she wasn't looking at his pointing finger, stes staring at the
name she'd seen blazoned in big black print actbeswhole
province. She'd heard said many a time by these people, but ha
never seen spelt.

Now she said, as if the words were forced out of'hi&s spelt with an
"e". An"e" ... | thought it would be spelt Hawksy Not with an "e"
in it. Hawkes Bay.'

They both gazed at her, puzzled. What was so srabgut that?
Struan said rather lamely, ‘Well, it was namedrakdmiral Hawke,
and not the bird. But what's—I say, Maria, are gtuight?'

She had lost all her colour. He grasped her twalfasaid, 'Sit down
for a moment. It's this heat, and the cabin's gtuléspite the
air-conditioning. I'll get you a drink of water.'

Maria went along with him that it must have beerp treat and
allowed him to take her up on deck to a cool cqorseaded by
awnings yet well exposed to the breeze, in a fewnenus.

Alberta let them go alone. She had a frown betwsambrows. It
hadn't been the heat. But she couldn't for theolifeer think why the
‘e’ in Hawkes Bay had excited the girl. Did shewramything?



That night Maria lay awake a long time thinking.,@he might yet
find two or three bays ending in those letters.'&hever thought of a
whole district being called a Bay. She'd never fang homestead in
all that area, surely. It was as large as severalitees rolled into one,
if she judged it by England. Then her heart liftdd?rovidence or

coincidence or whatever it was had brought heh&b very part of

New Zealand where she should begin her searcld, sbeér give up

till she found some trace of her forebears.



CHAPTER THREE

ALBERTA seemed very amused at the situation. She took eahgd

be construed as a mischievous delight in havinghade of them
about her. 'You're outnumbered, Donal, I'm afréimlee to one in
favour of the coral and the fish ... you'll havébtood on Gauguin all
by vyourself, though for sure there are plenty ofmsdals

willing—even eager— to accompany an unattached.male

Donal was unperturbed. 'How cruel you are, Mrs deh¥ou ought
to have murmured gracefully, "My nephew shall esowm and you
shall have Maria with you to enhance the subtleetibns of this
island demi- paradise still further.™

Maria burst out laughing. 'It must be the resuls@imany Georgette
Heyers in the ship's library, but everyone | knogems to be

speaking from the pages of a period novel. Beslthagot going just

to escort Alberta. | want to see the coral for nfy$anay not come

this way again.’

Donal drifted off and Maria was surprised to hetiu& mutter, 'Do
him good not to get all his own way at times."

Alberta grinned smugly, and Maria could have smécker? She
thought this faint air of enmity that occasionahowed between the
two men had nothing to do with her.

When Struan had gone Alberta remarked, 'Not quiteh sclose
friends as they were once. That'll show Struan.’

Maria didn't know how to answer that. She left ithwut comment.
Alberta continued, almost musing to herself, 'Strwauld like to
think Donal's judgment is at fault. But it isn'ted just got more
discrimination.’

Maria wrinkled her brow. What on earth...?



Alberta laughed. 'You're dying to ask why, but yeen't, so I'll tell
you. Because Donal holds Romayne in even moredigtian | do.'

Maria said, 'Oh, there's Denise Goddard ... | warite ask her
something,' and she took off along the deck inyatirs

The afternoon in Tahiti was a dream realised. Tiweye off the

gangway at one-thirty, into heat that seemed tamgile a canopy
of burning air bearing down on them. They wastedime on the

stalls selling coral and bead trinkets on the wHaut hurried across
to get into the shade of the glass-bottomed boatitang them,

decked with long stalks of red ginger blossom. Thegtched

fascinated as they skimmed over the reef and crad®ut as the
pilot left the boat to his second in command, amdaldown to sit on
a formation of coral, and instantly scores, evendneds of fish,

brightly coloured and fantastically shaped, swamwatms him

open-mouthed.

Across the scintillating waters, too bright to lagbon for too long at
a stretch, dreamed the of the town, its gaily mimbof and mission
steeples set among pale green foaming verdureclhbthted its hills

from summits to shoreline. All manner of craft skned about, in a
sort of idyllic dreamy South Sea picture, lappetuxurious heat, set
In the ocean blueness like a jewel afloat on on&mdéncer's faery
seas. Morea, the island used for Bali H&bouth Pacificdreamed on
the water, wrapped in little mists that clung lan

They came back to the ship to shower and to chhegause their
clothes were sticking to them after their hourhia shops.

They arranged to meet again in the Hawaiian Loundke cocktail
hour. Struan came towards them, debonair, refresimedussore
trousers, silk shirt, blue spotted cravat. Mari& wanscious of a new



pleasure in die looks of a man. Conscious tootabate to her own
dressing, in his eyes as they roved over her.

She had on a cotton dance frock figured in palergmith a plain

white inset bodice and lining to the redingotelesskirt. Little cape

sleeves made it cool and comfort-' able. She haghtaback her
shoulder-length hair whose chestnut lights weradiied a little now
with long days at sea, and had tied the turned+ugrdgs with a gauzy
length of pale green. She wore mother-of-pearlimgsrat her tiny

ears and the shell beads Struan had bought hes ahip's side were
twisted twice round her creamy throat and fell iknat on the tight

bodice. In this light her eyes were more green tierel. Perhaps it
was right that this competition for her company slianething for her
ego. She felt serene, confident.

Then Struan said to the pair of them, 'Oh, hereisaDcoming now.
He's so tall you can see him over everypheads.'

The clustering, talking crowds parted a little #mely could see Donal
was ushering someone ahead of him, a girl, alsamlad moved with
fluid grace, whose dress looked simplicity itsebut costly
simplicity. It was the colour of an oyster shedlintly flushed, as she
moved, with shot-silk pink, and her black hair,tpdrin the middle,
had a pearl bandeau across it. There were pedoldsiat her ears.
She looked cool, delightfully groomed.

'‘Good heavens!" muttered Struan. 'Now how in thel ded sheget
here? And with Donal already! It beats cockfightihghought she
was going back by air.’

Romayne!

Something leapt in Maria's heart for a joyous mameie wasn't
pleased to see Romayne on board. She hardly haddianalyse her
reactions, because the next moment the eleganivpagrupon them.



Donal said, rather ill at ease, Maria thought, kaghat | found
waiting on board when | got back from my trip rouhd island.'

Romayne said clearly, every word dropping with repliing force

into the quiet pool of Maria's day-long happiné&d), but it's no

surprise to Struan really, Donal. He begged me deenheaven and
earth to get on board this - ship ... even if Papeas my last hope.
At least we've ten days or so left before landfall.

Perhaps Maria only imagined the succeeding siléasted longer

than it should have done. She wouldn't look at&triwhy in the

world should he have pretended it was such a sapifihe'd asked
her to make the effort? Surely no man his age fesada great-aunt's
disapproval so much?

Oddly, it was Alberta who broke the silence, savihg situation.
‘Well, you've picked the best part of the trip. Hiantic is rarely the
better in a seaworthy fashion, though it treated/el$ this time.'

Struan, recovering, leaned forward and kissed Romdightly on

the cheek she proffered. 'When | joined her att@el | heard there
was a full complement aboard, so | thought you'dsetl out.
Otherwise I'd have enquired and arrived back e&His is delightful,

Romayne. | can't believe my incredible luck.’

His incredible luck! Maria would have given somethito know
what Alberta was thinking, and if later she migdy something sharp
to her secretive nephew? But what odds? It mustatter to Maria
Willoughby. But just imagine. He'd been scathingutithe way she
and Donal had protected themselves from the impirs of
shipboard life.

She turned a little, laying a hand on Donal's drnvas just waiting
till you appeared, to go in search of somethingyland cool. Denise



and Jo are over there, shall we join them? Albéahas saved up
some questions for you ... | met him when | wenthy mail.'

Donal looked relieved, she thought. He had probbbbn wondering
how he could leave this newly reunited pair to thelves without

being too obvious about it. As she turned, with &8lpshe caught a
look that passed between Romayne and Struan. Atoo#idand on

his side, not a glad one. Why?

The sense of strain and air of slight deceptioyestavith them. They
weren't a kindred group any more. Fortunately, Roraaouldn't be
accommodated at their table. At Cristobal Struathldeen fitted into
theirs as, with Denise and Jo, they had been hdatavas a table for
SiX.

Alberta said, under cover of chat at the bar, '‘MMédria, don't get all
carried away and offer to let Romayne sit at yaibid in your stead.
You're my companion and | need you.'

Maria's dimple appeared and her eyes flashed neis¢bo you now,
Alberta Jensen? For what, might | ask?'

There was an answering gleam from the shrewd grey. &or moral
support, not as a physical crutch. What game sldeStruan are
playing | know not, but I'll further no schemestiogirs.'

Schemes? Then Alberta hadn't missed that firstobi®truan's to
pretend he'd not known Romayne might appear atdbape bid that
had been wiped next moment by Romayne giving ityawa

Alberta wasn't one to let things go unremarked ygdmrt Maria
wished she'd waited till she had Struan to her3élé chance came
all too soon when Donal called Romayne away tont@duced to
someone only too eager to get acquainted with sautlhel a
newcomer.



Alberta said drily, 'And now perhaps you'll tell n&ruan, why you
made out Romayne turning up was a complete surfwigeu? She
scuttled you the next moment, didn't she? What thase to be so
secretive about? Just because | don't favour ytiingénvolved with
her it doesn't mean she can't please herself dimwtshe travels
home.'

Maria wished herself at the other end of the sBi must think of an
excuse to vanish. Struan said impatiently, 'Oh,tAutiink you took
me, up wrongly. It could be I'd known she was gamgry to join us
somewhere but didn't mention it because you gdalffcocked at
the very sound of her name and why bother wheast so uncertain?
It's not her fault she's her mother's daughterstuets not tarred with
the same brush really. Once we got past Balboslmdhadn't let me
know, | could have thought she wasn't going to make wondered
how the devil she'd wangled Tthatwas the surprise.'

'‘Was it? | could have sworn you tried to conveyffeent impression
altogether, at first, but let it go. But it's abdtw say she's not like her
mother. She's exactly like her—history repeateelfiteven if she
didn't leave it as long as her mother and jiltinan on the very eve of
the wedding.'

Struan turned to Maria and said softly, 'Theretaething you ought
to know. Or you may put your foot in it. The mannkayne was
engaged to was Donal's young brother. And there wgtenuating
circumstances. But Donal's still sore about it.ré€hare two sides to
every story. Romanye hasn't come out of it unsdaBetter by far to
admit she'd made a mistake than to carry on arttapsrend up as
another statistic on the broken marriage recohaisgbing to ask you
both to treat this thing as if none of us knew amg about it. We've
got nearly a fortnight to go, cooped up togethethos ship, so let's
make it as pleasant as possible. Maria, you calfal Hd much rather
Romayne hadn't said anything, but | couldn't hatener down in



front of Donal. He and | were very good friendsldn't want any
coolness between us now. You could make it a fonesid-'

The dryness still rasped Alberta's voice. "You wMatia to cover up
for you. You wouldn't like Donal McFie to think slitched his
young brother for you. It could look like that, haif you in England,
both of you returning at the same tinked Romayne ditch Alastair
for you? | never suspected it at the tinbed she?'

'Oh, helll" said Struan Mandeville between his ledteeping his
voice low despite its intensity. 'It's bad enougthaut you thinking
that. She didhot. She's made a confidante of me. | just met up wi
her again in Britain. You know he comes up to Hasvigay
sometimes, though most of the time he's in Weldngt meet him on
that sheep- meat committee | go to down there—dlways stayed
overnight at his mother's place and it could makiared awkward
to have feeling between the families. | thoughe-'ltoked at Maria
again with a raised brow.

His aunt guffawed—no other word for it. 'Struans just as well
we're in the middle of a seething crowd, or foresyou'd get your
ears boxed! What girl wants to be used as a smole=is? A fine
compliment!'

He said savagely, '"You're putting words in my moiit | suppose |
am using her as a smoke-screen. How about it, M@ 're a good
sport ... you agreed with Donal to protect eachewotiiom the
amorous intentions of other males and females erbtat-deck ...
how about some protection for me? Does that agpegalur sporting
instincts, or did you fancy it only with Donal?'

Maria kept her colour down by a tremendous effdetd never know
the fury that was threatening to consume her. &tiked coolly. It
sounds to me asdonalis more than ever in need of protection. It's
great pity Romayne ever came on this cruise. L expectyouto feel



that, of course, but | admire Donal for feelingdeply for his young
brother that he still resents him having beenitethe lurch. Yes, |
agree itwasbetter than risking an unhappy marriage, butiggeat
pity for Donal that she turned up here. And nowdwds it's going to
spoil a long friendship for him. So yes, I'll dofir his sakel'm not

in the least offended. | don't need to be seenygeelings are not
involved. Okay, I'll play up to you.'

She expected Alberta to be scathing, so was dilstisierprised when
she said, 'Cheers ... the first sensible thing lfeard. Watch it...
Donal and Romayne are approaching.’

Alberta was nothing if not thorough. She said torfagne, 'l think the

latter half of this voyage is going to be much mpleasant than the
earlier weeks. How much nicer to be in a groupldffaends than

among a lot of strangers. It was so dull for Magegssing the

Atlantic knowing Struan couldn't join us.'

A strange look crossed Romayne's face. Was it ¢i8nvéaria had
the sense of being caught up into something agharswill. Lives
could get so tangled, misunderstandings creatdthdther puzzled
anyway. First he'd seemed genuinely surprised,likdrad played up
to Romayne in possibly chivalrous fashion, theerldéite must have
regretted this lest it threaten die friendship ket him and Donal.
But there'd been a sense of strain there evendRimmayne arrived.
Maria gave it up. But she wouldn't see a kindlytheo like Donal
hurt any more by this pair. Deeper than that indo feelings she
would not probe, wouldn't analyse why it hurt hernsuch to find
Struan Mandeville less than above board. But ghla\dit along.

Oh, how glad she'd be to get to Auckland, thendwkes Bay. After
all, the real reason why she'd accepted this tap lecause it could
give her the chance of finding her father's old Bolhcould be in the
Hawkes Bay Province, but also it might happen wWietn she finally
got hold of a very detailed map of New Zealand,sight find other



bays that ended as had that torn-off caption undeicture. You

never knew, if she did find that home and her i@tat they might
have had word of him. There still might be a chatiad he might
have made good, made amends to them, if nevestexawife and

daughter who, for him, hadn't even a name. A forlwope, yet hope
was an irresistible emotion in most people's ligése could live with

hope till her search was ended.

She managed to disguise her feelings very well.eNeas so gay as
she in the delightful dancing that followed the ifian dinner.
Surprisingly Alberta Jensen was a very good dararet,apart from
Donal and Struan who knew it and took her up, sida'tdlack
partners among the older men aboard. Anaaisfun being part of a
young foursome. The music was dreamy, the settiyifja, the ship
sailed serenely on, almost drifting on a dark, lgesea that reflected
the golden stars above. What was it about thedsdpiat made them
shine more golden than silver?

Presendy the moon made a pale track across the walbérs, and
Maria found herself being steered away, most dglydiom the big
dance-floor to the deck, by Donal.

He found them a secluded seat, sat in silencefwanoments, then
said, 'Maria, would you give me some honest anstees®mething
that's been bothering me ever since | stepped ardlend ran into
Romayne? What's it all about? And where do youlffit the picture?’

Her heart thudded unpleasantly. What could she ewtsWould she
blunder and make things worse for everyone?

'l don't really know Romayne very much at all," sbld him. "You've
realised I'm really a paid companion to Albertae 8fas staying in a
guesthouse next to us. I'd just lost my mother fzaath't taken up a



hospital post again, or continued with case-nursamgl I've always
had a yen to see New Zealand because | was bamahd spent the
first few months of my life in Dunedin. So Albertaiggested |
accompany her ... she had a diabetic upset flyurtg.cand spend
three months with her at Amber Knoll.'

'Did she suggest it, or did Struan?'

Maria decided to sound a little coy, hesitatedd,salell, | forget
whose idea it was in the first place.’

She could hear the smile in Donal's voice. 'l ex@tan did ... |
don't blame him. Maria, we got into the way of paiing each other,
let me say just this to you. Don't let Romayne A&llggut any doubts
of Struan into your mind. | think—in fact I'm alntosure—Struan
didn't know she was coming on board, but he's wafimus sort of
guy and didn't like to slap her down when she gadl | think she did
it deliberately to make mischief between you. She'san-eater—it
runs in the family. If she suggested coming abeendn he said he
wasn't going back by air after all, | think he pably found this
conference in the States a godsend. He probahlgtishe hadn't a
show of getting on, especially when he knew he ge&itng the last
available berth from Cristobal. In vulgar term#hihk she's trying to
get her hooks into Struan and he's far too godtha for her, so just
don't let her make mischief. She practically ruioe@ man's life, or
would have if he'd not had it in him to make a cbaek. I'll take
Romayne's mind off Struan for a bit.’

At that moment Donal turned his head, said, '‘Algtlibey come. |
think Struan's getting a bit uneasy about the letigte we've been
missing. Maybe he doesn't trust you in the moonlgh the blue
Pacific. Leave it to me.’

Struan said, 'Ah, it's cooler out here. Were yaodifig it too hot and
energetic, Maria?'



Donal said, 'She was, but | could dance all nigbt;e the heat. So do
you, Romayne, being used to Hawkes Bay summelet's..go and

dance the night hours away.' He whirled her roumd lslaria and

Struan were left looking at each other.

He said sarcastically, 'Well, | must say you'rendoa great job of
co-operation ... dallying on the boat-deck in theomlight with
Donal wasn't precisely what | had in mind. You'upgosed to be
giving Donal McFie the idea that you and | areifglfor each other,
remember?'

Maria turned her back on that moon and looked upirat leaning
over the back of the seat, glowering. She lifted bkin, said
scornfully, 'Struan, you've got your wires crossigk just done a
very good job for you and Romayne. Donal broughtomehere not
to dally but to ask me what the situation was, whdre | came into
the picture. And even though deception isn't inlimg, | allowed him
to think it was possibly more your idea than Alb&rtthat | spend
three months at Amber Knoll. | was so convincingelen warned
me | was not to let Romayne make mischief betweenSo I'm
helping preserve your friendship, and if | can dg better than that,
tell me and I'll improve my tactics!'

He said, 'You beauty! | grovel." He looked down loer and she
thought his look was almost tender (Don't be sNiaria, it's merely
approving), then he gave a quick look behind. A pteuwere

approaching. He came round, slid an arm about lmulders as he
sat down, she looked up startled, saw his mouthkqup at the

corners, and heard him say, 'I'll improve the stgnihour myself.

Here they come... this should make them retreas-'nkbuth came
down on hers. Maria had a moment of wild wishinat tihis was for
real. He held her too close for her to struggle ahd dared not
anyway. Once you embarked on a deception like ybis were

committed. She told herself she was doing thidonal's sake and
stayed in the circle of his arms.



He lifted his head about two inches and said iaugting whisper,
‘Have they beaten a discreet retreat?'

She said, her breath warm against his lips, oagnient of sound, 'l
don't know ... | can't see ... you're so muchitéliean | am, idiot!'

His laugh was low. 'Then don't move.' He brushedips lightly over
hers this time, moved them to the line of her ctien put his face
against hers, just holding her.

Maria told herself despisingly that this then wdsatwas supposed
to be evanescent, the enchantment of moonlight ifloating
irresponsible world, an artificial one. Somethirgtt was born of
gossamer clouds and starlight, tropical breezesappeal ... in an
existence where no tasks filled your day, no dukiegst you from
making a fool of yourself.

She turned her face a little and was embarrassdohdoher lips
brushing against his. He said, 'Oh, very nice, Blaypu're a good
little sport.’

She choked. 'A good sport! ... | was trying to yleisto you that |
don't think anyone's there now, and I'm practicallye it wasn't
Donal and Romayne. Why should they come back sns8&o you
needn't carry on with this nonsense.' That madégeéa whole heap
better.

He looked at her with mock anger. She could seg¢ethging light in
those dark blue eyes between the bleached laplmsense? How
can you spoil a moment like that? | found it en¢imgnand thought

you might have too! Come on, now, didn't you gehsthing out of
it?"

She said drily, 'If I hadn't known what was behifjd might have
done, but I'm not a girl of eighteen, you know,de#o believe all
men say. I'm twenty-five—and quite well balanced.’



He laughed in the most maddening fashion. 'l beliggu hold it

against me that | once thought you were going aleig my aunt's

never-ending matchmaking. Well, | suppose any wolld resent
that. | was a duffer. Why didn't you—right now—utengrily that |

ought to remember you and your stepbrother's witgther have an
attachment?'

She was struck dumb. She'd forgotten about that.

He said, 'Why don't you answer me, Maria? Shadlllyiou why? ...
Because that attachment simply doesn't exist. Gdeas, it doesn't,
does it?'

‘How did you know?'

He chuckled. 'Because when we were seeing you 8bathampton,
Merla and Rod asked me to call on them some tiredls over their
way. | did, and it so happened Merle's brother thase toowith his
wife. | realised you'd been having me on.’

She said defensively, 'l wouldn't have if you hadssumed it
yourself. | just said what I'd tell Alberta if streed any matchmaking
with us, and you took me seriously. | thoughtgiad idea to let you
go on thinking it.'

‘Why?"

'‘Because no girl likes to think a man might get ithea she was
chasing him. It was sheerly a defence mechanistmthde me glad
you'd got that idea.’

'So was it also defence mechanism that made ydutleal very
enjoyable episode nonsense?’

Maria went to stand up. 'This is nonsense toalkirig like this.' But
she hadn't a hope of freeing herself. She put d bgainst his chest.



That too was unavailing. She couldn't move himhertaway. She
said crossly, like a child, 'Struan, if you kiss again I'll—I'll-'

You'll what? Scream? Oh, think what a scandalwwatld cause!
‘No, | wouldn't scream ... I'll bite you!
His laughter was irresistible, bubbling up withimh

'Oh, Maria, you'll be the death of me! Besidess'thouth came down
on hers, effectively drowning out any more protegiben he lifted
his head she said, 'Besideksat?’

'l don't need to finish that. It was besides, | {dati let you, and |
didn't, did I? What man would let a girl stop himding her?'

‘A chivalrous man,' she said bitterly.

He disregarded that, said, 'Anyway, wouldn't yaheabe here than
on that hot dance floor?'

She looked up at him, 'Yes, if we could just sid aalk, Struan
Mandeville.'

'l could think of better things to do, but I'll #etfor less if that's what
you really want. There are things I'd like to ask.'

She drew back a little, why she didn't know. Excépat the
knowledge that she might have a family in the HasvMBay Province
made her a little guilty. Then she said sturdibych as?'

‘Such as asking if you've ever been in love..ossiy?'

She laughed, relaxing. 'Yes. | was fourteen. Isettaything more
serious than calf-love? He was my music- teachet alh of
thirty-three. | was sure he adored me, was waiftingne to grow up.



Quite suddenly he married the sports mistress ahigly school. |
was blighted for two whole terms.'

He laughed. 'Oh, Maria, you're so unexpected! Butesthen ... how
many others have fluttered your pulses? Come onit dell me
you've had no other fancies?'

‘They stayed at that, the pulse-fluttering. It'different thing from
finding the one you'd like to spend the rest of rylie with. And
when you get to twenty-five you're more discrimingt It's so fatally
easy to make a mistake.'

His arm about her shoulders tightened a littleu'"vieean that because
your mother had an unhappy first marriage, it haslenyou a little
wary?'

'‘Perhaps. It does, doesn't it? It made me wary Whes nineteen. |
saw every charmer as unstable as my father —qujtestly, perhaps.
Mother was just nineteen when she married my fdther

'‘But you haven't stayed disbelieving about lovebWtbthe real
thing?'

‘No, you see life in the raw in big hospitals, amgrivate cases, and
you meet up with the idyllic side of life too, sadn't think I've any
hang-ups.'

The moon, that had gone behind a bar of cloud,enlgidreed itself
and shone right across them so that looking up cshdd see it
glinting silver on those strawy brows and lashes.d¢emed very
intent.

'| rather like that idea. I'd never thought theoeld be an idyllic side
to hospital life.'



‘There is,' she assured him. 'Sheer devotion sorasti Devotion
that's tried and tested. There's a line of Steptahips’ that | like
tremendously, he calls it:

' "Beautiful friendship, tried by sun and wind, dile from the
daily dust of life."

'In hospital | once saw a man and woman takingwalieof each
other after fifty years of wedded life. I'm notstly as to think it had
been half a century of bliss— how cloying that wbbhé—but it was
soreal, that farewell. | had the oddest sensation thatualy envied
that woman who was slipping out of life. | evenupbt that if it was
given to all to have so perfect a moment, who cdddafraid of
death?’

She was silent, remembering. Then Struan said?'Yes

‘They were quite ordinary people, but articulatee'dHbeen an
engine-driver, she'd been in a factory. They'd nbad much money,
but she said none of the highlights of life hadatad her. We'd had
her in for months, and we enjoyed hearing her talkey'd had a
week-long honeymoon in a little stone cottage anlgie of Mull.
Getting to know each other in a new way, she said,loving every
memory of that week, even though they'd had to dvater from a
well and cook on an open fire. She'd had threedsml, each one
loved and wanted. It had always been a struggantially, but they
now owned their own house and managed comfortablythe
pension, "And when I'm gone," she said, "the ckitddare all near
enough to see to their father. One of them will kabn him every
day."

'She told us she'd carried red roses at her wegditlaain a knot with
white heather and a bow of tartan ribbon. She'dahabiite dress and
veil but couldn't abide everything white. As shé pu'l aye liked a
splash of colour." Her Alex was sitting by her thight she died.



Jessie was weak, but her mind was clear. I'd conslently with
something to moisten her lips, but | paused, unseehe doorway.
He put his hand in his pocket and drew somethingtoak her hand,
opened it, and closed it over what we found lates & bit of red
tartan ribbon and some dried heather. We lefeitehl heard him say,
"l thought you'd like to take this with you, lassfo that other
world."l managed to melt away backwards withoutistle and by
sheer will-power stayed dry-eyed. Because shoitigr avards he
came in search of me to say she'd gone.'

There was a silence between those two people drotitedeck. Then
Struan's thumb moved over the back of Maria's h&dd how
comforting such a fleeting touch could be.

He said slowly, 'Yes, an idyll isn't only compos#dhe ingredients
we usually associate with that word ... moonlightl &oses; sunlit
meadows and daffodils under the trees at Heronshamdyoung
love.'

She didn't know how much longer they sat therepbegently Donal
and Romayne came by, looking for them. Romayneg, iaria was
sure. Romayne said, 'That sumptuous supper istyrtofniss it, you
two. That is, if you've done murmuring sweet nogjsim each other's
ears.’

They came to their feet, laughing. 'What was thagh supposed to
mean?' asked Romayne, but she asked it nicely.

Struan said, 'Because we've been talking of d&ahth in hospital
wards, as seen by Maria. Sounds a grisly subjea foopical night
under a tropical moon, but somehow it wasn't.'

‘No subject is incongruous handled properly," €odal.



Then Romayne said a strange thing. 'That's sontethiton't know
about, handling subjects the right way, at dietrighe, to suit the
right mood.'

Suddenly Struan seemed sorry for her. He gavdia liugh, said,
'We're getting in too deep for this time of nightdany inner man is
protesting. Lead me to that supper, Donal"

Two dances after supper and they were all readybémt, even
Alberta, who was a stop-up. Romayne's single calais only four
along from theirs. Maria was into her dressing-gowhen she
noticed her evening bag and remembered Romaynadkad her to
put her filmy pink evening scarf into it. The nigiad been so still
she'd not needed to tie anything on her hair, ack.dRomayne
wouldn't be in bed yet. She slipped along, liftediand to tap lightly
on her door, then arrested the movement.

A faint sound of sobbing was coming from inside. ridafelt
appalled. All her training urged her to proffer jn@henever need
manifested itself, but you dared not intrude os.thi

What could it be? She stole back, said goodnightlterta, went into
the inner cabin, and stayed awake a long time.

Had this meeting with Donal McFie roused in Romayegrets for
the way she had treated his young brother, or stiead up longings
for the clock to be turned back and that engagemenbroken? Or
was she so in love with Struan Mandeville that eseowing Struan
was turning his attentions to Maria to stop Domahf thinking his
friend had been the cause of that rupture upsejithehen they had
spent so long together on that deserted deck?



Maria felt a great distaste tor the whole thing sgvever her, and
something else too ... the knowledge that in harth&he wished it
hadn't been a stupid masquerade, but true!

At last she drifted off to sleep, lulled by the gag on of the great
liner, her last thought that she would be glad wihenday of landfall
and the everyday business of living would be upemt



CHAPTER FOUR

ROMAYNE seemed so bright next morning, Maria was inclited
think she'd imagined the sobbing. But even if isvi@r real, it could
have been nothing more than a nostalgic mood ofitn@ent.

The faint air of strain between the two men hadsiad and day by
day across the Pacific, Donal seemed to treat Roenawyth more
respect. He listened to her opinions, even seeméeé drawing her
out, introduced deeper topics, resulting from teesibulletins they
listened to each day in their newspaperless wdndasine isolation.

She said so to Struan as they sunbathed by the gayd later,
watching Romayne and Donal engaged in a game @fryato with
some others.

Struan nodded. 'He thought she was a lightweighd didn't care

tuppence that his young brother was hurt. Sheaddike that at the
time, living on the surface. Her mother brought herto a butterfly

existence, of course, but with Romayne it's onlgaeer. She's more
like her father than most people suspect. You'tehmifinal touches

on, Maria.'

She turned an astonished face to his. 7 have?®u®'h

‘That first night on the boat-deck. We told Romagne Donal we'd
been talking about death, and Donal said no subjastincongruous
handled properly. Romayne admitted to an inadedfeateng, and |

saw Donal look at her for the very first time wisspect. It was as if
he suddenly realised there was more to her. It nbghjust a step
from that to give her credit for courage in bregkihat engagement.
That would make it easier all round.’

'For whom?"

'For us all.'



'Yes, | suppose so. Oh, do you mean that if heghbshe'd acted
from the best of motives, it might not make forasirbetween you
and Donal?'

‘Partly that. | thought it was most unfortunatet thecause she didn't
want Donal to think she'd come on board becaudenof she gave
him the impression that she'd done it to be nearltnealy served to
make him think she was never without some manwn'to

'Struan ... is it possible she came on board beaafusmlisheasked.

‘Thatis why. When we were leaving the ship's side at Soufiton,
we looked back and she got the most awful shocke® Donal
standing at the rail. | don't think he saw her. 8f@s upset. She'd
heard he was in England, and had hoped she migéit Inn@, and
perhaps make a better impression on him—that hétnitgsee her
only as the girl who broke her engagement to lothtar, mighty near
the wedding. He was to be Alastair's best man aa&iss concerned
about his brother that he had a showdown with Romaseally let
fly at her. She told me she didn't like the pictufeherself he
presented to her and would have welcomed an opptyrto wipe it
from his mind. | expect he said things in his angeishouldn't have
done. We all do when we lose our cool.’

Maria said, 'Why is it so important to her ... tepllay another image
to him? If Alastair is out of her life what camiiatter?'

‘Can't you guess? Haven't you rumbled it?" Thancggs met and
held. 'l don't want to say too much at this stddaria. It's a delicate
situation. Donal would resent anything happening soon. We'll
keep playing it as a foursome—makes it easier.’

She managed to agree, then said lightly, 'l thivalt group at the rail
have spotted some more dolphins. Want to go td see?



He-shook his head lazily. 'Nope. The sun's too wanah that little
breeze too delightful to move. Besides, the vieyhtrin my line of
vision beats any dolphin display hollow." His audas eye roved
over the coral bikini concealing very little of hboney-tan skin.
‘Though | think you should move over here a litlevould be a pity
to get burnt." His arm came out to draw her aelittiore into the
shade. Her cheek was against his shoulder. Itif#lt, natural, and
disturbing. What a pity there had to be these undeznts!

She closed her eyes against the dazzle of thedsucould mean only
one thing. They didn't want Romayne flaunting arotiomance too
soon, another conquest. Especially awkward in ¢tindéirces of a ship.
Back in New Zealand Donal lived two hundred mila®ni
Heronshaw. Romayne's father's estate was only &outiles away.
But no matter when they came out into the operag lnound to make
a coolness between Donal and Struan.

