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The happiness of Daisy's sister and her husbandiweatened by
the unexpected return of Richard Lingard.

So the two young women carefully worked out a fdbil him-- but
the repercussions of scheming were rather surgrtsibaisy...



CHAPTER ONE

FrRoOM when, she was a child Daisy Penrose had knowrb#wuse
she looked as though butter wouldn't melt in heutimenost of the
time she could get away with murder.

She was a honey of a girl with flaxen curls ancebhyes and the
proverbial peaches-and-cream complexion. Five fomthing and
slimly rounded, she looked younger than her twéwty-years, and
because she was slightly short-sighted she terdsadvey the world
with an air of breathless vulnerability that smaathner path no end.

The men who fell for her usually wanted to makedkeisions, and
were quite disappointed when they found she hddensl mind of
her own. Most of the time they refused to belig¢ysa she never went
short of admirers. She attracted men like beekeédchbneypot, and
that was lovely, and she knew how lucky she was.

This morning the sun was streaming through the owsdof the
Public Library where she worked. Dust motes damgesthimmering
shafts, and the sun caught Daisy's softly curledamal turned it into
white gold.

She took back three books from an old lady who wa®gular
customer and a voracious reader, and said, 'lsrat beautiful
morning?'

The old lady agreed that it was, and added thatvsisealways sure of
a smile when she came in here, and would Daisy teihind a nice
love story? She knew the kind.

Hundreds of people used this library, but Daisy &apbod memory
for the tastes of those who liked to be advised,@d Mrs Parsons'
heroes all had to be the brooding kind. So londpeyg were mean and
moody Mrs Parsons was hooked, and Daisy went dlomghelves



hunting for stories of bad-tempered men whom shegoally would
not have touched with a bargepole. Mrs Parsons @féhtppy.

Daisy loved books, the feel and the smell of therwall as the words
on the pages inside. Working among books delightsdas other
girls enjoyed Working in dress shops or on cosmetianters. She
got a sensuous pleasure from it, as well as theaahstimulation of
being a busy librarian in a town that catered 6arists as well as
residents.

In a small way she was a writer herself. She hachyd been
Imaginative, making up stories as a child, writthgm down as soon
as she could write. Sometimes now she got shatestpublished in
magazines, she contributed articles to the localspaper and she
was working on a full-length book.

The book was more a hobby than a serious literadetaking. She
had begun her saga of the dark Lingards three pemr.sProgress had
been slow because she was enjoying the researatmgwand
rewriting with no urgency at all. If it never reachthe library shelves
it would become part of the family archives of Q4duse, where the
Lingards had lived for over four hundred years, #mel Lingards
were Daisy's family.

Tonight, after work, she hurried round to the afficof theRedford

Post.It stood on a corner in the market square, orlagge Victorian

house, but the newspaper's offices for the lagtyeéars or so. Inside,
the once-wide hall had been partitioned, the grofloor plan of

rooms completely redesigned. But upstairs officesewstill the old

bedrooms, with picture rails, deep skirting boar@sd open

fireplaces where fires burned during the winter then

The room for which Daisy was heading had been tresten
bedroom, and now housed the desks and filing ctio€ the
features editorial staff. Daisy knew everyone ineheshe had been



taking in freelance contributions since she leffiost; and those who
were still around—it was the end of the day—gredtedcheerfully.

Including the features editor, Margaret Cooksorny, age between
twenty-eight and thirty-eight, slick in a cameltsaind a scarlet silk
blouse, and with her dark hair in a swinging friddeob. She had
Daisy's latest article on the desk in front of laard although Daisy
had been asked to write this one she was stidvetl when Margaret
said, 'Yes, it's fine, just what we wanted."'

The paper often ran articles about historic honmeb @aces in the
area of their readership, and last week Margamshal, "\Would Mr
Lingard let us take some pictures of Oak House?ellmeust be
something interesting you could write about a pkhe¢ old.'

There certainly is,' Daisy had replied, 'enougffilt@a book. In fact
I'm working on a book around one of the family ledg, and I'd love
to do an article on it." And so she had, and asahdown in the chair
facing Margaret Margaret said,

'‘Spooky tale. Did it really happen?'

‘Everything in that article is supposed to be f&ete double-spaced
typewritten pages contained the nucleus of theystérthe dark
Lingards. 'I'm having to pad it out in the bookcofirse.' Keeping to
the facts as closely as she could, but havinguenhconversations
and situations because it had all happened sodgag

There was an old sepia photograph Daisy had broalfgtg to
lllustrate the article, and Margaret picked that mpw with an
appreciative lift to her smile. 'Very dishy," safidrgaret.

Daisy nodded, 'They all were. Dishy and dangerdim'photograph
showed head and shoulders of a young man, anduglthihe print
had faded the effect was still electric enough &kenyou gasp. 'But



he was the last of them,' said Daisy, ‘and he wizsl kn the hunting
accident in 1877.' She sighed. 'A shame, really.’

Margaret agreed, putting down the photograph rahilit and
moving her head to see if the piercing eyes folwéey did; it was
a striking face even in this watered-down versideaven knows
what the living man must have been like.

'If he'd hung on until 1880,' said Daisy gailymight have suggested
he was Jack the Ripper. Can't you see that facengaahyou through
the fog?'

‘You're prejudiced,’ Margaret laughed, 'he dodenk like Jack the
Ripper to me.'

By now the three men and a woman, who were at aouhd the
other desks, were joining in. The theatre and dititic said it wasn't a
face he'd care to meet in a dark alley, but theidaswriter said she
wasn't so sure about that.

'‘Well,' said Daisy, 'they all had pretty lurid lwges- there were four
of them altogether. This one was the last.'

'‘Maybe the next generation?' suggested the fask@parter, and
Daisy shrilled in mock indignation.

‘Do you mind? That's my sister's sons you're tgliabout, and |
promise you Alison won't produce any dark Lingdr@&he smiled
mischievously. 'Nor will Keith, the respectability the line is safe
with them.’

‘That could be a pity," said Margaret, and althobgiisy went on
smiling she was serious in saying,



‘They're best as history. They made things muclitety when they
were around in the flesh, and Oak House is so p@aegerything is
so beautiful there. I'm glad the black streak bdnts=elf out.’

v.'Perhaps it is for the best." Margaret Cookson \hsited the old
house, and Daisy's cottage in the grounds, andesiadled the black
and white structure, the mullioned windows, thested chimneys.
Even the barns and outhouses of jthe farm—Oak Hbadealways
been a farmhouse— were built in stone that had pédwna of
centuries. It was set in a village, miles from avro in rolling

countryside, and Margaret, who had a labour-satomgn flat that
suited her perfectly, hoped Oak House would alvegg the way it
was, part of the national heritage.

A weary-looking youngish man came in, toting a pigoapher's load,
and brightened at sight of Daisy. It had been gedrthat she should
take Jack Brady to Oak House with her, where heldvtake a
photograph of an oil painting of the first dark gard, that still hung
on the dining-room wall.

'I've been at a play-school most of the morning fdid Daisy as they
walked downstairs together, 'and | couldn't getlittie perishers to
sit still for two seconds together. I'm about wourt.'

‘You shouldn't have much trouble with this sitt@&aisy comforted
him. 'He'll be still for you.'

As she had known she was getting a lift home sklechaght a bus
this morning instead of coming to work in her owttld car. Jack

Brady's car stood in the office parking lot thatl lmence been part of
the garden, and when he pointed it out to Daisytistxeght she might
have recognised it because the car looked likentser. Not old by a

long stretch, but dull and dispirited.



Daisy's car was a third-hand banger, but she kepttirome shining
and the red paintwork bright, and a boyfriend wlas\a design artist
had painted a daisy—golden centre and white pinetil petals—on
the door. Hers was a good little car, it went l&kdoird, humming

along, but as she took her seat in Jack Brady'scleebhe wasn't
surprised to hear it splutter complainingly as henéd on the

ignition.

They drove through the town and took the road e direction of
Daisy's village, and Jack said conversationallyritidg a book,
then?'

'Yes.'
'So am |. My third.’

Daisy was impressetDo you write under your own name? | work ir
the library, you know, | may have—»-'

'‘None of them published," he said glumly. 'Westethsnakes a
change from wedding photographs.’ The photographisappeared
m thePostwere rarely exciting, and Jack Brady was the pipaioher
who usually got the routine jobs. Daisy hoped hpyad himself
writing about the old Wild West. She said,

'‘My book's escapism too. Not about today. It's dnisél,
semi-documentary.’

‘What's the plot?’

‘Something that happened in the house | almostrividy sister does
live there, she married Keith Lingard of Oak HoEksem, and back in
James the First's time the young mistress of thusdndad an affair
with a dark stranger.’



'l think I've read this book," said Jack, but Daséywok her golden
curls at him.

‘No, you haven't, and it did happen, there arerdscof it, letters and
things. Some said he was a pirate and some sawséhe devil.'

‘Thedevil?' Jack turned to give her an astonished look ticggealong
in the traffic that was leaving town. Daisy shrugge

'Oh, they were always on the lookout for the dewvthose days, they
thought he was turning up everywhere, all oveiplaee.' She settled
herself more comfortably. '‘Anyhow, there was tHfaiaand a son
was born.'

'‘With a patch over his eye and cloven hooves?' Jaakaged a
chuckle and Daisy smiled with him so that he thdwghat a pretty
girl she was.

'‘No,' she said, 'with a dark visage and a crookeitesaccording to
the first account, and the dead image of the daskger. He got the
house too, although there was a brother two yddes.bShe dropped
her voice to a hoarse whisper, playing up the malod. 'The brother
fell out of a window when they were alone in a romgether.'

'Did he?' said Jack. 'And you're writing about Him?

'‘And the others. Dark Lingards turned up from timéime. Four of
them in all. I'm on Frederick the Georgian one nb\.abducted an
heiress and forced her to become his wife.'

‘Your sister picked a rum family to marry into." M®ndered if her
sister looked like her. He had seen Daisy in tiie@bccasionally, he
didn't really know her, nor anything about the langs, but she had a
bubbling joy of life that raised a man's spirit® télt less weary than
he had done ten minutes ago.



'Oh, the Lingards are very solid country stockd $2aisy. "Yeoman

farmers." They were into the countryside now, ane l®oked out

over the broad fields. It had been a lovely dayiam@s going to be a
lovely evening, the blue sky was tinged with rosgip. She said, 'It's
well over a hundred years since a dark Lingard s, so | think

we've seen the last of them. Now tell me about ypoaks.'

Oak House was well back from the road, up a widekirFarmlands
spread away to the horizon and over the hills, tames stood along
the hedgerows. Daisy knew and loved every inclnisfland, every
tree, and as the car passed a small copse atithefghe track to the
house she said, "There's my home.'

There was a cottage, built on to a barn, backethégpindly trees.
Not so old as the house, but in Cotswold stone aitifed roof. Red
check gingham curtains brightened the windows, armtass door
knocker, shaped like a horseshoe, gleamed aghmsthite-painted
door.

‘Very nice,' said Jack Brady.

Daisy thought so. She had been born in that cottagk so was
Alison. The sisters were the fourth generation ehBses to live
there. Until their father died there had alwaysrbaePenrose man
working on the farm, butmechanisation had redubedwork force

so much it didn't matter that the last of the Wmere girls; and that
both”ad chosen other professions, Daisy becomikhigrarian, and

Alison working in a bank until she married.

When their father died, four years ago, the gidd ktayed on in the
cottage. Old Robert Lingard who owned the farm &ladhys treated
them as family, always approved of Alison as areiwife for Keith.
There had been no obstacles to that match. Frotdhclod the
Penrose girls and the orphaned grandson of Robeustiser John had
grown up together, like brother and sisters, uslison and Keith



declared themselves in love, which suited everybddey were
nearing their second wedding anniversary, and adeR was still
saying that the smartest thing young Keith had el@re was to
marry Alison.

Alison now lived in the farmhouse, of course. ltsmMamblingly
inconvenient with far more rooms shut up than viretese, and Daisy
was always being urged to move in too. But sheddwer cottage,
and she smiled when folk said that living alone #ulated was
risky.

She had two dogs, only one really counted as aegiat but the
other was a good yapper, and some stout locks@tsldn doors and
windows. She always felt safe in the cottage, amteo/ou started
letting fear dictate to you you could end up afta@ross a road.

Jack Brady hadn't seen Oak House before, and h&tladhias they
reached it. 'That is a picture,’ he said, and Dhisgmed with the
pride of ownership she always felt towards thisdeou

Perhaps in more class-conscious days the farm wsfenilies were

'kept in their place’, but Daisy and Alison had aj® called Robert
Lingard 'Uncle Bob', and Daisy had run in and dudak House from

a child, never needing to knock on a door. The a@ouas always

open to her, and long before Alison married Kefteré had been a
kinship, close as a blood relationship, betweerPierose girls and
the boy and the ageing man who lived in the bigskou

It was in the library here that Daisy's love of keavas fostered. The
Lingards weren't academics, but they were hoar@derd,one large
room was lined with shelves and hundreds of bobkdortunately
even the oldest weren't worth a great deal, busyDlaad catalogued
them all, and kept them in order, and often speet afternoons
straining her eyes reading the abominable print.



The Lingards were her family. She knew them fromirtipictures,
from spidery signatures on the flyleaves of bodkmn the trunks
and drawers and boxes of family papers that hadinagkated
through the centuries. And she couldn't remembearvgine had first
heard the story of the dark Lingards.

She had grown up with that. It had been the thHuagtight reach out
and grab you when you played hide and seek anddfgonrself

alone in an unused part of the house. The roont) biger the

courtyard, from which the brother had fallen, hag empty from
long before Daisy's day, and wild horses wouldattehgot her near
the window, because if you stood there you mightpgshed. Keith
and Alison had always been able to make her ruhefy told her, ‘A

dark Lingard's coming to take you away.'

Now childhood was long over, and the dark Lingavese no longer
bogeys, but they still had a fascination for hdre $ouldn't leave
them alone. She would probably be getting this bmgether for
years yet.

All houses as old as Oak House have legends,malliés going back
as far as the Lingards have black sheep, but ita@®ven fact that
the reprobates among the Lingards looked eerikgeali

There was no portrait of one of them, just letmd a journal that
numbered Roger among the dark Lingards. But a ipgirdnd a
miniature and a photograph, spanning the first thedlast and the
Georgian one between, could almost have been the s&an.

Apart from them the Lingards had an unbroken-laveidiag
community-serving record. But the men with the &ex smiles
were the ruthless ones, an alien breed. The moigy Dialved into
their records the more incredible it seemed they ttould have any
connection at all with Uncle Bob and Keith.



As the car drew up round the side of the housd¢héystable block,
Daisy pointed to a latticed window. That's wherefélg or was

pushed,' she said, 'the top end window,' and Jeatty§ound himself
staring at the cobblestones, and reflecting howldhe window was

for a man to crash through by accident. As thoulis tvas

yesterday's crime instead of happening three hdngars ago. He
said,

The place hasn't changed much, has it?'

'‘Not outside,' said Daisy. 'Not too much insidezept that there isn't
the money about these days. There used to be homdesstables, of
course, and there were grooms and gardeners andisahold staff.
Now there's my sister and nanny and whoever thegeato come in
and give them a hand.’

She opened a door into a flagstoned passage andidg® came
running to greet her; a perky little West Highlaedrier, his rough
coat snowy white and his eyes bright as black dredapand a very
large pekingese.

The terrier went crazy, jumping up and circling mdu barking in
almost demented joy. The peke moved stolidly imuddtering the
terrier aside, sitting upright so that he lookéa lone of the Queen's
Beasts until Daisy scratched the top of his heablsand, 'Hello, I'm
home,' then moving back without hurry while sheoge up the
squirming, yapping terrier.

'Is he yours?' asked Jack. .'Yes.'

'It's not hard to tell that." The terrier was nuzglagainst her neck,
and she was laughing, holding her head back fresldabbery kisses.
‘That's something like a welcome! Is thej>eke ymster's dog?’

‘No, he's mine too.'



'He doesn't seem so affectionate.’

'‘Depends what you mean by affection,' said Ddisyou hit me Woo
would run like a rabbit, but Cooch there would goyour throat.'

The peke was a very big dog by pekingese standaiitts,broad
shoulders, pugnacious jaw and unblinking eyes, sk Brady
decided he preferred the terrier. When Daisy puirdthe terrier he
bent to pat it, and was rewarded by a friendly oitfe tail. He didn't
touch the peke. The peke's expression was notfyien

A door from the passage opened into a kitchen wAksen Lingard
was putting the finishing touches to a plate giend) a pastry 'rose’
and four 'leaves' on top. She wore a white bib4apher hands were
covered in flour, and she smiled, 'l hoped I'd h&awee to make
myself look respectable before you came. Sorry athus!'

‘This is Jack Brady from thPost,'said Daisy. 'This is my sister
Alison Lingard." Alison had been expecting the plgoapher. She
had intended to have the cooking done before Caisyed with him,
but the washing machine had played up this morniSpe
milk-glossed the top of her pie and asked,

'Will you have a cup of tea, Mr Brady, before mgter introduces
you to our skeleton in the cupboard?’

'‘What? Oh, you mean the dark Lingard. No, thank yautea.' They
were good-looking girls, he thought, both of themd fond of each
other—the smiling glance they exchanged had shbat t

Alison was taller, her hair was copper red andsgiuke and moved
briskly, looking less of a dreamer than Daisy. Afiswas a born
homemaker. She had been an efficient and consausniiank clerk,
but she was a marvellous farmer's wife, good cgokd manager,
good interior decorator.



Oak House was rather shabby these days; the fadmtpavay, but
the affluent times were over. The Lingards wererpothan they had
ever been, and Alison spent as much time as shkl euth a
paintbrush in her hand, emulsioning the fading svdtlwouldn't be
her fault if the rooms were no longer bright anduidul. She loved
the place, as daisy did, and she had always loedith Kand she asked
no more of life than the chance to go on lookingrafier home and
her family.

Til show you the picture, then,' said Daisy. Jac&dy followed her,
admiring carving and panelling. Through one opeord® glimpsed
dust-sheeted furniture, but there was no smell efagl or air of
neglect. That might be ahead, a place this siz¢ baua liability, but
right now it was still a home, and laughter soundatiral in it, when
he looked at the painting and said,

‘Seeing him, | think his brother was pushed,' aatg{laughed.

The dining room had Victorian furniture, a long raghny table with
a dozen matching chairs around it, and a heavyedavak sideboard
almost filling one wall. The pictures were courngigenes, except for
the oil painting of the man. Tiny hair cracks aleogave it a mosaic
effect, and the black tunic and lace collar dat@dciouple of hundred
years before the faded photograph Daisy had take#o ihe
newspaper office. But this man, with the thin dadustache and the
pointed beard, had the same mocking, saturninare=satHe was not
smiling, but you felt that if he did it would beceooked smile; and the
dark eyes seemed to hide sinister secrets.

'He pushed him,' said Jack Brady again. His voaeaded loud, and
he began to fix lights for taking his picture whilaisy sat on the
table's edge, swinging feet crossed at the ankles.



She said, 'You think so? I've always given him blemefit of the
doubt, but the dark Lingards did seem to make theim
opportunities.’

'If they looked like him I'm sure they did.' He e straight at the
portrait again, and it was like it was when he waiing his Wild
West tales and could outstare a gun-slinger bedauwsesn't real. If
that man had been alive Jack Brady knew he would baen scared
to death of him. He shivered, although it was warithere.

The two sisters waved Jack Brady off. Alison, withber apron now,
turned to Daisy as the car disappeared and askdxt married?'

'l don't know," said Daisy.

‘You're not interested in him?' As Daisy begarat@gh Alison did too
and said,

‘Sorry. It's just—well, you know--'

'It's just that you want me married off,' said Qaiand Alison
protested,

'‘No, | don't. Not until you meet the right man.eStad always known
that Keith was right for her and she wished thasi{paould find the
same sweet certainty. She did want Daisy marrieaydd then they
would come and live in Oak House.

Alison had plans for making a self-contained flat Daisy and her
husband, that she was keeping to herself for the lieing, although
she knew that Keith and Uncle Bob would agree. Ewdbaisy

insisted on staying on in the cottage it would b#dy if there was a
man there too. The cottage was too isolated farl @iy her own. It

worried Alison, but arguing did no good. Daisy., wwlooked as
though she couldn't say boo to a goose, couldutdstn as a mule.



'I've told you,' she was saying now, 'l won't mioeing a spinster
aunt.’

'‘Patience,’ said Alison, 'all in good time."' Thiasra wonderful place
for children, this rambling old house, fresh aidapen countryside.
Here children would grow strong and happy, as Aliand Keith and
Daisy had done. “And I've told you,' said Alisdhat | shall expect
some cousins for my children to play with.'

The sisters went back into the kitchen, a big cotafide room that
was now used for family meals, and usually in thienengs unless
there was company. Alison began to lay the tabléoiar while Daisy
helped herself to gingerbread out of the, biscnit t

‘The washer blew up this morning,' said Alisord fot it full of
sheets and all of a sudden there was this bang.’

The laundry room led off the kitchen, and Daisyngked towards the
door with some trepidatiorBlew up?'

Alison peered into one of the saucepans, simmenmite stove, and
said, 'Died on me. There was this bang and thatityasd | had to
take out all the sheets and wash them in the sidldey them outside.
Good job it was a good drying day, | didn't eveménBlanny to help
me. She went into Woodmont with the men.’

Nanny, Miss Moreton, was all that was left of thustling staff of the
thirties. She had helped to rear Keith and the srtgls Penrose
girls, and although she was given to lamentinggthed old gracious
days she was a stalwart in the war against inflatétne shopped with
an avid eye for the best buy, and she was alwagdyréo help in
Alison's do-it-yourself painting and decorating.riegret there was
that she was riot surefooted enough to climb lasltlezse days, but
within her scope she worked like a Trojan.



The menfolk, old Robert and Keith, had been toammieultural sale,

and Nanny had gone along for the ride. When thetsigp brake

returned she was the first out, and the first theohouse, sniffing the
aroma of baking. Of course” Alison was a good csbk, had taught
her herself. She smiled at her two girls, and tu&eDaisy, 'Eating
biscuits? You'll spoil your appetite. Put thatdway!

‘Yes, Nanny,' said Daisy.

'I'll get out of my hat and coat and have a biaefash,' said Nanny,
and went off to her room, which was still next tmam that had been
the nursery and would never be again. Because wilisan and
Keith's children came along it would be their mothmo cared for
them. They would sleep and play and live in thathafahe family.

Daisy and Alison laughed silently at each othemmNeés bossiness
was her way of caring, and she cared more for ttexm she did for
herself. She made them smile when she ordereddbent, but they
never hurt her feelings if they could help it.

Daisy took out another biscuit, then shut the hd aeplaced the tin
on the dresser shelf, and said, 'I'm expectingaal goeal, but it is a
new place, | don't know what the food's like amdhate my turn to
start rumbling.'

Daisy usually took her evening meal here unless stk a date.
Tonight she had. She had been invited to dinnarratently opened
roadhouse and she should be getting along to t&geoand getting
ready to be collected, but she lingered to sayhsellUncle Bob and
Keith.

The men came in together and Alison went into Keginms, making,
as Daisy always thought, a super pair. Their qambrace—his hug,
her lips brushing his cheek—was over in a momeuit,shid more
plainly than words that they were right for eacheot



'‘Had a good day?' asked Alison.
'S0-s0, how about you?' Keith included Daisy irt,thad she said,
‘The man came to take a picture of the picture.'

Robert Lingard had seated himself in the big woodenchair he
always used in this room. He was a big man, insoskiventies now,
but with clear blue eyes in a weather- beaten fand, a booming
voice you could hear across any field. Somethin@amsy's voice
made him look closer at her and ask, 'What ab@uaitd she said
slowly, 'l don't think he was sorry to get awayne$esitated. 'l think
he found the portrait—disturbing."'

Alison gasped, 'What do you mean? It didn't faivden him, did it?'
Alison was a practical girl, and so used to thdrpdrhanging there
that she hardly saw it any more. It was like p&the wallpaper. How
could a dingy old painting disturb anyone?

'‘No," said Daisy, 'it didn't fall on him, but | titk he was scared it
might.’

Old Robert grunted. Keith grinned, 'lIf he was thatvous are his
photographs going to come out?'

'He took several,' said Daisy. 'He kept going-€' siacked in and blew
out, mimicking unease. 'l asked him if the lightswarong, if he
wanted the painting moved, and he said no, thé\igis all right. All
the same, he was nervous.'

'‘Oh, you and your dark Lingards!" Alison sounddde INanny. 'l
suppose you pointed that window out to him with tak grisly
details?'

'Of course,’ said Daisy.



'‘No wonder the poor man looked askance at theipgihAlison was
tolerant of Daisy's preoccupation with the searsige of the family
tree. The dark Lingards were as unreal to AlisothasBlack Death,
which had come to the parish in 1556 and takenionkree of the
villagers. They were history, dust, gone for e®art if Daisy wanted
to write about them Alison could think of no reasaMy she
shouldn't.

Robert Lingard had given Daisy the most encouragéenkée didn't
take her literary ambitions very seriously, bysigased him to see her
poring over the old papers, and he enjoyed smdkim@ipe at night
after a hard day's work and listening to what s \uritten.

She was a clever little lass, his Daisy. So wasoHj a fare and
lovely girl and a wife in a million. Old Robert eved he had no
favourite, but in his heart of hearts Daisy wasdading.

Alison knew that, and didn't mind. She was firsthwKeith, and
Daisy was her dear sister, and the pet and bathediousehold.

'‘Who isn't having any dinner?' Keith inquired, sgeonly four places
set.

‘Daisy's got a date,' said Alison.
'‘Same one as last week?' Keith asked.
'‘No,' said Daisy.

'Finished with him, have you?' asked Uncle Bob, Baty opened
big blue eyes,

'Of course not. He's a friend. You don't finishhwhtiends.'

I should see him off,' saild Uncle Bob. 'Never trasman who
mumbles,' and Daisy burst out laughing.



'You'd make any man mumble, asking him what hesand what
his prospects are!

Uncle Bob often took it on himself to question yasdates, as
though he didn't think any of them were good endiaglner. When
she met someone she really cared about she wouddtb&eep him
from here, until he was warned and ready to faceldJBob. So far it
hadn't mattered. There hadn't been anyone who veae than a
friend, with whom she could envisage a deep man-avaman

relationship.

"This one's an accountant,' said Alison.

'‘We've got an accountant,’ said Keith. 'It's admrilve want, another
couple of tiles came off last week. How about fidus a good roof
repairer, Daisy?'

'‘Or a washing machine mechanic," Alison gurglece &id Keith,
‘The washing machine's packed up.'

Daisy left them, laughing, calling, 'See you torart then she
hurried out of the house and down the track towtHrd€opse and the
cottage, with the dogs at her heels, the terriepkey close, the peke
following.

She always liked opening the cottage door and stgppto her own

little kingdom. She hadn't changed much in heree flliniture was

comfortable: chintz rose-patterned covers over apleo of deep

armchairs and a settee; a low button-back firesidair; an old

dresser, a round table, and four lattice-backetxhEhe kitchen was
small but adequate with a bathroom leading offriigl upstairs three
bedrooms, built under the eaves.

Daisy was using one bedroom as a study. She hadielskrin there,
and her typewriter, and all the papers referring=tederick, the
Georgian dark Lingard. Nobody minded what she bnbogt of the



house. Uncle Bob had suggested the miniature hirasdlthat stood
on her desk while she was writing about this paldicgentleman—if
gentleman was the word.

She hurried changing, getting ready for her date was the brother
of a girl who worked with her, and with a few miastto spare before
he was due to arrive to collect her sat on the wafaher feet up.

Michael Langley seemed nice, his sister Anne waga girl, and
Daisy was looking forward to her evening out, the svasn't exactly
breathless with anticipation. Not for the first &rshe wondered if she
was going to end up as a spinster aunt, althougyke thas lots of time
yet.

There was a streak of reserve in Daisy. Casuailvsexnot for her.
She made no song and dance about other peopletsf\ifey but this
was her way, and she was sensitive enough to haedlaffairs so
that no one's pride was too badly bruised. Somstshe was jeered
at as a prude by young men who expected everyogfdncy them,
then she would smile sweetly and say, 'Nobody'sfépe Not even
you.' It was more difficult if they asked her tommyathem, but on the
whole her boy-friends stayed her friends, even #ftey had decided
that Daisy Penrose was a fetching but stubborn gl there was
absolutely nothing they could do about it.

Woo, the terrier, jumped up from his nap on theeplskin rug as she
swung her feet off the sofa, getting underfoot a®tien did. If she
wasn't watching she could regularly rely on Wotrifmher up, and he
nearly sent her sprawling now so that she glarddmtas she side
stepped. 'You are such a dimwit!" she said, angdgged his talil, in
full agreement with whatever she was saying.

The peke, sitting with paws hanging over the edghelow fireside
chair, yawned like one who has seen it all beféte.got under



nobody's feet, and he looked at Daisy with a ne&ndn expression
of shared exasperation as she stroked his silkg.hea

Then his ears lifted a fraction and he began a laglgrowl, taken
up by the terrier in a bout of full-throated incassbarking and a rush
for the door. The peke had hear & a strange cairgpuop the track,
and the terrier was giving the alarm. Woo enjoyatkimg, most of
the time he yapped for no obvious reason, but v@wach clued him
he knew that he was on to a sure thing.

He was making so much noise that Daisy didn't treacar draw up,

and hardly heard the knock on the door. Both dogiewy her when

she opened the door on the chain, Woo barking, IEgamwvling. She

said, 'lt's all right,' to the dogs, and 'Hello,'the man outside, then
closed the door and slipped the chain, while thes peaited and the
terrier yapped on.

When Michael Langley stepped into the cottage he emehanted by
its old-world charm, just as he had been by Daisy
fresh-as-the-morning prettiness. The cute bountg log was part
of the picture, and when Daisy begged, 'Dgbiet,Woo!" which had
no effect at all on the barking, Michael said,

‘Nice little chap.’

Most of her dates petted Woo, who loved it and tgmied for the time
it took to roll over and get his stomach scratclvddi|e Daisy put on
her coat and picked up her handbag.

'I'm fond of dogs,' said Michael, looking at the&kpeand Daisy said
hastily,

‘That one isn't fond of people.’



She locked the door behind them and Woo went darigar'l've been
looking forward to this,' said Michael, and she Idoadmit quite
honestly, 'And so have I.'

It was a successful first date, and Daisy had thtesfaction of
knowing that her escort thought so too. They coegéastes on food
and books and TV programmes and the way the wods going,
their opinions dovetailing, which was reassurind aogured well.

Even to the amenable way Michael said goodnigtiteatoor of the
cottage instead of suggesting a final drink insalthough he knew
she lived alone and most men might have taken aagearof that.
They were going to the theatre next week, and thekwafter that
Daisy thought she might suggest providing a meedie perhaps
asking Anne, Michael's sister, and her fiance tkang a foursome.

The dogs welcomed her home, each in his own waywdren she
went upstairs she was singing happily to hersdie @oor of her
study was open, as she had left it, and glancingtitne desk and the
miniature, took her mind back to the photographek Brady had
taken a few hours ago of the painting. She wondeogdthey would
come out. Tomorrow she would slip into the newspagfece and
inquire.

She closed the study door and went along the &nglihg into her
bedroom. She wanted to go on thinking about Michaa she had
shattered her romantic, dreamy mood, and for tleedf her she
couldn't see hazel eyes for black, or Michael'skmapen features for
a dark visage and a crooked smile ...

The photographs were not bad at all. Margaret hacohe she had
selected on her desk when Daisy turned up at lumehtt should
reproduce quite well, Margaret thought. Some of depth of the
painting was inevitably lost in a black and whitepograph, but side



by side with the old sepia study it should prowet the dark Lingards
came from the same mould.

‘Do you want this?' she asked, handing over tHedatinp proof, and
Daisy thanked her.

The Post was published on Fridays, and the Friday the lartic
appeared lots of Daisy's friends rang up to tellthey'd read it and
ask when the book was due. There hadn't been d_dagérd for a,
hundred years, and the family was not illustriooswgh to have been
publicly chronicled, so this was the first mostté readers of the
Posthad heard of the family scandal. It was quiterenday wonder,
and Daisy was a little celebrity for the best jdra week.

It was also the first that most of her friends anlleagues had heard
about her writing a book, and she almost wishedslda't mentioned
that in the article, because she knew that from anwvery so often
someone would ask if she had finished it yet. Heisurely
indulgence had turned into a task, and somethisgwhs bothering
her that was harder to explain. It was as thoughwes no longer in
charge of her characters.

She sat at the window in her study, with the Georgniniature and
the newspaper reproductions on the desk in fronthef, arid

wondered if she should drop the whole project. s half way

through what had to be a partly fictitious accowftFrederick

Lingard's pursuit of his heiress, but suddenlyllisaemed too real
and too close. She could feel the menace, like egydser, and she
moved impulsively, opening a drawer and puttinthephotographs,
turning the miniature face downwards on the desk.

Then she looked over her shoulder, out of the windde stood
motionless on the track, looking up at her. Dadtleds, dark hair, the
dark Lingard come again ...



CHAPTER TWO

DAIsy stared, too frozen to even blink. When she dideloer eyes
she would not have been surprised if he had vadistieen she
looked again and the whole thing had been imagina warning
that she had the dark Lingards too much on her nidotihe was still
down there, and solid enough to throw a shadow.

She backed from the window. She couldn't remendeding like this
since she was a child, and Alison and Keith hadewder, 'A dark
Lingard's coming to get you.'

She began to walk down the stairs, her fingersbing the handrail.
She didn't want to go outside and meet him;, aljhoall that had
happened was that there was a man out there, \gaibwmards Oak
House, who had stopped to look at her cottageh&®twas no one in
the farmhouse right now she had to ask him who d&and what he
wanted. And perhaps she had imagined his resen@lémdhe
paintings and the photographs.

In the living room she took off her large round cpeles with the
amber frames, that she wore for driving, watchihgd and plays,
and sometimes for working. Most of the time shentlidhind life

being a little myopic, most people and most thilugsk better with
the harsher details softened. She didn't want éotkis man too
clearly and perhaps when she did look at him aglagnwould know
she had made a mistake.

The dogs moved with her, but she said, 'No, stag,hand stepped
out of the cottage, shutting the door quickly behier. Behind the
door Woo began to yap, of course, and she could Geach
growling. Cooch would sense that she was uneasy,she didn't
want him launching an unprovoked attack.



The man was still there, as though he had expéeeth come down
and was waiting for her. He was the right heigmytwere tall; and

the right build, giving an impression of quick-miogi strength,

although he hardly moved. He had the hawklike féoe,hard jaw,

the thick straight dark hair. In the portraits treer had been smooth
and orderly. His fell over his eyes and he tosséack impatiently,

and she thought—they would all do that. She knew éwas here,
but she said automatically, 'Can | help you?'

Instead of answering he asked, 'Who are you?'
‘Miss Penrose.’

