


HE MAN OUTSIDE
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Polly was delighted when the man she loved invitest to
accompany him on an archaeological expedition otl&ed.

But when she joined the party she discovered mftigie ointment in
the shape of Piers Hargraves, one of the most misajle and
exasperating men that she had ever met. Perhaple ifried, she
could turn him into a reasonable human being?



CHAPTER ONE

Polly Blair settled down cross-legged on a longdwdhnug in front of
the television screen with the rapt attention wfeamager watching the
latest pop star. She could have passed for a teendgr hair was
shining and loose. Without make-up she had a wholeso
well-scrubbed look, and right now, wearing jeansl an skinny
sweater, she could have knocked six off her twentyytears and got
away with it.

But she wasn't watching a pop programme. The maingbe
interviewed was an archaeologist. He was attraetnaigh for show
business, he was better looking than the intervicaved Polly's heart
thumped pleasantly as he talked to the cameras aviplervasive
warmth. No one could turn on the charm better thiwve Rounsley,
but it was natural, there was nothing forced alttout

Polly smiled fondly at him. "You were marvellouste would tell
him later. She could have added, "And I'm crazyualyou," because
that was true too, and he probably knew it.

Her mother, sitting on the sofa just behind herd atched the
screen as intently as Polly.

Neither spoke until the interviewer ended, thenrl&piBlair said,
"He wasgood."

"He always is." Polly's wide grey eyes were shinasyshe turned
down the sound. She wanted to remember and sallabhatiClive
had said.

"So clever," said her mother admiringly. ShirleyaiBlhad brought in
a tea tray from the kitchen and put it on the talee placed the cups
and saucers now. The china was gay with sprigs iofosa, the
tablecloth yellow and white check. An odd plategibpg the pattern,



would have spoiled the meal for Shirley. She likadgs to match, to
be right. This was the china she always used atrtea

Funny how things work out, thought Shirley; lifesha pattern too.
Polly was her only child. Shirley loved childrendashe would have
loved more, but there had only been Polly so thdtest hopes were
centred here.

Andrew Blair was a vet with a boarding kennels, agtt from the
beginning Polly had had an affinity with dumb creat. Even before
she could walk she would crawl up to dogs that wepaited to be
savage, but none of them ever bit her, and asrgeajder it seemed
she rarely left the house without bringing back stimmg that needed
cherishing - a bird with a broken wing, an abanddagdn.

Polly loved animals, but for her profession sheseharchaeology.
Shirley had been staggered. Ruins and museums healysa
fascinated Polly, but so did lots of other thin§ke had a collection
of fossils and pieces of broken pottery, but ske bhhd a collection of
china dogs and early-blues discs.

Shirley had seen no special significance in theplsiof rock, until
Polly settled her A level subjects and her degmeerse, and her
teachers aided and abetted her.

Until then Shirley had taken it for granted thallyPavould be helping
her father run the kennels, but Andrew hadn't aawbrd to influence
Polly, and he had been terribly proud of her pregre

So was her mother, of course, but passing examgatnag a couple
of handbooks and getting taken on to the stafheflocal museum
didn't mean that Polly might not have a lonely atge. Shirley was
more interested in the men around her daughter eubetor was a
widower old enough to be her grandfather, and musewad always
seemed such stuffy places to Shirley.



But Polly met Clive Rounsley at work. He was hebdrohaeology at
one of the newer, brighter universities, a tel@rigpersonality and a
popular author on his subject.

It was during the making of a television programime series on
lesser known museums, and Polly's was very mudeidaown.-
that they met for the first time. Clive was doirige tcommentary,
taking the viewer round, and Polly, who had onlgrs&im on the
screen until then, was immensely impressed bydakthing.

Clive Rounsley had husky good looks, a nose thghtrihave been
broken but had mended in the right way, a clefhchrown eyes that
gleamed with humour. As well as all that he tallkedly's language,
was absorbed in the things that absorbed her.dtalvaost too much.
If she had written a detailed description of thenmadho should be
right for her it would have been a prototype ofvEli

Now, almost a year later, those first impressices been confirmed
over and over again. Now she had leave of absengan Clive's
latest dig, that was what he had just been tal&lmmut on television,
and she couldn't have been happier. If Clive shasldher to marry
him, while they were working together in the montdsead, she
would say yes like a shot. Everything seemed tfalieg into place,
making a lovely sense of her life.

Her father came into the living room, a big-franmean with grey hair
and kind eyes, and Shirley said accusingBmdrew, you've just
missed Clive."

"Sorry." His smile was apologetic for Polly. "I ditirealise how time
was going. What did he have to say ?"

Polly forgave him. "He was talking about what wéioping to find."



"Exciting, was it?" He chuckled, "That young maways sounds as
though he's launching a new wonder detergent!”

Clive's enthusiasm was one of the things that ntade such a
fantastic personality. Life couldn't be dull withrharound.

"And why not?" Polly demanded. "It will be excitingven if it falls
short of our hopes."

She had high hopes, not only for the dig. She wakicky. Good
parents, a good life. Better born lucky than riahg Polly had been
born lucky.

In the kitchen the kettle whistled and her mothentto make the tea.
Polly carried in the sponge sandwich, the homemade the
cheesecakes still warm from the oven. Feeding doerly well was
one of the ways Shirley Blair showed her love toerh. Andrew,
with his big bones, carried his weight easily, 8uwtly was a girl who
was rarely still, who burned up energy andstayed 8hirley was the
one who tended to plumpness. She always had, andet] her.

As her family sat around the table she said toyP8dlhope you'll get
decent meals where you're going."

"Of course | will. But not as good as your cookiygu've spoiled
me." Polly was eating slowly, allowing herself thexury of
daydreaming, letting most of the talk flow over ,hantil her father
said:

"McAllister still isn't eating."

McAllister was a West Highland terrier. Boarded enéor a week
while his owners holidayed in Spain, he had takesirtdesertion
hard. This was his third day of refusing meals,ksumgloom and
putting on a very good show of martyrdom.



"I'll go and see what | can do." Polly jumped to fezt as her mother
protested:

"Finish your tea first."

She swallowed a few gulps from her teacup, stdhding. "Don't
clear away, I'll be right back."

The boarding kennels were just across the yard th@house, in a
centrally heated building. The cages were large eale&n and
comfortable, the animals boarded here were wedctcéor. It was a
good kennels, but of course they missed their osvard McAllister
was making particularly heavy weather of it.

Doreen, the kennelmaid, had finished her chorethiday and was
due to leave. She greeted Polly, "Hi!"

"Dad says McAllister still isn't eating."

"He's a hard case." Nancy's lips twitched, becdies@vas such a
small endearing dog, ears pricked up now heariaghédme, one eye
beady bright, the other obscured by tousled wrate h

He was being dosed with vitamins that would keephigpstrength,
and tempting titbits should persuade him to stating fairly soon,
but for the last three days while the other dogseweolfing down
their rations McAllister had been sitting arounaKmmg sorry for
himself.

Polly took him out of his cage. It might be bedtifioe the rest of
them, but McAllister was homesick for his familyhe&Scuddled him,
scratching him behind the ear. Nancy said, "Goae#,land if | don't
see you in the morning good luck there as well."



"Thanks." Polly was leaving early. "Poor old McAtkr," she said.
"They'll be back soon, they haven't abandoned you."

She took him with her into the house and her mathet, "l knew it."

"He needs a bit of fuss," Polly explained. "He Ksirhe's been
kidnapped." She put him in the armchair and he hettcher

mournfully. He wasn't the first boarder who had exinto the house
and he wouldn't be the last. They made extra warrShirley, but she
didn't really mind.

Polly was tempting the terrier now with scraps frbar own plate;
finally she brought in a dish of the food he hadrbeffered half an
hour ago, and kneeling beside him coaxed him taasahough he
was a small child. It sounded ridiculous, but itrkexl.

"Who's going to keep this up?" asked her mothemdroow Polly
was off to join the dig. She said cheerfully:

"He won't be much trouble. He needs reassuring, tweé of the
lonely ones."

Shirley smiled, "I think he's a smart one. He'soaidy heard that if
you're sent to Blair Kennels all you've got to dddok pathetic and
there's a girl who'll make a complete fool of you."

"Could be," said Polly, and went on feeding him.

"The animals are going to miss you at any ratad' Sairley. But not
so much as she and Andrew would miss their daughRtaly had
never left home before. The college she'd attemdesinear enough
for daily travel, but this would be a rehearsal hog time when her
life would centre around another home and anotlar.m



Shirley and Andrew had guessed from the beginnovg ihwas with

Clive Rounsley. Polly had been thrilled about thedevision

programme featuring "her" museum. The publicitywdtdde good
for trade, they didn't have too many visitors, dimere were hectic
days of preparation.

Polly would be on camera for a few minutes. ClivaRsley would
be asking her questions. The questions had comehead, the
answers had been prepared, and it made a niceelfrang routine.

She was looking forward to meeting Clive Rounsl#{e sounds a
dish,” she'd told her parents over breakfast tlagt &he went out
looking excited and came back ecstatic. There legah lother young
men, of course, Polly was a pretty girl, but theswthe first time she
had gone around with stars in her eyes, and henfsahad been
relieved when they met him themselves to find thay liked him.

The phone rang now and Polly said with elaboratechalance, "Il
getit."

It could be a business call for her father, or@aaaall for her mother
or herself, but they knew she was hoping for Céne they listened
until they heard her clear young voice "Hello,"|de¥ed by "But of

course | watched you and | thought you were mawusll' Then they
smiled at each other.

She was on the phone for quite a while, there wasty to say,
mostly about the dig. She and Clive had seen afimtieach other
during the past twelve months as their jobs allawéey had visited
each other's homes and met each other's frientithibwould be the
first time they had worked together and it was @adr coming true
for Polly.

The dig was on St. Bara's Isle, off the north-wsestst of Scotland,
centred around the foundations of a ruined cakdedated back to



the Norsemen. The only homes on the island now s@tages and
small farmhouses, and the roads were tracks oeenghthland, but
once there had been a castle there, and farth&rdbiica race that
had left the great grey stones that dotted thedstand that the locals
called The Watchers.

When Clive had told Polly that this dig was propbdearing the long
vacation she had said eagerly, "l could get umafaeek or two."

"I was hoping," he'd said, "that you'd join us."

It hadn't been difficult. Mr. Quinton, her boss, sMaelpful about
getting her leave of absence and finding someoreli out while

she was away. Polly was a bright girl, he expeb&do go far, and
fieldwork was good for a youngster's career. Good gnyone's
career if discoveries were made, but Mr. Quinteg&s weren't what
they used to be, nor was his back. A sedentarnsiifeed him these
days.

She met her colleagues-to-be in Clive's apartmeatl@oking the
guadrangle. Clive's sitting room was comfortablell furnished in a
strikingly modern fashion. It didn't look like a llEge professor's
room, but, in everything but his subject, Clive Rslgy was very
much a man of today. He dressed and spoke lilend-setter, and he
had the personality to carry it off. He was popwléh his students,
they had all clamoured to join this dig.

The selected six, three girls and three young mverg nearer Polly's
age than the rest of the team were, and she ceeldhe envy of the
girls' eyes on her. Clive was the most attractivanrn the room,
including the students. The two supervisors, Lewisnt -

black-bearded and deep-voiced - and Bill Canningateareand
quieter, were obviously intelligent and probablyenesting, but
while Clive was around they weren't going to makanynfemale
hearts beat faster.



Polly had met the only woman supervisor when she avstudent on

digs herself. Portland Wallis was in her late fstiPleasant-faced,
comfortably dressed, she looked like a country bawfe, and in her

spare time - of which there was little - that was wdie was.

This meeting was the preliminary briefing. Clivd&sk was covered
with maps and documents, and the talk was technicavards the

end of it, when they were sitting around with themiffees, sherries, or
beers, Clive announced, "There will be one othen m#h us. He

couldn't get here today. He'll go straight to tiige &lis name's Piers
Hargraves."

The name meant nothing to Polly. Portland saigvdtked with him

once. He's a geologist and he knows his job." Aafeerthought she
added, "He knows everybody's job," and impulsivedjly pulled a

face.

"Oh, dear, a know-all!" She bit her lip, that wasnaall disloyalty to a
future colleague, especially in front of the studebut it had slipped
out.

"A know-all but not a tell-all," said Portland. "l&ss you asked him a
direct question you didn't get two words out of hand sometimes
not then."

"He hasn't changed, then," said Clive glumly. "Isved Cambridge
with him."This was an old acquaintance he had newemtioned to
Polly. Portland admitted, "He is exceptional, | earderstand why
you wanted him on the team," but Clive's expressaias wry.

"I had no say in selecting him, he was on theokdore | was, and our
grant depends on his reports." Then he grinneteastudents, "So
handle him with care, you lot. No aggro or taking mickey, because
he could shut up the shop for us."



Clive's word was law, they were Clive's fan clubtdr, when she was
alone with Clive, Polly asked, "Will you tell merse more about this
Hargrave's character?" and Glive shrugged,

"l don't remember any more. He was a non-persomwéatethere, and
academically, as Portland said, he was exceptiboathat's about all
| can tell you."

Next day, at work, she asked Mr. Quinton if he'érdeof Piers

Hargraves, and they checked and found he had sy leters after

his name that Mr. Quinton's start of surprise Biglspectacles down
his nose. He readjusted the spectacles, went bedist again, then
said, "My goodness, girl, it should be an honourkivay with him."

"Wow!" said Polly faintly.

Now they all seemed like old friends to Polly. $ked them all, she
knew she could work happily with them all. Pierggtaves was the
mystery man, the unknown quantity, but if he wasealseffacing as
Clive and Portland said there should be no trofrola him.

"Write and tell us what Dr. Hargraves is like," (4 said, helping
Polly finish her packing that night. Her mother wn#he others as
well as Polly did. She hadn't met them, but Podg lygood-naturedly
answered all her questions and described everyaithéully.

"Are the girls pretty?" Shirley had wanted to kn@amgd Polly's laugh
reassured her, although Polly had said, "Yes, espeElsa, she's the
blonde."

Shirley Blair's family was her life. Neither Andrewr Polly resented
this. She was a devoted wife and mother, and tlaelyrfo secrets
from her. She was more curious about the men andemnoPolly

would be joining tomorrow than she was about hen éwends and



neighbours, and she needed a description of Piargréles to
complete the set.

"Il send you an Identikit the moment | meet hirRglly teased her.
"Although Clive couldn't even remember what he ledkke."

"I do hope he's nice," mused Shirley, putting aao8weater in the
case and smoothing it down.

"Non-people usually are," Polly said comfortably.o'lMouble, and
nice."

She herself had hardly any interest in any mandbwe. Falling in
love put blinkers on you, as though everything gould possibly
want was right ahead. "I am so lucky," said Pdilgif scared at her
luck. "A working holiday like this. | can hardly wtalt's going to be
fantastic."

"You will write?" Shirley Blair couldn't help soumdy wistful.

"Of course | will."

"Because we'll both be waiting for your news."

She didn't mean news of the dig. She meant - teif @kve asks you
to marry him, and Polly smiled, knowing this, andmised, "I'l
keep you posted about everything."

"See you do," said Shirley, and Polly went on smili

She and Clive were close and in the months ahead Wey were a
working partnership it was more than possible theyld decide
they were stronger together and life was bettdly R@as almost sure
it would happen that way. Being as lucky as she @fasourse it
would...



She stood at the ferry rail with Clive, watchinge tlsland come
closer. The jetty was small, skirted by a few hsus@ad there was a
stillness, a peace over everything.

The students, Portland and Lewis Kent, were heready. Bill
Canning had sailed on this ferry, but as Polly gtaith Clive's arm
around her, and the taste of sea spray on herthpg, could have
been alone. Clive asked softly, "Do you like olamnsl?"

"It's beautiful." Rising blue-grey from the sea.d'Monder someone
built a castle on it." They were near enough to eénaidt the figures
waiting to meet the ferry and Polly wondered, "Is Blargraves
there?"

"No." Clive's voice was suddenly harsh, and as bé mar eyes he
said grimly, "But he'll be around."

"l didn't think you minded."

"I didn't think | did, but the nearer | get to htlre more | remember
him."

"What do you remember?" From nothing at all to anoey that
could make Clive so truculent was an immense stegleft arm was
still around Polly, but she saw how he grippedfdrey rail with his
right hand. He said at last:

"He was the only man I've disliked without a rea%on
That wasn't like Clive. "No reason at all ?"

"No. He never said anything. He never did anythexgept worS and
pass exams, but | couldn't get on with him. Nobaduld." He
sounded best left alone, and Polly asked anxiously:

"If he does his job and we do ours he won't wosywill he?"



Clive's grin was strained at first, then it softé the concern in her
upturned face. "No, he won't worry us." The grouptioe quayside
were waving and Clive hollered across the watevetighing under
control?" They went on waving, their voices raisedcheerful
welcoming chorus, and Clive beamed, every vestigdistontent
gone. "They're a grand bunch,"” he said. "It'll takere than Piers
Hargraves to disrupt this team."

The ferry disgorged passengers and cargo. There fe@ar students
waiting to meet them, and Lewis Kent. With his Bldeard and his
walnut brown face, wearing polo-necked sweateraraent slacks
tucked into gumboots, Kent looked entirely at hamnethis rugged
guayside. He planted a hearty kiss on Polly's ch&edok hands with
Bill Canning and clapped Clive on the shoulder.

The students were waiting for Clive. They welconfeally and
Canning, but Clive was the director of the dig, than who was
going to put the drama into this excavation. Noe ¢kar had arrived
the show could start. It seemed they all had samgtto tell him.
They milled around him chattering, as Lewis Kertared everyone
towards the battered little bus.

They piled in, bag and baggage, and the bus filfednd moved off,
rattling over the comparatively even ground of thayside, up a
rocky road that led into a track that had thenbalincing.

"How far?" gasped Polly, wedged at the back betwemsis Kent
and Clive.

"A couple of miles," said Clive.
"It'll never make it."

Lewis grinned, "It will. Once round the island whige ferry comes.
Unless there's snow."



There was no snow today, just late afternoon sunmsoeshine,
brightening the gorse and the heather, castingost®dn the rising
hills. Sheep and cows wandered free, and sevaralstithe bus
stopped while the driver hooted them off the tratkey passed
lonely farms and cottages, with the sea nevenfaraand several of
the Watchers, that Clive pointed out to Polly.

What shape and purpose these tall stones had had tby were
first placed was anyone's guess. Three thousamd lgad worn them
into strange shapes. Most were in twos and thi®esthe whole
island there were eighteen of them.

Passengers were dropped and packages put dow@asitling was
the first to leave the dig party, getting out abtage where a woman
stood waiting at an open door. He knew his landkaty her family.
He had been up here before. Most of them had,ditRally nor Piers
Hargraves.

Polly was sharing with Portland, and she waitededgago see her
cottage. Lewis and Clive were lodging at the pul dre students
were camping near. Lewis nodded at a small grayestmuse well
back from the track as the bus passed it, ande&tive, "Hargraves
was round the dig this morning."

"Suited him, did it?" snapped Clive.
"I don't know," Lewis admitted. "He didn't say muth

Polly's cottage was pretty, with white shuttersyrate picket fence,
and a herd of cows between the fence and the téael you scared
of cows?" Elsa asked her, squinting at one anirtaidsng on a
hillock. "Isn't that one a bull?"



Clive and Lewis got Polly's cases out and werecéorying them to
the house, but by now Portland had appeared ary $atl, "The
bull's looking the other way -1 can manage, thanks."

Clive had things to do and no time to waste cagyer cases and
then walking to his own lodgings. He said, "Are ysaure? All right,
see you later," and kissed her tenderly. She wasdtie bus started
up again, catching a glimpse of Elsa looking alnmassthough she
hoped the bull would charge Polly.

Portland opened the gate that led from the gami®hcame towards
the road calling, "Hello, had a good journey?"

"Lovely, thanks, but it's good to be here."

The cases were fairly heavy. Polly picked up tingdg and Portland
collected the lighter and said, "The cows won'hkeotou if you walk
round them."

Polly laughed, "My father's a vet, I'm quite forfidcows."

"Are you? I'd rather they were behind fences mysal§ the bullock
turned its head Portland's pace quickened. "ltlaggto be very
distracting looking up from work and finding a bbleathing down
the back of your neck."

Mrs. Munro, Polly's landlady, was waiting in th&lé& hall, a tall

grey-haired dignified woman whose welcome was gréve assured
Polly there would be a meal as soon as Polly wadyseand her
husband, so like his wife that they were eithestfoousins or had
grown uncannily similar through the years of thearriage, added
his welcome with a courtly bow and insisted onyag up the cases.

The little bedroom with the sloping ceiling that svio be Polly's
home from home was austerely simple. Ceiling andlswaere



whitewashed. There were two black iron bedsteatts wiite linen
bedspreads, Victorian wardrobe and chest of drawedsa dressing
table with a jug and basin on it. The jug and basovided the only
touch of colour, a riot of pink roses, and the swas slanting in
through the dormer window so that the general effes pleasing.

"The beds are hard but the food's good," said &attiwhen Mr.
Munro had deposited the cases and gone downstgins. a

Polly smiled, "I can sleep on a board," and Podlsaid:

"Just as well," opened the wardrobe which was ndgedalf- filled
and said, "I've taken two of the drawers. All right

"Fine," said Polly. She began to unpack and Padttat on a bed and
asked:

"Bill was on the ferry, | suppose?"
"YeS."
"We're all here now, then."

"How far's the dig?" Polly was rapidly filling heshare of the
wardrobe, her mother had packed a lot of clothekdo, including a
flame-coloured silk chiffon with full skirt and fé&iing sleeves,
suitable for romantic evenings but hardly for thHe she would be
leading here.

Portland's eyebrows rose and Polly confessed,di'dknow | was
bringing this along. My mother must think we're ggpito do some
celebrating.”

"Nothing like being prepared,"” said Portland. "Thg's about twenty
minutes' walk."



"Can we go over?"

"We'll go that way round when we go to the pub.'eytwere all

meeting at the pub this evening, including Hargsawead a shadow
took the brightness from Polly's face. She push&dclbathangers
along on the rail, squeezed in another coat andl $&iad in the
wardrobe and her voice muffled:

"l hope Clive and Piers Hargraves hit it off. Clisays they didn't
when they were in college. And everyone else fiitsa well it would
be a pity if we had an odd man out."

"You wouldn't like that," said Portland gently. Bokeemed very
young and vulnerable to her, wanting everyone tbdppy. Portland
saw friction ahead and felt that Polly should bengd. She said,"
Well, | can see why they didn't get on togethereyite complete
opposites. Apart from the job | shouldn't thinkytlve got a thing in
common."

To be told that a man was Clive's antithesis wasenommendation
to Polly. She grimaced, "In that case you can Keeplargraves."

"No, thank you," Portland declined promptly, andlyPlmaughed with
the sunlight around her. Then she speeded her kingaso that she
could get washed and changed and downstairs feah trecause she
was realising how hungry she was.

High tea was laid for two in the parlour, on ddittound table and a
cloth with bobble-edging. The parlour was small, andrfilled with
furniture, but there was no speck of dust anywhang, when the
meal was over Polly looked at photographs anditles bf books in
the glass-fronted shelves.



"Take a warm coat," Portland advised her beforg fe¢ out. "It gets
chilly when it gets dark." It was warm enough \&etnellow evening
although a breeze was blowing, as they walked aloagoastline.

There was a single Watcher stone not far from tandgs'

smallholding, and a group of three nearer theldigrey basalt they
did give an impression of cloaked hooded figureatching and
listening.

There was little to see at the dig as yet. On h ha@nt, overlooking a
bay, aerial photographs had revealed a pattern evbemighty

building had once stood, and the outlines of a bami ditch, all

invisible at ground level. Following the photographe area of the
great hall had been staked with markers, and sectiass-crossed
with pegged string into a checkerboard patternvehte grids.

"And there's the pub," said Portland. Handy fordigg in a nearby
sheltered cove. Two tents were pitched close byGivé would be
waiting for her down there. Polly began to hurrydamhen she
hesitated Portland said, "Run on, I'm right behjad."

It was a small inn, catering for the islanders &hné occasional
tourists. This was the busiest it had ever beeth w&icouple of
bed-and-boards, and meals to be provided for theicanstudents.
A room behind the bar had been taken over by tlcaation party,
and the landlord pointed it out to Polly when slaked into the bar.

The students were very much at home. A record plags plugging
one of the top ten, not loud enough to drown tlile hat making a
convivial background. Nearly everyone was herer @dihe students
were dancing; Bill Canning and Jack Powell, a btisaiyed serious
young man, were playing darts; and Clive was gjtaha side table
with Lewis Kent, a couple of tankards before thdimwas like
walking into a party.



Clive jumped up as Polly entered and came acrosseto"Hello,
darling, we were wondering whether to send outaackeparty.”

She went into his arms and he hugged her close v round by
the dig," she told him.

"Come and sit down and have a drink." He steereddveards the
table. "Where's Portland?"