Romayne and Donal came up, dripping wet, and dibppeto their
towels spread on the deck. Presently Donal padffed¢aome back
with long cool drinks. Faintly from the Fijian Loga came sounds of
soft music. This was the pre-lunch music hour. Kavished they'd
not been playing just that... it was wistful, hangt 'Why did you
make me love you ... only to say goodbye?'

Because that was what it added up to. She mightasisvell be
honest. In spite of herself she loved Struan, aheénwher three
months at Heronshaw were over, she would move fouisdife and
in time when Donal's young brother had got over lesrtbreak,
Struan would be able to court Romayne without Daraénting it
quite so much.

Just as they drained their glasses, a steward eggped Donal's
elbow and proffered a radio-telegram on a tray.yThk sat up,
concerned, which was natural on board ship, whears eas relayed
like this.



He paused after he'd read it, looking down on Hicw did nothing
for them, then he said with a dry inflection in hisice, 'Relax,
everyone. It's not bad news, it's from my brothesten: "Don't delay
in Auckland. Wedding is advanced a week. | wonitehanyone but
you for best man, so fly down. See you soon, Alastde looked up,
directly into Romayne's eyes, startlingly blue agaithat black
straight hair, said, '"How about that?'

Her cheeks had lost all colour, her lips were phréhe looked eager
as she said, 'Alastair? He's met someone elsehd@hglad | am,
how glad!

Donal's brows were down, his lips a thin line. @far who? For

Alastair? For yourself? Glad you need no longefesueémorse? This
leaves you free to play the field again, doespdnt know no guilt?'
He uttered a short laugh. It had no mirth in ibtkhat you need feel
that way. It was the best thing you ever did r.nmiy brother. Jeannie
is a girl of a different calibre.'

Maria and Struan seemed unable to move or speakajfte uttered
a small stricken sound, instantly suppressed. They saw her pull
herself together. Strangely, it was Donal who labkeddenly as if he
didn't quite know where to go from there.

Romayne said, 'l don't expect you to believe it,rhy gladnessvas
for Alastair. | know as well as you do that | waghe one for him.
Not that I'm hypocrite enough to pretend it washisrsake | broke it
off. I'll tell you the truth now, Donal. | brokeaiff because | realised |
loved someone else. These things do happen. | \waepared to
marry Alastair and cheat him. | knew that this marall probability,
would never look my way, so | wasn't weighing ummtes. | just
knew | couldn't go through with that marriage.

'‘But you've never credited me with any decent fgdliat all. Though
the last few days' | was beginning to think you mid~oolish me! |



even thought that some day your parents mightergie. | loved
your parents. But now | just want you to be outngfsight and mind.
Enjoy yourself with Struan and Maria. | can amusself for the few
days left remaining. Thank heaven I'm not at yalnd. Don't you
three quarrel over this,' she added. 'l don't wanbe blamed for
breaking up any other relationship. Goodbye.'

At that Struan managed to heave himself out ofdleisk-chair and
made a lunge at her, grasping her elbow in a Hwd ¢ouldn't be
broken. 'Oh, no, Romayn¥ouwon't be blamed-Bonal will. Maria,
let's get going ... with Romayne. You'd better takeng hard look at
yourself, Donal. Decide if you like what you seeou¥e carried
bitterness too far, and anyway, no third persorr &mews all that
causes a couple to split up. Get going, girls.’

As in a dream he propelled them along. 'Go dowrmRdonayne's
cabin, and let's try to pull ourselves together.’

Down there they were at a loss, not knowing whatalp or do next.
Finally Maria said, 'Look, I'll go along to my caband get dressed.
I'll leave you two to it.'

Romayne put out a hand and restrained her, herevaiost

surprisingly calm. '‘No, don't, Maria. That was eath—horrible—but

quite forgivable. He's very fond of Alastair. Hgtst something out of
his system. He'd resented my ditching his brotleey wauch, and it
lasted longer than I'd dreamed it would, otheniisel have told me
before this that Alastair was engaged and sooretonbrried. He
didn't want me to stop feeling remorse. In a wiy,good to meet up
with a brother so concerned.' She looked reflecadeled:

'It's a strange thing, but it's done somethingnfiertoo. | looked on
Donal as so upright and honourable, so ethical.H&g stooped to
being vindictive and now | can see he's just likeall, capable of
mean actions and thoughts. Most of the time helmgtenough to



resist them, but when he cools off maybe he'llkiess hardly of me
because he's slipped in his own esteem. Only liny g€ made a rift
between you and Donal, Struan. | can only hopelittame right in
time.'

Struan shrugged. 'At the moment I'm past carirmgunl think only of
you. You were magnificent—not petty at all. And yaidn't resort to
tears. | really would have liked to bawl Donal duif there were too
many people too near. Most of them were too inbarthe larking in
the pool to notice, though. But | didn't need toadthing.Youwere
dignified and very cool. Well, | guess we've just tp carry on.’

I'm sorry it'll make the last few days so uncortdbte,” said
Romayne. '‘Maria, this should have been the trip IdEtime for you,
not all snarled up with a situation like this. gt never to have come
aboard.’

Maria put out a hand. 'Romayne, we've got to tdkeak it comes. |
admired you too. I'm glad you live in Hawkes Baygm though
you're a few miles away. | feel—perhaps particyladcause of what
happened this morning—that we've made strides mfreendship.
New Zealand is very much an unknown quantity to Bwen the spot
where | was born is hundreds of miles away andatteer island. It'll
be nice to have someone | know and like, withirtihéa

Struan gave her a grateful look. 'Now I'm goingub Aunt Alberta in
the picture. Romayne, I'll have to tell her exagtlyat was said. Do
you mind?'

'‘No, she's been surprisingly nice to me the lastdays.'

That's because she's got to know you as you ragedlynot just as
Lottie Averell's daughter, following in her motrefootsteps. You
can't fool Aunt Alberta. She was bound" to comiktel you. I'll go to
find her. Meanwhile, you girls get dressed.’



Maria's thoughts were chaotic. This could speedheprelationship
between Struan and Romayne. They wouldn't needatk warily
now there was a definite rift between the two nf&ime dressed and
went back to Romayne's cabin, and as she openatbtreshe saw
Alberta and Struan coming.

Alberta didn't seem in the least embarrassed. &de"#ell, gal, you
had guts, I'll say that for you. It's not easyaket a remark like that. It
may have cleared the air, of course, and if Aldstgetting married,
by the time Donal's been best man to him and $esn settled down,
he'll probably feel he made a deal of fuss abothing. And while
we're on the subject, I'm sorry . | sat in judgnm@anyou myself. | was
sure it was just a case of history repeating itsSgtiat's not tactful
either. No gal likes to hear her mother called dowut | don't know
how to make amends without mentioning it. | dareslagy was just
young and foolish. So you're very welcome any @hamber Knoll.
This other thing will die. Right... there's the dlingong. Come along,
all of you.'

Maria was somewhat ashamed of her own thoughts.agoenhad
been through a gruelling experience, yet she cdukditp envying
her. It had cleared the way for her to become quieat visitor to
Struan's home and it was evident that Struan nowRmmayne's
peace of mind before his friendship with Donal, ethiwas as it
should be. But it left Maria out in the cold.

They plunged into shipboard activities with fevirisnthusiasm,
determined Romayne should have no time to mope.tiat she
appeared in much danger of that. They saw Donledrcompany of
other people, mostly. That very day of the showdowaid come to
Struan, said curtly, 'I've arranged for Romaynsit@t your table in
my place.' Struan even more curtly said, 'Very sdas



In all Maria, and, she supposed, everyone else,gle@swhen time
came to go to the luggage-room and rearrangettiirgs, because it
meant disembarkation was near. She wanted a hobiaken with
hills and trees again instead of a purple line wissma and sky met;
instead of a salt- tanged breeze she longed fopénimes of a
spring garden; instead of cabin walls that enclg®edin too small a
space, she craved the wider walls of a home; idsiéplanking on a
deck that heaved and dipped occasionally, it wéeldvonderful to
find grass beneath her feet and tree-lined pathiled with sunshine
and leaf shadows.

The Landfall dinner and dance came, the last mghioard, and next
morning they woke to see islands dotted about angroaving
coastline; they were almost within Waitemata Harbadnich meant
water as smooth as the surface of obsidian ...itawds. It was a
dream of a day. Here was a lovely shimmering @pread round
scores of bays, and in the centre of its blue \watee symmetrical
island of Rangitoto. Among the high-rise buildingse small hills
that were the cones of extinct volcanoes from dmg lago, mostly
clothed with green bush on their loweslopes. Even from here they
could see it was semi-tropical, with houses withtruoloured roofs
rising from gardens clustered with giant tree-feand exotic-looking
palms.

They came face to face with Donal just before dismiking and were
glad Aunt Alberta was with them. She boomed, "W&#, might as
well say goodbye now, Donal. | expect you're ggttim plane
immediately. Struan has a car booked for us. Wetchgme quicker
flying, but we want to show Maria the he of thedathe contours of
hills and mountains ... ten to one if we flew, we'st look down on a
floor of cloud.’

He nodded. 'Good idea. | wish the four of you g ydeasant journey,
and happy reunions.’



Struan said, 'Oh, Romayne isn't going straight h&@he wants to see
her sister in Takapuna first, for a few days.'

Donal gave them a collective word of farewell, Ramayne wasn't
haying any of that. She said calmly, 'l do hop€lygive Alastair my

sincere wishes for his future happiness, Donalt Thees from the
heart. It would seem out of place to send a wirdaéoreception, but
I'd like you to be big enough to pass that on antkll your mother
and father the same. Goodbye.'

Soofl they were away from the immense harbour gmavding city

with its shining silver span of bridge that curnwacer the waters to
link the communities on either side, and travekedth to stay at
Cambridge as the day was, by now, far spent dftgr trive round
the waterfront and city. Aunt Alberta was deterndirdaria's first

sight of Hawkes Bay should be by daylight, not he featureless
dark, so they turned in at a motel, delightfullymshed in the
Colonial style, where they could cook their own rawg meal, and
relax in privacy after so long in the ship dinirgpm.

They travelled from early morning the next dayotigh the dewy
pastures of the dairyland of the Waikato provirthegaded through
by the Waikato River, the longest one in New ZedJannning for
two hundred and twenty miles from where it ros¢h@ snows and
ice-fields of the Tongariro National park, StrualdtMaria, though it
was known as the Tongariro River then, into the ensity of Lake
Taupo, and draining that lake over the spectadtileéa Falls before
meandering through green and pleasant lands.

Maria exclaimed over the differences all the wang the similarities
too, delighted to see so many English trees sh& cacognise,
though it seemed so strange to her that, as thss@edober, they
weren't changing colour .. . that the hawthorn lesdgere rosy and
pearly with blossom, instead of red with haws, tblaimatis was
starring garden trellises with white and pink, avidtaria drooping



purple plumes over arches and that some daffotlildisgered in
sheltered spots. The snowdrops and violets werer, olat
rhododendrons and azaleas were patching farm amd ¢@rdens
alike. 'l feel it ought to be golden-rod and asteasd
chrysanthemums.’

They saw a signpost for Rotorua, and half-heartetfred to divert
and show her the exciting thermal area for an houtwo if she
wished. Maria laughed. "Your faces would chandeaifcepted that
noble offer, wouldn't they? We can come here froapidr some
time, | guess. You're just raring to get home nasgn't you?'

They chuckled and agreed. She said, 'Besides, yimgdo see
Hawkes Bay.'

Struan said curiously, 'How come you got so keerthis area?'
Alberta seemed interested in her answer too.

Maria laughed. 'Oh, you know how it is, a namepsrop. again and
again after you first hear it. | had a patient wdaone from there,
once. | imagined, because of the Bay, of coursd,ittwould be on
the coast, but now | realise it could be inlandctswa funny
name—Why-puck-some- thing.'

They grinned. Struan said, ‘Waipukurau, the-streat
where-the-mushrooms-grow, but it's believed it d#holbe
Waipukerau which means many floods. It's fifty ormiles south
from us, and yes, inland; Was this patient retigrionNew Zealand?
Will you want to visit her... or him?'

I might, some time, if convenient.' (It could pide an excuse for
roaming, for looking for the towers of Camelot.)

They swept on past Wairakei, the-place-where-th@spo
were-used-as-mirrors, but nowadays the hot poots Warnessed to
geo-thermal power that occasionally billowed gdatids of steam



across the road and notices warned drivers to efutaThen they
crested a hill to look down on an unbelievable esgaof water, Lake
Taupo, the centre of the North Island, all two headand fifty square
miles of it, with the Auckland-Wellington Highwaykisaming the

shoreline.

Holiday cottages, bright with semi-tropical floweend ferns,

clustered the water's edge in the bays, scoresotdlsnpointed to a
huge tourist and holidaymakers' trade, and Struad & was a

trout-fisher's paradise. They lunched on takeav&iysan had bought
on the way, sitting at the water's edge, watchmglsboats bobbing
at the rim, and looking many miles over the wabewhere, at the far
end, Mount Ruapehu, at times an active volcan, rits shoulders
glittering with snow, against a cobalt sky.""

As they drove off, Struan said with a note of niggtasatisfaction in
his voice, 'The next turn left into the hills, amgde're on the
Taupo-Napier Highway, the rodmbme . This jased to be quite a risky
road, but diversions and broadenings have madgrirad road now
... Just two hours to Napier and even less thantththe Esk Valley.
The most beautiful valley of all. Our place is abhto the junction
with the road from Gisborne, but just before that yind up to the
top, and there it is, Heronshaw. We'll stop on tiay at the
Waipunga Lookout ... magnificent falls there, and gee them in the
best way of all, slightly below you. It would be#y to miss them.'

They passed the green enaipelled bush of the Cpegperve that hid
within it lonely graves, sad reminders of the anfbo$ a cavalry

outpost a century before, dipped down huge hibared up the other
sides, crossed and re- crossed rivers. Sometimeslatidscape
widened out giving glimpses of ranges that seemesflasting,

folding back in ridge after ridge against the skyld, untamed

fastnesses where only deer and opossums and huraarsed.



Then the landscape gave way to homesteads ringeavanued with
all manner of English trees.

‘Ah, the beeches are coming into leaf,' said Striibove them best of
all, the new and tender green of the young leaivies.beeches look
so ancient till spring wakens them and then thesmsgust like
infants.’

Maria knew a moment of enchantment. 'Oh, | like.thaeminds me
of my mother. She always thought silver birches lanches looked
much younger than their age. So many people hagettmoughts but
keep them to themselves. Which is a pity. I've gbwaondered why
they speak of heroes as strosiggntmen. | prefer them just as strong
but I'd rather have a talkative extrovert type, etfys

Alberta laughed. 'Struan was reared by my sistéawn and nobody
brought up in Johanna's household had a chancsrag bn introvert.

Johanna just bubbles over with happiness and somenmawvs out

everyone else to be the same. Just as well sheagElthat nature, it
helped her overcome a lot of sadness.’

'‘Deed aye,' said Struan. Odd how a Scots phragg or® his

vocabulary now and then. The two of them lapsed siience as if
remembering the sadness that ought to have ovaneldelohanna
but hadn't. Then Alberta roused herself and regeatat Struan had
said earlier, 'How fitting that is ... | mean yodescription of the
beech leaves, Struan. The new and tender greetakks me back
many Yyears. | had a small nephew, Maria, who had rtfast

astoundingly sombre taste for poetry, far beyorsdykars. He loved
Shakespeare at an early age. That reminded menof kban see and
hear him now, looking absurdly young with his cakliof hair

sacking .up and his knobbly little knees above dubool socks,
proclaiming grandly that bit frontHenry the EighthSo strange a
choice for a little boy:



' "This is the state of man: today he puts fortle Ténder leaves of
hope; tomorrow blossoms ..." | won't go on, thé oést's too sad for
a day like this.’

Struan's hand left the wheel, patted Alberta's kNia said, 'l can
just see him with his knobbly knees and cowlickuMmave a way
with words, Alberta. | don't know that passage, dwén if the rest is
sad, | like that. The tender leaves of hope anatoosw blossoming.’

Struan's voice came in, 'And that's something ydy ealise when
you're older. When you're very young you don'téadi—if you're in
the depths of despair—that tomorrow will blossomerhember Gran
telling someone that and adding that the troublethist only
experience of life makes you realise that time $1e@b the second
time round perhaps frustrations are more bearable.’

'‘As Johanna knew so well. She's had frustrationgemty, but it's
never soured her. Not even that she never saw dSBialse's
tomorrow blossoming.’

Maria realised he must have died young. For a moraestrange
wave of sorrow for Johanna and her little boy itk knobbly knees
swept over her. But Johanna hadn't lived on, resgiihat her son
had been taken from her ... instead she and Atreiddville had
become "adoptive grandparents.

Suddenly Struan said, 'There seems to be an edinaoy lot of

traffic on this section of the road today. Anyboaguld think they
were going to a fire. And look at all these parkats!" A bend further
on, and a road running off into some deep ravioassed him to
glance quickly back down it. There was a gap indbese forestry
that clothed those hills to the north. They sakearing, well in, and
a mass of other vehicles.



'Oh, they must be having some sort of field dayeghkewonder what
for? Can't be a tractor demonstration or crop-spnga Perhaps it's
some new spray done by hand. Oh, well, they'lluglabout it when
we get home. | wonder if Grandfather and Ramsaytedato be

there. Not that they will be, unless they lookedmit earlier. They'll

want to be ready with the red carpet and the fat#dfd | wonder how
many times Gran has been down the drive to see'rfevcoming.

‘Maria, the hills are more open now, you'll notiaad we're getting
near the coastline, but you won't see the seavdilbreast our hill.
Then you'll get the whole sweep of the bay. Bywlas, though the
province is called Hawkes Bay, which intrigued yousome reason,
spelled with an "e"l—the Bay itself is just HawkeayB a large sweep
of shore.’

Maria said quickly, '‘Are we coming into the vill&je

They were ... so tiny, just the necessary buildinigen on through
paddocks where grape-vines were twined on wiresergng now

with promise of a good season to come; they passaty beautiful

memorial church, where the family worshipped, slas wld, more
paddocks of young green corn grown for the canfaatpries, hills

above them dotted with sheep, then at a yellowefipgst that said
Mandeville Road, they turned right and climbed pghgepast

prosperous-looking new houses that had a Canattiantbeir cedar

paint and white facings and wide patios. The hotsiesied out as
they climbed on, they turned left, took a dip, tlerery steep incline,
breasted the homestead hill where the road cumréd a lookout and
as Struan brought the car to a stop, the whole steae burst upon
Maria.

To the north-east, a terrific scimitar of coasdeneled in great bluffs
and a misty horizon rimmed with lilac against aquek-green sea. A
plume of thick white smoke piled in cottonwool wisofrom the

Whirinaki Paper Pulp Mills close to the shore; meat hand the sun



turned thehull of a ship making into Napier Harbouo a dazzle- »
ment of blinding light, and to the south-east gledrike the white
cliffs of Dover, those of Cape Kidnappers where tgaturies earlier
the famous navigator Captain Cook had saved Talagaservant of
the Raiatran chief and priest whom taedeavourad taken aboard
from Tahiti, from being kidnapped.

'‘And it's the home of the gannets, remember,' Stigan. 'That'sny
particular view. From my room, which is a sort tficaup top, | can
stand at my window and see the sunrise come uptbeee. Even
though the hills running back inland from this ashthem are higher,
there's no house built on any crest from which gan see just that.
Then from my room at Amber Knoll looking west | cage the snows
of the Kaiwekas.'

‘Your room at Amber Knoll?' queried Maria.

Alberta said, 'He often comes to keep an old woogempany. I'm not
nervous, never have been, but at times I'd be yah&8truan wasn't
always bursting in and out."'

Maria told herself it was absurd to feel such aavalvgladness wash
over her at this bit of news. She told herselfretb&t moment that as
Alberta wouldn't be lonely now with a companionwmuldn't come,
naturally.

The engine sprang to life again and they movedafinded a corner.
'‘Oh, the peaches are in blossom,' cried Albertae 'bveliest of

welcomes." They lined each side of the narrowingdrowith a

translucency of pink where the sun shone througir thail petals.

Ahead of them were the gateposts of Heronshaw, attveen them
not wooden bars or wrought-iron scrolls, but, as wammon here,
cattle-grids set in the metal of the roadway tovene stock

wandering out or in—great time-savers compared geéiies.



'If it had been after school-time, Timothy and Gtabel would have
been sitting on top of the gateposts. What a réttése cattle-stops
make! That's going to bring them all rushing out.'

But it didn't. The front door was standing openwés true, but the
whole place lacked movement and noise.

Struan grinned. 'They must be getting imperviouth#t din. We've
stolen a march on them. | won't even pomp the hegl] sneak in
and give them a surprise. They must be still sgttime table or
decorating the pavlova. Don't slam the car doawddt swinging.'

They crept in, expecting to hear voices. Not a murreached them.
'‘Odd," whispered Struan. He turned his head orswleg in a listening
attitude as he reached the foot of the stairs.y Theast be up there.
But it sounds as if not a soul is home. What arambax!

They had all cocked their ears. Then into the sgdetame a chilling
sound ... an unmistakable groan—a groan that hstdwang effort

behind it, a forcing sound. Struan said, 'Whateii'$ithat? My God,
someone's tied up, | think! Gagged ...'

A second similar groan followed. Maria clutchedug@tr's arm as he
went to bound up the stairway, 'No, Struan ... utstrbe Judith. |
mean, that's someone having a baby ... but | baait anyone with
her. Oh, but there must be—come on!

Alberta was just behind them as they took thestaio at a time. The
sounds led them directly to the master bedroomthlluas on the big
bed; she'd obviously had little warning, but hash§l back a beautiful
quilt and thrown a travelling rug across it. Asytrstopped in the
doorway, she had hold of the top bedpost, and weasiny down,

determination to help the baby into the world ettbe her blanched
features. Struan said, 'Sis, oh, Sis, we're heegll Welp. Where are
the others?'



'Oh, Struan—oh, Aunt, thank God! | was all rightemhthey rushed
off. They're along Ranley's Gully. There's beetaag crash beyond
there. I'm not due for another month. Ohh! But thng's doing very
well, I can manage. But | was worried because theeetwo, about
what to do with the first one, while ... ah, heasther pain!'

Struan said quickly, 'Tell, us, Sis, have you gdbator on the way?
Did you have time to phone?’

"No, no warning. | just flung myself on the bed—Ibeyt to get one,
only not our doctor because he's gone to the soktie crash—so
any doctor from Napier.'

Maria said, It looks to me as if it'll be all ov®won, though call one
just the same, Struan. It's all right, Judith, #nmidwife. Draw in
your breath a little, it's coming a bit fast ..rusin, the phone, Alberta,
get me some old pillow-cases....'

Judith said, 'Struan, you must tell this strangetalothere are two.
I'm thrilled ... | can get two for the trouble afi@this way.'

Maria could have cheered—there was pluck for yduwl&h was back
In no time. 'Didn't get the first doctor | rang,tlhus receptionist is
contacting one for us. | said | was needed hemkidnget back to my
sister. Don't mind me, Ju, after all I've brouglanpy of lambs into
the world, and I'll act under Sister Willoughbyistructions.'

That was masterly, it gave Judith a feeling thameone of
professional status and knowledge was at handth]wdisping with
her effort, said, 'As long as the babies are glitrithat's what matters.
I'd hoped to carry them full- time, but they wegmatting me to
hospital tomorrow to keep an eye on me. But thig,Wl be home
again in no time. Much nicer for the kids ... tHgget so disrupted,
poor lambs ... here goes for another effort... vigsoa. no effort
needed!



A small blond head had appeared, was usheredhataorld. Maria
experienced that moment of rapture and wonderhtadtnever yet
failed her as a new little life with all its potedtcame into sight. The
symbolism of that tiny uncurling body had a tou¢tih@ miraculous.

‘A perfect baby," she said gloatingly. 'Small betfect, and a boy.'

Judith gave a huge sigh of relief. '‘My small Stuate said. 'l so
wanted another boy to call him after my brother.'

Maria wondered. Oh, Struan must be the Gaelic fofi@tuart, she
supposed. There was no time to comment. She weffikiog the
baby up, working gently, but with speed, wiping lseathing
passages free, laying him on the mother's breasttHat first
wonderful moment of contact.. oh, what lungs, slheught
thankfully, and hoped the second baby would becadliny.

Judith gave a giggle of pure mischief and perhajsfr

'Oh, poor Ramsay! He's going to be as mad as aameatHe wanted
to be present at this birth, thinks it's a wondeidea. Hell be very
jealous of you, Struan.'

Struan grinned, 'lI'd sure swap places with himtrigdw! Maria, how
long do you think the other one will take? I've fmothe time vary
considerably with ewes.’

'Yes, it can. Judith will be able to tell soon.dnd think it will be
long, seeing it started so suddenly. Now, let'sogetvith it. Alberta
can take this one over. Just roll him up in thatoptcase.
Freshly-ironed linen is marvellous. And the roob@autifully warm.
We'll think about baby clothes later. | want hinmdne/here | can keep
an eye on him. Just sit down in that chair with hitberta. Ah ...
Judith, it's starting. Struan, in my yellow casethe car, are some
white uniforms ... get me one, will you?'



In ten minutes an equally fine baby girl was bewejcomed by her
mother. Judith, wan but radiant, was saying, 'Tittie Iblondies! The
others were dark like Ramsay, Maria. Oh, Aunt Aldefm so glad
they're fair. This one will be Sara for my—for Sara

Maria said crisply, "Now, Struan, you can make llisaad especially
Judith, a large pot of tea. | think Judith and ll ¥ through by then,
and I'll have her comfortable. And we'll do somethiabout the
babies—listen to them, they're certainly vigorolisey aren't much
premature, I'd think.'

‘And my doctor would agree with you. He thoughtdsma bit out. Oh,

| do hope they don't whisk me into Napier in thebatance before

Ramsay gets here. I'd love to see his face. THdrehiought to be

here soon. They were taken to the Aquarium on Mafarade today
to see the man-eating fish. Alberta, aren't my d=mlpist beautiful?

And Gran was so used to twins with us, bringingipigrom scratch,

that she'll be a great help. You all will be. | egthat two babies at
once for your first must be a bit frightening, Bath my other two at

school, it'll be fun.’

'It'll be fun, she says!" said her brother hollowly

‘Their clothes are at our house, Struan, ready quhdr my flit
tomorrow. Perhaps you'd be able to get them soaod. what about
their baths?'Maria shook her head. 'That's fordbetor to say. If
you've some baby-oil I'll just swab them till hesehem." Have you
got carry-cots or anything? Or bassinets? Then wheg've had
some nourishment | can put them down. Struan tézat

Alberta began to enjoy herself, now she'd got akrershock of the
birth, and was drooling over the babies, and prgiSudith sky-high
for the way she'd managed. Maria worked over tfenis with the
sureness born of good training. She turned her, lsaad] 'Oh, look at
Struan!’



He appeared with a gigantic tray, piled with fodadith gave way to
weak giggles. 'Struan, you idiot! I'm a nursing heat from this
moment, and nursing mothers don't feed on cray$alad and
cream-filled pavlovas. You've raided the welcomenadeast!

'‘Well, it looked so good and | thought you desersednething
special after all that effort ... | didn't dreantdbk so much energy to
get babies into the world ... and if the doctosdedre and orders you
in Arohaina, you'll miss out on all this. | thoughou might be
starving.'

'l am, but just for plain bread and butter and ppgha slice of that
jelly sponge, but gallons of tea. Down you go antdsome bread.
That was the last job | had to do. But | came u hbe see if | could
see any smoke from the plane, if it had caught Fdgust raised the
binoculars up when | realised something was hapgeoime. Thank
heaven you were here early! | really panicked ioséhfirst few

seconds, because of there being two babies. Obndler if they've

got to the crashed plane yet. It was a small onewrpeople in it.

Bob Ranley saw it come down and alerted everyoostpr | heard

an ambulance go screaming up the road some timéwagoaven't
heard it come .back. What an hour!" She lookedeattWwo babies
cradled in her arms. 'Two little lives ushered ilf® here, and just a
few miles away, who knows what?'

Struan bent over her, 'Sis, you mustn't dwell @. tWe've got to take
what comes. Let's just be thankful we had a tramade on hand to
deliver these babies and attend to you. Let's thkebabies for a
moment and you have your tea. Gosh, they don'tcseary happy
about their arrival, do they? | wish they'd shut apy ears are
splitting.’

Maria turned on him. 'That's the sweetest of akinto any doctor or
nurse. Safe and noisy landings on the shores ef tive used to call
it. Now, give them to me.' The bassinets had besa &t Heronshaw



because Johanna had been draping them, and thealvezady for
small occupants. Alberta had used some of the esettfom

downstairs to fill hotwater bottles to warm the $exthd when the
babies had had some nourishment the bottles wautérioved and
the. infants snuggled down.

It was an idyllic sight, those little fair downy das against their
mother's breast... all travail done. No doubt Judibuld have a
reaction later, by the very suddenness of it, btitamoment she was
radiant, all Madonnalike.

The baby that wasn't being suckled was screamsyaad off so
loudly they didn't at first hear the cars arrivéaeife was a lull, and
into the welcome silence fell a man's voice. "Wénaitl hearing?' it
demanded. 'That's a baby yelling ... a new-borry babBudith, where
are you? Oh, my God...!"" and a sound of footstepsiting up.

He came to a full stop in the doorway and loshalcolour. There,
facing him, was his wife's great-aunt and her legtHooking
absurdly smug, a stranger in a white uniform, vaitewathed infant
bawling in her arms, while there in her grandpa’'ebéd was' his
wife, flushed, triumphant, stars in her eyes, vaittother baby at her
breast!

He said weakly, 'l don't believe it, | just domdlieve it. Oh, Ju, you
weren't on your own, were you?khewsomeone ought to have
stayed.’

She laughed so merrily Ramsay knew she was all. fi@h, pooh, it's
nothing to me. And | didn't have them on my owre, filumily got here
in the nick of time with a midwife in tow ... thidelectable girl is
Maria Willoughby, the one who was travelling withuit Alberta.’

But he wasn't taking it in. He had no eyes for am@ybut his wife. She
added, 'Another pigeon pair, a son and daughten;taxe lucky?



As he kissed his wife two other figures arrivedthe doorway, a
couple in their seventies, a broad, thickset mah sandy colouring
so that if she'd not known differently she'd haaken him to be
Struan's true grandfather, and a woman of strikieguty. Her hair,
turning white now, must have been copper once,heutwinged
eyebrows were dark and her hazel eyes an attrautitere of green
and brown, gold-flecked where the westering sunosje the
windows lit them. She had. a sweet mouth, curveadl-aisciplined,
and slightly concave cheeks that brought into pnemce the high
cheekbones that make for beauty. A personality jdsurmised, of
velvet and steel.

Everyone tried to tell the tale at once. Maria, @mdover of this,
removed the little girl from her mother and sulgét the boy. She
handed the girl to Johanna Mandeville. 'Your new
great-granddaughter,’ she said. 'l don't supposecgoe which you
greet first. It's six of one and two threes of dileer.’

Johanna took the baby, then straight up into Masiatiling face. 'Oh,
it's so long since | heard that said! My motherdusesay it, and my
little boy, who picked it up from her. Most peogiay six of one and
half a dozen of the other.'

Maria nodded. 'A patient of mine remarked on iterecsaid she
thought it was a North of England way of sayingMi mother was
from the North originally.’'

‘Yes, my mother was from Northumberland. Blaise tha&sonly one
who picked it up. For some reason | didn't.' Blaike little boy who
hadn't found his tomorrows. How sad! But here weabkies aplenty
to satisfy Johanna Mandeville. Her eyes were glgwin

They heard a car. A doctor from Napier. He singlddria out
immediately because of her uniform. The othersepitor Ramsay,
faded out. He made his examination of mother an@nts,



pronounced himself extremely satisfied with altteém. Both babies
were nearly six pounds, so they wouldn't have todsted as prems,
but they'd be taken in to Arohaina where exper gayuld be theirs.

‘You're in luck," said the doctor crisply, to Jidithaving Sister
Willoughby arrive like that. Did you say she's #® lfiere some time?
Good. Save you getting a Karitane nurse in. I'mnafavour of the
mother of twins having help, both practical and ah@upport for a
month or two. It's a pretty tiring routine, as lokm We've twins of
ten, ourselves. But somehow it's most inspiring. ring the
nursing-home from here.’

Ramsay and Athol had already told them that by smn@culous set

of circumstances none of the four people in thaglad been killed,

although all had suffered injuries, though it whsught not very

serious ones. The saving grace, following a skildergency

landing in very rough country, was that it had bseen so soon and
hadn't been inaccessible.