‘Not Daisy, the authoress?'

'I'm Daisy Penrose.'

He was smiling now. She had never seen the croskel@é before,

only read of it. It was a wicked smile, a flashwdfite teeth, voice and
eyes bright and mocking. 'l don't believe it,' h&lsoftly. 'l was sure
Daisy Penrose would be a little old lady with silair.'

It was an old-fashioned name, it did sound likétkelold lady, but
there was no way in which she could have smiled.bBlce muscles
of her face and throat were so rigid it almost barspeak. 'Who are
you?' she said jerkily. 'What do you want?"'

'I'm Richard Lingard." Hugo the first, Roger, Frade of the
miniature, the Victorian Charles of the photogragid now Richard.

Richard spoke with a slight American accent, tlzat to be a change,
and there was no way of knowing if they had all beelsame slow
drawling voice.

She had never contemplated meeting a dark Lingsggahould have
been extinct, and she was still staring at him daae when he said,



'‘Good morning, it's been a pleasureto meet yous Misnrose,' as
though he was going to continue his walk up tohbese. »

Then she got out, 'All the family have gone to clhir

Nanny and Uncle Bob always did, on Sunday morniAdjson and
Daisy and Keith less regularly. This morning onhai§y had
defaulted, oversleeping, and had stayed behindptihe one here
when the dark Lingard came home.

She shook her head, trying to shake sense backhertanuddled
mind, because whoever he was this was not his home.

The spire of the church rose in silhouette overttbe- tops and she
looked towards it, willing him to go, telling hifThey'll be coming
out in ten minutes or so. You could walk round arekt them.'

'l wouldn't know them," he explained, gently asuiio she was the
village idiot. 'I'll walk up to the house and wtitere.'

They should know him. They knew what the dark Liaigalooked
like, and of course they would find him if he waitentil the service
ended. Congregations were sparse enough theseAlags. had to
do was stand there, and the first person who caneauld point out
the Lingards to him. It was as though he were mioterested in
seeing the house than the family, and as he tumedlk up the wide
track she said, 'I'll come with you.'

He raised an eyebrow, and she flinched as thessased to probe
into her brain. She wasn't being helpful and hewkite She was
staying with him because she felt that she mugi keesye on him, as
though he was a thief in the night although it Wwesad day.

The questions she should be asking were obviousr&Vhad he
come from and exactly what kind of relation was Be®her tongue



was sticking to the roof of her mouth «find he tawkfurther notice of
her.

He walked with a long fast stride, unsmiling nowissimg nothing,
she was sure. The artists had got the eyes rigky, were piercing,
and she was convinced that he would forget no sidgtail of what
he saw.

Wherehad he come from? He had walked up the drive, noHdar.
was wearing dark slacks, a navy blue shirt with tthge couple of
buttons undone, and a dark blue and red kerchiettdah around his
throat; he carried nothing. He hadn't come faressihe had left his
car in the road at the bottom of the track. Daigdtto be calm, but
she could still hardly believe her own eyes.

Now he was looking up at the house, saying nothigexpression
showing nothing. Then he began to walk around ithes sowards the
stable block and the back of the house, all the mating, checking.
Well, that was how it seemed, as though he washwredgthe place
up for some reason.

Standing by the stable block, Daisy found herseldlimg her breath,
waiting to see if he would stare at the top enddew a fraction

longer. That showed how jittery she was, wondeffilg knew what

had happened in that room up there, and if thesesnah a thing as
reincarnation and all the dark Lingards were reaflg man.

Pull yourself together before you go right out ofuy tiny mind, she
chided herself. But when he went towards the bamir dhat she
knew was locked her instincts warned her agaitigdehim into the
house, and she wished she had the courage to darachess. If she
pretended she didn't have a key he would get goas as the family
returned, but at least she wouldn't have let him And what
difference would that make? And how could it métter



At the door he turned to look at her. "You wangtoin?' she asked,
feeling the words dragged out of her, and he smied crooked
smile.

‘Thank you,' he said, as though her offer had lze@mole-hearted
welcome.

There was nothing she could do but go for the sgayethat was
hidden in the stable block. She could have retuhwede for her own
front door key to Oak House, and by then the fastiguld have been
back from church, but that might mean leaving henehalone, and
she felt that he should be watched, guarded ag#&iesivas a threat
on which she was unwilling to turn her back.

She came out quickly with the key, then walked $jaw put it into
the keyhole and turn. She let him in first, andaent ahead of her
down the passage. A tall man with broad shouldiéinsg the narrow
passage, and striding on with an arrogance thatesgeut of place in
a visitor and a stranger, even if he did carryLtinmgard name.

He walked past the domestic quarters into the hatl, she said, 'In
here, please,' and opened the study door. If shle hon into that

room she could watch out for the family, becauseas at the front of
the house. She could tap on the window and beckdrcall them in,

but he didn't seem to hear her.

He was examining the paintings on the panelled aradl she spoke
loudly. 'Are you an artist?"

'‘No.'

‘A dealer?' She made that query as pointed asalid, the way he
was looking at the paintings he could have beeanrgithem, but he
just said,



'‘A photographer." As he moved away to climb up ¢hseirs and
inspect an etching she called sharply after him,

'‘As | don't really know who you are | don't thinkuw should be
wandering around in here.'

He began to laugh, as if that was funny. Then dlghter subsided
into the crooked smile and he said with a coursiinthat was pure
mockery, 'They have an excellent watchdog in youssiVDaisy
Penrose. Would you allow me to see the paintingugfo Lingard?'

The first dark Lingard. She indicated the diningmoand said, 'In
there,' and stood in the doorway, as he went inhatteéd at his first
sight of what could have been a portrait of himgaihted centuries
ago.

She heard his muttered ejaculation, 'Lord Almighayld asked,
‘Weren't you expecting him to look like you?"

'Not that much.' He walked across the room to starfdbnt of the
painting.

'Didn't you know you were a dark Lingard?' she isézd.
'So it's beginning to seem."

‘Just exactly who are you?' Now she had found lwcevher
superstitious confusion had gone and she would agstioned him,
but they both heard the footsteps that meant tindyfavas back and
she murmured, 'Excuse me.'

Uncle Bob and Keith were crossing the hall Thenpase at seeing
Daisy was because she was wide-eyed and flushedbuld have
been nothing unusual to have found her in the hoske was



expected for the rest of the day, but she was oislyaipset and both
men were alarmed.

She sounded breathless. 'There's a man who saysRiard
Lingard. He's in there.'

They went to the open door of the dining room. Elésood under
the painting, but facing the doorway now. He smitkd crooked
smile and they gasped, their faces studies of shment.

'‘Who are you?' Robert Lingard's booming voice hadt lits
resonance.

‘Andrew Lingard--' the man began, and Robert said,
'‘Not Andrew's son?'
'His grandson, Richard.’

Uncle Bob had had two brothers. John had been Keajtandfather,
Andrew had emigrated to America when he was a yowgug and lost
touch with everyone here, and now Robert's gaztethif this caller
was Andrew's flesh and blood he was welcome. Rdid out a
great hand and said, 'You're welcome.'

‘Thank you, sir." The answering grip was strong,dhark steady eyes
met Robert's, who asked haltingly,

'Is my brother--?'
'He died before | was born.'

Robert Lingard had lost his two younger brotherswyngears ago.
John had died, and he had given up hopes of eeangseAndrew
again. But sometimes he had wondered if a lettghtstill come, or
an old man might knock on the door.



He had feared that Andrew was dead, but heariggntirmed he
sighed and shook his head and said, 'He was gdueg chap, the
pick of the three of us,’ and then more brisklyel\Wthere's no
denying you're a Lingard," chuckling at this unijksituation. 'We
thought we'd seen the last of them.' He looketlattan, then at the
painting, and his smile widened, deepening the de@pkles. 'But
most of it was old wives' tales, eh? And you chelp what you look
like, can you, lad?'

Richard Lingard grinned too, taking a joke agamstself. 'l reckon
not," he said, 'but it'll take some getting usedltthought | was
unique. | never thought there were photographspactdres of me
going back that far. | hope none of you folk bedien reincarnation.’

The men laughed heartily, but Daisy's lips tighten8he didn't

actually believe he had lived before, but she diielbe in genes,

heredity traits, and someone who looked so likedmsestors was
probably like them under the skin too. They hadbakn dangerous
men, and she would "have been happier if Keithldande Bob had

remembered that, instead of hailing Richard Lindikegdthe return of

the prodigal.

Keith was saying, 'This is fantastic! Our fatherasinehave been
cousins, so what relations are we? Second cousins?'

‘Whatever we are,' said Richard, 'it looks as thogau're my family.'

Daisy stood apart, watching Uncle Bob and KeitHirfgl over

themselves to make Richard Lingard feel at home. Isd never
seen Uncle Bob so chuffed. It took a great deatitchim out of his
phlegmatic attitude to almost everything, but nosvvias steering
Richard Lingard into a sitting room, telling Keitb get out the
whisky, telling Daisy to fetch Alison and Nanny.



Daisy went into the kitchen, where Nanny and Aliseere checking
on the joint they had left cooking, turning on thetplates under
saucepans of vegetables, and starting to lay bie. ta

'Hello," said Alison as Daisy walked in, and Dassyd,

'l shouldn't bother laying that table, | think Wwddke eating in the
dining room. We've got a guest.’

Alison was pleased. 'Oh, who is it?' and Nanny, wbosidered it
ill-mannered of guests to arrive without warninghaaltimes, was
dubious.

‘A relative,' said Daisy.

That puzzled them. 'Name of Richard Lingard,' skid.sHe claims
he's Andrew's grandson.'

Nanny could remember Andrew, and she almost drogipe&nives
and forks she was placing. 'God bless my soullgsiaeered. ‘Where
is he?"

'In the small sitting room. Uncle Bob said to feydu.'

Away went Nanny while Alison fumbled with her apréastening,
asking, 'What's he like?'

'‘Come and see,' said Daisy. She felt that she imeissounding
unnatural. Her light tone and manner were so fqrskhd was filled
with such apprehension, but Alison didn't seenuttce as she tossed
her apron on to a chair and said cheerfully,

‘This is exciting, isn't it? Nobody ever knew wHappened to
Andrew, did they? Is he nice?'



Daisy knew the answer to that—No, he is not—butchéd hardly
say it, and Alison was off to see for herself.

Daisy went slower. When she reached them Nannygivasg little
chirrups of delight, 'Oh, my goodness, | never dah—thisis a
surprise, oh, my!" The more Lingards the bettefesoas she was
concerned. She was beaming at the newcomer withpleten
approval.

Alison had just been introduced, and was lookingpkesmsed as
Nanny and saying much the same about the unexpessaf it all.
But Daisy was more surprised than either of théat, they couldn't
see he was Hugo and Charles and Frederick.

He wasn't standing under the painting now, so thees no
Immediate comparison. He had just got up from anchair in the
sitting room, a big man radiating warmth and charmd health and
vitality. But -surely they only had to look at tfece, and imagine it
still as the old portraits, to recognise it.

She tried to smile. 'He's a dark Lingard. Isn't tharedible? After a
hundred years another dark Lingard!" She tried depkher voice
light, but it came out shrill enough to make théhtoak at her, and to
shut up Nanny and Alison in mid-sentence.

‘Sorry about that,' said Richard Lingard softlyt'bguess there's not
much | can do about it.'

Daisy heard what he said, but she felt he wasitghier —there's not
muchyoucan do. They had all looked at her when she spmkehis
eyes stayed on her, and something flashed and eclas
between-them. There was no warmth in his eyes \heelooked at
Daisy.

Alison gurgled, 'So you are. What a lark! Did yowl that?"



‘Not until very recently.'

‘Never mind," said Alison gaily. 'They wouldn't m®nsidered
anything out of the ordinary in these permissivees, so we won't
hold it against you,' and he clasped her handftim dhis, smiling his
glittering smile, handsome as the devil, playing tap Alison's
teasing.

Thank you, ma‘'am. That's a load off my mind. I&®d to meet
understanding folk, particularly when they turn twtbe your own
kin. And if I didn't look this way | wouldn't be heeand | should have
missed the great pleasure of meeting you all.'

It seemed he was in England on a working holidag,lee had picked
up a newspaper with Daisy's article in. There wasname, his
likeness to the two portraits, and then he had nelpeeed hearing
that his grandfather had originally come from thikge.

Last night he had driven over, booked in at the b this morning
followed the publican's directions to Oak Housenfar

After dinner, said Uncle Bob, he would go right bdo the Three
Feathers and bring his car and cases. He was gthgme, for as long
as he liked. There would be no problem finding kimom under this
roof, as he could see for himself.

‘That's very kind of you, sir." Richard soundedwgeealy appreciative,
'but | shouldn't care to cause anyone any troudohel, both Nanny and
Alison added their urging to Uncle Bob's, insistthgt he would be
no trouble, and that it was unthinkable that onéheffamily should
be staying at the Three Feathers instead of hetbeifamily home.

He could have his grandfather's old room, said &iBdb, the only
one who knew which that room was, and at that Retla&cepted.
Uncle Bob boomed, 'That's settled, then; this is@to be a day to
remember,' and beamed with paternal pride on them a



Only Daisy seemed to have any reservations. 'Aalagmember’ had
a double meaning. They could recall the day Richangard had
arrived here with regret, rather than happy mersoki¢asn't it called
a gut reaction when your blood and every cell imrybody was
warning you? And that was what she was getting,stsong a
foreboding that she couldn't stay in the room.hé slid she would
begin to babble protests.

She moved quietly to the door, but he saw hergdtrk eyes fixed
her. 'You're not leaving us?' he asked, and shgedul

''m going—to fetch my dogs.'

‘To set them on me?' They all laughed, and agarfedhcompletely
detached from this scene of bonhomie.

‘A West Highland terrier and a peke,' Keith elabeidaand Richard
said,

‘A peke, of course. Daisy Penrose should certdualye a pekingese.’
'‘Wait till you see this one," Alison giggled, andigy left them.

They were all of them charmed by him, and that easrely in

character. Men stayed their friends and women Idhedn till the

bitter end. In the olden days they had ridden restybd, taking what
they wanted, and that man to whom Uncle Bob hatlgtfered a
home for as long as he wanted it was dangerous.

Because Daisy had spent so many hours gettinghegéte data
about the other dark Lingards she knew the sigmswitrid not have
welcomed him if it had been left to her, but it wag of her hands
now. He was here. And her fault. If she hadn't péaththe book, and
written the article, it was unlikely he would hak@membered the
name of the village where his grandfather was bomaoch less



bothered to visit it. She had brought the dark hBnaghere, as surely
as though she had conjured him up with a black oxsggll.

She turned back on the track to look again at theséd. Unchanged
for centuries, it had always had a golden warmtrsexurity for
Daisy, but today it seemed to be shadowed in thelsne because of
the intruder inside.

As she opened the door of her cottage the dogs tawads her.
Woo dancing with excitement, Cooch catching thensoéher fear.
Shewasfrightened. Meeting that man had been traumatasyhad
always been the bookworm, -Jie one for poring tivepast. The rest
of them didn'kknow, not even Uncle Bob, although she read most
her writing to him. A lot of her book was fictioof course, but sae
had always tried to keep everything about the darigards in
character. She knew what they were capable ?fk&e.

But if she said, 'He will harm us, they always didey would laugh at
her. So would Richard Lingard, the way he had ladgim the hall
when she had tried to stop him -wandering off th® house.

No one really took Daisy seriously, not even henifa They loved
her, spoiled and cherished her, but they wouldagdyt dismiss her
gualms about Richard Lingard as much ado aboutnptishe and
her dark Lingards had always been a family jokeerEWncle Bob
would say, 'Now then, Daisy-girl," and Nanny woaldck as she had
when Daisy was a child and going off into somedibii flight of
fancy.

Daisy pushed her soft curls from her aching fordhéar the first

time up against the debit side of looking less tastian she was. |
look like a dumb blonde, she thought bitterly, aotbody is going to
listen to any warning | give them, not even Aliséterhaps she
should wear her spectacles all the time, they mmngake her look
more intelligent.



Cooch stayed very close to her on the walk batkdédiouse and she
talked soothingly to him, assuring him that evenyghwas fine. It
was ironic that the only one on her wavelength khbe a dog. He
knew something was amiss ind unless she calmetiéwvas capable
of taking a piece out of Richard Lingard, which \wbresult in Cooch
being banished and Richard Lingard being even fiestablished as
an injured party. Woo would, of course, join theiiy group around
him, all tail-wagging welcome.

In the kitchen Nanny was making the gravy, lookpigased as
Punch, and Daisy wished that she could be sharmititzeigeneral joy.
She had never been alone before, she had alwayasféhe family

did, and a new relative from overseas should haen la cause for
rejoicing. It would have been if he had looked @iéintly; but he was
what he was, and nobody but Daisy had any undelisigiof what

that meant.

Nanny smiled at her. It's nice he's found his fg/rshe said.

'‘Doesn't he have a family in America?' Nanny wasisk rather than
sentimental soul, but now her voice was gentleiawds Daisy who
sounded tart.

'‘No," said Nanny, sighing over the gravy as sheesti 'He isn't
married, there's only him left.’

‘Just him.' Daisy stood still, arms folded and hejtit and stiff. 'No
father, mother, brother, sisters? Just him?'

Nanny looked up as though Daisy was being childrsththoughtless,
and said reprovingly, 'There's nothing unusual abbolik being on
their own, more's the pity.'

Daisy knew that. There was only Alison and Keithd &ncle Bob
and Nanny, in her family. But it was as though RichLingard had
stepped out of a void. If he had had a backgroumttismme other



relations it would have been less eerie. Perha@p®'@vas the wrong
word, because whatever he was it was flesh andibloo

Daisy said, 'So he's found us. How long do youkitiia's going to
stay here?'

Before Nanny could hazard a guess Alison whirled the kitchen,
bright-eyed, and still laughing at something onthefmen must have
said. She pounced on Daisy. '‘Come on, we're hawintarvellous
time! He's a smashing bloke, he's been absoluteyyahere.’

'‘What happened to Andrew?' Daisy asked.
'‘What? Oh, he had a shop. He died a long time ago.’
‘And his son?'

'Richard's father? He was a Richard too. He w#samavy, killed in
the Philippines.' Alison had looked grave at thaiw she smiled
again. 'Don't start cross-questioningg Richard will tell you all
about it.'

'‘Dinner's ready,' said Nanny.

'‘Good,' said Alison, 'that was what | came in We'll get them into
the dining room. Come on, Daisy.'

Richard was talking, Uncle Bob and Keith were hatg and

chuckling. When Daisy walked into the room Woo baesh ahead of
her including everyone, even the stranger, in hendlly overtures.
Cooch stood four-square, picked out Richard Lingand silently

bared his teeth. Richard Lingard said, 'l never agvekingese that
size before.'

'He's a lion dog,' said Daisy. 'There aren't madrmhem.'



'I'm not surprised!

'He's very anti-social," Alison apologised. 'Heetates us but he
doesn't really care for anybody but Daisy. Woossftiendly feller.’

Woo banged his tail and panted engagingly, antiigatelf patted by
Richard, who looked at Cooch and said, 'Now | sk you feel safe
enough, living alone in the cottage.'

'‘How do you know | live alone?' Daisy demanded yhatind then
blushed hotly because it was obvious they hadhimidso.

Alison said, 'Dinner's ready. This way, Richard.’

Uncle Bob took his usual seat, in the carver caathe head of the
table. Usually when they dined in the dining roomit sat on one
side of him and Alison on the other, but today Rrchsat opposite
Keith so that there were three Lingard men togefbethe first time
that Daisy could remember. Alison sat by Keith @aisy found
herself next to Richard.

It was better than facing him, but having him a ame table was
enough to take away her appetite. There was nairgnmbim. He had
plenty to tell them, he did seem to have travedledrywhere, taking
photographs he said which he sold to magazinesnamgpapers
back in America. He was a good raconteur, he cpalat word
pictures and he had a host of anecdotes that kepgane but Daisy
laughing.

He was the cosmopolitan, they were the stay-at-Bpima he drew
them all into the conversation, even Nanny. Eveeybnt Daisy.
When he addressed her directly she answered sdlyshtiwat he
grinned and afterwards left her alone.

She knew she was prejudiced. To the rest he wasnaoiimmense
charm and personality, revelling in the companyhisf new-found



family. It was all spontaneous and natural and dd@ulbe going
better. So Daisy was prejudiced, but it all seetodukr it was going
too well, as though Richard Lingard was maniputatthem and
establishing himself.

Nanny was promising some real English cooking tmashim what

he had been missing all these years. Keith wasestigg he might
come along to the races. They talked of local heapbts he must
see, and Uncle Bob reminisced about his grandfathavourite

fishing spot, a stretch of river that hadn't chahgence Andrew
Lingard caught a fifteen-pound pike there fifty geeago.

He's staying on, thought Daisy. He's accepted asldtaying, and
Richard Lingard said, 'l certainly do like this cdty. Even before |
knew I'd got an English family | was thinking of kiiag a permanent
home here.’

'You could do a lot worse,' said Uncle Bob, andai arid Keith and
Nanny all chorused agreement. Daisy asked quietly,

‘Don't you have a home?'

'l take apartments where | need them. Maybe it'e ti ptft down
roots and started looking for a house to buy.'

‘The Lingard roots are here all right." Alison vtlasking how nice it

would be for Keith to have another man in the fgurihen she saw
Daisy's downcast eyes and the disapproving drodiosister's lips
and smiled mischievously and suggested, 'You calidys help

Daisy finish her book. To bring it right up to datke ought to be
making a study of you.'

Daisy's eyes had widened in a furious glare atoflisvho went on
smiling.



'So she should," drawled Richard Lingard. His salels glance held
nothing but amusement at Daisy's discomfiture himibody, near her
but not touching her, had tensed. She sensed,r ridithe saw, an
involuntary withdrawal and wondered if it was nalueserve—who
would want someone who seemed to dislike them gsgarsonal
guestions? —or if he really had something to hitlbatever it was
he need not worry. She was getting no closer tothan she had to.
He could keep his secrets.

'‘Nobody knows more about the history of the Lingatidan Daisy
does,' Alison persisted, and Richard said, 'I'thterested to hear it.'

‘Then Daisy's your girl.'

Daisy looked daggers at Alison. She couldn't beeatmatchmaking
with this man—but Alison smiled blandly back. They were a
smiling, and Daisy recognised the old familiar layiteasing. Now
they expected her to smile too, coaxed out of Hense to make a
flippant retort that was perhaps even a littletdlious. Richard
Lingard was an attractive man, and Daisy was ayxwhé#d, and the
two were bound to get on famously. That was whey thought. But
she felt older and colder than she had ever fdiemlife.

Uncle Bob said benevolently, 'Daisy's the one tmsfiou round.’

Td appreciate that.' He sounded as he had donestie&hasked if he
wanted to go into the house, as though she wag banst hospitable.
She couldn't say, 'You're welcome,' and she coaltdly say, 'l will
not.' She said coolly,

'Of course.'

It was true that she knew more about the housdarenthmily than
anyone else. She would pretend that she was shoavisiganger
around. He was a stranger, and she didn't spdakntagain.



When the meal was over she helped Nanny and Alisear, the
table, and turned on Alison as soon as they reatheditchen
demanding furiously, 'Why did you have to do thiatibn't want to
show him round. | don't want anything to do witimHi

Alison took her place at the sink, stacking thégddor washing. 'Go
on," she said cheerfully, 'you know you've alwagsrbwaiting for a
dark Lingard.’

'‘No," Daisy protested.

Nanny bustled her out of the way. 'He's a nice goaran,' said
Nanny. 'Respectful too. You don't see much resfoedheir elders
these days.'

Daisy had noticed the ease with which he adaptad,durely he had
summed them up and got them on his side. All thike dimgards had
been loaded with calculating charm.

Keith looked round the kitchen door to say, 'Dajgy're wanted. He
really is interested in the old times. He wantkéar all about them.’

'I'm washing up,' said Daisy, and Nanny jerkedtdasetowel out of
her fingers.

'‘Now you stop being silly,' scolded Nanny as tholgiisy was ten
years old, ‘and go and talk to him.’

Uncle Bob and Richard Lingard were still in theidghroom. Both

stood up as Daisy walked reluctantly into the roamg Uncle Bob

said, 'Now Daisy will be able to tell you everythirShe's writing a
book about the family.' He knew that. He'd seenrdtftiele about the
book. 'She's a librarian,' said Uncle Bob fondind she's a very
clever girl.'



She had never minded before being treated likemigmg child, but
she resented Richard Lingard's sardonic expressi@hsaid crisply,
'I've been writing it since | was nineteen, and'thidoree years ago.
What can | tell you? What do you want to know?'

Uncle Bob went out of the room. She would rathenhe stayed, but
he usually took a nap after his midday meal on &ysdand he was
probably getting it in while Daisy took the newcameund Oak
House.

‘Where did you get the material for this book?' easiRichard
Lingard.

'From the family papers. I've been working on tHema long time,
getting them into some sort of order. Most of thabeut the dark
Lingards are down in my cottage. I'll bring themhgrye and you can
read them if you like." That presumed he would tagisg long
enough to read them, and he didn't deny it. It alsde it clear that
she wasn't inviting him into her home.

‘Thank you,' he said. Daisy stood with her armsgéddltightly. He
stood relaxed, looking up at the oil painting, agki'Old Hugo there
was the original?'

‘The first dark Lingard? Yes, although | suppose dark stranger
was the original.'

This was in the article, and he smiled the croogmile, 'Pirate or
devil?'

‘That's what they said.’

'‘Rather inland, isn't it, for a pirate?' He wasdigeving and amused.
'‘Or was he supposed to have sailed up the rivergflshe skull and
crossbones?’



'Of course not.' She didn't care if she seemedat@ mo sense of
humour, because right now she hadn't. Her voicefastsand flat.

'He came to live in a house near here. There's @ation exactly

where it was, but it was a big house and he wasamc nobody knew
where his moneyhad come from, and that was whatlpeaid at the
time, that he was a pirate or the devil.’

‘What happened to him?'
'He sailed off.’
‘A welsher as well as a pirate?’

She seized on that. 'The rest-took after him. Nifritkem was strong
on responsibility.’

It was a strange sensation, standing here talkirgdark Lingard..
Not putting words into their mouths as she had donber book, not
knowing what the words were going to be. He drawl€dey must
have felt some responsibility to this place if théack streak” is in
the direct line of inheritance. Weren't they atl,tiheir time, master
around here?’

‘Yes. Every one of them. Oh, they kept the housktlae farm going
all right,’ she said scornfully. 'They made the myprMaterially they
did jolly well, and they didn't care how. Hugo patity started with
the murder of his brother to get the place. Themnethvas abduction,
rape, blackmail, gambling, of course, and posslittle simple

thieving.'

She hadn't expected to shock him. She wasn't secrvhen he
laughed and said, 'They sound a bunch of hardwgduys.'

'Hard-living!" she cried. 'Selfish, cruel!" Her daciation rang out
and his query was reasonable.



'If you feel that way why are you going to the toiof documenting
them?'

Oh, how Daisy wished now that she had left thenmal&he was
embarrassed by her over-emotional outburst andriglueto explain.
'It was just a hobby. Something to write about treat happened here
a long time ago. | never thought...’

"You never thought you'd meet a devil that wastbiag?'

She saw the slow rise and fall of the dark hairshenchest beneath
the open-necked shirt. She was breathing shallohgy, clasped
hands trembling a little.

‘You can stop shaking,' he said, 'because you slen't.' He
shrugged powerful shoulders. 'O.K., | look like ldutere, but I've
never pushed anybody out of a window.' He grinfdd | haven't
abducted any heiresses lately, it's harder to naakertune these
days.'

She nearly smiled. 'And I'll wager," he went dmattevery time a boy
was born in this family with black hair and thisi#iof face he was a
marked man. Everybody would be waiting for thatikiegtreak to
break out.'

'‘Well, it did,' she retorted, 'in all of them.’

'‘What were the rest?' he jeered. 'Plaster saints?’

'l don't suppose so, for a minute. They were—orgiha

'‘Allowances are made for ordinary men. And no odetse a hatchet
job on their memory.'

‘You could be right,' she said silkily. Then sheedl 'But you're not.
Do you want to see round and hear a few dates eiail P



He made a half bow. 'Lead on, Miss Daisy.'

Miss Daisy! Big blue eyes and golden curls, but sleld not be
playing her sweet and simple role for this man. &hd, 'Would you
mind if | called you Dark Richard?' and he maderengce of
distaste.

'l most certainly would. It sounds like an afteag8.'

'‘And Miss Daisy sounds like lavender water, so dither Miss
Penrose or Daisy. | don't care which.’

He was laughing, but she felt she had scored. Ast&pped ahead of
him Cooch moved too, getting between her and Ra;leard she said,
‘You don't need to worry about Cooch. He won't biteess he thinks
you're attacking me.'

‘Thanks for the warning, I'll remember that," sSeidhard.

Woo trotted forward too, right under her feet as Kiloked over her
shoulder, and she lurched, grabbing for the talelé{ge, missing it
and landing in ungainly fashion on her knees. Ritthangard could
have caught and steadied her, but he stood grinning

As she got up he said, 'Does Cooch know the diffexrdetween an
attack and a helping hand? | thought he might leen listening to
your talk on rape.’

'l was not talking about rape, | just listed ihehad bruised her knee
and her dignity, and she would have liked to yehia. Or at Woo,
who had scuttled away as he always did after hergued her up.

Now the dog's bright eyes watched in supplicatimmf a corner
while Daisy demanded as always, 'Why do gout?'

'Is this a regular thing?' asked Richard.



'‘He will get underfoot.’
'‘One dog homicidal and the other manic? You keeplpe pets!

'‘Cooch is sometimes a little anti-social, that'saaid Woo is not mad,
he's thick. Now, do you want to hear the familytdng?"

‘That is why they've left us alone, isn't it?' Hasndeliberately trying
to disconcert her, amused at her disapproval of lamd she said
tartly,

'One of the reasons they're all keeping out ofatag is because, now
you've turned up, they want me to forget aboutda Lingards.

They think if we have to talk to each other we'oautd to make

friends.’

She hadn't meant to say this, but it was why sdéokan manoeuvred
into this predicament. Having said it she waitedking at the face
she knew so well. The living face and the paintimgthe wall both

communicated a danger that had made poor Jack Braye.

‘And do you suppose we are going to be friendd®dafichard
Lingard. Daisy answered, huskily and honestly,

'l think it unlikely.'

The eyes were not black, as the reports and timipgs made them.
They were dark grey. She saw that now. He begamtiie, but there
was no warmth in his eyes. 'l agree,' he said. tMokkely.'



CHAPTER THREE

DAisy had never reeled off the family history for anydrefore, and
she was surprising herself at how much she knewthg&g walked
through the house Richard Lingard listened attehtivHe didn't ask
many questions, but he looked around him with $haft searching
glance so that Daisy asked, 'Looking for anythimgarticular?' and
he said gravely,

'‘Admiring the decor.’

‘Alison will be pleased," said Daisy, with the hligst edge of
sarcasm. 'She does all the decorating. Nanny hafigsso do Keith
and |, but we're out during the day so we don'ehauch time.’

He seemed surprised. 'Why doesn't she get thegsiofels in?'

'‘Because professionals want paying.' She wondéhedhad thought
the family wealthy, and added, 'There's no moneylézorators. It's
all Uncle Bob and Keith can do to keep solvent sime saw, briefly,
a hooded look like a mask on his face, hiding—coiildbe
disappointment? Gone in a flash, the smile backiaga

‘Keith should have followed Frederick's example taked around
for an heiress,' he said.

That was pretty insulting to Alison, but Daisy wasiesing her
temper. 'Not being a dark Lingard Keith chose torgneor love,' she
said sweetly.

'‘How do you know Fred wasn't in love with his moeeéynistress?'
She was supposed to be telling him the family hysteo she put him

right on that. 'The poor girl wasn't his mistressiler she had any
choice. She was bundled into a carriage while she aut walking.



For a month or so her friends and relations sedrtingh and low,
and then she turned up married to Frederick.'

‘That must have been quite a month.’

She didn't look at him. If she had done she hadaydeeling that she
might have blushed. She walked on down the passagehe asked
as though it was a serious query, although he Wwai®asly laughing
at her, 'And how are you handling this delicateiaibn in your
book?'

Daisy hadn't reached the missing weeks yet, shesttbleading up

to the kidnapping. She snapped, 'Well, I'm ceryamdt suggesting
she liked him any better at the end of her ordeah tshe did before,
but if a girl went missing for one night in thosayd, let alone four
weeks, there wasn't much she could do but get eshas quickly as
possible.'

"You don't think she might have known the carriags coming?'

'It wasn't an elopement, it was an abduction.' Tved enough about
Frederick, she felt, and she said, 'The room attitkis the murder
room.'

'Which murder?"

'How many do you want? This isn't the Tower of LondThe
window that Hugo pushed his brother from.' Thers wa real proof
of that and in her book Daisy had left it an opeesiion, but with
Richard Lingard beside her she was prepared tagyodll dark
Lingards as villainously as possible.

The room was a store room, only containing cuploard a large
chest of drawers, but even now Daisy could recail ¢hildhood
horror of the place. She had been in her teengdetre had ever



stood by that window, and subconsciously there stdisa hint of
bravado as she flung open the door and steppetkinsi

'‘From there,’ she said, indicating the window. €herere three
horizontal bars across the lower portion, the wimdothis room was
only about a foot up from the floor, and Richarddard pointed out,

'If the bars weren't there in Hugo's day, of couhse brother could
have fallen through. After a couple of tankardswdfatever they
drank in those days.'

She said drily, "You are trying to whitewash themgn't you?'

‘Wouldn't you in my place? It was bad enough setieghewspaper
reproductions, but the painting really shook mifelél better if | can

convince somebody that the dark Lingards might Haen sinned
against as well as sinning.'

If she hadn't known what she did about them he evbalve made her
laugh. She would have warmed to the crooked smiglae gleam of
mockery in the eyes. She said, 'I'm sure you'lvoure them all.'

‘Them?' An eyebrow raised. 'But not you?"'

'Sorry, but | keep remembering how wily the darkdards always
were. I'm sure, they could have talked their watyadanything.'

A smile was tugging her lips in spite of hersetfdavhen he made an
exaggerated gesture of despair, exclaiming, 'It cam! she did
laugh.

‘And I'm sure you don't say that often,' she said.

'I'l have to watch you, you're a dangerous wonfaine couldn't tell if
he was still joking. Whether he was or not she eatainly watching
him as a dangerous man. He went to the window,ihgo&ut, and



after a while he said, 'You'd be safe, even ifihes weren't on the
window.'

Hanging back called for an explanation. Daisy mowekis side and
said, 'l was scared stiff of this room when | washdd. It was like
Bluebeard's chamber. Even now I'm not too happyastanding at
the window.'

He didn't smile at that, although she had spokgmtlli. He asked,
"You were here as a child?'