"About two minutes behind me." Portland came injlestinat them
all, and joined Lewis and Clive and Polly, and goee seemed as
relaxed and comfortable as one big happy familygkéeves wasn't
here. Polly had scanned the faces and there wasm@&she didn't
know, but for some reason she was reluctant to adskut him
outright. Each time there was a movement at the sto®looked, and
in the end it was Jack Powell who said to Cliveréi#it we getting to
meet him this evening?"

"Doesn't look like it," said Clive.
Then Portland asked, "Isn't he coming ?"

Clive took a swig of beer, and his time about sgtthe glass down.
He said slowly, "I went along earlier and told heweryone was
anxious to meet him, he'd better come along anmddote himself
this evening." The pause was dramatic, they wéneating for the

punch line. "He said he didn't see the necessgid Clive.

That was unsociable, a snub for all of them, atitbalgh Clive spoke
calmly there was an angry flush beneath the tdumscgkin. Polly tried
to make light of it. "Well, it doesn't matter. Welll know who he is.
The new face tomorrow."

From the expressions around her when tomorrow cenmne would
be falling over themselves to greet Piers HargraiEse one on the



outside not even bothering to look in," said Cliviee resentment
breaking surface. "He always was."

"Up to him, isn't it?" said Elsa chirpily. "It'sdioss if he doesn't want
to know us."

But Clive had asked him to come and been told toaway, and
Polly burned with indignation and the desire to tatnClive and
make him smile. She put a hand on his arm. "Dante me?" and
her ploy was so obvious that for a moment he waghieg at her.

Then his smile became affectionate and grateful fendifted her
fingers to his lips and said, "A good idea, | thbugou'd never ask.
Yes, come on, my darling, let's dance."

The music and the movement were a therapy. Clineethwell and
so did Polly, and in no time they had whirled avirayn the shadow
of Piers Hargraves. "This is fun," she said, da@ngist and a twirl on
her own. "I wonder if they danced in the Great Hall

"Never like this," Clive laughed, and spun her aewagain. The
flagstoned floor was not an ideal dancing surfacePolly was light
on her feet and she twirled with enough grace arfdciious
enjoyment to get a burst of applause. She and @kkaowledged
the applause, doing a parody of a professional idgngair, and
followed with an over-exaggerated display dance ktzat them all
laughing and clapping.

Then the laughter stopped, and Clive's expressianged, and Polly
turned and saw a man in the doorway who had tadys Hargraves.
She said softly, "So Cinderella did come to thé,'bahd Clive burst

out laughing, and it was so obvious this was a piikkbhe newcomer's
expense that Polly blushed.



Clive went towards him. "Ah, good, you changed yound." He
paused to switch off the record player, and reacHadgraves.
"Everybody," he said, "let me present Dr. Piersgraves."

He gave the name a slight flourish, the way he ydvelid introducing
anyone on television, and Hargraves stood st¥insanothing.

Polly found herself mentally filing away her firshpressions as
though she really was going to send an Identikhéo mother. Tall
and thin, high forehead and dark flopping hair. Any face,
high-bridged nose and high cheekbones. Wears goltkeoh
spectacles, looks brainy and arrogant and as ¢bh&l use a square
meal.

His face was quite expressionless. Clive had beeiling as he
walked towards him, and now held out a hand. Benhewhen they
shook hands Hargraves didn't smile. Nor when Gbe& him around
the room introducing them all.

Portland and Bill and Lewis greeted him courteousiyh a nod and
a word, which was much as he was giving them. &ultreminded
him that they had worked together before, and thehanged a few
remarks about that excavation. Lewis Kent said'theet on the dig
this morning and Hargraves agreed.

Even the more exuberant students were almost sigsschPiers
Hargraves was making no friends. His withdrawn nesnwas
alienating them all, and when Clive, said "ThisPslly Blair, our
ceramics expert from Averton museum," he said:

"How do you do," as though the last thing he wamtad an answer to
his question.

She thought - cold hands, cold eyes, cold head fanonce in her
life was at a loss for anything to say except teogetHow do you do-"



He stayed exactly ten minutes. The clock on thel watl been
striking nine a few seconds before he walked i, a@nten past he
said "Goodnight", that he would see them in themmgy, and went.

The hush lasted until he was well out of the pufnjerthe team stared
at each other, the babble held in check and thestibg like a flood,
so that everybody seemed to be saying to everyblsdy"How about
that? Wonder why he bothered to come ? There'snmedoesn't
want to join the club."

"Don't say | didn't warn you," said Clive.

Elsa shuddered in distaste. "He's like somethimgnfthe secret
police," and Clive took up the description.

"You've really hit it there. That's just what heinsthis excavation.
You don't have to like him, but you'd better trbath with respect.”
He turned the record player on again and took Fallpis arms.
"Now where were we before the interruption?"

They had been fooling and the others had been ilagigbut for the
moment some of the high spirits had gone, everyseemed
subdued. Polly and Clive danced quietiy away witlamy flourishes.
The dart players picked up their darts, some bagatance again,
some began to talk.

After they had done a couple of turns of the roaityRasked Clive,
"What lucky family is he billeted on ?"

"He's not with a family." Clive had been thinkingaut Hargraves
too. "He's with an old man who's a bit of a hermard he's got his
own sitting room, so it should be a suitable aresmgnt."”

"l hope his landlord feeds him," she said. "Ise'thin?"



Clive's voice had a tinge of tartness. "Now dondrtsgetting
maternal."

"Of coursel'm not!" The idea of anyone mothering Piers Havgs!
Polly wondered what his mother was like, if he laathmily, and
decided he probably didn't. She must try to fimdetitomorrow to
scribble a few lines home to her own parents anscrdee her
lodgings and tell them she had met the missing man.

A non-person might still be the best way to desdhnibe although he

had managed to irritate them all. It would haverdaetter if he hadn't
come this evening. With his qualifications he skolik an asset at
work, but socially he was a drag.

Or was that fair? Perhaps if they had been makikigjealess noise
when he'd walked in he might have felt more indinte stay. The
scene must have seemed boisterous and juvenileerréhan a
gathering of serious scientists, and he was ny-gartr, Clive and
Portland had said that. Perhaps tonight had bemisunderstanding
all round, and tomorrow would put things on a hapfooting.

"Tired?" Clive asked her. She must be. It had lzelemg tiring day.
"l suppose | should be getting back," she said.

“I'll walk with you."

She smiled mischievously, "And with Portland ?"

Portland was yawning behind her hand and lookediyremgo home
any time. Clive laughed, "lI'd forgotten you'd gobuyself a
chaperone."

Portland wouldn't be flattered at that and of ceutsvasn't true, but
she would be going the same way home as Polly.



"Shall we call it a day?" Polly asked her as thegched her table, and
Portland yawned again and said:

"Good idea. It's work in the morning."

Clive went a little way with them, and then he apdlly kissed
goodnight under a bright moon to the sound of thering wind and
the waves breaking on the seashore.

"It's a lovely night,"” said Polly dreamily, as stwed Portland walked
along the clifftop path. "It's a beautiful world."

"In spite of people it is," Portland agreed. Pollgs glowing, she
hardly needed the warm coat Portland had advisetbhgear. She
felt secure and cherished, and surely this musileeof the loveliest
places on earth.

They walked without talking, each with her thouglotstil Polly saw
a figure below, a man walking slowly along the seaige. The
moonlight was clear enough to show him plainly &otlys murmur
of surprise made Portland turn and look, but whallyRaid, "Isn't it
Piers Hargraves? He's probably going our way, steljoin him ?"
Portland snorted:

“I'm not slithering down a cliff face to catch uptkvhim 1"
Polly stood still. "I think I will," she said.

"Why?"

"l don't like people being alone. Not the way hé is

"But that," said Portland firmly, "is the way h&ds it."



How did Portland know? Although she had worked viitn and she
was a discerning woman. "You're probably right,|lyload to admit.
"But it can't hurt to say goodnight again, can it?"

"It will if you break your neck getting down theteNow Portland
was sounding like Polly's mother when Polly broudicillister into
the house, not approving but tolerant and amused.

"Coming?" coaxed Polly. It wasn't that steep, dredoarser grasses
offered plenty of footholds, but Portland shook head, and Polly
went alone down the hillside without mishap. Onlibach the sound
of wind and waves seemed louder and she walkeutlgilecross the
sand to the sea's edge and towards him.

He neither heard nor saw her. He wasn't lookingurzalp he was
looking out across the water. The aquiline profies bleak and the
glow went out of Polly and she shivered, glimpsadoneliness
beyond anything she had ever known, even in niglgsia



CHAPTER TWO

Polly froze where she stood, pulling her coat adotier, and that
movement caught Hargraves' eye so that he turidlo;" she said
breathlessly. He said nothing for what seemed g tome and then
his "Good evening" was curt.

"Portland and | were walking up there," she exm@din'and we saw
you down here." He could have made some remarkat) but he
didn't, and she plunged desperately on. "Just nbanwou came to
the pub we must have seemed - well, it was a bityd'

"Yes, it was," he could have said, or "No, it wgsnhstead of
looking as though he was still waiting for her taka sense. It was
sense enough to Polly. She wanted him reassuredfthauty high
spirits didn't mean they weren't all deadly seriabisut their work.

"You only know Portland, don't you?" she said. "ADldve. Well, the
others are very friendly and very keen and it'sigao be a first-class
team."”

When they had heard that Piers Hargraves wouldineng them
Portland had said, "You don't get two words ouhiof unless you
ask him a direct question, and sometimes not tremPolly asked,
"Don't you think so ?" "No doubt," he said. "Wefakl we're lucky to
be here." "You do?" he said drily.

"Oh!" If she sounded gauche it couldn't be heli@tewasthrilled to
be here. Clive had something to do with that, afrse, but they all
felt that the dig was going to be a voyage of drscp, and she
couldn't understand how Piers Hargraves could lmeowed by the
marvels here. He had to be dedicated to be soyhigfdlified, but he
wasn't showing much enthusiasm.



If he couldn't talk about anything else he musable to talk on his
own subject, so she said, "The Watchers are fasugaren't they?
Older than Stonehenge. Do you think they're theespeamiod as the
Rollrights ?"

"Miss - er - " he couldn't recall her name and hentdigive her the
chance to prompt him. "You have read the relevata ebn this
excavation?"

"Of course."
"If you have questions | suggest you ask your tlitor

He thought she was one of the students. If shebkad, eager and
anxious to learn, she would have got no encouragefmem him.
She could understand why he hadn't recognisedm@mbered her, it
had been a mass introduction and now she was rduffléen her coat,
but she detested intellectual snobbery and she sidily, "Blair,
Polly Blair. And | don't have a tutor."

"l beg your pardon.” Perhaps that was meant tonbapalogy, and
she agreed:

"There were a lot of us. | was the one dancing Wiikie. You don't
seem to have much time for students."

"We're all students, but I'm not a teacher, andbaaywho has read
anything about the St. Bara Stones must know tbecitle with the
Rollrights."

"True." Her question had only been a cue for tailk,with someone
as intolerant as this talk wouldn't be easy anddcbe impossible.
"Are you walking home ?" she asked. His lodgingsitathe same
direction as hers, about half a mile further ond &e had been
walking until he saw her. Since then he'd stoochand now he



looked up at Portland on the path above them aadvsisn't moving
either.

"Mrs. Wallis appears to be waiting for you," hedsai

"Mmm. Mrs. Wallis said you wouldn't want compan$Hie said that
with a flash of impishness, expecting him to denfram common
courtesy. But he didn't deny it, and for the seciomé that night her
face burned hot.

"l apologise for intruding," she said with all tkgnity she could
muster. "l only wanted to say hello again and weledothe team."

He wasn't wearing spectacles now, his eyes wesedak, so were
the hollows of his cheeks. His mouth was straighitthin- lipped. He
looked bleak, starved . . . Do you ever smile, wbeadered, or did
you decide a long time ago that there was nothongntile about ?
"Goodnight," she said.

"Goodnight, Miss Blair. Thank you." Thank you farigg, he meant,
for not inflicting yourself on me for the next twgmminutes, and she
said:

"l should start walking if | were you, the sea'sntag in."

She marched quickly across the sand, and scrampldde hillside,
slithering a couple of times in her haste to geayashe was sure Dr.
Hargraves wasn't watching her, but to Portland st look like a
panic retreat. That was ridiculous, and Polly maeleself slow down
and began to see the funny side of the situation.

When she reached the path at the top Portland egreber
sympathetically, "You don't have to tell me whappened, | couldn't
hear a word, but | could seethe pair of you. | gawthrow your head



back and square up, and like the youngsters sapatiesibes came
loud and clear."

"Couldn't have been clearer," Polly agreed. "Youenght, he didn't
need company.” She grinned and Portland, who hed trging not
to smile, relaxed into a chuckle as Polly went'dmasked him what
period he thought the Stones were and he told nge tovay and do
my homework."

"He would," said Portland.

"He thought | was one of Clive's students."

"l wish someone would mistake me for a studenid Bartland.
"But he did thank me when | said goodbye."

"He'd mean that." The wind was cold now, they wamttheir way
with their heads bowed against it. "I told you,idsRort- land,."he
likes being alone."

That seemed to sum up Piers Hargraves and dismmssoht Polly
couldn't forget that glimpse of him down on thesteae when he had
thought he was alone. She woke briefly in the niglairm in her bed,
and listened to the wind. It had a wilder souncehtean the wind at
home. She snuggled down, thinking of tomorrow amel joy of
working with Clive and the others. And with Piersairigraves. He
couldn't stay aloof all the time, no man was aand| a dig had to be
a team effort.

Why doesn't he smile? she wondered. Why is he gwsciitary soul ?
She was still wondering when she fell asleep again.



Next morning as Polly got into her working clotheandals, jeans,
scarlet sweater, she asked Portland, "Does Dr. rela&g have a
family?"

"l don't think so." Portland fixed her hair, whighas cut short and
crisply curling, with a few flicks of the comb. "Hen't married and
his father died about five years ago. Charles Heeg was a
landowner, pretty well known. | don't think thereen& any other
relations."

"Did you know him ?"

"Not personally, but he was a power in the lan¥ankshire. He was
filthy rich. He was a philanthropist too. He ranaphanage, that sort
of thing."

"He doesn't sound like his son."

"Doesn't, does he?" The sun was shining againPanttand opened
the window and breathed deep. "We're blessed \ghweather.
You're never sure of it here. They get more tha thare of rain
and wind and mist creeping in from the sea."

Polly tied back her own brown hair with a red béiat would keep it
out of her eyes. Now she was ready for breakfaatly for work. She
asked as they came downstairs, "Is Dr. Hargraltly fich?"

"Possibly," said Portland. "If he is he doesn'insée be getting much
joy out of it."

They had large bowls of porridge for breakfast, agds from the
white hens that strutted and scratched within tiekep fence.
Adventurous ones went over the fence from timenetand were
scolded and herded back by Mrs. Munro who keptaapskye on



them because they represented a fair share of foeme. She
supplied several of the cottages with eggs.

"This is the life," Polly gloated, as she and Rt set off for the dig.
"At home now | should be just leaving for work, Wiag through the
streets I've known all my life, past the same shapd the same
people. It's a dear little museum, is ours, bistatlittle museum. On a
good day we get a school round, on a bad day wegetamo visitors at
all. There's just Mr. Quinton and me, and therdim# to the ways
you can rearrange the exhibits."

They came to the single Watcher and Portland $4/d;ll be passing
this daily from now on. And cows and sheep and dofysourse. You
might get just as tired of them."

"Never." Polly looked up at the Watcher, feeling thwe of it steal
over her. Perhaps it had been carved once, covatednarvellous
patterns, strange words and symbols, and gaudycaitiur. But now
it was grey, the elements had stripped and shroudedmystery.
Portland told her:

"It's the only one standing alone," and Polly hestself say:
"We should name it Piers."

That was a bitter little joke, suddenly to Pollyditin't sound funny,
but Portland laughed, "Yes, we should. If this oeser had
companions they've gone. It's all alone now."

Polly ran a light hand over the rough surface ad, SNever mind, |
love you," and Portland said, still laughing:

"Oh, | do hope not!"



At the dig work was starting today in the stringgged squares
covering what had been the Great Hall of the an¢sum" or castle.

And also on a section of the bank and ditch sudnmqit. For the

next few days it would be rough and hard goingpps/egetation was
cleared and the "scratching and bucketing" began.

Three sectional huts and been set up, two togetbiere's office and
the hut in which the team would deal with finds asdere Polly
hoped she would soon be pondering over potterydshand a third
hut for Hargraves.

His was set nearer the section of the bank he wmildorking, but it
seemed to Polly that it would have been bettenefthree huts had
been placed together rather than emphasising thegween them.

When Polly and Portland arrived Hargraves, with tihe students
detailed to him, Jack Powell and Ewan Clay, waskinglround the

bank and ditch. The rest of the team were arouive Gubbling with

excitement. Clive was a good organiser, he hadpleeation in hand,
all tasks allotted. He generated optimism and ass& and every
face reflected his enthusiasm.

All faces but Hargraves'. Jack and Ewan called™Bigross to Polly
and Portland, both grinning as widely as the réshe team. But
Hargraves didn't even look up, let alone shout leamee, until Polly
perversely added:

"And hello, Dr. Hargraves," to her acknowledgmeinheir greeting.
Then he said:

"Good morning," face impassive and voice flat, @odtinued his
pacing out of the ditch.



Later, when Clive came across to where she wasimgpdad she had
a moment with him that wasn't overheard, Polly irefy "Did he ask
to have his shed isolated?" and Clive said:

"l got in first and had it put there. I'm darn stieewould have done,
and frankly, the farther away he is the betteke It."

A transistor radio was playing pop music a comtadadistance
away from where Polly was rolling back turf, underimg it with a
small trowel. The sun was shining and the breera the sea gave a
freshness to the air so that it seemed to sp&Bkike felt free as one of
the seagulls soaring overhead, and completely nonii¢h her lot. A
few tendrils of her hair had slipped loose from tkd ribbon and
were falling around her glowing and grubby facee 8ad a smudge
on the end of her nose and Clive grinned at hewelkeep apart," he
said, "we're less likely to rile each other. | hgau moved into the
danger zone last night and got a touch of frostbite

"Portland told you?" Polly sat back on her heetg] €live sat down
beside her.

"It wasn't a secret, was it?"

"No. | was only being neighbourly. | thought we wewalking the
same way home."

"All right," said Clive cheerfully, "you be his rghbour if you want
to. No one else does, and if he sends in any aglveports about us
we could lose our grant.”

She protested, "Surely he wouldn't do that unless&s obvious we
were going to find nothing and the whole dig wasaste of time.
And we'd know that ourselves and - "



"Yep," said Clive. He carefully removed a piecegossfrom her
hair. "You're a great girl for lost causes, argoti? Never happier
than when you're hauling lame dogs over stiles."

Polly said crossly, "Don't talk as though the nank®llyanna."

"What?" Clive hadn't read the same books that Rull¢ read as a
child.

"You make me sound insufferable," she objectedjmntediately he
was contrite.

"Sorry, my sweet, I'm only teasing. You're not iifistable - you're

the girl | can stand having around any time at &b leaned across
and whispered, his hps tickling her ear, "And |twise had this

island to ourselves."

Polly dimpled, "Well, | don't. Think of all the digng we'd have to
do."

"We'd forget the digging."

"Not with the Watchers around." She was joking dalitbe Stones,
but as she turned towards the group of three stomesnearby hill

she saw Elsa. Elsa, the radio blaring beside hes standing with her
hands on her hips, looking as though she disapdrofeme-wasting

by the director of the dig and one of the supergiso

"Back to the trowel,” said Polly. "Elsa's glaringus." "Keep 'em
happy," hissed Clive, "that's the answer to lalelations. I'll have a
word with Elsa and you can toss Hargraves the ol $n passing.”

"Not the same thing at all," said Polly. "Elsa laasrush on you."



Clive didn't deny it. He laughed and said, "Youlmeng a beautiful
job on that turf,"” and went across to where Elsd doan were
working.

Polly was sorry for Elsa. All the girls fancied @i They were
blatant about it, hanging on his words, hanginghom when they
could. He was popular and handsome and everyoeeTlikim, but
Elsa's eyes had misery in them sometimes wherosiked at Polly.
Joan and Christine envied Polly because she was'€4irl, but right
now Elsa had been hating her.

The infatuation would pass, although it might hbeen kinder if she
hadn't been allowed to come on this dig. She wasggbrough a bad
patch of longing for the unattainable.

She sparkled vivaciously while Clive was with thebhe transistor
drowned what they were saying for Polly, but Clwas obviously
urging them to still greater efforts in clawing awthe overgrowth,
and Elsa tossed her long blonde hair and flashegrb#y teeth, then
bent over her task again.

The way they were all putting their backs into @lf? was not the
only one glad when lunchtime came and she couletcstrand
straighten and take a well-earned rest.

They were eating at the pub. Getting back to ttgs would have
used up time, and they might as well have all #wedwiches or
snacks prepared together and eaten together. Tiddotd had
offered to bring them up to the dig, but Clive hdetided that a
change of scene would be a better idea. So thisgdidown together
and took their lunch out on to the beach in franthe inn. The sea
never came right in here. It sparkled invitinglywna stone's throw
away, and the sand and stones were warm for logngm They
munched their meat pies and rolls, and drank tbag cool drinks,
and chattered com panionably.



Hargraves hadn't come. He'd brought a snack withdnd stayed
behind, going through papers in the geology huk dad Ewan were
asked, "How did you get on with him ?"

"Hard to say really," Jack scratched his headufipese he knows
what he's doing. He sure doesn't talk much."

"l think he knows," said Ewan slowly, and then witlore emphasis,
"Yes, | think he does."

"Amen to that," said Clive, and Elsa and Christinggled.
"How's the swimming here?" Ewan asked.

"Not bad at all," Lewis Kent spoke with authorityNot overwarm
and there are currents. But it would be all rigbvrY

"If you don't take longer than ten minutes." Cliwao had finished
his beer took a swig of Polly's coke while she sdfed in protest,
"That's mine!"

Clive grinned, "Don't be greedy." He turned bacEwan. "We start
work again in ten minutes. You'd better wait tiletafternoon shift
finishes."

"How about moonlight bathing?" Elsa suggested. "Halout a
barbecue tonight and all of us going swimming?""Nat." Portland
spoke up hastily, then amended it, "Not that I'gecbto cooking a
few sausages out here, that might be pleasartpiilé be a mild
evening. But I'm sure that water would be very aiatight.”

"Well, those who wanted to swim could." Elsa wdsicgant to give
up the idea. She wondered if Polly was a swimmbe Eew that
Clive was and she had a fleeting dream of floatwith Clive under a
moon as bright as last night's moon had been. &de"$Ve should



do something to celebrate our first real day ondige A barbecue
and a moonlight swim might not be wild, but whai g better plan?"

No one had, and when Polly said, "I think it sousdper," they all
agreed that it wasn't a bad idea. There was nohreatertainment
around here, they'd have to make their own, arglwlais the ideal
place and the right time of year for barbecuesyTdwild scout for
driftwood and make a fire, and the pub could supyduce some
food. Anything that anyone could bring along woh&lwelcome.

As they gathered up the lunchtime debris to takek nato the inn
Polly asked Jack, "Will you tell Dr. Hargraves we'having a
barbecue ?"

He grimaced and swayed back as though dodgingyldod. "Why
me?"

"Why not ?" Polly demanded. "He might like to cofne.
"No, he wouldn't." Jack was quite sure and Ewaeedr
"A moonlight fry-up and a chilly dip wouldn't be farm."

Polly went on arguing, "He might not want to cormet he should be
asked," until Jack said:

"Then you ask him."

"All right," said Polly, "I will. Heavens above, waon't need to make
an issue of it." Some time during the afternoonwbeld walk across
to the bank and ditch section to see how they wergressing, then
casually mention the barbecue. She didn't expédtdwmne, but he
shouldn't be excluded.

During the afternoon several sheep meandered uplthewards the
mound of the dig. It didn't matter yet, but fenciwguld have to be



put up soon. The sheep weren't curious, they simpipched on.
And if cows came presumably they would act the samag, their
only interest sustenance, the problem keeping tinem wandering
over or falling into the dig by accident.

But a couple of dogs who raced along the skyling gypotted the
activity from afar were fascinated. They hurtledon a closer look,
eyes bright, noses twitching, moving from one digigethe next,
frantically trying to discover what was going orréie

"l do hope," said Portland apprehensively as orthern skirted her
section, "they haven't buried any bones around."

"Polly," Clive bellowed, "don't you dare encouratieem!" Polly
gurgled with laughter because she had been abaalltout to the
dogs and make friends with them.

"Aren't they a handsome pair?" she said. They weteng border
collies in splendid condition, their flanks gleampilike black satin.

"Too frisky by half," said Clive. "If you make ags of them they'll be
all over the place."

"Not this breed," Polly defended them. "They'ressiele dogs, used
to discipline." They were calming down now and nmgyviwarily.
"Just let them get used to us, they won't do amyadge."

The dogs continued their investigation and theetagted out in the
sunshine to watch. Polly couldn't resist pettingnthand they ended
up beside her where she was working.

When she remembered that she had to tell Hargralkest the
barbecue, and went down into the ditch to wherg tied started
stripping a section of the bank, the dogs trailleth@ too. "How's'it
going?" Polly asked.