Timothy and Christabel arrived in off the schookpenchanted to
find their longed-for babies already there, and/datious that they
still had to be taken off to the nursing-home. Tliather explained
patiently that they wanted the new brother aneéststhave the same
good start in life they themselves had had. Atholdelf rang the
Sadie who had been mentioned, and it soundedshs iMvas going to
be at Arohaina to await their arrival. A little wsual, Maria thought.

Judith said to her two older children, 'l feellliee to stay home too,
but | must go. I'll feel right out of it, with Stam just home, and
Alberta and Maria. | wanted to hear all about tleyage, and
England, and everything. Now, | wonder if | couldvke Maria to
myself for a few moments before going.'

‘You want to thank her,' said Ramsay, shepherdiamtall out.



Yes, that was what Judith wanted, but then she $aatia, with all
we've come through together, | feel | can ask yosi fThe last few
hours have leapfrogged time for us. | feel a fregng has been made.
Romayne Averell's father rang us one day and dednsas joining
the ship at Tahiti—she rang him from Los Angeleg. Mt disturbed.

| don't particularly want her for Struan. I'd beeheved when | knew
she was going to marry Alastair McFie, then it vadisoff. | don't
want someone like her for my brother. He desertvedest. Did you
feel they were ... well, close?"

Maria hesitated, then said, 'Judith, | must be #Afhen | met her in
England, | thought she seemed—oh, how shall | putSlightly
artificial. | think now it was mostly her appearan8ut Donal McFie
was on board too, and obviously hadn't forgiven foerilting his
brother. The way she reacted when he openly talrdednce made
me respect her. | must speak as | find.'

Judith said unhappily, 'l know she has charm—thbgstrouble. A
man wouldn't see through that. | wouldn't like tonk she used
Struan. He's a chivalrous fellow and she's very hiker mother who
was abominably selfish. Her father's a pet.’

Maria said gently, ‘It could be she's suffered frber mother's
reputation, even Alberta thought that, but nowssheme to respect
Romayne more. She told her she had guts.’

Judith's eyes widened. ‘Not really? Not Aunt Ala@&rt

‘Yes, she didn't approve of the way Donal had goneA pity,
because apart from that he's a nice fellow. So rédbeore or less
begged Romayne's pardon for her judgment baseémknowledge
of Mrs Averell. She even said Romayne was very arake to come
to stay at Amber Knoll any time she felt like it.'



Judith boggled. 'lIt's beyond me. You must all baitehed. But
here's hoping she doesn't come, and that if she doebrother will
be discriminating enough to see you're worth twbef'

It was Maria's turn to boggle. Judith laughed. 'Cknow | shouldn't
say such things, but I'm thinking them, and I'myvidte my Aunt
Alberta!" She added, 'We both say what we mean.tAeadnoment |
realised how for tunate we were to have you ongpet at this
traumatic moment, it flashed into my mind.’

Maria pushed back a strand of hair from her fordh&he suddenly
felt hot. Then she said firmly, ‘It could be veml@arrassing to feel
oneself the target of matchmakers, however flaitetihat might be.
And anyway, love's like the wind ... it bloweth whadt listeth. It
could be that Struan sees something in Romaynedme of the rest
of us do.’

Judith heaved a sigh. 'That puts paid to my hopes.wouldn't talk
like that if you fancied him. How crushing ... ladhjust have to make
myself happy with my two gorgeous babies and stopying over
my big brother. But | would so love to see him appy as Ramsay
and me and settled in life.'

Maria said, firmly and thankfully, 'l can hear thesaming back.
We'd like you into that nursing-home as soon asiptes You'll need
a lot of rest after the events of this afternoon.'

They all suffered a sense of anti-climax when allsarabulance
arrived, with an attendant, and Ramsay, the badnesJudith had
departed. Then they arrived and finally came tocélebration table
Judith had set only three hours before, chivvieddly the impatient
and hungry Timothy.



The first toast was to the new arrivals in the fgmmaturally, but the
second to Maria. '‘Not only do we drink to her healsaid Athol
Mandeville, 'but to the hope that her days witlmasy indeed be long
in the land ... she will always have a special @iacour hearts and in
our home.'

'‘Amen to that,' said Alberta, raising her glasse ®bre an expression
of smug triumph. Why? Oh, perhaps she thought & afbdue to her

that a trained nurse had been on the emergencyg soequickly. She

saw Struan looked narrowly at his aunt, grin, ansle his glass.

A tide of feeling swept over Maria. A longing thveds a physical pain
that somewhere, in this Ilush province, lapped by
peacock-green-blue sea, rich with its orchards waneyards, a
family that might prove to be her own, might bepé=sased as these
folk to receive her.



CHAPTER FIVE

THESE were dear people. They could hardly have beenr diian
fine, folk who in their forties had adopted twififiis must have been
to fill the place of the grandchildren they knew\itould never have,
as their little Blaise had died so young. Whateagijob they'd made
of rearing them. It was obvious Judith had a strdmayacter; the way
she'd striven to bring her own twins safely inte thorld without a
soul to help her proved that, and Struan was etlgldre mainstay of
his adoptive grandparents. How nice that the liitg, as fair as his
uncle, was to be named for him.

Maria knew a gladness that now she had a very geambn to stay at
least three months. She had an idea that backnddro Struan had
thought it madly extravagant of his great-aunt toppse so long a
stay with wages as they were. Not that she wagygoitake anything
like standard wages, Alberta wouldn't consent tthisg for her keep
only, but they were going to compromise. That wogikke her the
necessary time to explore the possibilities of itgcher father's
beginnings. She must be cautious, though.

Towards the end of the meal she said, 'l have atydook up a
patient in Hawkes Bay | nursed once. |-

Struan butted in, "You mean the one in Waipukur&h®' hesitated,
but only fractionally. Better not be too specifisoait an area. This
could be anywhere in the province- She shook had HBlo, this was
another one. But it certainly wouldn't be easy beea

Athol came in. 'Oh, lass, it mightn't be as hard/as think. It's a
sizeable area, but not closely settled as you khawEngland. And
even comparing it with other New Zealand provingesasn't any
cities the size of Auckland or Wellington. What wase name?"'

She burst out laughing. 'That's just it—it was &rhit



Even the children laughed. Timothy said, 'Oh, treeecolumns and
columns of Smiths in the telephone books. But yeven know, you
might bump into this patient some day in a Naprddastings street.'

Maria continued, feeling fairly safe because of tiane, '‘But he
lived away out in the country, on a pretty largeeghstation—he kept
us all entertained with his stories of dipping ahéaring and so on.'

Struan grinned. 'Of course when you're thirteemishad miles from
home, even an eighty-acre farm can become a ldrgepsstation.
What's a thousand acres more or less when youlmachecked up
on?'

Johanna looked askance at him. "What a nasty saapimind you

have! If this patient was the sort Maria would wamiook up, I'm

sure he wouldn't be that kind. You never know, aeven among
hundreds of sheep stations from the sea to thegsetige Manawatu
Gorge—and from north to south, we could find owsslhearing of a
man named Smith, who landed up in hospital whewdsehaving an
overseas trip. How old a man was he and what wa<Christian

name?’

'Oh, fiftyish," she replied, guessing her fathemuldobe about that,
‘and his name was Rupert.' Rufus was too unusudlioto say, but
Rupert near enough for someone to muse that tloeyg'd known a
Rufus, but never a Rupert. Then she laughed lighdid, "Not that
it's in the slightest bit important. It would beeresting, that's all.’

Alberta stood up. ‘Well, let's get away up to AmKaoll and unpack.
I'm sure Timothy and Christabel are dying for.aistiow them what
we brought them from London. | suppose they'll $taye with you
tonight, Johanna?'

‘Yes, and Ramsay too. We planned that for whenludis to go into
hospital. It saves Ramsay doing their cooking. I[H#dy in town



tonight with Sadie, though, and see Judith agaimotoow. We'll all
come up. I'm as bad as the bairns, I'd like tordest you've brought
for me.'

As they drove on up to the other house and it damboeview, Maria
said, 'Oh, another very large house, and just astibel.'

Athol said, 'Did Alberta tell you we had it fixed & can be used as
two flats? When we get Struan married off, he asdnlife can have
Heronshaw, and we'll come over here near Alberta.’

Struan looked sideways at Maria. '‘Devastatinglydahraren't they?
Never knew such matchmakers! They take it as aopatslisgrace
that I've got to thirty without taking a wife to nippsom. It's enough
to give me a complex. You'd better be on your guéhdy're as bad
as the families of long ago, arranging matchestteir children. |
won'tbe pushed into marriage!

They had to laugh. 'As if anyone could push yoo mything you
didn't want to be pushed into,' said Johanna fondly

Amber Knoll gleamed out against its dark backgroofidrees in

newly-painted sun-gold wood, with a dark brownditeof and dark
brown facings to its sills and doors. 'It looks @mer house than
Heronshaw," commented Maria, 'yet not too new. Velmldish

houses.'

'‘Well, it is newer. It was built after the 1931 tsguake. Heronshaw
had to be strengthened after that, though we cdunmteselves as
lucky here. It was in the cities, Napier and Hagdirthat the greatest
damage and loss of life took place,' said Johanna.

'l was the only one in the house that morning amthihately I'd just
gone outside to make sure Blaise wasn't going igto dn his swing.
He didn't realise what was happening, and eventhifirst startled
seconds thought | was feeling dizzy. Blaise thoug achieved a



height never known before. It was the way the eards tilting,
seemed as if he couldn't swing back.

‘'l never forget how | felt when it started toltjobut he hung on,
thinking | was doing it, and when it did come batlstopped the
swing. It caught me an awful wallop. | got him dff|d him what it
was, which didn't mean much to him at his age,yemdknow how it
is with children, as long as their mother's théeytthink their little
world must be-all right.

'l hoped and prayed that this was the centre ritnatere was faring
worse than this, not knowing of the" cliffs thatredalling down on
Napier, the buildings tumbling like houses of caatsl ground rising
up out of the swamps and harbours.'

For a moment those of them who had passed thraugére silent,
remembering, then Johanna shook herself. ‘Comee comilll scare
the new member of the household to death! It wdg once in a
lifetime and long ago.'

Maria liked her new designation 'a new member eflibusehold’,
and knew that the fact she'd come to Judith's aith wxpert
knowledge and experience in her hour of need halgdal a gap of
many weeks in a getting-to- know-each-other sense.

The house had been aired for their coming, its awslopen to the

cool spring air, early lilacs nodding in at thdssipurple and white,

the starry pink clematis blossoms clinging to tlegamdah posts,

wistaria wreathing th@ongatrunks of the loggia, daffodils on the
kitchen table, sprays of almond blossom in thedoayving-room, as

Alberta, true to her generation, still called tharige. Pots of indoor
hyacinths on the sills and in the hall scentedaiheand tall lavender

irises stood in a corner by the stairs, in a huage\brought out from

England by the first Mandeville in 1857.



Maria's spirits were high; she was still in a stateexaltation after
helping to deliver safely two of the next genenatior Heronshaw,
who belonged by all ties of love, if not of bload this estate. She felt
that because this first family she had met from kKes\Bay seemed
so conscious of the past from pioneer days onlyssihe'd be able to
trace her father's homestead. It looked even dlder Heronshaw.
She'd heard that the first settlers built afterfdshion of the homes
they'd left, and there was something very Englisbua those tower
rooms. Some of them, even, not realising the impbiitving in a
different hemisphere, had actually built their reotm the cold south
instead of to the sunny north.

No doubt her grandparents would be long since da&dhere could
be uncles and aunts and cousins who might justonedcher. So
many families had a black sheep who left the farfolg, and as it
was so long ago, perhaps his peccadilloes woultbigwtten and
forgiven now, and in any case not wished on tod&l who had
never known him. But she'd fathom it out hersdifshe told the
Mandevilles, they might get so keen they'd rushrtfences, and
she'd much rather find out what kind of peopledmmections were
before revealing herself to them.

The cases spilled their contents on to the cagpetyone oohing and
aahing, and it gave Maria a Christmas feeling #safier gift was

bestowed. She had a shell necklace herself fors@lel and a
Tahitian coral-boat carved in mother-of-pearl fam®thy. She was
most surprised, though, when Struan suddenly hahde@ parcel.
'‘For me?' Her voice almost squeaked with surprise.

He nodded. 'l got it for you in Cambridge yesterd#pu were
lamenting on board the ship that you'd left youlgRave's Golden
Treasury of Verse behind. We were trying to lookauquotation for a
crossword, remember? You said you never went tragedithout it

as a rule, that it had accompanied you all ovepgion tours.'



It was a beautifully bound copy in navy blue leathsith gold
lettering. Maria's fingers ran over it caressing®h, if only you
could see my tatty old copy back home ... I've lagince my
schooldays.'

He said, 'Nothing makes you feel so settled inreaghs having your
very own books beside your bed.’

As Maria lifted her eyes to offer thanks, she cawagsignificant look
pass between Alberta and Johanna. Two minds withabsingle
thought... oh, dear, it could make for embarrassn&re must try, in
some way, to disabuse their minds of this idea.r@w?

She didn't need to. Christabel, pouncing on angtherel, long, slim,
obviously a jeweller's packaging, said, 'And wh#tis? Who's it
for?"

Struan took it from her quickly. 'Not to be opernteete and now.
That's Romayne's.

Maria's eyes read the name of the firm on the elageapping paper.
Ciro's, Regent Street, London. No small gift this.

Alberta blundered, said, 'Why didn't you give itier on board when
she turned up?'

He hesitated, then said, crisply, as if he'd likegell them to mind
their own business, 'l had a reason for not warttrgive it to her yet,
S0 no niggling at me, when she's over here, tgbtiout, Christabel.’
His tone forbade further questioning.

Maria thought, bending over some discarded wrappaqer so her
shoulder-length hair swung forward to hide her egpion, that
obviously it was for a special occasion' ... likstang of pearls to
wear with a wedding-gown. He'd not been able tstrésiying them
in London.



That night, tucked up in the room Alberta had saidst be hers
because it had a view of the whole sweep of Haw&e, Bith the
misty headland, far distant, of Mahia Peninsularisdnought of that
jeweller's box again. It looked as if the family wid just have to
make the best of it. She said to herself autoniatjicand so will I!*

Every day deepened the knowledge that Struan Mdlelexas the
one above all others she'd wish to spend the téstrdife with, and it
was evident he loved Romayne Averell, and was fppivat the
prejudice against her would die down.

The opposition the family were bringing to bear migbem would

have but one result ... that of pushing them irgtcheother's arms.
Love had always laughed at locksmiths and famidfeg. It wasn't

only in Verona, in the days of the Capulets and tdgues, that such
things existed. She knew a sorrow for Romayne disaséor herself,

because Romayne had jilted a bridegroom too, dsaséiler mother
had done before her, and just because few peopmleliked the

mother, she was classed as just as selfish ant ttruasn't fair to

Romayne.

After an hour of tossing and turning Maria tookdedf to task, told
herself it was all in her imagination, that insteafdfeeling this
turmoil of mind, she should be thanking her luctars she was here,
probably in the very province where her father Wwas, with kindly
folk who were providing a home for her, which meahé had three
months in which to pursue her quest. She oughetalide to trace
Rufus Smith by then if she was really determinedd A, when she
found those traces, she thought it better to depigiout revealing
who she was—well, England was just thirty-six hcamay by air.

She need not see much of Struan. He'd be busyediaitim, she'd be
looking after Alberta and, when Judith came homthhe twins,

there'd hardly be a moment to spare. Suddenly nieegg-sapping
hours of the day caught up with her and she droppedthe edge of
sleep and oblivion.



Morning always brought fresh hope ... those teihebares unfolding.
Maria woke to light stealing through the chinksthe curtains, and
awareness that she was at last on the Sunrise, @oadtrst place in
the world to be wakened by the sun, flooded over®iee flung back
the cover and went across to her window, high engést gable, and
flung both casements wide. Oh, last night she haditited it opened
on to a narrow wooden balcony, similar to Swissltmgs. The rails
were painted brown and a couple of tubs of gerasiadded to the
Swiss likeness.

As she looked eastward and southward to thoseyfatahed white
cliffs, her lips parted with delight. In the centtee sun wasn't quite
above the horizon of aguamarine waters, a pale\siiin', dazzling
facets, beginning to strike rays upwards againet litue of the
cloudless sky.

It seemed alive, with an entity of its own, a trextheus force not to be
gainsaid, demanding that the world should rise @wmbgnise that
here was another day, with working hours and maeyls, crises and
culminations.

A voice, close at hand, startled her. 'Glad youaydkaria.' Struan's
voice. 'Aunt Alberta said she'd have my - headfdfflared to tap on
your door, but | think anyone coming from the otbiele of the world
should see this as soon as possible.’

''d no idea you were sleeping next door,' she. 4adw you carrying
your cases into a room at Heronshaw last night.’

‘Grandfather thought it wiser. | don't supposedlsaainything in it,' he
added, 'but one of our neighbours, driving pastiesk, twice saw a
man loitering about our top gates. They lead dawthis house. So
he thought it better | should sleep down here. Rgnis at the big
house. We didn't say anything to Gran or Aunt. Gfaitmer just said
to them it'd make less for his wife to cook fot gtayed down here.



Do you think you can stand up to cooking breakfasime? We've
two men working for us, but they come from Eskdzdeh day.'

Maria knew a traitor warmth at her heart. Struadeal 'Come oh
over the sill on to this balcony, there's a widiemv But you'd better
put something on over that delectable garmentetrly air is still
chilly.'

(And he wouldn't want his Aunt Alberta catchingrthtogether if she
was just wearing this primrose wisp of a shortghiie!)

She grabbed an equally charming though more sutataslvet robe
in deep gold, and stepped over the sill. A huger-pea, in a
diaphanous dress of pollen-dusted blossom, gresedtmthe railing,
and on the ground below, pink-tipped daisies stiathe emerald
lawn.

Even as she stepped over, that dazzling orb fresedf ifrom the
horizon and flung splendid banners of golden asd hght across the
sky of the Southern Hemisphere. Nearer at handiitheelow them
cut off all sight of the coast road and the edgthefsurf, so that the
sea was an unbroken limitless blue. Who could thinak just a few
miles away hidden from view were two cities andtvpastoral
properties and orchards? From this particular pgiot were
conscious only of sea and sky and sun.

Struan had a short towelling jacket over his pyjamad a towel in
his hand as if he was off to the shower. She ceakla stubble of
light golden hair on his chin and upper hp.

She said, 'Such peace! As if it had ever knowntangtelse. As if it
was like this in the dawn of time and has continlieslthat for ever.'

He grinned. 'And yet it once-' he stopped.



She said, 'Go on, Struan. You mean that it habmé&ys been peace
and harmony. I'd rather know.'

'‘Really? You won't feel I'm taking the gilt off tiggngerbread?"
'l like the truth about things. Tell me.’

'l suppose you know that back in the eighteenesxthere was
trouble between Maori and Pakeha—scenes of mudisihheon both
sides, a sad time of misunderstanding. But it wampdicated by a
religious cult, Hauhauism, tied up with the oldiefsd but confused
with many Old Testament teachings. The Hauhaue\edi it was
their destiny to" free the land from the Pakehagydk party of them
moved down from Tarawera on that road we travetsddy—at

least the site of that road—and a skirmish tookejast along from
here. But there were days and nights of terror,rwithevas first

whispered that the Hauhaus were coming.

‘Ellaline Mandeville, the first wife here, had bghi out some fine
heirlooms of her family with her, Georgian silveome jewellery, a
turquoise necklace, a pearl ring, a bracelet st @neralds. Among
the treasures of her house was a very fine gresasko given her by
a friendly chief when she nursed his little girckao life when she
was at death's door. Many chiefs and lesser memgautinee Maoris
were very friendly. When word came that it wasaagler safe for the
women and children to stay, Ellaline's great frieRdrehuia, buried
the treasures after sending them on their way, ldawg with them,
and guided them through swamp and tussock to slagltecompany.
Then they went to Napier till things should setlewvn, and three
days after they reached there Parehuia saw a ryrtaavse, dragging
a trap in which were three terrified children.

'She sprang at the horse's head, turned it int@ehe yard, where its
mad terror brought it up against a fence, and Ramelvas pinned
against it, and died. The children were, savedh8®ecret of where



she hid the heirlooms died with her. Oh, it's rfdabulous value, just
sentimental, but we've always hoped it might yetdasd. Many a
time we've stopped ploughing at the sound of netéling against
metal. Ramsay's great-grandmother —he's one-stktédaori, you
know—prophesied that one day two daughters of tbhesé of
Mandeville would find the treasure. None of us superstitious, yet
we all carry a faint hope that this shall come a@sgpsome day. I'm
sure it was in Judith's mind yesterday when sheameéd another
little daughter. She said once ages ago that Bke'dnother little girl
just to give the legend a chance of coming true!

Maria felt moved, then realised something. The Raghidn't seem to
see anything strange in Judith hoping her daugmeght find the
lost valuables, even though they were not, in actoiaod,
Mandeville daughters. But wasn't it sweet to thihle ties by
adoption were so strong, it appeared quite natarddem? That was
as it should be.

She looked up to find Struan looking down on heefkective look in
his eyes. As if he was weighing something up.

She said, 'Yes?'

He hesitated, then said, 'l think | should tell yveno, better that
Judith herself should tell you, as time goes amalways rushing my
fences. And I'd-better go have my shower, thendeabae bathroom
clear for you.'

For Maria the next month passed so quickly she enigidrealised
that if she didn't do something soon about tryimgrace the Smith
homestead in Hawkes Bay, her time at Heronshawdwoave gone
with nothing done.



The trouble was that existence here was so fulkatidfying that the
days slipped by uncounted. Judith and the twingwadowed home
ten days after their birth, solely because Maria atehand, and every
morning she cycled over one of the house tracksibbescus Hill to
help bath the twins, rub their backs to bring thmirps up, dress
them, do their washing, and see Judith didn't esthiaerself.

Stuart and Sara were thriving beautifully, seenyifogint' on catching
up fulltime babies, and for a while die entire hetusld seemed to
revolve round them. That other Sara who had gonetht®

nursing-home when Judith was taken there often carhend it was
just as well she was usually called Sadie to disish her from the
girl- twin.

Johanna loved Sadie, you could see that. They kedeed spirits.

Johanna said to Maria, 'She lost a wonderful husbaee years ago,
and her only son is studying in Edinburgh just nbwt she never
complains. | wanted her to come out here to livé,dne prefers to
keep on her Napier home, which you can understand, does
nurse-aiding at an old people's home three mornanggek, so we
like her to spend as much time out here as possiliien she's not
driving round with meals-on- wheels for shut-inkfaind taking them
for outings.'

‘It would be lovely if she married again,' suggddttaria, 'she's such
a striking-looking woman | should imagine there/ery chance of it,
and she's got a nature to match. She's quite Ntwolkeng, isn't she?'

Johanna nodded, 'Naturally enough. She's descefrded the
Norwegians and Danes who came out and settled Dakeeand
Norsewood in pioneer days. New Zealand's like thatScots
settlements in Dunedin and Waipu, French in Aka¥agoslavians
away up north, originally on thkauri gum-diggings, Chinese in
many places, and all kinds of nationalities roumeldld gold- fields.'



Judith mentioned the old legend about the missiogséhold
treasures to Maria one day. 'lt's so foolish of 4, just because
Ramsay is descended from Parehuia my "heart gavessieap when
Sara was born ... it's the dream of my life thahBay's daughters and
mine should find it.’

Maria said, 'If it's foolish, then it's a nice f@tiness. | happen to
believe in believing in things, otherwise no oneuldoembark on
adventure, or even five with hope.'

Judith gave her a quick hug. '‘Oh, Maria, it's sov@léous having you

here! It's for all the world like having a sist&that was something |
often envied girls at school for ... | had to leang playmates at the
school gates, though Struan was all that a bratbeld be. You'd

know how | felt because you were an only for longugh.’

‘Yes, how lucky | was that when Mother married aghgot a brother

and a sister. My mother had married an absoluterratho deserted
her before | was born—easy for him to do, he wssaman. She had
a thin time of it till she met my stepfather. Yethdver remember her
before that as anything else but happy. It wasecant achievement
not to yield to bitterness, to make a happy, iftaol, home for me.

She had no one when he left her in Dunedin. Shd&rsown parents
when she was about fourteen.'

'‘She must have been the same calibre as GrandmatdrJudith.
‘The trouble she had! Yet she never let it warp hee never even
heard her envying other women who have severalrem| all living
near them. But for her, and Granddad, Struan aodid have had a
very different childhood. As it is we can rememhething but love
and security.'



It was the next morning that Maria came upon Johammawares.
Judith had rung and said, 'l thought Grandmothemse a little

off-colour last night, so | wondered if you'd like drop by and give
her a hand. Not to say anything, but just to Hat 1 didn't need you
this morning so you thought you'd drop in to sébefe was anything
she needed help with. We're always expecting hataw up, but

she's still a tiger for work, especially at this&i of year with the men
so busy outside.

So when Maria saw Athol riding across the paddacksin Struan,
she went across, slim and tall in belted greerksland a loose green
and white checked shirt. She tapped, got no ansvestt in the side
door and heard Johanna singing softly to hersefimfrthe
living-room. She went to the doorway. Johanna wasybwith a
duster. Maria was just about to call out when stve Iser pick up the
big framed photograph of Blaise taken when he vimsitafour. He
was standing by a collie dog, his little hand dhetd tightly in its long
coat, a toy train at his feet. Maria froze as Jobarunknowing
anyone was near, said, '‘Good morning, Blaise, ninda A very
good morning to you, as always.' She flicked herdswool duster
over the glass, replaced it, then moved on, reswsmaging, a light
song from a Gilbert and Sullivan opera.

Maria took a couple of silent steps backwards, themed and tiptoed
outside. She'd come across again later. She'de@ovithen Johanna
and Athol had lost their only son, but the poignaotthat greeting

meant that to her, his mother, he was still a §uieality. She found

the tears were rolling silently down her cheeks &inned the corner
of the house and with her vision blurred bumped Biruan, whom

she'd thought over the hills and far away with Atho

'‘Whoops!" He steadied her, then said quickly, 'slaell me, what's
happened? Bad news?'



She said, putting up a hand to dash the tears auast that |
witnessed something so touching just now. Beautdaol but sad.
Your grandmother seems so light- hearted, so cgniterh | came
across her unawares. She was dusting Blaise'sipoaind she ... Oh,
Struan ...

she said good morning to him. I-' She looked uplagmiically.
"You'll think me a great sentimental idiot, bugdt me by the throat.
So long ago, Struan, yet she still wishes him goodhing. How long
Is it?'

His eyes went sombre, counting, then, 'More thatyth believe that
she grieved so much at first that Grandfather \easbty worried.
She spent so much time in his room he felt it vidsaalthy. Her
cousin took her away for a holiday, and while thegre gone
Grandfather turned his room into a guest-room, edall his things
away. Poor man, he didn't know if he was doingtrghwrong.’

Maria-gave a cry. 'Oh, Struan, she could havéngeilvas being wiped
out of memory even. But how did she take it?'

Struan said slowly, 'l think she saw, through hidioam, how
concerned he was for her mental welfare. She pukeself together
then. He didn't burn Blaise's things. They're bthind a locked door
at the end of the old loft. R- had been used asdiquarters by the
stableman in the old days. All his toys and bookstlaere, his school
things, his collections of bird pictures. Thencotirse, Grandmother
found other things to take her mind off him.'

She nodded. 'Yes, once she adopted twins, shedtlyfaave much
time to brood. Did someone suggest just that or—ahe she is.
Struan, | want her to think I'm just arriving.'

Johanna appeared with basket and scissors, shidvVi®ia love, you
can help me. All the flowers inside have given tuprece. Lilac never



lasts long, nor do the snowballs, but | can't tegigting them. Oh,
Struan, you're tall enough to reach that roseeatdp of the arch. |
love ,, November because the air is always fullh& $cent of roses.'

When it was picked, Johanna looked beyond themfawerchanged
and she said, 'We're about to have a visitocanlsee a rider coming
down the hill, must have come up from the otheteyalOh, it's
Romayne.'

Maria wouldn't look to see Struan's expression. &hd, 'Oh, how
lovely—she's rung a couple of times when I've baén Perhaps she
thought she'd just surprise us today.'

Struan said, 'Yes, she's been busy helping hezrfath
So Romayne had been ringing him. Well, naturally.

Johanna said swiftly, 'Struan, Donal's in Napiemdt him in town
yesterday when | took Timothy in to buy his gymea$id told him to
come out and have a meal with us, but | think hagl first, so if he
does, see if you can wangle it so that Romaynthsné at the same
time. | can't think of anything more awkward aftgrat you told me
about the incident on the ship. Though for herddthsake, I'd not be
sorry if she spent some time over here. | thinkiéserves a clear run
now.'

‘A clear run? What do you mean, Gran?'

'‘We think he's about to become engaged to Gertilbédih ... the
woman he should have married long ago. It's alineekso ideal. But
if Romayne stays on to house- keep for her fatthat, could put a
spoke in the wheel. | wish she'd stayed in Engl&ath Gertrud and
John deserve nothing but the best for this autumminvg.'

Struan said, 'Well, we can't have it both ways,pkeg Romayne
away, but having Donal here, or vice versa. I'nfalfurthering the



middle-aged romance myself. Romayne is big enowghbonworry if
he turns up. I'm not sure Donal is and quite frargklthe moment |
don't care tuppence if he uncomfortable. Well, I'll go and meet
Romayne,’'

The two women watched him vault a fence, gain thektthat led

down from the hill road, saw Romayne rein in, Sttadnands go out
to assist her to dismount. Maria swung round. dfytiwvere going to
kiss she didn't want to witness it.

She said, 'I'm thinking of going into town to buwe a little
second-hand car. You've all been generous witlsp@m, but I'd like
to be a little independent. How would you like tavd me in,
Johanna, and help me choose one?’

Johanna was delighted. Maria made up her mind shddwt be
obvious and look as if she were running away, hetcsbetter get
used to seeing Struan and Romayne together.



CHAPTER SIX

STRUAN was decidedly disgruntled at lunchtime when henébaut
Johanna and Maria were Napier-bound to look at taas't you put
it off to another day? Then | could come with youl give anything
you take a fancy to the run-over.'

Johanna looked wicked. 'Despite all this Woments tuisiness no
man ever thinks a woman capable of buying a cahéoself! It's a
fact of life. It so happens, Maria, that I'm medlsatty minded, but
till this very moment I've never had a chance aklag a car over
without the men butting in. You needn't worry abgatr protége,
Struan, she's getting the A.A. to vet it.'

Romayne said. "You don't have to stay home on roguwad, Struan,
I'll be leaving early, in any case. It's quite @eribback, and I'm just
getting used to a saddle again. I'd like to caltrtaMerridews going
back. | haven't seen theyat.'

Maria knew the same admiration she'd known for Rareavhen

Donal had been so cruel. She'd develop a complefegt unwanted
anywhere. She said quickly, 'I've lots of otherpghing to do that
would bore Struan stiff and I'll be as candid alsaima and say I'd
enjoy looking at cars without any males hanginguabBut | feel so

disappointed I'm going out when you've just arrivRdmayne. |

wish you'd brought your overnight bag, and taken Alperta's

suggestion of staying here.’

Romayne laughed, said easily, 'Unless Alberta'setigg that
gesture ... shipboard life makes strange bedfelbvas'

Alberta came in very decidedly, 'If Maria hadn't gofirst I'd have
been saying the same thing. You're going to belsagtue if this is
your first long ride, Romayne. It must be all oh tmiles. I'm sure



Maria would lend you some night things ... why gioe your father a
ring and say you'll stay on at least a couple ghts?'

As Alberta wasn't known for insincere offers, Romayaccepted
immediately. Maria said swiftly, ‘My sister andtsisin-law bought
me almost a trousseau for the trip, Romayne. Yatheae your pick,
not only in night-wear but trews and dresses tbgou decided to
stay longer.'

Already she felt so at home she could issue anaten like that.
Romayne's pale cheeks showed a flake of colour-asple. She
said, smiling, 'I'd love to. | don't think theraisy secret about this ...
I'm pretty sure the whole district knows, becausspite the fact |
was feeling so guilty about staying away so lonfgel decidedly a
gooseberry at the moment. Dad's leaving more angk rteo my
brother and his wife and spends most of his tin@@eatrud's. I'm sure
they'd rather spend it at home, as down in thagalher pottery and
painting friends are always dropping in. She'swgees. | can't think
why Dad just doesn't get on with it and make stifeeo.'