'l was born in the cottage. My family have livedd&r generations,
they worked on the farm. | come from a long linehetdgers and
ditchers.’

'I'd have thought you came from a long line of mmiédds.' That was
blatant flattery of her dewy complexion, and sheereed it like all

the easy admiration that had come her way, wittmiées But, as she
looked at him through the long lashes she hadnicistely lowered,

she felt his gaze on her like the brush of fingensher cheek,
feathering to her mouth and edging the full softzewof her lips.

It was a physical sensation, so realistic thatah®st believed he
must have reached out and touched her. He hadh%hk drew back
a little and began to talk about the farm, how mamen had worked
here when she was a child and how the last two déscdad
decimated their numbers. She was into crop rotatioan he asked,
'‘Are both your parents dead?'

'Yes.' He was waiting and she went on, 'l don'taemer my mother,
but Nanny was like a mother to Alison and me, amdle) Bob was
always Uncle Bob.' He still waited, but she didvént to talk about
herself, she almost felt she had said too mucladteYou must have
been very young when your father died,' she vedture



He said 'Yes,' and without giving her chance to igetanother
guestion, 'This has all been very interesting—amw Hid better see
about collecting my car and cancelling my bookiigank you for
showing me round the house, I'm sure your book bella great
success.’

They were out of the room and into the passage Daisly had told
him a little about herself, but he was offering canfidences in
return. Not a thing.

They came to a bedroom door that had been closed thiey passed
it a few minutes ago. Now the door was open,anchiamd Alison
were inside. 'What goes on?' Daisy asked, and @liscdho was
standing with hands on hips, replied, 'We were veoimgy how to
start in here.’

It was a small bedroom, still fully furnished buitrused for a long
time. The wallpaper was faded and the furniture wading,
unpolished. Alison hadn't reached this room int@ne decorating
campaign yet, and Daisy wanted to j know, 'Why agtlaing?' There
was more than enough to cope with in the arealseohouse still in
general use, but Nannjrexplained,

‘It was Mr Andrew's room." And now offered to RictiaWe'll soon
get some bedding up,' said Nanny, eyeing the mnegsbase of the
bed.

‘But it will still look pretty bleak," said Alisorand apologetically to
Richard, 'If you'd said you were coming we'd hawe i ready for
you.'

‘Then I'm glad | didn't,’ he replied. 'lI've causgtbugh trouble, and
the room's just fine.'



Nanny didn't agree. 'lt needs a good clear outafin't been used
since | don't know when.' She was about to get domher knees to
examine the carpet closer, but Richard caughtimer a

'‘Oh no,' he said, 'I'm not having this—I'll stayatrthe pub.’

'We have a guest room that only needs sheets drethesaid Alison,
'but don't you want your grandfather's room?' amth&d laughed.

‘Under the family roof what difference is one rotsom another?"

'‘Qopd,' said Alison, relieved. 'That will make theeasier,’ and
Daisy remembered the room she had just left andgthiohow
different the atmosphere in there was compared-wsidyy—the
kitchen.

'It's all in the mind," said Richard. He must hguessed her thoughts,
she had looked thoughtful and half glanced bat¢keatioorway, but
she didn't want him guessing what she was thinkiingjust going to
fetch my car,' he said. 'I'll see you all in abbalf an hour.'

When he had gone Alison asked, 'Why didn't you gb tim?"'

'‘Why should 1?' said Daisy. 'l've just given hing@ded tour of the
house, I've done my share of entertaining.’

Richard was back in just under half an hour whegney Jaguar XJ6
drove into the courtyard, and Keith went out-tovghHom where to

garage it and to help carry in his baggage. Heahladther-strapped
holdall, and one other case with his cameras irtré&leslled light, but

with a car like that he was obviously prospering.

Uncle Bob was up and about again from his nap by aad they all
gathered in the small sitting room, the familianfly group making a
different pattern today because another chair wasvid up and
Richard Lingard had somehow shifted the centrattpoi



Until today when the family was alone Uncle Bolbthais great girth
and his booming voice, and the fact that he wasl lo¢ahe family,
had been the solid one, the un- moving one. TodahaRd was
sitting on the other side of the hearth, facing lgi8ob, and to Daisy
at least he seemed the stronger. Physically okedue was stronger,
he was forty years younger, but the way he sadxeel, controlled,
with that aura of power, brought back his wordkdo, 'Weren't they
all in their day master around here?'

Uncle Bob was master now, and after him Keith. Beith was
sitting in the background. Beside Richard, in tame kind of chair,
but as overshadowed as though he was in another. roo

No one else seemed to notice, and you always Vitar take the

spotlight. But it wasn't as though Richard was itegkthat much,

Keith was saying more, and Uncle Bob—by no meadsadty man

normally—was still reminiscing about his brotherdkew. Most of

the time Richard listened, and Daisy watched anddeced that they
couldn't see how completely he was at home, agthbae had taken
over.

She asked, during a lull in the talk, '"How longlwbu be staying?'
and Uncle Bob remonstrated, The lad's only justedbm

‘A day or two, if that's all right." Richard looked Uncle Bob, who
told him, '"You've a home here for as long as yke.|i

‘Thank you," said Richard.

'‘Don't you need to tell anyone where you are?'cfkasy. '‘Make a
phone call?'

'No.' He looked at her now. 'I'm a free agent.'



‘A photographer. What kind of photographs?' This \aémost the
first time she had spoken in fifteen minutes, whigs unlike Daisy,
and now she was sounding blunt as an interrogator.

‘The English countryside at the moment,' he shitight get some
good shots around here.'

She wondered if his photographs would tell anyttrabgut him, the
camera lens equating the human eye. How would é&¢hse house?
How did he see them? 'Places, not people?' she said

'‘Anything that interests me.' The crooked smilek#ired. 'l must take
a photograph of you. Your hair and skin would makérst-class
study in texture." Again she felt his touch, firggénrough her hair,
her face cupped in his hands, and again she mavayl aressing her
back against the back of her chair. Without chaggie subject too
abruptly she tried to steer it into another channel

‘The last press photographer who came here wagjttie picture for
the article about the dark Lingards. | supposergonhat they call a
follow-up story. | must tell Margaret tomorrow.'

'‘Who's Margaret?' he spoke very softly.
‘Margaret Cookson, the features editor of our |pegder.'

The smile was replaced by the hooded look, althabghvoice was
still soft. 'Sorry, but I've no intention of beifgatured as a freak. If
you've any ideas of introducing me to anyone as ak d
Lingard—much less to your local press— I'll be iegwow.’

Daisy should have been abashed by her brashnesgoae else was,
but all the apology she could muster was a smathape, even
though Alison was hissing, 'For goodnesskeVand Uncle Bob was
shaking his head, disappointed at her.



'‘Another reason,' said Richard—and she said, #ddause she had
known there was another reason—'l can do withoot nwany
guestions into my background.’

‘Are you a crook?' Sh@asashamed of that, that was a silly thing t
say, and he answered tight-lipped,

'‘No, I'm a bastard.' Then with swift and savagetasy, '| apologise
for the bluntness of that announcement. I'll pthig way. In keeping
with the tradition of the first dark Lingard | aftegitimate. My father
was killed in the Philippines before he could mamy mother. As
you mentioned earlier," he was looking straighDaisy, telling her
this, all his anger directed at her, 'l was verung at the time. Two
months from conception, if you feel you're entitteddetails, and as
they had planned to marry on his next leave th&Esiane a bastard.’
In the silence he said, 'A description that I'mesaill have your full
endorsement.’

Hot colour scalded her face and he said cynicdlip, sorry I've
shocked you.'

'Of course I'm not shocked." Her voice caught im k®oat.
'I'm—sorry, I'm just very sorry." A man like him wiol have come to
terms with the circumstances of his birth years agoto be forced to
state them, to people he had met for the first omlg hours before,
was an intolerable invasion of privacy.

He looked away from her then at the others in @& slweeping glance
that took in every face. If he was assessing treaction it was
uniform, heartfelt sympathy. Robert Lingard spoethem all. 'That
was hard on your mother.’

‘Very," said Richard, 'but it could have been wps®ee had good
parents.' He smiled wryly at Alison. 'Times werssl@ermissive then



and she passed herself off as a widow, for the flieok the
neighbours.'

'‘She was a widow,' said Robert emphatically. 'Tife wf Andrew's
son as surely as you're his grandson.’

‘That was how we saw it,' said Richard. There wasunth else that
could be said, and an awkward moment stretchedewdikryone
smiled encouragingly at him to make up for Daig@ffe. Then he
stood up and announced, 'l'd like to take someqgnaphs of you all.
It isn't every day a man comes across a family gtbat turns out to
be his own.’

'‘Right now?"' Alison squealed.
'‘What better time?' said Richard.

It broke the tension. He fixed lights and took nemdss shots.
Nanny was protesting that she made a horrible ginapd, all the
time thrilled that Richard had recognised her aslfa Alison fooled
a little, pretending to be a model girl, makingrthiaugh as Richard
snapped professionally away. He took what mighdupeer character
studies of Uncle Bob and Keith, and Daisy posedkigeghere he
put her.

Everybody was happy again. The cosy atmospherebaels, and
Daisy guessed that Alison was clowning to make aphier own
silence. Daisy's spirits were at such low ebb ‘thhé couldn't have
joked, it was all she could do to smile to orddre ®vas still ashamed
at having caused that sad little scene they hadyprge through, and
although everyone was enjoying themselves nowywstsenot.

She knew that Richard Lingard was a photographdindga
photographs, but she could see a dark Lingard mbatipg
everybody in this room, telling them where to kdy to look.



He directed her to a window and she went, stanidipgofile, lifting
her head obedient to his command. But when he eanoss and took
her chin in his hand, moving her head a furthestioa, she stiffened,
and he grinned and said softly, "You don't beligaeeprimitive myth
that a photograph can take your soul away?'

‘That's the first I've heard of that,' she saidpulgh curved lips that
were faking a smile.

'l thought you were the girl who knew all the oklgénds, and
believed every one.'

‘Then you're wrong,' said Daisy. 'I'm the girl wdhwesn't believe half
she hears.’

She had hit, without even taking aim. What shedad was a reflex
repartee, but a muscle moved in his cheek and stseswddenly
suspicious that somehow he had lied to them.

He stood back, holding the camera so that it seeehds face, taking
pictures of her from several angles.

He even photographed the dogs, posing Woo but axore sense
than to try pushing Cooch around. Cooch sat, wighity and slitted

eyes, and when the photographic Session was odeamrevening
with Richard Lingard loomed ahead Daisy said, hdve to be
leaving you—I'm going out this evening.'

This was the first the family had heard of a dats alison
demanded, 'Who with?'

'Oh, Michael,' said Daisy.

'l walk to the cottage with you,' said Alisomaas soon as they
were outside the house, 'You only said that toagety, didn't you?
You really do dislike him.’



'He makes me feel uncomfortable,' Daisy muttered.
'It's your own fault. Why do you keep on needlimgn®

Daisy scuffed a stone from the path and offerdtkdep out of his
way,' and Alison laughed,

‘The way you're going on it might not be a bad jglest for a day or
two.'

'For a day or two?' Daisy echoed.
'‘While he's here.’
*You think that will only be for a day or two?'

Alison had heard Uncle Bob offer the newcomer a &don as long
as he wanted it. She had heard Richard talk ahgundp a house and
settling in England. It was always possible hisitvisould be

extended, and apart from Daisy's attitude Alisomldosee no
objections. Oak House was big enough; cooking foe onore

wouldn't daunt her and Nanny.-

She pointed out, 'He can't stay put too long,dtisyust keep him on
the move even if he does buy a house round here.’

'If he buys a house,' said Daisy. They were comirgetamwn little
cottage. 'If he doesn't settle for Oak House.'

'‘What are you talking about?' Alison was tryindditow this obscure
line of thought which was so glaringly obvious tai§y.

'‘Coming in?' said Daisy, on her doorstep, and wkleson shook her
head, 'He's exactly the same relation to Uncle 8®lKeith is. He
might decide he's got as much right to the pladeegit has.'



Alison trilled with merry laughter. 'l suppose droes from working
in a library, although you always did have a viinghgination, you
and your dark Lingards. Look, love,' she was trytimgound serious,
with dancing eyes and lips quivering with mirthickard's no farmer,
he wouldn't take our kind of life as a gift, anddiBob would never
do a" thing like that to Keith. If it hadn't beeor KKeith where would
the farm be? Uncle Bob knows that.'

'l hope so,' said Daisy. Alison went, still smiljrgecure in her little
world, convinced that her sister was the dreamat.iBwas Daisy
who had seen with clearer vision how Richard Lidgaurpassed
Keith. Richard was stronger than Keith, strongemtiuncle Bob.
Strong enough, perhaps, to take from here anytienganted.

One thing was sure—she would write no more abost dark

Lingards. She would gather the old papers and hamuscripts
together, put them in a box and get them into the af Oak House,
where she would leave them and try to forget tHEme. fantasy was
over and she would be glad when today was over.

A night's sleep must steady her. She made a ctgaaddnd tried to
read, curled up on the sofa, the two dogs clos&édsy Woo was
content, but Cooch was as tense as Daisy waswiallp each
movement of her hands as she turned the pagesinméer eyes
with disconcerting intelligence whenever she lookedway.

After a while she put down her book, she couldorftaentrate on it,
and decided to wash her hair and have a hot baiih, felaxing
exercises. Then an early night, and hope she hadyhtmares about
dark Lingards.

Up at the big house they would be drawing the mstas the
shadows were falling, a close and loving familgha warm glow of
lamplight. But tonight Richard was gathered in willem, and as



Daisy drew her own red and white check ginghamatstshe could
almost believe she heard the laughter and the soice

She didn't. It would have to be a really hilariqaesty for sound to
carry this far. But she could imagine the scend, stre knew there
would be laughter, and none of them would see tlatwas
stagemanaging all this cheer. He was such good @oynpas well as
being a relation, that they would all want himtaygust as long as he
could.

After her bath she curled up on the sofa againwbldrying her
tumbled hair. Then, leaning her head against aicunsltshe fell
asleep. The dogs woke her out of a cramped slusbéahat she
winced with a stiff neck when she raised her haad, rolled off the
settee grimacing and stretching.

Both were giving an alarm that meant someone wasthe cottage.
Daisy had a chain on her door, so it should beesadeigh to peer out,
but when she saw by the clock on the wall thatas wearly nine she
stayed where she was. Visitors were unlikely se &id, if it was
family, Cooch who recognised footsteps even on wolld be
wagging his tail by now instead of growling withr fon edge.

She took a couple of steps at the rat-tat of thoe Kieocker, but when
her name was called, and she knew who was out,tsbhesfroze
again. Whatever had brought Richard Lingard aldrtyia hour she
didn't want to know, and she hoped that if she kgp¢t he would
think she was still out on her date and that sifteole lights as a
security precaution.

The curtains were drawn, and if he peered throbhgHhdtter box he
would only get a narrow view that didn't includeifa She clutched
the long full skirt of her dressing gown against loeicking down and
away from the door. Then she saw the inch-wideigdpe curtains,



and knew he only had to take a couple of strida® fihe door to get a
full view of her in this ridiculous position.

She had no doubt he would look through the windiéwge hadn't
done so already before he knocked on the doorhsaalled, 'I'm
coming!" hoping her voice conveyed nothing butatron at being
disturbed.

She said, 'Shut up, Woo!" and to Cooch, 'It'sigliity | think,' then she
opened the door on the chain just wide enoughdotdilook out, and
for Cooch to present one glaring eye.

'Oh!" she said, as though she hadn't realised tl aow. 'lt's
you—what do you want?'

She " was sounding so ungracious that she coutthhlaave blamed
him if he had snapped back, '‘Not you,' but he gaite civilly, "Your
spectacles." He was holding her spectacle case.w@kealways
leaving her glasses behind at Oak House and h&vidgsh up in the
morning before she could drive herself to work.

She said, 'Thank you, but you needn't have botliered

‘No trouble. | offered to bring them down and dtbem through the
letter box.'

‘Then why didn't you?' He still wasn't handing thewer. He was
standing in the dark outside and a cold little wimaks blowing into
the room.

'‘Because | was curious about that date of yours.'
Daisy blinked. "Why should my dates concern you?'

'‘He wouldn't be--' In the cottage, he meant, aridrbeshe could say,
'Of course not,' Richard said, 'No, of course mit' she felt he was



basing that on her appearance, which was hardlycsied. Her faded
old blue flannel was fine when you were lolling abon your own,
but it was hardly a hostess gown.

It was an excuse, wasn't it?' said Richard. 'Yalked out this
evening because | was there.'

She could have been polite and denied it, but leevkimat she had
stayed in her cottage and alone. So she said, 'Yes.

‘This dark Lingard mumbo-jumbo?"

And other things. Although if he hadn't looked ltke dark Lingards
she wouldn't have been suspicious of him. She &eliitA lot of it
probably is mumbo-jumbo and I'm probably prejudicedt you
agreed yourself it was unlikely we should everrmnfis.'

The white teeth gleamed. 'With a built-in antipalikg yours it could
be one hell of a struggle. May | come in, or wotkld neighbours
talk?'

The only neighbours were wild life, the only watchehe night

hunters and the owls. If she closed the door irfdde she would be
acting like a ninny, and if she continued to staece in the draught
she would be catching a cold. She stooped to Cdtstall right,' she

said. But when she'd closed the door to slip trenckhe decided it
might be safer to put the peke into another rooma, she called,
‘Won't be a minute, I'm getting Cooch out of theywa

The dog went unwillingly, but Daisy shooed him ine tstairs and
bundled him into her bedroom and shut the doorion ihen she
came down and let in Richard Lingard, saying asdsthelt's late for
calling.'

‘You keep early hours.'



'‘Any hour's late when I've had my bath and I'm yefad bed.' If she
had been less nervous she would have worded tfiateditly, and
she was glad he didn't grin because she was nog tty be funny or
provocative. But he looked quite serious asking,

‘May | sit down?"
'Of course.

‘Thank you.' He put the spectacle case on the taldetook a chair,
and as Daisy sat down again he said, 'lt's mekmta me, finding a
family like this. | don't want to upset anyone here

He didn't give the impression of being a lonely m&a Daisy he
seemed quite self-sufficient, with no scrap of seantality. But
perhaps all human beings need to belong, and fingou have a
family when you had believed you were the lastafrfine must be
tremendously exciting.

Uncle Bob was happy today, with the grandson ofoinegher, and
Nanny and Alison and Keith had welcomed Richardhwjpen arms.
Daisy said, "They're all delighted you've come.’

‘Them. Not you," he said as he had said beforehasmging again that
she was the only sour note in this reunion. Thelad smile could
be pleading as well as mocking, and when the dairkflopped over
the dark grey eyes it was an undeniably attractace. 'All I'm
asking,' he said quietly, 'is give me a break. Trakeas you find me.’

She couldn't see why her approval mattered, exbaptUncle Bob
was fond of her and might be influenced a little H®r sustained
aversion to anyone. It would be hard for her td,blat a lifetime's
obsession with the dark Lingards, and she gavemhe assurance
she could. "I'll try.'



‘That's good enough.' From overhead came what soulikke the
booming of a great gong and Richard looked up at dgiling,
startled. 'What the blazes is that?'

'‘My pekingese,' said Daisy demurely.
'‘Would you care to explain what he's doing?'

'He sits up, begging you know, and bashes the datbr his front
paws. And they're old doors, warped, they don'sritigly, so they
bang.'

The booming noise went on. 'Sounds like King Korig¢hard
mused. 'Now | think of it, he looks rather like igitkong. Does he
ever crash through?'

'He did once when | locked him in the bathroomjd sBaisy
cheerfully, 'but the woodworm was bad in that door.

'‘How's the woodworm upstairs?'
'l think that door should hold."'

'When we hear splintering wood,' said Richard | ivibe too late to
tell him we've signed a truce?' Daisy went to tb&dm of the stairs
and shouted,

'‘Be quiet, I'm ashamed of you!" and after anotloempte of thumps
there was silence.

Richard was laughing, scratching behind Woo's ears] she
thought—the old papers didn't mention that the dankards had a
sense of the ridiculous. She caught herself upanidecause she hac
just promised to treat Richard as an individuat, a®the fifth dark
Lingard. As an individual he would be a man she lddilse to know
better.



He got up to leave. Daisy might have offered a alipoffee if she
hadn't been in her faded dressing gown, ready ddr b like your
cottage,' he said.

‘Thank you.' The atmosphere of homeliness, likduhature and the
old prints on the wall, were all hers, her parerdsd her
grandparents', but she added, 'lt isn't really mtiseUncle Bob's. It's
an agricultural cottage, but it isn't needed féaranworker.'

She opened the outer door and the cold air meadpen as Richard
asked, 'Is there any other property attached téettma?'

‘About a dozen cottages.'

He patted Woo again, said, 'Explain to Cooch, yall, that I'm part
of the family?'

'l will," she said, and watched him go through tf@onlight and the
trees. Swiftly and silently, like a man with a hastdpurpose.

Next morning Daisy drove her car out of the barnc®©the barn that
was built on to the cottage had been filled withhmfimg equipment,
now all it did was garage one small mini, and asypaumped on to
the track she looked fleetingly towards the ho&e felt better this
morning. Richard Lingard would be having breakfaish the family,
but she was determined to be sensible about him.

She told her colleagues in the library that a i@efrom America had
turned up. It wasn't very surprising news, this v&sakespeare
country and tourists who visited were often Ameangat was taken
for granted that the relation was a holidaymakerinsa way he was,
on a working holiday, but Daisy didn't go into distaShe said he.
seemed quite a nice man and left it at that.



She was out with Michael that evening, stayingowrt after work,
and found herself unusually vague until he inquifetie was feeling
off colour. She made an effort after that reproant listened with
the wide-eyed attention he expected while he talkbdut his
troubles at work.

But all the time, whatever she was doing, there thés worrying
undercurrent. Like a troublesome tooth, not readifiing yet, just a
niggle, a nag, a feeling that all was not well.

She hadn't been up to Oak House since Sunday, rmidesday as
she turned her car off the track Alison came tadib@r of the cottage.
Very occasionally Daisy did come home to find histes here. But

not often, Alison was usually too busy at Oak Housavas rare

enough to make Daisy jump out of the car and hacrgss and ask,
‘Anything the matter?'

‘Not really.' Daisy ignored the welcoming dogs.saln wasn't her
usual happy self, and Daisy held her in a comfgrting, giving her a
little shake.

‘Come on, out with it. Something's wrong."'

'‘Well--' Alison hesitated, then went on as thoubk sas trying to
laugh at herself, 'what you said on Sunday statteabout Richard
muscling in, edging Keith out. It seemed crazy, alithe same |
couldn't get it out of my mind.’

The strained smile went suddenly, leaving Alisdigiht face in
shadow. 'Yesterday,' she said huskily, 'l reallgareto wonder. And
today, what's happened today.' Daisy felt a tieynwr run through
Alison as she still held her. 'Daisy," Alison wresed, 'I'm scared
you're right.'



CHAPTER FOUR

Daisy, with an arm still around Alison, led her sist@rck into the
cottage. On the table was a half full mug of caoffiat Alison had
been drinking when she'd heard Daisy's car conand,Daisy said,
'Finish your coffee,’ and went into the kitchentdon on the kettle
again and spoon instant coffee into a mug for lierse

The kettle boiled quickly and Daisy came back teséh, put down
her own mug of coffee and bent to pat Woo, who wasking
himself into a frenzy, terrified that he was beregected.

‘Now tell me what's happened,’ said Daisy.

Alison took a deep breath and started on an unaltinigh note. 'It's
to be expected, isn't it, that Richard should berested in everything
around here?' Daisy nodded. 'Yesterday,' Alisontwen'’he went out
with Uncle Bob and Keith and asked questions alewatrything.
How things worked, what the farm produces. He tilke the
men—and got on very well with them, Keith says—anhtlinchtime
Uncle Bob was discussing the economic side of ghimgh him.'

It must have been over the midday meal that Alisad begun
looking at Richard, remembering what Daisy had ,s&kling
perhaps that he was concerning himself with matketswere not his
province. 'lt was quite a joke,' she said grimiye 'apologised for
being a bore, but he said he was getting a rek) learning how his
family lives.'

Smiling, Daisy had no doubt, using all that disamgncharm. He
would have noticed the glimmerings of suspicion Afison's
expression, and acted quickly to allay them. Jasheahad tried to
win Daisy round by wiping out her preconceived an$ about dark
Lingards.



‘Then last night,' said Alison, 'Josh Warner camend.' Mr Warner

was an old crony of Uncle Bob's, another farmand' Ae had to meet
Richard, of course. He remembered Andrew, thewalit to school

together. Well, you know how old Josh and Uncle Bof thick as

thieves, chuntering to each other so that no ose &n get a word
in?' Daisy nodded again. 'But last night there wiree of them

puffing away round the fire," said Alison, 'the tadd boys with their

pipes and Richard with a cigar. It's always beeuhg Keith", hasn't
it, and Richard can't be all that much older thamthk but Richard

was right in there.’

Daisy had a swift dismaying impression of the scéf@u know why

Andrew took off for America?' Alison asked. Daiggnilt, so Alison

related what she had heard last night. ‘Becauag@# he and Uncle
Bob had over a girl. She jilted Uncle Bob as weild amarried

somebody else, although it doesn't seem to havebrois heart, he
couldn't remember her name until old Josh remirded But he and
Andrew had quarrelled and from the way he lookediahard when
he said, "Maybe it still isn't too late to do somey about that--'

‘Something about what?' Daisy interrupted.

‘Andrew's share of the farm, perhaps?' Alison sedridarful and she
was, because if Uncle Bob should take it into leaichto make
Richard one of his heirs the future was grim. Ksittnly hope of
keeping their livelihood and their home going wobédto inherit Oak
House Farm unencumbered. Although Daisy had waitiedn that

something like this might happen she instinctivielgd to comfort

her sister.

'It doesn't have to be the farm Uncle Bob was tgllabout. He might
just mean he feels the quarrel is healed now lesEs #\ndrew's
grandson.'



'You don't believe that's all Richard wants, do ,yao old man's
affection?' Alison said bitterly, and Daisy daremswer, because she
would have thought that simple affection was tts thing Richard
Lingard wanted.

Then today,' said Alison.

Of course, all that was yesterday, last night. {paesd to hear about
today yet. She took a gulp of scalding black coHiad Alison said,

‘He didn't go out with them this morning. He walledund the house
and finished up in the library. When | went in hasnsitting at the

table reading one of the books. He had his backd@and he didn't
hear me, and when | spoke to him he barked, "Y&t#8"snapped out
the word, and then smiled weakly. 'That doesn'tdauuch, does it?'

'It sounds sharpish,' said Daisy, and Alison wemtgoickly and
defensively,

'I'm not over-touchy, am 1? | mean, | don't exgedbe handled with
kid gloves all the time, but he sounded as if heedvthe place and |
was the one barging in. He was glaring at me fmoaent. Then he
said sorry, that he'd been miles away, but he doae= That look,
and the way he spoke.’

‘A glimpse of the real Richard Lingard?' Daisy sesjgd. The dark
Lingards had all had the devil's arrogance.

'If he'd ordered me to get out and stay out,” Alisould hardly
believe what she was saying now, 'l would havet@efy meek as a
mouse. | felt | should have apologised for distagbnim.’

'‘What did happen?’

.'J asked him if he wanted some coffee, that waa Widh gone in for,
and he said no, thanks, he was going out.’



‘Was he still annoyed?'

'‘Couldn’t have been nicer. Like you say, it was puglimpse.' She
reached for her mug of coffee, and Daisy asked,

‘Do you want anything stronger? There's some bramdyhe
cupboard.'

That made Alison smile naturally. "This is stromgegh, I'm not that
shattered.' She sipped her coffee. 'And | feel mastter now I've
talked to you. it doesn't really add up to muclresin?'

'If | hadn't had a dark Lingard bee in my bonneti yoouldn't be
thinking twice about any of it," Daisy assured her.

They both drained their coffee mugs. 'You're nahgaut tonight,
are you?' asked Alison.

'‘No.'

Alison laughed shakily, 'Then you can tell me ifuythink he's
digging in.'

Richard returned to Oak House after the evenind.riibay were all
in_the big kitchen when his car drew up by the Istdddock; and
when Keith said, 'That sounds like Richard,". Uridbd said, ‘Good,’
as though the family had been incomplete before.

His footsteps in the passage seemed to Daisy twide with the

thumping of her heart, that was suddenly loud indes. Then he
opened the kitchen door, and although he had beeheo mind

almost all the time he was a shock all over agahe had forgotten
how uneasy he made her feel.



She was helping to clear the table and she wentlamng that,
although Nanny was wanting to know whether he'dreat not. Yes,
he said, he had, but Nanny wasn't satisfied. He teaghin, said
Nanny, she didn't believe he'd been eating propatlthese years,
and he laughed and said that since he'd tastedoibiking in this
house his problem was going to be keeping his vi@igvn.

He wasn't too thin. Daisy looked up at him and klyiaway again.
There was no spare flesh on him, but he was wearthop black polo
sweater and beneath it the rippling muscles oshailders showed.

'Keith's thinner," Alison pointed out.

Keith was less muscular in spite of his outdoa@. IHle was a willowy
young man, and although Nanny's ambition was tterfatip her
menfolk until they were Uncle Bob's size she hatbb®e resigned to
Keith eating heartily without gaining weight.

‘Keith's always been puny,” sighed Nanny, and Alishrilled
indignantly,

‘Puny?'

Only Daisy knew how sensitive Alison was right nmsany criticism

of Keith. Alison wasn't amused, although Keith ged and warned
Richard, 'She'll say the same about you if youtdom on a clear
stone in the next fortnight.’

'Richard's got the bones,' said Nanny, as thougit skeletons were
plastic. 'He's got a big frame that ought to beytag more flesh.'

Nanny's fussing was often funny, they often smaedt, but this
meant she was counting Richard one of her broatlj@aisy and
Alison that was no joke.



Beside Richard's hard handsome features Keithés [taaked more
boyish than ever, and Daisy was touched to se®ilmit her hand
on Keith's arm. She often did that. Their lightducaresses were the
outward sign of their joy in each other, but timse it was more than
affection Alison was showing, it was support. Sheswvith Keith
against Richard, although Keith had no suspician fle was against
Richard. He was as strong as he needed to be. dHhdrdly had a
day's illness in his life, and he foresaw no toflastrength ahead.

Daisy looked across at Richard again, but meetisglérk eyes she
blinked and almost backed off, and was angry wignsélf for
showing his effect on her. She said, 'l hear yob&en examining the
old books.'

‘Yes, | had a good morning's browsing.'

‘They're not collector's items. The best isn't Wwartore than a few
pounds.' Her voice was honey-sweet. '‘Books areumsinbss.'

‘Do you only price them?' he drawled. 'Or do yoareead any?' and
while she seethed, seeking a cutting answer, figd work, I've got
your photographs here.’

He took a cardboard folio out of the briefcase &é brought in with
him, and large black and white prints from thedokven Uncle Bob
was waiting to see how he had come out, only Dagdgt back. She
wanted to see her pictures, but she couldn't slameraess.

Alison's stiffness dissolved at the first print Racd handed her. '‘But
this is lovely!" she gasped, and blushed slightlgon't mean me, |

mean the photograph. Look, isn't it smashing?' ohlisvas an

attractive girl, but the photograph had made havely beautiful and

they all admired it, and Keith said he'd be getttrfgamed.

'Hang on,' said Richard, 'until you've seen thesh



All of them were good. Even the dogs, Cooch looladte
maghnificent. Keith looked handsome and intelligamicl Alison was
beautiful. Uncle Bob was full of character and N@ardignity and
loving kindness brought a lump to your throat.

Daisy was pretty as a picture, and all her admwmesld have been
delighted with a copy, but she knew she could néwee herself to
ask for more.

There was plenty of discussion about which was y@rex's best.
Uncle Bob liked one of Daisy simpering. It wasn'vale happy

smile, she hadn't been happy, but she had smiheidywah her round

face and her big eyes she said, 'l look like arfadthioned chocolate
box lid, but then | always do.'

'Soft centres?' asked Richard.
‘That's our Daisy-girl,' said Uncle Bob, taking# a compliment.

'‘How about this one?' Richard brought out the pasit, of Daisy
again, and she couldn't remember him taking it. Bheén't been
prepared and she wasn't smiling. She was frowmeglips set, and
there were shrieks of laughter from them all atthly candid camera
shot in the pack.

'‘Put that on the chocolate box," chuckled Keithd'they'd expect
some hard centres!" He gave Daisy a brotherly 'fitggnot right. Our
Daisy-girl never looked like that.'

Richard Lingard thought otherwise, and she reals$edwas looking

at him now with the same expression. He knew, \Wkanearest and
dearest did not, that she was not all soft cestihe. had a hard core,
and with him around she needed to be tough.

‘They are very good,' said Alison, looking at hendikenesses with
a bemused expression.



‘The best.' Keith was equally impressed.

‘Not the best," Richard contradicted, and Daisgkald. She would
have expected Richard to accept that tribute asgre than his due.

'I'm surprised you don't think so," she said.

'‘Good enough to earn a living, but not good enotghmake a
fortune.’

As he snapped down the briefcase lock she askedydD want to
make a fortune?"

'‘Who doesn't?' She didn't. A lot of people weresgat with less than
riches.

'Why? What for?' She was in dead earnest, butrdmsngocked her
sincerity.

‘Power,' he said, leering like a melodrama villam that they all
laughed—even Alison, although she didn't look applgaas the
others—but Daisy felt cold to her spine.

During the evening Daisy 'saw nothing that reassuimer.-In only

two days Richard's position here had changed,sbitl surely. He

moved around now, knowing his way as well as anyhefn, and

anybody coming in here for the first time would Bgwesumed he
was closer to Uncle Bob than Keith was.

In all the years Daisy could hardly remember heptincle Bob ask
Keith's advice. They worked the farm together aedtKhad a say in
day-to-day matters, but the real decisions weragwJncle Bob's,
and Keith accepted that—they all did. He was annoéh, but too
robust to seem old. Even his old-fashioned notwa® vigorous and
hearty.



He treated Richard as an equal, as a mature masoRii course was
Keith, and he was still 'young Keith' to Uncle BdRichard had
travelled, he knew the world, and Uncle Bob askeddbout things,
and listened. Daisy never heard Richard actualingiany advice,
but if he had done she felt that Uncle Bob mighli wave followed

it.

Often in the evenings the two of them would sitpkmg and talking,
and if Keith joined them he usually wandered owtiagcomplaining
that Uncle Bob was re-telling the tales of his yowhen Andrew
was here.

Andrew must have been his favourite brother, anch&d was
forging strong links. He was forging links everywheFriends and
neighbours who met him were very impressed. If & thosen he
could have been on visiting terms with all of thdmat he declined
invitations, with courtesy and an underlying firrsaghat showed it
would be a waste of time trying to make him chaligemind.