"Slowly," said Jack, wiping his sweating foreheaithwhe back of
his hand. He and Ewan were filling a wheelbarrovhvalumps of
rough grasses they had cleared, while Hargraveisdwem a rock a
short distance away, chipping or scraping. Sudd#rdydogs spied
him and rushed at him, and for a horrific momerityRtbought they
were attacking.

But their barking was excited and their feathenstawished and
Polly stared as he patted them. "Friends of yowsk@"asked.

"They belong to my landlord."
"Did they come looking for you?"

"No," he said. She hadn't thought they had, that aaleasantry;
hadn't he any sense of humour at all? And it wasn&asy as she'd
thought to mention the barbecue casually becausevdr@ on
scraping his rock and she had to interrupt him.

"By the way," she said, "we're cooking a barbecealrfonight down
on the beach. Some of them are going to risk a sWihfi you
come?"

"What?" He must have heard, but she repeated pistien

"A barbecue. Tonight. All of us."

"I don't think so, thank you."

"You have other plans?" She was incredulous becthee was
nowhere to go and nothing to do but walk or readisten to the
radio. But he said "Yes," so that was that.

She had done her best, issuing the invitation dralb@f them all,
and from now on she had better believe Clive andd?al that Dr.
Piers Hargraves was a natural recluse.



"Pity," she said. With anyone else she would hadedted for a few
minutes more, and asked why he was taking thatcpkat specimen
of rock, but he probably wouldn't tell her, so slaél, "Coming?" to
the dogs. They wagged their tails but stayed wtergwere, and she
went back to Jack and Ewan and their wheelbarrow.

"Any luck?" they asked, and both grinned as shelsiher head.

"Other plans,” she mouthed softly, looking over rsdoulder.
"Turned down flatandI've lost the dogs." She clambered up to h
own grid on the mound and stayed there, workingl,hamntil Clive
called a halt at six o'clock.

Everyone enjoyed the barbecue. The fire burnedtlyyignough for
them to cook bacon and eggs and fry bread, andupemasaucepan of
tomato soup. It was a lovely night, but the sea teas cold for
bathing. Ewan and Jack ran into the wavesV splaivaslisly and
came out with chattering teeth and pale blue slgtsa paddled in to
test the temperature and decided against stripdmgn to her
swimsuit, especially as Clive wasn't swimming. Steyed close to
him instead, while Polly was involved with the coak

After they'd eaten they kept the fire burning aatlssound, ana Peter
Gibbs strummed away on a guitar, playing folk sprgsintry songs,
pop songs. It wasn't a professional performancejtbmas tuneful
and everyone joined in, humming where they didnoW tiie woras.

Pony noticed that when Elsa sang the love songsahg them to
Clive, but Clive rarely acknowledged Elsa's homadge.avoided
looking directly at her during the sentimental nem# He had had
plenty of experience in crushes and he had notioteof letting one
get out of hand.



Alter Peter laid down his guitar they talked, dissing, arguing but
always light-heartedly, telling anecdotes, capmagh other's jokes.
Polly joined in at first, then she sat quietly.

The moon was full. It was so beautiful here that f&it a lump rise in
her throat. It was magical, a place of awe and enysbutside this
warm little group in the cove.

Here was friendship and safety...

Safety . . . now why should she feel that she neddends around
her to be safe? There were no real perils heree A= could surely
walk alone without danger.

Thinking of walking alone made her remember Hargsago that she
was looking serious, almost grave, while the restemaughing.
Lewis Kent had been telling a long-winded tale vaithilarious twist
at the end, Polly had missed the point and Portlsittthg beside her,
asked, "Is anything the matter?"

"No," Polly smiled hastily, "l was just thinking."
"What about?" Clive inquired.

She might have given a less controversial answishe said, "That
it was a pity Dr. Hargraves couldn't join us."

No one else thought so, there was not one agre®icg. "He was
asked," Jack pointed out.

"li he had come,"” said Lewis Kent, "he could haweved the
skeleton at the feast."”

"Couldn't join us?" Clive echoed Polly's words. "Wain't join us,
you mean."



She said, "He had some work and it was short ndtice

It was short notice for all of them, and as theltig hardly started he
was unlikely to have had tests to do or massestefrio write up. He
wasn't here because he didn't want to be hereasirolly looked
around her, knowing that he couldn't count on dheimthe whole
team, she had to plead his cause. She suggestagth&Mvbarbecues
aren't his scene.”

"That's what | said," Ewan reminded her.

"The human race isn't his scene," Clive mutteredv Bf them could
have heard him, but Polly was shocked. She demanded

"How can you say that? You don't like him, but y@an't say he's
inhuman."

"I know that you haven't got very far in making taet," Clive
retorted. He was smiling, but the taunt carriedirgsand Polly said
doggedly:

"Give me time."
"Give it up, my sweet. You'll get no thanks and ‘{layet no results."

"I don't know about that." She was being stubbburt,she couldn't
ignore the challenge. "We've only been here a dihg"pointed out.
"Maybe he'll mellow after a while."

"Mellow?" Clive roared with laughter, and the rest joineth@cause
Polly couldn't have chosen an unlikelier word. "Notchance,"
chortled Clive. "I'll bet you a bottle of perfume & bottle of whisky
he doesn't mellow this side the age of eighty."

"That's a long time to wait for a bottle of scefttie whole thing was
a joke now and Polly went along with it.



"Very well," said Clive. "Any time you can get hita join the party
after work - nothing to do with work, mind, stricthff duty - you can
name your perfume.”

"That sounds reasonable," Polly mused.

"Lady, | can afford to be reasonable," Clive shredjgmimicking a
con-man unloading a "bargain”, "when I'm on to a&shmng."

The laughter lasted a while longer, and then they gmoke up and
everyone went home. Bill Canning walked with Palhd Portland as
far as the Munros', and that was decent of himumecae had a bike.
His lodgings were the farthest from the dig, tharest to the harbour,
and although the track was rough he managed td petlaeen the
potholes and round the bumps, and Polly lookedr alten
thoughtfully as he bounced away in the moonligAtbike could be
useful,” she said.

"I'd rather walk myself," said Portland, "than riixing, over the
handlebars."

No one mentioned Piers Hargraves until Polly wasualo lay her
head on the pillow, then Portland said suddenlgoh't think you'll
win your bet."

Portland had been in bed for the last five minuislly had just
turned out the oil lamp and the acrid smell of fartiegered. Polly
yawned, "l stand to lose a bottle of whisky thalfs

"Not very high stakes," Portland agreed. "Goodnigstie said.

"Goodnight," said Polly. She stood to get hersédisged as an
interfering busybody by Dr. Hargraves, and she eeaain he would
be ruthless and hurtful with anyone who annoyed him



When he'd turned down the barbecue invitation ska thought -

that's it, I've done all | can to make friendshéfwants to walk alone
that is his choice. But now she was committedyim¢y again to break
down his reserve. At least to the stage where hddisiop acting as
though the rest of them were a sub-culture, speakiagguage that
wasn't worth learning.

Clive didn't like him. None of them liked him. Heaw/ not likeable,
and tomorrow she would say to Clive, "You've wove ldecided not
to bother."

But she knew she would not. The bet was a joke, St had
manoeuvred herself into this position. The chakehgdn't come
from Clive, it had come from herself, and she caolildnderstand it.
She had a deep reserve of her own, she had neher irfe before
pushed in where she was not wanted, and yet nooshd that she
was planning her campaign to establish a relatipnslith Piers
Hargraves as thoroughly as though the stakes ofb#tewere
sky-high...

Next morning as they sat down to breakfast shedaBketland, "Do
you know who Dr. Hargraves is billeted with?"

"An Alistair MacLean," said Portland.
"Know anything about him ?"

Portland poured two cups of tea from the pot alyeawl the table
under a thick knitted cosy, and said she didn'twSen Mrs. Munro
brought in the breakfast Polly asked her.

Mrs. Munro knew Alastair MacLean, Mrs. Munro knewegyone on
St. Bara, although as the population of the whslanid would not
have overcrowded a thriving village that wasnthéovondered at.



Poky explained, "Dr. Hargraves who's staying with MacLean is
rather dour, and we're wondering how they'll get on

Mrs. Munro gave a dignified chuckle. Well enoude svould attain,

as old Alastair was a dour man himself. His neigitbtnad wondered
how it had come about that Alastair was taking lodger. It was not
for the company, they knew, but like them all sdendted he could

be using the money. In the case of herself andhirglvand of course
the company was welcome.

Under prompting she went on to tell them Alastaadilean had been
an engineer, building bridges, travelling all ottez world, but when
he retired he had come back to this island wherevde born and
where his spinster sister still lived. That wasialiive years ago and
it was tragic that Elspeth had died last year. taiasfended for

himself now, and filled his time walking, tending lyarden, reading.

He was a well read man, quite the scholar, an atijglan the myths
and legends of the isles. Folk tales that had bWesrded down
through the centuries.

"He's a writer?" Polly asked, but Mrs. Munro shdwk head.

"No - well, not a book writer, but he has noteboaMkof them. It
started when he was young and far away and hehedtbimesickness
and he started jotting them down. Since he's ceties built up his
collection."”

"He'd be interesting to talk to," said Polly, andsMMunro agreed,
but explained that Alastair was not a man to wekaallers to his
home unless he had invited them.

"If you like," she offered, "I'll mention that yomould like to hear the
stories when | take the eggs."



"Thank you." Polly had read some of the legendstoBara when she
knew she was coming here, and she would certakdyd hear more,
"When do you deliver the eggs ?"

"Some time over the weekend."

"Don't let Dr. Hargraves hear you," Portland smildfihe suspects
that his host is issuing general invitations held¢aliscourage it. He
doesn't like company at all."

Mrs. Munro was uncertain whether this was a jokee Said, "But
surely he wouldn't object to Miss Blair- "

"Oh, particularly to Miss Blair." Portland's ey&gankled while Mrs.
Munro looked from one of her guests to the otherRally said:

"l suppose he might. Unless - Mrs. Munro, would Yetume take the
eggs ?" Mrs. Munro could think of no reason why. not

"Do you know where Alastair lives ?" she asked.

"l was shown coming along on the bus. | can deliher eggs on
Sunday morning."

When Mrs. Munro had left them Portland said, "ltuibbe worth
coming with you to see Hargraves' face if he oglesdoor in his
dressing gown on Sunday morning and finds you dgehg the

eggs."

"Do you think he'll answer the door ?"
"No. So the idea is you chat up Alastair and Aliagtsks you in."

Polly, who had finished her porridge, buttered heast and
decapitated her egg and said gravely, "The mordeasn of local



legends the better." That was true. One of the viastery filtered
down was through memory entering the realms ofridge

"Oh, | do agree," said Portland. "But | still casee you winning that
bet."

The Munros' grey-muzzled old dog walked to thewlith them and
ambled home again when they started work. They irooed
stripping the turf from the grids of the great haika so that on
Monday - today was Friday - they could start digging
four-foot-wide trenches running at various angtepitk up the best
possible over-all linking.

They worked hard and happily together. Ewan anll, timwn in the
ditch, were very much part of the general operatatnough they
had to shout their share of the conversation.

Hargraves never raised his voice. His talk wasioedfto the job in
hand, and at lunchtime, as yesterday, he stayectkvitgewas.

Polly went down and asked him, "Aren't you coming?"
"I've brought some lunch with me."
"Why don't you eat it on the beach ?"

"Because | prefer not to. Do you mind?" This tirnere was definite
asperity in his voice and she said:

"Please yourself," conscious that she was beingheal all of them
following her lack of progress towards winning bet.

When she joined Clive he put an arm around heigaincied, "Carry
on like this, sweetheart, and you'll give him asgeution complex!"



"Civility costs nothing," she chanted. She had b&emrbbed again. It
didn't hurt, except her pride. The only rejectitimst can strike at the
heart are from those who matter to you. But altfokgr smile was
bright she felt cold in the sunshine, as thougls tigjection did

matter, and she talked very gaily all the way ddeavthe inn.

She didn't try to talk to Hargraves again. Thers s@much to do that
every minute was filled anyway, and by six o'cldbky were all
weary.

No one suggested a barbecue tonight, and Portlawid Polly
promised themselves an evening with their feetnuihé comfort of
the Munros' small parlour. The students and Clivé leewis would
probably use the club room in the pub, but Polidntifeel much like
dancing. She was young and strong, but eight hbarst physical
labour in bracing air had taken its toll on allteém.

After the evening meal Mr. Munro put a match tofihe, which was
not strictly necessary but warming and welcome, Bodland fell
asleep in an armchair while Polly read a book witd old dog
sprawled at her feet.

They didn't work on Sundays. That was one day &wetaside for
relaxation. Sunday afternoon Polly and Clive wdaddlooking for a
cove where they could sunbathe and swim, and gay émem the
colleagues they liked immensely for a few blisdfolrs, although
Polly would not be surprised if Elsa tracked theswd. On an island
this size she probably could if she searched haodgh.

Saturday saw the end of the turf stripping anddfection of the
fencing to keep out straying animals. The area®fjreat hall looked
stark and barren when they left it. Saturday ewgnimey gathered
together in the clubroom, everyone but Hargravesoine looked for
him, no one missed him. Tonight Polly didn't sayds a pity he
wasn't here, but once or twice he came into hedrmna nagging



fashion that made her impatient with herself. Wingidd she wonder
what he was doing? It was absolutely no concehreds.

Clive walked back to the Munros' with her, Portlamdi Bill striding
on ahead, and again it was a lovely night with al @and. Clive's
arm around Polly kept her warm and when they patbsespot where
she had looked down and seen Hargraves at theesig@she looked
again. She hadn't meant to. She had been smilingtu@live,
listening to what he was saying, but she turnedhead now and
looked down at the lonely beach and the wide daters. There was
no one there, no figure in the moonlight, onlyshapes and shadows
of rocks, and Clive tightened his arm around heusters and said,
"Hey!"

She turned to him again. "What?"
He teased, "Look at me when I'm talking to you."

She wrinkled her hose, "Yesir," and they walked on together very
close, so that it seemed impossible that anyonangthing could
come between them.

On Sunday morning Mrs. Munro asked, "Do you stdinivto take the
eggs round ?"

"Yes, please," said Polly promptly.

"l go on the bike," Mrs. Munro explained, "but I rdoknow how
you'd feel about that."

"l would love to borrow your bike some time," s&dlly, "but | don't
think I'd better use it for delivering eggs."

So she walked. It wasn't far, she enjoyed the veatipping to chat to
a couple of boys who were rounding up sheep wethhtp of a dog,



and a sheep who thought she was a dog becauseaghbekn
bottle-fed in the house and had become a family pet

Alastair MacLean answered the door to Polly's knadkig man with
a craggy face and a thatch of grey hair. She Sk, brought the
eggs from Mrs. Munro," offering him the basket, aadise of
grizzled eyebrows was his only sign of surpriseermhe said:

"Wait there, lassie, I'll give you the bag back."

"Mr. MacLean," she caught him before he could taway and she
went on quickly, "Mrs. Munro told me you're an awilty on local
legends. | wonder, some time, please could | tajkou?"

Alastair MacLean had a collector's delight in hubject. He asked
the girl in while he emptied the eggs out of Magifienro's basket,
and Polly loved the language of legends. She wagrdhralled

audience with a quick receptive mind, and she chaie listened to
Alastair MacLean for hours, describing the sella&k f who were

seals in the sea and human beings on land, anithtpeople who
lived in a jewelled city far below the waves. Thewis and the
hogboons, the giants and the witches, the ghosd e

sea-monsters.

When Piers Hargraves came into the house she jurapradst
guiltily and her "Hello" was jerky. He must haveebeout walking;
the dogs came in with him and across to Polly. §btea welcome
from them but not from Hargraves, who asked, "Wdratyou doing
here ?"

"l brought Mr. MacLean's eggs."

That seemed enough explanation for him, although led been
about to add that she had come to ask Mr. MaclLéxrutathe
legends.



Hargraves went through the living room towards dtercase, and
Polly said to his retreating figure, "We're goingiiraming this
afternoon. Why don't you come ?"

She and Clive were going swimming. What would shéf ¢the said,
"All right" ? But he said, "I don't swim."

"Now's your chance to learn," she said lightly, d&edturned at the
bottom of the stairs and looked at her as thoughvsds out of her
mind. "You miss a lot of fun," she said lamely.

"Do I?" He went on up the stairs and she thankexbtair MacLean
and he said she could consult his notebooks whersihee needed
them.

Clive collected Polly after lunch, and they tried follow Mrs.
Munro's direction to a cove that was sheltered fioewind ajid was
good for swimming and off the beaten track. Buthwib signposts,
and no one around to help when they lost their wagy settled for
the nicest spot they could find after an hour oosavalking.

It was as near perfect as made no matter. Thehsumesand the water
was warm. They swam out to a fiat-topped rock. €tlambered on
to it, then reached to haul up Polly and they Isige by side,

luxuriating in lazy well-being, watching the seagudind a little red

and white plane that looked no bigger than a bird.

Polly rolled over so that the sun caressed herldboiblades, and
rested her chin on the edge of the rock lookingrdowo the green
waters. "What can you see ?" Clive asked her.

"A selkie," she told him.

"A what?"



"A seal maiden. Haven't you ever seen a seal maiden

"Nope," said Clive. He looked admiringly at hertlwiher brown hair
sleek and wet, and her skin smooth and shiningle$¢nyou're one."

"I wouldn't mind being a selkie on a day like thiShe trailed a strand
of seaweed in the water. "I wonder what the otheesdoing."

"Who cares?" Clive closed his eyes, arms foldedniokhis head,
"Although | did promise we'd join them in the clobm this
evening."

"Oh!" Polly could guess who had made that requedtalittle chill
of disappointment brushed her. She had thoughtrthgit spend the
evening in the Munros' parlour. Portland had taciugh to accept
the Munros' invitation to share their radio and pamy in the big
comfortable kitchen. Polly had hoped for tea atMhenros' - Mrs.
Munro had said that Clive would be welcome - anchthéew more
quiet hours for herself and Clive.

This was the first time Polly and Clive had eveeibguite alone with
no other human soul as far as the eye could seéee ®@hs usually
surrounded by crowds, he liked crowds. This aftemnbad been
good, but even with Polly beside him solitude wagibning to pall.
He was an extrovert who needed the stimulus ofygdriaudience.
He raised himself on an elbow now and said, "Racety the shore."

"Of course you will," said Polly, and she slippatbi the water and
was away with a neat quick crawl.

Of course Clive raced her, he was a much strogenser, and she
soon lost the advantage of getting away first. tAatdistance to the
beach was short and she ran out of the sea oretshihgle close
behind him.



She towelled herself dry behind a handy rock, ckdnfyjom her
swimsuit into her clothes, and they sat a littlalevionger, talking,
before they headed for their lodgings again. Traynél their way
back to the Munros' without any trouble and Cliteeyed for tea.

Polly didn't go to the clubroom with him. She dexddo write some
letters and wash her hair, and they said an affieate goodnight,
then she spent her evening in the parlour withl&wft drying her
hair in front of the fire, writing in some detad her parents, and
dashing off notes to friends on a scribbling pad.

In none of her letters did she mention Hargravhas.\&ote about old
Alastair MacLean, about delivering the eggs, evanesof the tales
of the Isles. But she didn't realise until she gi@scing through the
letters, folding them and slipping them into enyels, that almost
everyone's name was here but Hargraves'. She leagmtsaid that
Mr. MacLean was his landlord.

When she had returned from delivering the eggddtatthad asked
her if she'd seen Hargraves and she had said,falulsimoment. He
walked through the room." She hadn't told Portlahdsked him to
come swimming, | offered to teach him to swim." Thad been a
crazy suggestion. No man was less likely to makélimg spectacle
of himself, and learning to swim was an undignifexkrcise. Dr.
Hargraves wouldn't be swimming, but she hadn't meat that to
Portland or Clive, or in her letter home that sheswow sealing
down. It was almost as though she was shying away talking

about him or thinking about him, but next time strete - the post
arrived and was taken off the island twice a wegkhe ferry - she
must make some reference to him, or her motherssity would be

piqued by the omission.

"You cjpn't say how you're getting along with Drafgraves,” her
mother would write. "The others all sound very gkea and friendly,
but you don't say anything about him."



Because there was nothing to say, that was whjy Roéw nothing
about him, except that he was self-sufficient agelded nobody, and
that she had named the only Watcher that stooc atiar him.

She and Portland passed the Watcher twice a dayg gad coming
from the dig. Portland usually saluted it and sthiend it was a joke
that Polly called it Piers, but each time Pollytsle was forced.

At work the trenches were marked out across tlasgHolly with the
help of Christine was working in grid one, on agtiaal trench,
sifting through the top soil to the depth of saidapebbles where
bones and pottery might be found. She was busy weee all busy,
she had no dealings with Hargraves and she kept i@ him.

He and Ewan and Jack had cleared a section ofititte ahd outer
bank and were beginning to cut into the bank. Adday Jack and
Ewan joined the rest for lunch; Hargraves ate albhe ate at all. In
the evening most of them met in the clubroom. Hiendit and no one
asked him to.

It was Wednesday afternoon when Jack shouted, "Piaiy!" Polly
was at the point in her trench farthest from theaias of the wall
facing the sea.

"What is it?" she yelled back.

"Here a minute." When she got to her feet and &eruss to look she
saw that he was holding a seagull and she huroashdo him. The
bird was a sorry sight, it must have landed in iaslick.

"l found it on the beach," said Jack. "I think @'gjonner. Can you do
anything?"



It was alive, its heart beat wildly with terror aaghaustion. "l can
try." She took it from him and carried it to thenjrialking softly and
reassuringly, the way her father did with anythiingt was afraid.

The landlord's wife brought warm water and a mediedigent, and a
few drops of brandy to be administered with an e@pper, and
Polly worked gently, bathing away the thick viscomatter that
clogged the delicate feathers.

The seagull weathered its ordeal. It was stillaixhen the last black
globlet was drawn from its breast, and Polly tadbaick to the beach
and left it in the sunshine. She had oil on heratarewhich could
well be a write-off, but she was beaming triumphaas she reached
Jack and Ewan. "I'm glad you spotted it," she sdilere aren't any
more, are there ?"

"No," they told her. And no signs of oil on the bea&ither. This must
have been an unlucky bird who had had a lucky escap

"He's got a tale to tell," said Polly. "He's tasbedndy."

She passed Hargraves as she climbed up to the noduhd castle
and he asked, "Do you make a habit of this kinthimig?"

Wasting nearly an hour cleaning up a seagull whersky was full of
them, was that what he meant? She said "Yes," Enddyat him. "|
suppose you'd have left the poor thing to die."

He spoke very quietly. "Why should you think tha&#id blinding
insight pierced her and she said, huskily and hymbl

"I don't. | know that you wouldn't."



Down on the beach the bird was spreading its wiagke sunshine,
trying out a few tentative hops, then a brief #utind fall, and finally
rising higher, right over their heads, up into lthee sky.

Polly followed its course, and turned to meet Havgs' eyes as he
too watched the wheeling flight of the seagull. dtaled at her and
her heart lifted, high as a soaring bird, and thewas so bright that
even with her hand shielding her eyes it dazzled he



CHAPTER THREE

"And about time!" Clive greeted Polly with mock sewy as she
clambered up the hillside back to the dig on theimab

"Don't nag." She grimaced at him. "Tell you what| work
overtime."

"Good idea," he said.

She rejoined Christine in grid one. "You made a snet your
sweater," said Christine, who was a tidy girl amdl lter digging in
gloves. Polly had to agree, but the seagull hagrflagain, and she
settled down to work feeling quite idiotically happ

Dr. Hargraves was human. He had smiled. Not thiae@r Portland
would have agreed that that proved anything. Smilese easy to
come by, if Polly looked across at any of them nawarking up here
with her, they would smile back. But Hargraves wdferent. That
smile had been a break in his defences, the festiig moment of
contact.

He was glad the bird flew again. He would not higfea bird to die.
She knew that much about him now, and it was nioaa the others
knew.

She went on sifting the earth, the warm sun onhead and her
hands. No one could know yet what they were gaanignd beneath
the surface, nor how deep they must go. This wasdyage she was
on, this earth, that man...

Beside her Christine was chattering and Polly ndddaly catching
a word or two, more concerned with what she waskthg than
hearing. Maybe it wasn't a good comparison. Cliweildn't care to
hear she was beginning to find Piers Hargravesstlamchallenging



as the dig, that she was wondering about the se@ptas much as
she wondered about the secrets beneath this mound.

She made herself stop dreaming, listen to Chrisgo@ in the
talking. But when they finished work for the dayda@live said, "See
you later," Polly hedged:

"I'l see how | feel after Mrs. Munro's suet pudglift could lay me
out for the evening."

Clive laughed. "Shall | come and fetch you ?"
"No," she said. "If | don't turn up I'm resting rognes in the parlour.”

The suet pudding Mrs. Munro had promised that nmgrnivas

delicious at their evening meal, and Polly had ¢tmed the cook by
suggesting it might be so heavy that it would imitisd her. When
dinner was over Portland settled down with a boo#t Rolly said,

"Coming, Bess?" to the old dog who usually walkethie clubroom
with her in the evenings.