Struan said, 'Good for you. That would leave yaefto live your
own life.’

Romayne nodded. Johanna said, 'Any plans?’

Romayne's tone was light. '‘Dozens of them, but m@fimite as yet.
But I've dropped a hint to Gertrud that I'm notdiogy on Roahiwi as
my permanent home.'

(No, of course not; things with Romayne and Stre@uld come to a
head any time now, and away from close quartets Rtnal McFie,
they might cease to worry about any possible egéraient between
Struan and Donal.) Maria knew a mixture of emotjopisy for
Romayne caught up in a difficult situation, feelmg doubt, despite
this healthy attitude towards her father's possiearriage, that she



wasn't needed in her childhood home; pity for Strteo, and,
perhaps, pity for herself. Well, it would be goodjet away into the
city with Johanna this afternoon, and no doubt efiis.

Alberta declined. 'Nice for you and Johanna to be/@ur own and
get to know each other without scads of other &tund. I'm driving
up to Te Pohue today on Institute business.'

Maria was surprised. Alberta had surely changedattgude. Time
would have been when she'd have played goosebersglhrather
than leave Romayne and Struan together.

Napier was a gem of a town, rimmed by a glorioas 3é&ey dipped

down to Bay View, once called Petane, the Maori way

pronouncing Bethany, threaded along the coast tima@idhad huge
citrus orchards each side of it, blessing the &l the scent of orange
blossom. Acres of apricot trees ran in orderly rgoksms, all tanged
with salt air.

The small airport lay among its fields, with a bap of emerald
hills curving to the west, with its lagoons lyingaut the railway,
hinting at deeper inroads by the sea long ago,rédfte massive
earthquake raised the land up eight feet or so.

They turned over the bridge to run through the,gbd road Johanna
so loved, past the small-boats harbour called tbe Pot, skirted
round the sheer clay-and-rock cliffs of Bluff Hidnce called Scinde
Island, with the tall white buildings of the hospitrowning it and
giving it quite a continental air. Shipping officeasd stores were
crowded together here, and wharves jutted outwaters that only
rarely had any greyness, and sparkled now in opah¢solours.

Men were busy loading great containers carrying Ivaow dairy
produce and timber and timber chips from the imraefwests
inland, to faraway markets. Yet withal, the citgeif was small



enough to be a darling town, intimate in that oasdly went into a
shop where the Mande- villes weren't greeted eads. The gardens
along the sea- front were so bright with flowersythvere dazzling,
with here and there stretches of billiard-smootimisito rest the eyes.
Even yet, early in the season, they were obviotlslgnged with
tourists.

Buying a car seemed very simple, merely a mattdob&nna taking
Maria to the firm in Carlyle Street where the familealt, sure of
getting value and personal interest. Maria saided#d something |
can sell easily again when | go back to Englaménhe out with Mrs
Gregory Jensen, and after about three months heregoing to

explore New Zealand, particularly the South Islaviglparents came
from Dunedin. Then I'll bring the car back to yaefdre flying back
to London.'

Johanna said quickly, '‘Don't say that, Maria. Years as if you've
been at Heronshaw for ever. | can't bear to thinkoo returning. |
like to think of you over at Amber Knoll with Alber." She turned to
the salesman. 'She's a kindred spirit for Athol ®lee's a devoted
bird-watcher and you know what he's like.'

He grinned. 'Indeed | do. Last time he broughtHbé&en in to try to
trace a whining noise in the engine, it wasn't gmsdugh for him to
run along Marine Parade for me to listen for it; @a® soon as he saw
| was on duty in that department in an emergeneydd me running
it along Hyderabad Road and out round the lagodrbafore | knew
what | was doing, | was out of the car tracking dosome
wading-bird you don't see often on your propettyeiinded me of
schooldays and him taking Blaise and me way batkariorests. We
had a dream that some day we might even fihdia .. but | guess
that oneis extinct, unlike thetakahe.The foreman said he'd nevel
known anyone take so long to trace a fault that dagl looked very
suspiciously at my muddy shoes.'



They chuckled. It was so like Athol. It didn't talk@g to narrow their
choice. When they were nearly decided he saidalByeans get the
A.A. to check it out, but if | were you I'd takeliack to Eskdale and
get Athol and Struan to look it over—they'll newer quite sure of it
otherwise.'

As that Johanna and Maria burst out laughing amditéet it was

true. They filled in time by going along to Mariaald, and managed
to see the latter half of the dolphin, seal, aratlga display, then

Johanna had difficulty in prising Maria away frohetbird hospital

where wounded or stranded birds were brought toes®ored to

health and freedom.

Johanna saw a friend leaning over the otters' eisaaind went away
to her, leaving Maria adoring the gannets, withirtr@mooth
swan-like plumage, the deep sienna- yellow hedus ptuish-grey
about their eyes, the contrast of their black wipg- She shaded her
eyes against the sun, brought the white cliffs p€Kidnappers into
focus ... imagine thousands of gannets there! Sl take one of
those safari trips there before leaving.

A man said to Maria, 'Glorious birds, aren't théié/e you been to
Cape Kidnappers yet to see the colony? So unusualrhainland.'

‘No, not yet, though | will while I'm staying here.
‘It would be a shame to miss it. Are you- a to@riStaying long?'

"Not exactly a tourist. | accompanied a patient dubm
England—she lives here—and I'm spending three nsamith her.’

‘A patient? The lady you were with just now? Has Bhen very ill?'
He glanced over towards the otters, almost nerypssie thought.
But that was stupid.



'‘No, her sister-in-law. She became diabetic, otilsrwery fit, but
she was travelling by ship and needed a compahion..

‘Well, certainly that lady looked the picture ofilftéa.'

What a strange man! In casual meetings like thesumually talked of
the weather, or the tourist attractions. She sS8iue's the youngest
seventy-year-old I've ever known. So is her husband

He said quickly, 'It's been nice talking to you.ddbye," and he
turned and was lost among a crowd of children.

Johanna was bringing her friend back. They dedidga in search of
a cup of tea. As they moved through the souvenmpskohanna
stopped so suddenly the group behind cannoned heto She
apologised and, off balance for a moment, caugMaata's arm to
steady herself. Maria said quickly, '‘Johanna, areall right? You've
lost all your colour.’

'Oh, have I? How silly! It was just that for a ftexg instant | thought
| saw—I mean | saw someone who— who was so like iike—a
friend | had years ago, | felt quite—funny. A liless can give you
quite a turn sometimes.’

Maria said, 'l know. There was a man on our shiplis® my
stepfather that it really startled me the firstdilrsaw him. But when
he spoke his voice was so different it didn't seathso striking.' She
noticed Johanna didn't fully regain her colourdfie'd had her tea.

They drove in Johanna's car to the sales depot.s@lesman was
chatting in his office, then came out with his eallMaria stopped
dead, then said, a little flatly, 'Oh, hullo, Dondbhanna just said
today you were here on business. How are you?'



He said he was fine, but he looked much thinnan thaboard ship.
He kissed Johanna, said, 'Well met. | checked botyohotel today.
The firm's switching cars and a new one was tarlve down today,
from Auckland. I'm to take it back to Wellingtonh& buyer of the
old one wanted it right away, so | let it go, buerte's been a hitch in
delivery of the new one. I've finished my appointrtseand am at a
loose end. | rang Heronshaw, but got no answeasl going to ask if
| came out on the Taupo bus could | stay a couplaghts. How
about it?'

Johanna managed not to show embarrassment, thoaigh dliessed
her thoughts were racing. It would have been tokveard to turn
him down in front of the salesman. She managedydsghtly, "That
would be delightful, Donal. Then we could catchampnews from
Wellington. We had so little time the other day.'Weaking two cars
back as Maria has one more or less on appro. €re'tsthe A.A. man
bringing it back. Maria, let's hear what he hasap.' As they walked
across the courtyard she said rapidly in a lowe/di¢ou take Donal
with you, Maria, I'll go on ahead, and as you weresent when he
and Romayne clashed, you cart explain she turnedoday. |
couldn't say anything in front of the salesmamd didn't want Donal
to think the whole thing had been talked over ahéobut you could
say to him that if, because of this, he decidemigofill in time in
town after all, you'll explain to me. He'll findletr accommodation.'

Donal, all unknowing, said easily, after the rep@t been given, 'I'll
have to pick up my luggage at the hotel. We'll beleronshaw not
long after you, Johanna. See you soon.’

Maria waited till they were parked in Marine Parag#posite the

hotel before she said anything. As he got out altk Just a moment,
Donal. | must tell you something. This morning Rgma rode over

and we asked her to stay a day or two. It coulaMdevard. | think we

ought to offer you the chance to change your mind.'



His lips tightened. 'For whose sake?'

She hesitated, then, I've got to be honest. | ctvyltbr tact and say
for everyone's sake, including you, but to be fulthit's for
Romayne's sake. She won't hear a word said againdbr the way
you behaved on ship ... | mean not telling heriesatthat Alastair was
engaged to someone else, then telling her the wayli. She thinks
it's entirely natural for you to feel the way yod.d

'‘Now she's home she's found her father courting dughood
sweetheart, and she's trying to give them timethmgel like that.
Not an atom of jealousy there. | think she's soreewino was dubbed
as like her mother and she isn't. >Even Alberta taspletely
changed her mind about her, so you'd better toptk in here again.’

There, she'd said her piece and he hadn't inteduger! She went to
look up—and was completely disconcerted when he& ddiy main
reason for coming to Heronshaw is to see Romayddaapologise
to her.'

She stumbled. 'l—why Heronshaw? Why not Roahiwi?"

He gave a strange laugh. 'She could throw me oRbahiwi, but not
out of Heronshaw! | rang her home first, and wadd sthe'd ridden
over there. Even had she been gone by the timethgee, it's within
reach, and | could ride over, speak my piece asdpgiear if she
didn't want me there. | must find out how she feddeut it. It could
be she's more or less wiped it out of her miné@nltc | was surprised
at myself acting as | did. Struan and | have bdends for so long, so
have our families. When | couldn't get Heronshawtlo® phone
either, | was deciding to take a rental car, irgt&ahe bus, and drop
in. When you two walked in, | thought it providaitil know you
don't think so, Maria, but I'm coming, and I'll cltg my luck that
Romayne doesn't tell me she'd rather | went batéwto; it's over to
her.'



They gazed at each other reflectively, then Mapiaks. 'l think it's
the right thing to do, Donal. If you apologise itllwemove any
restraint between you and Struan, whatever happehsg long run.’
She thought he looked ‘aher sharply.

She added, 'Relationships are always getting tdngpein life, and
sometimes a word or two, said at the right tiemg in the right way,
can save a lot of tension, even heartache. | ttisnkouching to find
an elder brother so devoted that he resented bikdyts bride-to-be
turning him down, though—-' She paused. How easyoitld be to
say the wrong thing now.

He grinned, 'Though it shouldn't have lasted. Yougfuite right. It
became too personal a thing to me. | must puglttri

Maria knew it mightn't have rankled had he not sa$pd that
Romayne had broken it off because of Struan, leadr This might
sweep away any bitterness that remained, but ih'tvgsing to be an
easy meeting!

She dared not say Johanna wasn't now expecting3fiensaid rather
breathlessly, 'I'll just get out of the car whilewre picking up your
things, for a breath of sea air.".

He slipped round, opened the door for her and agshout her bag
fell right at the feet of a passerby, who stoogecked it up, returned
it to her, said, 'Oh, hullo, it's you again.' Itsshe man who'd talked
to her in Marineland.

He hesitated, said, 'l hope you'll forgive me, bwouldn't resist
speaking to you back there. You've such a look yfaife.'

Maria felt an intuitive pang for him, though hi®lq for some reason,
disturbed her. She felt it probably meant his wiges dead.

'Of course. These likenesses do crop up.'



Donal said, '‘Maria, | won't be a moment. I'll jgst my luggage.'

The man had silver hair but had been fair oncetlstigght. He was
young-looking in spite of a heavily lined face. Adsface. He
lingered. 'What a lovely name, Maria. It suits y@n old name
grown popular sinc&he Sound of Music.'

She nodded. She rather wished he'd go. Quite arabnths ahead of
her and the sooner it was over the better. He exdelis throat, said,
'I've always been interested in names. Does yauwaste match it?
Some are euphonious together, some not."'

She had a puckish thought that had she said Shetmight have
found it too short for euphony. 'It's Maria Willduigy.'

He nodded. ‘A good running sound. Well, | musta&gkyou. Nice to
have met you while I'm in Napier.'

Donal was crossing the road when she turned. hhg $lis case in the
boot. 'Is that chap still going? Had he been youhddave suspected
a pick-up, but they're not inclined to mention vayé suppose! He
looked a lonely sort of guy. Perhaps he's a widdwer

'l thought that, too. Well, let's get going.'

They had little to say to each other on the way blaria had an idea
Donal was mentally composing his apology in his dniand she
herself was taken up with wondering just what sdra reception
they'd get at Heronshaw. Johanna would probablg hald Struan
on the quiet that they'd just avoided an awkwatdasion. In the
midst of her unease an unhappy thought struckiet. man with the
silver hair. Why hadn't she asked his name, askesravhe'd come
from, who his wife had been? Here she was, loofongelatives, and
she'd missed a golden opportunity! Of all the stupings ... she'd
been too absorbed in the problem of Romayne an@lDBy the time
they entered the vineyards of the Esk Valley andrngwp the hill



she felt as taut as a drum. If only they couldRemayne emerging
from the stables on her « own! Once Donal had padagy out of the
way, things might be less sticky, but if everyonshed out as they
arrived, eager to see her new car, and they saval@onmerging with
her, it would be an ordeal.

The cattle-stops gave their fair warning, and &y ttame to a stop
outside the front entrance Struan came out, alboe,as Maria

expected, all eagerness. That look was wiped frignfelce as Donal
got out. It was succeeded by a scowl as black alksl de seen on a
fair man, and it was directed at Maria.

Donal didn't hesitate. 'It's all right, | know Royn&'s here and I'd like
to see her alone, Struan. Where is she?"

Struan said, with evident relish, 'Well, being a&omith her is just
what you're not going to get... she's at Amber Knath both my

grandparents, Aunt Alberta, Judith and all thedrkih. We're having
dinner over there.’

Again no hesitation. 'Right, well, I've got to pyt with what | can
get. | insulted her more or less in public, so mublwill have to be
for the apology. Coming, Maria? Coming, Struan?'

Struan's jaw set. 'I'm not, and if you think a feedorry can put things
right, you're due for a setback.’

Donal looked impassive. 'lt won't be feeble. | kil apologise to

you too, Struan. We've been pals too long to fail over my

churlishness—in fact worse than churlishness—nmiginess. | can
understand how you feel. | took that long hard labkmyself you

advised and didn't like what | saw. If Romayne ddegsant to see me
again, after the apology, okay, I'll take myseff 8in sure Maria will

run me back to town again, even if it makes herfat dinner. She's
been most co-operative.'



Maria said hastily, 'Just get going, Donal. Gewvier— without me.’

Donal disappeared in a spurt of speed. Struanjitge between his
brows, said, 'I'm surprised at you. | thought ydwasle gone along to
hold his hand. Just imagine, | said to Gran whentsld me that she
couldn't have done better than leave it to yothat you had a way
with you, but you turn up with him in tow. How dmy think
Romayne is going to feel, Donal turning up to agae with half the
Esk Valley in the room?’

'‘She'll feel a lot better than you seem to at tlmenent. | hadn't a
snowflake's chance in Hell of stopping Donal Mcgaening. | tried.'

‘You tried! He could hardly hijack your car.'

'l reckon he would have if I'd refused. But morarththat, he
convinced me this was the only way. He'd rung Reata find out
she was here. What's more, | reckon that for hiee & wants to
make amends before the very people who were thieea e tore a
strip off her ... I've changed my mind, I'm goioge there. I'm taking
that farm-truck standing there so conveniently, #msligh | may
miss some of the apology, I'll be there to seerédsalt. Areyou
coming or not?'

She made a dive at the truck, rushed round toriking side, found
her arm wrenched back. 'Get in the passengensrate not familiar
with this.'

She wasted no time arguing, but on the way up thding hill track
she said hody, 'I'm as good a driver as yoyou.learned on country
roads, / learned to drive in London, and don't gearlean up to the
front door at the Knoll, you could dent my new Mi@fore it's even
paid for!"

He made no answer. Donal must have slowed down lafanitial
standing start at speed, perhaps remembering it Mésa's car,



because he was just getting out as they took #tdénd. He looked
back over his shoulder as he mounted the stejuk,isaa don't-care
voice, 'Didn't want to miss the fun after all, $tnli Going to enjoy
seeing Romayne throw me out on my ear? Not to wdithhave
cleared my conscience, anyway.'

Maria felt like wringing her hands. The apology mtiglear Donal's
guilt and probably make Romayne feel better, butagn't going to
improve the situation between the two old friendg. &he saw Tim
and Christabel and the twin pram on the lawn, st wWould reduce
the audience!

Donal never paused. Struan and Maria were almaostimg to keep
up with him. Voices from the dining-room guided hifihey entered
with Donal only slightly in lead. Johanna and Alidewere sitting by
the fire winding wool; Athol was reading tiaily Telegraphby the

window, and at the rush of footsteps, Romayne ardith] busy
setting the table, looked across it, cutlery inirthends, at the
combined entry.

Maria just had time to notice that Romayne lookedutiful in a blue
linen dress of Maria's own. It had a long slenaarfsof filmy white
slotted through epaulettes, and tossed over eamlidgr, and had a
wide belt studded with pearl beads, clipped irhatwaist. A bright
coral brooch held the scarf in place at her thraatl she'd found a
coral ribbon to tie back her smooth black hair. Hges were
startlingly blue and as they met Donal's, her cotose, betrayingly
bright, enhancing her loveliness.

Donal came up against the table opposite her.\+is went right and
left to the others. It's a bit public for an apglpg@n unconditional
apology, but you're to know | insulted Romayne ba ship, also
publicly. Maria tried to prevent me coming out heyeight, with the
best possible motives, | believe. She wanted togmteyou being
more hurt, Romayne. But it made no differencealt@ady tried to



get in touch with you, only to be told you were ddrbelieve now
that you broke your engagement to Alastair fontfeest of reasons,
honestly and courageously, and | admire you fomas a brash fool,
and darned near spoiled other relationships toow Hdout it,
Romayne? Friends? Or would you rather | didn'tBtay

There was just one moment of tension. Romayne'sritiprquivered
for a fleeting scrap of time, then, somehow, sheagad to laugh.
'‘Well, now you've got all that out of your systdtd,like you to stay.
Yes, friends. And Struan and Maria, you can takséhawful looks
off your faces. It's forgotten from now on. If itteentioned again I'll
scream! And | might just tell you, Donal McFie, y@ulucky there's
enough dinner to go round.'

The next moment could have held an awkward sileacgense of
and-climax, but it hadn't a chance. Small Chridtatwe in, 'Mum,
Tim's at the top of the gum- tree, and the brarechded to step there
from has broken—he's stuck!'

It emptied the room in a moment, Struan in the Iseaeing he was
nearest the door. He gave a yell to Timothy to sthgre he was, and
it was quite evident that with his great lengthaofn and leg, one
broken branch wouldn't matter. Donal climbed upihelStruan and
took Tim from him when he was plucked from hisygferch, and in
turn Donal handed him to Athol.

Dinner became a merry affair, their relief makihgrh light-hearted,
and Ramsay wondering a little at their high spiNi#en the dishes
were done, the babies played with, Ramsay andhlddétappeared
with their children and when twilight fell, after short whispered
sentence or two, Romayne rose. '‘Donal and | argggor a walk. His
parents have been sweet enough to send some nedshbje to
hear, so we'll climb the hill. Don't worry, quatieg is at an end.'



Struan, standing by the French window, noted thecton they took,
turned and said, 'Come on, Maria, I've a bit of hlerpie to eat
myself, the way | bawled you out when you arrivathvibonal, but
unlike him | don't mean to do it in public." As thieft the room, he
looked back, said to his grandparents and gredt-d&2oor Maria,
she's got herself involved with a mad, mad fanalyd | did promise
her stepbrother I'd look after her in New Zealand.'

At first it was of Romayne he talked. 'I'm glad stiair's parents have
sent her messages. It was for their sakes she drdak it off sooner.

Must be maddening for a girl to find she has theaidorospective

parents-in-law, then find she can't, after all, pahe chap. She
found Alastair just a little too immature.'

He took her up through the wattle grove, throuddgreh spinney, to a
gate where you could gain the road and have atocas®re of the
Heronshaw property by way of a stile.

He helped her over, birds twittered, disturbedhirt slumbers. The
moon hadn't yet risen, so they had to pick theiy.Wow the air was
aromatic with the tang of the pines, their needileshiony under their
feet. Below them, out to the east, they could tieadistant thunder
of heavy waves crashing on a shingle beach. A sheeghed in a
paddock below, and presently the sky darkened andrbe pricked
with stars, letting the heavenly light through.

Maria stumbled, was caught and held. 'We're altodste top, Maria.
We call it Blaise's Eyrie. He was a great littld far naming things,
Gran says. This was his place. He hollowed outha&lrotten rock
from round these big rocks and made a seat out bsuppose he
thought the long, long thoughts of youth up hersy. iPall ended as it
did. He had such promise. Poor Gran and Granddad!

'Indeed,’ said Maria, 'yet out of their naturaleging, they found
solace in you and Judith. Some people would hakentdt quite



differently, allowed themselves to become bitteould never have
thought of becoming adoptive grandparents.'

Struan said slowly, 'Hasn't Judith told you abdwat? How it came
about?"

"No. No reason why she should, | suppose. Neitbsod have to tell
me, Struan. You both belong here by all the tidswé.’

The silence that fell then wasn't a strained omelly she looked up
at him, seated beside her on the Eyrie. It was éadugh not to
worry lest she gave away her feelings, light enotgysee his fair
profile, strong, craggy, faintly silvered by thadight. Yet his face
looked gentled, as if his mood was tender, whinhside looked
down on her, smiled, said, 'You feel it really doematter I'm not a
true grandson of the estate?’

'‘How could it matter when there's such a stronglBbn
'l like that," he said. 'l like it very much. Andike this.’

His arm came round her, he swung her across hughiag. She lay
back in the crook of his arm, looking up into ha&é. She had a
moment of wondering about Romayne before his lgasd hers,

then all other thoughts except the delight of tleermant were blotted
out. She hoped Struan couldn't feel the quickemedpbd of her

heartbeats, though she could certainly hear hidding, held like

this, her right ear hard against his breast.

When they needed breath he lifted his head, saghiagly, I've not
apologised for bawling you out, have I? Would tdatinstead? Or
does it need words?'

Her voice was low, husky. 'Sometimes words are siurMaturally
you were angry.' But that brought the thought ofrf@gne back. Was
Struan, in spite of his nonchalance, rather pigbatl Romayne and



Donal had gone off by themselves? Was this a sdrt
'two-can-play-at-that-game' attitude? She musghit o to her head.
She said, mock- severely, 'Time we went back. &oreopne sworn to
dodge the matchmakers' wiles, you play with firetru&
Mandeville!"

Maria felt that the next twenty-four hours passed idream. There
was no reality about anything. Had anyone toldiiverdays ago that
Romayne would be here, borrowing her clothes, Dstwling too,
and the pair of them apparently at great ease @dtth other, she'd
have thought them crazy.

Athol, Alberta, and Johanna were wonderful peogalking it all in

their stride. She said so, to Johanna, helpingnhiie kitchen. 'Most
people of your age would be saying you didn't knewat the
younger generation was coming to, but you've téljeist as if it was
a children's quatrrel, Y flare-up, blows, and thergbtten.’

Johanna laughed. 'That's as it should be. There@nge things than
broken engagements. It's when kids take sidestlieatjuarrels get
hotter and last. The two main combatants get itoddheir systems.
And Struan aye fought everyone else's battles. Booal, he doesn't
know yet, I'm thinking, why it affected him as itdd

Maria knotted her brows. 'What do you mean, Johanna
Wasn't it the same with him? Fighting his youngether's battles?'

Johanna chuckled. ‘At the risk of sounding smuglelave you to
work that one out. | don't think it'll be long.ddl it's best left to work
itself out, without any of us putting a finger hretpie.'

Maria felt intensely curious and a little dismay&tbuld Johanna
mean that Donal had suspected all along that Stmaannterested in



Romayne, and he'd felt angered at so tangled a $tafge, though,
that while in Britain they hadn't resolved thinggeovay or another.
Yet, with Struan's love for his foster-grandparentsu couldn't
imagine him marrying over there. Maria felt a senge&esolation.
Last night, in the closeness of Struan's embraosettender leaves
of hope had uncurled a little, but so soon the tkbhd returned.

Oddly enough, she couldn't resent Romayne. Romagdesuffered
enough and deserved a happy ending now. That higattedness of
hers had carried her over a bad patch. It had beeohabit, perhaps.
Was that why she seemed so at ease with Donal htig¥it she still,
beneath it, be on her guard with him? Was she &ocehis olive
branch for Struan's sake, for the long-time fridmpletween the two
men?

After lunch Struan proposed that they went swimminthe lagoon.
"You'll keep down the far end, I'm telling you,id&thol. ‘Maria and
| don't want our nesting birds disturbed.’

Struan laughed. 'You and Maria are a pair! Donalesshe came
here, Grandfather's always missing when | wantthihelp me. And
if he's not crawling round the forest floor withrheniles away, or
stalking the swamps, he's got her in here listetortge bird-calls on
the radio, so she can identify them.'

'‘Well, the lassie can identify so many of our Eslglbirds, | wanted
her to have a fair go on the bellbird, the thekereru.’

Struan went on, 'He's such a crafty beggar. Heastef all sorts of
jobs he's not so keen on, spreading manure, ang tis¢ big-end
loader, on the pretext that Maria hasnever seearbl@r's nest yet, or
that he's found the welcome swallows are buildingen the old
humpy-backed bridge. As if swallows are a novetiyfdlk from
England, anyway, but only to New Zealanders!



Maria said, 'lt's always a minor miracle, Struarfolind that in
England. One day, in Cambridge, | thought it evesrerwonderful
than the Tudor roses under the arch of the enttan8eJohn's, to see
house-martins building there, with supreme cheekcamfidence.'

'‘And we're getting far fewer mosquitoes since thallews have

arrived,' said Athol. 'But Maria loves tipekekodest of all. I'll have

to stop grizzling about them rustling my potatoegtrseason, | can
see. And I'll probably be coaxed into planting & &xtra rows for

them the year after next.'

Maria blinked. 'The year after next? Athol,- I'# back in England in
some hospital long before that!'

His grizzled sandy brows rose, his deep-set bles &oked directly
into hers. 'Will you, lass? | dinna think we'll igdbu go.' The sheer
affection in his tone made her blink again. Shealised by now that
Athol only dropped into Scots intonation, the toagf his mother

who'd been a Blair, when he was deeply moved. ireetime he'd

mentioned Blaise he'd said, 'He was a little d@'ihrawn wee laddie,
one hint of opposition and he was off widder- shiw for all that I'd

never ha' thought it was going to mean such soffamwus, that

rebellious streak.' It hadn't been a time for woMaria had merely
squeezed his arm, then said, 'There, in the reealgrey heron!

She'd looked up widdershins. It meant anti-cloclkwiSmall Blaise

had been a rebel. She wondered what his fathemleadt. Had some
foolhardy, wilful act of disobedience brought BRai® his death? It
could be. He must have been about twenty when éé, dieeing

Struan had said when she'd seen Johanna bid hisgpaph good

morning, that it had been thirty years ago. Perhapshooting”

accident when hunting, no safety-catch when climhkinrough a

fence. Perhaps tackling some dangerous mountanwhen warned
not to attempt it. It must be something like ttf@&dme member of the
family would talk about it some day.



It was a glorious late November day, a promiseliothe days of
summer ahead, a stretching from December to FebruHne
bignonia flowers hung in burnt orange clusters whehad climbed,
bougainvillea flaunted its gaudy splashes of cofoom trees it had
wreathed around, from trellises and arbours; caliies were
growing tall, the blue of the plumbago was attragtihe bees. Maria
loved the luxurious plumbago, she thought it lookéet blue
geraniums in the shape of its flower clusters;-tfeens dotted the
trees in the shrubberies with green starlike folonat a hundred
mosses and ground ferns enriched the leafy bowhesenstreams
trickled down the hillsides; oleanders remindeddfex holiday spent
in Italy, yet all the long-loved blooms of Engliglardens could be
seen here too, spicing the air with nostalgic slrifbses, lavender,
cinnamon pinks, carnations. A lovely, lovely world.

The water, shallower now, was unbelievably warnwds rimmed

with willows and this end was pellucid and stillofiRayne had to
wear a sun-dress of Maria's, in blue jersey dilals brief and served
very well. Maria used her coral bikini, and hopedouldn't remind

anyone of that disastrous scene near the shiplsBwait seemed as
if the water had purged away all enmity and misustdading. No

one watching would have dreamed these four hadb®ear anything

but the best of friends.

There were cedar-painted garden chairs up hereaalohg seat,
beside a barbecue that was used in the long homsusnof the
Hawkes Bay Province. They towelled themselves kppéd on the
seats, the sun caressing their skin.

Suddenly Donal said, 'So Athol thinks the Sunrisas won't let
Maria go too easily. Great chap, isn't he? So modie habit of
adopting people he can't bear to let her go. Buatvabout you,
Romayne?’



She looked across at him. 'What about me? I'm bahg a day or
two. My home's at Longridge, remember?’

The Averell homestead was often called by its Ehglranslation of
Roahiwi.

His look was intent. 'But for how long? Didn't ysay a marriage was
in the offing? Your father's? Would you feel comédnie staying on?
Would there be enough to satisfy you? This Gertmiltihave her
own ideas, perhaps?'

Maria felt indignant, stirred a little. What was tp to? This could
disturb Romayne, so newly restored to some sokootentment.
Was he purposely being awkward? She sat up. Stvaarbeside her
on the long seat. His arm came round her shouldesshand
squeezed the faraway shoulder in what she thoughtawvarning
gesture. She sank back. Was it that Struan himsad most
interested in the answer to that?

Romayne was gazing over the lagoon, 'Oh, | shartidme long.'
‘Why?' Donal's voice was sharp.

‘Gertrud's such a marvellous person I've got the ghe's just waiting
to see what | want to do before saying yes to D&kl the years, for
them, could go by so quickly, too quickly now. Iaeplied for a post
as a physiotherapist in Tauranga. It's not avaldll the end of
January and if | set my mind to it | ought to bdeato get them
married before then. If my coming away like this sihia
springboarded his proposal by the time | get hdimmegoing down to
Gertrud's to let her know I'll probably be goingri¥ioin the New
Year. I'll say | feel a bit selfish leaving Dad kaut a housekeeper
again but I've got to take what offers. | only hoipe Napier Hospital
stops advertising for one before either Dad or @drsee the ad.’



Struan's voice was sharp this time. 'Why on eaotiitqou apply for
that? Must you go so far away?'

‘Yes, | think Dad and Gertrud ought to have as niunh as possible
to enjoy each other, on their own. They had theesl spoiled for
each other long ago.' From the way Donal and Stshai up, Maria
guessed it was Romayne's mother who'd been thenrifie lute.

Maria broke the silence.

'l saw in the telephone book that Gertrud's nanspét without an
"e" as is usual. Why is that?'

Struan answered. 'Because she's of German extratitio had the
"e" it would be pronounced Gertruda. Haven't you gosort of
complex about "e's"! Why?—She was astounded toHiakes Bay
was spelt with one, Donal.'

Maria's cheeks grew hot. Romayne, noticing thougbt r
understanding, said quickly, 'Let's go back to loese thataway,
over the stile.’

Maria said, 'We can't. It's sheer bog. Athol tokel Blaise learned that
the hard way—he went in up to his armpits.’

Struan stared. 'You mean Grandfather actually roeatl Blaise to
you?'

Now Maria stared. 'Yes, why shouldn't he? He talisut him a lot
when we're bird-watching. What-'

'‘Because he never mentions him to anyone elsethatl grief is
sealed up in him. Gran often does, to Judith anchener to Athol. It
hurts him too much, she thinks. | think it's vegalthy that he's done
it to you. Any chance of you encouraging it, Mariat not
obviously? The fact that you've come in from thdsme and it
happened long ago makes it easier, | guess.'