When visitors came to Oak House Uncle Bob was alsloproud to
introduce him, and although Alison fumed at the Wayth was put
into second place Keith stayed good-humoured. kKedliRichard.
Richard was a good man and damned good companyheanaduld
listen to no talk about a deliberate policy toiget Uncle Bob's good
books and his will. Alison and Keith came as nesathay ever had to
a quarrel over that.

'He says it's rubbish," Alison told Daisy.

‘Well, it could be.' Daisy was needing reassurascmuch as Alison
these days; they were constantly telling each othat Richard
wasn't ousting Keith, in spite of the evidencelddit own eyes and
ears. But even Keith couldn't pretend that Richreadin't moved into
Oak House.



He went off in the mornings with his camera, takpkgptographs to
earn his living and looking at property, he saichaif he returned to
Oak House it was often with descriptions of housefiad seen and
reasons why they weren't suitable. Sometimes he wsay
overnight, once for three days, and Uncle Bob aadny couldn't
wait for him to come back.

The photographs were more successful than the Howuseng. He
showed these to the family before he sent thentodifis publishing
contacts, giving copies when they were asked forclé Bob and
Nanny were collecting almost full sets, and somesirAlison would
ask for one, but Daisy never did. Not even whenplaee was a
favourite spot.

The Dancing Stones were a collection of huge baosldeom
prehistory. No one knew who had put them thereyloy or when.
They topped a hill about ten miles away, and if ywalked
backwards round them on the nights of the old wigshivals all sorts
of terrifying things were supposed to happen.

Daisy had never risked that, but she had had @¢ha&re and it was a
popular local spot for summer rambles, and whehd&atproduced a
dozen or so photographs she was as intrigued amnankie had used
light and shade in a fascinating way, bringing patterns in the
stones she had never seen before, and Nanny Baidy 'used to
make up stories about the Dancing Stones when akawirl.’

'‘Daisy used to make up stories about everythiag]' Baisy.
'Including the dark Lingards,' said Richard.

'Of course, | came home to them.' She meant tlegt\irere part of
Oak House, and an imaginative child, given theatuthe place, was
bound to get involved in their strange saga.



Richard's face was as watchful as a hawk's. Ngttig she wanted to
say, | would never come to you. But he had thiswemedous personal
magnetism and it almost seemed that he was witi@rgloser, which

was crazy. She put both hands behind her back aaiie'Do you

want the photographs?'

'‘No, thank you,' she said. Not from him, not evgrhatograph, but
when she saw that just discernible muscle moveisncheek she
didn't know whether she was glad or sorry.

'‘Any luck with the house-hunting?' she asked.
'No.'

‘Then I've something for you.' He had been loolahgroperty from
the advertisement in theost and if he saw saleboards up on his trip
He had gone about it very haphazardly, but althoDgisy and
Alison didn't much want him with a house in thetwies it would be
better than having him living here in Oak Housed8ong her lunch
hour today Daisy had called on the three estatatage town, and
collected details of everything on their books withis modest price
range.

This should show whether he was serious aboutngettis own
place, and Daisy didn't think he was. She dug Iohandbag and
brought out a wad of papers. Alison understoodtlieirest took her
gesture at surface value, they hoped she was tigirlge helpful,
although Uncle Bob stressed, 'There's no hurrg, Nenny said,

'What's a single man like Richard need a houséhttrhe won't be
using half the time?' They both wanted Richardtay sn here, or at
any rate to come back whenever he could and cobrg home.

Daisy had put down the sheaf of stencilled papershe table.
Richard picked them up and leafed through thenry-eoughtful,'
he said, with an amused and ironic glance at hexwébn't fooled and



she hadn't expected him to be. Alison looked atdmatefully but
without hope? and Keith read over Richard's shaulde

‘The OId Mill at Woodmont. If they're only askingat much it must
be in a state. In need of renovation? In needhfilding, more like.'

'l wouldn't mind something like that," said Richard

‘Would you do it yourself?' Daisy inquired. Therasano reason why
he shouldn't be able to build a wall or reinforoe@@den beam, and
she wasn't surprised when he said,

‘Most of it.'
'Is there anything you can't do?' she asked tartly.

'Plenty of things.' He grinned wryly as though el la backlog of
failures, but she didn't believe him. He was nat of life's losers.
Things went his way.

But he didn't buy the mill. That evening Daisy @thAlison in her
never-ending task of home decoration. It wasn'mash fun as it
used to be, before Richard came. But Alison salried on, and
Daisy and Nanny still helped her, and it was onhew Daisy and
Alison were alone that they voiced their fears thlattheir efforts
might be for Richard Lingard's benefit.

It was hard grind keeping the farm going. Keith keat all hours, and
here in Oak House Alison had very litde leisuree 8tdn't complain,
she hadn't an idle bone in her body. Nor was skedy; she was
generous to a fault. But Keith had earned his tighie master of Oak
House Farm one day, and she had helped him eariwib
masters—if Uncle Bob should be considering that—d/dwe grossly
unfair. And unworkable. Alison adored Keith, buteskecognised
Richard as immeasurably more forceful. In lots alys/she glimpsed



the iron hand under that velvet glove, and she kihaiveven if Keith
inherited the major part Richard would still be teas

But Keith only smiled when she tried to warn hinkel they had
always smiled at Daisy and her dark Lingards. Aftieat first
near-quarrel Keith was treating Alison's suspicigoslightly that
Alison stopped talking to him about Richard. Shecdssed Richard
with no one but Daisy, and then she confined hetseal few words.

Tonight she said, 'Thanks for the dope on the loimesale. Do you
suppose he'll buy one?’

Daisy was down on her knees, painting a skirtingr@oShe went on
painting. 'l don't know."'

‘But even if he does, 'said Alison, working on dipposite wall with a
roller and a tray of pale coral paint, 'it won'tkeaany difference to
the way Uncle Bob feels about him. | can't see howything's ever
going to make any difference to that." She stoad famm the wall. 'l
like this colour,' she said. 'Do you like this aol®'

'Yes,' said Daisy, 'l certainly do. There are s@m@ashing colours
about.'

They didn't mention Richard again, although theyten painting
for another hour, chattering all the time.

That was how it always was, a brief shared frigatemoment,
followed by talk of something else. Both girls knewhat was
happening, but both were afraid to face it.

Nanny called them for supper, which was bread d@&kse or cold
meat and pickles, and as soon as everyone was tloekdchen table
Uncle Bob announced, 'We've fixed Richard up wiflaze.'



How could they have done that, at this time of titgbaisy stared at
Uncle Bob, who was beaming like a Toby jug, andhtaeRichard.
‘The barn,' said Uncle Bob.

'‘What barn?' asked Alison.
‘The barn on Daisy's cottage.’

‘My barn?' It was no more Daisy's barn than it i@scottage, but her
mind boggled at the thought of Richard moving imt®f course he
couldn't. It was just an old barn, nobody coulé@ likkere. It had to be a
joke, they were teasing her. She croaked, 'Whdtdwido with my
barn?'

'It shouldn't be hard to get planning permissisaid Keith, as though
this was a feasible proposition. ‘No problem witkingbing and
electricity.' The cottage had main services, thra aas really part of
the cottage. Daisy pleaded,

‘You're all joking, aren't you?'

But they weren't. She looked at them and they wefdanny said, 'l
can't see why he can't stay where he is, but insedl the fashion
these days, doing up barns, doing up all sortsmfy places.'

No! Daisy wanted to shout. | don't want him the othde of my wall,

| couldn't bear him being so close to me. She 4dtink it's a rotten

idea. It would cost a fortune to heat, it's justigsempty space right
up to the rafters, and it would cost another fogtda fix so that
anyone could live in it.'

Richard sat, chin in hand, reflectively calm. ‘disha gallery and the
living space could be open plan. | reckon | coddwert it. Put in a
dark room. | think it would suit me very well.’



He had been prowling around, he knew the layouhefbarn. He

probably had the blueprint for reconstruction is head. He'd never
had any intention of buying a house, and there \wasinee cottage
going, so he had settled for the barn. 'An old ®old stone barn

with great potential,' was how the estate agentddvmave described
it, and Uncle Bob was handing it to him. Daisy saottlly, 'lI'd hate to

have a neighbour. Why can't you find a barn somesviakse?'

‘There isn't another barn empty,' Keith pointed Biot on Oak House
Farm land, not for free, but he could have found d@nhe'd been
prepared to pay for one. She knew she was lookitigns she was
scared that her lips might tremble unless shetkeyo tight together,
and tension cut a scowl between her brows.

Richard said quietly, 'If it would worry you havimge next door then
of course I'll look for somewhere else.'

"You will not." Uncle Bob was laying down the laww, a voice that
was never challenged in this house. 'You'll haat tarn. It worries
all of us, Daisy being on her own in that cottaQee of the family
next door to her would be a burden off my mindiets hear no more
about her not wanting a neighbour.'

She wouldn't have minded a neighbour, she mighé hesicomed
one, but not Richard. Her objections were only ihRrd, but Uncle
Bob would uphold no appeal against him. This shola@a strongly
Uncle Bob felt about Richard being accepted agmg@eent member
of the household, and he would never admit thatrtiight be unfair
to Keith.

"You can garage your car up here, Daisy," saidéJBob. 'And while
summer lasts it won't hurt to let it stand out.'



Garaging my car, thought Daisy grimly, is the leafsmy worries!
She nodded, she couldn't trust herself to speakfram then on she
tried to shut her ears to the men talking.

Alison was quiet too. She was quieter these dayaviRichard was
around. Nanny said she needed a holiday and Keahldvhave
arranged one for her—he couldn't get away himbalfvest time was
coming up—»but Alison wouldn't hear of it. As shedst Daisy, 'l

wouldn't have a minute's peace away from herebd'dvondering
what was going on all the time.’

As soon as Daisy reasonably could she said goog@igt as she got
up from the table Richard did too. 'May | walk bagkh you?' he
asked.

‘Do you want to take another look at your barn?'
'l want a walk.'

The dogs were on their feet, close behind her, Rinthard was

behind her too, out of the kitchen, down the passtigough the back
door. She walked fast, until sherealised how rildigs it was trying

to outpace him, then she slowed to her normal padegnored him,
watching Woo darting from side to side of the traakd Cooch

stomping steadily on.

Richard said, 'lt's a waste of a good barn. Whytoot it into a
house?'

‘No reason.’
'‘Except that you don't want a neighbour?'

'| prefer being on my own.' She was trying to kpegsonalities out of
this, it was more dignified that way. 'Whatever énBob says, |



don't need protecting, and if | did--' The lastrfewords slipped out,
and of course he wanted the sentence completed.

'If you did?' he prompted.

After a moment, while she considered keeping hartmshut for the
remaining minute it should take to reach the cettae told him
flatly, 'Somehow | don't see you as a protectorrédvis a predator.’

He walked like a black panther and she wantedttomgeher cottage.
She opened her handbag for the key, so that slteweeste no time
when they reached the door. 'And what am | supptiseé preying
on?' he asked.

At the door, as she slipped the key in the lockptiehis hand over
her hand, not gripping, just stopping her from tognthe key. Tell
me," he said. She felt his light touch like talam$er soft flesh and
stifled a cry. Biting her lips, she said,

‘Another thing | don't see, you settling for a barn

He had a small stake here now, but he wanted rharethat and he
was going about getting it. He was preying on tredti As he took
his hand away she turned the key and pushed thre alwb she could
hear him laughing. 'Goodnight, neighbour,' he said.

When she came home from work next day they wer&inwgion the
barn. It had been cleared out, the walls were beindgened inside,
and before another week was over a couple of wisdoad been
made. Richard bought a Calor gas fire, and a coaplparaffin

heaters, and with a bed, a table and some chairs thhe farm, the
barn was habitable enough to camp out in.

He had been up in London for a couple of daysngeleis agent, and
Daisy waited his return with trepidation. So farian't slept down



here, and she had a premonition that she woultFepsso well
herself when he was on the other side of that eialihg the night.

She did sleep, of course. She was young and heaithtired, but she
resented him being there, and when she got intodrarext morning
it annoyed her to see his car parked beside itad® out of the barn
and said, 'Good morning. Do you want the dogs takero the

house?'

Alison or Nanny collected the dogs some time duthmg morning,
after which they had the run of the kitchen andiadbthe farm until
Daisy came home in the evenings. She said, 'l domk Cooch
would go with you.'

‘Shall we try him?'

She nearly said, 'l don't have time, I'm late,'shé obviously wasn't
late, so she had to get out of the car and opendtiage door, then
watch with hardly hidden chagrin while not only tteerier but the

peke too greeted Richard. Cooch always knew howfahebout

people, so why wasn't he snarling at Richard whe ta&king the

liberty of patting him?

Richard looked up at her. 'He doesn't bite me amdn't bite him.'
‘A good slogan.' She had to smile.
‘Try it some time," he said.

Daisy had never used her cottage much for entertaiMen got the
wrong idea when they were invited home by a girbwhed alone in
a small wood, so that her home- cooked dinners westally for
foursomes, Keith and Alison were her standbys. &ifichard
arrived she hadn't had the heart for dinner parbas when dates
brought her home or collected her they weren'tgadao find the



barn occupied, and Daisy was getting tired of tirggsthat it had
nothing whatever to do with her.

It might have been the expensive car that irritatesin, but the
briefest glimpse of Richard Lingard seemed to bangsuspicion in
men whom she would have expected to have more .s§¥se the
hell's that?' they usually asked.

'‘Richard Lingard,' she'd say. 'A relation. UncleébBogiven him the
barn. He's converting it.'

'He's going to live in it? Right next to you?'
‘Yes.'

They didn't like that. Neither did Daisy, espegiadls Richard was
finding the situation amusing. It was a good sumrtie® evenings
were warm and fine, and when he was there in tkaiags his door
was usually open so that if anyone called at Daisgttage he saw
them, and they saw him. Sometimes he waved her byeod
Sometimes he sauntered over and she had to ingddonc

She had three weeks of that, and then Michael Itdugy home from
an evening out, and she asked him in for a cofféeigs had been
strained between her and Michael lately. She cau&kplain what
was happening at Oak House Farm, but he knew thatyDvas
preoccupied and not with him, and that made hinvigae

She had perked coffee and put a brandy beside iemwomeone
knocked on the door. Woo barked, but Cooch waggethl so she
was afraid it was going to be Richard, and it wiserything all

right?' he asked.

‘Yes, of course everything's all right.’



'Hello." Richard looked beyond her at Michael, whioenhad met the
week before outside the cottage. 'Sorry to intdrrbpt | heard
voices, and you never know these days, do you?'

Michael was taken aback, but he agreed that thage ybu did not
know.

'‘Goodnight,’ said Richard, as Daisy closed the datbra slight slam,
and Michael said thoughtfully,

'l suppose it is better for you, somebody livingtngoor. It's lonely
here.'

'‘Not any more it isn't,' said Daisy ruefully. Micia car was in the
drive. It wasn't a distinctive model, but Richarduld remember
whose it was, and he would know who - was in thtage. He wasn't
doing this because he considered her a helplesdddit because it
amused him to rile her, and she was riled.

'‘Does he always come round if he hears anyonere?hilichael was
asking. There hadn't been any visitors after diamtesRichard moved
into the barn, but Daisy could have said, 'Yescabee she was
almost sure he was going to.

She said, 'It's Uncle Bob's idea. They've nevedike living alone,
they've always wanted me to go and live at the éoasd Richard
being next door was supposed to be a —protection.'

The word stuck, and Michael said, 'Why don't youninta live at the
house?'

'‘Because | like my cottage.' Until three weeks dgot now she
couldn't even bring back a friend without beingpested and
embarrassed. It was worse than Uncle Bob's crosstigning of her
boy-friends. Uncle Bob was genuinely concernedhfar, but if she



was living at Oak House she might easily get maoneapy than she
was getting here.

She sat down, on a chair, not on the sofa besidbadéi, her hands
clasped tightly around her knees. Now there wasaght. If she left
this cottage Uncle Bob would probably let Richaevéit, then he
could turn the barn into a studio, and he'd haseper home.

He could be trying to hound her out. He knew shim'tdiwant him

living so close and he was making things as uncdalite as

possible for her. Suspicion hardened into certaamy with that on
her mind she looked so tensethat Michael beliewsdvnen she said
she was very tired.

Daisy didn't object when he said, Til be off, th&he shot to her feet
and saw him out, shutting the door instead of wajko his car with
him. Behind her, as she closed the door, Cooclghasled softly at
him. The dog had not growled at Richard Lingard¢hdiel recalled.
In fact it had acted as though Richard was a wedcoatier.

Daisy didn't hear the car drive away, she was sppe&d up in her
own indignation. Ofcourse Richard wanted the cottage, and h
thought if he kept this up she'd get so rattled e would simply
clear out and go and live in the big house. He &dbpe. But she
wasn't having him acting as though he was hereap lan eye on her.

Uncle Bob had given him the barn, and so far asleJBob was

concerned Richard could do no wrong. But they hadys said that
Daisy could twist Uncle Bob round her little fingemd tomorrow

she would tell him how difficult it was, ask himask Richard to stop
pestering her.

She went up to the house next morning, before s vo work.
Alison was the only one in the kitchen, washingthe breakfast
things. 'ls Uncle Bob around?' Daisy asked.



'l think he's in the study—why?' Alison looked Bsugh she hadn't
slept well either, and as Daisy explained she sighe

'It's all worry, isn'tit? You'd better hurry oryevonV catch him, he's
off down town.'

In the study Uncle Bob looked up from papers ondésk to smile
broadly at Daisy. 'Here's an early bird. Has yaar laroken down?
Are you after a lift?'

She came across to him. 'l want to talk to youageif you've got the
time.'

The jovial creases in his big red face settled s&gous lines, and he
settled back in his chair. 'I've always got timeyou, my dear. You
should know that by now.'

Of course she knew it, and she loved this strotudpb®rn old man,
and she was sure he would understand what she @tihtim. There
was no point trying to explain why she felt thatiird was usurping
Keith's rightful role. On that Robert Lingard's miiwas closed. But
this was a simple matter, just upsetting for Damyd Uncle Bob
could put it right for her.

She said, 'l wish you'd talk to Richard and tefhHi don't need a
round-the-clock watch on me." That was an exaggeraRichard
was away much longer hours than she was, but etien Wwe wasn't
in the barn she could imagine him behind the dardaws. And in
her own cottage she often looked at that dividiad) \v&s conscious of
him on the other side as though she could seegdhrsione.

Uncle Bob nodded as she talked, with the occasiooatommittal
grunt. Once started she ran on, recounting everg fRichard had
happened to be outside or with the door open whgore came to
call for her, and then last night, and Michael...



'‘Wasn't it late to be asking the young man in®rpaised Uncle Bob,
who didn't really approve of young ladies issuingitations, and
certainly not after dusk. Daisy defended herself,

'It wasn't that late, and | know Michael very well.

‘All the same—' The phone rang, and stopped ringingst at once,
and Uncle Bob frowned at it, needing a moment ar twvreconnect
his argument. 'All the same, | don't think we skiotbmplain about
Richard making sure you were all right.'

'‘Well, next time,' said Daisy, 'would you ask hilegse to look first
and see if there's a car outside?' Of course h&iagn there was a
car, and whose car it was. 'And would you ask hahta come out
every time. Or to keep away from the window becatiger voice
shot out of control into a squeak of exasperatimetause he's putting
my friends off. They think | had something to datwgetting him
into that barn, and he's acting like some sort atichvdog!'

Uncle Bob rumbled with laughter and Daisy could énavept. She
pleaded, 'Won't you just tell him | don't need pobing and | don't
want watching?'

"'l have a word with him,"' he promised, and slopdd for the best.
After a word from Uncle Bob, even if it was jocul&ichard might
keep more in the background. She would always kinewas there,
but perhaps he wouldn't come knocking at her door.

She watched Uncle Bob drive away; she had alloveesitf plenty of
time, so she could have a few minutes with Alisefole she got into
her own car to go to work.

Nanny came bustling out of the house, waving aaiusmtd glaring
down the drive at Uncle Bob's rapidly vanishing atiay-brake.
'‘Was that the master?' she demanded of Daisy.



'Yes.'

'l thought he'd gone ages ago.' Nanny tutted aggtheomebody was
to blame for this. If there was any blame it wassia, so Daisy said,

'l was talking to him. Did you want him?'

‘There was a phone call a few minutes back, wiess|by the phone
in the hall. Mr Laurenson's got the 'flu and he'tcsge him.'

‘Well, he'll know when he gets there,' said Dafdyson had walked
out behind Nanny.

‘The appointment was mid-morning. He's getting sor@& boots
first, so it won't be a wasted journey," Alisondsquietly.

'‘Nanny went back into the house and Alison saide 'Wave $
reprieve.’

'‘What?'

Alison's hands were hanging limply and her shoslaesre drooping.
She looked very tired. 'You know who Mr Laurensshr—iJncle
Bob's lawyer. Uncle Bob was going to see him thammg about
changing his will.'

'‘Oh no!" Daisy whispered.
'Fair shares,' said Alison. 'Half and half. KeittdaRichard.'
'‘Oh, hewouldn't!

‘Not this morning. Unless someone else will do el to make out a
new will. If it has to be Mr Laurenson we've gobérer few days.' A
flicker of life was creeping into her voice. Sheked at Daisy with
desperate eyes, and Daisy asked with matching Ge&pe



'What can we do? What does Keith think about it?'

The dogs were ambling around the courtyard, buhatsound of
Daisy's voice Cooch had stopped snuffing and was padding
across.

'‘Keith can't do anything,' said Alison. 'He doestand a chance
against Richard. He might as well go and battdntladl, Richard's as
hard as they come. But if he does have a weak saot,it's got to be
you, Daisy.'



CHAPTER FIVE

THE idea of her being Richard Lingard's weakness d@musde
Daisy smile. But of course there was nothing tolsrat. ‘Are you
sure about the will?' she asked Alison. 'Did Urigid tell you? What
did he say?'

Cooch had reached her by now, and was standingcl@sg and still,
looking up at her. There was no one around. Thetgana could fill
any minute, work on the farm had already startedHe day, but for
the moment the sisters were alone, although Alglanced around
and up at the windows of the house before she argwe

Even then she spoke in hardly more than a whisp&eard him
telling Richard. | was in the laundry room and thegre in the
kitchen, and Uncle Bob said, 'I'm seeing Laureretagieven o'clock
in the morning and having everything divided equaktween you
and Keith.' -

Alison was white-faced. She hadn't put on any makéiis morning,

not even a touch of lipstick. She said, 'l did@ahany more, they
both went out into the passage. | told Keith andkhews there's
nothing he can do, but it isfdir, is it?'

'‘No,' said Daisy, 'no!

‘At breakfast Uncle Bob said he was going into tdae/hget" some
boots, and he said | didn't look well and Keith loulgp make me take
that holiday." Alison was biting her lip, holdingdk tears, and Daisy
put an arm around her trembling sister, her owondbloot with anger.

It seemed that no one dared speak out against idicKaith was
scared that if he did he might find himself oulsfcle Bob's favour
altogether, and Keith was really no fighter. Alisaas afraid for
Keith, but Daisy said, 'l can't believe that Un8leb could be so



underhand. | shall tell him what | think about thmit | still can't
believe it of him."

It isn't Uncle Bob's fault,' said Alison. 'lt'sdRiard's influence. There
Is a curse, you know. The dark Lingards are a clirsaly you'd left
them alone Richaird would never have come here.'

Daisy knew that. She would never forgive herself igiting that
article.

A couple of men called 'Morning!" across the yaadd both girls
managed to answer in fairly normal tones. Thengins began to
walk away, down the drive towards the cottage deddoad, so that it
looked as if they were gossiping instead of womdghow to face a
situation that meant the disruption of their lives.

The only sign was in the peke, trotting closer thanal to Daisy's
heels. Alison said, 'You've got to help me.'

'How?'

'I've been thinking about it all night. | didn'ttgauch rest. | don't
think Keith did either, but he pretended he wazegsl Alison's
natural voice was warm and lively, full of lightcitaughter, but this
morning there was no life in it. 'Richard fancieay she went on.

'Never!'

‘This antagonism between you, the way you keep mpngpat
him—perhaps it's a challenge to him, but he caepkhis eyes off
you. I've noticed that, and now this business wWithcottage, scaring
the other men off.'

‘That's because he wants the cottage.’



'l think he wants you," said Alison, and while Baiwas still
speechless, 'Most men do, don't they?' Daisy waactve to most
men, bees to the honeypot, but she had always hihdbgre was
mutual hostility between herself and Richard. ot saying he's in
love with you,' said Alison wearily. 'Just thatfla@cies you.'

That was possible. 'Even if he does,' said Daigyy far from
convinced, 'how could it help? What do you wanttmdo? Ask him
to tell Uncle Bob he doesn't want half the farm?'

That was impossible. She felt instinctively that poe could
influence Richard Lingard against his own interests

They were walking side by side, and when Alisomdiled very
slightly Daisy realised that her sister's eyes waosed, the face
shuttered in sadness, tears forcing their way librika dark lashes.

'‘Richard is going to get this place,’ whisperedsdii. ‘He just walks
in and it's going to be his because he will telltKevhat to do. He
won't take orders, he'll give them.'

She stood still, in the middle of the track, hee®ytill shut. 'l mustn't
start crying,' she sounded panicky. 'lIf any-' bedgs me what can |
tell them?' She sniffed and blinked, dabbing daimpeks with the

back of her hand. 'Can we get into the cottageaowitiinim coming

out?'

There was no sign of Richard's car beside Daitss Mini, with the
painted daisy on the door, and the two girls hdrimside. Daisy said
bitterly, 'This used to be a real refuge before [&iiBob put him on
the other side of that wall. Are you all right?’

Alison was not all right, she was in despair, bo¢ iodded, and
sniffed again and glared at the wall, although ah#&td's car had
gone Richard was unlikely to be in the barn. Pestagleven o'clock
he would be meeting Uncle Bob at the solicitor'sicef and



suggesting that a routine task like changing a ealild be handled
by anyone who coiild take down dictation.

‘Some protection!' said Daisy savagely. 'l shohidk he's about the
most dangerous man I've ever met.’

'‘But that's it. That's my idea.' Alison soundedidént as a-"child
afraid of being laughed at. Her confidence had lsa@ped lately, she
could only clutch at straws. 'Well,

you know how strait-laced Uncle Bob is.' She spglkevly, watching
Daisy's reaction. 'So far Richard can do no wrdng,if Uncle Bob
knew that he'd made a pass at you, a real pasgyht dawn on him
that Richard's no knight in shining armour.’

Daisy began to frown. That would be playing wittefiand asking to
get burned. She couldn't see herself as a calegla@éductress.

‘You've always been Uncle Bob's pet,’ Alison rerathdher.
'‘Sometimes | think he's fonder of you than he iKeith even. If it
looked as though Richard was trying it on with ydncle Bob might
realise he isn't completely trustworthy.'

It sounded a simple plan, but it was riddled wittfafis. 'l couldn't!

Daisy's hands moved instinctively as though sh&gaishe idea, or
Richard Lingard, away from her; and Alison satha button-backed
chair that had been her favourite seat as a dginiscottage, huddling
down, pressing her face into a cushion so thavbiee was muffled.

'If he gets half the farm, Daisy, it's the finisfou know how things
are, there isn't the money there. We'd have totkellhouse, and
who'd buy a place like this these days, and it faur. It belongs to
Keith and me. And our children.’



Daisy knelt down beside her, remembering four yagrs after their
father's death when they had been alone togetkeethlis. Since then
there had been no tears, and perhaps too muchntoetat.

| hate him, thought Daisy. Uncle Bob can't seeltlest an opportunist
who'll take all he can get and give back nothingKgith and Alison,
the old house, and the land it stood on, were &t,tta cherish and
succour. Richard Lingard would drain it, pocket fhreceeds and
move on.

Uncle Bob loved Daisy, she was his pet, but he didtibelieve her if
she told him that Richard was a predator. She wbale to show it
beyond all doubt, and the surest way might be tcheeself up as

prey.

There was a sour taste in her mouth as she saud,|'yvant me
to—lead Richard on?' and Alison looked up from ¢ ttushion,
hoping a little.

*You wouldn't have to do much. Just give him a cleaand he'll take
it.

Daisy had had plenty of experience in handling imptate lovers,
but she hadn't led any of them on. She was kindshadvasn't a fool.
She said ironically, 'Then | say, "sorry, but Isleanged my mind"?
Suppose, just suppose, | can't stop him?'

Alison shrank from the thought of putting Daisyamy sort of danger,
but she would almost have died herself to keep Kakse for Keith.
She said, 'There'd have to be someone within earsho

‘Then | scream "Rape"?' Daisy was near to hysidaaghter. 'Shall
you expect me to press charges?' It was a whahasteful scheme,
but Alison said quickly,

'Of course you wouldn't let it get that far.'



'l—don't like it." That was putting it mildly, wheher skin was
crawling on her bones.

‘Nor do I." Alison's eyes were glittering with ueshtears, her voice
was brittle. 'l hate it. It's a mean trick and iits nice being mean. So
what do we do? Nothing? We let him take our hont @ur living
and—everything?"

Not if | can help it, Daisy thought. This is my fgut has to be my
battle, and if | must fight him what other weapanidave?

Alison read the indecision in Daisy's face and géeh 'It isn't as
though we'd be lying about him. He's got to be anawoiser. He
certainly isn't frustrated, and a man with his s@peal who isn't
married at his age must be playing the field angya&mng it. He
doesn't fancy me or | swear I'd get him to makasspjust to show
Uncle Bob the kind of man he is.'

She wasn't talking wildly, she was working out apkrate plan that
might work. 'He'd seduce you if he got the chargles'said.

‘Well, of course we don't give him the chance,wetlet Uncle Bob
know that he tried.'

Daisy shook her head. She badly wanted to refusket heart she
knew that she couldn't, but she went on shaking Head, and
Alison's calm broke and she grabbed Daisy's hatedss pouring
down her cheeks, begging, 'Please, Dasase!

'I'l—think about it,' said Daisy. "You must let rtt@nk about it.'
‘Yes, of course.' Alison still clung to her and 8afelt old.

'‘Don't cry,’ she said. 'l brought him here, I'lt gd of him."' She meant
it. Somehow. '‘But give me a little time,' she samlsee if | can think
of any other way."'



She thought about it all morning, doing her workmadt
automatically, but there was no other way, and BsoA had said,
they wouldn't be lying about Richard if they showeth up in his
true colours. Dear Uncle Bob was one of the lasthef Victorian
patriarchs, with a sturdy Puritan streak so fahigswomen were
concerned.

The permissive age was anathema to him, but Ridhaghrd ,was
very much a part of it. If Daisy stopped being @&ggive and played
up to Richard it was more than likely that he woudto make love
to her, and if Uncle Bob believed that Daisy hadihted that—and
she most emphatically did not—and hadn't expedtdweiwould be
shocked and angry. It might radically change hesglabout Richard.

Alison phoned her at work during the afternoon.isa Have you
thought of any other way?'

'‘No.'

‘Will you do it?"

‘Yes.'

'‘Bless you! See you this evening.'

'‘We'd better get together on our plan of actiand Baisy, and Alison
laughed shakily,

'‘We sound like a pair of conspirators!'
'‘What else are we?' asked Daisy.

Richard was not in the barn when Daisy went upghtohouse that
evening, where she watched television with Nanny Krith and
Alison. Uncle Bob had old Josh round and they ndid8ehard. Old



Josh asked after him, and Uncle Bob said he wasafia he might be
strolling up later.

If he had done Daisy would have been amiable, o$gicuously so,
but like she was with everyone else. That was the. Alison was
convinced that Richard would make the running smmwugh. But he
didn't come, and after supper Alison walked bacth&cottage with
Daisy, and there was still no sign of his car.

'‘Maybe he's away overnight,' said Alison.

Daisy hoped so, but it wasn't very late yet, helctatill turn up.
Tomorrow she would start being neighbourly. Sheay good
morning and smile. Big deal, she thought, but s tever been a
hypocrite and she felt a wave of self-disgust befire'd even started.
Goodness knows how she would feel if she brougtath.

She said, 'l hope | can do it. He could turn me mow
'‘Not a chance. He's out for all he can get,' sdigbA bitterly.

Uncle Bob hadn't said why he wanted to see hiscismii this
morning. They didn't know whether he had changedniii yet or if
he was waiting for Mr Laurenson to recover from g but they
both knew that it was Richard's company the two faliners had
missed tonight. There had been no suggestion tadk Knight join
them while they set the world straight, smokingirthepes and
drinking their strong ale, in front of the fire tine small sitting room.

Daisy wandered around her living room and kitchiEmere wasn't
much for her to do, but she was too strung up s She had let
herself in for what could be a very humiliating isegbecause she
didn't share Alison's certainty that Richard fouhdr all that
physically attractive.



Alison had been exaggerating when she said he @oukekp his eyes
off Daisy. He wasn't going to do anything that wbo&use trouble,
so Daisy might have to go a fair way to meet hinsrdile and a good
morning wouldn't have him grabbing her. Not unléss smile was
both promising and provoking, and up to now Daisailisre had been
her little-girl artlessness. It was all she usualkyeded to have men
eating out of her hand, but if she fluttered thagléashes of the big
blue eyes at Richard Lingard he would know she acéimg. He had
recognised the tough core in her, the mature wordanhad taken
that simpering photograph of her, but the one lethleen when she
was unaware she was being photographed had shavtinearace.
The two faces of Daisy Penrose sounded like tihe ot a book.
Two-faced meant playing false, being a double-ateahd she hadn't
had much practice in deceit, and Richard would b&@ man to
cheat.

‘You'll only have to lead him on a little," Alisdrad said, but Daisy
had a suspicion that he might prove canny, commgithimself no
further than she did herself. And if it went thaaynof course it was
no go. Since he was living next door she had basrhrmore jittery
than when her cottage/ was isolated, but now she axpected to
entice him into an explosive sexual situation shs errified.

In daylight, and with Alison, it hadn't seemed s pbut all alone
now she whispered, 'l can'tcan't’ and Cooch whimpered, the huge
dark liquid eyes fixed on her. Then his ears lifeedraction and
seconds later Woo and Daisy heard the car too.

It stopped, so it was Richard. If she opened ther @dmd stepped
outside now she would have made the first importamte. But if she
left it till morning she would be admitting to helsthat it was
probably beyond her, and it would be twice as hard.

She opened the door and the two dogs shot outs&testupidly, 'It
IS you.'



'Hello,' he said, and to Cooch, 'hello, boy.' Waaakd around, a spot
of flickering whiteness, and Richard called himsgdoand patted him
too.

Daisy said, '"You're the only new friend Cooch haslenin five years.'
'Five years?'

‘That's how old he is. Until now he hasn't wantelrtow unless he's
known you all his life. Perhaps he's getting lededive in his old
age.’

Richard laughed. 'On a ratio of one year in a ddg'squalling seven
he's not much over my age. We've got a lot in comnaee're both
into a very selective senility.'

That, and her nervousness, kept her giggling, arfteavalked from
the car towards his door she said, '‘Can you spanaute?'