Portland was staying home as often as not thesgsnigast night she
had gone along, tonight she kicked off her shoesparh up her feet
and opened her book. "Give 'em my love," she saitking back
comfortably.

But this evening Polly took another path. She t@dself she felt like
a walk, she wouldn't make for the pub and the dabr after all.
With Bess at her heels she walked around the sWgleeher, then
looped back again, heading towards Bill Canningjs,dowards the
harbour, towards the sc jat grey house where MclMan had told
her she could consult h's files on the myths agedrds, and where
Piers Hargraves was living.



She was going to the grey house. Playing a ganmetision it had
taken her nearly half an hour instead often minutesas she walked
up to the door she admitted to herself that shebleath coming here
all along - ever since Hargraves had smiled thisrafton. This
evening she might get a few words out pf him, duethtshe could say,
"Why don't you join the rest of us after work sommets?" There was
nothing personal about it. She wasn't personallglired, but it was
uncomfortable when one member of a team stayed.aloo

Old Alastair opened the door and Polly said, "Geweéning, you did
say | could look at your files, didn't you? Wouldbe all right now?"

If it wasn't convenient she would come back whertolgher, but he
said, "Come in, lassie. Hello, Bess."

Bess followed Polly ins the two household dogs weose behind
Alastair, but they knew Bess and they knew Pollg drey allowed
all three to pass.

The room was more or less as it had been on Sundaying, except
for a chessboard laid out on the table. It was radlp room j the
touch of Mr. MacLean's sister Elspeth, who had diegear ago,
lingered in the neat floral pattern of the wallpgagbe patchwork
cushions and the hand-made rugs, but there watioarl the table
and the polish had faded from the furniture.

The notebooks and files were in a small bureau desler the
window, which MacLean opened now. The staircased@mn the
opposite wall, and there was a door which probbdalynto a kitchen.
This was the living room, and although Hargraves &aitting room
of his own it looked as though someone was comingere to play
chess.

Polly's excuse for arriving was almost genuine. Slwalld have
returned to read these notebooks without any altenotive because



the subject fascinated her. She sat down at therd®g and was soon
immersed in her study.

Alastair MacLean went into the kitchen; she heatthtiering of pans
and dishes, and helped herself to a sheet of @aqkthe loan of a
pencil from the desk, and was jotting down a listanres" when he
returned. She said, "l took a piece of paper,asdh right ? I'll bring
a notebook next time."

"l reckon | can spare you a sheet of paper.” H& gaio a wooden
armchair by the fireplace, and she thanked himarkmg:

"That's a lovely chess set."

She hadn't dared to touch the pieces in case siledthe game, but
they were beautifully carved and they looked lkery, and Alastair
MacLean eyed them proudly.

"Aye," he said, "I've had that since | was a lachld you be a player
yourself?"

“I'm afraid not."

"The doctor's a grand player."
"Does he often win ?"

"Always. I'm little match for him."

So that was one thing Piers Hargraves did witrelienings, played
chess, although it would have been kind to let Aldstair win
occasionally. "Doesn't it spoil the game," Pollked "if you always
know who's going to win ?"

Alastair chuckled. Mrs. Munro had said he was dout,Polly was
finding him very likeable. "One of these days maytiesurprise



him." His eyes gleamed, anticipating his triumping &olly realised
that he was too shrewd to be humoured by an easyryj he'd see
through it, but when he did win fairly he would ltganjoy that.

"Good luck," she said.
"And to you, lassie."

She smiled; she was born lucky, and a girl who Gk shouldn't
ask for anything more. A door opened and closed/altbem and
Hargraves came down the stairs. He saw Bess, thign &nd said,
"Good evening."

"Hello." She had a pencil in her hand, paper befae and a file
open at her elbow, so it was hardly necessary ptagx "I'm taking
some notes."

His glance took in the chessboard and she suspdwtedvas
wondering if she would be prattling on all the tistee was here. She
added gravely, "I don't play, but | do know you depiiet for the
game." Then she turned back to her list and wrtier arthritis
stinging nettles boiled and eaten, also the watéetdrunk."

It was a quiet scene. The men moved their chesggield Alastair
puffed on his pipe, the dogs slept for the most,pand Polly
proceeded to read and to copy.

Several times she was tempted to ask Alastair Maclke explain a
passage or give her more information when his neé&zs too brief to
convey much. But when she looked over her shouiéercourage
failed.

Foiled by a chessboard - that would amuse PortemiClive and all
of them. She hadn't expected a long and lively eosation, but she
had hoped for a few words. Now she had to sit sibershe would



break the concentration, and she might never bmvall inside
Alastair MacLean's house again because this caulthé® game he
was all set to win.

When the light began to fade Maclean lit a couplmps, put one
on the table and one in the window beside Pollyis Trad to be
half-time, the natural break, she could surelyx@&aw and venture a
remark.

"How's the game going?" she asked. But his moutretlidown, he
wasn't winning, and she hastily changed the subgetrying the
spelling of a name where his writing wasn't clear.

After he had spelled it out for her she asked Hamgs, "Have you
seen these?"

"Some of them."

"l love the hogboons," said Polly. "It must havebasuch a comfort
to have a hogboon around." They were the goblinthefislands,
helpful with the chores if you treated them well lotabbity when
crossed.

"There's no saying they're not still about," AlasMacLean joked.
"It's no easy matter getting rid of a hogboon."

Polly found the page in the file. "I've just bee&ading about that."
She read it again, aloud. "One housewife who predeio do her own
cleaning and who thought her husband should bandewalith the
repair of his farming implements decided they stdonbve and leave
their hogboon behind. They bought a croft the osiek of the island,
and they carted their goods to their new home,vwhen the cart
pulled up in the yard the hogboon jumped out amnd] 48s a fine day
we're having for the flitting!"'



"And that's a true story," said old Alastair soléynn
"Of course it is," said Polly.
Hargraves said, "Shouldn't you be getting back sNBiksir?"

It was beginning to get dark. In half an hour itulbbe dark, but she
could walk home in the moonlight. "It's the mairadg' she said.
"That track the bus took, | won't get lost."

"Will you take a mug of cocoa before you go?" Maaheoffered
affably, but before Polly could accept Hargraved:sa

"I'll see you back."

That didn't leave her any choice. "Another timetfo cocoa, then,"
said old Alastair, and she thanked him again, aftfl her notes and
slipped them into her coat pocket.

Outside the house she said, "There's no need kowitll me," but all
the dogs were outside by now, tails wagging anithgao go, so he
had to walk somewhere with them.

"It's no distance," he said.

Was he seeing her home to make sure she arrively,saf because
he felt she had hung around long enough? Probablyatter, she
decided, and she said, "You might have let me hmyemug of
cocoa."

"Did you want a mug of cocoa ?"

"Not particularly, but it was kind of Mr. MacLeaao toffer me one. Do
you have cocoa every night?" She hid a smile becéos some
reason the idea of Piers Hargraves with a greatohagcoa seemed
comic.



"He does," he said drily. "I can't stand the stuff.
"That follows," she said. No one that thin couldabeocoa addict.

He didn't ask why it followed and they reached titaek, walking
together but not close together. Dusk was on thedintlae track was
uneven and it would have been the easiest thingstbonble
accidentally. If she had lurched against anyone letdly would have
said cheerfully, "Whoops, sorry,” but she was mskKing falling into
Dr. Hargraves' arms. If she did so she would beagrabsed, she
knew that. She would prefer to fall flat on herda&o she stepped
carefully and kept space between them.

The half light made the island a place of shadamsl, Polly could
understand how legends had grown around it. Rigitthis could be
the loneliest place in the world or it could benbesg with invisible
life. It was both frightening and beautiful. Shedsdlt's beautiful,
Isn't it, the island ?"

"Very," he said.
"Have you seen it all?"

She hadn't explored it yet. She had spent her egemvith the others,
there had only been last Sunday when she and Gadeound that
little cove. "No," he said.

She gave him a few moments in case he had anytihiadd to that,
but it seemed he hadn't. It might be possible tauged to this laconic
style of speech. He wasn't snapping, he just nexsted a word,
whereas Polly had started talking before her fbsthday and
chattered happily ever since.

She found the silence now so disconcerting that ek to say
something. "I've been offered the loan of a bilghg told him. "By



my landlady. It's a sit-up-and-beg model, but shevels the eggs
and gets down to the harbour shop on it. Bill masaa bike too."

"Good lord," said Hargraves.

So he had never noticed Bill coming or going onldike. She asked,
"You don't ride a bike ?"

"No." Of course not. She said lightly:
"You don't ride a bike, you don't swim. What kinidboy were you?"

"No kind at all," he said. She hadn't expectedrawer, but was that
an answer? She gave a slight shrug, a small slidglke bead. He was
the same age as Clive, with none of Clive's youitkirit, and she
admitted:

"l can't imagine you as a child.”

He had been walking fairly fast, but now he stoppad looked at
her. "l can see you," he said. His unsmiling sogutvas disturbing.
She could feel him looking at her as though hehedder hair, her
cheek, and put light fingertips on her mouth. Iswhe night wind
blowing her hair across her face, but it made a&gulatch in her
throat. She raised her hand to hold back her mairteer voice was
breathless.

"You lived in Yorkshire when you were a boy, didydu ? Do you
still live there?" Where Portland had said his éattvas a power in
the land, but his father was dead now.

"No," he said, and some impulse or instinct urgedth stretch out
her hands and grip his hands. She didn't. "Holdhawyd," was an
Impossible thing to say by word or action, she doltlimagine what
had possessed her. They began to walk again artidanext few



minutes neither spoke except to call to the ddgs) Hargraves said,
"Goodnight," and Polly said, "See you tomorrow,"amtthey reached
the gate of the Munros' cottage.

He walked back over the rough land towards thektaud Polly
watched him. Bess had padded through the open tieee was
nothing to stop Polly following the dog, but shecgt where she was
and saw the man's tall figure reach the track.

Then he turned, and when he saw her he raisedch Bae waved
back, and smiled although he wouldn't be able ¢ches smile in the
fading light. Then she hurried after Bess, notstog to analyse why
it had seemed important that if he looked backs$tueild be there.

"You're back early," said Portland.
"l didn't go to the pub,”
Portland put down her book to ask: "Then whereydia go?"

"To Mr. MacLean's, I've been taking notes from hates." Polly
produced the sheets of paper from her pocket. '@nal interest
you. The Norse influence is very marked."

"Il read them," Portland promised."Was Hargratrese?"
"Mmm."

"Any progress?"

"About a dozen words all told."

"You're a tryer," said Portland. "But you're gotlogose your bet."

Polly said brightly, "That is more than likely." &sat down and
yawned. "I'm tired, | think Il have an early nighs that a good



book?" She didn't want to talk about Piers Hargsa®he would talk
about anyone or anything else, but not about him...

The first find of the dig was made next morningmiseKent who was
working on a trench in a central grid bellowed: llsleello, what
have we here?" and everyone rushed to see. It wasiglo-Saxon
coin, that could have been Viking loot, and evegyaras delighted.

Jack and Ewan came scrambling up from the ditchj@ndd in the
general glee, but Hargraves didn't come running.was in the
geology hut and when his assistants told him whaas all about he
said quietly, "Excellent."

"What did he have to say?" Polly asked as theyquhaksr returning
to their work, and got her answer when Ewan grirdasoed said:

"I'd like to see what it would take to get him chieg."

But for the rest there was plenty of excitement.foBe the
excavations had started Clive had arranged tetevisoverage. As
soon as he gave the word an outside broadcasivooit be along.
Now Clive felt that a day could be fixed, and hesll the following
Monday.

When he came back from making the phone call lietbe@m, "That
gives us three clear days. If we slog at it wetreral to make a few
finds so that we've got something for the camesasiething to talk
about."

The students were thrilled, none of them had beaeretevision

before. Portland and Bill and Lewis, more expereshcwere less
impressed, but everyone was prepared to put omed g show as
possible and work at full stretch, coming earltireatheir midday

meal on the site, staying until dusk fell.



Even so, with the best will in the world, there warot enough
diggers up here to cover all the grids in the ghadit "We could do
with Ewan and Jack," Clive mused. He grinned atyPtCome on,
my sweet, use your influence on him."

He meant on Piers Hargraves and she protestedyn't dave any
influence."

"You don't?" Clive pretended to be surprised. "Halsa mellowed
yet ? | expected him to be putty by now."

He was teasing and something in her shrank fronbdiméer, but she
answered flippantly, "Not so that you'd notice @hbuld have won
my bet, shouldn't 1? And why do you need anyoneude their
influence, you're the director?"

"Not with that one," said Clive. "Coming?"

"All right," she agreed reluctantly, and they weldwn to where

Ewan and Jack and Hargraves were working. Thekradlw that

Clive had fixed the visit of the TV team and hedsas he reached
them, "l've decided to concentrate on the arednefgreat hall on
Monday. How about leaving things down here anavallking on the

dun until then ?"

Ewan and Jack were willing, until Hargraves saldqréfer to carry
on here."

Clive gave him a look of open dislike. "Yes," h&dsdl thought you
would." He turned to Ewan and Jack. "How aboutiters? It's up to
you. How about a change of scenery?" He was giviam the choice
and they shifted uncomfortably because Clive was thend as well
as their tutor and the director of the dig, buiythad been assigned to
the bank and ditch all along and it was gettinggpessively more
Interesting.



Besides, neither of them wanted to desert Dr. Haxp, he might not
have them back, and although they would have slyatenied that
they stood in awe of him they had both developeesaect for him.
He was nobody's mate, he was a loner, but he kinevot. In a way
they were enjoying working under his supervision.

Jack said at last, "Sorry, Clive, but | would ratlséck with what
we're doing. Anyhow, won't they want to see thekband ditch ?
Isn't it all part of the same operation ?"

"Sure," said Clive expansively, looking at Hargravéhen giving
Jack and Ewan an understanding grin, "l get thieeipac'

Polly hesitated as he retraced his steps. Hargtaag®very right to
refuse to shelve his own project, but she wishetddun't. It would
have been pleasanter all round if he had coopevatadClive over
the TV programme, but now she had to accept thagjieaes and
Clive would never work in harmony. The best sheld¢dope was
that their antagonism would not flare into openfitci In a battle of
wills it would hurt her to see either man the loser

She said wistfully, "Well, 1 hope you unearth sohnegj smashing
before the cameras arrive."

"We'll do our best," said Hargraves. Jack and Egramed and she
thought - if those two weren't here I'd ask youeiwonsider. It seems
such a little thing, why must you make Clive disljoou more than he
does now ?

But she had no chance to ask that question, naehartalk to him at
all. There was no leisure for anyone in the thragsdhat followed.
They worked early and late and got home grimy amtebwveary.

There were more finds. From the ditch an iron pat had once been
a cooking utensil, and bones of small animalshlatserved a food,



kitchen debris thrown from the castle. From thadhees in the great
hall some pieces of pottery, that hadn't been eléamt but which
gave every appearance of dating from the Middle sAged the
remains of a leathern bucket. The leather had tdigrated, but the
shape of it was there in the soil, and the brotzésshad survived in
their original positions. It was not a spectaculaul but it was a
beginning, a promise, Clive was satisfied with itipgogress so far.

He walked back to her lodgings with Polly, from thg site*

on Sunday evening. "After tomorrow,"” she said, "whee're
working reasonable hours again | won't know whatdavith all my
spare time."

"You've been a marvel," he told her. He looked batl8ill and
Portland, who were following wearily behind. "Evbogdy's been
marvellous."

"Haven't we just?" Polly agreed. "l hope the TVnteappreciates
what a lovely lot we are."

"You'll like them," Clive assured her. He had watkeith them,
although they were not the team that came to Bailyilseum twelve
months ago when she met Clive for the first time.

She remembered that day again now. "Last time,” sael
nostalgically, "I had a script of sorts. It won& bo easy answering
guestions off the cuff."

"You'll be all right." She wasn't worried, she ez it to be fun.
"Il see you are," Clive promised. "I've told ythey're all mates of
mine." He laughed softly, "And I've warned Alex wha's up against
with Hargraves."



That was reasonable,-interviewing Piers Hargravadavbe a tough
task. "Will he agree to be interviewed?" Polly weretl. "He's never
given a television interview before, has he ?"

Everyone seemed to know that, but Clive laughethaga

"No, he hasn't. He's pretty pathological aboubut, he'll go on film
this time. Scowling at the cameras, | hope. | vhat on record."”

"Whatever for?"

"So that if he should cause trouble over the gsante time there's
proof that he had no enthusiasm for the projechftioe beginning."

Not Clive's kind of enthusiasm, certainly, but pqtotested, "l don't
agree. If he didn't hope for results he wouldn'theee, and he's
working as hard as anyone."

"Then he'd better get off that damned high horsenaeet Alex more
than half way," Clive snapped. "Alex knows whalihk of him."

Piers Hargraves was hardly a natural for televisioith his
withdrawn personality, but Clive had obviously giveis friend the
kind of briefing that must bias any reporter. "WHat you ask them
to do?" Polly demanded hotly. "Feature him as thenster of the
Isles ?"

Clive chortled, "Well, isn't he ?" Her indignatiamused him. Polly
was pretty when she was angry, and he was too tedde see any
danger in her championship of Hargraves. Polly gsaehampioned
the underdog. He said cheerfully, "For my money tten flay him

alive and give it national coverage."

They reached the gate of the Munros' cottage by aagdvas Polly
gasped he kissed her goodnight. But it was nofathwliar pressure



of his arms around her and his lips on hers tlogtpsd her protests
but the fact that Portland had caught up with them.

"Both of you get your beauty sleep for tomorrovgidsClive, smiling
as he released Polly, and she looked balefullymatfr a moment
before she said anything. Then it was a sharp "Gigbt' as she
walked through the gate with Portland, who wagtit@eal to comment
on Polly's brusqueness or even to notice it.

Polly was shocked. This was not fair tactics, thiss mean and
underhand. She was deeply disturbed and her dispuesented
quiet slumbers. She tossed and turned and was fadbdthe

problem again the moment she woke. But she saldngpabout it to
Portland.

This morning they rushed through breakfast andiédirto the dig,
arriving even earlier than yesterday to find thedn there already.
A launch had landed personnel and equipment, amdrnien and a
girl were in the area of the great hall meetingdigeteam.

Clive was doing the introducing, and he gatheredPolly and

Portland. It was very friendly and familiar, allrdt names: the
reporter was Alex, the two photographers were Feegul Dave, the
sound engineer was Malcolm, and the beautifubgitt long red hair
and large sunglasses who was carrying a clipboasdlwuise.

Clive was an expert in television technique antlestrolled around
with the TV team, discussing the format of the mi@ws, the

positioning of the camera, the subjects for filmiRglly made up her
mind to act. She had been wondering what she sltmukl/er since
last night. Now she went down the bank to Hargraaed Jack and
Ewan, and said without preamble,

"Dr. Hargraves, please, | want to talk to you."



Jack and Ewan moved away, obviously intrigued, Roity went on
quickly, "This may sound dotty, but the reporteaiiend of Clive's
and Clive was rather annoyed that you wouldn't ifiallwith his

suggestion about all of us concentrating on thatgnall and the
reporter is expecting you to be unco-operativee &tew breath. "To
say the least," she said.

"Thank you," said Hargraves. She gave him a hailesand a wider
grin for Jack and Ewan, openly curious as she passsam. "Mind
your own business," she told them sweetly, hurrpagk up the bank
to her trench in grid one, reasonably sure thagtdaes could take
care of himself now that he was prepared for pregud

Alexander Fergusson, a cheerful lanky young marattetd up

everyone and everywhere met bubbling enthusiaspecesly from

the students. Getting the film and the recordirgnssd very casual
and informal, and took most of the day, althoughauld be edited
into a ten-minute regional transmission, goingrattonwide later if
real finds were made.

The interview with Clive was the pivot of the pragime. Fergusson
introduced Clive - most of the viewers would knomlalready, as he
was an international TV personality - and asked, &Wére you
hoping to find here, Professor?"

Clive talked to the camera, he knew his best arfgleghotography,
and he delivered his message with no hesitatiqgping up the
limelight. "This" - the area around him, with itsedkerboard grids
and criss-cross of trenches - "was once the halgtat castle. We
believe that the men who lived here were Norsenu@ings, who
sailed their long boats around the coasts of Sudbttdundering and
murdering."

The coastline was behind him and Polly almost ebgueio see a long
boat sail into view. "But here," said Clive, slovdnd impressively,



"they stayed. They built their castle." He gestulegh walls, a
mighty building rising. "Here | hope to find proof that Norse
occupation, and perhaps something more. | am pétlg interested
In one man, their chieftain, the man who was kiegehI'd like to
know his name, and we could find that in a Runscription. I'd like
to handle articles that were once his personal ngehgs and
equipment.”

"Such as?" the reporter prompted, but he need & prompted,
Clive was going to tell him.

"Such as the remains of the great shield he cariedshield boss
perhaps, a sword pommel, maybe an axe head onehe\nd the
long boat that carried him to this island would édeen brought
ashore when they settled here. Something couldretilain where
that lies. Then there could be treasure." Clive $eckd the best till
last. "Stolen from the monasteries, because thesewere pirates,
marauders, conquerors wherever they came."

He was not unlike an idealised version of a Vikmignself, standing
tall and broad-shouldered and strong, with theasdais background,
his eyes blue, his hair glinting fair. When he thiteis head back it
was obvious that he was feeling an affinity witk tiking chieftain,

and Polly noticed that Louise was looking at hinthwas much
appreciation as Elsa and Christine and Joan.

The camera stopped turning and Alex said, "ThatslgLooking for
the head man. The personal touch, I like that."

"You were fantastic," cooed Louise effusively, &ld/e beamed on
her. "What's the Runic for Clive?" she gurgled. 'tHight have been
an ancestor of yours."



"Then you should be taking to the hills." Clivekead her up and held
her high. "The Vikings were always on the lookoat §orgeous
girls."

Louise pealed with laughter and Portland said gutetPolly, "Our
Clive's a born showman."

A born show-off, thought Polly, surprising hersdlif.had never
bothered her before that girls flirted with Cliieouise was very
attractive, but so was Elsa, and anyhow it wasgallousy that was
making Polly critical. Suddenly Clive seemed a shiab boisterous,
too pleased with himself, amusing but immature. &he Hargraves
come out of the geology hut and walk down towah#sditch, and
wondered if he had seen the performance and whaddhéhought of
it.

There was little excavation done on the mound dagt except for
the benefit of the camera. It was more of a holidag when the TV
team went down into the bank and ditch area mostestlig team
went too.

Again Clive made the introductions. It was, "Youtfagvan and Jack
at lunch time, didn't you?" then the affabilitytlefs voice. "Now," he
said, "you can meet Dr. Piers Hargraves."

Fergusson eyed Hargraves warily as they shook hamdissaid he
was delighted to meet him. Then he asked the aqueshiat had
opened his interview with Clive, "What are you hapto find here?"

Hargraves looked at Jack, giving him the chanceatswer.
"Throw-out stuff," said Jack promptly. "Drift dowmoim the castle.
The kind of junk people have always thrown intcclkids. You can
learn a lot from ditches."



Jack and Ewan contributed most to the interviev,tbere was no
lack of courtesy on Hargraves' part. When he wiedbke pointed
out the different strata in the cutting in the bahks voice dry,

incisive. It was too technical to be entertainirigere was no
showmanship here, but Fergusson had no doubtthi tvas a man
who knew his subject.

They had taken photographs of the Stones, of cpuwasd Dr.
Hargraves was a geologist and Fergusson asked,ytiatnrow any
light on these mysterious Watchers, doctor?"

"None," said Hargraves blandly, "except that theg monolithic
structures of igneous rock, not native to what appéo be the main
stratification of the island."”

"Er - yes, indeed," said Fergusson heartily. "Wilank you very
much, doctor. That is most interesting."

The bank and ditch were the last shots by daylighé cameramen
were hoping for a spectacular sunset, and for samenlight
pictures of the mound and the three Watchers thatisiear. But the
TV team packed up after Fergusson had interviewedtdves, and
the arrangement was that everyone should eat atrtheall spending
the evening together, the cameramen emergingttatemplete their
schedule.

No one expected Hargraves to join them. Louisefinadly attached
herself to Clive and as they went off towards the, iarm in arm,
talking nineteen to the dozen, Elsa hissed spitetal Polly, "What
about that ?"

"What about it?" Polly smiled, refusing to risethe jibe. It was no
effort, she wasn't jealous, everyone was chatthgynew faces were
a welcome change and good company.



They went in little groups of twos and threes. Bot Hargraves. He
said, "That's all for today, gentlemen, thank yant Jack and Ewan
strolled away with Fergusson, questioning him albasitvork.

Polly stayed where she was, sitting on a rock. Mo aalled to her. If
they had she would have called back, "Il be aloigut for the
moment no one had noticed that she was stayingqiébebnd then
there was only Polly here, and Hargraves.

He asked, "Was that co-operation enough?"