She said slowly, 'Don't tell Johanna. She could sayething and
he'd turn in on himself again. Or she might feet litiwasn't to her. |
must do it naturally, as you say. That car salesmantioned Blaise
to Johanna, used to come out here with Blaisedrsthool holidays.
I'll mention that to Athol.’

Struan had a reflective look. 'l saw him comingaitthe loft quarters
where he stored Blaise's things, the other daydide't see me. It
must still hurt. Oh, sorry, this is a sad subjectd glorious day like
this. Come on, everyone, I'm starving and Gran getsing the
pikelet girdle out before we left. I'm all for pike¢s with elderberry
jelly and cream!'

On Thursday Donal got word his car had arrivedylaoia drove him
in to pick it up and make for Wellington, and sladofor hers. Now
she'd be able to take time off tocruise round Han&&y Province on
her mammoth task of trying to find a homestead witin towers and
a row of dark pines behind.

She'd need some sort of help. By now she'd gormghr Miriam

McGregor's volumes of pioneer women, with theirtymes of early
homesteads, but there'd never been one that ewvly f&sembled
the cutting she'd found, or mendon of a Smith pgon&he slipped
into the library and began poring over indexesaback of volumes
of local history, but drew a blank there also.

Nobody here would connect her with the Mandevidlenily, so she
asked for help. She asked a librarian, 'If | waritedo some research
on early homesteads still in the hands of lateeggions, how would

| make that search?'

The librarian came up with the answer promptlyni@y go to the
Post Office and ask them for Rural Mail deliverypsdor all the



districts, say, covered from Napier, Hastings, Vaaia, Waipukurau,
Wairoa Post Offices, and so on. The names of time ¢avners would
be on them. Take a bit of doing if you couldn'tgmmt the area, but
not impossible.’

'‘Oh, thank you. That's marvellous.’

'l suppose | can't help you? I've lived here allliiey and know many
outlying areas as well.'

Maria chuckled, 'l was trying to trace someondiiends in England,
but the trouble is, the name is Smith.’

The librarian laughed too. 'Not easy in that cddeless it was
someone well known, or with an unusual Christiamaa.. like
Thaddeus or Hezekiah.'

Maria decided to take a chance. 'Well, the man htac to
trace—present day—had a not very usual name. Rufus.

The woman pursed her lips. '‘M'm. Not unusual enpagid there's
another snag. That can be a nickname, like WilllaenConqueror's
son, William Rufus. A redheaded man.'

'Oh, I'd not thought of that." Then she cheered'Op, I've just
realised it wasn't a nickname, it was on m-it was tbe birth
certificate | saw. His daughter's.’

'Did she not know where her father came from? Muesiple talk
about their childhood.’

'He died before she was born. And her mother was
exactly—communicative.' Maria felt singularly detad, as if indeed
she was acting on someone's behalf.



‘Well, all | can say is she's saddled you with ghty task, but the
only thing | can suggest is the Post Office.’

Maria made for the Post Office. She stored the matiee back of the
top shelf of her wardrobe. If anyone at Amber Krsalv them, they'd
think it very odd.

She pored over them late at nights, taking noteshaft Smiths she
could find on the mail routes, and began plottihng excuses she
could make for taking long days off by herself. ditland Johanna
and Alberta couldn't have circumvented her plangenfdhey'd tried.
They were always suggesting Struan should accompanyn her
days off, or inviting themselves along, picnic hargand all. Twice
Athol carried her off in a completely different eation, because
there were no birds other than those she'd alrsedy, where she'd
planned to go.

Even when she cunningly managed to take some stofgped near a
mailbox and said, "There's an interesting- lookingse among those
trees, I'd like to look at it,' he'd say, 'We'll#hat on the way back ... |
think we should get to this patch of native busttyaa the day,' and
ten to one they'd come back a different route. &almost gave up. It
was so easy as the days grew hotter and the fldwayister, to let
things slip. And life was so pleasant here, whyhboto try to find
people who wouldn't be half so kindred?



CHAPTER SEVEN

ROMAYNE was often across at the Esk Valley, sometimesmdyithe
distance, sometimes riding. It seemed impossildeitrwas so near
Christmas. Christmas in high summer was absurdvai$n't till
Timothy and Christabel began anticipating it witeaj glee and the
shops began appearing in the old-time decoratibasit began to
have any reality at all for Maria. It seemed songdhat they were
picking strawberries, making raspberries into j@eeing the very
early peaches beginning to colour on the homesiesd, making
gooseberry tarts for the deep freeze againstriteewihen they'd be so
busy with shearing and haymaking, that they'd lad gf them.

Struan took Maria in to Hastings, to hear a lobalicput on an opera,
and as he swung round past the Iron Pot to the pohundred
Christmas trees against the darkening sky spratuogfestoons of
coloured lights. Oh, far more than a hundred, bseaihe lights
started at Ahuriri where the shipping lay, and coargd along Marine
Parade, twined in each gloriously symmetrical Ni@rfone as far as
the eye could see.

‘At last | feel as if Christmas is really here aslvas in England,’ she
exclaimed. Then she added ruefully, 'I'm beingysilh England
Dickens made Christmas individually and typicallgglish. But it
belongs to the whole Christian world, doesn't it?'

He said slowly, 'Yes, | suppose it can't be a mattgeography. No
snow or mince-pies in the Holy Land. It's one o thtangibles.
Christmas is in the heart, | guess, wherever yeu ar

Maria was swept with magic. 'Oh, Struan, | likettHdike it. My
stepfather used to say things like that. So maopleehink them but
are too shy to come out with them.'



'‘Well, there are some people | wouldn't dream gifrggthem to, but |
find it easy with you—and so does Athol, evidently.

‘Thank you, Struan. That's the nicest complimesat éver had: And
it's brought Mother near too. She used to singrg smever heard
anyone else sing. It's about Christmas. | broughitth me, along
with a few more things she composed. | was playtnfpr the
children the other day. Mother was quite giftedah only play, but
she often set words she liked to music. The lasti§ almost identical
with what you said, about Christmas being in thartie

Struan said, 'You seem so much a part of Heronghat tend to
forget you had a life before you came out here witimt Alberta.
Rather selfish of me.' His hand came to cover ly@ng on her lap.
'‘We forget you must sometimes be homesick, thahofou must feel
very alone. But never mind, Maria, you've more nexdlts than |
have, even if those roots are back in England| €ngot, your father
was a New Zealander, wasn't he? Do you know arytabouthis
relations? Most families rim to one black sheep eahere on their
tree. Even ihewas a waster, as you seem to think, you might ha
people here who would welcome you. Don't you knowtlaing
about them at all?'

He felt her hand shake beneath his, but she saidilgt "Not a thing.
Mother said very little about my papa. She saidéwer talked about
his early days. She had just one sister, a lotrofslee died not long
after Mother went back to England. So that's it.INg; like yours, is
what we make it ourselves, and we were both luckiieé people who
brought us up.'

'‘We were,' he said. "You in your stepfather, | am@na and Athol
Mandeville." He chuckled, 'Johanna and Alberta wothink our
conversation had taken a very sombre turn! | whkttogive you a
gala night, in case you were missing the brighttBgof London.’



Was that all it was? Struan obeying their suggasftiaHe certainly
didn't seem to be making the pace with Romaynelddbbe he and
Romayne didn't want to be too definite so soorr dffie breach with
Donal had been healed?

Nevertheless, the magic still lingered, the locampany putting
age-old bewitchery into song and acting. They hagper in
Hastings, with friends Struan met, and came badmber Knoll in
the early hours, creeping quietly into the hougdamdisturb Alberta.
Moonlight shone whitely through the landing windowsd pooled
silver radiance on a white sheepskin rug at thé dbohe stairs. As
she paused, one foot on the first step, her loagibrand gold skirts
trailing back, a green silken shawl about her sthengl, he put out a
hand to detain her. 'I've something to ask yowe Been trying to
make up my mind about it all day.'

She was glad she had hold of the newel post. 3hasféef she were
poised in flight. Whatvashe going to ask her? Could it possibly b
what she most longed to hear? But would a man 3kean be
different in love? She didn't think so.

'Yes, Struan?' she said on a thread of sound.

'‘Donal rang from Wellington today. He said JeanAlastair's young
wife, is making a trip with him—and Donal is comitmp—they're
both in the same stock firm, you know. Jeannieihas mind that
seeing the two families were such friends the messible thing to
do would be for her to meet Romayne, that it waulake for less
awkwardness all round. They want to know if they stay here,
meet Romayne across at Longridge. I've not asked swuGran or
Grandfather what they think yet. | thought you—Igeinearer
Romayne's age—might have more idea of how it waifielct her. |
simply said to Donal I'd discuss it with everyomel aing him back.’



What an anti-climax! One moment filled with hopethwonder and

delight, the next, in the depths. This was justimoee evidence of his
concern for Romayne. And she must appear unawdre.s3id,

stepping down, 'Let's get away from the stairs. WMght wake

Alberta.'

She stood by the kitchen table, feeling as flati&sh- water. She
managed to say, 'l think | should ask Romayneggitaut. I'll do it

tomorrow. Goodnight, Struan, and thanks for a veigasant
evening.' She went swiftly out of the room, unwgjito look as if she
had expected a goodnight kiss.

Maria drove over to ask Romayne. She'd never seesdianimated.
She'd seen the car from an upstairs window ancedustraight down
the stairs and out of the open front door. Sheddamthrough the car
window. 'Guess what? | was just waiting till Daftt tee house before
ringing you so | could let myself go. He and Gatltrare getting

married on Saturday. This Saturday, mark you! thesttamily and

the Mandeuvilles ... that includes you, at St PanlNapier.

‘Gertrud's going round with stars in her eyes ayukd positively
beautiful. She's lost twenty years. So's Dad. tdéahthat job in
Tauranga. Start beginning of February. This happenernight. |
went to my brother's, Gertrud came over, thereava®on over the
Ridge—the very place where they quarrelled thidgirg ago. There's
romance for you, Maria. Can | come over to AmbenKnvhile
they're away? They won't hear of me staying heveealthough |
wouldn't be nervous. Not with the dogs. But my beots house is
half a mile away, so they're fussing.'

‘Alberta will love it. She's always scared I'll migeople of my own
age, like in hospital nursing.' Maria hesitate@ntiplunged, 'That is,
if you don't mind that Donal and Jeannie and Alastdl be out at



Heronshaw a good deal of that time. It's not a @dence, it's
Jeannie's idea. Donal rang up.' She told her trg.st

Romayne said, 'ls Donal keen? Or is he just fallimgvith what
Jeannie wants?'

'‘Donal was disappointed that Struan just didn'taey right away.
Does that satisfy you?'

'l think so. As far as meeting Alastair and Jeaittsdine. | only hope
Donal has nothing ulterior in mind. | don't feel—eev-that | fully
understand him.'

Maria was dismayed. 'Do you mean you didn't acbeptapology
wholeheartedly? | mean, can't you forget what e @ the ship ...
and earlier, after you broke it off? Both you aricl&n told me you
had a clanging row over that.'

‘That does still hurt a bit. He was more upset tiastair. I'd looked
for, hoped for, a different reaction. For more ustending.'

Maria said, 'l feel I've quenched the happiness fgliuwhen you

came running out to tell me about your father aedi@d. But it had

to be said, seeing Struan is to ring Donal backn&me, are you
sure? | think you've borne enough. | could ring 8l@nd say you just
couldn't.’

The expression on Romayne's face changed agaip, lbhe put her
arms about Maria, hugged her, said, 'lI've neverahtigind like you

before. | can get through anything when | know g@around. I've

come alive since we met on the ship, lost my dtifice. Because of
you Alberta unfroze, and for some reason | alwagsted to stand
well in her regard. Oh, here's Dad, all beams.'



Jeannie proved a delight. She was so naive, spakés, had such
warmth in her nature, that restraint just meltedner presence.
Romayne had managed to meet the two of them onoher,
something engineered by Maria, and told her aftedgvéhat Jeannie
had swept away all stiffness by dimpling and saylhgught to be
madly jealous because you're so classically bedhuwihd I'm all
freckles and snub nose, but I'm not. I'm eterngigteful that you
ditched him and left him free for me. Oh, | do hgpe meet the right
man soon. | like being married awfully. It's furefBre | got married
everyone went round saying, "Don't expect it toableed of roses,
mind," and | made up my mind that I'd never, esay,such a horrible
thing myself. Anyway, who'd want to lie on rosé®\'ve got thorns.
I'd rather have pine-needles. It's all right, Adastl know I talk too
much, but I'm not going all stiff and shy on itfusecause you and
Romayne were once engaged. Your mother wants meébd and be
friends and what your mother wants goes with me."'

The three of them stayed in Napier till the bussneas done, but at
the weekend they came out to Heronshaw, and hadyatige,
swimming, having sessions of baby worship over thans,
worshipping together at the little memorial chuethEskdale. They
took Monday off and all drove over to Longridgehave a picnic
among the hills.

It was pastoral perfection, with here and theregdazing goldenly
from hollows, sheep gleaming in white- fleeced Kk®cagainst
pastures so emerald from this wonderful seasonrofiad rain, that it
looked like an over- painted landscape. It wasdaalimorning and
noontide for a picnic, and after it they lay, rdéplan the long grass
under the shade of some native trees.

Maria turned on her back, gazed up at attafirawhose bole rose
innocent of branches for two-thirds of its heigd#id, 'l like the way
the English trees are interspersed, so you gepehgetual leafiness
of the evergreens, but a splash of colour in autasmwell. Autumn



will be in April, won't it? How strange! To me itght to be the time
when the beech leaves are greening and the blsedwatiing out in
the Surrey woods ... remember "April's in the wesbd, and

daffodils".'

Jeannie was lying on her tummy, very absorbed mmesbing, a little
distance away. 'What is it, my love?' asked Alastée sounded half
asleep.

'It's a ladybird. It's being so busy. Makes me &leid\Vly little niece
asked me the other day if a he-ladybird was a ddaluty-legs."

‘Talk about west wind,' said Struan, 'that's a-wesst wind that's
sprung up, and a mighty strong one. To say notbing hot one.
Look at the tree-tops swaying. That'll be gale-¢oio exposed
places.’

Romayne was sitting on the stump of a poplar thdtieen felled last
year because it was rotten to the core. 'lt wasfirkding an old friend
had died,' she'd said eatrlier. 'It had such lolieows in it. | used to
hide all my treasures there, the things Mother giouvere rubbish,
bits of driftwood from the shore, coloured stonad ahells. | hope
none of the others develop rot.’

Now she thought of it again and glanced up affectiely at Tall
Tom, as she called the one set on the very ritheotiell they were in.
‘My word, that wind is swaying him!" Then she gavegell of real
urgency,It's coming down ... it's coming down!'

She had the advantage of the others, they welgiradl down and
weren't looking up, but she didn't run from the glam she ran clean
into it, under it, because it was going to falll@annie. Romayne was
tall and she ran like Atalanta, almost horizontaltyoss the ground,
and flung herself over Jeannie, pushing her dowmtime long lush
grass.



The others were out of range, had no more timetinapring to their
feet when before their horrified eyes, the treeloeal down and the
two figures clutched together as one disappeacsd $ight beneath a
heaving, swirling mass of leaves and branches.

They reached the subsiding mass as one, begamgeatithe
branches with their hands, uttering names as tieega@ They saw
the gleam of Romayne's white skirt, the glimpseagdink Indian
muslin blouse, but nothing of Jeannie at all beeaRemayne had
completely covered her with her own body.

Donal worked like a man possessed, forcing branapest, giving
intense instructions to the others to hold thenkl@sche worked. He
saw the back of a black head lying Very still anccéd out of him
came words he hardly knew he was uttering, 'Romayryedarling,
my darling ... Romayne, speak, say something, njgease, please?'

Her head moved very slightly to one side, brougtd view a cheek
from which blood was pouring, and the faintest bfspers said, 'Just
winded ... | think," then, 'See to Jeannie.’

Alastair was scrabbling in front of them under Rgm&a Jeannie's
voice, much stronger, said, 'I'm all right. Romagaged me ... olis
she all right?' Her little gamin face peered thiodlge network of
leaves.

At that moment Donal kissed Romayne. Struan damt,Pete's sake,
we don't want kisses, we want these branches effith. come on,
man—'

Maria was helping too, parting, holding back, gagms she worked.
If the trunk had got them nothing could have satwedn from fearful
crushing, but it was bad enough and until theytget out, they
couldn't know how bad. It became evident that tiweyld get them



out without having to send for more help, but tharfwas that there
might be internal injuries.

Romayne got her breath back ... not only the fglliree had been
responsible for the lack of that ... and both she deannie began to
reassure the others as they worked. Then suddemhajte groaned
involuntarily. She said instantly, 'Sorry, it's jukhat my back's

bruised. I-'

Donal said savagely, 'Well, I'm glad you can feshpl was terrified
all feeling might have gone. Tell us how best we lsandle you.'

‘Turn me on my side a little, but hold me firmlyndaAlastair and
Struan can try to draw Jeannie out. | think shrea hollow. But stop
the moment she cries out, in case her legs aré hurt

Grimly, the men began their task. Maria noticed &ldrad his lower
Up clenched tightly between his teeth. They edgeohdie out inch
by inch. Maria leaned over into the. depressiothabwhen Jeannie
was fully out, Romayne's back didn't give way. Ehavas no
question of Romayne being lifted off first, she wasch further
under the weight of branches than Jeannie. Dorthhisaarms right
under Romayne's shoulders now, and drops of swéad roff his
face on to hers. Another groan escaped Romayneamié came
free, but she said quickly, 'lt's all right, justemched and bruised
muscles. Is she all right?'

They'd dragged Jeannie away to a clearer, spabsfgAlastair said,
'‘She seems to be ... thanks to you, Romayne.'

Romayne, with her one free hand, made a depreagéistyre, said, 'l
had to. For Alastair's Jeannie,' and fainted.

It was Donal who groaned then. Maria said crisjgfter she should
go out to it for a few moments. But we must be &xareful... move
her inch by inch.' They did it as she said, suppgtier body as much



as possible, Alastair and Maria lifting the madshef. Then she was
free and they could see her legs weren't brokeygth they were
hideously scratched. Her extreme pallor terrifieeiht, though. They
rushed the picnic rug over, the cushions, thankdulthat much
comfort, covered her over. She opened her eyesjtdidem to see
anyone but Donal. 'Did | dream it?' she asked, dlockling from
her Up.

'‘Dream what, my darling?' said Donal, leaning claséer to catch
the words. The others stared, their fears stilbedife moment.

Her eyes lit up, focused more accurately, she smd&hough
painfully, '‘Oh, you did it again! It wasn't a drealfou called me
darling.' The lip trembled. 'But it's just becaulise hurt, | know. I'm
not really, am I?Yourdarling?'

His hand went to her uninjured cheek, 'It's no&lnse you're hurt. It's
because yoare my darling. I've cared against my will. But-'

She almost giggled. 'But me no huts. Oh, I've stdppu ... go on, go
on, Donal.'

'l was going to say, but if you'll have me, I'm y®au've cared against
my will—ever since Alastair brought you to Welliogt'

She wasn't in the least embarrassed because tdesgnhaudience.
‘You idiot! That's why | gave Alastair up. That'ayd came on board
the ship. Ask Struan.’

Struan said, 'I'm loving this, but it's not the nearh You can do your
billing and cooing later. We've got to get helpnfrggour brother's,
and a doctor, to both of you. To be sure we canenygu. Get
cracking!



'You get cracking, Struan,’ said Donal. 'I'm not legvirer. | died
about a thousand deaths. Struan, get the lot, daotdbulance, and
get her brother's wife up here with the first-aid k

Jeannie was obviously just shocked and bruised,a@gnenhad taken
the damage she should have taken. Romayne wa®weoed with
surface wounds for them to be confident there veamternal harm
done, and even though she seemed to be makingdight Maria
wondered if it wasn't merely that the knowledge thanal loved her
was causing her to ride the crest of the wave gndre her physical
hurts.

While Struan was away Maria and Alastair left Dondh Romayne,
whispering to her, while they got Jeannie comfddaleannie said in
a low voice, 'As long as Romayne suffers no lastiagm, I'm glad
the tree fell. Fancy it taking that for those tva get their wires
uncrossed.’

Alastair said in a bewildered tone, 'l never drediragthis ... how
could 1? Maria, did you know? You were on the shith them.'

She had to conceal how much it meant to her peligona

She managed a chuckle. 'Not I! In fact, | thoudi® same on board
because of Struan.’

Jeannie's voice squeaked with surprise. 'Oh, haidomu, it's clear
he-' A fierce look from Alastair stopped her in rsileam. But Maria
knew what she meant, and was glad.

Romayne's brother and his wife came tearing up lbared Rover,
with everything needed in this emergency, includangstretcher,
mattress, bandages. The hastily-tied handkerchiei® removed
from. Romayne's arms and legs, her face sponge&daran drink
given her, because in . spite of the day's heat,téeth were
chattering with shock. She couldn't he on her b&tle lay half on



her side, half on her stomach, her face turnedhs could see
Donal's.

Maria wanted to laugh at the expression on Bethr&i'e face when
she realised something had happened between thosé/then she'd
finished her ministrations she came across to Mamth said, 'Am |
mad ... do | dream? Or have my eyes deceived ma?aMhispered
what had happened. Beth cast her eyes up. "Wtakieis to get some
people to make up their minds! But thank heavemibt as bad as it
might have been. Oh, here's Struan, now we'll knohat's
happening.'

He reported they'd been very fortunate. A doctod leen at
Rissington, and was on his way. He would be hereréethe
ambulance, which of course had to come from Napier.

The doctor pronounced Romayne lucky, even thouglew
uncomfortable days lay ahead of her. He stitcheal ¢duts on her
arms, cleaned her up, told her she'd still havgotto hospital to be
under observation, have X-rays, etc.

Donal went with her, as of right, but making suyeshying 'I'm her
fiancé.' Jeannie was taken in by car, with Alastait just treated and
discharged.

Maria was astounded at Johanna's reception of éwes.nShe'd
looked for great astonishment, but Johanna meraly placidly,
‘Well, it saves me tiring my brain trying to thiok ways to get that
pair to see what was inevitable. Mind you, I'd mdvave thought of
chopping down a tree to achieve it.'

Even Struan boggled. 'l didn't dreayou'd twigged it. | wouldn't
have, if Romayne hadn't told me when we met upigl&d, that she
gave Alastair up because she found it was the bld¢her she really
cared for. It was an unwelcome idea at first, dme feught against,



but finally she had to break her engagement. WhamabDdressed her
down so bitterly because she'd jilted Alastairaiarty killed her. But
fancy you knowing. How?'

'‘She and Alastair were here one afternoon and pdrsd to be
watching Romayne when a car arrived. She lookedfaire window
and for an unguarded moment when she saw it waslDiowas a
revelation. Then she dropped her eyes, but | sawdrals clench till
the knuckles showed white. Two weeks later the wepdias off.

When you came home and said you'd all been onhipaagether, |
knew hope, only to realise they were further affeanh ever.'

Maria said, 'So that's what you meant, Johannanwba said you
didn't think Donal knew yet why the broken engagentad affected
him so strongly. You knew he was in love with Romayand she
with him. What a idiot | was not to see it myself!'

Struan looked surprised. 'But you knew Romaynedcéwe him. |
said she came on board because she'd seen himeoshiih at
Southampton, and that she was so scared he'dghenkas keen to
see him, she pretended it was because of me. Inpuh a lovely
position with you, and Aunt Alberta. Made me loo#@wvnright liar.
Of course you knew.'

Maria blundered. 'Oh, | thought she wanted to srtinstate’ herself
in Donal's eyes so that later on it wouldn't makbreach in the
friendship between you and him.’

The deep blue eyes widened. Johanna might not beee there.
‘Later on?What can you mean?'

The betraying colour ran up from Maria's throat. iNspirational
excuse flashed into her mind. 'Well, | thought —ttisa—l—well, it
looked as if ... anybody would have thought it.’



Struan's big hand grasped her wrist and shod®atne on, | mean to
know. You're forthright as a rule. There've beesunderstandings
enoughWhatwould anyone have thought?'

She tried to make her tone matter-of-fact, ashiiin't been vital to
her. She even achieved a shrug. 'l thought Roménatk jilted
Alastair because she found out that, after alldsbeen ... er ... more
attached to you than she knew. It often happentntgets someone
new, mistakes novelty for love, and finds out thi#¢r all she loves
the boy-next-door ... in these great open spacdsges kilometres is
practically next-door!'

He whistled, eyes alight with laughter. 'I'd havedited you with
more intelligence. You absolute nit!

Johanna said sharply, 'Struan, you go too far. Wiakes you think
you're incapable of giving a wrong impression? Men ake lhat.

They're single-minded and fail to see anything their own

interpretation. Maria was probably fair mazed.'

Maria was recovering. 'Yes, and all that guff ablmiting Donal
think you were interested ime put me further off the scent. If it
wasn't to lessen strain between you and an olddyiehat was it?’

Struan looked a little disconcerted now, glancetbhanna, who said
promptly, 'If you're wishing I'd take myself offd, you can keep on
wishing. We've had misunderstandings enough .ty aar, | find it
intriguing.’

His lips twitched. 'l could deal with it a lot bett without my
grandmother standing by.'

'I'm here to stop you blundering further, and Ilwibt have Maria
hurt.'



‘There's favouritism for you! Anybody'd think sheasv your
grandchild, not me.' There was no resentment inoms.

‘She's as dear to me as if she were. And don'tedibdgissue. Answer
her.’

'‘Well, with poor Romayne vowing she came on boa&chiise of me,
| thought we were steering for a situation wheren&@avould think
just that and as | knew he'd never queer my piith any girl, | made
up to you.'

Johanna burst out laughing. 'Some girls would snaatian's face for
that, for less than that. But | can see througit gave you a good
excuse for philandering on the boat-deck in themhgbt, didn't it? |
don't blame you.'

He grinned. 'That was it, Gran. That's why Mariariaslapped my
face. She enjoyed it too.'

Maria's eyes flashed greenly and for a moment okdd as if
Johanna's prediction of the slap might come trug, laughter
bubbled up in her and she was overcome. 'For séiemtery,

Struan Mandeville, you take the biscuit! Look, @bwle change the
subject? We got muddled, so let's forget it. Howwlalking about
the weather?'

They didn't need to. At that instant Athol cameaiisheaf of papers in
his hand. 'Ah, Maria love, there you are. I've fwuhem—Blaise's
sketches of thavekas,the pukekos,and the stilts. Look, these are
what | was telling you about.' He spread them outhe table behind
them and quite missed Johanna's transfixed expredsien, as she
came to, her startled glance at Struan or the ivase|two slowly
smiled at each other.

The sketches were exquisitely done. Young Blaissetrhave been
quite an artist. Each reed, each bullrush wasyfidehwn in detail.



They could have graced any nature book. The ripptethe water
suggested the faintest of zephyrs. Maria, lookimmgarclosely, said,
‘Were these all done on the same day?"

Athol shook his head. 'No, not even the same se&gop?'

‘Just that there's the same dragonfly in each.+eskll, it can't have
been the same one, then, but-'

Johanna and Athol laughed. 'The dragonfly waswagd there, even.
It was a little—um—foible of our son's. We had etpre of a flower
arrangement—well, still have, up in our bedroomafldrtist always
put a tiny ladybird somewhere in his paintings.igddiked the idea
and copied it with a dragonfly. It's his signattuee in a way.'

'‘What a charming idea! And of course these are wetl/done. What
infinite detail in the striation of the wings oretivekas.Oh, what a
paradise this place is for birdwatchers!'

Athol said quietly, "'Then why ever think of leaviitglassie? Must
you go back, or am | being selfish? If you felt yaust continue with
the work you were trained for, you could get a posiin Napier

Hospital and even if you had to live in, you'd mrenat weekends.
Think on it, for an old man's sake.'

Maria's eyes were bright. She put an arm about hugged him.
‘Athol, I'll remember that always.'

Struan said, 'Better still, will yooonsiderit? It needs an answer.'

Maria looked not at him but at Johanna. 'It's aithatth you two,
adopting people. It looks as if you'll have Romaieee till she and
Donal marry. The house'll burst at the sides yet.'

'‘Aye, that's what we'd like," said Athol. 'It wab@use built for the big
families of the old days, and in our day this fanmad dwindled. We



like to keep adding to it. That's why Alberta brotigou back.' He

shuffled the sketches together. 'I'll take theseklia the quarters,
unless..." he turned to his wife, 'lI've a mind, now seen them again,
to get them framed, as a set. Perhaps all in amgflame. What do

you think, Jo?'

Johanna looked ten years younger than half andgmrwhy, Athol,
I'd love it. I'd have loved it long ago.'

He looked startled, 'Then why didn't you say sss?ta

'| thought it would hurt you. You haven't mentiortedm for so long,
and you and Blaise were the ones who shared suchtenest in
birds.'

‘Aye, that we did. And it's all been revived simdaria came. Though
I've been thinking of hunting these up ever sincgeht to that
exhibition of bird pictures in Auckland, last Easte

'You went to an exhibition, Athol? You never saidhen you stayed
on after that wool sale?’

He was quiet for a moment, then, 'l had the feetlnag if Blaise ever
carried on with his painting, he might some dayieit—even under
another name—and that could lead us to him.’

It was surprise and shock that held Maria fromespég' strong
feelings that checked Johanna and Struan fromngtefrhen Struan
took the sketches from his grandfather's hand aim $ome on,
Maria, we'll return these to the quarters meantiffieput them on
Blaise's desk, Grandfather. You can see to thezn'lat

He whisked Maria, still stupefied, out of the rodde said to her as
they crossed the stableyard, 'We won't go baclafoit. He's not
mentioned Blaise for so long, they could have qaitet to say to
each otherYou'vedone this, girl, it's sheer magic. He's talkegida



so much about Blaise that it's become naturalilltset Gran's mind
at rest. She thought the bottling-up of all higlidision wasn't good
for him. Watch your step here, Maria, these wooslairs are too
narrow.'

They were into the upper room before Maria gavecerdio her
bewilderment. As Struan laid the sketches down hgl, S'A

bereavement wouldn't have hurt half as much. Tkatsh This has
been a closed wound, still hurting. What are yakiiog like that for,

Maria?'

She brushed back her hair from her forehead. lldeestunned. |
thought Blaisevasdead. Dead thirty or more years ago. Where is h
What happened?"

Struan looked aghast. 'l suppose we thought Aumgd would have
explained. She knew you some time in England. 8deBdaise were
such friends, from all | hear. He gave great pressit there seemed
to be some flaw in his make-up. He couldn't talspoasibility, was ¢
very wilful. In his late teens he got into troubléad company. A
pity he wasn't brought to book for it, but he al&gyust avoided
prosecution. Oh, he could charm the - birds offttbes, lite-rally and
figuratively.

'‘When he was about twenty, he had, they thought,irgo such
trouble with the crowd he was in with that he lit.oThey suspected
he'd stowed away, or got taken on as a crewmaa, aartain South
American ship that was in port just then. All effothen, and through
the years, failed to trace him. Now it seems aAtlifol has never
given up hope. The worst feature was that theylways felt they
must in some way have been to blame.’

Maria had tears in her eyes. 'Struan, so many isrtilave one black
sheep. You don't often hear of a whole family gairgng. If they'd
had three or four and seen the others turn out thely wouldn't have



tormented themselves. But when your eggs are ahebasket, it's
disastrous. But there's one matchless comforttinest have.'

‘What?'

‘The way you and Judith turned out, of course. Vétsd? They may
not have brought three children into the world,thety reared three 1'

The blue eyes lit up. ‘Maria ... that's a gift frahe gods, a nice
compliment, even if not wholly deserved by me, battainly by
Judith." He chuckled, 'But | can hardly say to Gr&won't whip
yourself, look how | turned out!" can I?'

'Of course not, but sometime I'll make that point your behalf,
Struan Theodore Mandeville, but don't get bigheaded

'I'm sure you'd soon take me down a peg or two.réaggood at that.'
‘What do you mean?'

‘Lady, you've a short memory. You cut me down ze sand serve me
right, very early in the piece. You said | wastie ttall, dark,
handsome man of the average girl's dreams. | waslbstocky, and
had, above all abominations, sandy lashes! And ybatwouldn't
marry me if | was rich as Croesus and had diamondsl my fingers
and toes!'

Maria caught her breath in, then said sturdilgjdinotsayabove all
abominations! don'tabominate sandy lashes. I think-'

He shook her. 'Go on. I've a feeling this couladtmplimentary, and
until today I've never had a compliment from you.'