‘Any number.' She went into her house and he fakbvshe said,

‘This morning | asked Uncle Bob if he'd tell youdbn't need

protecting.' It wouldn't rank as a friendly gestiifgncle Bob got this

in before Daisy did. If she told it she could safteinto a joke against
herself. She grimaced, 'But he said you were qugfiet to come

round and make sure | wasn't being mugged.'

'‘But you'd rather | didn't?’

‘Well, yes. Although as we are neighbours we mightwell be
friends." He was still in the doorway and she tedsher hands
nervously.

The hooded eyes told her nothing. She almost eggdutn to say,
'‘And what exactly is your game?' and a wretchedapetg blush
stained her fair skin. Then he said quietly, 'Therneothing | would



like better." His smile wasn't cynical, althoughwias the crooked
smile. 'Shall we drink to it?' he said. 'Can | ria bottle of wine
round? I'd invite you to my place, but | only haree chair.’

She nodded mutely and the moment he had gone pahiSke hadn't
contemplated an immediate get-together. Supposedhkeall this as
meaning she was amenable to overtures? That wasphession she
had to give, but not until she and Alison had Betdcene. He was a
man of the world, and last night she had been tmt@rg Michael in
here, and during the last three weeks she hadthad dates. Maybe
he thought she was easy. A man like Richard Linganbably didn't
believe in twenty-two-year-old virgins.

When he walked back into the room carrying a baiflevine she
said, 'I'm not much of a drinker.’

‘That's all right,' he said, 'it's not much of aaei He went into the
kitchen and found a couple of glasses while shiesstiod around.
Then he opened the bottle and poured out, handed pkass, and
seated himself in an armchair.

Daisy almost sat on the sofa, then realised thghtraeem like an
invitation, and went to the little yellow buttonadked chair instead,
and although she had seen Richard's charm in dog¢ifure she was
grateful for it now. She sat, cradling her glass] he did the talking,
and none of it was personal so that her tensioedeasd she laughed
because he was funny, and after ten minutes dresavas talking too.

He asked about the book she had been writing amdak, 'There's
an old brown leather case in the attics at Oak El@msl some of the
Lingard papers and my manuscript are in it. I'veegiup.'

'‘Because | turned up?'



She nodded, 'Partly." More than partly. She didndw why she
hadn't burned the wretched book that had beenatsecof all their
troubles, and when Richard asked,

'‘May | read it?' she demurred,
'l don't think it was very good.’
Til be surprised if it isn't. Would you object teemeading it?'

'‘As you've shown us your work | don't see how | chject.' She
smiled, 'Nor do | see how | can stop you, the easelocked.”?

'Is that your ambition, to be a writer?'

'l enjoy writing, and | love working among bookS6me day of
course she wanted to marry and live here so thatt&lren and
Alison's could grow up together. Aimost as thoughfdllowed her
thoughts Richard asked,

‘Do your future plans include any of the men I'vet?h

He had met three of Daisy's dates, including Mi¢heaed she had no
real involvement with any of them. She wished nbat there was a
man in whom she could confide, so that she wouldbeofighting
Richard alone. 'Only as friends,' she said, arftkaseemed sceptical,
‘don't you believe in friendship between men andex?’

'‘Why not?' He looked at her in a way that had learhhammering.
'‘But | can't see how the thoughts of any man gaiuyind with you
could stay platonic for long.'

She laughed at that, blushing, and he said, 'Thoghaphs | took of
you didn't do you justice. What are you doing toraof?'



Tomorrow was Sunday. 'Why?' She was supposed ting to a
party, but nothing was as important as playing faixe out as
quickly as possible.

'‘We could go out for the day and | could take sonme shots of
you.'

'l do have a date,' she said, 'but | could cancel i

'‘Good.' Richard drained his glass. 'Ten o'clockight?’

‘Where shall we go?'

'‘Does it matter?'

'‘No,' she said, 'so long as we're not too latengettack.'
'‘Goodnight, then.' Daisy didn't move from her s&&ie just said,

‘Goodnight," and when the door closed behind herdsank the rest
of the wine in her glass, from which until now dtel only taken a
few sips. The bottle on the table was still thre@sters full, and she
managed at last to replace the cork. It wasn't,¢heyway her hands
were shaking. When they came back tomorrow theyldvoome in
here and she would produce the bottle and suppdrgeaerything
should work out according to plan.

Alison was right. Richard did find her physicallggrable. He did
want her. He would have kissed her tonight if she one towards
him. So why hadn't she? That might almost have leeengh to get
him into Uncle Bob's bad books if she could havedher part of
outraged innocence realistically.

But no, it wouldn't have been enough. Not a sinks. It had to be
more than that. It had to look like an—assault, artlder tomorrow
night or not at all, because Daisy couldn't starhy longer.



She was shaking from head to foot. Anyone woulakishehadbeen
assaulted. The peke whined and she said, "You an#re harmless
ones and you make friends with the enemy. Youttengeme down
after all these years.'

But what she and Alison were doing wasn't a jokel laecause she
hadn't any sleeping pills, and because she knewwshiddn't fall
asleep naturally, she took three aspirins withmhitk and tried to blot
tomorrow from her mind in their resulting drowsiees

She woke with her head aching, gripped by a vagusea. I'm ill,
she thought. But she was never ill, she was heplthgant stock, and
the only thing wrong with her now was that she idmnt to spend
today with Richard, much less tonight. She wantegi¢ad she was
il and couldn't come. But she wasn't really sjdkst scared.

It was eight o'clock, and as lying here worryingwem't make things
any easier she got up. There were all the sigresdzy of sunshine
ahead, and she put on a denim skirt and a soft gndesecloth
blouse, matched by a deep rose lipstick, and cnafpodf the cottage,
closing her door' quietly.

Woo began to bark his head off as soon as he geitleuibut the barn
door stayed closed and Richard didn't appear, aislylvalked fast
up the track towards the farmhouse.

How she loved this house that had been so inektyiaapart of her
life! Now it was threatened its beauty became paigrand piercing
so that her eyes misted as she neared it.

It was incredible that Uncle Bob didn't realisettjoant heirs could
mean the end of Oak House Farm as it had stoodtbgarenturies.
But Uncle Bob was an old man, and Richard was thredgon of the
brother he had loved best, and he believed thebhiel trust Richard.
Today Daisy would undeceive him on that.



Breakfast was later on Sundays, but everyone wamgt She said
hello to Nanny and Uncle Bob in the kitchen, arld them she was
going out with Richard so that he could take someenphotographs
of her. That pleased them. They were smiling alloat when she
went to find Alison.

She met a dour-faced Keith on the stairs and askgulsively, 'Have
you spoken to Uncle Bob about carving up the farm?’

‘What's the use?' He sighed deeply. 'You've seanheis about
Richard.’

| see what's happening to you and Alison, thoughisy) torn with
pity. She said grimly, 'Yes, | do see. Is AlisorPup

Alison was dressing in the bedroom and she raisgdile for Daisy.
'You look nice. Is that a new lipstick?'

'‘Not very. Are you going to put some lipstick oalag?'

'‘Why not?' Alison grimaced at herself in the mirrbfeel rotten, but
life goes on.'

'l didn't feel too good either when | first woke,upaisy admitted,
‘only that was because I'm spending today with &h She plonked
herself down on the unmade bed. 'We had a chatilgist and you're
right, he does fancy me.’

To a man like Richard a girl probably was one d&&'di small
pleasures, like an old brandy or a good cigar. ibh&d Lingard she
was fanciable.

Alison had been zipping up her skirt. She frowrexd bent, looking
up at Daisy. 'Did he--?"



'No,' said Daisy with laboured lightness. 'It wateland perhaps he'd
had a busy day. But he will when we get back tonigle doesn't
waste time, he's a fast worker. So I'll leave tbgsdhere.' Woo had
stayed in the kitchen, cadging titbits from Nanmyt Cooch was with
her. 'Will you walk them down to the cottage abaute?' Alison
nodded. 'Then | can tell you what nearly happersaa Daisy.

‘And I'll tell Uncle Bob.' Daisy winced, and Alisamas shocked by
the over-eagerness in her own voice. She felt dlawbadly as Daisy
about this, but she reasoned that Richard was @dirngs charm to

influence Uncle Bob, so what was wrong in showhgather side of
the cojn, the selfish and sensual side?

She tried to sound calm. "You've had men comindgpéay seduction
number before, haven't you?'

'Yes, of course,' said Daisy, although Uncle Bodl Bianny would
have been horrified to hear it. They had no idew hiones had
changed. 'And what did you do about them?' askeshAl who knew
all about Daisy's admirers and knew that Daisyfladen for none of
them. 'You talked them out of it, didn't you? Qudaed them out of
it. Or slapped them down if you had to. Well, tisisio different. He's
just another, trying it on, but this time you aety dignified. Then
later you tell me. Then I'll tell Uncle Bob.'

It sounded foolproof. Daisy had no doubt that Ridhaould accept
the dignified rebuke. He wasn't going to lose ha#-sontrol. He

fancied her, he was not driven by a raging hungehér. He might
call her a prude or an idiot, but more likely heweblaugh and shrug
because there were plenty more fish in the sea.

'I'm not going to enjoy this,' said Daisy, her palpressed together,
her body rigid. 'This could well be one of the gmest days of my
life ...



Several times during the hours that followed simembered saying
that, with a prick of guilty surprise because nufghe time she was
enjoying herself rather too much. It was a beggilirbeautiful day,

relaxingly warm, and when she walked back to théage Richard

was outside, looking under the bonnet of his car.

He was wearing the brown shirt and trousers, aschdet kerchief,

and he had very broad shoulders. When he was stahé height

made them less noticeable, but hunched over thmerg had a
boxer's physique. Daisy realised again how strenglist be and that
reinforced her resolve to play her part with exteeraution.

She asked, as she reached him, 'Something wrohgtigtengine?
Shall we take my car?'

He grinned at her. 'Just checking. Thanks for ffex,dout | don't see
myself driving a car with a daisy on the door!'

Her daisy door was much admired. She said, 'lhibeigs the old girl
up.'

'Yes,' he agreed, and straightened, apparentlgfisdti with the
condition of his own engine. 'Did you paint it?"'

'‘No, someone painted it for me.'
‘A daisy artist?'

‘A design artist,’ she said, remembering that hdplefit not very
interesting young man and instinctively comparinm twith this

man. It was unlucky that for sheer personality g che knew
measured up to Richard Lingard.

He looked around. 'No dogs?' and she explained.

'‘Cooch can be a liability in public, so | took themto the house.'



'Ready, then?' As ready as she would ever be. &hetg the car and
it moved away, the engine purring powerfully.

‘This is quite a car,' she said.

'I'm glad you approve.' He smiled at her and slopmzd her eyes to
his hands on the wheel. They were well manicuretley looked
strong and very capable, and she wondered if thelgde a farmer's
hands.

Golden fields of corn lay either side of them asytleft the village
along the winding lanes, and she asked, 'How deesdompare with
the rest of the world?’

‘Very well, with the rest of the world I've seeRithard had been a
wanderer, travelling light with a camera, but hd hdhome here now
and he knew that half the big house and the roficrgs would come
to him one day. She asked very casually, 'Haveey@u thought of

becoming a farmer?'

He laughed at that, and Daisy was sure he hatmiuah she wished
he had said yes. She had had a sudden faint hapkdahmight have
worked with Keith. The farm could stand two reattpars, but like
Alison said, that wasn't how Richard would oper#tevas just that
driving along now in the sunshine, past the cold$ie she was
conscious of the strength and vitality of the masitie her as she had
never been physically conscious of any other mée farm could
use some of that driving force, if only she couddsoire that Richard
was not wholly predatory.

She watched his profile. There were no profile ymes of dark
Lingards, and it was a bony nose, a real hawklgakb It made the
face look coldly autocratic, although when he tdraed smiled the
charm flashed warm and mesmeric.



Progress was halted when a herd of milking cowssfilted the road

ambled round the car, peering in with great lustreyes, then
moving slowly on. 'l don't think | could stand tbeuntry pace,' said
Richard.

'If you're in a hurry," said Daisy with mock sewgri'you've no
business in the lanes.’ A jet passenger planetfigivoverhead in the
blue sky and she looked up at it and Richard gdnne

'l take your point." As the herdsman passed themaekbtlog at his
heels—with a salute of thanks, Richard drew upctireon the grass
verge and said, 'I'll get a shot of you here.’

It was just a lane, with meadows stretching tcsthgine and the herd
of cows ambling away, but Daisy stood where he beld as she had
done the last time in Oak House. Only this timedhe was shining
and it was like having holiday snaps taken. She, sSéou think the
cows in the background give the right touch for me?

‘You're the one who keeps insisting you're a simplentry girl." That

struck a nerve, although she managed to smiledisimd like being

devious, especially when someone was trustingamer Richard was.
There was no aggression in him today, and theren'tvasuch

aggression in Daisy either, and this was not cotalide like most of
her relationships were, but exhilarating. If youn dze relaxed and
exhilarated at the same time.

Richard stopped by an old church in a village thestled at the
bottom of a steep hill. The churchyard was overgrograsses
waving high between the stones, and he photograpkedt the
lynchgate, and as they walked down the flagstorail. p

She kept up a patter of local folklore. 'They useday there were
enough witches in this village in the Middle Agespush a wagon
loaded with hay up that hill.'



‘That's not very impressive,' said Richard. 'Shatilditches worth
the name have been able to get a wagon up a Hibut putting their
shoulders to the wheel?' and Daisy laughed.

'‘Perhaps they were stronger on pushing power thahgower. That
was in Hugo's time, the first dark Lingard.'

‘The one who pushed his brother out of the window?'
'You said he didn't,’ she reminded him.
'l said it was never proved.'

‘Very strong circumstantial evidence, though, washThis church
was here in his day, and you can see which houses'wiugo would
have known this place, and it was easy to imagine Here—you
only had to look at Richard. Only the clothes ha8¢ changed. The
Jacobean gentleman, the cosmopolitan of the segentith had the
dark face with the crooked smile.

Daisy fished into her handbag for her spectaclespminted out the
corbels jutting high above. 'They're supposed tgdrtraits of the
workmen who built the church." Richard took anottauple of shots
before she took off her spectacles.

‘Do you really need those?' he inquired.
‘At times. I'm short-sighted.’
‘Then why don't you wear them?'

'l only need them for distance, | can see clearyugh close to.' She
shapped the case and dropped it into her handiegrecalled, '| had
them on the first time | looked out of the windomdasaw you.'



‘You weren't wearing them when you came out ofdbiage that
morning.'

There was no sound but the buzz of insects, beggyaats. Cars
passed on the road and people moved in the cojtagem the old
churchyard the warm air was filled with a gentleiming like a lazy
tune. Daisy said, 'l think | wanted you blurredtaYou were rather a
shock.'

'I'm sorry," he said. 'But not that | came."

She should say now that she wasn't sorry eithersi had to be,
didn't she, when his coming could have such repgsrons? Richard
stepped back, taking another photograph, and $se aglow many
of these are you taking?'

'‘Enough to make a folio for our old age.' He wddng,- and she
laughed,

'In that case, shall | take one of you?' She wdulthve dared handle
that costly complicated camera, but he said,

'‘Why? When there's the painting of Hugo. You'venseee dark
Lingard, you've seen them all.’

‘Do you believe that?"

'No.' The brown hands rested on the thin cheedettiat covered her
shoulders. 'So don't think you've got me taped.'

'‘Nor you me,' she heard herself answer.

'I'd never make that mistake.' His touch lingerech@ment longer
while they stood half smiling at each other. Theayt continued
walking, talking.



In the car Richard turned on the radio and musidevabackground
to their talk, and Daisy deliberately gave hergelto the pleasure of
being with a man who kept her bright mind at fatetch. She didn't
miss much that day. She seemed to be seeing moieeaning more,
laughing more, arguing more.

As they waited at a traffic light she glanced ittte window of an
antigue shop and saw a large Chinese lion in gpeecelain, wide
mouth stretched in a grotesque grin, 'There's Coslel said. 'Isn't he
handsome?' and it did have a vague resemblancpeekirzgese dog.

But she was unprepared for Richard's turning dowsida street,
finding a parking spot, leaving her there and rewhing within
minutes, having bought the lion.

It must have cost a great deal of money, and wiedmahded it to her
she stammered, 'However much did you pay for this?'

'‘Don't be so mercenary!" he grinned, but in theumrstances she
hadn't wanted him spending anything on her, and Bbeested,
distressed,

‘You shouldn't have done it.'
'Why not? He's an ugly little guy, but he's no egthan Cooch.’

Actually she liked it immensely, but she went oming her lip,
looking bothered, and he said, 'Don't be so blandgpendent.’

'I'm sorry, but | am independent.’

'Fair enough, but don't be neurotic about it." ktknd know why she
couldn't accept a gift like this without feelingilgy

'I'll be right back,' she said frantically, and weushing off. She had
to get something for him so that at least he cdulaircuse her of



being a gold-digger today. She only had a few pswmdher, but she
had a cheque book and a bank card. She went iatsatime antique
shop, which was open for tourist trade, and oncth@ne couldn't
iImagine what on earth she could buy. She was alswst Richard
would follow her, and the shop had a good quotstrailers and she
found herself looking wildly around.

She had no idea what his tastes were. The firshdagame to Oak
House he had looked at the furniture and the pagatvery shrewdly,
but that could have been natural interest. Or ¢lven he could have
been wondering what Uncle Bob was worth.

Daisy blocked that from her mind. She must buy gbimg quickly,
so she picked up a fortune-teller's crystal balladiny crystal stand,
upended the stand and read the price, and dedidedduld do.

She was signing the cheque when she saw Richatdhasaid to the
girl with the long limp hair who was serving hé&¥duld you wrap it

up quickly, please, because I've bought it for iieen who's just
coming through the door, and | don't want him te isé

The qirl's eyes followed directions and brightertigd little lamps
turned on. She straightened her stooping shoudaersaid, 'He's just
bought the Chinese lion," as though that made hbosmm friend,
although Daisy knew he would have had the sameteifféhis had
been the first time he had walked in here. He watSng sizing-up
looks from several women in his progress from tberdo Daisy.

When he reached her he asked, 'What are you doing?'

'‘Coming,' she said. The assistant gave her heelpayes fixed on
Richard, so that Daisy felt quite pleased by aniadgilook from a
middle-aged male, who remarked to his wife in argjrAmerican
accent as she passed,

'‘Now that's what | call a real English rose, Mother



‘Come on, English Daisy,' said Richard.

'Ha!' said Daisy. 'The way that assistant lookeyoat I'll bet she let
you have the lion at cost.’

'‘She might have done if I'd had time to bargain.atVhave you
bought?'

'Wait,' she said.

In the car she handed him the bag. 'For you,' side and he took out
the heavy crystal ball.

‘Thank you,' he said, with a touch of irony becaDsésy was so
obviously anxious not to be in his debt. This hadost nearly as
much as the lion, but her gesture had not beenlsiggnerosity. He
looked at her flushed and pretty face and asketh ¥ou read the
future?'

'‘No." A small shiver went up her spine, and he ahiohce,

'It frightens you?' What she knew of her immediatere she didn't
like much. She said quietly,

‘Shouldn't it frighten everyone, these days?' aistidkd leaned back
in the car seat, eyeing her thoughtfully. Then beded.

‘There's something in that. So we'll just take yodde put the crystal
ball in the glove compartment. 'Let's eat,' he.said

They joined the tourists, walking through the crewdnding in a
restaurant that Daisy knew was reputed for itsicetiand its prices.
She would have been happier with somewhere lessyplike one of
the pubs they had passed, or one of the colounieder little cafes
around the town. But when Richard said, 'Here,inkh he wasn't
asking for her opinion.



They hadn't booked and the dining room was almdistfut they got
a good table and good service, neither of whicimgeleto surprise
Richard, and Daisy realised he was used to tha¢éxidected the best,
which meant he probably lived to the limits of bernings. The car
suggested that too, but then he had no respotisihiliso why
shouldn't he?

They chose wine, and food: whitebait, steak anddsadnd Daisy
asked, 'Are you interested in food?'

'l have the usual appetites.'
'I'm sure you have.' They smiled at each otherrenshid,
'Food isn't one of my obsessions.'

‘What are your obsessions?' Power, he had oncemsaking a joke
of it, but he was a powerful man. Just sitting hegding a civilised
meal, with him smiling at her and talking softlyaBy was still
conscious of his steely strength.

'I'll tell you one day,' he said, and predictablyhat about yours?'
She answered honestly, 'Oak House, I think.'
‘The past. Is that why you don't want to look itite future?'

‘Maybe,' she said, 'l don't see much future forShe would have
given a great deal for a sign of reassurance, lbbéaaid was,

'‘Don't you?' as though he didn't see much eithet.iByvas a good
lunch and Richard was stimulating company.

She caught the eye of a man at one of the oth&rstély accident,
smiling instinctively in answer to his smile as shened away, but
knowing that he was still watching them. He wasranger to Daisy,



florid and tweedily dressed, and after a momenh&id asked, 'What
IS it?'

She looked again at their fellow diner. 'Isn't heniy to attract our
attention?'

As Richard turned from profile to full face the n&miled once more.
It was Richard he knew, and he leaned forward witlat seemed to
be happy expectancy, but all he got was a curt lingnmod. Daisy
felt his embarrassment. She had never seen a blhmigh-off, and
she was sorry for the man, who had been smiling.

‘Why did you do that?' she demanded. 'Who is he?'

‘A bore," drawled Richard. 'If he'd come over wesder have got rid
of him.'

‘You didn't have to look at him as though he was ldan the dust!
‘Do you want to meet him? His obsession is seweérage

'No, but--'

'So eat up your pudding, as Nanny would say.'

Daisy finished her fruit compote rather faster tlstae might have
done, and she wasn't sorry to get out of the diroegn. She glanced
apologetically at the snubbed sewerage expertasiashded for the
door, and he smiled at her without apparent randeichard didn't
give him a second look.

They meandered through the Cotswold countrysideydat on a
river bank. It was very easy to like Richard whka takish charm
was masking the arrogance, because Daisy alwaylsd®ada little in
love with the dark Lingards. She had measureddhklife admirers
against them for excitement, but now there wasiagdidark Lingard



wanting her, and she was finding his nearnessluélidy disturbing.
When he touched her it registered on a nerve lestgghhad never felt
before, so that her skin tingled at the lightesttaot.

During that day the truce was real, and before thayedjfor home
Daisy was asking herself why it shouldn't go orchiard wanted her,
but more important héked her. Sometimes today they had talke
about quite serious things, so why shouldn't thegu$s Uncle Ben's
decision about the farm? She and Alison had takiem granted that
Richard would want everything sold up, but Richasas a Lingard,
and the dark Lingards had all kept the place going.

'‘When are you seeing Michael Langley again?' Rithaked as they
turned into the drive.

She shrugged, 'l don't know.'

'‘Good."' Although she hadn't said she wasn't sédingael again she
knew that she wouldn't, and she hoped that Anre sister who
worked with her, wouldn't mind. Her Mini was whesiee had left it,
and Richard turned his car alongside.

Then he sat with a hand on the wheel, another aluadpack of the
seat behind her, looking at her with open admimttelling her, 'l
still can't understand how the men you go arounith \keep their
hands off you,' and she enjoyed a female momeptiie tease.

' never said they did. | didn't say | was untouwthest uncommitted.’

‘Then they can't have been very adept in their-loveking.' He was
teasing her now, eyes gleaming with laughter, aagsyDthought

wryly that he probably had few complaints about teishnique, he
was so obviously experienced. He had been makig to her all

day, by word and look and casual touch, and assived to open the
car door he said, 'Do we share a cup of coffee?'



"There's the rest of the wine. | recorked it.'
‘You are a careful girl"

'Did you expect me to drink it?' She might ask [bout the farm
now, or even tell him what Alison had overheard.Wwghouldn't he
and Keith work out something together? She offefiddned tomato
soup and toast?'

'‘One of my favourite meals.'

She put the Chinese lion on the dresser, then wienthe kitchen and
Richard went to her bookcase, where he would fimdde range of
old and new. He took out a volume and sat dowhelfooked up he
would see her at the stove through the kitchen,damt she looked
across at him as she heated the soup.

She wondered what book he had taken out, and dgghsluggish

bubble reached the surface of the soup she begstir,teeleasing a
small scalding gusher on to her bare arm. She gelpéh pain,

dropping the spoon in the soup, and Richard junyped

'‘How can it do that when it's still nearly coldPesgibbered. He
turned on the tap and held her arm under it umtilsting of the scald
subsided. He had also taken off the soup, and whernooked back
at the stove he didn't release her.

'‘Come and sit down,' he said.

Daisy was slightly shaky and she went meekly. Sewkhe was
going to kiss her, and the gentle pressure ofipgsdnd his arms
around her was comforting. She snuggled againstdmrthe sofa,
feeling a rising tide of excitement as the musatelsis arms tensed
and hardened, crushing her closer, and his moustowar her mouth
as she tried to mumble, 'No.’



‘Yes,' he said, still kissing her.

She almost struggled, but somehow her lips partetiheer bones
were melting, her hands were locked behind his haadl she kissed
him and it was the first time she had kissed onldessed. All the
others were nothing.

She felt her blouse slip from her shoulder, thatligailing pressure
of lips and fingers releasing the undiscoverednogt of her body.
She responded ardently but blindly, attuned to ingthbut the
nearness of this man. This was a hunger she Hatbwin, a racing,
divine madness that would have carried her by stortine heights or
the depths.

Her eyes were tight closed, but Woo's barking reddter, and she
looked into Richard's face and he said, 'They'reigg.'

Alison was coming, and Daisy struggled uprightifgpas though
she had been flung out of a chairoplane on hardoumg earth, her
head still whirling, shaken out of her wits. Shatched at her blouse,
jerking it back over her shoulders, cringing awegnf him. ‘Would
you—go, please?' Her voice cracked. She was aghastself. She
would have let Richard make love to her. She hagdaeded to every
caress, lost her head completely.

'‘Why?' he said. He was cool enough. The interraptmuld be
unwelcome, but he had never been out of contral, lrame and
confusion scalded her so that she was a burnirghldhom head to
toe. She jumped up and she wasn't even steadyrdedte

'‘Because I'm asking you,' she almost shrieked.oGet
will you?'

'‘No.'



‘Then I will." She had to get away from where he \sidting so calm
and quiet, and she flung open the door and ranAdesin, the dogs
following her. Running from herself, not from Riecafrom the girl
who had woken at a kiss, but from the wrong mahetvrong time.



CHAPTER SIX

Daisy heard Alison calling her, but right now she couidace
anyone and she went on running, both dogs with\Weig happily
convinced this was a game, a race for the fun, &abch snorting
like a small warhorse. She ran through the duskyd®ring off the
track among the trees in a state of dazed disbelief

Alison was still calling, 'Daisy, wait for me!" afizhisy leaned against
a beech tree, clapping cold hands to her forehstaaygling to pull
herself together. If only her head would stop whdylit would be all
right.

She had just reacted like a ravished maiden irceokfan melodrama.
Richard must have thought she had gone raving aratlshe must
have frightened Alison, who was now shouting freadty, 'Daisy,
whereare you? Please Daiswait!'

Two hysterical women, thought Daisy, and a pekiade=ening like
a banshee. We'll have all the family down hereppbdy all the
village, if we don't shut up. She called, 'I'm Hefdison would have
heard Cooch anyway and Daisy was saying, 'Itisgddt, hush, it's all
right,' to the dog as Alison rounded the beechare®croaked,

'‘Daisy, are you all right?"
'Yes,' said Daisy.

Alison's face was white in the shadows and shelobat Daisy to her.
‘What happened?' she demanded.

'‘Nothing,' said Daisy. 'A little necking, that's."al

Alison fell back a step in astonishment. '"You sored "Get out!" at
him. You ran.’



'l know.' Daisy had made such a spectacle of Heesad she couldn't
start to explain.

'You nearly knocked me over,' Alison squealed. 'Axad didn't even
see Uncle Bob.'

'Was he there?"

'He wanted to see Richard, about the will, | suppss he said he'd
walk down with me." She stared hard at Daisy, theid slowly, 'If
you're really all right it couldn't have been bettesuppose you heard
Woo barking?'

'Yes.'

'l never knew you were that good an actress.' Alisas awed. 'You
can imagine how Uncle Bob reacted. You had me dcayest stood
there gawping and Uncle Bob was raging, "What'sigan here?"
Didn't you hear him?'

Daisy had heard nothing. She had just run, heashd8twe shook her
head now and asked, 'What did Richard say?"

'He said, "Well, well"." As Alison repeated thasttuck her as odd.
'‘Funny thing to say,' she commented.

‘Just that?' said Daisy.

‘That was when | got my breath back and startdoshgatou. What do
you think we ought to do now? | think we shouldugpoto the house.'

Daisy certainly couldn't face returning’tthe cottage where Uncle
Bob might still be raging. She didn't want to seleh@rd again
tonight. She would be keeping out of his way ashmag possible in
future. She groaned, 'Oh, | have made such a faoyself, shrieking
like something out oEast Lynne.'



'‘Perhaps you did overplay it." Alison had been kbdcand scared
when she heard Daisy shout, 'Get out, will you? aten Daisy
rushed from the cottage it hadn't looked like actBut Daisy said it
was and she wasn't hurt and Alison tried to makeshdle. 'But
Uncle Bob's out oEast Lynnénimself, really, isn't he? With any luck
he'll tell Richard never to darken his doors again.

It isn't funny.' Daisy turned towards Oak Houséeel sick about it.'

Alison walked beside her. Cooch was still mutterimg fur stiff, his
eyes rolling, an angry dog because his mistressigagssed.

'l know," said Alison. '‘But you don't have to doytmng else now
Uncle Bob's seen for himself. You can just say gon't want to talk
about it.'

Daisy did not want to talk. She went into the howsé Alison, and

up to Alison and Keith's room. Keith and Nanny werebably in the
kitchen and Nanny would want to know all about Paisouting

today with Richard. After a while Alison would gown, and say that
Daisy thought she might have a touch of 'flu and staying the
night. Daisy would sleep in the guest room and gmes a belated
dignified silence about Richard's outrageous behayi

'I'm not pretending,’ said Daisy, lying on Alisoied. 'I've got a
splitting headache. All | want to do is go to sleeyl try to forget it.'

'You do that," Alison soothed her. 'Nanny will be, @f course, as
soon as | say you're not feeling well.'

'l go into the guest room in a few minutes. Tiedér I'm asleep.’
Daisy closed her eyes. 'Do you think Uncle Bob wdll her
anything?'

Alison couldn't say. Things had taken a more dramatn than
they'd anticipated. Alison had rehearsed how sheldvtell Uncle



Bob that Richard was a womaniser, who saw Daidgpiaprey. But
she hadn't expected Daisy to get into such a sateéshe was still
worried about what must have happened to upsel/[Baisnuch.

They both tried to talk about something else. Alibad been visiting
this afternoon, and she gave Daisy every bit ofsnglve had gleaned,
spreading it out, right down to a detailed desmipbf a new carpet,
while Daisy pretended to be immensely interested.

But when the door opened and Nanny walked in thiers jumped
guiltily, as though they were ten years younger-laad been up to
mischief. And when Nanny said, 'There you are, rtfegester wants
you,' Daisy gulped and stammered,

'W-who?'

'You,' said Nanny. 'What've you been doing?'
'l can't--' Daisy started to protest, but Alisordsa
"'l come with you. Let's get it over with.'

Nanny hadn't really thought that Daisy had donetlang to
displease Robert Lingard, although he had lookeg serious when
he'd come in just now, asking if they'd seen Daisy Alison. But the
sisters' attitude was surprising her and she ashkaply, ‘What's the
matter?’

'‘Nothing,' Daisy said hurriedly. 'Where is he?'

'In the study. What does he want you for?' Nanng haquick
awareness of trouble in the family, and there hadnbuneasy
currents lately. She liked Richard very much, lhé sould see how
things were going and she prayed nightly that éterg would turn
out right in the end. By right she meant Richaad'septance, all the
family— including Richard—united.



Neither Daisy nor Alison answered her. They wentk]y, leaving
her smoothing down the bed coverlet that Daisyroatpled. Just as
she helped Alison paint the walls Nanny tidiedhbase as she went,
as though bright colours and order in Oak Houseldvkeep out the
chaos of the outside world. But lately there hadnbstrained faces
and trouble in the air.

As Daisy and Alison went downstairs Daisy saidh ‘fiot going to
make a big production of this.'

‘You already have,' Alison pointed out, and Daisyched from that
memory, insisting,

‘Well, I'm going to play it down now.'

'Let's see what's happening,' said Alison. What®aasy said now
Uncle Bob had heard and seen her, running away Raard. He
would form his own conclusions that Richard wasranpscuous
opportunist.

But Richard was in the study too. Uncle Bob sdhatdesk, Richard
stood by the window, and when the girls walked mcld Bob said,
‘Come and sit down, Daisy-qirl.'

She couldn't look at Richard, as he brought a doawvard. She sat
down, scarlet-cheeked and eyes downcast, and Rishat, 'Alison,
would you mind?'

'Mind what?' asked Alison.
'Out,' he said, then smiled, 'Please.’

Uncle Bob said nothing, so it seemed that Richaad giving the
orders. Protests trembled on Alison's lips, butlsheked out of the
room, through the door that Richard held open fer, hooking



daggers at him. He closed the door, then turn&ahtsy and inquired
solicitously, 'How's the arm?'

'‘What?' Her brow furrowed.
‘Your arm. You splashed it with hot soup."'

She had forgotten, and there was nothing to shotvabdaint
reddening of the skin that was tender when shehtmlid. Richard's
concern was highly suspicious, his expression wasatching his
voice.

He was facing Daisy, with his back to Uncle Bobhassaid gently,
'I'm sorry | frightened you. | lost my head whetobk you in my
arms, but it won't happen again.' She was sureulldn't. His voice
was warm and hesitant, but his eyes were keemaslker's. 'l would
never have hurt you,' he said. 'l guess you knaivite far too much
respect for you.

'Respect, and love,' he added fervently, whilegdsped for breath.
'It was love at first sight from that first morningnd every day I've
known you since it has grown deeper. You are theesest girl I've
ever met, the gentlest and the kindest, and | shibelthe happiest
man in the world if | thought there was a chanc tine day you
would become my wife.'

There was no answer to that. It was unmitigategtdp, all for
Uncle Bob's benefit, and Daisy wanted to screatap'8!

'My intentions," said Richard, his voice shaking-thwlaughter,
although Uncle Bob wasn't to know that, 'are ehtitenourable.
Your unworldliness, your artlessness, have beensgiration to me,
Daisy. In you I think I've found my ideal woman.'

‘You're too flattering,' she said faintly.



'‘Can | hope--?' He leaned towards her as thouglwvdidd have
touched her, and that was too much.

'‘No,' she said. "Thank you, but no.' Richard sigtheeply and Uncle
Bob said,

'‘Don't be too hasty. You don't have to make up yound like that.
Think about it.’