She said gravely, "Very informative, although yad blind him a bit

with science." Deliberately, she was sure. No angcccomplain that
Dr. Hargraves had been unhelpful, but he hadnkespthe language
of popular television, and they were unlikely tor@back for more.

Polly sat with her hands looped over her kneedoli't think they'll
bother you too much in future," she continued meswabusly, "unless
you photograph like a dream. You could at that. ¥ould look very
distinguished on the telly."

"I shall photograph like a sick horse," he saicalivays do." He was
laughing at himself, and he looked younger thantse ever seen
him.

"You must meet my father," she said gaily. "He'svalous with
sick horses." She had been joking, but this waes tide's a very good
vet. I'm very proud of him." Piers Hargraves' fatheght have been
rich and powerful, but to Polly's mind she had blest father in the
world.

"He must be very proud of you,” said Hargraves tielThe
compliment caught her off guard, although she wasduto
compliments. She blushed as she smiled,



"You know how parents are." Polly was gifted, itukab have been
hypocritical to pretend she wasn't, and her paneate proud of her.
They made much of her small successes becauseieeiher as she
loved them. She said, "Well, wasn't your fatherugraf you?"
Portland had said he had no family now, but hisdagat least must
have shared his triumphs, a double first was arsame accolade.

"Hardly," he said wryly. "l was the biggest disapgment my father
ever had."

But he was a near-genius, everyone said so. He haws been
outstanding in any circumstances and at any agat Whas sad and
strange, it seemed terrible to Polly and she fleved for a reason.
"Wouldn't you go into the family business ?" Thatght have

alienated a man with a business empire.

"There wasn't a business. Just property."

"Then why? You don't have a police record or amghdo you?" Of
course he didn't or everyone would have known.ddmded amused.

"No, | don't have a police record.”

"What did he expect from you? How could you have been
disappointment to him ?"

"I managed it. Tell me about your family."

She would if he wanted to hear. She glanced iditieetion of the inn
and he said, "I'm keeping you from your friends."

"Will you come?" she asked.

"I'd rather not." She didn't want the laughter &mel chatter herself
tonight, she wanted to go where they could talk@l&he stood up,
then stood still until he asked, "Do you have io jhem?" She shook



her head. "l - wish you wouldn't." His voice wasasted, as though
he was asking an immense favour, and she saidlguick

"All right, let's leave them to it." She went astfas the rough ground
would let her, along the ditch, away from the cafethe inn,
rounding the mound of the dun. When she turnece®ithe was
close he was beside her. When he asked:

"Why are you running?" she laughed:
"Because someone might come looking for me."
"Yes, of course he will," he said.

They came up behind the castle mound on to théhlaeak, out of
sight of the inn, and she asked, "Which directioBRgé was hungry,
she had skimped breakfast, had sandwiches for Juacd was
missing a good buffet at the inn. Mrs. Munro wasRrftecting them,
but she would feed them if Polly could persuadestie step inside.

"Will you have dinner with me?" he said.
"At your digs?"
"l don't think there is anywhere else | can takae,yaxcept the pub.”

"Won't Mr. MacLean mind? The invitation was for aignof cocoa,
nothing was said about food."

"He won't mind." He spoke as though her query rehlserious, and
perhaps if: should have been. She said:

"In that case thank you, I'd like that. This is flvet time I've been
invited out to dinner on St. Bara." Because theas nmowhere to go.
She had what amounted to a standing date with Elreey evening,
but tonight she had run so that Clive shouldnitit&ier and take her



to where they were all friends together. She hidl tio bring Piers
Hargraves into the group too, another member ofeam. But a few
minutes ago she had run from them all, only glagnbiack to see if he
was with her.

He asked abruptly, "Are you doing this because Rleynwalked
away with the script girl ?"

"l don't play tricks like that." She had had nougbt of making Clive
jealous, it had not even been unconscious desighshe looked at
him steadily. "You can't have a very high opinidryourself."

“I know I'm no Viking." Although his face was stiland
expressionless she glimpsed again the bleakneskasheeen that
first night on a lonely shore. But now he was margger, she could
speak, she could touch. She put a hand on his rdread:

"I'm here because | wanted to talk to you, andnfmiother reason."
An awareness of him was in every nerve of her bedgry cell of her
brain, crying out - we must know each other, you araloser than
friendly faces in a crowd.

"I'm glad of that," he said. So was Polly, so giadt it bewildered
her. He said, "Tell me something about yourselfytAimg."

That was easy. Polly's life was an open book. @leed as they
walked, about her parents, her friends, the lithlen where she lived.
"How long have you known Rounsley?" he asked.

"Just over a year," she said, and there were netseihere either,
although they didn't talk any more about Clive.

As they passed three tall Watchers, sheep grazoumd them, Polly
said, "l wonder what they did look like in the beging. Do you think
they were carved and painted ?"



"More than likely, but I'm more interested in thteusture of them.
They're basalt, volcanic. If there was an upheswtle formation of
this island it could have a volcanic core."

"Are you guessing?"
"There does seem to be a fault."”

She turned from looking at the stones to look at,tier dark hair
swishing. "That could be exciting. Couldn't it?"

"It could be interesting." To him it was simply aajogical problem
to be worked out. Clive would make it interestirgjive would
handle it with a fanfare of trumpets because etwergt was
flamboyant that Clive had a hand in.

"Do Jack and Ewan know?" she asked. They hadkédahbout it,
and Piers said:

"I don't know for sure myself yet. It's still a trg. I'd rather you
didn't discuss it with anyone." He meant with Clive

"Of course | won't. But if you should find a voleatayer that will be
a few million years farther back than the Vikings."

"A few." Interesting but not exciting. She laugh=aftly and at his
guestioning look explained:

"Ewan said he'd like to know what would get youerinay."
"Did he?"

"And don't say | told you that, because both JaxckEwan are scared
of you."

"But that's ridiculous."



"Isn't it?" she said.

Alastair MacLean was in the living room, readinqi@wspaper a
week old, when Piers opened the door and walkedtmPolly. He
didn't seem displeased to see her, nor particutantgrised. He got
up a little stiffly and asked, "Is it business wimi, Miss Blair, or is it
a social call?"

"l think it's social," said Polly.
"I've asked Miss Blair to dinner," Piers explained.

"It's pot luck, then," said MacLean, and as Palld to apologise for
short-rationing somebody he announced solemnly whiman about
the house doesn't mean no stores in the cupboard.”

She wondered if this was reassurance or an olddsdaying, but he
didn't seem put out by his unexpected guestshiiw you the sink,"
he said.

Polly was probably less grubby today than she kadlgeen coming
back from the dig, and she washed at the littledh@amp over the
kitchen sink while Piers went into the washroom i€ kitchen.

Meanwhile MacLean took the lid off a brown earthangvcasserole
in the oven and emptied in a tin of mushrooms.

The table wasn't laid and Polly asked, "Can | i®lp

"You can bide a mite," said MacLean reprovinglydd'll show you
the doctor's room." He closed the oven door, atidated knife, fork
and spoon from a drawer in the dresser, and a fotatethe shelves.

"Doesn't he eat down here ?" Polly asked.



"He has his meal in his room." MacLean soundedhasigh this
routine suited them both. "Then he works. Thehgit a mind to it,
he comes down later. This way, lassie."

It was up the stairs and the second door along€lmas a small table
laid for one, which MacLean proceeded to lay foo;tae much larger
table against the wall, carrying papers and a types There was
one easy chair, two straight-backs, a cabin tramk a divan bed
covered by a green tartan travelling rug.

It had possibly been the room that Alastair MacLeanld escape to
when sister Elspeth was bustling around in théhkmcdownstairs, or
polishing the furniture in the living room. Therasva bookcase full
of books, all engineering manuals except for afeed novels. The
pictures, framed in narrow black frames, were pi@phs of bridges
and dams and construction sites all over the wanldhis time old
Alastair had travelled far.

Polly was studying the pictures when Piers walkeaarrying the
tray. As well as the casserole there was breadlaeeise, and a bottle
of red wine. He put down the tray and picked upttbitle. "With the
compliments of the chef," he said.

Polly had thought the offer of a mug of cocoa gensr "l can't
understand,” she said, "why my landlady thinks aelsur man."

"Possibly," said Piers, "because he thinks Maggimid is a nosey
wee body."

They laughed together. Once she had thought he iseviéed, and
now he laughed. They ate the casserole and dran& sbthe wine.
Polly did most of the talking, but he was talkingpt Questions
mostly, but he talked. None of them would havedwad it, and yet it
seemed to her natural and nothing to wonder at.



"None of these books on the shelves are yourshay®" she asked.

"No," he looked towards the cabin trunk. "My bodake in there."
When she said:

"May | see?" he opened the lid and she gaspedubedtwas full of
books, no light reading, all books dealing withesiific subjects.
And they were in several languages. She opened anee,did a
double-take, blinking. "It's true what they're pugtiaround, isn't it ?
You have got to be a genius."

"I'm a freak," he said.

She closed the book and put it back, kneelingontfof the trunk.
She said lightly, "Your record is a bit formidabldpoked you up
before | came here."

"Why?" he asked.

"I'd met the rest, so | knew them, and | wondelgouayou." He still
looked puzzled and she said, "Weren't you curitaasibany of us ?"

"No. The excavation had official backing, so | kngau'd all be
gualified."

"You were going to be stuck with us on this isldad at least two
months and you didn't even wonder what we'd betikée hadn't.
She went on, "Well, no one is going to accuse ydoetng a nosey
wee body. Anyhow, Mr. Quinton and | checked you."'o8he had
already told him who Mr. Quinton was. Now she dissat how her
elderly boss's spectacles slid down his nose asdtkethe list of Dr.
Hargraves' qualifications. "And then he said, 'Myodness, girl, it
should be an honour working with him'."



It was the truth and it was as though someonehadesaid "Freak”,
and she had to make Piers smile and take the fsongit. He did
smile. "That was flattering of him."

"That wasn't flattery. He was very impressed an@/as |."

She went on talking about the museum, about sortieeafexhibits.
Then she said, "I've been rattling on all eveniets talk about you."

"There's nothing to talk about. You read the re@nd that's it."

"That was just degrees you've got, papers you'iteewr What's your
favourite colour ?"

"What's yours?"
"Yellow."
"I don't have a favourite colour."

"And you'd know what your birth sign is, but youkghow it's
nonsense?"

"Yes."

She went back to her chair and sat with her elbanvihe table, her
chin on her clasped hands, play-acting an intetawgéWhere did
you go to school ?"

"I had tutors."
"Where do you live?"

"Mostly in hotels, sometimes in an apartment in deom More
wine?"



So personal questioning was out. She could ansuestigns, she
had nothing to hide, but she must wait to learnualbam. She put
fingertips over her wineglass and said, "No moneni@, thanks. |
need a clear head for walking home or | might oygr a sheep.
Would you believe there's a sheep on this island thinks she's a
dog?"

"If you told me," he said, "I might believe it."

They took the rest of the wine down to Alastair Mean, to insist
that he had the last glass, which he did with rgngy needed, then
Polly went back to her digs. Piers went with hewd ghe two dogs
went with him. The cameramen had their moon if thare still
filming the Watchers by night, although it was mbkely they had
finished and the TV launch had carried them allyawa

It was only a short walk and when they reachednthiée gate Polly
said, "Goodnight, and thank you."

On the-surface it had been an unremarkable evelittge man had

been anyone but Piers Hargraves it would have lpesasantly

mundane, nothing said or done that would be remesdbleeyond

tomorrow. He took her hand for a moment and saitiahk you."

Then he went, and she stood where she was, umgbuohed the track
again and looked back. She waved a final friendisewell, and

turned to go through the gate, and realised thathleds were
trembling and her heart was pounding as thoughrhaldgust parted
from a lover.



CHAPTER FOUR

Portland was not home yet. Polly looked into theHen where Mr.
Munro was reading a book and his wife was knittangd Mrs. Munro
fixed the lamp for her.

Mrs. Munro had cycled over to the dig during thermiag to watch
the cameras at work for a while. Several of thendérs had come to
see, and now Mrs. Munro was curious to hear whondrat everyone
was. It seemed a long time ago to Polly, but skedsabout the TV
unit until the lamp was burning brightly and MrsuMo, assured that
she needed no supper, had left her.

Then she sat in the lamplight, not dreaming exdaitywith her mind
too disturbed for rational thinking. That was howrtfand found her,
Bess's head on her knee while Polly stroked thel@id "Hello," said
Portland, "where did you get to ?"

"Have they all gone?" Polly countered.
"Yes. Clive wasn't very pleased with you."

There had surely been enough company around far Eliee, but
Portland went on, "You did make him look rathepal{"

"Did I? How?" She hadn't meant to, she was soshé had. Portland
sat down and reached out to pat Bess.

"Admitted he was paying a fair amount of attentionLouise, but
they do know each other and that is Clive's wayt is? He didn't
expect you to take it badly."

"Why should 1?" asked Polly. "As you say, that's€s way."

"Then why did you go? When we realised you weneith us Elsa
began to laugh. She said Clive was in trouble, ffwat'd been



watching him; and then that television reporterteth on about
Clive's free-wheeling days being over. There wasesleg-pulling.”

Clive would not like that. That would not fit in thithe roving Viking
image. Polly said, "You didn't really think I'd tlaced off in a temper
because Clive walked down to the pub with Louise?"

"Not in a temper exactly." Portland was making raefdistinction.
"But | did wonder if you'd decided the evening ntigiot be much
fun." Watching Clive flirt with Louise, who was fiee competition
for any man's attention. "Anyhow, she's gone n®aiti Portland.

"So now I've only got Elsa to worry about." Pollyusided solemn.
"Although | do sometimes ask myself what ChristameJoan would
do if Clive told them they were the love of hilifThat only leaves
you. Can | trust you?"

"You are joking?"

"Of course I'm joking. Clive likes being liked, ahd's good- looking
and he gets fancied. But I'm not possessive, ahdavéds | couldn't
have ducked out tonight, I'd have been in therdtefltng my
eyelashes."

Portland smiled. "Then why weren't you in there?"

Because she had not wanted a crowd around head"&headache,"
she said.

"Oh, I'm sorry, you should have said somethingt better now?"
"Yes, thank you."

Portland was still not sure what had caused theldaee. It could
have been Louise. She thought that Polly lookeé.pg&Vhat you
need," she said, "is a good night's sleep."



Next morning the weather was a little cooler, tlwa fidden by
streaks of cloud, and the sea looked less invitivagn it did when
sunlight tipped the waves.

Clive was in a cool mood too. He wished Polly amdtl&nd "Good

morning" together, and Polly went down to the iamgét two plastic
bucketsful of warm water, then into the hut whére pottery pieces
awaited her. With a soft scrubbing brush she remawest of the

earth from the larger pieces and she was drying tegrefully when

Clive came in.

"See/' she said, showing him. They were glazed,iemall Norse
pottery would be Crude and coarse and black.

"We knew that, didn't we?" he said. Even beforamieg they had
been reasonably sure of the period and she admitted

"Yes."
"What happened to you last night ?" Clive demanded

That was, lot easy to answer. Nothing had happéméxkr, except
that when she had gone down to the inn she hadifoerself unable
to turn her head and look towards the bank and ditcere Piers
should be. She didn't even know if he was there.

Clive was aggrieved. "You knew they were all frisrad mine, | told
you, but | didn't expect you to clear off like thast because | was
talking to Louise."

She took a fine paintbrush to one spot of grime aodked with
delicate pressure. "Did you come looking for md® asked... "Of
course he will," Piers had said...



"As a matter of fact | did." Clive's expression gagted that she
should count that no triumph. "And you'd gone. Andght Charley
you made me look." But he was puzzled. "It iské lyou. What got
into you ? You knew there was nothing serious gaing

"Elsa hoped there was." Polly admired her handiwagkhe grime
dissolved. "She drew my attention to you chattipgLwouise, and
wasn't it Elsa who told everybody | was jealous ?"

"But it isn't like you." Clive was querulous as@osed child. Polly
wouldn't have been surprised if he had addedstit fair," and she
smiled:

"No, of course itisn't like me, and of course lwajealous. But | did
have a bit of a headache and | didn't feel likeosynevening. I'm
sorry everyone got the wrong impression. Excepa,Eleho made
darn sure they got the wrong impression."

Clive, like Portland, did not entirely believe heburing the

Hargraves' interview she had looked bright andt @rough. Clive

had been standing with his arm around Louise, buidd kept an eye
on Polly. The interview had not gone as Clive pithnbut it had

been dull stuff and that was the next best thing.

Polly told him, "I walked back with Piers Hargravésad a meal at
his lodgings."

"Strewth!" Clive thought he saw it all. Whateveegiretended Polly
had been jealous of Louise. And Hargraves had heading for his
lodgings and Polly had simply walked off with hi®he had very
likely invited herself to that meal, she was anuspre girl. "I should
think that cured your headache," dive sneered.t"frhest have been
guiet enough for you."

"Yes," said Polly.



If she imagined she was paying him out she woulkha find

someone else. Hargraves was a cold-blooded fish,Céind was

about to say he'd as soon be jealous of one dMdiehers, but he
stopped himself. He was not going to argue abastahd he was
having second thoughts.

Yesterday had been the first time Polly had putaodisplay of
possessiveness. One of her charms was her lackatdupy. Of
course she had other charms as well and when Gbveound to
marriage Polly was likely to be the girl. But hewebnot want a wife
who watched too closely and considered herseloafid if he
looked at another woman. Go on as you mean to gwas Clive's
motto.

Still, there had been no reproaches from Pollyrtiosning, she didn't
seem to be sulking either, so it was possibleghatmight have had a
nervous headache - there had been more excitehamtisual earlier
- and Elsa might have been stirring things. He Hopewvas that
simple because he was in love with Polly. He wdwdde hated to
find any flaws in her, especially as he honestliebed he was pretty
near perfect himself.

"Let's forget it," he said.
"Do let's," said Polly. She smiled at him and wemtwith her work.

There was really nothing to remember, but somethiag) changed
the day for Polly. She expected to see Piers. Biweght he would
come to see where she was working, in the trench thre hut, if it
was only to examine the pottery shards or tell inew they were
progressing down in the ditch.

She did catch a glimpse of him crossing from tha@aggy hut, but he
didn't approach her, she didn't think he even Idakeher direction.
At midday they went down to the inn for lunch. Meather was fine,



but there was no sunshine to tempt them to stah@ibeach, so the
landlord's wife served the snack meal in the clabrpand they all
relaxed and chatted and took a deserved break.

Clive made much of Polly, a little to punish Elsadaliscourage her
from further mischief-making. Clive was contentinibhe way things
were and so long as Polly asked no more he adarecrid was
prepared to tell her so.

He did tell her, and she laughed and said somethgig and
predictable.

Of course Piers wasn't here. Ewan and Jack werevadealone and
there had been nothing to stop Polly talking to before she came in
here, except shyness. She couldn't remember shyri@ssn
childhood she had expected friendship. She had kribwere were
people vastly cleverer than she was, but she haaf been paralysed
by any of them. Of course there were those who wetbdher into a
respectful listener, but this was die first time $tad found herself
unable to make any kind of move at all towards swrmee

She literally could not go looking again for Pigfargraves. She
could think of a score of casual ways of crossirggdath, but she
couldn't put one foot in front of another and md¥be wanted her he
knew where she was, if there was anything morayo s

He knew where she was and she knew where he wasek long,
but he never came near her. All Tuesday she fattté must. He was
in the geology hut when she left the site at ni@tie went with
Portland, they had all stopped work. "See you tuiyigClive had
said, and Polly had answered, "l expect so." Thay & pleasant
evening on Tuesday, like most of the evenings Rually spent on St.
Bara.



By the time the working hours of Wednesday werer alee had

accepted that Piers Hargraves had nothing to dagrt@nd had heard
all he wanted to hear. It wasn't surprising tha bad bored him.
Hers had been small talk. Although he had said]l e about

yourself, anything,” any fool should have realigbdt he would

hardly be enthralled by a description of her hoavent

It was a busy week. They dug deeper and found emoireal bones,
more pottery pieces. Routine was well established and working
smoothly. So was Polly. She had learned a lessoa.w&s happy
how she was, enjoying her work, comfortable with belleagues,
comfortably in love with Clive.

Everything was comfortable, even the aching bacd hroken

fingernails. An emery file fixed the broken naileep took care of
tired muscles. She spent the evenings with Clind,they planned a
lightning visit to Polly's home at the end of thenth. It was her
mother's birthday, it would be a lovely surprise.

She didn't think about Piers Hargraves. When sWvehga she stayed
quite still so that he couldn't hear her callinGoime and speak to
me." No one could hear. She didn't even hear Hersel

The weather stayed grey until Saturday morningpbu$aturday the
sky was black and there was a spatter of rainldPaivas first at the
window when they woke, and she announced, "Wetrgaiag to get
much done today."

They had all brought work with them: the studentsks for their

studies; Lewis Kent and Bill Canning material fmoks they were
writing; Portland and Clive had curricula and leesineeding their
attention, and Polly had promised a few articlesht&r local

newspaper.



It hardly seemed worth walking to the dig, they Vdm't be able to
take the sheets off the trenches, but Clive mighhtwthem for
something, so they put on mackintoshes and Wetimgytand tied
scarves round their heads. "l wouldn't come if tawou, Bess," said
Polly as Bess, who also had her routine these diagd,to edge out
under Portland's flapping raincoat.

Mrs. Munro hauled the dog back again, scoldingabese Bess had
rheumatism and should not be getting wet.

"Is it likely to last, do you think?" Polly asked.

"The weekend out for sure," said Mrs. Munro. Sheeaidfor comfort,
"It's awful good for the complexion," and thus a®d they set off.

It was a gentle rain, tasting clean and cool. "6hetl weather,"
Portland grumbled, gumboots squelching as she pkuligon.
Hopeless for digging, of course, but Polly feltgéve the island
another face of beauty, soft and sensuous, lessitéghuthan
moonlight.

This place is bewitching me, she thought. Mayhélilld my castle
here. "Still, it gives us a chance to catch uplengaper work," said
Portland.

The rain was light as yet, but the clouds weredfe®ng and it was
obvious there could be no work done on an open\iteen Portland
and Polly arrived most of them were standing arotasling reached
that conclusion. The door of the geology hut wasngfzwan lolled
against the jamb, hands in his jacket pocket. Glive Bill and Lewis
stood looking at the plastic sheeting, each walsihall shining pool
of rain.

"Hardly worth turning out for," said Clive, as Boland Portland
walked towards them. "Can't do anything out hedayd'



There was plenty of work they could do under cotet, Polly said
wistfully, "I suppose nobody would care to comelexpg?"

"Exploring for what?" asked Portland.

"Just looking around the island. We haven't hadhmel@ance up to
now. Only the one Sunday."

"In this?" Portland shuddered, and Polly laughed:
"A drop of rain won't hurt."

"See them?" Clive tilted Polly's chin so that shaswooking
overhead. "They're clouds, my sweet idiot. Theggsg to be a
downpour before long and | don't want any of yothwatreaming
colds. Show a bit of sense."

Some of them might have agreed that this was acetfan discovery,
or at any rate for exercise, but Clive's decismwayed them all. The
students stayed in the huts and the club- room.@ihning cycled
off again for his lodgings, and Portland and Pelgnt back to the
Munros', where Portland opened a portfolio of papmnd spread
them out on the little round table under the parieundow. Polly sat
with a writing pad on her knee, dutifully jottingpwn notes for her
first article for theAverton MercuryMrs. Munro brought in coffee
for them, and outside the rain still fell gentlydathe clouds still
lowered black. »

Suddenly Portland leaned forward and gingerlydiftee edge of the
lace curtain. "We've got a caller," she soundegrsaed.

"Who?" Portland had dropped the curtain, but Pabuld see
someone coming. "It isn't Clive, is it?"

"It's Hargrave$ said Portland.



Polly felt a surge of exhilaration so that she attbrew her arms
round Portland and waltzed her around the roontedasshe nearly
fell over Bess, making for the door into the timtrance hall to get
through the front door.

He was not yet at the white gate, but he was cortanty and Polly
ran and opened the gate. Both of Mr. MacLean's days with him,
and they bounded forward and danced around Pdilg.ceuld feel
herself blushing, and smiled, and bit her lip ®asly it. "Hello," she
said. "How are you?" She knew how he was, she &ad sim daily.

"How are you?" he said. As though they had beent.dffde storm
hasn't broken yet. Do you still want to go explgfth

"Il get a coat." Portland was in the hall by nasking quietly:
"What's the visit in aid of?"
"We're going walking," said Polly.

She changed back into her gumboots, and took hekimash off a
peg on the wall. "No, Bess," she said. "Sorry."

"Suppose Clive does turn up, what do | tell him@ttRRnd wanted to
know.

"He won't." Polly wrinkled her nose. "It isn't sdvle, walking in this
weather."

Portland's voice was still hushed, but it was vemphatic. "l hope
you're not doing this simply to annoy Clive."

"No\" Polly was even more emphatic.

"Because Clive can't stand him now," said PortldRdt a match to
that fuse and you will cause trouble."



Piers was still standing at the gate. Polly camettoning her

mackintosh, fastening the buckle of her belt. Skekhrer scarf stuffed
into her pocket; some time she might tie up her, bait right now she
felt like a child out of school. She wanted herrttaiblow free. She
said, "l am so glad you came."