She wouldn't.



He said, 'Were you going to say you think sandyhdasquite
attractive?'

She pulled a face at him and a dimple flashed'lowas going to say
| think they're quite attractivie their own way!"

‘Spoilsport! You deserve to have your ears boxeat be kissed.'

‘Either punishment fills me with dread,' she saiiyped from his
grasp and rushed towards the stairs. He shoutestr@ng, too late.
Her speed on the narrow steps took her out intoespsne shot over
the hand-rail and pitched headlong very neatly antauge vat filled
with fowls' mash, dry and powdery, that stood below

He was there in a minute, hauling her out. Sheansght to behold,
the cloud of dark hair a mass of sawdustlike plagticher brows and
lashes too, and she was coughing and spluttericgr@eezing.

His moment of horror gave way to relief and he wasrcome with
laughter. 'Maria, that was poetic justice. Ngwu've got sandy
lashes!" He thumped her on the back, brushed matdhyer hair.
'‘Look, there's a tap on the wall. IH hold my handder it, and you
can have a drink.'

She bent over his cupped hands, drank deeply,hisécndkerchief,
dampened, to wipe her face, and said crosslyellsigch a sight, and
it's all your fault!'

Women! What does it matter? Nobody could expectfdel

glamorous under such circs. You're always in treull mixed-up
kid, despite all those nursing medals. Fancy timigHi was in love
with Romayne! Never mind. I've a lot of leeway taka up, | know.
That interview | had with you when | first heard ®uAlberta had
asked you to accompany her to New Zealand! It wbalde served
me right if you'd led me on, then turned me dovat. What a crass
idiot | was! But now-' he noticed a strange look Mdaria's face,



interpreted it in his own way, pulled himself ugjds '‘But I'm not
crass enough to go too far with this conversatwith a girl who's
just been pulled out of a bran tub! It's not thdirsg in which to
murmur sweet no thingss it?'

Maria said faintly, 'All | want at the moment is et under the
shower and shampoo my hair. Don't you dare telf goandparents |
was running away from you.

You're in a mad mood. Let me go. It's nearly lutiate.’

His fingers bit into her arms. 'But still time fthis," and he bent his
head and his mouth found hers. She could feel @u@ntin of him
through her silk shirt, worn loose over her coticaws, the ripple of
the muscles under his skin, the compelling forcehis whole
personality. Not a punishing kiss, but a passionate for all that.
Struan lifted his head. 'Well, not as glam as tbatldeck in the
moonlight, but still a touch of magic, wouldn't ythink?'

She was suddenly shy, and he knew it. 'lt's alitriylaria. You've

only just got over the idea that | was in love wRbmayne. I'll give

you time to get used to the idea that I'm notldtlyou go back to the
house and explain the state you're in. I'll geppld as it is for letting
you fall over die banister.' Before they partedsh& wonderingly,

"You know, | still feel Aunt Alberta was up to sothang when she
asked you to come. Not matchmaking, but something.’

She looked up at him saucily. 'But you ought tarimee careful just
the same. All this kissing and other nonsense coutddeas in Aunt
Alberta's head. You know perfectly well they're rdyito get you
married off, and if shevasup to something, what else could it be bt
that? What other reason could she possibly have/doiting me out
here in New Zealand?'



'‘What indeed?' said Struan. 'But there's sometliimgn yet she has
the air of one biding her time. | know my aunt.’



CHAPTER EIGHT

ROMAYNE came home with stars in her eyes and a big sapphiher
finger. 'Donal's mother rang me at the hospital saud as far as she
was concerned, she'd like me for a daughter-inviéwehever of her
sons | married. She's such fun—exactly what I'ce lilor the
grandmother of my children. | never fghlieclassed me with Mother.
Poor Mother, she was a flibbertigibbet. On all dsumow I'm fine,
except for the scratches on my face—people lookesaas if I've been
attacked by a tiger.'

Johanna said, 'Donal's mother must come here fiewalays soon.
We could fit her in nicely before Christmas.'

‘Lovely, she wants us at Wellington for Christmas, we can go
house-hunting. | feel we need it too, to get towwneach other
properly. Till now we've spent most of our timehimg each other,
or cooing at each other across a hospital bedwEadkling's to be end
of February. Maria, what do you think of greenyour bridesmaid's
dress? Judith suits it too, and Christabel, with dg@rgeous dark
colouring, could be in copper bronze.'

Struan said, 'And the bride will wear a triple rof\pearls.’

Romayne looked startled. 'Oh, I'd forgotten. Howsemable! was that
day! We were walking down Regent Street and wese passing
Ciro's when he said, to cheer me up, he was saicattwojild all
come right, he'd buy me a present there and thevety the day |
married Donal! And he did. | thought he was cleadih

Maria was glad Struan had never known what sh@dgit, about
those pearls. Romayne went on, ‘Gertrud is hawiegtime of her
life, says she always dreamed of having a daugimemplanning her
wedding, bell, book, and candle, so I'm giving lher head.'



Maria said, '"You're going too fast! | only meanstay three months,
that's five. | thought I'd have January here, tgenon down to
Dunedin, and go home shortly after.’

‘Sheer nonsense,' said Struan, 'you've no reastmisite off. Of
course she'll be your bridesmaid, Romayne. Otherwié be
escorting Judith down the aisle, and where's theanze in that?'

Judith pulled a face at him.
'‘Why Dunedin?' asked Donal.

Maria .turned to him. 'l was born there. Six moridtser, when my
mother realised my father wasn't coming back—herded her not
knowing | was coming—she went back to England tosnser. I've
got my birth certificate. I'll trace the nursinghe if possible, look
up the records, find the house in St Clair, arahif neighbours still
exist, I may find out something about my fatheekations. Not my
father himself. | don't want to meet up with hinee'

‘Very sensible,' said Aunt Alberta briskly, 'buéth's no need to do it
yet. You can have all the time you want after tleelehing. Anyway, if
you find your relations, they may not let you geloto England.’

'l shouldn't think they would,' said Judith. 'Argnfily lucky enough
to be able to claim Maria wouldn't want her to gigear to the
Northern Hemisphere again. We certainly don't. Ebepout going
back, Maria. | keep saying twins aren't half as Imuwork as I'd
thought, and then | realise that's because yoahe Ve need you at
Heronshaw.'

Maria felt a rush of tears as she looked at Juditl, as she did, she
surprised a strange look on Aunt Alberta's facenddt one of
triumph. Shevasa funny old thing! No wonder, if Struan had caugtl
some such look on her face in England, he'd wonldetet she was



up to. But how sweet to be wanted. A wave of laweAlberta swept
over Maria.

She raised her head, listened. 1 can hear theehitdming. As soon
as Christabel has had a snack, | want her totsarnusic practice. |
want her to be really proficient in her songs foe Sunday-school
break-up.'

'‘Bless you, Maria. I'd not have had the time tleianand | do want her
to stick at this. | don't want her taking up thingsa wild burst of
enthusiasm as | believe Blaise used to do, therofiit.’

'Oh, Judith, there's something of that in all al@id The main thing is
to keep their interest stimulated. She said yeateitdwas an awful
lot of practising for such a short time on stagel ®Id her we'd put
on a wee concert of our own, on Christmas Nighit.niaking Struan
do those conjuring tricks he did for the childrenbmard, and Alberta
will do some monologues. Isn't Johanna gettinggatione out of

hunting out the decorations and refurbishing them?’

‘Yes, she's always the same. You never hear heningpabout the
work it makes. | hope we're going to have a cowplearols from
you, Maria. | always stop and listen if you're smggto Timmy and
Chris.'

‘Yes, they've kidded me to do just that. I'm gdingise a song my
mother always sang to us at Christmas, at the end.’

Judith said softly, 'And by doing that you'll festle's close to you
still, this first Christmas without her," and weswiftly out of the
room.

A singing happiness pervaded Maria these daystetiognised it for
what it was. No guilty thoughts now stabbed atwieen Struan was



about, because Romayne meant nothing more to laimetichildhood
friend who was going to marry another friend. Skerelet herself
dream dreams at times; in that deliciously drowsyrhverged close
on sleep, when all things seemed possible, wherislné care any
more about finding her father's family, she woudd to herself that
this family could become her own if Struan ... ifuan ... here she
would check her racing thoughts, her compulsivahs

The days were too busy for much time to be togetBeerything in

the garden was coming to fruition, berries to batamed before the
birds could get at them, cherries, early peachesseperries by the
kilogram to be bottled. New potatoes, small and ywyawere being

dug, peas picked, the surplus frozen; there werless social
occasions, for every single group seemed to havierestmas party,
and once the school year ended Maria spent muchwirth Judith,

organising the children's time.

Sometimes Maria blinked as she opened her windomsrvin the
mornings, and saw the symmetrical fronds of theepho palms
silhouetted against the sunrise, looked down tossadet and vivid
pink and rose-pearl hibiscus blooms opening thepsc the gaudy
canna lilies unfurling orange and red banners abadoveir
purple-veined fleshy leaves; lemons hanging likdoye lanterns
against their enamelled foliage—was there evana twhen a lemon
tree didn't have ripe fruit, tiny green fruit andaxy, perfumed
blossom? She loved the big thick borders of whatcstiled pampas,
and was calledoe-toehere, and which she found was pronounce
toy-toy. The silvery plumes were like magic waral&er, though she
loved, of all the trees, the purple jacarandas. Gestsee the ground
carpeted with lavender petals was like walkingaimyland.

"You'll have more time to yourself after Mondayydith said,
'‘because Sadie will be here from then. She alwagsds Christmas
with us since she lost her husband and Gerald axeseas.’



'‘How the children will love that! | notice they aws call her
Nanna-Gray; she must love that, seeing Gerald bdsmily.’

‘Yes, she's always been Nanna-Gray to them Shezlsadly young.
The children never feel she's descending to tlesell They know
she enjoys their romps as much as they do. Shdikeahat with us
too, all those years ago, once she regained h&hhea

'Did she have some long illness?' asked Maria.

‘Tuberculosis. There was a lot more of it thencairse, in the days
before all milk was pasteurised. Tragic really, wise small a thing
could all but eradicate it. She was in a sanatoffiointhree or four
years. That's partly why she's still nurse-aidsige feels she owes the
nursing profession so much. When she retires, ib[@deloesn't come
back to Napier, Ramsay and | would like to builgranny flat on to
Hibiscus Hill. She would be separate but near. &ahave you
noticed that Grandfather even talks to Sadie aBtaise now? He's
lost all his inhibitions.'

‘Yes, and Johanna makes no secret now of going Bfatse's Eyrie
to sit. She and Athol have even gone togetherttduidow could he
do such a thing to parents like that?"

'I've never been able to understand, or forgivedtead the thought
that if he were destitute or in really grave treylgerhaps healthwise,
he might come back to disturb their fives agairhope it never

happens. | only want them to remember the deés bty everyone

seemed to love.’

Maria looked at the time. 'l must be away. | pradigo take the
tea-basket to Struan, he's busy on the fences tddiiertyrie.’



As she crossed the crest of the hill road to theroside, Maria was
surprised to find a man sitting on the stile, amméiaparked near. She
hesitated for a moment—it was quite lonely—then sinded, said,
'‘Oh, hullo, fancy meeting you here.' But her vdiedd a question. It
was the man who'd spoken to her at Marinelandvwdrald retrieved
her bag for her.

He said, indicating his camera, 'lI've been takimgts of the house
and farm. | hope you don't object. | do a bit obéeur painting, and |
take a basic sketch, and colour slides, and do wiosty actual

painting inside.’

'‘Oh, fair enough. I'm sure no one would mind. Takeas a
compliment, in fact. Are you taking in the horiztoo ... that ship
coming in over the sea, and the coast road?'

‘No, that makes for too big a canvas.' He held dimyacardboard
frame, such as might mount a photograph, and patiis eye. 'l take
as much as | can get into this small compass.'

Maria was most interested. 'l can imagine that doualake a more
intimate, endearing picture. Will you be exhibitirmund here? The
Mandevilles—the people I'm staying with would beehested.’

'‘No, I'm not a local man. | five in London. I'vedioiess interests in
New Zealand and visit often. | thought I'd take sosnbjects back
with me. I've taken the bridge at Rissington, awdne of the
fascinating bends on the Taupo Road.’

Maria smiled wryly inwardly. So much for this maaysg she-was
like his wife! He didn't even come from New Zealamauch less
Hawkes Bay.

He said, 'But I'm holding you up. | take it thdtisch for someone?'



‘Yes, for Struan Mandeville, the grandson. He'sylescing past
here.'

Did she only imagine a note of real surprise inMoice?

‘A grandson? How? | mean-' he seemed to stumblehisevords. 'l
mean, | thought a young couple had the place.’

Her brow cleared. 'Oh, you've seen Struan's sistdrher husband.
They have another house on the estate. The Maletg\vibhanna and
Athol, adopted twins when they were in their eaftyties, as
grandchildren. They're a wonderful family, veryssdo even if there
aren't ties of blood. It warms the heart to seenttmgether.'

I'm sure it must. Well, | must be getting along.t Bau're English,
aren't you?'

'In bringing up. | was born in Dunedin, in actuatt, but my mother
took me back home when | was six months old. Mydathad
deserted her. Oh, | don't know why I'm telling ybis. | don't usually
mention it.'

'l take it as a compliment that you did. Perhaps simould pity him,
losing a daughter like you.'

'He never even knew he had one. At least, not tHenlid know later,
| believe. But | had a gem of a stepfather. Hisikamwere all |
wanted. But he's gone, and so is Mother now. Maliext earlier this
year. So | was glad, when Mr Mandeville's sistenedo stay next
door to us at Osterley, and wanted someone to gummynher out
here, to come.'

‘Osterley? On the road to London Airport? | knogutte well. It has
a stately home I've visited—Osterley House.'



'Oh, we lived quite near there. Willowfield, theegthouse, had a
view of Osterley Park from its top windows.'

He chuckled, 'Soon we'll be saying, "small worldjeople always
do. Where did you live in Dunedin, or don't you W

'Oh, do you know Dunedin too? It was St Clair. pado see it before
| go back.'

'Oh, are you really going back?'

'‘Well, I've a stepbrother and sister there. I'vealy stayed longer
than | meant to, but I'm to be bridesmaid to awitb was on the ship
with us—Romayne Averell.’

'‘Of Longridge.' He added quickly, 'lI've heard omnhat wool sales.’
He must be a wool buyer.

‘Then New Zealand hasn't cast a spell about youPvEmo real
reason for staying?’

He was making her feel a little odd. Yet she felnpelled to answer
him. 'No, what reason could there be?'

'Oh, | thought this woman who brought you here mltdve wanted
you to stay.'

'‘She doesn't really need me now she's home. Whallst get on with
my basket, or Struan will be starving. Bye-byerfow.'

He helped her over the stile, released her elbasky and strode
off to his car. Struan said, 'Did you bring the tathe top of the hill?
| thought | heard one.’

‘No, it was a man taking photos. | spoke to him'sHm artist and
works at home from slides. A strange sort of méuirhped into in



town the day Johanna and | bought the car. HeEhglishman and a
bit of a world traveller. Business brings him hd#e. seems to know
the Averells, or of them. He mentioned seeing hinv@ol sales.’

Struan frowned. 'Bit odd, taking photos. They ghere was a man
hanging round before we came home. Grandfathemwased about
a possible burglary.’'

'l think it would be him. He said he'd been heréole But | liked
him, Struan. He's just lonely, I'd think. He hathex a sad face. He's
going back to England soon.’

‘Well, if you see him hanging round again, tell hiéchat him up,
even invite him down. I'd rather know more abouat.hbAnd I'd rather
you didn't stay chatting to him when you're on yown.'

Maria found that Christmas was Christmas the wovier and had a
magic all its own here. Judith informed her tha garly summer
dawn was a decided drawback, because the childo&e with the

first light and there was little sleep for anyorfieeiathat, at Hibiscus
Hill. She loved the nine o'clock service at the d&dk church,
surrounded by the peace of the everlasting hiiks stightly Biblical

air of the vineyards about them, the bleating @&egh the lowing of
cows, and all the scents of the summer stirring dine'A stable

atmosphere, after all,’ said Aunt Alberta, with gleentent. ‘We've
got gold of gorse, and clove pinks instead of fracénse, and
balsam instead of myrrh. What more could we ask?’

'What more?' said Maria in return. 'Oh, Albertay'ye such a kindred
spirit. | do wish my stepfather could have knowmiybdo miss him.'

'Yes, and Christmas is the time to remember the am®ve lost. But
at least | don't have to think Gregory is somewherthis world, as
Johanna and Athol do about their Blaise. | miss too) | loved that



boy so much. It doesn't bear thinking of." Marigp®d her arm
through hers and squeezed it.

Home to the Christmas tree, and the exchange dfeptg, all
gathered now in the big house. The children hadditbover all the
small things from the stockings they'd opened sly ghe place was
a-foam with tinsel and tissue and bright wrappiaggr. Their own
turkeys graced the table, fresh peas, new waxytqgexda roast
pumpkin, a little different from the vegetabledatne, but there was
the traditional pudding, something which meant rtlsgvim would
have to be postponed till it was digested.

At last the long day of a semi-tropical Antipode@hristmas was

over ... the sunbathing, the barbecue tea, theebdiad been tucked
down to sleep upstairs, and they began their canotert, compered
by Maria. It went well, the monologues, the songd &ecitations,

Struan's few conjuring tricks, greatly successetduse they were
such an uncritical audience, he said.

Maria sat down at the piano, said, 'Because | wanémember my
mother at this time, here's a song she set to nlggeelf. She was
quite gifted that way. We always had this to finish with at
Christmas parties. She had a lovely lilting voidene isn't nearly as
good as hers.’

She was underestimating herself. They'd turnedabblights except
the ones above the piano. The light caught theticheglints in

Maria's hair, tied back with a piece of emerald zgauo fall in a
bunch of turned-under ends over the simple scamek emerald
patterned dress she wore, sleeveless and coolnBéyr was an urn
of holly, which lacked berries at this time of ydware, but in which
Judith had cunningly placed scarlet Shirley poppasovide the
right splash of colour. It was a light tinkling ®inthat had within it
the sparkle of tinsel and the chime of farawayg$idiells. Maria's
fingers rippled the keys.



'You love it all, | know, | know,

The gilt, the imitation snow,

The Christmas cards, the tinselled string,
The parcels, one and everything;

The fir trees twined, the rosy glow

Of Yule-tide logs, the misdetoe,

The frosty-spangled Christmas tree,
The banter and the revelry;

The holly berries bright and red,

The hay-filled manger for a bed,

The angel-songs, the guiding star,
The Wise Men travelling from afar;
The bairns that find with glad surprise
The gifts your clever hands devise-
You'll never lose the shining joy

Of choir and carol, book and toy,

For you have found the matchless art
Of keeping Christmas in your heart.’

Maria knew they would love it. She swung round frtira stool as
she finished, and was instantly aware that the spimere was
charged with some emotion she couldn't define. éyes widened,
her lips parted. Struan and Ramsay and Judith tbekactly as usual
except that they too seemed puzzled by the reacfitme four older
people. Athol's face had graven lines down his kfielohanna's eyes
were full of tears, Sadie was so still she didpfiear to be breathing,
and Aunt Alberta looked— of ah things—apprehensive.

Athol tried to speak and failed. His look at Johamras a mute appeal
for assistance. Someone had to say somethingemest to say ...
here was a lassie singing a bit of a song, and pbns can say a
word!

Johanna responded immediately. 'Maria, where dichgd that song?
Wherecouldyou have got it?'



Maria swallowed. 'Like | said—Mother set it to musil don't
remember a Christmas when we didn't sing it. It evéesvourite. But
what's the matter? Why is it important?'

‘Where did she get the words?’

'l don't know. Out of some magazine I'd think., I¥sllow with age.
She's got it clipped to the sheet of music andsstmied the words
out again beneath the notes.'

Struan took it from her shaking fingers, and s#id,only stuck on by
the top. There might be something on the backltkelt'us where it
came from, but why, Gran? Why is it important?'

'‘Because our son wrote that poem. He wrote it whenwas
seventeen. Wrote it to me. It was his Christmaseeto me that
year, copied out so beautifully as a centrepieceorder design of
Christmas things, candles and mistletoe and ivyfarabnes. It was
ruined when we had that torrential rainfall befawehad the new roof
on. He must have got it published after he lefen8truan, where was
it published?"

Out of the corner of her eye, Maria saw Judith €tosSadie and take
her hand in hers. Why? Struan said, 'There's aaradn the back,
some shop in Princes Street, Edinburgh. Must haen bn some
periodical there. Very little hope of tracing ftnlafraid. There's not
even a name beneath the poem.'

Maria crossed to Johanna and knelt beside henelidr have sung it
had | known. | couldn't know. It's a cruel coinaide. I-'

Johanna's hand came to Maria's dark head. 'Maotet, @hke on. It's
not cruel, it's a minor miracle. The music is gitifor it. It somehow
lifts my heart to know he cared enough to submib ia magazine.
Maybe his life hasn't been all waywardness and gaomg. His art,
his writing, have still been part of him. There nalgar. | always feel



at Christmas-time as if Blaise is shut out,- but thes year. Sadie
knows it and we sometimes have a little chat ahont as he used to
be. But when you sang that it was as if a littteobhim was still here.
God bless him, wherever he is.’

Aunt Alberta cleared her throat and rose. 'Nowtiit'e we had a last
cuppa and Struan and Maria and | will away to Anteoll. I'm glad
we were able to hear that poem again, Maria, andngust never
have a single regret that you sang it for us.'

Back at Amber Knoll Aunt Alberta pleaded wearinéBsn't keep
Maria up late, Struan. We've a big month ahead/dstéing the small
seeds, cutting the last of the hay, bottling andserving and
freezing.'

He laughed when she had gone. 'Off with the moaleyyith the hard
labour, that's Aunt Alberta!’

Maria went across to the uncurtained window, loo&etbeyond the
sweep of the shadowy hills to where she could beeotdd light
winking out from down the coast and said, 'They ktoib
magnificently, but oh, how | wish my mother had eegome across
that poem, that I'd not brought it with me.’

Struan came up behind her, slipped his arms alsutMaria, don't.
I've a feeling that the best gift Christmas Day ugiat my
grandmother, all of them, and especially Sadie, yoass song.'

She turned a little in his embrace, to look up iat.Her hands
covered his. 'Sadie especially?'

‘They were childhood sweethearts. She broke hert dzen he
slipped away with never a farewell word. He didviea note for his
parents—said he felt he must get away and livewislife or he'd be
smothered. He said he didn't want to marry antesgdivn and never
see the world. That was his only reference to &, it probably



went deeper with her than with him. But Judith arthve always
thought that Respite her very happy marriage, Bleesained for her
the Prince Charming of her idealistic years.'

Maria-said passionately, '| hope he never comek. awould make
havoc of their lives again. To a certain exterst lttaled. They've
never had a single word in all the years, haveZhey

He said slowly, 'There was only one thing ever, amndly Gran
believed in it. The rest of us thought it was waghihinking. We had a
spectacular flood. It was widely reported, ten geago. Despite
Government compensation, it was a terrific setlackur estate, and
others. Completely anonymously a very large sum pead in from
somewhere overseas. We were never told wherermié ¢arough a
solicitor in Wellington and he said he had to presdhe complete
identity of his client. Johanna believed Blaise hatle good and this
was his way of reparation for causing them sorittvaugh evidently
he had some reason for not wanting to return, dhaeked. | think
she thought he couldn't come back to New Zealand.itBwas a
comfort to her.'

He turned her round to face him. 'And now, Maridldighby, you
look much too sad for Christmas night, and eanliet; looked like a
Christmas tree yourself in your green and red diéss're not to lie
awake milling over this. How about me giving younet things to
think about ... like this...?'

She saw the well-chiselled lips smile, the liglinfrthe lamp turn the
sandy hair to a bleached silver, pure Nordic, skayd Maria had
never known such emotions sweep over her. She lwastafraid of
them. It was nearly New Year ... this year with s&dness and
misunderstandings and moments of sheer joy wowd e behind
them. The glad, glad thing about it, looking aheads that Struan
didn't love Romayne as she'd thought so long, nieadrloved her.
Just before his kisses blotted out all coherentight Maria offered



up thanks that now nothing barred the way to a elesglationship
between herself and Struan Mandeville. If only shd known!

Boxing Day wasn't a holiday on the farm. They dametltempt fate
on this day of soaring temperatures by not balivg ltay that had
been cut a day or two ago. The men were out eaaly,made their
own breakfast, the baler rolled out into the paé#tdaand the work
began. Alberta and Maria went across to the bigs@da help with
the batches of scones and pikelets, to cut thidkges of fruit cake
and to prepare a lunch that, with long knowledge haf/field
appetites, was as substantial as a dinner.

Maria was to take the smokos out, picking up Sadiéhe way, who
would have the flasks filled. The paddocks lay elblibiscus Hill,
looking towards the sea. She took the car. A trafckorts led to
where they were working. It was idyllic, with nexgecloud in the sky
to worry the men. The scones and mini-pancakegppésaed like
magic. Sadie looked a lot younger, out here ambadnills. Her fair
hair was only slightly silvered at the temples ahd had an exquisite
complexion. They were sitting in the shade of aaremus beech
tree, planted, Sadie said, by Ellaline Mandevillerenthan a century
ago. 'lIt's odd, but of all the history that belotgshis estate, Ellaline
was the one who was always most vivid in charaotene. Nothing
so satisfied me as when Judith married Ramsay,saeddant of
Parehuia's, Ellaline's best friend.’

She laughed. 'l still hope it may be Judith, ohpes little Sara and
Christabel who'll be the Mandeville daughters tecdier the buried
heirlooms. Oh, perhaps it's naive to believe tbagtago prediction,
only somehow Johanna and J have always clunglfatidoes come
true, may it be in Johanna's lifetime.’



Words tumbled on to Maria's lips. 'l think thatie toveliest thing of

all, that an adopted daughter is looked on as ailplespart of that

prediction. Judith mentioned it when Sara was bibvatt, perhaps here
was another daughter to share with Christabelititeny of it.'

At that moment she turned to look at Sadie, sitbagide her on the
daisy-sprinkled turf. She blinked. What was Sadieking like that
for? The clear blue eyes had darkened with emotinalith hasn't
told you? She's Blaise's daughterand mine.The childrenare our
grandchildren, his and mine. The Mandevilles' ggrandchildren.'

There were no words. For courage and candour, Sadideserved
a medal. Maria moistened her lips, tried to sp&aklie put her hand
over Maria's. 1 thought you knew. | thought Judvibuld have told
you. Even Struan, though he's not quite so likelytberta wouldn't,
she's always felt it was over to us, but most folkind here knew.
Blaise's parents legally adopted the twins so toeyd bear the name
that should have been theirs.

‘Maria, don't think too badly of Blaise that he mitdmarry me. He
never knew the twins were coming. Not till aftelchgone did | know
myself. Blaise isn't to be blamed any more thaml Eve never felt
that. We let our feelings get out of hand for siefoas time. We met
too young, we fell in love too soon, we grew toomes.

'‘My parents and his were wonderful. The worst bleag when it was
discovered | had tubercular trouble. It was noglbefore the birth.
My parents were considerably older and not as gtrbsaw very
little of the babies for two years because of thlke of infection. That
was the hardest to bear. But | regained my healttptetely and ten
years later | married Sylvester Gray, who'd beecteol friend of
ours, and | had another son. He knows all abowniti Judith has
never hushed it up from anyone.' (She must medrSthaan feels it
more.) Sadie added, 'Oh, Maria, don't cry. It hagpleso long ago,



and the greatest sadness was for Johanna and Aki®ats was more
cruel than if they'd lost him as a little boy.’

'l can't help it, Sadie. Forouto bear all that! | thought for so long
Blaise had died. The way they talked of him | cojust see that

darling little boy. Alberta, who had no child ofrhewn, talked of his

cowlick and his knobbly little knees and recitingepry far beyond

his understanding. She quoted him as rolling oat Hit about the

state of man ... "Today he puts forth the tendewde of hope,

tomorrow blossoms." | liked that. It's so hard égancile that little

boy and the youth who wrote that lovely poem torhagher with the

one who left them, and you, without word so long.’

Sadie looked out to the shimmering blue sea. 'mknbhat's how
Judith feels. She hopes he never crosses our gath. &And yet I-'
she paused. 'l've never said this even to Judithalthough | loved
Sylvester deeply | sometimes feel | wouldn't likg hfe to end

without having at least a glimpse of Blaise. | hdgemarried and
settled down and had a family. | hope he's nevenbenely or ill

without someone to look after him. That's all ik gust to know he
was well and happy.'

Maria said, 'Sadie, | hope if ever I'm disillusidress you were that I'll
be as free of bitterness. Thank you for telling msdmire and love
you more than ever now.'

They picked up their baskets, moved towards the- fbarred gate,
drove back both aware that in those moments th&yded a
friendship as enduring as these hills.

Later, pondering, Maria wondered that Struan hadidther. True,
he had hinted that Judith might. She thought ofetbmg read a few
months ago. A woman had written of her own lifeaadllegitimate



child and what comfort it had brought to coundet®is. She had
found, strangely, that men were more embarrassédign women.

Yet Struan was so well balanced. They'd talkedgtbat line once.

She'd mentioned Leonardo da Vinci. But he'd nat bedr the whole

truth then, he had skirted round it. Possibly heetbhis mother too
much to want her talked about. Yet he hadn't seetmedind the

possibility that Judith would some day tell herwHead Sadie stayed
so sweet? In spite of admiring her attitude, Mdra&self knew

resentment against Blaise Mandeville for all the®e he'd caused,
even havoc.

Suddenly she thought with horror of the poem she@ted. Thank
Heaven she'd not stumbled on ... '‘tomorrow blossams bears his
blushing honours thick upon him; the third day, esna frost, a
killing frost-'

Sadie had known that frost.

Now the real heat of a Hawkes Bay summer was upem.t
Sometimes it seemed to quiver tangibly on the sometimes it
seemed too hot for even the birds to sing. Theiparms the garden
would flop their leaves to the parched ground,dbhiniums and
hydrangeas hang their heavy heads. They spenhal évening
hours soaking the gardens.- They had to be cargulto get
hideously burned and sought the shadiest pooldenriver for
swimming.

Sadie stayed most of January, helping her daughterthe babies,
taking the other two children off Judith's handselling in being a
grandmother. Maria loved to watch her with Stuand &Sara,
changing them, singing to them. As Sadie looked rdow them,
Maria knew she was seeing in them the little hslplafants she'd
had to leave to Johanna's care thirty years ago.



One night as Struan and Maria and Alberta were wglkome from
Hibiscus Hill, Maria said, '"What a pity Sadie igmgphome this week.
She loves the children so.'/

Struan said, 'Has Judith told you of the relatigmsthen?'
Alberta seemed to stumble on the moonlit path.aBtsteadied her.

Maria said, 'Judith didn't. It was Sadie herselfhat/1 thought
loveliest of all is that she bears Blaise no malice

Struan said, 'She leaves it to us to feel bittehenbehalf.'

Alberta said, 'You never knew him, you see, Strivdhen | look at
Sadie | always think of: "Love is not love thaea#t when it alteration
finds." That's Sadie's creed and she lives byut.IBtill love Blaise
too.’

Maria changed the subject. She was the outshder.- life hadn't
been affected by Blaise. It was evidently a sood gfith Struan, and
no wonder. Old sins cast long shadows, and it Wwa<hildren who
were the innocent victims.

Time, she felt, was rushing by too fast. To compé&nsghe children
for not going away for holidays this year becaulmettvins were too
small, they took them out for as many day tripthay could, to river
and beach, to all the delights of the Marine Paraitle performing
dolphins and magnificent aquarium treasures. Orfeenwhey could
spare a really long day away, they went right tgtouHavelock
North, and beyond, under the carved splendour dfldia Peak, that
looked like a recumbent giant on the skyline, toalimost limitless
stretch of beach, Waimarama. 'lt means moonlit iat@id Struan to
Maria, '‘and by moonlight it's really something ofithis world. I'll
bring you here alone some night.'



The wind whipped her cloud of dark hair back as sise from the
water to face another big roller. 'Isn't it a lomgy to come to see a
moon?"'