About marrying Richard? That wasn't a genuine psapdEven if it
had been Daisy would have turned it down, but itswaure
mickey-taking, making a fool of her with every wor8weet and
gentle and artless and unworldly were the absapp®site to what
he really thought about her.

Uncle Bob got up and came round to put a hand asyi3ashoulder.
‘Pretty girls can make men fall in love with therthgut realising
what they're doing,' he said. 'Remember that, childen he gave
Richard an encouraging nod and left them, cumbessomactful,

Uncle Bob the matchmaker, leaving Daisy croaking &ichard

chuckling.

‘There's one worry he needn't have,' said Rich@here's one pretty
girl who knows exactly what she's doing.’

Daisy got her voice from somewhere, shrill and siak'He can't
believe what you've been saying!

'If he believes in you he'll believe anything.' Blailed the crooked
smile, then sat on the edge of the desk, grinnavgdat her. 'Are you
taking up my offer?’

‘Marry you?' She flung back her head and triecotmd as mocking
as he did. "You've probably got a wife and famitgady.' As she said
that she realised how little they did know abouth when it came



down to brass tacks. 'All | know for sure about y®that you are a
liar," she snapped.

‘And you,' he said cheerfully, '‘are a connivingditwitch. You and
that sister of yours set me up, didn't you?'

He knew they had, and she glared at him, demaniifig; don't you
go back to wherever you came from and leave ue&lon

'‘No chance.' He looked like a man who was enjoyimgself. 'I'm
getting more laughs here than I've had in years.'

Daisy got up to get out, and he gave her a mochkiog. "Your
obedient humble servant, ma'am.'

'Oh, shut up!" she snapped.

'‘Make up your mind what period you're living ingetipast or the
present." She probably wouldn't have replied to, itvat as he went
straight on she had no chance. 'But you do knowt gou?' he said.
‘That was some performance. Some timing, dead en And old
Robert still believes you're the original shrinkmglet.’

She was nearer Uncle Bob's idea of her than Rithdsthe was a
modern girl, but she had unsophisticated idealslose and
loyalty—that, once given, both should last a |ifegi If she had been
as blase as Richard imagined she wouldn't have gopeces just
now. That hadn't been a performance, dead on dus. Hlad been
black panic, and by making such a scene she hgddpftaght into his
hands. He had fooled Uncle Bob completely, takimg blame for
frightening' Daisy by pretending he'd lost his ¢héeecause he was
desperately in love with her.

Honourable intentions indeed! She said raggedlizatMill youdo if
| call your bluff and say all right, I'll marry y&u



'‘No danger.' He was a man who knew how to playughhggame, and
there was menace in the hard eyes and the softkespvords. 'Even
if you can't read the crystal ball you're sharp ugito know it
wouldn't pay you to put your future into my hands.'

Her eyes slid away from him. She couldn't lookiat,lbut she had to
say, 'You've no right here. Not like this, pushigjth out.'

He was still baiting her, laughing at her. The tmyscle moved in his
cheek. 'More right than you, Daisy Penrose, blosiddthicker than
water. And didn't you tell me that the dark Lingakdere all master
here, each in his own time?'

‘Not yet,' she muttered.

'l can wait." If he meant until Uncle Bob died thatld be another ten
years or more, but Robert Lingard was an old mahasrhis strength
failed Richard's hold could strengthen.

'When I'm master," said Richard, 'I'll let you knoiwl need a
mistress.'

Daisy's cheeks and eyes burned. 'You'd be luckg' said with
blistering scorn.

'‘No? You're probably right. You've got a delectatbely, but your
mind's a shade too calculating. So we'll just gi@yd neighbours and
I'll let you keep the cottage.’

'I'm not going back to the cottage while you'réha barn,’ she burst
out impulsively, and he tutted at her like Nanny.

'‘What's the fuss? Where's the worry? | respect yoworship you

from afar—and the farther the better. You couldadstriptease by
moonlight without turning me on —I don't make tream& mistake
twice.'



The door opened and Alison's worried face peerédteat. '‘Come in,'
said Richard.

‘All right, Daisy?' asked Alison.

'If you mean still virginal,' drawled Richard, 'tlsaher story and old
Robert believes it. I'll leave you two to compames. By the way,
was Keith in on this?'

'On what?' stammered Alison.
'‘No,' said Daisy.
'I'm inclined to believe you,' said Richard.

Alison stared at the door as he closed it behind Bhe had waited,
sitting on the stairs, peering through the barsstand seen Uncle
Bob come out of the study smiling. That flabbergdsAlison, and

after another couple of minutes she could contensdif no longer,

she had to find out what was going on. 'Why didlgi8ob leave you

two alone?' she asked, and Daisy moved restlepsnd down the
room, pacing the old red Turkish carpet, her vaseuick and jerky
as her movements.

'‘Because Richard's intentions are honourable. Sdtat he told
Uncle Bob, and Uncle Bob was quite won over. Inseéhat Richard
Is madly in love with me, but he has far too muebpect for my
maidenly modesty to have gone farther than an amelabrace, and
of course he wants to marry me.'

Alison was watching Daisy like someone followingeanis match,
head now this way, now that, very much as Coochwadshing her.
Then she latched on to the last two worliarly you? Did he ask
you to marry him?'



Daisy laughed weakly. 'He didmteanit.' She had expected Alison to
recognise her sarcasm, but here was Alison worglérRichard and
Daisy might marry and the four of them settle dosvnthe farm
together. 'lIt was all to impress Uncle Bob," Dagsyplained. 'For
goodness' sake, you heard him just now. Did hedauiove with
me?'

Alison bit her lip, shaking her head regretfully.

'You should have heard him before you came ind €aisy. 'He
knows we set him up, you and me. A pair of conmgwnmtches is
what we are.' She straightened the heavy blackgdinohk and pen
stand that was a little awry on the desk, and molvegewter ashtray
the merest fraction. 'He even thinks | pretendesttdd myself when
| was heating up some soup so that he'd put his around me and
things would get passionate on cue for you to amith Uncle Bob.'

'‘Did you?' Alison asked automatically, and Daisyl sa
'Of course not. | didn't know Uncle Bob was comidigl, 1?'

The study was a cluttered room. It was the offideere all the

paperwork for the farm was done, and the furnitwess old and
massive. The chair behind the desk was a swivett@mand Daisy
gave it a full spin before she said, 'Anyhow, thide plan didn't

work. Uncle Bob thinks I led Richard on without Iisimg it, and I'm

not to be too hasty turning him down, I'm to thatbout it, because
wouldn't it be super if Richard married me?"'

While anger was still coursing through her veinsmeenbering the
things Richard had just said to her—she couldntteptc defeat.
Alison sat down, in the chair Richard had placedX¥aisy, and asked
pleadingly, because it was the only way out that sbuld see, 'Are
you sure it wouldn't work?'



'I'm sure,' said Daisy harshly, 'that Richard hamtleg Bob believing
him. Of course he doesn't want to marry me —nadrwlant to marry
him, thank you very much—but he is a good con-rhaan tell you
that.'

She sat down in the swivel chair, facing AlisomdAhat's all | can
tell you for sure about him,' she said. 'Have ywer stopped to think
how much we're taking Richard on trust? He walkeme Sunday
morning and announces that he's Andrew's grandsotmout
producing one single scrap of real evidence.'

'‘But of course he's--' Alison began. She pausddhitey her breath. 'l
mean, the way he looks ...’

'‘Which could be coincidence.' Daisy spoke slowlyt, frer mind was
darting on suspicions that must have been subcmnsyistored, as
she sat back in the big chair stating the casenagtie man who
could be an impostor. 'He'd seen the pictures,ihgpkke him, and
read the article before he came here. He saysame's Lingard, but
it could be Smith for all we know, and he wenttie Three Feathers
first—that's where he spent Saturday night, wherg & the old
regulars might have told him about Andrew who wafhto America
and hasn't been heard of for forty years.'

'l suppose they could have done," Alison agreechd&d had been so
convincing, with such self-assurance, that sherfeaer questioned
anything he had told them, but now Daisy was rgisaxciting
doubts, reminding her.

‘Nobody wanted proof of identity. He was welcomathwpen arms
and told he could use this as his home, free bé@el)odging. All he
had to do was say that Andrew was dead and Ands®n'svas dead
and there were no other relations. And his pareat#'t married, so
he didn't want any publicity about another darkdard turning up.'



Pieces seemed to be slotting into a pattern. Da&y astonishing
herself by her perspicacity. "You remember how phgrwas when |
said it would make a follow-up story? He threatem@dvalk out,

although | thought then, that he didn't seem likeaan who'd worry
that much about being illegitimate.'

Alison remembered and Daisy was right. All they wnabout
Richard was what he had told them, and why shdndg accept that
as the whole truth?

'He's been here over two months,' Daisy was salang, he's never
accepted any invitations. He hasn't even been mhtkeith, has he?
He doesn't meet anyone unless they-come here,sumées working
or seeing business contacts, and he's never brangbne to meet
us. There's a sort of—void around him. We don'nheireow for sure
where he goes, the days and nights he isn't here.’

'He never makes phone calls from the house thathidard of, nor
had anyone call him," Alison recalled excitedlyddn't know about
mail. | wonder if he gets any mail—he's never hayl & the house.'

''ve never seen any.' They were leaning towardh edher now,
eager and apprehensive, hardly daring to believat wis might

mean. 'And there was this man where we had lundaytavho

recognised him, and Richard cut him dead. He dmlrén speak to
him as we went out.’

'‘Because he knows Richard by another name?' Alsgyested
gleefully. 'Or at any rate something that Richaighd want you to
hear?'

'‘And another thing,' said Daisy. 'He's shown ust@@phs he's
taken, but we've never seen any published, haverwed think he'd
have produced a magazine or something. But if they't say
"Richard Lingard" he'd have some explaining to Aod we don't



know he's Richard Lingard. He looks like the old piesyrbut he
could have called here out of curiosity and founcushy billet. So
cushy that Uncle Bob is ready to make over halfiéine to him.'

Some of Alison's elation ebbed. 'He'd be nametentill. He must
be Richard Lingard. It wouldn't be legal if it w&dms name.'

'He could always tell Uncle Bob he was registeredhis mother's
name—nhe said Uncle Bob would believe anything viuther he's a
Lingard or not, we've only seen the tip of the &gp’

Daisy had always felt Richard was hiding more tharwas telling,
but it said a great deal for his powerful persdgdhat nobody here
had questioned him searchingly about anything ddked like a dark
Lingard, and he acted as you would expect onettdatche had been
knocking around for thirty odd years before he'théd up at Oak
House Farm and it might be illuminating to know wha had been
doing, apart from the colourful anecdotes with whne entertained
them.

'It shouldn't be hard to find out,’' said Daisyr ‘éostartwe could say,
"How do we know you're who you say you are?"

‘Now?' asked Alison, not very enthusiastically.

‘Not tonight,' said Daisy. 'Not me. I've had enofighone day.' She
wasn't equal to another clash with Richard just$be said, 'l think |
will stay in the guest room, and | think I'll go npw.’

Alison was all for that. Daisy had been throughoasteal for which

Alison felt responsible. As the older married gisthe had always
‘babied' Daisy a little, and now she wanted to taekup with a hot
drink, and tell her that a good night's sleep whatvghe needed.

But Daisy knew that. She looked tired, but detesdirand steadier
than Alison felt. 'l don't advise you to say angthto him either,' she



told Alison. 'He's angry with both of us, and ifiseRichard Lingard,
and you ask to see his passport tonight, it wiltheelast straw and
he'll blast you.'

Alison had a terrifying vision of Richard's angeleashed, and all
this was wishful thinking; he probably was Andregtandson. She
said sadly, "You do think he's a Lingard, don't3/ou

Daisy opened the door and looked out, relievethtbthe coast clear.
'l know he's hiding something,' she said, 'and toovowe'll do some
detective work.'

She got upstairs to the guest room without meetingone, and
turned on a bar of the electric fire, because afghot was a warm
evening she had the shivers. She took off her slwo@sat on the rug
in front of the fire, rubbing her feet.

Downstairs Alison might be facing Richard, althoughisy felt it

more likely that she was dodging him. She woulbtvibloever asked
that Daisy wasn't feeling too good and was stakierg for the night,
and Daisy had better hurry into bed because thatldvalmost

certainly bring Nanny up.

She crept barefoot to the bathroom, not daringubgn a light

because Richard walked around this house as fasedyybody, and
with her luck today she could walk straight intenhiespecially as
Cooch was snuffling along at her heels.

She couldn't face Richard again tonight. After wtmorrow, yes,

and then she would ask him a few things. He hadentiitle Bob

believe he wanted to marry her. If he was thatre@sied in her she
was surely entitled to be interested in him, anchaes why he had
never brought anyone home to meet his family.

While they were on families, maybe he did havefa somewhere. If
he was a married man playing around that would Kelachim



irrevocably in Uncle Bob's eyes, and Daisy feltriteg revulsion,
fierce as jealousy. If not a wife of course themuld be women, and
she found she was still scowling about that, asssheied back into
the guest room where Alison was waiting with hotkmihree
arrowroot biscuits, and a nightdress.

'‘Richard'’s in with Uncle Bob,' said Alison straigivhy. 'What shall |
tell Keith? He and Nanny are driving me crazy, wamto know
what's going on.'

‘Tell them Richard and | have had a blazing roaid ©aisy. 'That
shouldn't surprise them, and it's the truth.’

'Yes,' Alison agreed, 'l'd better leave it at tikagith wouldn't approve
at all of what we did.'

That wasn't news to Daisy. Keith bitterly reserdtsing what he had
always considered his birthright, but he would hiagen very uptight
about their scheming. Daisy said, with enforcetthgss, 'Richard's
only blaming you and me. He knows Keith's a gendlern

'‘What's wrong with being a gentleman?' Alison wagk]y on the
defensive, and Daisy said just as quickly,

‘Nothing at all, it's a pity Richard isn't." Thabwid have narrowed the
odds and given Keith a better chance, but Richkgkegd to win.

She drank her milk, but found she couldn't swaltbevbiscuits. She
turned out the fire and the light and got into e thig bed with its
shiny mahogany head and foot boards, plumped uppili@vs
behind her and lay there, her eyes growing acclesidmthe dark.

She had slept in here before, the first time ahilal evith measles
when Nanny had nursed her. She knew all the fuends well as her
own cottage, as well as the other rooms in thisseaoBut tonight



there was something disturbing about being hereause Richard
had been the last guest in this guest room.

As she'd brushed her hair, in front of the swingmgor on top of the
chest of drawers, she had remembered that themasts face
reflected there was Richard's. For no real reaketd ut down the
hairbrush, and moved away from the mirror to finisluressing and
get into Alison's nightdress. She drank her milktbg fire, then
climbed into bed.

Cooch slept on the rug beside the bed, snoringgrsleep as he
always did, and as the room became clearer foryDsie couldn't
banish Richard from it. A dark man in the shadoashig man

moving quietly. She found she was sitting rigidjyright and made
herself lie down and stretch slowly, arms and l¢lgen as slowly
relax, loosening the tense muscles. Three hundrasyago they had
believed in demon lovers, but whoever Richard wasmas very

human. It was a man she couldn't get out of hedpand it was the
first time any man had kept her from sleep.

When she did sleep he invaded her dreams. She al&sg with
him somewhere the wind blew, over high fields or d@ifftops.
Walking with the wind blowing all around. He wasskad, although
she knew it was Richard, and each time she strétchiea hand she
touched the mask. But each time she drew back.tl@dvalking
became harder, her feet heavier. At last he wesdicimto the gale,
and she couldn't follow him. She was chained dolwygged in,
struggling and helpless.

She woke gasping, with a dead weight across heérdad that was
that aspect of the dream explained. Cooch wasgasleéer feet, and
as she dragged them from under he grumbled andegdatid an

unoccupied spot of the bed.



If the dog hadn't jumped on the bed Daisy wondéfrethe would
have kept pace with the dream, even taken off thgknat last. But
she hadn't been eager about the unmasking. Mayb&ah scared
what she was going to learn, although surely thesavthe better for
Alison and Keith.

He was Richard Lingard. She was almost sure of that ire spf
everything, and he was angry with her. Good and bewhuse he
thought they had tried to get him into Uncle Bdi¥sl books. They
had, of course, but not as cunningly as he imagiAaghow, he had
talked his way out of it.

Lying there in the darkness, cosy and comfortatite, wasn't angry
any more. Her indignation had faded into wry adtioraas her sense
of humour surfaced again. Richard was a wretchhd made a
complete idiot of her, but he was a very resoulcefietch; and
maybe after a night's sleep he wouldn't be so agiginegr.

She would say, 'How do we know you're who you say gre?' But
he wasa dark Lingard, and she might also say, 'I'm salgut last

night. | was going to let Uncle Bob know you'd madpass at me,
and he is very strait- laced and | did hope it wigolit him off you,

because | don't think it's fair the way Keith issecond place now.
But | didn't know he was going to walk down to ttettage with

Alison, and it wasn't a performance. The soup $&plgswas an

accident, and | lost my head because--'

Lying here, drowsy and warm, she felt she couldlaRrpthe

unexpected turmoil of emotion that had made hgvamesive in his
arms, how the barking of the dog had shatteredTiet nothing she
did in the cottage last evening had been doneohdsliberation.

But when she woke next morning she was less cartfidea great
deal less. What it came down to was that Richard th@ most
attractive man she had ever met, and not only kathddy melted at



his touch but so had her mind, leaving her dafa &sush, and she
couldn't see herself admitting that in cold blood.

Nanny and Alison were in the kitchen when Daisy eatawn, and
Woo, who had slept by the embers of the fire, cemanding to greet
her. Cooch followed her, bleary- eyed, and Nankgds'How's your
health and temper this morning?'

'Fine,' said Daisy.
'‘Because we can do without the tantrums,' said Naawnerely.

Alison, who was frying bacon, sausages and tomatiese stove,
looked across at Daisy, ruefully amused. The canbietween Daisy
and Richard hardly came into the tantrum category.

'Have a cup of tea,’ said Alison. If Nanny hade#ibhere they would
have continued their conversation of last nightdose this was the
day the detective work started, and Alison was mgphat Daisy

would do it. She had always believed she was séotitgan Daisy,

but she was leaning on Daisy now. When Daisy ham&diher last

night not to anger Richard any more, she had &t perspiration at
the thought of it. She was no match for him herdmit she had a
desperate hope that Daisy might be.

Daisy was pouring tea when Uncle Bob arrived. Hs wsually silent
in the mornings, eating his breakfast and readirggnewspaper with
only the odd grunt. But this morning he beamedhamt all, with a
special twinkle for Daisy, and said, 'lI've got sdmmeg for you,

Daisy-girl.' He dug into his pocket and brought autetter, which
Daisy accepted gingerly.

Uncle Bob sat down and informed them, 'Richard kallaway till the
weekend,' and thanked Nanny, who put a plate af fiodront of him.



As Daisy tore open the envelope Alison held heatbrdt was a short
note. 'Daisy—I| won't see you again until the weekework, you
understand. Think of me. I shall think of you. R.’

Silently Daisy handed Alison the sheet of papen foom the memo
pad in the study, and Alison breathed again. Henlvéisreatening
anything, unless you read a threat between thes.libecle Bob
would take it for a respectful billet-doux, but d&ln't know what
Richard really thought of Daisy.

'‘Away for the whole week," said Alison tartly. 'Hée missed.’
'Did he leave a phone number?' Daisy asked Undbe Bbo told her,
'He said he'd be moving around.'

'He does a lot of that, doesn't he?' Alison wagisgibut her voice
was shaking. 'He must make a lot of friends, akifmowe've never
met any of them. And Daisy and | were saying oast hight that no
one has ever asked for any proof at all that hietslve says he is.' She
stopped there, expecting an outburst from Uncle Babhe only said
mildly,

'‘What makes you think nobody has?'
'‘Have you?' asked Daisy eagerly.

'Oh yes.' He picked up his knife and fork and wad®d his

breakfast, closing the subject so that it was imjibs to ask what
proof had been given. Especially as he had lookpdoachfully at
Alison. She wasn't doing Keith any good snipinqRathard. They
would have to have a very solid case against hiforedJncle Bob
would even listen.

When she got back from work that evening Daisy plathined her
first, obvious move—to get into the barn. She watsconvinced that



Uncle Bob had asked for proof of identity, and &sapossible there
would be papers in the barn, and they had to stanewhere.

She wasn't too hopeful because Richard had lefyakthe farm, so
they were unlikely to find the story of his lifeig around. But she
would have settled for a handkerchief with the vwgramtials, or the
name of his agent, or an address anywhere elbe warld.

With a key she felt less like a snooper, althoudisolh hovering
behind her was muttering, 'Wouldn't it be awfuhé& came back and
caught us? What would we say we were doing?'

There'd be no need to explain,' said Daisy wridg.d know what we

were doing. | expect he expects it.' She woulchawt been surprised
to find another note addressed to 'Daisy' in heren briefer than the
last and more to the point. Something like, "Ydodllucky.'

But there was no note. There was nothing. Planp@mgission hadn't
come through yet for the real renovations, andetheere the
essentials for Spartan living, and no more. No mgp® briefcase.
He travelled with his briefcase, of course, butsheuld have left
something behind, apart from a few clothes, ancetiv@s nothing in
the pockets of the jackets, because Daisy wentigftréhem all.

Either he was scrupulous about keeping all perguayaérs with him,
or he had some other domicile, and whichever it was suspicious.
This place was too depersonalised. Looking aroubaisy said
crisply, 'l wonder if he wipes his fingerprints c#very morning.
We're not learning anything from here.’

They came out of the barn and locked the door, them>into the
cottage and sat down, surveying each other gloomily

'What next?' asked Alison.



Daisy said, 'l know his car number, we might besabl track "iat
down, and | thought I'd go back to the hotel wheeesaw that man
yesterday. It was Sunday lunch- time and if hetslldve probably
comes in regularly, and if | describe him and whegesat | might be
able to get his name.'

It was a chance. 'Failing everything,' she wenthoiskly, I'll put a
private detective on him.'

Alison gulped. 'We will?'

'l will," said Daisy. Alison was not happy abousteuggestion. Uncle
Bob would be furious and so would Keith. It coutdrsall sorts of

gossip and scandal, and she said, 'l don't thinkought to get

outsiders involved. Suppose he is Richard Lingamd] suppose he
doesn't have any skeletons in the cupboard?'

'l think he does,' said Daisy, 'although he mayl wel Andrew's

grandson. But private detectives have to be digdne& never know
he was being investigated.' She felt some tremdaterself as she
said that; she couldn't imagine anyone shadowiegd&d unmarked
by those piercing dark Lingard eyes. It would Hast resort, calling

in the professionals.

'‘Where would you find a private detective?' Alissvondered
fearfully.

'‘Probably in the yellow pages,' said Daisy.

There were six listed under 'Detective Agenciese o the town
where Daisy worked, and she passed the door witnass plate
outside 'Registered Bailiff. Private Inquiries— @dential’, during
her lunch hour. She had never noticed it beford, sdlre hoped she
wouldn't have to open the door and walk down thesage, and
explain to someone waiting there that she wantedra who was not
husband nor business colleague, investigated.



Today she was making for thRedford Post.Richard was a
photographer, and newspapers knew about photogsagies was a
small paper, but it was part of a bigger group, @y might have
heard of him.

Daisy would have found what she was seeking evéntua/ith
determination there were any number of wayssheldoave tracked
it down, but it came so terribly easily.

She went up to the Features room where Maggie e @esk, with
a mug of tea and a cheese roll at her elbow. 'Héllaggie greeted
her. 'Have you got something for us?'

Daisy hadn't done any writing lately. 'This is aiabcall,’ she said. 'ls
Jack Brady around? | want to ask him if he's he&@alphotographer
called Richard Lingard. An American.'

‘A relation?’
'Sort of.'

Maggie phoned the photographic department and asketishook
her head. 'Sorry,' she said. 'They don't seemwe tane.'

'He's small-time." As she said that it seemed tesyDa ludicrous
description.

Maggie was smiling at her. 'I've been wanting te geu. Look at
this.' She opened the bottom drawer of her desKlgmped through
photographs. 'He was at a reception | went to indom," she said.
'Richard Judd.'

'‘Who's he?' Daisy had heard the name, but theshadéd her in a
slight memory block.



‘The newspaper tycoon,' said Maggie. 'You don'ns@ey pictures of
him, he's anti-personality cult, but what doesdraind you of?"

‘A dark Lingard," said Daisy. He looked good in ming dress,
distinguished and elegant. He looked in charge, tithe men
photographed with him were overshadowed. He wasd gab
overshadowing.

‘That's what | thought, 'said Maggie, laughingfdat | asked him if
he'd got any ancestors round here, but he hasmittitla pity?"

‘A tycoon in the family would have been usefuliddaaisy, 'please
may | have this?'

She came out of the office with the photograpkuds Richard, there
was no doubt at all, and she didn't need the ne¢erébrary at work
to fill in the details about him. She remembereshtmow.

Richard L. Judd. L for Lingard? Newspaper tycoamm tman of an
international combine, with a reputation for batice and
ruthlessness, and keeping out of the limelight.

So why hadn't he told them who he was? To predasvprivacy by
an incognito? Because he was filthy rich and he'tdant relations
sponging on him? As if they would, as if he couldee how fiercely
independent Uncle Bob was, and Keith too. Or bexdws was
getting more laughs around Oak House Farm thanadehlad in
years? That was what he had told her, pretendingbdoa
near-layabout and watching their reactions.

Daisy felt as though she was reeling, walking adotarvn, using her
lunch hour trying to calm herself down before slasdue back in the
library. He had made fools of them all, and thas way she was
seething.



She never considered that the shock she had jpstierced might
have been loss. She had always believed that Ridhiagard had
come to stay, but Richard L. Judd was out of hbit.or



CHAPTER SEVEN

ALISON looked at the photograph, then goggled as redogriiit her.
'It's Richard Where did you get it?'

Daisy had phoned Oak House during the afternoahaaked Alison
to meet her at the cottage. 'lI've something to show' she'd said,
and hung up because she couldn't discuss it therAlBon had been
waiting when she got back from work, asking eagesy Daisy
stepped out of the car,

‘You've found out something, haven't you? What hewefound?

"'l show you," Daisy had said, going into thetage kitchen, where
she took the photograph out of the magazine shecaaging it in
and put it on the table.

'It's Richard' shrilled Alison. 'Where did you get it?'
'From theRedford Post:

'He looks very handsome,' said Alison grudgingyhén was it
taken? | suppose it's too much to hope he's a @rook

‘Would you settle for a millionaire?' said Daisy.
'You don't mean that?'

Daisy picked up the photograph, studying the fadee thick dark
straight hair fell in the way she knew, and she ldawever touch it
again. The tenderness and the passion had beenigxpeo more.
This man had a world of women to choose from amdetlwas aji
ache inside her like a cold and heavy stone. Sie 'Séeet Richard
L. Judd, who owns a string of newspapers, heraraAdherica.' She
added ironically, 'Photography must be one of bisties.'



Alison groped for a chair and sat down limply. 'mkdeaven!" she
breathed. 'Are you sure?'

‘That's him, isn't it? Well, that's who he is.’

Alison's face softened as the anxiety of the pastks left her. She
wondered, almost dreamily, ‘Why didn't he tell dsowhe really was?'

'I've never been a tycoon, so | wouldn't knowd $2aisy, 'but he sets
store on privacy, so that's probably why he's pgskimself off as
plain Richard Lingard here. What | can't understaavhat you
heard Uncle Bob saying to him, about the will. Winguld Richard
Judd bother about inheriting half a small farm deld buy a hundred
times over?'

‘Yes,' said Alison. 'Well..." She bent over Woo &egjan to rub his
tummy so that he squirmed happily. 'About thag's&id, spacing her
words with a little silence between each, and kagper head down
so that she didn't meet Daisy's eyes, 'l didn'tiyxaear what | told

you. Not exactly those words.'

'‘What?'Daisy gasped.

‘Uncle Bob did tell Richard he was seeing Laurensamd Mr
Laurenson is his lawyer, and | thought it must beu his will.'
Alison stole a quick glance at Daisy, whose indigimawas about to
burst on her, and began to talk faster. 'Well, wolil you have
thought it was? You warned me that Richard couldryiag to oust
Keith. You put the idea into my head, and whendrtdeJncle Bob
talking about seeing a lawyer | was sure it wasiaBodrew's share,
and you were the only one who could help me aratlitb make you
believe he was changing his will. | believed iheSirew breath, and
Daisy put a hand in front of her eyes, suddenlyngéd wanting to
shut out everything.



'He could have been," wailed Alison. Daisy nodd@dt if Richard's
that rich,' said Alison meekly, 'he isn't likelys&ll us up, is he? Don't
you think he'd be more likely to invest in the f&m

'l wouldn't know," said Daisy again.

‘You're angry. I'm sorry." Alison felt reprieved the news that Oak
House Farm was no prize to Richard, he wouldn&dbeming to get
a share of it; but now she wished that she hadiredfherself to

repeating what Uncle Bob had actually said: 'I'eirsg Laurenson at
eleven,' instead of adding 'and having everythingddd equally

between you and Keith.'

Daisy would probably have put the same interpratatn Uncle
Bob's visit to his lawyer that Alison had, but Alishad stampeded
her into yesterday's fiasco.

'I'm sorry," Alison repeated plaintively, then ao#d, 'Shall | tell
Richard | asked you to lead him on, that it wasid®a?' She quailed
as she imagined herself doing that, and when isyanded,

'‘What good would that do?' she breathed more fredilgough she
had to suggest,

'‘Perhaps he wouldn't blame you then.'

'It wouldn't make one scrap of difference,’ saidspal thought he
was taking over as much as you did, and it migiaéhmeeen your idea,
but | was the girl--' the lump in her throat wascheo swallow. 'The
girl who gave the performance,’ she said.

Alison had stopped tickling Woo, and was lookingaiagat the
photograph of Richard. 'It's beastly bad luck, ised think he really
liked you.'



Yesterday Daisy had believed that too, but he hdike'd her or
trusted her enough to tell her his name, and hebesh cynical
enough to come out of their lovemaking ice-calmy Ageling he had
for her was superficial. She said bitterly, 'Hediad me—he could
have been serious about jhat proposition.’

'You mean asking you to marry him?' Alison's eyeghtened with a
sudden excitement that Daisy was almost sorry hopea.

‘Not quite,' she said. 'There was nothing seridamitithe proposal.
This was a proposition, that if he needed a mistinesd let me know.'

'‘Oh!" Alison didn't know what to make of that. lasa glimpse into
another way of life. Love and marriage were herleyoand she
wanted them for Daisy. 'Would you...?' she whispered.

'‘Most unlikely," said Daisy briskly, and remember#uht first
morning, standing with Richard under the paintinf Hugo,
discussing if they would ever make friends. 'Maslikely," he had
said. Yesterday they had seemed like friends, teitnguld never be
at ease with him again. She said, 'I'm old-fastdpyeu see. Uncle
Bob's not the only one out &ast Lynne.'

She did not say that it would be emotional suidmleget involved
with a man who could break her heart, and watcthétter with
detachment and even amusement.

'Do we tell him we've seen this?' Alison indicated photograph,
and Daisy picked it up and put it in a drawer of tiresser. The
Chinese lion sat there, and Alison asked, '"Wheréigithat come
from?'

'‘Richard bought it for me yesterday, and no, we'tdeay we know
who he is." Daisy wondered if Uncle Bob had bedd amd thought
not. ‘'Let's see how long he takes to tell us. Bssidhe's enjoying
himself here.' She banged the dresser drawer sthth&hinese lion



jerked a little and she had to move quickly to dyaa 'He told me he
was getting more laughs than he's had in years.'

'Is that good?"
‘Hilarious,' said Daisy. 'l always enjoy being madi®ol of.’

'‘We tried to make a fool of him," Alison venturesid Daisy pulled a
face.

'‘And oh, my golly, weren't we out of our depth? WWebw you know
that you're the poor relations, not him, there'paoic.'

'I must tell Keith,' said Alison eagerly, and ofucee she must. She
had told Keith what she had overheard Uncle Bobatmut seeing
Mr Laurenson, without the invented rider. But Kdiidd agreed that
it was pretty sure Uncle Bob was changing his vafid it would
come as a tremendous relief to him to hear thahd&d was no
fortune- hunter. He would say he had known all gldvot of course
that Richard was Richard Judd, but that he hachbadesigns on the
farm.

Alison jumped up. She wanted to run all the way &evith this super
secret, which should be making everything happynagathough
Daisy wasn't smiling. 'He's bound to tell us beforg, isn't he?' she
said, and Daisy shrugged.

'Not if he doesn't want us to know.'

Uncle Bob didn't know. Keith and Alison went outeaifthe evening
meal, to a bistro on the river where there was idgndhey asked
Daisy to go with them, but she didn't feel like diawg, and it was nice
to see them dash off together, almost carefreenagai

Nanny took a patchwork quilt she was repairingsiton front of the
television in the small sitting room. Daisy mighave watched



television too, but Uncle Bob stayed in the kitclheading a farming
magazine, so she brought out a writing pad andrbéganswer a
letter.

After a few minutes she said, 'Uncle Bob, abouhRid.'
'‘Aye?’
‘How much do you know about him?"'

He smiled at her, pleased with this sign that Ridheas on her mind,
although he had been annoyed when Alison put tme spiestion.

‘All | need to know,' he said, 'to say you couldal@t worse than
Richard. He'd look after you and you might everablke to persuade
him to settle down here.' He refilled his pipe anelw on it, nodding
over a dream. 'When I'm gone he and Keith mightkwtbe farm
together, and he could always go on taking theqgraphs.’

That didn't sound as though he knew that Richarcd \aa

international press tycoon, and he wasn't hidinghang or it would

have shown on his broad and honest face. He haa fRichard on
trust for what he said he was, Andrew Lingard'sx@gsan, a roaming
freelance photographer.

Daisy said, 'You haven't really ever asked for prbmt he's a
Lingard, have you? He could be an impostor.'

Robert chuckled. 'If he is he's not getting muchadut. I'd have put
him in my will for his grandfather's sake, but heuln't hear of it.
Put his foot right down. This place belongs to Kelte said, all of it,
but if you said the word Daisy-girl we might perdaahim to stay
here.’

Daisy said, 'He's quite famous, you know. | ddnitks he'd ever give
up his work.'



'‘Famous, is he?' Robert Lingard was pleased busunprised. He
teased her jovially, 'Well, you're going to be mfas writer one day,
aren't you? He can take the pictures for you.'

'‘When I'm famous I'll ask him," she said lightihheSvondered what
would happen to the photographs Richard took yeagerif she
would ever see them, if they would betray her. Besealmost all that
day long she had been falling in love with him.

That week she researched on Richard L. Judd. &hedbody why.
Only Alison and Keith knew the identity of Richakihgard, and,
because they knew, the atmosphere at Oak Houskgh&ehed, the
shadows had gone.