"There's a place I'd like to show you," he said.

They met no one. The sheep were still around amdadlvs, and the
dogs rushed off from time to time to greet otheg<ddrhe rain had
made the ground soft underfoot, the grasses swialedlg and the
bracken and heather shook off glittering showershay brushed
against it.

Piers knew far more of the island than Polly did.lt&d walked alone
many times. He told her names, of crags and moandscoves, of
plants. She teased, "What don't you know?"

"A great many things, but if I've read it | rememiiée'
"Everything?"

He said drily, "It saves carrying files around."
"What is your 1.Q.?"

"Two hundred."

"Don't ask me mine," said Polly. Hers was a hundrsdiforty, which
had always been considered very satisfactory.

They talked of work. Piers hadn't found his volcdawvel, and having
cut into the outer bank of the ditch he proposethélling under the
castle mound during the next weeks. Polly describedpieces of
pottery, her eyes shining, her lashes wet and spiyskin glowing
pearl-like with a healthy transparency.



"Rain suits you," said Piers.

"Does it?" She was blushing again. "I like it.Kdiwater, swimming.
That's something | must do more of while I'm hénee only been
swimming once."

"You're a good swimmer?"

"A moderate one," she said, although she had beannsing well
since she was very young. They were coming doviheghore now,
into a cove where the sea was breaking on the lghing

"We had a swimming pool,” said Piers, "the siza tdke."

"You did?" She almost added "lucky you". Instead said, puzzled,
"But you don't swim."

"My father did. He was championship standard. Mustis friends
weren't far behind."

"But no one taught you?"

"He threw me in the deep end one day and | saekdiktone."
"That was a stupid thing to do."

"Some youngsters learn that way."

"One in a hundred, maybe," said Polly indignantlshe ones who
are fat enough to float like a balloon."

Piers laughed, "Which ruled me out. Anyhow, | was $cared to try
to get to the side. | thought he'd brought me therown me."



Polly's mother and father had taught her to swimidihg her in their
arms, encouraging her, praising her, swimming leesidr. She
asked, "How old were you?"

"Five."

Polly had been about five too. How could anyoneshawt that much
hopelessness into a child? Horror darkened her aydsmade her
voice husky. "What kind of man was your father?"

"You'd have liked him," said Piers.
"l would not!"

"Most people did."

"Did you?"

"No." He might have been talking about an acquarga "But |
appreciated his quandary. | was not what he'd é¢gdeand God
knows | was not what he wanted."

"What did he want?"

"A son who could ride to hounds with him. Can yee sne riding to
hounds?"

She shook her head, asking, "What was your moitke?"|

"She died in a car crash when | was a few montts Biom all
accounts she was like my father, most people liexdoo."

Most people were uncomfortable with Piers. Clivel lteeen from
their student days. "The only man I've ever dislikethout reason,”
he had told Polly, but of course there was a red3mns Hargraves'
kind of intelligence must bring an inborn arrogan@nd a



self-sufficiency, if life demanded it, that wouldrfio a shield around
him hard as tempered steel.

When had he first heard himself described as aaKffe she
wondered. He was probably reading at two, waseih?hShe could
iImagine his father: landed gentry, big and blufd @mndsome,
hail-fellow-well-met with everyone. And the child éka changeling,
thin and unsmiling, seeing the bully beneath theelelent mask of
the man.

At five he had believed his father hated him enotggkill him, and
he was afraid when the water closed over his haatdhack on dry
land there was a world in his mind where no ondccaeach him or
harm him. No kind of boy at all, Piers Har- grabesl been cheated
of youth and of love.

But it was not too late. He had probably takenyPolbser into his
confidence than he had ever taken anyone, anddedme looking
for her today. Almost a week without a word, but rhest have
thought about her because in the end he had come.

"Look at this," he said. Across the shingle, oweritocks, there was a
cave in the cliff face. Polly held out her hand Fom to take, she
could use a little support where they were clanmgeriThe rocks
were slippery with rain, and from the cave came@et running into
the rock pools.

There was a waterfall in the shadows, cascadingndowsilvery
spray over the boulders. Everything was darknessnal, and the
sound of rushing water, and Polly's breath quicllen#h surprise
and pleasure. "How beautiful! How big is the cave?"

He turned on a torch and she saw the rock, ahahd\serhead. The
waterfall came from an underground stream throughcavern roof.
It was only a tiny gem of a waterfall, but in iteutk velvet setting it



was perfect. There was just enough room to stackifibam the spray
and watch it. There were even stones large enaugih on.

Polly sat on a large fiat stone and the dogs lelibm, and out again
on to the beach. She asked, "When did you fin®this

"A few days ago. I'm glad you like it. | hoped yought." So he had
thought of her when he came across it. He sat enobrthe rocks
himself, looking at her, and she said directly:

"l thought | must have bored you last time. | thougou were
avoiding me."

"No." He said that explosively, then in his usual letegles, "You
were with Rounsley."

Not all the time. "If | was," she said, "that doésnean that no one
else has to speak to me."

"What does it mean?" She hesitated because it ineesy to give a
straight answer. There were no ties and no claiotsyet. Some, day,
maybe, but at the moment she was no longer centhait she was
hoping for.

Piers sat, arms folded, looking impassive as aa bigef, and she
said with a touch of impatience, because surelysbbeld have been
able to speak for herself even if she couldn't &mdar Clive, "I'm
not sure." To avoid enlarging on that she added, "You daké |
Clive, do you?"

"He says that?"
"He believes that."

"He's wrong." She was pleased for a moment, uatddid, "I neither
like nor dislike him."



Indifference could be more insulting than dislikand Piers
Hargraves seemed indifferent to most people. Psdiyl sharply,
"Folk are flesh, you know, not cardboard cut-outs."

Then he smiled and she was filled with a missiozagi to make him
see what he was missing. Every day he missed chaigetting to
know people who were kind and generous and inggitigexcept for
Elsa there was not one member of the team whony Rladl not
consider a friend. They were all very human, noaboard cut-out
in the set.

"Take - " she had been going to say "Clive," but thgght have been
a little too personal, so she took Lewis Kent iadteKent was a
colourful character, always sailing off in smalla® and getting
blown off course in the Gulf Stream or groundedhg@Amazon. She
ran through a few anecdotes about Lewis Kent, had she talked
about the others with genuine affection, tryingrnake him see them
through her eyes as though he was a visitor froothan planet.

At last he said, "Is there anyone you don't like?"
"Not here, no."
"Anywhere?"

"Well, of course." But she would have been hardsped to name
anyone and he went on looking at her, steadilycb@agly. Then he
said:

"You might have a different viewpoint if you wergly."

Obviously if she had been physically repulsive,ifoshe had not
grown up in a home where loving and caring werendlor granted
she would be looking at life with different eyese thought she wore



rose-coloured spectacles, to a small extent itccbel true, and she
said wryly, "It's Pollyanna again."

"Who's Pollyanna?"

"You certainly wouldn't have read the book." Onéhaf dogs came in
shaking itself vigorously. The rain was heavier noutside, the
threatened downpour had started. "We should bengdiack," said
Polly. She walked the few steps to look out at ske which was
unbroken leaden grey. "This isn't going to easaggn, is it?"

"No. I'm sorry."
"It doesn't matter. | told you | don't mind rainwanted to come."
"What about your hair?"

"It's wet already. And I've got a scarf." She bratuigfrom her pocket
and he took it from her, put it cornerwise over head and tied it
under her chin.

"Walit," she said. He wore a trench coat and sherfasl it up, turning
up the collar. "There, now we're ready for anythidgell, almost

anything." She held his arm. "If either of us slgosd breaks a leg
climbing over these rocks we shall never heardkedf it, so it isn't
going to be me."

The rain didn't ease. It came slow and soakingthallway back to
Mr. MacLean's cottage, which was nearer than Mrnils or they
might have made for there. When they were neangenone of the
dogs went through a grey quagmire of mud and caméoking as
though he was made of the stuff, and Polly wasetpmrsive about
the reception they might get from Alastair MacLean. \



At least, thank heaven, he wasn't houseproud. ®bewlas unlocked
and she stepped in warily. "Down," Piers ordereddbgs, and they
settled motionless just inside the room. Polly toffikher gumboots
and got out of her mac. Under boots and mac shedwasand she
watched Piers' muddy footprints appear as he alabseflagstones
into the kitchen. He came out of the kitchen ateosaying, "It doesn't
look as if he's back yet. He went down to the harto visit a friend."

"Good." Here was her chance to clean up the fautpreven perhaps
clean up the dog. "Would you have any slippers@"asked.

"No."

"Well, you must have some more shoes. Don't yauktiiou should
change those?"

He looked down, viewing his tracks for the firghd. "Yes, all right."

"Don't go upstairs in them," she protested as lgam&o. "And hadn't
you better take off your coat too? It's drippingtevaall over the
place.”

"All right," he said again. He took off coat andosls, and carried
them into the kitchen. She followed with her maaped both coats
over chairs, his shoes beneath. It was warm infr@nethe solid fuel

range, her mac would dry. In the meantime she milolosvn one of

the dogs with a piece of sacking towelling, looké¢the muddier dog
and said, "We really should bath Bolter, he's afubmess."

"Won't he dry off?"

"If he does you'll have to chip him out. That's ytine, you're the
geologist."



"Bathing dogs isn't my line."

"I've had practice. Where is the bath?" A largelath was in the
washroom leading off the kitchen. They heated watethe stove
and Polly lured a reluctant Bolter towards the b&he had done
quite a lot of this in her time. She knew how t@xand to handle,
and as she soaped and rinsed Bolter she talked abme of the
animals who had lodged at her father's kennelsrelThad been
champions and mongrels, nice docile animals andgaaccentrics.

"MacAllister was the latest, a West Highland, & lein there when |
came away. His owners collected him last week amdvhs so
homesick for them we had to bring him into the eoaisd kid him he
was one of the family." She poured more water @ater, getting
the last of the soap from his glossy coat.

"My mother says they tell friends when they go hpreok
mournful at Blair Kennels and you'll get an armchai the fire'."
Bolter looked at her, mournful and reproachful, shé said, "And
you can't understand why you're in hot water angsgiisn't, can

you? Never mind, it's over now. Out you come, mydsome."

Bolter needed no second telling. He was out ankispdimself all

over them. Polly rubbed him vigorously for a minotetwo, while

Piers got rid of the bathwater and the bath, thensaid to Bolter,
"Stay by the stove now and I'll clean up in thefEhe¢ mud on the
flagstones.

"That will brush off," said Piers.

"I know, but it seems unfair to leave it for olda&tair." She padded
around in her stockinged feet, briskly wielding emthat didn't look
as though it got much use.



Piers put a match to a fire that was laid in thieng room grate and
asked, "Tea or coffee?"

"Tea, please," said Polly.

They ate apple tart, somebody was not a bad hahdve pastry, and
Polly had made scrambled eggs. "Can you cook?'asked Piers.
They sat at the table in the living room, the dogse almost dry
now, stretched out in front of the fire. "No," had

"So there is something you're not an expert org"sshiled.
"Any number of things," he said.

"Although you could always read a cookery book. dmever forget
a recipe."

"l could read a book on the bicycle, but I'd d48lll off a bike, and |
doubt if a book on Casanova would turn me intoeaglover."

She laughed; he was laughing at himself, thereneiing pompous
about him. Beneath the icy self-control there wasam so different
from everyone else's idea of Piers Hargraves thatas hard to
believe they were one person.

| do like you, thought Polly, | like you very mucBhe looked at him
with smiling shining eyes, and he looked at herdonoment, then
away. The chessboard was at the far end of the,tablshe went on
eating her apple tart Polly asked, "Has Mr. MacLbaaten you at
chess yet?"

"No. Why?"

"He wants to. He told me. Fair and square, thottghsays he's no
match for you, but his day will come."



"I'm sure it will," said Piers. "Do you play?"

"No, and | don't want you to teach me, thank yshg said gaily. "If
Mr. MacLean can't win, and he's had that set shecgvas a laddie,
what chance would | stand?"

"A good one," he said, "I concentrate on the garherw'm playing
him."

She laughed again, delighted, enjoying herself insaly. This was
cosy and warm, and the rain still pouring down $thdceep Mr.
MacLean away for a few hours yet. Not that Pollyldostay here
indefinitely. Portland would have no idea where glas, and might
presume they were out in all this rain. Portlandl fso been
concerned that Clive might turn up.

If Clive turned up he might turn awkward. Not thathad the right to
dictate Polly's movements, but perhaps it was tonget back to the
Munros'. She said, "I think | ought to go. Portlamtl be wondering
where | am."

He stood up from the table as she did and askdwll'§see you
tomorrow?"

Tomorrow Clive would expect her to be around areldiin't want to
cause any trouble for anyone. She said, "Oh, thieesi get-together.
There was talk of taking a launch out. Would yome@"

She half thought he might agree, but he said, "ldo@d before she
could try to persuade him, "What about Monday?"

"I'll see you at the dig. If it's raining I'll be the hut or - "
“I'll find you," he said.

"Yes," she said. "Yes."



She went into the kitchen and put on her mac, wivias dry now but
wouldn't stay dry for more than a couple of minutas there. Piers
who had gone upstairs came down with an umbreliaas$ slim and
long, with a white curved handle, in lilac. It lcakladylike, and had
probably belonged to Miss Elspeth. "Will it be a@iht if | borrow
that ?" Polly asked.

"Why not?" He put it down and picked up his codte Hogs, scenting
action, were on their feet, looking from Polly teiR.

"Forget it, you two," said Polly. She pulled on lggrmboots at the
door. "I'll run all the way," she said to Piersh&Fe's no need for you
to come with me and get wet through all over adain.

"Of course I'm coming," he said.

"Oh! WeH, there is the umbrella." She giggled. tlagh | can't see
you coming back carrying a lilac umbrella. I'll wet it Monday
evening, shall 1?"

"Do that," he said. When they opened the doordiremet them, and
he asked, "Must you go yet?"

"I think | should. I'm sure Portland will be worng, | think I'd better
go."

She put up the umbrella and they stepped out. &lettis arm to
draw him under the comparative shelter, and tha®mwo question of
running. It was not dark yet, but the driving rdiastically reduced
visibility and made progress a bit of a battle.

It also cut out conversation, and when Piers stdpaed said
"Listen," she heard the rain and the wind, and tnéaint cry.



"What is it?" She put down the umbrella and theyked around.

They were not at the track yet, they were stillssing the heathland
with its scrub and dips and hillocks; and what wiik rain and the
overcast misty greyness on everything they coule Ipssed within
a few feet of Alastair MacLean without seeing him.

He moaned again and they saw him then. "Oh no, ol almost
sobbed. "Oh, what's happened?" Piers was alreaglglikg beside
old Alastair, who lay half buried in the brackes,s@dden wet and as
pale as a drowned man.

Piers took his hand, feeling for his pulse, as Msmls eyes
flickered. "And about time. Get me in my house | wdu?" At least
that was what Polly thought he said - his voice avasoak. Piers put
an arm underneath him and he moaned louder thes tikty leg!"

Polly knelt in the bracken too, cradling the oldrsahead while Piers
ran a hand over his legs. When he reached thanéfe MacLean
almost got out a roar. "We'll get you indoors,"dsRiers. MacLean
was a big man with big bones, it wasn't going teehsy lifting and
carrying him.

Piers said, "Let's get his overcoat off." It wathigk coat, weighing
more than double its weight now it was saturateth wain. Polly
undid the buttons and as they eased off the ceatkispered, "Shall
you go for help? We could put the umbrella over,hiroould stay
while you get someone."

"Get me to m'bed, I'm dying," moaned Alastair. ¥slheart lurched,
she looked at Piers with questioning eyes, andltke s

"No, you're not, but you've been out here long gholill take your"
head and shoulders and Polly will take your legsnit far."



It seemed a long way. Although Piers took moshefweight Polly's
arms ached as though they were being drawn fromgbekets, and
perspiration dabbled her forehead as fast as thevashed it away.
They laid him on the floor as soon as they got imende. His head
fell back and his breathing was raucous.

"I'll get some bedclothes," Polly gasped. "And dtreas." She ran up
into the first bedroom, snatching blankets and det,ethrowing
them down the stairs, dragging the mattress withaleshe hurried
down again. Piers had old Alastair near the fine,rend a glass at the
old man's lips. Alastair swallowed and coughedyesting so that the
glass rattled against his teeth.

"Help me get these clothes off him," said Pierse'sHsoaked to the
skin. God knows how long he's lain out there." Thagl come to the
house from another direction. He could have berg lghere then. If
his cries had been faint they would not have haard

They got him undressed and covered him with blankatd he lay
semi-conscious. The ruddiness had gone from bendlath
weather-beaten tan of his face, leaving a lividgpaExhaustion and
exposure were both taking toll. He probably needieds, certainly
he needed attention if that ankle was broken.

There was no doctor on the island and the neahestepwas by the
harbour, but most of the islanders were used tdrdewvith illness

and injuries, and the obvious thing was to cal&dineighbour. Bill

Canning's lodgings were about a quarter of a nilaya Bill could

cycle down to the phone and get through to the lavathfor a doctor
while Bill's landlady came back to lend an immeeliaand.

Piers went to get help, and Polly made hot sweeatel begged old
Alastair to drink some. He was still in shock, hatwas lucid enough
to know that he would have preferred another brandgweet tea,
and it was only when he saw tears in Polly's elgas he made the



effort and got down half a cup of tea. She wasfalsmarted lass and
a pretty one, in some ways she reminded him ofd#tsp

Mrs. MacNeil, Bill's landlady, came hurrying. Dr.akjraves had
explained they had just found Alastair MacLean ideatdis house,
his leg was hurt and he could be at risk of pneuand@he had never
spoken to Hargraves before, but he was a man wivosg you'd
accept without question. Mr. Canning hadn't askedguestions at
all. He had been on his bike, pedalling towardstéhephone and a
real doctor, almost before Mrs. MacNeil could get boat on.

As they came along she did ask "Seems to be bad, lte?" but Dr,
Hargraves, striding ahead of her, only said "Badugh" and Mrs.
MacNeil was worried. She was more than worried whba saw
Alastair, with his bed made up in front of the fires two dogs and
the girl who was staying at Maggie Munro's sittingside him.
Alastair was propped up with cushions, his greydmaf hair, still

damp, seemed thinner, and his skin had a yellotvigie.

He watched her advance on him, asking, "What'tha| Alastair?"
and groaned faintly:

"Can you no' see, woman, I'm a sick man?"

"They found you lying outside, they tell me. Drunkere you?" He
swelled with righteous indignation and she was dtadee a faint
flush in the pallor as he protested:

"I was not. No more than a couple of drams. WNie- Tavish set me
down and drove off in that boneshaker of his atudried m'foot in a
rabbit hole. | couldn'a get up." He shivered agsithe memory. It
had been a bad fall, sucking the breath from hay/liato a black pit
of pain, so that he lay stunned. When sense cagiedmdd driving

rain beat down on him and his cries for help weeakv He was an
old man and he knew it then, without the strengtlerawl or even



move. Now, sheltered and safe from the deadeningwarmth had
begun to creep back into his limbs although hisgsamere still chill
and aching.

The doctor, and the girl the doctor used to calkdvBlair but now

called Polly had saved his life. He had seen themircg and known
they could pass by and prayed as he hadn't praygehrs, and they
had stopped and they had heard him. He turneda@ git Polly,

"Where's Elspeth's umbrella?"

She jumped up guiltily. "I dropped it. It's stilibthere - I'll find it."

"Il get it," said Piers. "And I'll look for youmvercoat." Mrs.
MacNeil took off her coat and pushed up her sleavneksaid:

"Let me-see this leg."

The swelling was immense. It must have balloonedoas as they
got his boot off, and Mrs. MacNeil put on cold caegses, then
bandaged the ankle with practised dexterity. "Letwat for the
doctor now," she said, looking pleased with herself

But there was going to be a delay before medidal teached them.
Bill Canning came back to report that the doctos waEdinburgh
and wouldn't be back until tomorrow. His wife preed that he
would then get over to St. Bara as soon as he could

"I'm sure that's genuine," said Bill, watching Bias though he might
need appeasing. "It's a foul night, you couldréinie anyone for not
wanting to put to sea, but the man isn't there. idik come
tomorrow."

"Rest and quiet and another dram is the treatmeérdadvise," said
Mrs. MacNeil soothingly.



There was really nothing else they could do. Thexee no fireplaces
upstairs, but this room could be kept warm, so &iltl Piers brought
down the divan from Piers' sitting room, and Palhg Mrs. MacNeil
made it up with bedclothes from Alastair's bedwas Piers' bed that
Polly had stripped earlier. The men put the old 'sxdtannel
nightshirt on him while the women went into theckién - he was
having a belated attack of modesty - and then lifteg him off the
mattress on the floor into the bed.

He was no longer shivering, but no one was suret wdraorrow

would bring. Mrs. MacNeil had hot water bottledhatme, she would
fetch them and a bottle of painkillers. Alastaifmah@d his dram "for
medicinal purposes" and slipped into slumber.

"Somebody ought to be sitting with him," said My&acNeil. "He'll
be running a temperature, | shouldn't wonder, ahaf the fever -
he's got malaria in him from those foreign partg'dHbetter be
watched, we don't want him throwing the blanketsoofwandering
outside."

"I'll stay with him," said Piers, but Mrs. MacNaibunded doubtful.
"Begging your pardon, sir, but have you done ackreom nursing?"
"No."

"No, well, a man can always be useful about, kd think that's a
woman's job. | do find that men are more likelgtop off." Her look
for Polly said it was between them, and Polly adter

"I'll sit up with him.""That's settled, then," saidrs. MacNeil. "If he's
restless and you want me I'll come right backlddlve my door on
the latch, then either of you can come in and shout



"Bill," Polly had another errand for him, "would yogo and tell
Portland where | am, please?" She thought for a embniAnd ask
her to come round here in the morning."

The bike was earning its keep. Bill Canning pedatteough the rain
to the Munros'. Portland opened the door and gaspdti Come in!
| thought you were Polly."

Bill agreed that he was not Polly, explained whed happened and
gave her Polly's message. Although Portland haémmet Alastair
MacLean she was shocked at the news of his accidedtshe was
saying how sorry she was when Bill asked, "What ®Rally doing
there?"

"They went out walking. Then | suppose they wentkb& the
house."

"Polly and Hargraves?" Bill vaguely rememberedlibe but he had
had no idea that Polly was on walking and visitiegns with Piers
Hargraves.

"There's nothing in it," Portland insisted. "He -like just came and
collected her."

"Did he now?" Bill ruminated. "I wonder what Clivéll have to say
when he hears where she spent the night."



CHAPTER FIVE

Exhaustion sedated Alastair MacLean as thoroughlgirags could
have done. He lay without movement, deeply aslaeg when Piers
and Polly were left alone with him everything wasaq. Polly satin a
wing-backed chair, reaction to the strain of thé hesirs making her
feel a little sick and a little shaken.

"All right?" Piers asked, and the moment of weakngassed. She
said honestly:

“I'm fine." The dogs lay between them on the heaghlooking
across at the unaccustomed bed and the uncondoionof their
master.

Piers said, "It would have been all the same ifdween robbing
him." They had carried in the body and strippetbivn, and the dogs
had circled anxiously but with no signs of attagkin

"No, it wouldn't." Polly stroked the nearer dog.h€ly trusted us.
Animals can sense what you're feeling just as #reyw if you're
scared of them. They know he's ill, but they knogvcare."

The dog she was petting seemed unaware of the scakés
whimpered faintly, still looking at MacLean, andlliyasked: "You
do care, don't you?"

"Yes," said Piers.

She need not have asked. He cared probably maneCinge would
have done in the circumstances. After that fleetingloyalty to
Clive, Polly got up to find something to occupy $edf because there
was a long night ahead.She brought out the filesthe notebooks
with the myths and legends and sat on the hearthitigthe dogs.
Piers brought down a couple of books from upst&ine picked them



up and looked at their titles and grimaced, themdked them back
with an ostentatious haste that made him smile.

Sleep was what the patient needed, quiet deep. sléep sat in the
lamplight: Piers reading, Polly reading, dreamintpinking,
sometimes just sitting, resting against the lea#rar of his chair.
Sometimes she handed up accounts or stories thak $ter and he
read them, but she suspected it was courtesygkiuats and goblins
didn't really interest him.

When she had read them all she took the papers tbhattie little
bureau and stood beside the bed, looking at MacL€here was
colour in his face now, there could be fever inlimod, but it was
less frightening than that awful pallor; he hadked more than half
dead when they found him.

She said softly, as she sat down again in frortheffire, "He was
born in this house. Mrs. Munro told me. Althoughthevelled the
world he had to come back."

But not to die yet. Surely fate was on MaclLeards sHe could have
lain there into the night and beyond if Piers hatlbeen living here,
if Piers had not fetched Polly and Polly had nat t@areturn to her
own lodgings. She had insisted oil going right thalthough she
might easily have stayed longer, and another hotinat rain could
have finished old Alastair.

| wonder, thought Polly idly, if that was a premimon. She turned to
ask Piers what he thought. She doubted if he hediewn
premonitions, but it was curious because she hsidt@d on going.
There had been a touch of panic in her determina@b course there
could be another reason for panic if she hadHtelta might be risk in
staying.