His eyes glinted audaciously. ‘Could be worth itteAall, a moon
can engender a mood that makes one forget to vitafetuch more
romantic than barrels of bran, my lass. You've Isgosome of my
best moments ... thinking | was in love with Romayrunning away
and the next moment spitting chaff at me! As fas thonth ... phew!
What with Romayne bringing her mother up, kids uraiee's feet all
the time, dressmakers popping in and out... evierg t'm free of
farm work, you're either hosing the garden, bakimgning, or

bringing in armfuls of nappies; or building damstie creek with
Timothy and Chrisde! Or, heaven help me, like yeiste, when they
told me you'd gone for a walk in the oak wood, &rfdund you

hosing down the pigs because you thought they wugffering from

heat exhaustion! The only thing those pigs weréesuafy from was
their usual gluttony!

Maria's laughter rang out. 'Don't waste these lova@lers, Struan ...
see you on the other side!" She dived clean thrasghe green water
reared up to curl over. He dived after her, dudkedas she came to
the surface.

‘At least in February the children will be backsahool and not your
constant shadows.'

‘The wedding will be nearer, we won't have a mittatgpare. I've had
to postpone going down to Dunedin till March.' Shumg her wet
hair back out of her eyes.

‘March is the best time of all for Otago. Or Apwiten the colours are
at their best. I'll come with you, Maria. You mightlike what you
find down there. You might need someone with you.'



They were standing waist-deep in the water. Sheedya him.
'Would you do that, Struan? But | haven't any iblas about my
father, so it won't hurt me.'

‘Then that makes two of us.' His voice was rou@fhpat angry. 'So it
means I'd understand as no one else could.’

‘Except Judith.'
'Yes, Judith, of course.'

Maria swallowed. In that moment, because of themnsent in

Struan's voice, she hated Blaise Mandeville fortwiesd done to his
son. Struan cared, cared horribly. He'd had loyrendparents to
bring him up, but he'd never known the completenéssfamily that

was mother, father, children.

She said softly, though no one was near, 'l'dyliketo come, Struan.
I'm not trying to find my father, just word of hpeople. It's a long
shot, that anyone in the street might know wherd heme from
originally, but I must try. But if | don't like time, | won't let them
know of my existence. It will cease to matter.'

‘It will cease to matter when you've a home of yown, a husband,
children. You'll start a new dynasty, new tradisohook out, here
comes a monster! ... turn your back and ride it in.

They held their hands in front of them, launcheentkelves as it
broke, came up on the beach in shallow water anédgahe others.

That night Maria knew a deep content. One thingngngted, and that
was to find that her roots did indeed lie in Hawlgssy, that that
torn-off caption would lead back here, because Was Struan's
province. But she wouldn't involve him in tryingftod the source of
that picture till she was fairly certain it was @éeiAnd anyway,



suppose she never found out, she was fairly suiethat she was
going to find the happiness of her life on thisrglos Sunrise Coast.

The February days were even hotter, the red gum= sl
burningly scarlet, there were whole avenues of thetown, the sea
was sapphire, frilled with white, a tame dolphimeain to Westshore
and frolicked with the bathers, followed the figipiboats out to their
grounds each day; the paddocks scorched to tawidy-the cicadas
never ceased their shirring, the dragonflies byldgeon glinted like
living rainbows among the reeds, and at night theye grateful
when at last the sun sank down behind the forésted<aimanawas.

Aunt Alberta had a Gisborne friend to stay with laerd Maria
recognised her immediately as a woman who'd stapedhe
Willowfield guesthouse last year. She said to AidbebDid you know
she'd stayed there?'

'‘For sure | did. That was why | came to Willowfiglsecause Ruth
mentioned how well she'd been looked after there.'

‘How odd you didn't mention it to me.'

'l didn't realise at the time how often you wereamd out of the
guesthouse.’

Stfuan took some more mustard. 'But that was flowmet Maria,
the fact that shevasin and out of the place.’

Alberta said, 'Well, you know what | mean, it jastin't occur. Ruth,
don't you think that boysenberry jam is extra rticis year? The
berries were really luscious up here. I've boudbt and frozen them
for pies.’

Struan, wiping dishes for Maria, said, 'Why was Abe@ing cagey?'



'‘Goodness, what a suspicious man you are where rtAlbe
concerned! It just didn't get mentioned, that's adley're great
friends, | can see. Were they at school together?’

‘No, | believe she lived in Dunedin, till she weéatGisborne to live
nearer her daughter. Aunt met her at an Institotédecence, and |
think she stayed with her when | was away. But lst@nge she
should go to Osterley to stay. Odd how lives cassss, isn't it?'

‘Yes,' Maria agreed. 'l ran into that man who wasng photos of
Heronshaw the other day in town. | was having a @ufea in the

Balcony tea-rooms and so was he, so we shareda tédd's been
back to London since | saw him last. He's so ditracbut seems so
lonely. He was rather interested in the familygetere. | did what
you said, asked him would he like to come out amd sver it,

perhaps sketch the house at closer quarters thimkl he thought the
rest of the family might think it rather pushing.’

‘M'm. | remember | did suggest that, but why's keags turning up
where you are?’

She chuckled. "You sound like a Victorian papalsH#d enough to
be my father, for one thing, and for another, itowan the size of
Napier, with only two main shopping streets, o@dgays bumping
into someone one knows. | don't even know his name.

Maria looked in on the two ladies. 'I'm off withr&n for another
riding lesson. | may not be sitting down for theewmg meal! Perhaps
I'll make curry and rice, that | can use one harddnd eat standing
up. He's determined to make a horsewoman out obotet's hard
going. I'm sure | take after my sailor father, Bttuan won't have it.
I've told him he'd better buy a boat and sell lnssis.’

'l think you'll find you've got horsemanship in yosaid Alberta
comfortably. 'Nothing to stop a sailor from ridihg.



'You've more confidence in me than I've got mysalyd Maria
darkly, departing unhappily.



CHAPTER NINE

MARIA had just caught Struan up when she thought of gongg 'I'll
just run back and get something to tie my hair batk—I clean
forgot. | like to see where I'm going, not have Inayr in my eyes, to
make sure no trees or pylons are rushing acrodariiscape towards
me. You said Shanks was only an ambler, but he fgodso fast for
me. | suppose you wouldn't settle for a bathe enldigoon?’

'l wouldn't. On a property as big as this you némdave quick
transport to places where even the Rover can'tAgd. come the
autumn muster, you'd be handy on horseback. Raffhypu go.’

The French windows on to the balcony were open endently
Alberta and Ruth had moved to the patio below,thed voices were
clear on the still air.

'‘For once in my life,’ said Alberta, 'I'm afflictadth indecision. It's

got to be told some time, but it's the questiopicking the right time.

It's been on the tip of my tongue for so long, dutays some instinct
has made me hold back. There are so many peopke ¢onsidered,
especially Sadie and Judith. I've a feeling I'veddied once too
often. The others would love it, I'm sure. I've eeteen one to sit
back and say I'm waiting for guidance—I think that'lazy way. I've
always felt God gave us our reasoning powers andxpects us to
have gumption. But no amount of reasoning or guonptells me

how to deal with this. | feel so unsure of mysBi&sponsible too.’

Ruth's voice sounded unhappy. 'Not as responssdlda | started it.
But perhaps time will show us die way.'

'‘Perhaps, and if what | hope comes to pass, tharwiay that would
solve it. It would seem so fitting. As if Fate hatten a hand. Yet by
every ethical standard she has a right to know."'



Maria suddenly realised she was eavesdropping lzatdittseemed
something very private. She must creep away satidier of them
suspected they'd been overheard. She wouldn't telleStruan. It
was probably some Institute business, and not dyfanatter at all.

This lesson was more successful than the previoes.dVhen at last
it was over and they came back to the horse- p&ddgicuan said,
‘You're getting the hang of it at last. You werestea of your mount
today, and he knew it. I'm looking forward to soe®ly morning

rides when you're more proficient. Nothing like artumn morning

with dew on the hill-grass and a sea-breeze cofnamy the east. We
could certainly do with some dew right now. These drought

conditions all right. Much longer and the Prime Mtar will declare

this a disaster area. When it does break, it'lbabdy bring floods.

That's what usually happens. Just to even thingseipain forgets to
stop.'

He swung down, flung the reins over a post, heldiggands to her.
Maria wrinkled her short straight nose at him, withsmattering of
freckles thicker now since she'd been so exposttetsun, and said,
'If I'm as much improved as you condescendinglyamed, | think
I'm capable of getting down myself ... as long aslbesn't move off
while I'm in the middle of it.'

Well, don't risk it. And don't be such a spoilspdihis is the nicest
part of the whole lesson ... for me.’

She swung down and was held in a hold there wabreaking,
Struan's hand went under the short ponytail of, hapt her head
steady. It was a long kiss. She didn't want to méold herself she
was afraid of startling Shanks. He lifted his moatfraction, said,
'‘Let yourself go, Maria. You can, | know. Like onan the
boat-deck.' She was aware of those feelings gimithin her that
were strong, gloriously right, a little frightening their intensity.
When breath became essential he released heleabit his arms



were still about her. The blue eyes between tintktsandy lashes
looked down into the hazel- green ones.

Then the sound of a smack upon a rump startled ,theemd
simultaneously a voice said, 'Move on there, mdike,an idea that
without you, the view of the doings on the othelesivould be much
more interesting!" They gasped, turned. Athol, gng from ear to
ear. 'That's better. | could just see two paite@é, but they were very
eloquent. I'd say television's taught you a thingvm, old son!

Struan burst into a great guffaw of laughter. "“otaidevil! Sneaking
up like that! You ought to have done the decemiglzind faded away
into the spinney, or at least coughed. This iditketime Maria and |
have been on our own for ages. It's like livinganglasshouse,
Heronshaw just now. Visitors, visitors everywhene aever a place
to court in.’

Maria had a high colour. Struan went on, 'Anywasar@alfather, what
did you want?'

‘Maria—I wanted Maria. I've discovered a wax-eyesst hung by
horsehair on one of the pines on the knoll. I've the motor-bike
over at the sheds, she can come on the back with me

Struan flung up his hands. 'If it's not callerss ibirds and
grandfathers! A fellow can't get a chance. All tighl unsaddle the
horses and rub them down, | know when I'm beaten.’

Maria sounded apologetic. 'You see, Struan, I'veeneseen a

wax-eyes' nest. Your grandfather tells me theyesogphem from the
undersides of branches by horsehair and they ikeKdiry baskets.

If they can't get horsehair they've been knownst® spiderwebs, and
| can only hope | see them at it before | leavealbse how they can
do it without getting gummed up, | can't imagine.'



Athol scowled. 'Time you stopped talking of leavirigassie, we
canna let you go. I've never seen Alberta so halbpys selfish, |
canna help it. I'll pay for your stepbrother arstesito come out to see
you some time if that'll help you settle.’

'It won't take that,’ said Struan, unbuckling sstdply technique will
beat yours hollow, Grandfather," and he was smilomd¢pimself as
they turned away.

Despite the desperate need of rain, they were anaetily rejoicing
when Romayne and Donal's wedding-day dawned wibidbéss
skies and the promise of great heat. Maria, ody éarthe Amber
Knoll garden cutting roses for the vases beforg¢¢hgerature could
pale their petals and droop their heads, saidhso,laughed as Struan
said, 'There's a Chinese proverb that says ifdb'tirain for three
years someone would be bound to want it to stayfoinjust one day
longer.'

'How true! Good job that none of our wishes canseaal raindrop to
fall, or the sun to appear.' He laughed. 'Thattsagsiblical sound, O
sage." 'No wonder,' she said dreamily, adding sem®ys of

gypsophila to the rosebuds. 'In a setting like, sl haven't got to be
a psalmist like David to be inspired to poetry eéS¥aved her hand. 'l
could quote the Bible for ages, this morning, lik€he little hills

rejoice on every hand." She added, 'l don't renezmelver learning
that, but it suddenly popped into my mind. No wahdie scenes like
these, | often think of the tide of that bod¥ This and Heaven Too."

He grinned. 'Ever hear of the old lady who couldafhember that
tide and asked in the library for Rachel Fieldsaven and Then
Some?"



Maria” laughter rang out on the clear air. Albetpstairs, heard it
and was glad. Surely a happy ending was cominy heeadoubts.

Struan said, 'I'm glad you're wearing green .m#&dch your eye”. It
suits Ju too, with her copper hair. But she's gadi&s blue eyes.
Otherwise, had she had Gran's eyes as well agthéir, she'd have
been her living image.’

This was the nearest he'd ever got to talking efrétationship. She
said, 'Was Blaise redheaded too?'

'‘No, he had Grandfather's colouring—sandy like meok out,
Maria, those dahlias are full of earwigs, shaketlot.'

She laughed, 'The serpent in the garden! Anywaysdt go in.'

As Maria, with Judith, walked behind Romayne andfather up the
aisle, Romayne in white lace, with palest pink bagks, she was
reminded of seeing her come towards them on theathtahiti, in
oyster satin, shot with silvery pink. Then MariadHanown doubts,
and envy, because she had thought Struan wasamliblr her. Then
there had been that horrible moment of naked malieen Donal had
taunted Romayne about Alastair's wedding ... ol hme healed
things. Now, here, Alastair was standing with Doisal was Struan,
and happiness was ahead of everyone. As Romaynediomvard
to stand beside Donal, Struan turned his heatleadid his eyes met
Maria's, a smile at the back of them. In that mains@e knew that her
future lay here in the Esk Valley, that she wouldi@ taking that
flight back to London-

It was a long and beautiful day, with the lovelymts of Roahiwi
flung open to guests and sunshine. Mercifully atfaephyr came up
from the sea and stirred the hot air, though gussiis fanned



themselves with their souvenir hymn sheets and tdopgtches of
shade where seats were scattered under the trees.

Sadie seemed particularly radiant. She said todavidim so proud of
Judith. Nobody would think she's the mother of fohitdren. Look at
Ramsay's face, he's just bursting with pride. Il &sd felt when they
married that Parehuia knew and was glad that haryfaand the
Heronshaw family were united in matrimony. Is ttoat fanciful?*

'It certainly isn't. We talk of the unseen worldogsng all about us, so
why not in moments of special happiness? By the, way're not
only looking beautiful yourself in that soft blUgadie, but every time
| look at you | think there's a sort of ... welhnsething about you. An
aura, as if you'd heard good news.’

Sadie's eyes, as blue as Struan's, widened. 'It didnk it would
show. |I—oh, it's stupid, but I'd love someone tarshit with. |
dreamed of Blaise last night. It hasn't happened/éars. Perhaps
because | was thinking, just before | fell asle¢how beautiful
Judith was in that green dress, and | thought inttiierable longing
how I'd love Blaise to see her. Even if he dodsrow about her she's
still flesh of his flesh and bone of his bone. Anthe.Ours.| dreamt
we were both among the wedding guests, and Judithstanding
behind Romayne and she turned and smiled at Hesrfabhe thinks
she hates him, but if she knew him, she couldmt Awoke, and it
was dawn, and | lay there warmed and comforteda#f just as if it
had really happened.’

Maria's hand took hold of Sadie's. '‘Sadie, perliapsome reason
Blaise was thinking, or dreaming, of you. | thirdage things can set
time and distance away. I'm so glad.’'



It was all over. Romayne and Donal, shining-eyed s&rene, had
departed for their Norfolk Island honeymoon. Gudsetsn Napier
stopped off at Heronshaw to talk over the weddmngnaged, in spite
of the excesses at the feast, to do justice toga lsupper, and it was
one-thirty before Struan shepherded Maria and Adiikerta to
Amber Knoll.

At three the drought broke in a spectacular thustdem that brought
them all out of their rooms and downstairs, to Wwate vivid flashes
of sheet lightning, the zigzags of the forked Iighg split the

darkness, while thunder -rolled and crashed fdgréuhong the hills
and valleys. They rang the other two houses to nsake everyone
was all right, because they could see lights commg them, but all
was well. There would be damage done, of coursefdibing could

be done till daylight.

They found to their surprise next day that the dgnavas
surprisingly light. They sorrowed over a coupldrets that had been
struck down, but they still had power and the tetepe. Some areas
were without both, some roads blocked, but on thelevit had been
spectacular rather than disastrous. Alberta wemtisado Judith's to
do some ironing, Maria to help Johanna clean oustoeeroom. The
men were out inspecting fences and culverts.

She found Johanna in the drawing-room, on her kagasiining the
carpet where the jutting-out wing commenced. "Wha?' she asked,
dropping down beside her.

‘The guttering must have been blocked with leavethia corner.
Athol hadn't got round to her. It used to be a Vieagl corner for
blocking in the old days when the pine-trees wherd. Before the
earthquake there was a whole row of them rightrizeline house.
Some crashed then.'



'‘Was there really?' asked Maria idly. 'l thoughtsth other trees
looked as if they'd been there since pioneerings.dayey look
almost as ancient as some of the oaks and beetkegland.'

'‘Oh, they grow so quickly here, and of course iy @ase, it's just on
half a century ago. See, Maria, the water's seeght down that
wallpaper and under the carpet. Something to e feaithe days
when we had carpet- squares and polished round themwere so
easily lifted. This'll get mildewed if we don'ttlift. I'll go and get
another screwdriver and you can help me prise.iQip there's the
phone.'

Maria took the screwdriver off her, went on yankitagks out.
Johanna seemed to be having a long conversationt tie wedding.
Ah ... good, that lot came away very easily. Sipedl it back, and
prop it against a couple of chairs to dry. Oh, lessy the floor was
sopping here. She'd have to get a bucket and cloth.

Next moment she was staring at the floorboards.t\&Ip&culiar way
of laying them for a room that was rectangular éylwvent round in a
huge octagonal shape. What was it? Certainly yegos floors were
mostly waxed, with scatter-rugs, but ornamentalsonere usually
parquet... they didn't have octagonal insets inctireers. Suddenly
she felt as if a tremor passed over her entire hodpe took a quick
comprehensive look at the whole room, that opposdmer; it
looked the same as this. They'd both been altaretialthough there
was no wing at that end, the skirting-board shosegared-up joins
too. As if ... as if there had been towers here,aireach end. Oh, but
that was absurd. Crazy. Because that other housbdtha verandah
in front, between the two towers. And a row of gitsehind it. A row
of pines? Ther&ad been a row of pines behind it. Johanna had jt
said so.

She said to herself, 'Sheer coincidence, Mariadtihby. It will just
be that your father's boyhood home was designedhbysame



architect. It's an English design, and all theyeartchitects would
have come out from England. You must be sensildactiences do
happen, but don't expect me to believe that faikdcstep in and you
be offered a post as companion to a woman on the gaoperty as
your father was born in. Anyway, this property mever changed
hands ... no Smiths.’

At which point Johanna came back, 'Oh, how cleveron, you've
got it all up. But there's far more leak than lugbt.'

‘Yes, I'm just going to get a bucket and cloth afakh it all up.
Johanna, that floor, it looks as if this room haaérs once.’

'‘How quick you are to guess that! It did. This sas much
weakened during the earthquake. Half the tiles Wmeréed off both
towers. So we stripped the old verandah awayjdivegd them, and it
was all shored up, and that wing of two rooms adtless rather sad
because those towers gave it character. Did werteNegou? Oh, |

suppose- that, as usual, we didn't want to talk naech about
earthquakes to a newcomer, specially one we'ddikgay. Blaise did
a project on this estate when he was at High Sclaoal it's over in
his room. I'll show you. He did a very good sketflt as it was. Not
that he could remember it, he was just a toddletr we had an old
photograph of it from théWNeekly Newsa very good pictorial
magazine of those days. In fact, Blaise did sketé¢tam all our old
photos, from pioneer days up. I'll show you as sa®we mop up.'

Maria wouldn't let herself believe anything. Prolyalbhen she saw
the sketch she'd see it was only the same typeuseh She mopped
up almost feverishly. She wanted to see it fordiérs

As they were halfway to the stableyard, Donal'shapi&and father
called in, on their way home. Johanna said, litthe top drawer of
his desk—have a look, dear.'



Maria was never so thankful for anything in hee lthat she could
look at it alone. She had a nameless dread. Shkelwblet her mind
put it into words yet. It would be ghastly beyofidraaginings if ... if
... she cut the thought off at birth. Nevertheiedsove her to rush up
to Amber Knoll to take, from the bottom of her catbe folder with
the picture.

She didn't open it there and then. She didn't wargcognise it. But
if, when she looked at Blaise's sketch, there wgdaubt, she could
compare them. Her whole mind seemed a formlesepréye didn't
want to say: 'Don't let it be Heronshaw, pleasen'D¢et it be
Heronshaw!" She was clamping her lips tightly tbgetlt mustn't be.
It mustn't!

She sped up the rickety stairs where so short@dmo she had come
to grief, had tumbled into the bran, had been kisse

Every nerve protested against having to open tmttawer of the
shabby old desk. The project book was right onaiag inscribed in
printing was: The History of the Heronshaw EstatBy Blaise
Mandeville, Form Five, Napier Boys' High School.

She brought it out, quite a thick book, coveringlabse generations.
She flicked the pages over, came to the sketcHitbtfeacob hut first,
thatched with raupo reeds. Even in her distressinfl she saw that
the work was exquisite. The next one had a timddit@n. Another
showed the unpretentious beginnings of the homespgabably a
sitting-room, bedroom, lean-to, close to the colb Ainen a long
verandah with just one upstairs room above it, eh@esently the
dormers would be added.

She turned two more pages and there it was. Eviendbeshe opened
her folder to lay them side by side, she knew & wae and the same.



Because the schoolboy Blaise had painted his gictinawing it from
this, she now saw it in its pre-earthquake coloutsseemed
ridiculous when this was a shattering experiencédo, that she even
said to herself she'd been . right, the windowrgsiveregreen, the
tiles wereorange. The wooden weather-boarding had evidestiyb
covered with today's blocks of Hinuera stone, iarpewhite, but
there were the two octagonal towers, with theilicues of wrought
-iron. There was the verandah, the flight of stepsling down to the
first terrace, the hydrangea bushes, the thick ptuof redhot pokers,
the blue clumps of agapanthus, the bougainvillegsathing round
the verandah posts, the squat chimneys, the rginet forming the
backdrop.

The fact that the house had become L-shaped vattwib-room wing
added had blinded her to any thought that thisccbel the house of
her forebears, but had she had any suspicionsl,athate were
features sheould have recognised. The corner of that roof peepil
from behind those liquid ambers was surely the sarhouse roof,
only by now you'd not be able to see it from tmgla, they were so
huge. That fence running down the hill was brickhrs, so would
have fallen in the 'quake, because she'd heatatittiebuildings were
the first casualties. Then it had had fruit treggsadiered against the
warm bricks, now it was corrugated iron hidden unaléangle of
jasmine and honeysuckle.

Those trees she'd thought of back in England asceXaoking were,
of course, smaller editions of the phoenix palnad tbhse against the
skyline now, in a fronded symmetrical pattern oadiy, and when
they had bulldozed into the hillside for the foumoias of the
Hibiscus Hill house, it had altered the contourthefland altogether.

Her mind scurried from one detail to another, buthee time it was
shrinking from a real confrontation with the fadts true recognition
of what this meant to her. She noticed that by fthentain were
water-reeds. The fountain itself was different. ©he that tinkled its



silver music now through all the lovely days at éteshaw was just a
cairn of rocks and ferns, down which the water. fEflis belonged to
a more ornamental day, an iron heron spouting wWeben an open
beak. Beside the heron in the sketch hovered aygaumged
dragonfly, with which Blaise had signed all histpres. She didn't
know why that small thing pierced her consciousraass made her
admit that dreadful knowledge that had come upanou¢ of the
blue, that Blaise Mandeville was her father, heiscadly,
irresponsible father ... and Judith and Struartisefatoo! She was
Struan's half-sister.

Maria dropped into the dusty old chair beside thskdand stayed
there, huddled, frozen into a sort of immobilitymisery.

It must have been a quarter of an hour beforealsed herself. Even
then she just got up and stared out of the windotha far horizon
she had loved so much. No wonder she'd felt sorathere, as if she
belonged. Shedid belong, but because of the manner of h
belonging, she couldn't stay.

This whole setting was bound up with relationshiplsich ought to

have grappled her to the homestead, to Athol ardhniw, her
grandparents; to Alberta, in very truth her graattabut because
Struan was her half- brother, the position wasdude She loved him
with a love that should be given only to a manbwaind to her by ties
of blood.

Why, oh, why had Aunt Alberta ever come to Willofield, ever
been smitten with the idea of asking her to accomyppeer to New
Zealand? That had been a cruel chance. In a detachg Maria
wondered what the odds were against such a thioggmang. It must
be a colossal figure, millions to one, perhaps. gihwe herself a little
shake. Stop thinking along those lines! What doesatter? Itdid

happen, so what? The question is, what do | do?Z&uhe | go from
here?



There was but one answer to that. Back to England,the sooner
the better. She must be careful, though, that dldn't suspect
anything. It mustn't be too sudden, but as soonvas feasible.
Because in her heart she knew that any day novaistmould ask her
to marry him. Struan felt bitter enough about highb about his
father, he must never know that final humiliatiorkattthe girl he'd
wanted to marry was also his father's daughter.

She crossed back to her father's book, looked dmwns name, said,
on a thread of sound, 'l think Judith hates yowid® Mandeville,

because of her mother, and Struan must becauseut@nt even

bring himself to tell me about you—he left it tadith. Though in the
end, it was Sadie who did. Sweet Sadie. Yes, JadithStruan hate
you, and probably my mother did too, but none eihcould hate
you as | hate you, and I've never hated anyoneyiwhwole world of

people in all the years of my life!'

She felt better for having uttered the impassionaspered words.
She closed the book, put it away, went out of tanT, down the
stairs. Now to tie up the ends, all unknown to dheair, dear family.
They must remember her only as someone who canee $iaryed
from the late spring till the early autumn, theddd from their ken.

She was glad the McFies were there. Chatter abeutvedding put
up a defence against any breaking-down, any unwarg such as
might have been spoken had they been alone; helpohgnna
prepare a salad, carve meat, all put it furtheryaveacept when
Johanna said, asking her to get more tomatoes tlienglasshouse,
'‘What did you think of the sketch? Could you trdélce alterations
from it?'

'l could. | was amazed at the difference it madd wie pines felled
and the fountain altered and the brick wall gone-sagp nothing of
the height of the trees.’



Her worst moment was when they heard the men cqmengsing to
scrub up on the back porch. Her heart gave a diogehud. How
could she meet his eyes? She felt as if her glitywledge was
written in her own.

But just as Struan came to the table, the phorgaad he turned to
answer it. He hung up, said, 'I'll just have tod#vis and go. That
was Bob Ranley. That storm was centred right oleir toroperty,
back in, and they've just discovered a slip paytlabcking the gully.
They can't risk leaving it, in case of another. yria@ant me to bring
my front-end loader over, to cart debris away. T\we\got half a
dozen men on the job now. Reckon there's two dayX ahead of
us. I'll stay over there. You and Ramsay can maragendfather?'

'Of course. Water can do a powerful amount of damfig gets into
the wrong channel. Have your lunch and away witl, won.'

Maria thought inconsequentially how she loved tlag vthol called
Struan son. As if the years rolled back and hehsidwn son by his
side again. Pain stabbed at her. His own soneir. thutual father.
She felt sick.

When the visitors left she went back to Amber KnShe had to be
alone to think things out. Athol gave her the magikhe left. She said,
'‘How lovely, both Shona and Merle have written.’

Athol looked at her from under his shaggy sandymstoThere's a
hint of homesickness in that, he thought. 'Have ywd them vyet,
lass, that | want to pay their fares out here fon@? Get them to
make it soon. It's a short distance these daysoursh if not in
mileage.'

Maria put her arms about him, kissed him and sBid,anyone ever
tell you you're a darling, Athol Mandeville?' andekv a wild wish
she could have said, ‘Grandfather,’ just once.



She read them in her room, lovely chatty letter of family doings.

Getting them today could give her an excuse. Shaddvovent an

illness for Shona, say that if the next letter didreport an
improvement, she'd feel she must fly home. Shedceuén pretend
she'd rung her and found she was worse.

Then she could slip out of the lives of the folkHmronshaw without
dealing them any more cruel blows. They need né&wemw their

wayward son had deserted a wife, that another ¢iatt come into
the world without his knowledge. But how glad shiedve been to
have claimed kinship with them, if she hadn't lo&dian.

Suddenly she thought of something. Even without ¢banplication
how would Judith have reacted? Yes, she'd said sheé& love to
have her as a sister, or something like that, lowtidvany illegitimate
child, given full status in a household like twsglcome the daughter
of a true wife turning up? She'd lost sight of thgpect in the more
devastating one of herself and Struan.

Well, it needn't exercise her mind; Judith was ngeéng to know. In

years to come Heronshaw folk would remember her aslsomeone
from the other side of the world who'd stayed haréew short

months, then returned to her own place and, in,tinaen't even
bothered to keep up a correspondence!

Aunt Alberta brought Athol and Johanna to Amber Krior the

evening meal. Johanna and Maria washed up togetmErMaria
couldn't get Johanna off talking about the altereti and the
earthquake. Finally Maria was relieved when shabeglking of her
own girlhood home at Te Pohue. 'My grandmothediwéh us, had
her own rooms and was an adept at never interfeWwewere the
greatest pals. | always hoped I'd have a daughtealt her after her,
Louise.'



Maria was surprised into saying, 'Oh, my seconden&rlLouise,’
then wished she hadn't. How stupid, anyway, héefdtadn't known
she was coming, much less picked her name. To aqvehe said,
‘Louise who?"

‘Louise Smith. | mean Smith was her maiden nameaV\Blaise was
born she said, "Now, if only I'd had a maiden naike Claridge or
Montmorency or something, you could have made imisecond
name, but no one seems to think of Smith as amtvwden."

'So | said, "Why not?" So he was Blaise Smith Maiitée | like
family names retained.’

Maria nodded. She couldn't resist a further privas he ever called
Smithy for a nickname? Blaise is unusual, and kaf{en resort to
nicknames.'

Johanna wrung her dishcloth. 'They called him Ruflet that he had
red hair like mine, but Blaise sounds red- hot. Baetnever called
him that of course, nor did Sadie.'

Maria thought only her mother had, of all his nelas. When Blaise
Mandeville had needed an alias, he'd used his decame and a
nickname. Goodness knows what names he'd usedwindsere he
was. She thought of Johanna saying good mornihgstphotograph
every morning and an immense pity swept her. Nevknow where
your son was, the baby you'd brought into the waftdr hours of
travail, the one you'd guarded against physicabdes) loved and
taught and suffered with, must indeed be hell.

When she did sleep, after hours of trying to disrfism her mind the
turmoil of thoughts, she woke unrefreshed, with seauswooping
down on her as remembrance returned. Then shedpbbeself
together. While Struan was away she'd go into Nagmie book her



flight back. Better far to have a trip to town agrlown, it didn't often
happen.

Judith rang. '‘Maria, Sadie wants me to go in tolseurgently, on
business. Gran's going to the Institute with Aulite#ta, and I've got
Christie home with a slight cold. She's not in biéd,too hot, but |
wondered if you'd look after her? If she could camé&mber Knoll
for lunch she'd be fine. Sadie said bring the twafigourse, but when
| said Christie she said the business was privateshe didn't want
little ears pricking up. You will? Oh, bless you!

Maria, in so far as she was capable of enjoyingthang at the
moment, loved having Christie to herself. She wasekght, that
child, with the loveliest nature, with the faintdsht of Parehuia's
chiselled features and patrician profile, and aeng brown skin.
They had a portrait of Parehuia over at Hibiscuk &ind the likeness
fascinated Maria. It had been done by one of thets early artists
of the colony.

Christie busied herself ah morning drawing, andi&eould see that
this grandchild of his had inherited Blaise's skilith pen and
paintbrush. It gave her a strange feeling. My ovate, she thought,
inheriting this from my father!

It was a sparkling day. Soon the year would slip iautumn and
mornings become dewy and pastures spangled witivedody) but
today every delphinium and rose shouted that surstiielingered.

Christie tired of pencil and paints. 'Maria, cowd go and tidy the
playhouse? You know, the old summer house.Mum gsveome
extra china the other day, old stuff. She gave omeescontact to line
the cupboard shelves with but said it was too Farche to do, I'd get
all stuck up, but not to put the dishes away hi iad time to help
me. Then we could use it for winter picnics. Wowddi?'



Christabel's chatter took Maria's mind off all tieat ahead of her.
They took some cookies with them, and a flask efaold orange
cordial, and worked with a will. They scrubbed @atished and even
cleaned the windows, and set out the dishes oshblees.