Alison's was a resilient nature, and Daisy had Haatl Richard had
been amused by their attempts to blacklist him wititle Bob. He

could afford to laugh, the joke was on them, anénvhe returned at
the weekend he would no longer be a threat, hedMagiaccepted on
his own terms. If he wanted to be plain Richardgaid he was
RichardLingard. That was how Alison saw the sitati

In fact he was Richard L. Judd—it was always theailn never the
full middle name—and at the age of eighteen hesteatied his career
on a small Wisconsin newspaper owned by his matfetier, Edgar
Judd. Almost self- made, with the luck of the banner, formidable
talent and energy, he had acquired a press emyretioe following
decade.

Daisy read all she could about him, from referelneeks and back
numbers of magazines and newspapers. She watehitlyy herself

her interest was curiosity; and that her pride wiesd because his
deception had made fools of them. She fooled Hense$t of the

time.



It didn't help when Uncle Bob wanted to know if 'shbeard from
Richard. 'Of course not,' she said. Undeterred|éJacb assured her,

'‘Well, you'll be seeing him again at the weekend.’

That was what Richard had written in the note tefidfor her, but
that was no love fetter. He would return at the keeel because he
had a retreat here from the jet-set rat- race paoblably because he
was fond of Uncle Bob, and Keith and Nanny. Buttoatee Daisy.
Except perhaps for laughs, because Daisy amused him

She worked extra energetically, and went out meshiags, but she
had no fun at all. Her dates never guessed itssbkeed her usual
bubbling self, but she felt wretchedly low all ttime, and she was
sleeping badly.

On Friday the roses came, delivered to Oak Housengitthe

afternoon. When Daisy walked into the kitchen afterk they were
in a plastic bucket on the draining board, two etitiong-stemmed
red roses.

‘They're gorgeous,' said Daisy, sniffing a bud. Wdon't you put
them in a vase? Did Keith bring them for you?' Adidon, who had
been waiting for this ever since the roses arrigad] nonchalantly,

'You put them in a vase—they're yours.'

Daisy had had flowers sent to her before, but gntaher birthday,
and she wasn't expecting flowers. 'Who from?"' slke@ looking for
the card, which read, 'For Daisy, from Richard.’

'Isn't that nice of him?' Alison was thrilled. Atet least it was a
peace-offering. 'When | read the card,’ she glodtascndered if you

knew another Richard, but you don't, do you? tus Richard, isn't
it?"



Our Richard?TheRichard L. Judd, who was very much his own me
and certainly belonged to no one here. Daisy daiohust be him. |
wonder why.'

'‘Why do men usually send girls red roses?' Alisath dpened the big
brown cupboard that contained most of the housebloilda not in

every day use, and produced a couple of vasestfrefdnottom shelf,
one cut glass, one Willow Pattern Victorian.

‘Either of these do?' She held them up for inspedaind Daisy took
the Willow Pattern, filled it, and lifted the rosddpping from their
bucket.

'Red roses for true love,' she said. 'l wonder ngawny true loves
Richard Judd could call on any hour of the dayighta' She gave a
little 'ouch!" of pain as a thorn scratched hed loked at her thumb
and the drop of blood, the colour of roses.

'‘Beware of gifts with thorns,' she said shakily.

But everyone else was delighted with the rosesldJBob beamed
over them all through dinnekerynice,' said Keith, and Nanny ever
suggested that Daisy should pick out the pretteesst of all and press
it, to add to the other faded and fragile flowdrattwomen from a
bygone age had put between the leaves of booksrstie shelves of
Oak House.

No one knew exactly when Richard would be returningt he
arrived on Saturday evening. Daisy had been ow, gitl friend's,
and when she came back his car was outside the $laenpanicked
and drove on to the house; she couldn't face homeallf she went
into the cottage he might be in the barn and cauad. If he was in
th& house there would be others around.

He was in the house. In the drawing room, withfdmaily and the
dogs and old Josh; and two more callers, a midgketZouple who



kept the village store and had met Richard befsieiehard Lingard.
When Daisy appeared in the doorway they were gmupend
Richard.

She'd seen it before, he had always been the datmpessonality,
and what she knew about him now explained thatc@irse he
towered over anyone he was likely to meet here.

She stood in the doorway, and his eyes swept amrehlead to foot.
She was wearing a new dress, with a white sleevéld® top and a
sunray-pleated skirt. She looked as good as sHd,amuthe money
she could afford. He was in thin grey sweater dacks, part of his
'slumming' gear. In the few photographs she had sédim this
week he had been impeccably dressed: silk shupgrbly cut suits.

'Hello," he said.

'Hello to you.' She came in, smiling warily. 'Thaydu for the roses.
Did you have a good week?'

Alison said quickly, 'He's been taking some agudtographs.' From
his own plane, no doubt, thought Daisy sourly. ©hbsly his account
of his week was deliberately misleading again, altisough Alison

and Keith were pretending to believe every wordsanad an

upsurge of resentment.

‘Tell me about it,' she said.
"'l show you the pictures.'

‘That would be fascinating.' Her edginess showattléJBob and
Nanny were putting it down to bashfulness, Alisorl &eith were
hoping that Daisy was not going to blurt out wHi¢ $iad discovered
since she last saw Richard. They had talked abaugieat deal and
decided to leave things as they were. If Richaadned that Alison
and Daisy had been inquiring about him he mighkwait, and now



they knew he wasn't plotting to take the farm afayn them they
were glad he was part of the family. As Keith hagds-until the

problem of the will came up— he was a capital chiagh damn good
company. They were proud of him now too, and certe would

take them into his confidence in his own time.

But Daisy knew him better than they did. She wasaihe he had told
he was getting more laughs here, and she sat ametifthrough the
next hour. How long did he think he could get awsgh it?
Eventually someone would have tracked him down ,herehis
picture would have turned up in a paper. Supposehsid brought
Maggie along with her tonight? That would have daheOr
produced the photograph Maggie had given her. Sletle proof
that he was more devious than she could ever thaglnis real name
and his true identity, as though his relatives ddu trusted with
neither.

At their last meeting he had done all he couldumitiate her, and he
was still doing it. The note and the roses wereaiit of the joke, that
he was crazy about her. Suppose she said nowbégr thinking

about that proposal of marriage you made me intfobtuncle Bob

and I've decided to accept, because it isn't edagya girl gets a
chance to become Mrs Richard Judd.’

As soon as the visitors left she might give herde#d treat of
disconcerting him. He disconcerted her, all thesti@eeing his car
outside the barn, walking into this room, lookirighan, speaking to
him, made her feel churned up and worn out. Anaharghe hung on
to anger because it was warming and without itvetveld have been
cold.

‘All I know for sure about you is that you're arlighe had told him.
She said that again now, silently—you're a liardAre smiled that
crooked smile at her and it pierced her, like ti@m on the rose but
reaching her heart.



All she said, 'I'll marry you, Richard Lingardiein he would have to
say, 'l didn't mean a word of it." He would have&y she was not up
to his standards. He would know she knew, and hddimave to tell
them who he was.

She was suddenly determined he should tell thent. iBshe

produced the photograph or simply called him byfhlsname he
would handle that coolly, he must have been expgcomething
like that any time. She wanted him taken abaclqvihroff keel if

only for a minute or two, and she stayed where was because
Alison was angling to get her out of the room.

When Richard's opinion was asked, on a private Meisilbill on a
country matter at present before Parliament, Retlsaid, 'I'm no
expert,' and Daisy chimed in sweetly,

‘Maybe not, but I'm sure you know whole teams qfests.’

'‘Drink, Daisy?' Keith suggested. The others wetagiholding their
glasses, except Nanny who had a yellow mug of hié&t m

'‘No, thanks,' said Daisy.

'‘Coffee, then?' offered Alison. 'Tea?' Either wolhée enabled her
to get Daisy into the kitchen to help make it, Datisy shook her
head.

'l've just had supper and an awful lot of tea aefia.' Richard turned
with a raised eyebrow. 'A date with a girl on Sday night?'

'‘Why not?' said Daisy, still sweet as sugar. 'hdwe girl friends as
well. We're not all lone wolves.' Alison was sune svas going to ask
him why he never brought any friends here and Sauily,

'‘Daisy, could you--?' She beckoned, signalling cdmeee, come
outside, shut up.



'‘What?' said Daisy, sitting tight. 'l want you anurie.'
'‘Won't it wait?'

Alison drew in a deep breath, wondering how shddceay, 'No, it
won't,’ without communicating her urgency, when Mgknell
glanced down at her watch and said,

'It's getting late. | hadn't noticed how the timasngoing. We'd best
be getting along home.'

Her husband finished his drink and stood up with e did old Josh,
and after the usual goodnights Alison and Keith Sathree visitors
to the front door. As they walked away Alison mured; 'Daisy's
going to tell Richard we know who he is any minute.

Keith put a consoling arm around her and askedestomatter?’
'How she breaks the news might matter,' said Alcaefully.

Keith would much rather have let things take tlo&n course. Daisy
had been indignant at the subterfuge practisechem,t but Keith
couldn't see that Richard had done any harm byimgagown his
power and position. Keith liked him better for it.

He said regretfully, 'Daisy's always been set ajdiichard, hasn't
she? Although he's been very decent to her, semgingses.’

The red roses were on a table in the hall, antdeysdlosed the front
door Daisy came into the hall and took a flowere 8hd turned back
into the drawing room before Alison could have resther. It was
no use calling, in Daisy's present mulish framenafd, so Alison
hurried after her.

Daisy went straight to Richard, still sitting inbdéack oak carved
armchair, and said, 'lI'd like to have given you ohé¢hese. Aren't



they beautiful? It was so thoughtful of you to séhdm. But you
don't have a buttonhole, do you? Don't you evermr\aesecent suit?'

'Only for business.' He stood up and took the fasa her, laying it

on the tray on which Nanny had collected the engdigses. Nanny
had just been leaving the room with them, but neg&vstood still, the
tray in her hands, waiting to hear what was conmex.

Keith followed Alison into the room and Daisy sagdily, 'Isn't it
cosy now all the outsiders have gone, and it's tjustfamily? It's
lovely to have you home again.’

She reached up to kiss Richard's cheek, very \ightlen stepped
back quickly, laughing at Nanny and Keith. 'Didttsarprise you?
You're not surprised are you, Uncle Bob? You knbat tRichard
asked me to marry him. Well, I'm thinking aboutety seriously.'

That broke like a small bombshell. Everybody waiegso that they
could only gasp and croak. Including Alison, whad hexpected
almost anything but this. Not including Uncle Bolbcourse, he was
looking delighted; and Richard didn't look as pabkghas Daisy had
hoped.

It was impossible to tell what Richard was thinkitgit his smile
didn't falter, and when Uncle Bob smiled, 'Them'good girl J'
Richard said,

‘A very good girl,' and kissed her, as lightly as fiad kissed him.

She went on, in the same bright voice, 'I've béearking about you
all week. You asked me in your note to think abgui. Have you
thought about me?

‘Constantly,’ he said.



She fluttered lashes at him. 'And you must have qwah a lot of
other things to think about, because you're subbsy man, aren't
you?'

'‘Oh yes.' He looked at all of them. "You will exeuss, won't you?' he
said. 'We have things to discuss.'

He took Daisy's arm, and she shrugged and wenthantih She was
going home anyway, and if he still wanted to kempdentity secret
he'd have to produce some good reasons to ensusddree. That
was probably what he wanted to discuss.

Richard loosed Daisy as soon as they were outeofrtimt door, and
they walked silently under a moon covered by saugldiouds, so
that one moment seemed light as dawn and anotlteraark. Then
she said, 'lt's your move next," and he pulledriterhis arms, kissing
her mouth, engulfing her in darkness.

Almost before she realised what was happeningpadth she had
instinctively stiffened, pushing flat palms agairss chest, he
released her. The moon shone down again and haugtsng. 'I'm
sure you don't believe in sex before marriagesd@, 'but not even a
kiss?'

‘Not the way you kiss.' His kisses could take dwer mind, it had
happened before. She was breathing fast now, antlistred to walk
on down the track, spotting Woo under her feet jjusime to avoid
tripping full length over him. Beside her Richardked with a
sidelong grin, 'What kind of wife will you make serfrustrated man,
Daisy Penrose?’

He meant she would be unresponsive, and he wagwiohim she
had discovered an intensity of sexual attractioa sadn't known
existed. She had been called frigid by men whoHeft cold. Now
here was one who could unlock her senses, and st hvea best



safeguard that he should never know that. Shecsaillly, ‘Not your
style of wife at all,' and after a tiny pause tophasise it, 'Richard
Lingard.'

‘Well, finish the name,' he said. 'Richard Lingaudid, your cover is
blown.'

‘The L does stand for Lingard, then?'

'Yes.'

‘Are you surprised we've found out?'

'‘No. It was bound to happen sooner or later.’
*You wouldn't have told us?'

'‘Possibly.' They walked side by side, as though tere taking a late
night stroll, and their conversation sounded casdalwv did you find

out?' Richard asked her. 'Was it your friend Mis®Kson from the
Post?'

'Yes.'

He laughed wryly. 'l told her | had no relatioresdn, but | thought she
might check.'

'‘She believed you, but she showed me a photograpaukse you
looked like a dark Lingard.'

He swore, but as though he was amused rather tigag.aSo I'm in
that follow-up story after all.’

'‘Maggie still doesn't know," said Daisy. 'l dickell her. | just agreed
with her about your face.’



'‘Well, thank you for that," he said. 'Who did yall? Alison and
Keith—and | appreciated the way they pretended thdg't know
tonight. But if Robert and Nanny are in the know tid-time stage
missed a couple of talented troupers.'

They were nearing the cottage and the barn, and Whey stepped
into her home she would shut the door on him, eddlking must be
finished before then. 'Uncle Bob and Nanny stil'tleknow,' she said
stiffly. "'You made fools of us.’

'You made a fool of yourself,’ he retorted. 'I'mdéew Lingard's
illegitimate grandson, exactly as | told you. Ardl ine who's any
worse off because | dropped the Judd from my name?'

She thought she might be. If she had known fronmb#genning that
he was Richard L. Judd she would not have let Hebszome

involved. She had been content with her life, nbn bad longings
that would never be satisfied—a loss, a lonelin€& thought that
she was a great deal worse off, but she couldhttite that. She said
accusingly, 'You told me you were going to be naseze.’

'l don't take kindly to being conned. I'd have pdlthe place > down
around your ears that night if | could have dorgidh't mean it, I've
got enough going. But | wouldn't mind an interesthe farm.' He
walked a little ahead of her, leaving the trackingobetween the
trees. 'As a sleeping partner, if you'll pardoneakpression.'

That would be ideal, for the farm and the house §&hd quietly, to
his back, 'Alison overheard Uncle Bob telling yaiwas seeing his
lawyer, and we thought it was about changing hik'wi

*You do jump to conclusions, dragging poor Aliséong with you.'

‘Alison has a mind of her own,' Daisy protested.



'Of course she has. But she's not a match for Youre twice as
tough as she is." Nobody had ever thought thatréetb was no
compliment, but it could be true. Richard went toagathe barn and
Daisy hurried past him to the door of the cottagebert was selling
me the barn,' said Richard. 'That's why he savethger.'

'Oh!" As she fumbled in her purse for her key shettened,
'I'm—sorry. We thought if Uncle Bob thought yoL
were—promiscuous it might—put him off you."'

'‘Promiscuous?' It was quiet enough for his voiceadach her as
though they were still standing close enough tehioand there was
enough light to see him clearly at the door oflihen.

‘Aren't you?' she said.

'‘No.' He added nothing, but he could have saide¢8ee, with the
best to choose from." From what Daisy had reademrésearch, of
Richard L. Judd she couldn't hold a candle to tlbenen he went
around with. She said,

'‘Anyhow, it was that article | wrote that brougletyhere and | felt I'd
sort of conjured you up, and you were putting Keitto second
place.’

'‘Not intentionally.'

He couldn't help overshadowing Keith. She only libpe wasn't
going to put every other man she met into secoackpHe had so far.

‘And you didn't conjure me up,' he said. 'l've basyund a few years
longer than you.' As she opened the door of theagethe said, 'I'll
tell Robert and Nanny tomorrow that I've got anotieme.'

'It won't make any difference to them." Daisy wasesof that. It
won't make any difference to anyone here. Alisanh lseith are glad



you're not taking the farm away from« them, butcolirse Keith
didn't think you were, and you're right about Afiseshe wouldn't
have done if | hadn't scared her about the dargaris.’

'‘And you?' he queried.

'I'm glad you're not after the farm—I thought yoere. Apart from
that, what difference could it make to me what gouor a living?'

'‘None,' he said. 'Goodnight.'

'‘Goodnight." But of course it made an immense udiffee, an
immense gulf, and he must know it. He had boughtlirn, so he
meant to stay here some of the time, but Richardudd had
apartments in London and Montreal and New York, ard
ocean-going boat. So this would only be one moré giccall. That
talk of putting down roots had been part of the ok was playing.

Daisy got ready for bed, scowling at herself euene she passed a
mirror. Richard had enjoyed kissing her againnest, and he would
make love to her if she let him. There was anagjoéfrbetween them.
For him the love- making would be sensuous, emtipdysical. It
would leave no mark on his mind, while it mightueaher needing
him for the rest of her life.

That day, last Sunday, they had spent togethere tieed been signs
that this could develop as no other relationshiphfer. Last Sunday
had been like the beginning of a journey into achented land. She
had wanted to know him, everything about him, eweay, and now

she knew his name and the voyage of discovery wass o

She>was pretty enough for Richard L. Judd to famey, but she
didn't want to be fancied. She wanted to be lotethe exclusion of
all other women, and she didn't have that kind afim. She cried in
her sleep that night. She couldn't, remember heards, but her
cheeks were wet when she woke and her eyelidspugkeand puffy.



Her appearance horrified her. She couldn't let aays®e her looking
like this, so she put cold compresses on her eyeeduce the
puffiness, and made up with more than usual cateskill before she
dared even open the door to let the dogs out. Richaght be

walking around, or he might open his door. He mtsee red eyes
for pity's sake, and if she had to cry why hadné& wept her tears
while he was away?

She knew why. Seeing him had stripped away hersaeia, and

made her admit to herself that she wanted him,sledcould only

have him on terms that would destroy her. So shéemg very

carefully, and combed her hair into a featherygenhat hid her eyes
a little.

She ate half a grapefruit and two rounds of t@tough often as not
she skipped breakfast altogether, and on Sundaysssially walked

up to the house and took pot luck there. She wasrét whether she
was putting off facing them all, or acting pervéyskecause you

were supposed to starve with a hopeless love affair

The toast tasted like cardboard and each gulp wasfart, but she
got it down, and she was sitting staring at thanirsi on her plate
when the dogs began to bark and there was thedf@tar's horn
outside.

It was Uncle Bob's car, he and Nanny sat in frehg in one of her
best hats. Nanny's window was wound down, and alhedi¢ 'Are you
coming to church?' as Daisy opened the cottage door

Daisy shook her head and Nanny tutted. 'Then yalhtas well go
and give Alison a hand with the vegetables,' sitk aad wound her
window up again.

There was no sign of Richard, and Daisy washedarpbheakfast
things and walked up the track to the house. Tineskione and the



birds sang and the house wasn't threatened any, ismrié¢ should
have been a beautiful morning.

Alison was in the kitchen, in her white bibbed aprstirring currants
into a pudding mixture in a big mixing bowl. Shegred Daisy with,
‘Whatare you playing at?'

'‘Who's around?' asked Daisy. 'lI've seen Uncle BoldNanny.'

'‘Keith's somewhere about. Richard hasn't been tesemorning.’

Alison went on stirring automatically with her waad spoon,

demanding, 'Why did you say that last night? Wiagdened? | didn't
like to come down to the cottage in case you'd made angry

again—I didn't think it would help if | turned ug@he grimaced. 'Not
after last time.'

'He isn't mad,’ said Daisy. She tipped a few cusrénom the packet
and fed them to herself one by one. '‘And | said &sked me to marry
him because | wanted to make him admit that Richargudd is in
the market for a mistress maybe but not for a witell, not for a
wife the likes of me.'

'‘What did he say?' Alison still stirred, but Dalsad all her attention.

'He'd realised you and Keith know who he is," da@sy, 'and he
thinks it was nice of you to pretend you didn't'dHelling Uncle Bob
and Nanny this morning. Everything's above board.ndo more
secrets.' She offered a currant to Woo and Coolkb,heth surveyed
them with suspicion. Woo went on snuffling his ardiuthe kitchen
floor, Cooch left his and settled down on a rughatvshall | do?'
asked Daisy. 'The greens or the potatoes?'

'‘Oh—either." Daisy sounded cheerful and Alison Wwaginning to
believe that the bad patch was really over. Shé&atitbe sure until
she had seen Richard, but it would be wonderfuloibody had to
pretend any more. Richard had spotted that sheKaaiith were



putting on an act last night, which proved theyewdrtoo good at
pretending.

Daisy was humming a tune as she scraped the psta®éiough she
hadn't a care in the world. It was just like it ds®e be, Alison
thought.

Richard crossed the courtyard a few minutes latdrAdison, at the
window, turned to warn Daisy, 'Here's Richard.'

‘Three more potatoes,’ said Daisy, 'if he's stayanyinch,’ and she
scraped on quite steadily, even when the kitch@n dpened and her
heart was anything but steady.

Richard came into the room, and went across tooAlisVhen he
smiled she smiled too, looking young and pretty ashightly
apprehensive. 'l should be apologising,’ he said.

'Whatever for?' she asked.

'l wasn't altogether honest with you.' His smilgpealing, disarming,
included Daisy. 'But | very much appreciated somawh could get
right away, with no business problems following mad | am
Richard Lingard, and you are all the family | has@] hope you don't
feel that | practised an unforgivable deception.'

'No,' said Alison.No ...'

Richard hugged her. "You're a great girl,' he sinilde might have
hugged Daisy, but she was farther away, and mosgtiefr still,
drying her hands busily.

'‘We won't tell a soul if you don't want us to,'gdn promised, and he
grinned wryly.



'It couldn't have gone on much longer, could itA@m as it makes
no difference to you folk here.’

'‘Why ever should it?' asked Alison.
‘Are you eating lunch with us?' asked Daisy.
'Please,' said Richard.

Why does he talk such nonsense, thought Daisy, wieeknows it
must change everything?

Uncle Bob and Nanny took the news calmly over lur&h Richard
was Richard Lingard Judd, of whom neither of thead theard
anyway. When he told them his mother's father vadea the small
newspaper which had 'led to bigger things', Nanngted sagely,
'‘Big oaks from little acorns grow," as though itswea natural and
simple procedure. But Keith was looking at Richaith admiring

awe. 'The pressure must be killing," said Keith.

'It can be," Richard agreed. 'The boat was my ms@ape hatch until
| came here.'

Now he escaped to Oak House Farm, a quiet villeayekveater,
instead of riding the high seas. He told them abmiboat, and Daisy
wondered if he remembered that the first dark Lidgaas said to
have been a pirate.

A motor-sailer, berthing six comfortably, didn'tusal like a pirate
craft, but it did sound a wonderful thing to haved &Keith, who
would have enjoyed messing about in boats if heldesh able to
afford a boat, hung enthralled on Richard's desonp

'‘Well, there it is,’ said Richard. 'I'm hoping tet@way in it myself
before too long. A week or two around some islandke sun. Why
don't you come?’



He meant Keith and Alison and Daisy, and Keith Ahslon were in
the seventh heaven at the idea. So was Daisy.aAt &he supposed
she was. It sounded like a wonderful holiday.

‘Wonderful!" breathed Alison, clasping her handsdelight, and
laughing at Richard. 'Not that we know much abmatb, although
we did hire a longboat one summer for a week, adahsuper time,
although it never stopped raining. Remember?"'

Daisy and Keith remembered. Three years ago witketlothers.
'‘Daisy swims like a fish,' said Alison.

‘A swimming pool fish," said Daisy. 'Not an oceamng fish." A girl

for the shallows, not the deep. She could imagimmhdd's friends
who used the boat, clever, successful, beautifoplee Keith and
Alison would be accepted, because they were yomagastractive
themselves, and Richard's family.

Am | his family? Daisy wondered. As Keith is my trer will | ever
feel that way about Richard? It wasn't likely, Bbe had better start
working on it.

'‘Fancy you having a boat like that!" said Nanny.

‘And a plane,' said Daisy laconically. 'And threenes, isn't it? Four
with the barn.’

Uncle Bob's grizzled eyebrows rose, at the extdnRichard's
successFour homes?'

‘London. Philadelphia. Montreal,' Daisy babblede Stished she
could be quiet, but her nerves were jangling are chuldn't stop
chattering.



'Who looks after them?' asked Nanny. 'Who liveghiam if you
haven't got a wife or a family?' She added sharugidenly unsure if
they had been misled on that matter too, 'You hgvesve you?'

'‘No,' said Richard. 'And they're serviced apartsemdt houses. | use
them when | need them.'

'You never married?' With all this Richard wouldvbeahe women
after him, Robert reckoned, but Richard smiled stmabk his head.

‘No, but neither did you. You're an old bachelod sou look happy
enough to me.’

Robert had been eligible in his day, but neverliggée as Richard.
There had been the girl over whom he had quarreligd Andrew,

but he had never been alone. Oak House had alveayaiced those
who loved and needed him. He included Daisy andoAli as
naturally as though they were born Lingards whensaigl, 'l've

always had my family around me." He chuckled, 'Aveé never
found a woman who'd put up with me like my famity.'d

'l have my family too now,' said Richard,' and duwld have to be a
very special woman who'd put up with me.'

Daisy saw Uncle Bob considering this, and she kndat he was
thinking—that she was special here, but not invilbed Richard L.
Judd inhabited.

True enough, she thought. Uncle Bob can't see mgimg between
Montreal and London, keeping Richard's mind off ggmus
determined females. No man was too good for Daidyricle Bob's
mind, but Richard was too rich. He had wanted ttraggling
photographer for her, not the self-made tycoon. fidjat catch for
Daisy was along the speckled trout lines, and RechaJudd was a
man-eating shark.



Daisy ate her lunch. They all ate with good appstiand Richard
answered questions, candidly this time, tellingrttadl they wanted
to know about him. Daisy had run out of chattele 8bncentrated on
getting the food down, and looking interested, batmore. Not
stricken, not sick at heart because of the gulf ¢widened between
them with everything he said, so that he movecé&irand farther
away from her.

He sat by her, at the kitchen table. She wondeagniely whether
Nanny would lay the meals he ate with them in timend room, now
they knew he was a millionaire, and knew she wadtldvioney
would make no difference to Nanny's attitude. Bubaisy it meant
that he sat in the next chair and was unreachable.

She asked later if she could tell Maggie. "Whendsies find out she's
going to think | kept it from her, and she is @&ifrd of mine.'

'‘Keep your imagination in check," said Richardd'a@member that
all the proof you've got—apart from the way | lools—my middle
name.'

He was in the study with Uncle Bob and Keith, arads had gone in
to say goodnight. Uncle Bob sat in his big swiviekic, but both
Uncle Bob's chair and Keith's were turned towarih&d, sitting at
the side of the desk with papers before him. H&ddaquizzically at
Daisy. 'And Richard Lingard's letters to my mothdre added,
‘which.-are not for publication. Nor for comment.’

'Of course not,' she said. 'Well, goodnight, evedygh' She went
round to kiss Uncle Bob's weather-beaten cheek. c8liél have
kissed Keith too. A peck on the cheek when shegadinight would
have meant no more than a smile, because Keitmhesadear kind
brother. And she hoped the day would come whercehtl touch
Richard casually, without shaking inside.



'‘Having fun?' she asked, glancing at the papertherdesk as she
walked round it, and they all smiled at her.

She walked down to the cottage alone, except fdthgs. Richard
came back to the barn after she was in bed. Dadyher window
open and she heard his footsteps on the tracleisilént night. Woo
barked a little downstairs, Cooch stirred on thdrbem floor but,
recognising the tread of a friend, gave a slow whg feathery tail
and went back to sleep.

It was just after midnight by her small luminousak. She sat up and
thumped her pillow and asked it, 'Why can't yoeglm your London
apartment while you're in England? What do you waith a barn
anyway?' Then she buried her head in the pillowtaed to make her
mind a blank, with such concentrated effort thaesrexhaustion put
her to sleep at last.

Margaret Cookson was very surprised next day whaisyDcame
round to thePostoffices during the lunch hour and told her whe
Richard L. Judd's initial stood for. It would haveen quite a story, a
dark Lingard tycoon turning up, if Richard's pashiad married
before his father died. As it was he had the mid@leme, and the
looks, and was producing no proof and giving nemiews. His only
guote for publication was that the Lingards of Glkuise Farm might
be his relations. He would be staying there occeadip and
converting an old barn into a residence.

'‘Which barn?' Margaret asked Daisy.
‘The barn on my cottage,' said Daisy.

Margaret whistled soundlessly. "That'll put you godr cottage in a
little millionaire's row!



'l hope not,' said Daisy. 'lI'd never live up to it.

The barn hardly changed at all, from the outsiddo@al firm of
builders descended on it and, with money no olbgect detailed
instructions to follow, adapted and rebuilt theidesinto a stylish
studio home. In double quick time too?: Richard was of the
country for three weeks, during which Daisy's homaes filled with
dust, and the frontage of her cottage was blocked twilding
materials and sightseers.

Family, farm workers, friends and neighbours altchad progress
with great interest; and as the builders put inrlove until quite late
at night Daisy kept Cooch at Oak House till her obadtime.

Continual voices and noises next door, after diriie of peaceful
isolation, were infuriating him.

But on the date stipulated the barn was finishedl the builders'

bonus earned. It looked very good. Rugged stoneworitrasting

with white walls, a big open fireplace, a pine stase leading to a
gallery and a couple of biggish bedrooms undeethes. The floor
was pine-blocked, a kitchen and a bathroom, small superbly

fitted, were behind a pine-panelled wall.

The furniture arrived in a large van, together viwtlo husky men and
a diagram where each item should be placed. Alish a lovely
time, stroking the furniture— soft leather and sthowood—and
changing a few pieces around because Richard fuhadi adpostscript
to the list that Mrs Lingard was in charge andihstructions should
be followed.

She tried to get Daisy involved; where did Daignkttthis rug should
be? and the desk to get the best light? Daisy stotee middle of it
all and saw Richard everywhere and opted out, tejeaver and
over again, 'l don't know, don't ask me."’



But she ached to participate. Sitting tight and,tan one of the stone
hummocks that were each side the fireplace” shéedda put some
mark on Richard's home. Then she thought of therdtbmes he had,
and the other women who must have influenced tla@chshe daren't
compete.

‘You're the homemaker,' she told Alison. 'It's thiat decorating
you've done.' She laughed, hugging her kneese ¥dmsn't in such a
high-powered rush over everything you could haxedithis for him

at half the price.’

‘You're a nut,' said Alison happily. 'A pot of pesnmy limit. This is
splendid, isn't it?"

‘Splendid,’ agreed Daisy.

Alison left her there. It was a stupid thing to 8tupid on Daisy's part
to see the shadows fall in Richard's home. 'tlhsre a bit longer,'
she said when Alison had to get back to Oak Hobseause Keith
and Uncle Bob would be in from the fields wantimgpit dinner.

Nanny was cooking the meal. Alison had taken therabon off to

see Richard's furniture in, but Keith would expabson there and
Alison wanted to be where Keith wanted her.

‘Make sure the door's shut,’ was her parting reédqad3aisy. '‘Dinner
in about half an hour.'

Daisy sat for a while, by the empty fireplace. Whags were burning

here the room would be glowing and warm. It waswanough now,

but there was a newness, an unused feeling ahoas ithough it

waited to be turned from a showplace into a horhe. dmell of fresh

paint and plaster lingered on the air, and sheaoér feet at last and
walked around.

She wondered what was new here, what Richard rextlhefore. Not
much, she thought. She wondered if he had selectaflsomeone



had been told to supply what would be needed, snenedo knew
his tastes.

The desk was lovely, walnut, and olive green totdadher. And the

oval dining table, with four chairs around it, wedre had had one
chair and an old scrubbed-top table. He could entearound this,

someone could cook in that well-equipped kitchererfels would be

coming now, and if Daisy wasn't invited too she ldditnow because
Cooch would be on constant alert on the cottage @idhe wall.

She looked at all the chairs around the table, siireeing future
guests in them. Then she went up the pine stair@adealong the
gallery, opening the doors, looking in on both loedns. Bed linen
was in a wooden chest, Richard would probably sdkdt himself.
Which was his room, which was his guest room? Thae one bed
in each roomy big enough for two, and she had bgtelownstairs
again. She mustn't let her imagination run riohepe.

The dogs were still at Oak House or they would hgwen her

warning. As it was she was on the gallery, and gesed knows where
her thoughts were, when down below the door opamedRichard

walked in.

She froze, then drew back instinctively until shes\vagainst the wall.
She had reasons for being here. She and Alisorsinaervised the
moving in of the furniture. When her mouth was ldgs she would

call, 'Hello, welcome home," but right now she cdmtlmake a sound.

He was alone. He closed the door behind him anddstooking
around. The shadows were thick now, and as heeantadssa light
switch Daisy took a deep breath. Now dte&l to say, 'Hello,' but
before she could he said wearily,

'‘Come on down. | don't like being spied on.’



'I'm not spying on you!" Indignation moved her, hadty and
physically, jerking her out of her frozen stateinbging her briskly
down the stairs.

‘Then stop lurking in the shadows,' he drawledtiiteed on lights,
and turned on her with a look that was unfriendlgay the least.

‘And welcome home,' she snapped. '‘And to heck yathtoo!

They stood there, scowling at each other. The thikight dark hair
fell over his eyes, and he tossed it back and begamile.



CHAPTER EIGHT

'SORRY,' said Richard. 'Put it down to jet-lag, it wasiag trip.' There
was a wryness about his grin, as though he hadtokka bad joke.
'‘But this isn't bad at all," he went on, lookingward, shrugging off
weariness.

'‘By my standards it's palatial,’ said Daisy. 'Evegy thinks so.'
'How is everybody?'

'If you mean the family, they're very well." He wagaring a fine
hopsack suit, cream silk shirt, dark brown tie— theppings of
Richard L. Judd, not Richard Lingard.

'‘Dinner's ready up at the house,' she said. 'Avergady for dinner?'

"'l be along as soon as I've got my stuff outlo car.' He didn't
suggest she waited for him. He didn't suggest éteyere, trying out
the new kitchen and the adequately stocked fridgeas dinner with
the family.

'I'll tell them," Daisy said. 'I'll see you later.’

Richard's car had been spotted, so they all knewdseback, and he
followed her into the house within a few minutesttipg a welcome

from everyone, dogs included. He hadn't changealbibes. Why

should he, now he wasn't playing a part any mard,this was how
he dressed most of the time?

He brought gifts: a new pipe ancf a special brdridlmacco for Uncle
Bob, a camera for Keith, a brooch for Nanny. Fasé there was a
gold link bracelet, for Daisy three filigree dasien a thin silver
chain.