Piers was looking inquiringly at her, as well hghtias she had only
said, "Do you - " before her thoughts raced aheddefhher gasping.

Danger from him? From herself? That was unlikely, frerhaps she
wouldn't go into premonitions or alternatives. Shgl, for something
to say, "l was born in the house my parents st# in."

"My family were born in the same house for genersj" he said.

"The house with the swimming pool like a lake?" Thlgpped out
and he nodded. Then he added:

"It's an orphanage now."

Portland had said his father was well known fordhiarities. He must
have willed the family home away from his son, dwoe t
disappointment and the dislike had lasted allifes'|Do you mind?"
Polly asked quietly.

"They need it. | don't." There was no bitternesshie way he said
that. It was a fact but not an interesting one.hddn't wanted the
house that had been in his family for generatitimsi,e had been no
security there for one child.

She didn't ask, "Do you ever go back?" becaus&isée he did not
go back and the memories were bleak. Instead $teel aShall | get
us a hot drink?" It was time, it was somethingaoahd it was a small
comfort she could offer. "Coffee?" she said.

"Thank you." He smiled at her. "A mug of cocoayou?"
"Black, black coffee," she chanted, "to keep mekawva
"You go to sleep. I'll call you if he wakes."

"l daren't risk it. Mrs. MacNeil says men drop bff.



"The MacNeil men must have easy consciences."

She asked as she went towards the kitchen, "Dag&scgmscience
keep you awake?"

"I don't have a conscience," he said.

"Then it's black coffee for both of us. Do you kndhe dogs have
been fed?"

They hadn't. Piers came into the kitchen and feantlwvhile Polly

made coffee and found bread and cheese. The dleepan's

breathing was reassuringly even, but as time worhe coffee wore
off and Polly found it harder and harder to keepdyes open. She
tried to keep her head up, but that drooped tod sae jerked herself
from surface slumber to feel Piers' hands on heulslers. "Into a

chair anyway," he said.

"Yes, all right, but | mustn't go to sleep." Heptdad gone to sleep
already. When he lifted her she nearly crumpled.hidiel her and
smiled at her.

"For an hour," he said. She was tired, but sheanaght sleeper, any
sound would alert her. He put her into the chad shne rubbed her
numb foot, wincing at the pins and needles.

"Then you'll call me," she insisted.
"Trust me."
"YeS."

"Can | trust you?" he said. She was still flexingr lankle as - she
looked up and met his eyes. He hadn't worn sp&daclt in the rain,
nor at night when he saw her home. He wore theth@dig, he wore
them reading. Now he was wearing them. What dichkan - could



he trust her? Trust her to wake when he called feract fast if
action was needed?

"| certainly hope so0," she said.

He looked at her without smiling, and his eyes s&to probe until

they hurt. She could almost understand why people avdn't know

him were afraid of him. "One hour," she said. Tiske closed her
eyes and turned her head away, and tried to relax.

She slept a little. Piers was standing by the bkedmshe woke and
she went over quietly. "How is he?" she whispered.

The sick man was muttering, his face was ruddyragaihealthily
so, little beads of perspiration showing on hiswar&olly stared in
dismay. "He is feverish. Could it be malaria?"

"He could be sweating it out. He's more or lessnidotdo run a
temperature after what he's been through. He haad'imalaria for
over five years. At his age it's unlikely again.|Wjou fill the

waterbottles?"

He took them out of the bed and she heated watéheostove and
refilled them. The old man was rambling about peaghd places
from his past, rarely intelligibly but less in dalm than in restless
dreams. The pain from his foot had probably distdrbim and Piers
got a couple of Mrs. MacNeil's painkillers down him

Then he sat beside him, talking quietly. Althoughgave no sign of
understanding what was being said MacLean rambksiMhen Piers
spoke. The reassuring voice was reaching and m@sgaand there
was no time at which Polly felt they must get h&ptween them she
knew they could cope. She gently wiped the old séorehead,
smoothed back the bedclothes when he threw theramdfat last the



disjointed monologue ended and the tossing ceaskti@sank once
more into peaceful sleep.

She was "almost sure that Piers didn't sleep tight.n\He sat in the
armchair by the fire and he closed his eyes, beatdtin't think he
slept. She wasn't tired herself now. The actiothefpast hour had
started the adrenalin flowing, and she took a pabpencil from the
bureau and wrote a long letter home.

There was plenty to write about. Tonight's drarftedipages, and the
fact that she was sitting in the lamplight at ne&oslr o'clock in the
morning, watching over the man whose life she migive helped to
save, gave impact to the letter. She didn't sayllhaHargraves was
sitting in the chair opposite as she wrote. Shenhaactually
mentioned that Piers lived here. Her mother wasGine, so was
Polly, of course, there was nobody more pro-CliantRolly, but she
didn't want her mother writing and asking, "This Bargraves, he's a
friend of Clive's too, of course?"

So in the letter Polly talked a lot about Mrs. MadNright up to
"sickroom is woman's work, | do find that men dmif," but she
omitted to add that shortly after that Mrs. MacN&itl gone home.

When dawn came the rain had stopped, and Polly weatthe
kitchen and began to cook breakfast. She wasngrigumand she
wasn't asking Piers in case he wasn't becausalte eat something.
With Mr. MacLean out of action meals might be alpeon in this
household. So Polly cooked bacon and eggs and teadad carried
the food and cutlery into the living room.

MacLean still seemed to be sleeping peacefully, sinel moved
carefully to avoid disturbing him. Piers got up dadk the tray from
her, and she whispered, "When do you think theattoeill come?"



"I don't know when the man Canning phoned will méaKehe said,
"but I'll have someone out here this morning."

She glanced towards the bed. "He won't have toitgohospital, will
he? I'm sure he'd hate that."

"I'm sure any nursing he needs can be done heliésee that it is."

She was pleased to hear that. It meant he was ghadkinMacLean

his responsibility. He would get a doctor out, heuld get a nurse if a
nurse was needed. It justified her liking for hindat proved that
anyone who said he was inhuman knew nothing.

She nodded approvingly. "Now come and eat yourkasg | don't

know when you'll get your dinner."” She laughediat softly. "There

should be a hogboon somewhere for the chores,dibtliere?" She
looked around her as she sat down. "Where's ousdwgnow that
we need him?"

Piers sat opposite her and she suddenly clappednd to her
forehead. "Good heavens!"

"What's the matter?"
"I saw myself as a selkie. Do you know what a sei&?"

He looked blankly at her. "A seal maiden. What wo& talking
about?"

"That's right,” said Polly. Her dancing eyes beliedr serious
expression. "And it's very disappointing becauseniot a selkie after
all. I'm the hogboon in charge of the chores."

There might have to be someone here during theldayrolly could
come after work, and borrow Mrs. Munro's cycle amgover in the
lunch-break. She was fond of old Alastair, but eNshe hadn't been



she would probably have made the offer becauseye&yone who
knew her knew, Polly was a pushover for thosedalite.

From the bed Alastair MacLean said in the voica ofian who has
been following the conversation for some time, '@ghoon is a wee
grey man. Did you not read the notebooks ?"

The old fraud! Not that he was feigning illnesst ba had feigned
sleep to hear what they were saying about him.yRednt to his
bedside. The shadows were still round his eyeshlsueyes were
Clear.

"All right," she said, "you're the expert. But cau say for sure there
aren't any little brown lady hogboons? Maybe theykept out of
sight not being as pushing as their menfolk."

"Knowing their place?" MacLean was enjoying thegok

"Yes," said Polly. "Now isn't that just like meé&appealed to him,
and then to Piers. "Aren't | a born hogboon?"

MacLean was feeling weak, but he had been greatigsured by
what the doctor had just said. He was no longaralblelp was here
that would in no way rob him of dignity. He chuatjebut the
compliment was heartfelt, "I'll tell you what yotealassie. You're a
sight for an old man's eyes."

"Thank you, master," said Polly gaily. "Now yourgtmon will see to
your breakfast." She turned and almost collidedh \Riers.

"And for a young man's eyes," he said quietly, ahé hid her
confusion with another smile and a swirl of herwdber- length hair,
because she was profoundly moved with that strangeunfamiliar
feeling that was shyness.



Alastair drank his tea, and managed a couple ¢éth@ggs. He was
not altogether clear about last night. He knew Iasvaccident had
happened, but his recollections of what followed rescue were
hazy. And he knew that his ankle was giving him mggoHe

complained on that score, but Mrs. MacNeil's baedagoked so
professional that they hesitated about removingnthentil she

arrived.

When she did she was cautiously pleased with theraln the light
of day Alastair MacLean looked much older than lzs ldone
yesterday morning, but he was sitting up and missothing. "We'll
leave the bandages," she decided. "Take anotimey beadache pills
if it's bad."

He growled at her, but took the pills, and as sasrbreakfast was
over Piers set out to walk down to the harbour dmedtelephone.
Polly was washing up in the kitchen, and Mrs. Macil Nvas
washing Alastair's hands and face with very ligt®peration from
him, when Portland arrived. Polly answered the daod as
Portland's voice reached him Alastair bellowed ulgio the
face-cloth, "No more women in here!"

Polly began to laugh, stepping outside and clofiegdoor behind
her. "Sorry," she said to Portland.

"He doesn't sound mortally injured,” said Portland.
"He'll be all right. He was lucky."

“I'm glad to hear it," said Portland. She lookexbtigh the window.
"What are they doing to him now?"

"Bill's landlady is washing his face, and Piers gase to find out
exactly what's happening about the doctor. He'skimglto the
harbour unless he can find someone with a vehitlée way."



"You look all in," said Portland. "You'd better cerhome and get
some rest." Until then Polly had not been undulgdj but now she
remembered how little sleep she had had and imrnedgidelt
light-headed. "Before Clive comes," added Portland.

Polly did not want Clive coming here, adding to sti@in. Somehow
she had no doubt that was what Clive would do.vi&m& back inside
and asked Mrs. MacNeil how long she could stay.

Between them the MacNeils could cover Sunday. Dddargraves
was due for some rest, said Mrs. MacNeil, and seRaly. Alastair
MacLean agreed emphatically with that. "Run alolagsie,” he'
urged her. Polly was wan and woolly- witted withdae by now. It
had hit her like a blow, but she still hesitated d&ingered, saying,
"I'll be back, | wish | could stop. Mrs. MacNeilreayou sure it's all
right?" until Mrs. MacNeil fetched her gumboots andckintosh.

With the door open Polly glanced back again. téll your doctor
where you are," said Mrs. MacNeil kindly. She wastidguishing
Piers from the medical doctor and Polly said:

"Thank you."
As they walked across the heathland Portland $afdurdoctor?"
Polly plodded on like a sleepwalker. "Piers."

"That's the first time I've heard anyone use higsstian name," said
Portland.

Reaching the track, Polly looked in the directidntloe harbour,
although he couldn't be coming back yet. "Not mday' she said,
and wondered if she was the only one.



Mrs. Munro wanted to hear how the injured man wag@ssing.

"He was feverish in the night,” said Polly. "But $eems better this
morning." She got to her room and took off her seeand skirt and
fell into bed.

Portland picked up the clothes she had left in @hshook them
straight, and put them in the cupboard. "Shallllyzau if he comes?"
she asked.

"Wht?" Polly was almost deaf to the world.
"Clive," said Portland, as though she had askéthd?"

"Not if he comes before midday," mumbled Polly, ardrtland
smiled and shook her head ...

"What was Polly doing there?" Elsa asked. Mrs. Mumad brought
the news to the inn with the eggs, and that waa'€Rst reaction
when the landlord relayed it to the clubroom. Uttign the topic of
conversation this Sunday morning had been the hadiney were
hiring this afternoon, but now there was anothdajestt. Polly and
Dr. Hargraves had found old Alastair MacLean ingjrand had sat
up all night by his sickbed.

The landlord thought that was commendable, butiged a few
eyebrows among the dig team. "She must have wallkedthere,"
said Lewis Kent, with sarcasm. "Why not? And if yeare injured
no doubt Polly would sit up with you."

Elsa felt he was purposely blurring the questiod ahe inquired
pointedly, "What on earth can she see in Dr. Hagga He gives me
the creeps.”



No one spoke until Clive said, "Behave yourselfli& he smiled so
did everyone else but Elsa. They all knew about'&lsrush, just as
they knew it bothered Polly that Hargraves was wdeh out. Clive

got up now. "I'd better get over there. If Polly'isstopped she'll
nurse the invalid until she drops."

How marvellous it must be, thought Elsa, to havireCtoming to
make sure you were all right. How lucky Polly wasd how extra
marvellous it would be if Clive and Polly had a gea Not a tiff, but
something savage enough to finish the relationdhiglsa had a
four-leaf clover or saw a shooting star that wdaddher wish, a row
to finish it, because with Polly out of the way siwes sure she would
stand a chance.

But they didn't quarrel, they didn't even argue muiche only thing
they disagreed on seemed to be Dr. Hargraves, &nd (2ally

disliked him. If Polly stayed stubbornly determin®dmake friends
with the man that might start some beautiful firekgo

Goody, thought Elsa, hugging her hopes. But thdgddast enough,
because she knew that as soon as Clive made ana$stPolly
would drop Hargraves. No girl would risk losing ¥@ifor a man who
looked colder than charity.

Clive had intended to stroll over to the Munross thhorning anyway.
He wanted to tell Polly and Portland about the rafien's
arrangements, he knew Polly would want to come BRodland
might. But this was a little earlier than he haanpled and he walked
slow and thoughtful.

He would have preferred Polly to stay away fromdfaves. He was
not jealous. Generally popular, Clive had whastkess to attract the
opposite sex, and he simply could not imagine aoman preferring
Hargraves to himself. Certainly not Polly, who wab of life and

bright as a button. There was no jealousy, butiséed this rubbish



had never started about bringing Hargraves intgytbep. She was
sorry for him and capable of becoming even morerngte.

It might be better if Clive thought of the wholerty as a joke. It was
a joke. It was flaming ridiculous. Polly was alétidiot as well as a
girl with a first-class brain, and Clive liked thatproved his own
superiority. If she was still at Hargraves' lodgirige'd take her back
to her own digs. "Look, sweetheart," he'd say, "yiere as an
archaeologist, not as a home help. What use ddhyokiyou're going
to be on the dig tomorrow?" Hargraves of courseldm@tinotice if
she collapsed at his feet. It was a wonder he haditked over the
old fellow last night, although it was probably jolvho'd found
him.

The Munros' cottage was first and he called thdreMunro opened
the door to him and Portland came out of the parldtolly's asleep,"
said Portland.

"Did you fetch her back?" Clive asked.
"l suppose | did."

He grinned boyishly, "She can be a handful, céw@®sThis looks like
her Florence Nightingale week."

They shared a glass of sherry in the parlour. Cli't ask how
Polly had come to be walking with Piers Hargravése started
prying others would start wondering, and there wathing that
couldn't be seen on the surface. It was obstinatinkss on Polly's
part and on Hargraves' nothing, beyond toleran@epétty girl.

Clive's attitude affirmed that, and Portland weliohg with it. They
chatted about the launch that Lewis was collectmthe harbour,'
and bringing round to the cove of the inn about-laie.



The weather was dull but there was no rain andwiinel was not
much more than a breeze, so the plan was theydhbwoale the other
two even smaller islets that made up a cluster %ith

Bara, and get back around dusk. It would provideange of scenery
with little effort.

"That sounds rather pleasant," said Portland. yRadint to bed about
nine o'clock this morning. She said not to call hefore midday.
She'll probably still be tired, but | suppose shald go on sleeping
on deck."

"Do you mind if | hang about till twelve?" said @#. He setded
himself deeper into his chair and raised the shauttte inquiringly.

"Please do," said Portland, and he poured himsgelfh&r glass.

"You're quite comfortable in here, aren't you?'shéal. "It's not at all
bad."

When his watch reached twelve Clive put down thg@epaof
Portland's lectures that he was reading and s@lidl, you go up and
see if she's stirring?"

They both went up. Portland went in, and Pollyvath her dark hair
fanned out on the white pillow. It seemed a pitytke her, Portland
would have let her sleep on, but Clive knockedrendoor and Polly
blinked. She looked groggily at Portland. "Helldyat day is it?"

She knew what day it was, when Polly woke she waké, another
tap on the door sharpened her voice. "Who is it?"

Clive put his head round. "Good afternoon," he saibw's the
patient?"



"Golly, yes!" Polly sat up. "The doctor should hazs@me by now."
She was still in bra, pants and slip. She lookedttie rest of her
clothes where she had dropped them, and Portlarthedp the
wardrobe door.

Clive explained, "I'm not talking about that patidtm talking about
you. | was about to say | prescribe sea air antatinech is setting off
for a trip round the islands at half past one."

"Nice," said Polly vaguely. She took her jumper tie hanger,
frowning slightly, and Portland said:

"You're not going crazy, | put it there."
"Bless you," said Polly.

"While you dress," Clive offered, "I'll get the betin on MacLean."
"And bless you," said Polly. She kissed him briefl§sk if there's
anything they want," she said. "Say I'll be along."

The only reason he was going was because he sedpbat if Polly
went she would stay, and he was damned if he laggtélargraves
that she would be along. Polly washed and dress#dat downstairs
yawning. Mrs. Munro was bringing lunch forward i#ldi so that they
could set off for the launch at one o'clock, andlyPwas trying to
brainwash herself that she had had enough sledpgamght.

She saw Clive coming and went to meet him, notymgras she had
yesterday meeting Piers. But she hadn't been slixepy a lot had
happened since.

Clive vaulted the gate with a wide grin and anetiblease, so that
Polly giggled, then sobered to ask, "Has the ddoten?"



"Yep," said Clive. "The old lad was sleeping, H&&n given some
sedatives. A few days in bed, then take it easyfahile. The ankle
doesn't seem to be broken, but it's badly sprdined.

"That doesn't sound too bad, does it? Who was there
"lan MacNeil, Bill's landlord."
"No one else?"

"Hargraves was upstairs in bed." Clive was scorahd Polly let it
go, although she hoped Piers was in bed considkarmdn't slept at
all last night. "I didn't go up and ask him if heare to join us on the
launch this afternoon," said Clive jovially.

"l did," said Polly. "He said no."

It was pleasant on the launch. They went out ihto Atlantic and
Lewis Kent at the wheel, pipe clamped betweendwssj looked in
his element. Polly sat in the bows, with the spoay her face,
enjoying herself as much as any of them. This hileev cobwebs
away and every vestige of weariness. She saidive,ClI'm so glad
you brought me to St. Bara."

“I'm glad | brought you." He brushed the silky hlaarck and kissed
her thoughtfully. "You always taste delicious."

"It's the salt," she said. "l taste better with.5al

He kissed her lips. "Salt it is. Talking of fooaes$ your mother know
we're coming for her birthday?"

It was a joke, that Polly's mother cooked Clivelsdurite dishes
when he was expected. It gave her as much pleasutgave Clive,
and it had become almost a tradition in the past.ye



"I haven't told them," said Polly. "I thought we mgesurprising
them."

It was all one to Clive, but perhaps she was takwwgy their fun of
anticipation. She would add a postscript to thaeteshe wrote last
night.

When they stepped out of the dinghy on to the cdvke inn the idea
was they should all spend the evening togethdnanctubroom, but

Polly had decided some time ago that she wouldestteasy unless
she checked Mr. MacLean's progress for herself. ssi@ so and

Clive laughed. "You're a real little do-gooder. ddorget | expect

you here bright and early in the morning."

Elsa said sweetly, "Will you and Dr. Hargraves itteng up with him
again tonight?"

"l doubt it," said Polly crisply. They would noth@ Clive knew that.
Portland had had enough for one day, so she aryl|Bftlthe party
together. Christine, Elsa's fellow student, hungktmmoment as the
others went into the inn to put a hand on her ff'®@rm and offer
some advice.

"Give it a rest. Nobody thinks Polly's having arfaaf with Dr,
Hargraves."

"I know," Elsa agreed wistfully. "She'd drop hirkdia hot brick if
Clive said she had to."

"I hope he doesn't." Christine hero-worshipped €inith the rest of
them, but she was more thoughtful and more obsetlian Elsa.

Elsa asked, "Why?"



"Because if anybody is going to make an enemy ofHargraves,"
said Christine with feeling, "I'd rather be offghsland.”

"Shall | walk along with you?" Portland offered sise and Polly
reached the point on the track opposite the Murmaisage. It was
another ten-minute walk to MacLean's and Polly sdich going to
ask Mrs. Munro if | can borrow her bike."

That suited Portland, although she did ask, "Hgstita good lamp ?
This is a rocky road."

"I shan't be meeting much traffic," said Polly,vgior take a sheep or
two."

The lamp was good. It wasn't dark yet, but thegiog exaggerated
the uneven surface of the track and Polly cycleefolly. Even so
she did the trip in three minutes, laid the bikeloaheathland at the
side of the track and kept an eye open for ralddedas she made for
the house. One of them had brought Alastair Maclceamn.

The windows gleamed mellowly, but the curtains warrawvn. She
knocked and the dogs barked and Piers opened tiiekdi® was glad
to see her. There was a softening in his face anthdart quickened
because she was glad to see him too.

"Who's that?" Alastair MacLean's voice was encounglyg loud and
she called, "The hogboon!"

The room was warm, and tidy enough. There was ga sif

MacNeils now, but Mrs. MacNeil was coming in eachy dvhile

Alastair MacLean was confined to his bed. Pollyhgatd there had
been opposition to that from Alastair; as Piers wgglaining the
arrangements to her Alastair kept up a low muttegirow! until Piers
said, "Mrs. MacNeil or a nurse living here, it's tapyou." Alastair
growled again and muttered:



"Better the devil you know."

"That's not very flattering to Mrs. MacNeil," sdrblly. "The doctor
came?"

"Flew in," said MacLean, as though that at any fratd given him
satisfaction.

"There's service," said Polly, and MacLean wentaiell her that
Piers had contacted the pilot-owner of a Piper Ghdt landed
fishermen on the islands or flew sightseers ovemtlirom time to
time, and they'd had a doctor here like that.

"You're in good hands,” said Polly. "Are you stilleeding a
hogboon?"

"Aye," said MacLean. Piers said nothing. Polly felt he would find
it almost impossible to admit he needed anyone,shiat had no
inhibitions about offering help.

"Then may | come and cook your evening meal?" she. SI'm a
good plain cook."

"Thank you," said Piers.

So it was settled. She left half an hour later, Breds and the dogs
walked with her to where she had left the bicySlee said, "You get
things moving, don't you, flying a doctor out?"

"It was only a matter of a couple of phone calls."”

"Who's paying? Who'd have paid for the nurse?" IS8tesv he was,
but she wanted it stated, and when he said "l ahg"said, "That's
good of you."

"It's nothing," he said. "Literally."



She asked in gentle raillery, "Are you that rich?"

"No," he said. "lI've got money, I've always had exnand I've
always been poor." Polly had always been rich,nofte¢h her bank
balance near the red. She said:

"You're richer tonight in Mr. MacLean's book, anmdmine." That
sounded fulsome and a little silly. It embarradsedas she said it and
it seemed to amuse Piers, because he laughed.dhuolbd, "Well, |
think it showed style, flying the doctor here, drsthall look forward
to having dinner with you both tomorrow, althoudialve got to cook
it." She got on her bike and said goodnight aspsualled off.

"Mind how you're going." Piers sounded anxious, ghe called
back:

"And you get some sleep!"

She needed her own sleep, having mortgaged hardefisr the next
fortnight at least. When she got back and told [&adt she had
promised to cook for the two men each night Podtlaaid, "That
doesn't surprise me. It would have been too muekpect Hargraves
to make himself useful."

"He can't cook," said Polly.
"I'm sure he can't," said Portland.

Mrs. Munro told them at breakfast that Mrs. MacNeds going in
each morning to keep down the dust and make sateAlastair
MacLean was all right. As a good neighbour she ddwve done
that anyway, but the doctor who was staying thex@ insisted on
paying her for her trouble.



"So he's got a cook and a daily laid on," Portlgaghped when Mrs.
Munro had left them. "He soon got organised. | siggphe isn't
paying you?" As Polly frowned she said quickly, joke, but don't
take on too much, because he'll let you, and ltdmppose he's ever
nut himself nut for anvmp in hie iif» "

Portland was a mile off the mark. A daily and alceounded as
though Piers' main object was his own comfort,ibutasn't, it was
Alastair MacLean's welfare. Polly wished they coluiéve seen Piers
when the old man was in fever, and heard his reagsuoice. Old
Alastair had been comforted; and so would | beudgid Polly, if |
was hurt and afraid and Piers came to me.

It would short-circuit a long argument on why Partddad the wrong
idea if Polly simply said, "If | was in trouble ttegs no one I'd rather
have beside me than Piers Hargraves."