'I'd like to clear this junk out at the far en@idsChristie. 'Aren't men
awful? The minute they see a place on a farm,iindtbeing used,
they fill it up with rubbish. Those are old barrele used to have
standing round with geraniums in till the hoopd td#f them and

Mum got those stone urns instead. Ugh ... lookaiitoodlice under
them! It's all damp, it'll rot the floor. And thptam's no good. Dad
took the wheels off for Tim's trolley. If we gotbarrow we could

trundle it off to the dump.’

Maria hid a smile. Christie had heard Johanna gomdke that. 'I'll
get the barrow, Chris, you start hauling it outt baything heavy
leave for me. Good job we've got old jeans on.’

She was nearly back with the barrow when she haaplintering
crash and a yell, and ran. Christie had been mgjout the damp
rotting the floor, it had given way and the childswhalf in the hole,
half out, her arms spread out on each side, buhmatbecause she
was laughing her head off. 'Dad's going to be mad me, but it
serves them right.'

Maria tested the floor carefully, edged towards &ed hauled her
out. 'What's all that clanking noise underneath?you

'l fell on to a lot of tins, old teapots and traysd things. | think they
must have built this old place over a rubbish dudyst shows, men
were always the same, even in pioneer days.'

Maria had to laugh at her old-fashioned air. Cleishought of
something. 'They won't ieo mad at me, will they?'



‘They'd better not be. That floor ought to havenbesnewed long
since. See, the rest of it's been done, though #hema long time
ago. | suppose they just never got round to littefll them about it. |
saw some planks in the stable the other day. \¢etlthem and put
over the hole, though of course that corner's neragked on. | won't
tell diem there's a job here for them, for a fewsjdaving Struan
away has put them back as it is. I'm only too glad weren't hurt,
love.'

She woke at two o'clock in the morning with her dninstantly alert.

Christabel had said she'd landed on old teapotsraysl Could it be?
Was there a chance it could be the old treasurest WWfleeing down

the hill, Parehuia had stuffed it under the summeske? She'd do it
from the outside; it was dug into the hillside. Shight have known

of the cavity, had probably watched them buildin@in that night of

terror, Parehuia wouldn't have had time to dig le kmbury it. She'd

have used a hole that already existed.

She got a chance to examine it because when Albardashe was
going into Napier to see Sadie, Maria decided &y $tome. She
didn't want anyone to see her going in to bookflgt. Once she

had it, she could make up some story of havingtbame because of
Shona. It was a little odd that Alberta didn't &&ria if she'd like a

day in town, but perhaps Sadie wanted to see h#reosame private
business Judith had gone in for.

Christie was back at school, and the coast was, deadMaria slipped
unnoticed into the summerhouse. She had to beyreaikful; the
wood was ready to give way at the edges. SheHhaiglianks so they
were firm on the better boarding, and lay down. S&& a box on
which she could faintly discern a ship's chandledsie. Oh, this
belonged to the old days all right. The rough kdi motted away and
exposed the very blackened silver. It would clgamvonderfully ... a
tea-service, a tray, an epergne of beautiful desiga could just see it
In years to come gracing the big oval dining-tediléleronshaw; the



turquoise necklace, the pearl ring, the braceketvgéa emeralds and
the priceless greenstone tiki were in a carved wodubx, thick with
fungi, but safe. She didn't know tears were runiogn her cheeks
as she handled them with reverent fingers, thinkingarehuia.

Well, this was something she could do for her ddaar family. It
had been true that the treasure had been fourwddogdughters of the
house of Mandeville, but they would think it waslyrone,
Christabel. That would be enough to sadsfy themawtic hearts. She
arranged the planks back over the hole. It wasriblie temptation to
tell them now, but it would mean a big fuss ... thieole district
would be astir, reporters would come out and Migliashe couldn't
face it. Before she flew out of Auckland she'd eithhem a letter and
say it had just occurred to her that the old teaitristie fell on to
could be the buried treasure, how about inveshgati

That night Alberta and Maria shared a quiet mearnhally they
were such kindred spirits, conversation never gagjdput Maria put
the restraint down to her own abstraction. Thestnas painting the
sky behind the far forests and mountains inlandh wiblours that
clashed vividly and splendidly with each otherirstey the blue bowl
of the sky above the Pacific to the east with o#fld paler hues, so
that the world was one huge palette of colour.

She said to Alberta, 'I'm just going to the toptteé hill to get that
view from the Eyrie. It's too good to stay in.'

You'll come down before darkness sets in, wontt, girl? It's tricky
coming down the hill paddocks in the dark.’

I'll be careful, don't worry." She bent forward akidsed Alberta's
cheek. Dogs barked hopefully, looking for a walkrdes whinnied
softly as she went through the gates, trotted afterthe steers in the



paddock came towards her in a bunch, curious aayalwshe went
over the stile into the spinney, came up to Blaigg/rie. No, not
Blaise's, her father's Eyrie!

This was to be her farewell tryst with this greaesp of land that had
belonged to her family since 1857. She wanted farimh it on her
heart for ever, because tomorrow, if they coul@woffer a very early
flight to London, she was going to take it, pretesioe'd phoned
England about Shona's illness, hadn't said anytturipem sooner
because she hadn't wanted to worry them, and shlel wake off.

The sunset had paled now, and the sea was indigjo,jwst faint
silver lights on the edges of the clouds above. fgheenix palms
were in almost black silhouette to the north. Wastithe last rays of
the sun were striking up from the ranges, deepaysterious. What
was it Struan had called the Kaimanawa Range? Tdwati¢ater.
Maria'smanawaher heart, was certainly eroded. Eroded, long ac
by her father's selfish ways. Yet all she knewiaf s a boy made
her yearn towards him. She faced it now, it wdsaté, any more than
Sadie hated him, Sadie who had most reason ofSak. herself
couldn't, because of her relationship to Struaok lmack happily on
the times that should have been lovely memori¢ski® with her into
lonely days. The sunsets they'd watched from thefréhe ship, the
dances when he'd held her close, the first kiss,Jdhg days here
working side by side, coming out of the vestry lué alley church
arm-in-arm as bridesmaid and best man, it was g altime ago ...
now all that was tarnished, with a certain sorsledme ... but she
couldn't hate her father, only sorrow for him-

A twig cracked sharply under someone's foot ingpiney. Maria
knew a moment of intense alarm. Someone might be®e her come
to this lonely hilltop. She stood up, poised fagtitk, listening, then
Struan's voice said, 'Maria, Maria, are you there?'



The relief was enormous, but she didn't run to Iiile.came swiftly
to her. 'Aunt told me you were here. | thoughtaticin't be more
ideal. | hoped you'd not already left.'

He'd showered and changed, into a thin jerseyéeitv-necked top
in blue, over elegant walk-shorts and knee-leng#tkygocks. His
light hair was darkly golden now with water, slickdown. His skin
was ruddy, he glowed with health. Very Scandinadtaaking, very
like Sadie, his mother.

Maria had changed at dinnertime into a simple d€k=% dress in
white, bound with emerald green, and she woreaicsahdals on her
slim brown feet, and his Tahitian shell necklaces waisted round

her throat. But it didn't escape him as he lookadrdon her that she
had an unusual pallor, that there were violet sivadmder her eyes,
a wistfulness. Why?

'‘What is it, love?' he asked, reaching out fordieulders. 'Aunt said
you'd been very quiet tonight. She thought ... bopeyou'd been
missing me. | hoped so too. Maria darling, the weglénd all that
flummery is behind us, so is the aftermath of ttoens, now we've
got time to ourselves.’

He swung her round, 'Look, Maria, they've justtbgtlight on in the
moon, over the sea. You could hardly see it, it s@apale when |
climbed up. Don't you think that moon far outshiaey Caribbean
moon? Because this land belongs to us. | never wantto leave
here. You'll marry me, Maria, won't you?'

His eyes were looking down into hers, very seriguslit suddenly he
laughed, exultantly. 'l think I've actually takeouy breath away! But
you musthave known it was coming ... it's too gowoot to be true,
isn't it, sweetheart? We belong to each other.n'weait for you to
say yes, | -l can't.



His lips were on hers, blotting out any answer, protest, and she
was held tightly against him in a closeness of ew®rthat held
within it all the promise of what life together wdihave meant.

She was powerless to struggle, she could only #tertide of feeling
within her that threatened to submerge her, desteoyill-power to
deny him what he asked. All of a sudden she wendingo, Struan
lifted his mouth from hers and said, 'Maria, whiitsmatter? What is
it? Have |-

She brought her free hand up in a gesture thaimonas curiously
like trying to wipe his kiss away. He steadied heen his arms
dropped to his sides with the shock of the repu#ée saw the lines
of his lips straighten, the light in his eyes dig,dut he waited in
silence, his eyes burning into hers with fiercesfo@ing in them.

She said tonelessly, 'Struan, | didn't want itdme to this. | hoped to
be gone before you said anything, before we gotre attached. It's
only living in close quarters that has triggereis tif. We've been
caught up into the romantic atmosphere of a wedglisg lately.
Wedding bells are in the air, but not for us. I'tatay, | can't.’

'For heaven's sake, why can't you? What's to sto@ yfou love it
here. You love New Zealand. You love Hawkes Bag, lleat, the
flowers, the citrus orchards, the vineyards .hihk you love my
entire family, and oh, how they love you! How camuygive it away?
What can you mean?"

The moonlight seemed to have blanched her face meea. 'l mean
that I'm homesick, deadly, terribly homesick. Thathy | was quiet
tonight. I've stayed too long. I'm weary for my défd, my own folk.
I've got to return. All | love is back there.'



He said in a bewildered tone, 'l thought a new lbad come into
your life. That's the way it is between men and wonA new force,
new loyalties. | can't believe-'

‘You've got to believe it. My mind is made up. vBa't told Alberta
yet, but | will soon. Don't let her see somethirgppened between
us, Struan. It would spoil my last week. | mustagodown now. I'll
go over to Judith's, do some ironing for her. dither not be at Amber
Knoll tonight with you and Alberta.'

All he said was, 'I'll see you through the spinaag over the stile. I'll
go for a walk after that.’

When at eleven Maria came home from Judith's, Adbers in bed,
reading. She called out that Struan was sleepiraga@t Heronshaw.
‘He and Athol are going to be moving sheep at thekcof dawn.’

That suited Maria. Nothing must prevent her makineyg booking
tomorrow.



CHAPTER TEN

SHE decided to park in Tennyson Street. In the cak gagre was a
big kurrajong tree and it would keep the car c&ble felt forlorn,

desolate, as never before in her lie. This was Whaapened when
you loved someone, when they filled your waking godr dreaming
hours, then suddenly you had to tear' them oubaf fife.

She crossed to the exit, saw St Paul's Presbyt€harch, rearing up
against the bush-clad hill. On a sudden impulseoglemed the gate,
went up the steps, tried the door and enteredi@solemn stillness
of the long building.

It was modern, yet with all the hushed atmosphé&reasship of the
more ancient shrines of the Old World. Few churchdsapier were
older than the earthquake. Maria knew the storthisfone. During
the lean times of the 1920's, the parish had wotkedrds a new
church, and finally a worthy church arose.

By 1931, though the pews were still in the workshibpvas near
enough to completion for the opening ceremony t@tanged for
the end of February, when the Governor-Generald [RIedisloe,
would officiate ... but on the third of Februargtbarthquake struck.
Miraculously, though it was situated under the higf Bluff Hill, it
escaped demolition, but it didn't escape the fis¢ broke out in the
city, following it. It must have been a crushingwl after die years of
endeavour, but when the parish people had recoWenedhe sorrow
and horror of it all, they began to plan once mtweaise their temple
in the midst of the desolation.

Maria sat in one of the back pews for quite somme tilooking up at
the glass lona Cross set in the wall above the aomon table. In its
touching simplicity it let in the blue light of theky beyond.
Everything of the history of this place of worshgpoke of
resurrection, of hope putting forth its tender ksv. the falling down



of masonry, the timber charred to ashes, then dtierg rebuilding.
This whole lovely city breathed of dauntless effaturdier, safer
buildings, rising from the debris of the old. Thesd done their
mourning beside the mass grave on the island ceymetew

surrounded by green fields where once had been pwémen

returned to restore essential services so thatlpeould, in time,
move back to their houses from the sea-shore, dnespdie open
streets. So, when hopes were shattered, once thieimy shock was
over, you began to build your life anew.

Maria knelt, said a wordless prayer, came out tinéostreet, crossed
over, and there, directly opposite, was a travehay. She went in,
said quietly that she wanted . to book a flighEtggland as soon as
possible and produced her passport.

How simple it all was ... some phoning, some wgtiAll efficiency.
Oiled wheels. Suddenly her attention wandered, sherswung back
into the awareness of having been asked something aind begged
the agent's pardon. The dark young man oppositditie’t repeat his
question, instead he asked, '‘Are you ah right? d/goul like a drink
of water?'

She said gratefully, 'l would. It must be the h&@d@tanks so much.’

He was back in a moment with it, said, 'My wifetsngy to make you
a cup of tea. Perhaps you've been overdoing itysed to this heat?'

Maria agreed she had. The small human contact hnexdieel better.
She was taken into a private office at the rea;febind the wife was
from London, they chatted about places there, dredfslt quite

restored. The wife accompanied her to the dood, $80me bracing
sea air is just what you need. What about walkioggto Marine

Parade and sitting on one of the seats undereber



It was a good idea. It postponed going back tottedin she was
booked to leave next week. The sea air lifted td ¢thair from her
temples and cooled them. There weren't so manyl@eopnd now.
The school holidays had seen this place crowdedtelWwere a few
tourists, one or twomothers with prams, and one, radifing on an
artist's stool with a collapsible easel in fronthof, painting the
gnarled trees, that twisted back from the forcéherPacific winds,
year in, year out.

Something familiar about him caught at Maria. Sieed up, tall and
slim in her white dress, her scarlet handbag swmpdgrom one
shoulder, and walked across to him. She'd last baarup in the
Balcony Tea-rooms.

'Hullo,' she said. 'We meet again. Does it botlwer tp have anyone
looking over your shoulder?’

‘Some | mind. The ones who say: "Is that suppaséeé that tree over
there?" That's happened more than once.' Theydboitkled.

'‘How very deflating!

He said, 'Don't go, because I'm nearly finisheck light will change
soon. Midday's no good for this. Besides, I'm patérly pleased to
see you. | hoped to see you again soon.'

Strange! But she was well content to wait. Talkimgomeone who'd
no idea of the cross-currents affecting one's Wf@s somehow
therapeutic. It had a steadying effect. There wattla stone stool
like a mushroom just near. She sat on it, not nglkih case she
disturbed his concentration. She wished she cawdHas picture, to
remember the Bay by.

He began putting his paints into the portable kithlad. Maria went
on studying the picture. What meticulous detaimething you didn't
get often these days. The tiny tufts of grass wetkned exquisitely



at the foot of the trees. Then she saw it, witinéake of the breath ...
a tiny dragonfly, poised above the grasses.

She said quite clearly, 'A dragonfly ... your sigma symbol ..you're
Blaise Mandeville!’

He straightened up, met her eyes with a clear gare, said, 'Yes,
and Rufus Smith, your father, Maria Louise.’

He held out his hands to her. She didn't wantikie them, but she did.
He said, 'You have a lot to forgive me for, perhegmsmuch. If you

feel you can't, for your mother's sake, I've just tp take it. But we
were going to tell you tomorrow, when we come auhk.'

She felt for the second time this week as if herldvavas crashing
round her. Then she fastened on one wuve?'

'You won't be able to believe this ... Sadie and We-' He was
unable to go on.

Maria swayed a little with the intensity of herliags. Then she said
fiercely, 'Above all peopl&adiemustn't be hurt agairshesuffered
the most. More than my mother. Much more.'

He said, 'lt's quite unbelievable, but Sadie hasetmw —somehow
forgiven me. All she's concerned about is my motretr my father
and what it will mean to them.'

Maria's voice seemed to be saying words she wtsnking first.
'‘Did you know your mother says good morning to yphotograph
every morning? That one of you with the shaggy dogl that every
time your father and | go up to the lagoon, hellesamething about
you?'

His face was as white as hers. 'l had to see Siastiel couldn't just
walk in on Mother and Dad. | thought at their gt hearts mightn't



be as strong as they were. I'll never forget hofelt when you
suddenly mentioned her in the Balcony Tea-roomseWAou said
you must leave because you had to see Sadie GrayGilay meant
nothing to me, but | couldn't help questioning yBut that was all |
knew then—that she was a widow with one son. Nat #ihe had
borne a son and daughter to me, long ago. You beisve that. |
didn't know any more than | knew about you ..Itdaw you with my
mother, that first time, and you turned round andas like Janey
looking at me. But when you said your name was MWdhby later
that day | thought it was just a freak resemblaye¢,how strange
that you were companion to Aunt Alberta.’

'‘When did you know | was your daughter?' she asked.

‘When you talked about the guesthouse at Osteadleg, my aunt
staying there. | knew she must have found out smmgt| took off
for London. The rest was comparatively easy. Thayg tme at
Willowfield that your stepfather had adopted yoneTrecords gave
your name as Maria Louise Smith. That got me, forey's sake.
When we were first married, before | got restléss)ce said if ever
we had a daughter I'd like her to be Maria Louisent Alberta's
choice had she had a daughter, and my mothersalllgou that, she
must have thought then | might come back some day.

‘Jane and | lived next door to a woman called Ratdpleton in

Dunedin. My aunt showed her some old photos, laat,yand she
recognised me, then told her that she'd met Mraigk8mith again,
next to a guesthouse she stayed at, but that sim& heng to live, and
had asked her to keep quiet about it. Thank Godistmet! Aunt took

off immediately, ostensibly to visit Struan, anaibght you to the
place where you belong.’

Struan.That brought all the misery into the forefront\éria's mind
again. She said, 'But how do you know all this?i&aduldn't.’



‘Sadie knows now, since yesterday, when | learnhedaist detail for
myself. We sent for Aunt Alberta, and she told%ise's been in touch
again this morning. She's telling Athol and Johamuav—she
wanted them by themselves. I'm not to ring heshki rings me. She
said on no account must it get the better of mat ftwould be after
lunch. She wants to get them composed. That's whynke out here.
My hand kept going towards that phone. She's pregpdhem also
for the fact that they have another granddaughtemn--y

The look he gave her had everything of pleading.iRleading for
understanding, acquiescence. Maria shook her Healdcan't—face
it. I've just booked for a flight back to Londommust go back. | can't
stay, now less than ever. There's something youi-dsti't know-'

The world spun round, sea and sky got mixed up samahg into

opposite places, she felt the blood leaving hee facd her knees
buckle. He caught her, lowered her on to the stioel, forced her
head between her knees till the blood came back.

She came, round to find her father and a young enatith a toddler
bending anxiously over her. She smiled wanly. 'Oh,sorry—it's

the first time I've ever fainted in my life. | musave given you a
fright.’

The girl said, 'l've got a bottle of orange juiad Would you have
some?' She unscrewed her flask and poured ittauvdslicy cold, and
Maria drank it thirstily.

Blaise Mandeville said, 'I'm afraid my daughter basrdone things
in this heat. We're staying in a motel along 'Rlagade. My car's just
over here. I'll get her into it and take her bactl ahe can rest.’

Maria moved as in a dream. The girl, helped byd#aassisted her
into the car. Maria managed to say, 'Thank youhétdtthank the
girl, wave to the little boy, and they were away.



They turned into a big courtyard, parked, and nthde way to his
motel. His face was anxious, drawn. He put her amt@asy chair.

‘What is it, darling? Sadie assured me from thet stat Judith
wouldn't resent you. Have you feared that? ButtAukinows, and
only sheer will-power has prevented her from sagnghing. Judith
said she already loved you as a sister. I'm ahals not nearly as
reconciled to the thought of me. | can't blame'fbethat. So what's
so dreadful about you being acknowledged as batgngio
Heronshaw, Maria?'

She couldn't speak, couldn't put the horrible tnato words, that
she'd been looking on Struan as the love of he, lifot her
half-brother.

He said, 'Alberta has been magnificent. How sheld herself in |

don't know. It's quite out of character. She hérkeew that she
couldn't just announce from England that she'd doardaughter of
mine. She knew it could upset Judith and SadiesH&ocontrived to
get you out here so they would love you for yourakdne. As they
have. Judith thinks you've been treated as badshadhas, through
your mother. Does that help?'

'‘No,' said Maria, and shuddered violently. 'It's dodith's reaction
I'm worrying about... that | could have taken anderstood. It... oh?
it's too horrible! It seems all wrong. It seems aitumal now, but we
couldn'thave guessed. But Struan and I... he proposec ta night
or two ago, and | had to turn him down. He didndw why then. He
soon will. I love him, I love him dearly, | won'trdinish that at alll
do, and | can't help it, but | can't marry my hbhether!" An audible
sob burst from her and she buried her face in Aedé.

She thought the silence meant only one thing lteatas as horrified
as she was. She was still crying, but she looketingqugh her hands.
He had a strange look on his face, but it wasnitonoShe came to



her feet, and he put his arms about her. 'Oh, chitdt you've been
through! Listen, I can't just blurt it out, you't)ad one shock on top
of another, but... hush, don't cry-'He put a lactgan handkerchief
into her hands, and she used it, looking up atdumbly, imploring
him to speak, though what-

He said, 'This is something, at last, | can donfigrdaughter. Listen
very carefully, Maria. Sadie, all alone and vetyhlad my twins, a
son and daughter ... Oh, heavens, what's that?awebe interrupted
now I There had been a thundering knock on the doaraavoice
demanding, 'Maria ... are you in there? Maria, answe!'

The next moment the door was wrenched open andwsetupted
Into the scene. He saw Maria enfolded in the engboda much older
but very handsome man and he saw red. One bountdeathdhrust
the man away from her, caught her, demanded, "&/gathg on?
You're crying—is this man pestering you? What'sohdo with you?"'

Maria's voice was calm, deliberate, it didn't wabbEtruan, this is
my father. He's Blaise Mandeville. And he's my &ith. and yours.
That's why | wouldn't marry you.'

Struan made an indescribable exclamation, spundrogazed at
Blaise Mandeville, then clutched his head, saidt'Eine ... he
couldn't bemine.'He looked back at Maria, said her name.

Blaise stepped forward. 'l was just trying to tedr. I'm your father
and Judith's, Maridgut not Struan's. Mgon, Stuart, was delicate anc
died in his third year. That was when they adof@gdan. The little
girl Judith fretted and fretted. Twins are verysdol believe. They
found a little boy of the same age almost, samewwig, and the
names were similar. None of this | knew till twoydaago. I'd got
back from London some time before, knowing you weng
daughter, not that | had two.'



Struan's face looked as if it were carved in sam#stthen he came to
life, took a step towards Maria and said, 'Darlidgtling, was it the
only reason you wouldn't marry me?"'

He saw the hazel-green eyes, so like Johanna's tmnadiant life.
'Of course,’ she said simply, 'what other reasardcthere be? Oh,
Struan, Struan, Struan!" and she was in his arms.

Presently, aware of their audience, they drew apbnv her father

looked happy, smiling. Maria couldn't imagine hdwe'sl not seen his
likeness to Athol before. She put her arms abautdnd kissed him,

said, 'Do we have to hold post-mortems? Your fatred mother

won't, I'm sure ... and | feel if my mother weredheshe'd be glad you
and | know each other.’

His face eased back into its sad lines againiriktive'll have to go
into old wrongdoings. It's the price | must pay fay incredibly
unfeeling behaviour of years ago. My worst punishimg guessing
at what Sadie went through. It's not much goodgol slidn't know. |
just wanted to be free. I've been dishonest in strmgs, weak,
above all abominably selfish. | deserted Jane ailor@ecountry not
her own ... I've lived hard, jumped ship in hatfazen foreign ports,
lived hand to mouth. They told me at WillowfieldhitiJane had a gem
of a husband in Colin Willoughby. Thank God forttha

Maria said softly, 'Not all her memories could hdeen hard ones,
Father. She kept your Christmas song all thosesyddever a
Christmas passed without her singing that. She st thought of
you at that time, perhaps prayed for you then.’'

It took Blaise a moment to get control of his voagain. 'Fifteen
years ago | had a change of heart, through a dhagilthe Seamen's
Mission. | owe everything | am to him. It was atEmglish port. He
got me a job with a very fine chap. | managed 1p hen through an
appalling run of bad luck in his business—we pulteadgether, and



when he died he left it to me. | couldn't have cdrame a pauper to
sponge on my parents, | had to prove | could pyseif up by my
own bootlaces. | was nearly ready to come back wheaell, | had to
pull out a good deal of capital to meet an emergema decided to
make it up before | ‘came back.’

'l know," said Maria. 'You heard about the disastrdlood at
Heronshaw and paid the money into the estate.'

He looked embarrassed. 'But that solicitor said hever tell without
permission. How did it get out?"

'It didn't." She was smiling. "Your mother knewibgtinct.'

She was still within the curve of Struan's arm. elggs were shining.
‘Father, it will be all right. All we have to do was take you home.'

He said, 'l must take Sadie with me when | go.dswhe who gave
me the courage to take this final step.'

Maria turned to Struan. 'How did you know | wasd¥eHow could
you?'

He laughed. 'What a day! | was still thumping mathwou because
you wouldn't marry me. Everything in me shoutedtbat you loved
me, that homesickness was no excuse. | was detdrhimouldn't let
you go, thought I'd live in England if you wouldhdve it any other
way. All the time we were moving the sheep | wamnping another
showdown with you. | told Grandfather, who was ppadled as |

was; he said for goodness' sake go and do it nowvjfd couldn't

manage it, he'd come and lend a hand ... | showeret across to
Amber Knoll and found you'd gone to town.

'l told Aunt Alberta the story. She said in thase@erhaps you'd gone
to book a flight, but not to worry, things were paping that would
probably mean you'd never leave Heronshaw. | thbalgh'd gone



mad, but hadn't time to dally, and shot after ydvewshe said you'd
only just gone. By the time you got to Hyderabad&owasn't far
behind you, but | got held up along Carlisle Stresen a lorry
dropped a load of cartons all over the road. Isadiall round looking
for your car. What a hopel—then | remembered yod aAumint
Alberta often parked right along Marine Paradéut. | went to the
south end, not the north. Then | had a strokea¥,land caught sight
of you being helped into a car by a man and woraw. were off
before | could turn and | only just got a glimpgeyou coming into
the motel car-park. | had to find parking and wasped by the fact
I'd no idea of the man's name; | cooked up a laeedt the office of
looking for my wife, who'd told me she was goingteet someone
here, but had forgotten his name, but he wasdihler-haired, and
wearing a light suit.

‘They were most suspicious—no wonder!—and madet starnk of
getting rid of me. | sneaked back in the side emgaand have been
systematically knocking on doors, making up oddissdooking for
you. When | got here | heard Maria's voice and ¢inbushe was
crying. Sorry about that, sir.'

The phone rang. Blaise Mandeville flinched, palde said to Maria,
‘That'll be Aunt Alberta. I—you speak to her. Tiek if they want to
see me.'

It wasn't Alberta, it was Johanna, and she gotstieek of her life
when she heard Maria's voice. 'What on earth avedging there,
darling?""

Maria gave a low laugh. 'Getting to know my fath@ran. Isn't it
wonderful? And Struan's here too. I've just prochigemarry him.'

She'd never heard Johanna's voice sound so yoordjjrey. 'That
just crowns the day! How relieved Athol and Albentdl be! Now,



would you tell that stupid son of mine that | camdit to hear his
voice till he gets home. Put him on the line.'

Maria held out the phone to her father, heard rag $viother, oh,
Mother," and she motioned Struan outside. They chévea railing,
stood looking at a little tinkling fountain in tleeurtyard.

Struan said, 'All will be well, darling. This wilbe a big day for
Heronshaw.' He laughed. 'l was right, wasn't I? tAAlbertawasup
to something.’

‘She was,' she said, laughing, and suddenly aidemwent out of the
day. She told him about finding the long- lost le&ms.

He said, holding her hand, 'And you were just gdimgyo away,
without telling us that indeed two daughters of féamily had found
the treasure?'

'It seemed best. | know | was a goose not to stispeldith would
think | knew her little brother died, because wiiba twins were
born, she called the boy Stuart after her brothénought Struan
could be the Gaelic form of that name. And | thduglu saying you
didn't know who your mother was, was because yain'dwant
Sadie's tragedy of long ago talked about.’

‘Never mind, all is told now. What fun it will beetling that treasure
out! And listen, love, how about you and me and tAAlberta having
dinner with Judith and Ramsay tonight, leaving @father and
Gran alone with their son, as it used to be? Sdmuare can be said
to bridge the years if there's not a crowd.'

That's a lovely idea. When my father's finishedlmphone, would
you ring Judith? | imagine they're in a great stdtension there.’

Presently Blaise came out. Signs of recent ematiere on his face
for all to read. 'I'm to get Sadie and bring her. ¥e're to have lunch



there. Mother, bless her heart, is sure that by nawe in the last
stages of starvation." He hesitated and said, 8\ging to give

Judith time to get used to the idea, but lateraxhié&and | are going to
marry. In any case, | must give her time to belyealre.'

Struan went in to ring Judith, leaving Maria alomigh her father.

There was a bitter-sweet flavour about this retediop, but time

would take care of that. Struan came out grinnihgdith says she'll
never get the relationships in this family straggtgd out now her
adopted brother is about to become her brotheamn-br would it be

easier to say her half-sister's husband ... ayduf stepsister and
brother come out, what relation will she be to tRem

They came to Heronshaw in the late afternoon. Blarsl Sadie were
In one car, Struan and Maria in the other. Struegps on to Hibiscus

Hill so the folk at Heronshaw should have no wisessto their

reunion.

Judith, dear Judith, was starry-eyed. She caugheM@aher, unshed
tears in her eyes. 'Only you will understand hdeel. It will help me

beyond measure to know you too are having to risave any

resentment, any bitterness. We'll be one in thisAother's sake. I've
never seen her like this before, so | can't heipgoglad for her. And
for Gran and Grandfather.'

There was a festive air about the Hibiscus Hilhéir table, already
set. Unlit candles at the ready, low bowls of rasesach end, but in
pride of place, most unexpectedly, the Spergne aMaad glimpsed
in the hidey-hole. Christie had mentioned the elpbts and things at
the breakfast- table, and Judith had gone up akeblasunt Alberta
to investigate with her. They'd worked like Trojdaogestore them to
gleaming order. It had three tiers, and little olastill bearing faint
marks of tamish, linked exquisitely fashioned sildeer together



round the scalloped edges. A coffee-set was palishe, and an
excited Christabel, words tumbling out of her, mfied them that a
lot of stuff was still in the kitchen waiting to loéeaned.

‘But there's this ... look ... they just washed ihi soap and water.
That's all it wanted, Uncle Struan. Mummy said slas sure you'd
find a use for it. Why you?'

Struan looked at the small square of black velvettAAlberta had
laid upon the white tablecloth. On it lay a peanbr Ellaline's ring
that Parehuia, Ramsay's forebear, had saved soalpmgl'll show
you, Christie.' He picked it up, held out his hdmdMaria's left hand.
'l can't help it if you longed for diamonds, swessttt, or if it doesn't
fit, because I'll have it altered. But it couldn& any other ring for
you, daughter of the Mandevilles, could it?' Heséd it on, kissed
her in front of them all. 'Almost a perfect fitg Isaid, ‘a good omen.’

A noise from the doorway made them turn. Four psofthol and
Johanna, Blaise and Sadie. Maria took the room atura

‘Grandmother ... Grandfather!" she cried exultantign, 'Let's drink
a toast to the one who brought it about... my Adiberta!’

Later that night, under the moon again, up at Blaig€yrie, Maria
shut into the hardness and hunger of Struan'saindoubts swept
away, they were, at last, blessedly alone.

Struan looked down the valley, across the fieldsl@fonshaw. 'Oh,
look, Maria, the light's going on in Blaise's otsbm. As soon as they
knew, they moved the old furniture back. But it vidre for long,
because Judith said to me tonight that she woutdst any shadow
on his new chance of happiness for her mother eSadi Blaise will
five in Napier. He'll open a branch of his businkeee. They'll have
frequent trips to Britain, where Sadie'll be aldesee her son. She



deserves something like that. Gran and Grandfathiémove to
Amber Knoll with Aunt Alberta, and we'll bring upuofamily in the
safety and security of Heronshaw. What say yohab, sweetheart?'

‘Sounds like all this and Heaven too! said Malaghing. She
reached up, kissed him.

Struan laughed back at her, the blue eyes glifigtgeen their fair
lashes. 'Yes, Heaven and then some!" and gatherezidse.