It was very pretty and she thanked him as they akdeing, but she
was not sure she would get much pleasure wearirmpnstant
reminder of Richard. Even when her infatuationtion was well and
truly over, and one of these days it must be, slghtstill be left
remembering a wild and hopeless dream.

She was the only one who still wished she hadetdint Richard
here. Everyone else thought things had turned ediégtly. Richard
had found a family, and somewhere he could escagaelax. He
was telling them now that he had made arrangententsnd his
private plane about three miles away, on the oldima American
airstrip that was now used by a glider club, arat tre hoped to get
over most weekends.

He did just that. Sometimes he came by plane, sorestby car,
sometimes during the week he came without warrang, having a
millionaire in the family caused hardly any uphdaataall.

He acquired a financial stake in the farm, and spdat of his time

when he was at Oak House on the farm with Keith @ndle Bob.

Keith and Alison and Daisy and Richard went outrfezals together
now, it was a real cosy family set-up, and withifea weeks Daisy
was beginning to pull herself together.

This was how it was going to be and she had towith it. If she
flung herself into Richard's arms he might accaptitvitation, but
he obviously preferred things as they were, withoarnplications.
This suited Richard and it had to suit Daisy.

Outwardly she bloomed, determined never to be dasighing or
showing signs of strain. She kept going, at worll ah play, and
when Richard was using the barn and sleeping neot she came
home late, then read in bed until the words bluaed her eyelids
were heavy as lead before she lay down and tristéep.



Nobody suspected how she felt, not even Alison, was blithe as a
lark again these days. Uncle Bob and Nanny haddddcthat
Richard's life-style wasn't for Daisy, and it wastbr if he looked on
her as a sister, another Alison. One day, they Wwetk sure, Daisy
would meet the right man.

Daisy was still inclined to be a little tart withidRard, amusing her
family, amusing him. It seemed to Daisy these dhgs he acted as
though she made up a trio with the dogs, anothtdopgee stroked and
smiled at. Perhaps she was over-sensitive, buhakept her as alert
as Richard, and even when he was at his blandestvak always
waiting for the barb somewhere.

She knew of course that he never gave her a sdbonght when
they were apart. The press empire he ruled depedbis brilliance,
stamina and commercial cunning, and while he wasydvom here
he'd have no time to think about absent friendsak another world.

On a shopping trip to London Daisy and Alison adlie his office
block—by appointment, of course—and Richard shoviieem
around, introduced them to some of the staff, ao# them out to
lunch. It was all unreal to Daisy; the only thirgmotely like it she
had encountered had been on television, she wasstimaiting for
the plot to unravel.

Alison revelled in every minute of her day, shogpmith gusto

during the afternoon. She was a clever shoppeg fogrbargains,
doing a hectic run of the big multiple stores ddxford Street. She
and Daisy always enjoyed their occasional day-estcos to

London, and with Richard in the background this wasing into

one of the most exciting outings Alison had eved.Hiahe was so
keyed up that she didn't notice how quiet Daisy.was

When their shopping was done they went back tmthee to meet
Richard again, and from there to his apartmentyTere staying



overnight this time, he was taking them to a treetinight, and then
putting them up. And the penthouse flat, high otrex lights of
London, was something else out of television foisipa

No wonder he hadn't considered the barn palatialy Wd he want
the barn when he had a place like this? Daisy mavednd stiffly,
unable to relax, letting Alison do all the talking.

The play to which Richard took them was a smashthdir seats
were among the best, and altogether he did theodpes Alison said
when it was all over, and the sisters lay in twiedd, theatre
programmes and half empty boxes of chocolates @n fitted
dressing table.

Daisy agreed. After the theatre—dinner. And theaaxa back here,
standing waiting for Richard to pick up his briefeaand suitcase to
catch a midnight plane. He would get some sleeptheecAtlantic, he
said.

'l think it was very nice of him to spend this ewvenwith us," said
Alison, sleepy and happy, 'when he's so busy, lgaweidash off to fly
away.'

‘Uh-huh,’” murmured Daisy, sounding sleepy and hajmoy and
wondering cynically if that taxi would go to the@ort—or if Richard
had had enough of his country cousins and headedde congenial
female company overnight.

She wouldn't come here again. She tossed in thamuilmer
comfortable bed until Alison asked, '‘Are you afjhi?' and then she
said,

'l ate too much at dinner.'

'‘Me too,' said Alison. 'Wasn't it a fantastic pfadeonly hope poor
Richard does get some sleep on that plane.’



'‘Poor Richard' should have made Daisy smile, bet wbndered
where Richardwas sleeping tonight and wanted to cry ... The
cruising holiday was drawing near, and now the heatvas cool,
winter approaching, those islands in the sun shbakke beckoned
like Shangri-La to Daisy.

They did to Alison, who could talk about nothingelthese days,
dreaming of a second honeymoon in romantic plaoelsnmoonlit
nights at sea.

Alison had been buying clothes for the cruise esiace it was
decided they were definitely going and the route-dden,
Morocco, the Canaries—planned. So had Daisy, afssgiut Alison
was choosing her clothes like a trousseau, whilsyZawere just
holiday gear.

At the end of November they would be flying ouMadeira, heading
for the harbour where the boat was waiting, anch&id would be
with them. He hoped to stay the whole of the tiot, with Richard
there was always the chance he might have to fhyaagain to deal
with some business matters. If he was there thamtimscenes and
situations could be hazardous for Daisy. If he Wwashe would
probably spend her time longing for him. Altogetlsbe was much
less eager to set sail than Keith and Alison weene, as she watched
Alison gleefully crossing off the days on the kichcalendar the
narrowing remaining number really began to worry. he

It might be a fabulous holiday, a spellbinding attuee, but once
aboard Richard's boat she didn't know what she trbiglsailing into.

With just over a week to go before their holidayidyavas moving
around some furniture in her living room, feelirigela change, when
there was a rap on the wall between her and the. iasounded
urgent. Both dogs began to bark, and she scrambied the



obstructing furniture to get out of the front d@ord hurry round to
the barn, where Richard stood at the door.

The dogs went too, of course. 'Come in," he said.
'‘Why were you knocking?' she asked.

'l wanted you round here.' There seemed no caugaiic, he could
have come to her door whatever it was. He was wal&cross to his
desk, and she saw then that he had the 'dark ldhgapers. He must
have collected them from the attic; the old leathgtcase she had put
them in was on the floor, and he had been readngianuscript. He
sat down, a hand on the top page, and told hey Should finish
this.'

'‘Why?' Now she knew his status in the journalistorld it was
embarrassing to have him inspecting her attempigithg a book.
In any case it was unpolished stuff, done for »dvem pleasure rather
than publication, an account of her love affairrvitie dark Lingards.

'‘Because it might be worth finishing," he told her.

This could be another pat on the head for the fapat. Daisy's little
hobby that she hadn't touched since he came harg. oA the

family—most likely Uncle Bob—could have suggestedctHard

looked at it, and got her working on it again. Boat saga was
finished; there were no more dark Lingards for her.

She looked ruefully at the pile of papers. 'l'végoown fairy tales,'
she said.

Richard gathered the papers together, put them timtoyellow

cardboard folder that had contained them and handedher. Daisy
took it with a twisted smile because he was puthingoressure into
persuading her to carry on, so he couldn't haveghiomuch of the
writing.



He said quietly, 'lt's no masterpiece, but it @wething,' and it was
possible that no one had asked him to read it. &deasked her if he
might, that night she and Alison had started tltkatic plan. When

Daisy had admitted, 'l don't think it's very godichard had said 'I'll
be surprised if it isn't." She would write no maeout the dark
Lingards, but if he thought her work had promisattivas real

encouragement. She gulped and asked, 'That's asthopinion?

You do think | can write?'

'Yes,' he said.

From the gallery came a low growl and a loud bagg®ooch had
somehow negotiated the open steps of the staireaisé,was now
sitting up and bashing on a bedroom door with hatf paws.
‘Cooch,’ shrilled Daisy, 'you stop that!

The door opened, and Daisy had a fleeting glimgsgreen dress,
dark hair, white face. Then to her scream of 'Ojn,God!' the door
shut again, and Cooch, bristling to twice his sSigapt at it.

Daisy dropped her yellow file, the papers spillmg, and ran for the
stairs babbling, Tm so sorry—I'll get him. | dide&e him going up
there. | didn't know there was anyone else here.'

Cooch, convinced he had an enemy cornered, wasiggiwith glee,
bright eyes fixed on the closed door; and Woo washohg around
downstairs, barking like mad. Daisy clutched Co®chane as the
door opened a fraction. 'Please don't come ow,pahted, dragging
Cooch along the gallery.

'‘Don't worry about that." The woman's voice follaweer, and then,
'Is it a dog?"

'Sort of,' said Daisy.



At the top of the stairs she tried to push Coochrdand he backed
from the edge in affronted horror. 'You got upg s$iissed, 'you can
get down!" but he baulked so stubbornly that shetbgick him up

and carry him, and he lolloped in her arms, a ualdigs sight, so it
was understandable that Richard was laughing aseslebed ground
level.

Daisy put Cooch on the floor, where he shook hifressdl continued
to watch the door on the gallery, and said bresasiye 'Sorry about
that, I'll take them home. Do apologise for me, tvgou?'

I will,' said Richard.

Woo was still barking when she got back to theagst Both dogs
had enjoyed themselves, both tails were waggind) Paisy sat down
on the nearest chair to the door. She felt wea& ktten. All she

wanted to do was crawl away and sleep for a hungigads. She had
known that some time Richard would bring friendsvdchere, but

the girl next door with him now had drained the Idut of her. She
was numb and cold, and maybe it was as well shelivsise started
to feel it was going to hurt like nothing had etiert her before.

She had known she would be jealous of any womasedm Richard,
and there were probably plenty of them, and he tbghg them all
down here, some time or other, because he wasfiamed bachelor,
a non-marrying man.

That might be easier than seeing Richard with & v&b she should
be glad he played the field, but she shrank froenttlought of the
pain ahead in the empty and desperate years thiaichva

She replaced the furniture the way it had beenrbefmd she had just
finished when Richard knocked on the front doore Sastened
Cooch in the kitchen, although she expected Rictwabeé alone from



the way Cooch was wagging his tail, and when slemeg the door
she said, 'It's all right, I've caged him.’

Richard grinned. 'Funny you should say that. Lodissught he'd
escaped from a zoo.'

‘Do tell Louise how sorry | am that he frighteneer,hsaid Daisy
brightly. 'Oh, you brought my book.' He was holditige yellow
cardboard file. 'Thank you, and thank you for sgyou thought |
could write. I'll carry on, if not with this withosnething else now I've
had some encouragement from an expert.' She wslhdsupposed,
but these were meaningless sounds she was makitigre silence.

'‘Good,' said Richard. 'I'm taking Louise and Geargéo the house.
Shall we see you there?'

She smiled, 'Without Cooch?' and Richard laughed.

'Louise isn't crazy about him. | had to come aneckrhe was inside
the cottage before she'd come out of the barn.’

Louise and George. Daisy's smile widened as soshasvas alone,
because that sounded as though Louise and Geolgagbéd
together. Please let the woman with the dark hmadrthe green dress,
upstairs in one of Richard's bedrooms, belong tor@ge Please don't
let her be Richard's loye.

She was George's wife, which couldn't have suitadybetter, and
they were a nice couple. George was middle siz# kriown hair,
neat moustache and beard, clever and cheerfubreditone of
Richard's newspapers, a friend who knew Richard avel thought
there was no other man like him.

When Daisy arrived at Oak House George and Lousskdiready
met the family, and everyone was chuckling overstioey of Cooch
charging the bedroom door. Louise and George, ertsid room, had



thought Richard was knocking, and Louise had anssvéne door
because George was changing and trouserless.

‘That dog's a menace,' said Nanny, who was very édrCooch but
felt that somebody should be apologising for hig manners.

'l am sorry about it," Daisy assured them all, @aibrge wiped his
eyes, still chuckling.

'‘Lou squealed, "There's a wild animal out thered"told Daisy. ' "A
great hairy creature!"'

'‘She wasn't far wrong,' said Daisy. 'But | promigdéeep him under
control from now on.'

‘A Pekinges® Louise sounded bewildered. 'He didn't look like
peke to me. But I'll take your word for it,’ shedad hastily. 'I'm
keeping well away from him.’

It was a good-humoured start to their weekend.\gtsy and Alison
got on very well with Louise. The three young womesre alone in
the drawing room talking about the cruise, and Ridls boat—Lou
and George had been on several trips—when Loukszlagust you,
IS it? Just the family?'

There was a permanent crewman. With Richard thatidvie five
aboard. 'He hasn't mentioned anyone else," sastli

‘Cassandra Mason's filming in Tenerife,' said Leviso you could be
picking her up.'

'Is she a friend of Richard's?' asked Alison, wergressed.

'‘Oh yes.' Louise was surprised they didn't know. tKeener on him
than he is on her, but he's usually got some -liemdow, hasn't he?’



Of course, Daisy could have said. Well, he wouldehavouldn't he?
A man couldn't be that eligible and not have thedfiols milling
around.

Daisy had no hope, but she had spirit and she msis concerned
glance with a grin, while she told Louise gaily,ol¥re the first
friends he's brought down here, we don't know tamhmabout his
private life, but he just has to be a ladykiller.’

'l wouldn't say that." Louise wasn't sure now tsia¢ ought to say
anything, because RichanhsGeorge's boss, and slvasgossiping,

but this was putting the record straight. 'Not a@ylaller,’ she said
firmly, 'he doesn't go hunting them.'

He doesn't need to, thought Daisy wryly. Louise eatdther own
shrewd observation, 'And he makes quite sure tloeyt djet any
permanent ideas.'

Alison's eyes were still on Daisy, as though she watching for
Daisy's smile to falter, and Daisy said, 'Cassaiiaon! Imagine!
We could be cruising with a famous actress. |sasshgorgeous in real
life as she is on television?'

'She certainly is," said Louise, then sighed aodhad, 'it isn't fair on
us ordinary women, is it?' Cassandra Mason had long legs, and
a golden-tanned body that could wear the briefédtilonis. Her

cloud of hair was pure deep rich amber, and Da@ydcthink of

nothing more depressing than sharing a boat dettk ichard and
Cassandra. Except, of course, the moment they daklsay

together.

As they would be sailing where she was filming, ahd was such a
close friend of Richard's, of course she would tben party, and that
settled it for Daisy. She had been worried aboatdtuise before,



scared it might reduce her to one of his 'femate®w'. Now wild
horses wouldn't have dragged her along.

She left it until the night before they were duegtobefore she told
Alison. Any earlier would have given Alison mormg for worrying,

and possibly arguing. Alison and Keith were packed] Daisy got
Alison down to the cottage and said, 'I'm not cagrin

Alison had thought she was here to help Daisyliihisr packing. She
gasped and spluttered as though a bucket of cotdrvitad been
emptied over her. 'You're notwhat?'

'l can't come,’ said Daisy miserably. 'Not if wejpeking up
Cassandra Mason.'

Alison had believed Daisy was impervious to Rictecatharm, and in
the end been glad about that for Daisy's sakeif Butisy couldn't go
on this holiday, because of this girl-friend of Racd's, she must have
been unhappy for weeks. 'You're not in love witkeifard?' Alison
whispered, as though it was a fearful secret thattnt be spoken
aloud.

‘A litde,' said Daisy. She was so much and so as§y in love that
she couldn't imagine ever being happy again, beicshldn't burden
her sister with that on the eve of Alison's sedeoideymoon. ‘Well, it
Isn't surprising,' Daisy babbled, 'because hetlseraspecial. | shall
get over it, of course, | know there's no futuratjrbut | shouldn't
enjoy seeing him with a knockout girl like Cassantitason, and
even if she didn't join us I'm not sure | mightndke an awful fool of
myself "once aboard the lugger", as the saying.goes

Alison's heart was getting heavier and heavier DQisy!" she said at
last. She had wanted Daisy in love, but safely,tarde would be no
security for a girl with Richard. She rememberedise—'He makes
sure they don't get any permanent ideas," andall pnotective



Instincts towards Daisy were roused. But all shddtcsay was, 'Oh,
Daisy!" again, and then, 'Oh dear,admn!’

'It is only a crush,' said Daisy, 'but it's thesficrush I've had. Like
getting measles late it's a shock to the systein,lbget over it.'

She was twisting her hands together, lacing hgefis, but as Alison
looked at her hands she realised how revealingwhssand kept them
locked and still. "You won't say anything, will y&she pleaded. ‘Not
even to Keith. | couldn't bear it if there was ahance of it getting to
Richard.’

Wo," Alison promised in fierce reassurance. Daiay hidden her
feelings so convincingly because of her pride, &hidon would
never do anything to hurt Daisy. She would newewnerbreathe a
word of this. 'But how can you get out of comingw® she
wondered. 'We're as good as on our way.'

They were leaving early in the morning, and whause could Daisy
give for staying behind at this stage? Daisy smieahly, ‘A pity a

crush doesn't bring you out in spots like measl\esbeen praying all
week that I'd go down with something that would fag out but
wasn't catching. | haven't, of course, but | thinkill have to be one
of those mystery bugs.'

Alison started listing the complications. 'Theg#t the doctor, and
take your temperature, and you know how Nanny isrwjou're sick,
she'll know--'

'‘Leave that to me,' said Daisy. 'In the morningri'ttravel. Maybe I'll
have a raging migraine and bilious attack.'

Alison's lips parted, trying to get in a few moigextions.

'‘But—— she began, but Daisy went on,



"It isn't as though I'll be letting anyone downefdare no deposits to
be forfeited, and it won't make any real differemgesther I'm there
or not.’

‘It willl" wailed Alison. 'lt won't be half the fun if yae'not there.'

'‘On your second honeymoon?' Daisy managed a §oa.and Keith

won't need me around, and if Richard's got Cassavidson | would

be the wallflower, wouldn't I1? I'll stay here forcauple of days and
then take myself off on a holiday somewhere. I'ISHe hadn't
planned beyond tomorrow morning and she said tisé thing that

came into her head. 'I'll go touring the Highlahds.

'In your car, atthistime of year?' shrilled Alison.

‘Well, I'l go somewhere. And it isn't as thoughisthis a
once-in-a-lifetime thing, is it? | suppose Richaidl let us go on his
boat again. Next time | will go.’

'‘Will you?' Alison was seeking reassurance now, @aidy said with
a confidence she was far from feeling,

'‘Oh yes, I'll be over this in a month or two. Budan't face this trip,
and you'll have to cover for me and tell them lldati travel, and say
I'm doing something else with my holiday so thengissuggestion |
could follow on later.'

Alison could see herself in a very awkward situatibut somehow
she would cover for Daisy, without letting out tteal reason why
Daisy couldn't face what should have been a lokieliday.

‘Don't worry,' she said, 'I'll do it."' Daisy's eyesre bright with strain,
although the light seemed to have left them. Holdveneath the
cheekbones changed the childish roundness of tbe farning
prettiness into what would be a lasting beauty.tBete was sadness,
and Alison thought bitterly that heartbreak wasgh Iprice to pay for



beauty. How could she leave Daisy like this? anel sdud, 'If you

came you could—keep away from Richard. There'ddensch to

see, to do. You needn't be alone with him, so yaddn't make a fool
of yourself, and if this actress woman does turmvagould keep out
of their way. Louise says it's a big boat.’

Daisy's face was impassive. 'No!' she was sayintfpout speaking,
and Alison said desperately,

'I've been joking about second honeymoons, bukyaw that Keith
and | want you along. It should be a super holidagl | know it
would be better for you than moping around here. &#& yousure
you can't come?'

'Oh yes," said Daisy. Her hands were still clasped her fingers
ached. 'I'm sure all right," she said.

She slept sounder that night than she had all widekdream holiday
had been a nightmare to her, but now at leastitjiemare was lifted,
that was one ordeal she didn't have to face. &p keavily at first,
but with dawn streaking the sky she waited for &tiend Keith, and
began to worry that Alison might have confided irit, and he
might have told Nanny, and the three of them magscend on her,
telling her to stop behaving childishly.

That was what Nanny would say, although there wétsimg childish
about this. It was the woman in her, not the chiidf was making a
coward of her.

The dogs started barking and she heard Keith'sasamg. Then she
heard Alison call, 'Daisy? Ready?' and the ragherdbor. A moment
later the door opened with Alison's key, and Aliszalled again,
'‘Daisy? Where are you?'

‘Up here,' Daisy called weakly back.



Alison came up the stairs and into the bedroomitisiguthe door
behind her, dropping her voice to ask, '"You'relyegbing through
with it?’

'Yes.'

'‘Oh dear! I'll have to go back and tell them, yowWw, otherwise
nobody's going to believe you're ill.'

Daisy's excuse for not joining the party on Rictalbat must have
credibility, and it was too late now for miracleres, on a raging
migraine-cum-bilious-attack, that would patch hpramough to get
her on that plane. Daisy's migraines were few andétween, but
she had had the very occasional one and nobodg pooNe this was
phoney.

All she had to do was imagine herself watching BRidhand
Cassandra Mason and she felt sick and her heaatdal It might be
all in the mind, but she was incapable of gettipgand getting into
the car and driving off to the airport.

Telling Keith, 'Daisy's got a migraine, she candve,' Alison went
running back to the house, and Keith came runnmthe stairs, so
concerned that Daisy's conscience pricked.

‘What's this, then, old girl? You do look washed. &rhat rotten
luck, today of all days.'

‘Sorry,' said Daisy.

‘Not your fault,’ said Keith. "We'll get you songpains, and you can
lie down in the back of the car with the windowsopWe'll get you
there, don't you worry.'

Daisy turned her head on the pillow, and he pakied shoulder
reassuringly. Then he went downstairs and lookeddsiNanny and



Alison, who came trotting down the track, straighst him and up
the stairs. Keith said, as he followed them, "WelVe to get a later
plane.’

'‘No!" said Daisy sharply. 'If you cancel you'll epsall the

arrangements, and | won't have that." She wadi¢erthat Keith was
going to prove the stumbling block, readjusting #ehedule or
dosing her with medicines and carrying her to tae &he looked
desperately at Alison, and Nanny, noting the flastieeeks and the
agonised tension, said,

'‘She'll be going nowhere today. Over-excitemerdf'shwhat it is.
Brings on a bilious turn and a sick headache fdkter anything, and
they say it's next door to dying. Nothing for itthia lie quiet.' She
crossed to the window, pulling the curtains clase shutting out the
light.

Alison took Keith away, still protesting, and thean back to kiss
Daisy goodbye. 'You have a smashing time,' Daisgpéred.

'Yes,' said Alison.
'l am all right, you know."'

But Alison didn't believe her, and because of thiidon's holiday
was going to be overcast. She was going to woroptabaisy, and
Daisy wished she had had the strength to go oenuiatg. She might
have done if it hadn't been for Cassandra. Shenfeerable and
ashamed, her opinion of herself at rock bottom.

When Alison and Keith had gone Nanny came in with
eau-de-cologne soaked handkerchief to lay on Bdigsehead, and a
lump of ice for her to suck to allay the sicknelss taking the dogs,’
she said. 'You won't want them barking. Now yousbk and get
some rest and I'll be back.'



After that Daisy daren't get out of bed, and wité toom in darkness,
and nothing to be done for the next few hoursfehasleep again. A
too hasty recovery would have looked very odd. Aynaine that
totally incapacitated in the morning would at |dast the day out, so
Daisy passed a lazy day.

Nanny and Uncle Bob both came down to the cotamamiserating
with her on having missed her plane. It was goiagoé tricky
explaining why she couldn't take another flightt bnmorrow she
would announce her plans for an alternative holiday

'I'm going to do some writing,' she would say €lyot this idea for a
book, set in Cornwall. I'm going to a quiet hoteh the coast
somewhere.'

That -Was what she would do, and perhaps she wgatdan
inspiration and start another book. Richard had she could write.
It was something, it was a great deal, to get pfaeion of a man at the
top.

Like the gifts he brought, Richard L. Judd offereer help and
encouragement. He was generous, often bringinggghiior his
family. By the time she was an old woman Daisy dowekll have a
lifetime's mementoes, starting with the Chinesa bod the filigree
necklace. And the memory of the night he had tdleamin his arms,
and Woo had barked outside and Alison and Uncleli&abcome.

When she was old would she still remember, as sheaw, the
strong brown hands holding her, the delicate sémgwh his touch?
If she had left with Keith and Alison today she Wwbhbave been with
Richard now, instead of alone in her cottage, wandef she would
be safe when she was old.

She was going to be alone tonight; the dogs wdteasthe house.
‘After another night's sleep you'll be right asnyaiNanny had



promised. But as Daisy had slept most of the daywssn't needing
an early night, and she sat at the window, witlo@kbon her knee,
reading a little, but most of the time staring tigb the window at the
grey world outside.

When she heard the plane going over she straineat¢h sight of it,

above the leafless trees. She couldn't see itamp#ich of sky the
window covered, but it sounded like Richard's pleBiee knew the
sound of that engine, at least she thought sheadi she put down
the book and ran to the door, and the tiny darklsp&as vanishing in

the direction of the airstrip, although other ptesplanes used that.
Even if it was Richard's plane Richard didn't hawée in it. There

was no reason why he should come back here tonight.

Except to fetch her, and he would probably do #raesfor Alison or
Keith. 'Daisy-girl needs a holiday. Poor Daisy, gpidown with a
sick headache. Like Nanny said, it would be ovaiterent, like a
child before a party.'

She couldn't go. She wouldn't. If it was Richafdye did turn up,
she'd say she'd already fixed another holiday.

She'd promised friends she would visit them. Shehised to go
somewhere with a friend. With Michael. She wad steing him
from time to time. She'd say she was falling inelevith Michael and
... The sheer impossibility of that checked herriig, panicking
thoughts.

If it was Richard she simply did not know what s\wuld do, but she
couldn't sit here, waiting. She'd go for a littlalwto cool her head.
She needed fresh air, she had been cooped indbodaya and

waiting would be worse than coming back and findinhgvas not

Richard's plane after all.



She grabbed a coat and ran down the track, anced/ajkickly in the
opposite direction from the road that would bringa from the
airstrip, down towards the church, past the pubthadillage green,
into the lanes There were no footpaths here. Shenmene, except
when an occasional car passed her and she steppedtioe grass
verge flanking the hedges.

She hadn't eaten a thing all day, you couldn'tvésn you were
supposed to be in the throes of a bilious attadkaaayhow she had no
appetite, so that her head felt muzzy. She wadyhararshalling her
thoughts into logical order, rather she was gettingself into even
more of a state, because if it was Richard shemieuble, and if it
wasn't she was going to be horribly disappointed.

Daisy didn't want to go on that cruise, but shelyoagnted him to
come and fetch her, and every time she heard aaramng along
behind her she held her breath, letting it out sigln when the car
passed by.

It was getting dark, soon she would have to go bHdRichard had
been in that plane he would have reached Oak Howudgle ago, and
certainly she couldn't expect him to be scourirgydbuntryside for
her. If he had come he would wait comfortably, eitim Oak House
or the barn.

She turned to turn back and the car rounding the s Richard's.
She just had time to replace her rapturous exmnessith a calmer
look when the car drew up beside her. He leaneasado open the
door on the passenger side. 'Can | give you alhé&asked.

Daisy stepped in, and he smiled down at her. 'ldeoif that's what
Frederick said to his heiress? Frederick, the dargard, scooping
up the lady in his coach.’

Daisy laughed, '"Well, I'm no heiress, so no onletyl to kidnap me.



Richard turned the car and they headed back fowittagye. 'l still
think he didn't kidnap her," he said. 'They eloped.

‘Maybe.'

‘How are you?'

'‘Oh—Dbetter. Thank you.'
‘Then we can leave tomorrow.'

It was so good sitting here beside him, this waspllace she wanted
to be, but Cassandra Mason's perfect face seemigmhtdetween

them and Daisy said jerkily, 'l can't. I've fixa@ldo something else
now. | didn't think you'd come for me. I'm soryd'been a nuisance.'

Richard appeared to agree heartily with her, aljhdoe said, 'Stop
apologising.’

‘Then stop bullying me! | tell you | can't come.

‘All right, all right.' He gripped the wheel for a moment as though |
could have gripped her and shaken her, and theyedro silence
through the silent village, and up the track to fdwen. As Richard
stopped the car in front of the cottage and tha Batisy asked,

‘Do they know you're here?'

'l went up there, when | found you weren'tin.'
'‘How did you know | wasn't in bed, asleep?'

‘The door wasn't locked, | went through all themnsd
'‘Be my guest,' she said.

'‘Don't be flip with me," he grated, and she wasoigs.



He was annoyed because she didn't look now as hirgheyhad been
unable to move hand or foot this morning, and she & nuisance,
and she would have to go with him because she baskcuse that
would stand up against his questioning. Except Hi was so
jealous of Cassandra that she would probably pdisorbefore the
trip was over. How was that for a reason for nohg®

‘What's the joke?' asked Richard.

Her lips must have twitched into a wry smile, ahd said, meekly, 'l
wasn't laughing.'

He opened the door of the barn, and took her anidjrgg her in. 'I've
got some photographs to show you. Sit down angddtllyou a drink."'

She sat on the soft leather settee and said, "Ywanlut | don't want
a drink.'

'‘Well, I do.' He took a large brown envelope frone®f the drawers
of the desk, and put it beside her. Daisy openedfiiaid it might
contain the photographs he had taken of her thad&y and it did.

She hardly noticed when he placed a glass on lthe itafront of her,
nor that he stood with his own glass in his haratching her.

She remembered the day, these moments held for Sher saw
herself, just after the herd of cows had gonedayglhing: the pictures
in the churchyard, by the river. Dozens of pictur@sd the subtle
change as the day wore on. This was a girl falligve, until at last
the words might as well have been spoken.

'l love you,' she was saying here in this last phph, with the
curve of her lips and the dreams in her eyes. 8bleeld at each and
set it aside, and felt her cheeks burning hot. \tighlast one she said,
'You could have been a professional photographer. You're ve
clever.'



'So are you,' he said, 'if that was acting.’

They left her exposed, vulnerable, and she couttéiy them. She
didn't know what to say.

He asked, 'Wergoujust setting me up for the evening performanc
for old Robert?'

Once she said, 'No," she was in his hands. Sheatkohg and he said
harshly, 'Look at me.’

He sat down beside her and she raised her eyestie@photograph
of the smiling girl to the haggard face of the mamg saw how much
it mattered to him and said, 'No, of course | wasnhwas a stupid
idea and | hated it, and | forgot what | was suppld® be doing until
| heard Woo barking. | went to pieces. | was shakanof my wits,
and that's the truth.’

Richard's voice was quiet, constrained, 'Then wdnehyou kept me
at arm's length ever since?'

If she answered that she was beyond recall. Heéeghdlightly and
instinctively she drew back and he said drily, dni touch you, you
don't need to jump away.'

I wasn't." A small lie, but she hadn't meant torghfrom him.

'If you don't it will make a change,' he said. 'hot a plague-carrier
nor a sex maniac. Contact with me should leave you unscarred

‘Should it?' She sounded doubtful, and he sighddsaid,

'‘Oh, God, whats wrong? Why wouldn't you go with Alison and
Keith? It would have been a good holiday, it's adyboat, and I'd

hoped we might reach an understanding where thesginere was

more relaxed.'



That didn't sound as though Cassandra would bendr@and it was
an admission that Richard still wanted her. Sheldcaake her
happiness, sailing away to blue seas and blue ,skies she
remembered how she had felt when she believedLihsise was
Richard's lover, and this was no simple questiomaofality.

Once she went to Richard if he turned away fromthveould kill her.
To survive she must stay behind her defences. &kehsiskily, 'l
think it would take more than a relaxing atmosphereridge the gulf
between us.'

'‘What gulf?' He looked down at the photographsef&twas no gulf
that day.'

That day they had been drawn together in mind aualy land Daisy
had thought it was the beginning of a closenesghich they would
be inseparable. 'You were Richard Lingard therg' said. 'Now
you're Richard Judd.'

'S0?' He sounded as though he didn't know whatwsteetalking
about, but it meant that, while she loved him aJaoéim she would
only be one of many. With her head bowed, so teatduldn't read
her eyes, she said,

'‘What do you want me for?'
‘To share with," he said. "To laugh with. To arguié. To love.'

That was how she wanted it to be and that was tiwhatas offering
her now. You couldn't claim the future, maybe ybawddn't try, but
she heard herself ask, 'For how long?'

‘Until | close my eyes for the last time,' he sadd she raised her
head then and looked at him. His face could haea lsarved, eyes
hooded, the line of mouth hard and straight, bet tthy muscle



moved in his cheek, and her fingers reached tohtatijdo stroke
gently.

He put up a hand and pressed her fingers agas&ide and told her,
'Since | knew you | haven't wanted to touch anotheman, much
less make love to one. There would never be anaffteryou.'

Daisy believed him. He was speaking from the héawhen | told
Robert | wanted to marry you | was angry enougmaoder you, but
it was still the truth. | did want to marry youd have asked you that
night, and told you about myself, if there'd beennterruptions.'

You would?' she whispered.
'‘What would you have said?"

Her voice was lilting with love and laughter. 'Ahytg, | think,' she
said. 'From what | remember you were sweeping rhmypffeet.’

His laugh was a caress and she was in his armdipsgparting to
receive his kiss. After a long moment, his lipdl sth hers, he said,
‘What gulf?'

'l think we've bridged it,' she mumbled.
‘What would you have said?'

'‘Are you asking me to marry you?'
‘Yes.'

'Yes.'

His arms around her tightened until she could lydyctathe. 'Tell me
you love me,' he said.



'I'll always love you.'

'l love you, Daisy Penrose. Daisy Penrose Lingaditl,) the crooked
smile, that she had recognised and loved fromiteerhoment she
saw him. He was looking at her now as though shealldhe would
ever want. 'l miss you when you're not with me,5asl. 'l need you.
I've always missed and needed you, even before youe Does that
make any sense?'

‘All the sense in the world.' Tomorrow they wouidah the plane and
fly out to the boat. Cassandra wouldn't be comibhgaad, but it

wouldn't matter if they met her. Not now. Not ev@&he said, 'Alison
will be surprised.'

'‘Will she?' He grinned. 'When | said | was comiraghfor you she
said, "Good luck, then"." His fingers played witr Inair. "What about
giving her a real surprise?' he said. 'l do haspeial licence. What
about getting married right away, and there's ltils island they'll
be calling at. We could be sitting on the beachimgifor them, an
old married couple.'

‘That sounds lovely.'

She wanted to marry him as soon as she could. Stexldo be his
wife, to have him for her lover, her husband, mienid. He drew her
face closer to his face fingers entwined in her,hend she melted
against him and then—Ilike the last time—she hdard |

Richard's expression was comical disbelief. 'Do ymar what |
hear?’

'Wo00," she said. 'Somebody's coming to see if yound me. Either
Uncle Bob or Nanny, or possibly the pair of them.'

He burst out laughing, kissed her, and they wetk lamghing. This
time,' he said, 'we have real news for them.'