She came within a breath of saying it. It woulddaliaken Portland.
It might have proved Polly's point, but when italead Clive it would

have ensured that every possible obstacle was pioe iway of Polly

getting round to the MaclLean household each nifjhthe even

admitted, "I like Piers Hargraves very much," thatuld be enough
to crystallise Clive's resentment.

If she was going to be any use while old Alastaaswill she must
restrain herself from singing Piers' praises. Was as far as she
could go.

"You're wrong," she said to Portland. "Piers isdaf Mr. MacLean
and very concerned about him. And | offered to ke tooking,
nobody asked me. Piers would have fed old Alagtaie'd been left
to it, he would look after him."

"Why didn't you let him?" Portland inquired.



"Because | like Mr. MacLean too," said Polly. "Ahdjuite enjoy
cooking and it will give me something to do with syare time."

Like Portland the others were not surprised thdlyPad put herself
on the MacLean staff. Clive teased her about itha¥é on the menu
tonight?" and they all took their cue from Clive @y always

seemed to. Sometimes at lunch-time, always wheik worthe dig

ended for the day, Polly pedalled off on her bieyelwhich she had
on full-time emergency loan, and which Lewis Keatlmicknamed
meals-on-wheels.

When she walked in old Alastair was usually readingjstening to
the radio. He'd acknowledge her with a grunt agthace, but within
a few minutes he would be asking how her day hae geolly's news
was all about the dig and she entertained him thidh while she got
to work.

Every day now it seemed that the dig was produsogething
exciting. They had plenty of specimens left frore ticcupation of
the castle: animal bones galore - the folk whodivere had been
great meat-eaters. Then there were bits of ironhhd been spears
and arrowheads, a shield boss, a hilt of a dagggifragments that
probably came from a drinking horn.

Old Alastair enjoyed hearing her descriptions & tlay's haul, and
Polly enjoyed listening to him. He had travelledotaces she would
love to visit, doing an interesting job. He wasaof character, who
In some ways reminded her a little of her fatheacMean was much
older and much more cantankerous, but Polly's falizel had a
doting wife and a loving daughter to smooth the eeddf his
ruggedness.

She rode old Alastair's grumbles equably. She abokbat he
wanted, preparing the dishes according to hisungtns. It was all
simple fare and Polly managed well enough.



MacLean was fuming at his own inaction, but Piasssted he stayed
where he was until the doctor's next visit. He \edrdan end of Mrs.
MacNeil dusting and polishing around him, and harbd a
suspicion that she was not making beds or cleawimgn she was
upstairs but going through his drawers rootinghositsecrets.

"What have you got to hide, then?" Mrs. MacNeil Vdouetort
cheerfully. "Is it a spy you are?"

After work Polly was usually here half an hour olbefore Piers. The
dogs told them when Piers was coming. He could logpened the
door himself, but Polly always hurried to opensthough it was one
of the moves of the game. Not that looking aftel Alastair was a
game, but it had its element of secrecy.

Polly's colleagues had no idea how Piers Hargrelwasged when he
came through this door. On the dig he was the maythought they
knew, silent and self-contained. Even Jack and Eware still
calling him "Dr. Hargraves" to his face, "HargraVvbshind his back;
no one but Polly used the name "Piers."

He and Polly talked when they met. but neither vadiously into
the path of the other. At lunch-time now Polly usuaycled over to
see old Alastair, sometimes to slip a casserotetite oven, but if she
did stay on the dig site she ate with the teamRiats still spent his
lunchbreak alone.

This was deliberate policy on Polly's part. She amsous to avoid a
situation where Clive might lay down the law. Sheew that Elsa
watched beady-eyed, and constantly came up withll scaity
comments; so Polly played it cool, and got a gdeal of satisfaction
from her "secret life".

That was too grand a description for the hour @rsevening that she
spent in Alastair MacLean's home, rather like tngkof Piers as a



secret lover instead of a secret friend. He wacees friend. She was
discovering the man he would have been if he haa beared with

the love and understanding that her parents gayeHhesecret man
whose existence no one else even suspected.

She knew that he had humour, consideration. Shehedthim caring
for old Alastair, without fuss, with unruffled comgure, butaring.
After the doctor's next visit Alastair was allowedt of bed and his
progress continued, but Polly went on with herireubf turning up
each evening to cook the meal. She never stayeddia¢ rarely ate
with them, usually cycling back to her own diggdim Portland, then
meeting Clive. That way Clive had no complaintgretlsa couldn't
make much of it, because the only time Polly wasnalwith Piers
was when he and the dogs walked back to the trabtkher.

They reached the flagstones of the floor of theighall a couple of
days before Polly should have gone home for hehentst birthday,
and she understood why it changed Clive's planss@tones were a
treasure trove in themselves. They could show thg @ vaults,
some of them might have marks or carvings that @belp to write a
page of history, and at the least they jvere tbeest that the Vikings
had trodden, the bedrock of the castle.

The first stone was found at the bottom of Bill Giag's trench in
section eight, a central grid. Everyone was de#idlithat the dig was
proving worthwhile, but Clive's special personaltgication was the
fact that if Hargraves turned in an adverse repow this should
answer it.

He was exultant as he walked down to the inn atHtime with an
arm around Polly. "We're earning our grant, swesathdiargraves
can't shut up the shop for us after this."



Polly was as elated as anyone about the stoneshbwtaid, "There
was never any question of him 'shutting up the shop

"How do you know?" Clive was fooling. "You might\Vedone a
better job than you thought, you could have hirthim palm of your
hand. Anyhow, you can lay off the lure now."

Elsa, a little way behind, was pleased to see Raly indignantly
and say something quiet and fierce - which was "Dtk such a
load of old rubbish." But Clive went on laughingndakept up with
Polly, and there was no rift apparent when theghed the inn.

Clive rang the television studios with the newgd thay had reached
the floor of the great hall, and when Polly walketd the clubroom

that evening he met her with an apology. They waihien to do a

live broadcast from the Glasgow studios duringwieekend, which

meant he couldn't go home with Polly.

He gave the impression that it was up to her whetbkeagreed, he
waited as though she could have him rushing dovthadarbour to
phone and say, "Sorry, it can't be done." But afrse the matter was
settled, and of course Polly couldn't object. Shelesl ruefully,
holding back her disappointment, saying, "Next vezek maybe?"

"Maybe," said Clive. "Will you go on your own?"

It would be a long journey alone, although they badn going part
of the way by plane. "I'll have to think," she said

She decided against. Clive left on Friday morniaggd on Friday
evening Polly would cycle down to phone home. Wéleaitold them
how things were up here, that it was because @lagappearing on
television that they couldn't come, her parents ldraunderstand.
They would be disappointed, but they would undestand she



would go home either next weekend or the one adittrer with Clive
or on her own.

Piers and Mr. MacLean weren't expecting her theneng. She had
told them both she was going home, but now she ‘tyaammd at
lunchtime she went across to the geology hut whders was
working. "May | come round this evening?" she sdida not going

home after all."

"Why not?" he asked.

"Clive's doing a TV interview, so he can't makeVite'll be going
another time." She sighed, without meaning to,ettigng now that it
was too late to take the launch, to pick up thecdhrar, to catch the
plane.

"Didn't you want to go?"
"It's too late."
"It isn't," he said. "I'll get you there."

She hadn't expected that, but when he spoke itestémat she had.
She said, "l do want to go, yes, if it's only tokan and say 'Happy
birthday'. Will you come with me?" Without waitirfgr an answer
she asked, "How?"

"The Piper Club," he said. "Jackson will fly us dotv

They left during the afternoon, climbing aboard littee white plane
with its red piping, and soaring into the sky, legthan the seabirds.
They flew down the coast of Scotland, glimpsingtNern Ireland as
they crossed the Irish Sea. Then it was Wales,ihgadland near
Liverpool, down towards Chester, over Radnorshieast of



Worcester . . . the marshes . . . the Wiltshirengla . . the strange
stones below, reminding Polly of the Watchers.

She was still in the clouds with excitement whegirttaxi drew up in
front of her home, and when the door opened sletherself into
her mother's arms, laughing and too breathlessdods.

Her mother hugged her, bubbling with delight atihguwolly home
again, babbling, "This is wonderful, this is my tleisthday present -
oh, it's so lovely to see you. And to see Clive - "

Shirley Blair looked from Polly in her arms to than behind Polly,
and her jaw dropped.

"Clive couldn't make it," Polly explained. "He hadTV interview.
This is Piers."

"Oh!" said Shirley Blair.
"Piers Hargraves," Polly elaborated.

"How do you do, said Shirley, her voice and marswistrikingly
changed from the warm welcome of a moment agoRbky wanted
to say . .. He got me here. He did it all. Youldddoe thanking him,
not standing there blaming him for not being Clive.



CHAPTER SIX

Shirley Blair believed she was being the welcontiogtess. As this
man was a stranger she was obviously less exultbenshe would
have been greeting Clive, who was the man she wéaoitdolly. But
Clive couldn't come and there was no reason whiy Rblouldn't
have brought another friend, Polly's friends weéweags welcome.

Shirley held out a hand for Piers to shake, trymgemember what
Polly had said about Dr. Hargraves in her lettSigthing much, so
far as Shirley could recall, nothing to suggestright be travelling
all this way to pay them a visit. "All Polly's fnds are very
welcome," she assured him. "Her father and | loeetmg them."

"Thank you," he said, and his handshake was firth lzmef. Clive
would have hugged Shirley and asked, "How's myrsgéclbest girl?"
and there would have been smiles all round.

Polly smiled to herself. "All Polly's friends" soded like a troupe,
but Piers Hargraves wasn't going to fit into thégra. "You'll go a
long way before you meet another like this,” thdugblly wryly, as
her mother turned back to her and started askiegtouns about her
health, which Polly's appearance should have arsivgithout her
having to say a word.

Andrew Blair came into the hall and Shirley saidcgly, "It isn't
Clive," as though her husband was very short-sighted

He chuckled, "I can see it isn't, how do you dolld{jéoll."

Polly took Piers with her, holding his arm. "Thesmy father," she

said. "And this is Piers Hargraves." At least hathér wasn't

disappointed, so long as Polly came home he didn& who came
with her, but he gave Piers an assessing lookegsstiook hands, and
then led the way into the living room.



Polly intended them knowing right away the partr&igad played in
getting her home. She started her account bef@e \ere sitting
down: the discovery of the flagstones, Clive'svisien programme,
the fact that she had given up hopes of comingwamdd have been
phoning to say so until Piers had offered to higdaae, which had
flown them to the last twenty miles, and in whid¢tey would be
returning on Sunday.

When Polly stopped speaking Shirley asked, "Will see Clive's
television programme?"

"No," said Polly shortly. "It's a local transmissidscotland.”

Shirley sighed, "What a shame! Clive's always deresting on
television, isn't he?" Polly didn't think she wasrd) it deliberately,
but she was being abysmally tactless. Andrew Bhail:

"Thank you," to Piers. "We're indebted to you."

"Yes, we are," Polly agreed, "so let's have a diiinks only a cup of
tea, and toast tomorrow's birthday girl."

With Clive around the evening's entertainment wobi&/e been
assured. He would have told them all that had be@pening on the
excavation, Polly joining in, the two of them doiaglouble act, but
Clive always in the starring role. He would havenpimented

Shirley on her hairstyle, her dress, her cookimgl & would have
been familiar and comfortable.

With Piers there was some restraint. Not only wasah unknown

guantity but he looked it. He sat on the settegg land thin, still and

mostly silent, and his withdrawn expression cowldéhmeant he was
watchful or arrogant or simply bored rigid. It wiaspossible to tell

which.



Polly was anxious that these three should like eflcér. It was very
iImportant to her that they should, and she was thatonce this
initial period was through her parents were gomgetlise the depth
of character in Piers that made up a hundred tiimesis lack of

social chit-chat. He would like them because Ptled them so
dearly, and because they were super people.

In the meantime, tonight, she tried to keep thevemsation general so
that everyone could contribute and the processetifng to know
each other could start. But her mother preferregdqmal matters, like
giving Polly news of friends and neighbours, anttigg a thorough
report of Polly's weeks away from home and what agspening to
the team on St. Bara.

All talk of the dig seemed to come round to Cliweertually. The
number of times he got into the act, either by namanplication,
was almost funny. Telling herself this Polly smiktoss at Piers. He
smiled back, but she was not sure that the smilehted his eyes. For
the moment she couldn't reach him, it was as thdwagmoved away
from her, and she realised how frail the link wasNen them. But it
mattered, and she had to maker her parents una@stat.

She began to talk about the little waterfall in thh®e, making it clear
that she and Piers had been walking alone, abauih thnding
Alastair MacLean. In her letter she had said, "Wenfl him ..."
naming no names, but now it was "Piers and |." tlfieed about
cooking the meals and her mother listened, regl®nthe first time
that Dr. Hargraves was the lodger in that househidie way Polly
was talking now she had been seeing more of Digridaes recently
than she had of Clive.

This man is a friend | value, Polly was telling ih&oth, and after
that her mother talked less about Clive, althoughleoked at Piers
with veiled apprehension from time to time.



Supper was cold meat and salad, and a fudge cdkeaveihocolate
topping. Shirley looked at it sadly as she brougbitit of the kitchen
and placed it in the middle of the table. She sd&itlye's favourite,"
sounding wistful. "Last time he ate four slices."

"There's one Viking who'll be running to fat onetloése days," Polly
hissed from the corner of her mouth at Piers. "Wl try a piece?"

"Thank you," he said, and she laughed.

"Now that's noble of you, because you'd much prefeeese,
wouldn't you?"

"Yes," he admitted it, and Polly's father applautiettaste.

"Sensible man, so would I. Tell you what, my dgaqy put that in a
bag and they'll take it back for Clive, if thered®m in the plane."”

Shirley was not amused, and Polly said, "We'll ta&k of it back and
I'll have some now. | think it's a delicious cak&hat appeased her
mother, and she wondered if the gift might app&alsee when he
heard she had brought Piers home, or Piers had kedtdhome. There
was going to be a reaction from Clive, but sheisedlthat she was
not worrying about it.

She did the rounds of the kennels with her fatast thing at night.
Piers had been shown his room, and Polly had gohevith her
father partly because she wanted to and partlyptiye her mother's
guestions. Her mother was partisan for Clive, bert father was
impartial and calm and always ready to listen.

The dogs were all right, both boarders and patiesntsl as they
moved along the compartments Polly asked, "Do y@Him?" Her
father's voice smiled:



"He might take some getting used to."
"It's worth the trouble. He's exceptional.”

Andrew Blair nodded, "l can see that. Where doageCitand in
this?" They came out of the building into the yardl Polly shivered,
she wasn't wearing a coat.

"Clive doesn't like Piers. It's nothing to do witte, it was that way
when they were in college together. But the mokedw Piers the
more | do like him. And he likes me. And that's wheverybody
stands at the moment."

"So which one do | put my money on?" Her fatherlsdat her again,
but there was concern for her in every breath eevdiShe said
slowly:

"I think Clive will ask me to marry him some tinend it will go on as
it is now, sharing work and interests, loving eater in a way that
never asks too much. But with Piers - " she hesltateen spoke
softly in the darkness, "l think the limits with i@ might be the
beginning with Piers. | think - | don't know allehmuch about him -
but there seems to be so much more to him."

They were nearing the kitchen door. She put a lwembter father's

arm and said urgently, "Don't let Mother get theadhere's a great
emotional triangle going on, will you? Because &gnothing going

on. I'm just waiting."

"Making up your mind?" he asked gently.

"Or waiting to have it made up for me." She laugaed squeezed his
arm. "You know me, all for the easy way."



He wished it could be the easy way for her, thedil@ot because he
knew that in the end the easy way would neverfgdtis shining girl.

Polly had put on her alarm clock for early risifigiwas her mother's
birthday and she intended to get down to the kitdhst, to make tea
and start the breakfast. She woke before the akumded and
pressed the switch-off button and lay for a fewutés thinking of
the day ahead.

Clive should have been here, sleeping in the ro@thr It would have
been a cheerful day with Clive, he had made frieamdsng Polly's
friends on other visits. They might have spentioening looking up
some of them, meeting for coffee, maybe havingagiiman's lunch
at a pub. At tonight's birthday outing - a table flour booked at a
local restaurant - Clive would have kept the padyng.

But today she was with Piers. If Clive had beerelstre would have
jumped out of bed, pleased with the world, rappedchs door in

passing and gone on her way singing. Probablyingirg) aloud, she
didn't want to wake the household, but carefreaighdo sing.

So what was different? She didn't knock on the dowl she wasn't
entirely carefree. She had a quick shower and ede$sit as she laid
the breakfast table and filled the kettle she kiieat she was glad it
was Piers Hargraves and not Clive Rounsley who avbel coming
downstairs and sitting at this table.

That was disturbing, a simple fact that could caimsaplications and
confusion. But right now Polly laid the breakfaebie and resolved to
keep cool, because no one had asked her to méleg aithoice or a
decision.



The kettle boiled and switched itself off and shentback into the
kitchen. She was making the tea as Piers cametfreryard through
the kitchen door and Polly nearly jumped out of slan, parrowly
avoiding scalding herself. "Whatever time did yoet gip?" she
demanded. "I thought you were still in bed."

He was fully dressed and wearing an overcoat. 'f@en walking
round your town," he said.

"You should have called me."
"I would have done, but | didn't know which doorkimock."

"You could just have called 'Polly', it's only #l& house. It's only a
little town too."

"After St. Bara it seemed a fair size."
She asked, "Did you see my museum, in the oldveatl?"
"Yes, it was closed, of course." But it would beepnpater. She said:

"I'd like to show it to you, and Mr. Quinton wouli#e to meet you."
Piers seemed to doubt that and she said emphwtitédls, he would,
very much. Give me your coat." She hung it behhedkitchen door.
"Breakfast won't be long," she said, "and by the,whank you for
being prepared to eat a slice of fudge and chaeaalke last night.
Fudge and chocolate are not your dish, are thei@"vas smiling
and he smiled.

"No," he said, "but if you offered me hemlock I'dpably take it."

That would be a joke from anyone else at all, @dbmpliment, but
when he said it her heart stopped with terror,hagigh she held
hemlock and could do deadly harm. "l wouldn't lyo," she wanted
to say. "You could trust me with your life."



She said, "Don't say that when I'm offering youua of tea." She
poured a cup for him and left him sitting on thghhkitchen stool, to
go into the living room and pour out two more ctgrsher father and
mother.

Shirley came in as Polly set down the teapot arily Baid, "Happy
birthday, darling," and kissed her.

"Thank you, dear, | thought | was first up."

"Well, you're not, and the post hasn't come yedl, tere's nothing
from me in it when it does, I'll be hand-deliverimgne later."

“That will be fun," said Shirley. "It's lovely hawg you here if it is
only for the day." She grimaced in real regret. ,"®hbt | was so

disappointed you didn't bring Clive with you, I'mrsy, but | just

can't - " Polly gripped her hand and she froze, ey#sstioning
wildly. Polly nodded, with a slight head movememwards the open
kitchen door.

Still silent, Shirley clapped a hand to her moutidl @agged into a
chair. She gestured embarrassment, apology, angeshsigns of
hysterical giggles which would have been the lasins

"Will you take Dad's cup up?" Polly suggested, d@al mother
grabbed at it,

"Oh yes, yes, of course | will. He was supposduktgetting up as it's
my birthday and bringing me breakfast in bed, k&' ktill asleep and
- " she got out of the room and closed the dooiaeher and Polly
went to the kitchen door.

Piers still sat on his high stool, long legs stnettand ankles crossed
holding his cup of tea. "My mother wanted ClivegicsPolly.



"They all do," said Piers. "But I'm here and hétisn

"That suits me," said Polly. They smiled at eadfeoand she knew
she had taken the sting out of comparisons anyagiet make today.
| want you here, she had said. You came because [éli me down,
but you are not second-best, you are the one Idvaave chosen.

One day she would say these things in words, buidw they were
said with a look, a smile, a remark that mearelat surface level.

By the time Shirley came downstairs again the padtarrived, a lot
of cards and a few small parcels. They were wamimdper plate and
she seized on them gratefully. They carried heoudin the
discomfiture of facing Piers Hargraves after whathad heard her
say. Not that it was so bad. If Polly hadn't stapper she would have
gone on to say a great deal more.

Clive fitted into this family so well and seemedrgght for Polly. He
was a little selfish, a little spoiled, but he heml much charm and
Shirley had become very fond of him. She alreadsiered him a
son. Dr. Hargraves was a stranger. Compared witlke @ seemed
cold and aloof and calculating, and she was afaiéolly.

She opened her cards, by now Andrew was downstadrs and
handed them round to be admired. Then she openeganeels.
While they all had breakfast Polly kept up a flofacbatter, Andrew
produced his occasional comment, and Dr. Hargrsaiesvery little.
But he watched Polly and listened to her, and &hiklept thinking
about Clive and wishing he were here. -*

There was no surgery for Andrew Blair this mornihgt there were
calls to be made and animals to be cared for. Datle= kennelmaid
had arrived, and Polly took Piers to meet her. Botanew Clive and
liked him, but if Polly felt like a change why noBhe wasn't



engaged, much less married, and it was a free gouarid Doreen
gave Piers a friendly welcome.

Clive had always been good for a joke, but Piedn'tilook the

boisterous type. He looked clever, though, intargseind Polly was
proud of him. When she said, "This is Piers" thgas something in
her voice and in her eyes that quickened Doreestscts. She and
Polly had been close friends ever since she canmoik here, and
Polly was saying very plainly, "This one is spetial

So Doreen marked his good points and decided h&edbo
distinguished, and was not at all surprised lateerwAndrew Blair

told her he was one of the world's top geologibist that that

sounded much fun, but it was in Polly's line anddltehave a very
attractive voice.

Clive would have been flabbergasted to know thatePo was
impressed, but then Piers Hargraves had never tdemnpress
anyone before. That day people were impressed. \WMeeg Polly's
friends he met, and because of that they wereardboard cut-outs
he wanted their approval. He made himself pay attemno them, and
he found the exercise rewarding.

Mr. Quinton, Polly's boss, was typical of many agescholars, who
had never been brilliant but could do their job dew their
subjects. Hargraves had met dozens of them, haddliging them. In
most cases he could have done their jobs in aeuafrthe time. But
this man worked with Polly, he had been helpful &atterly to her
and Polly was fond of him.

This was Polly's small museum, so Piers took hisdaoted tour
seriously, discussing the exhibits with Mr. Quintaisscussing St.
Bara. He had found traces of the volcanic stortee@Watchers under
the bank of the castle, and they talked abound, Rolly hid smiles
because Mr. Quinton had no idea he was hearingnigest lecture in



the career of Dr. Piers Hargraves, who was ansgepirestions and
considering Mr. Quinton's opinions in a way thatuwdb have
astounded the team on St. Bara.

When they left Mr. Quinton said heartily, "I car@tl you how much
I've enjoyed talking to you," and Piers said:

"It has been a real pleasure for me."

"Did you mean that?" Polly asked when they wereinuhe street
again, and he nodded.

"Y”s, | did. But you'd better stay by me, | neediyeyes to see Mr.
Quinton as he probably is."

She turned smiling eyes with their fringe of daagHes on him. "My
eyes?" she said.

"You," he said. "l need you."

"That's a better arrangement.” She took his armtlagy went about
their next task, buying Polly's birthday presemttfer mother.

Polly bought a pendant and Piers bought the majdbracelet and
they took them back with a big bouquet of flowehirley liked her

gifts. She hugged Polly, she would have huggedeGfiie had been
the giver, but with Piers her appreciation wasrigsd to a little

speech on how guilty she felt that his visit shdwdsle coincided with
her birthday, and how naughty it was of Polly tbHem waste his
money like this.

Shirley wished he hadn't. She felt she was acagpiimder false
pretences because she was not on his side. Shedwiisat Polly
hadn't brought him. Polly should be marrying Cliegerything had
been working out so nicely.



"Leave them alone,” Andrew had advised Shirley s/Iitblly and
Piers were out this morning. "Let Polly make up én mind."

"It's such an upset,” Shirley had wailed. "I hadidea. Well, you
know she's hardly mentioned him in her letters, iamdéhs Clive she
meant to bring home. Then without any warning shiast up with
this man, someone we've never seen before." Sleeldwidplessly, "I
just don't know what to say to him half the time."

"He's"not as easy as Clive," Andrew admitted. "He'great deal
deeper, but I'm not saying he's not the man folyPbkave them
alone, my dear, let Polly make up her own mind."

Reluctantly Shirley followed advice, so far as rmti back the
guestions she was dying to ask, but it wasn't #ppiest birthday she
had had. It was an anxious day, until evening wihencelebration
was a Success.

Andrew Blair had booked at a restaurant where loeSinrley were
known. It was noted for its good food, and the omhmeed prepared a
special meal and had the table specially decorédgedShirley's
birthday party. She wore a simple blue silk dregsered with tiny
beads, and with her husband and daughter besidehleeglowed
becomingly in the candlelight.

Polly wore a long coffee-coloured skirt in fine vef\cord, a scarlet
blouse, and an assorted collection of gilt cha@®isze would have
provided the trendy male accompaniment, countencalg Andrew
Blair's solid countryman look. There was nothirentty about Piers
Hargraves, but he had an air of unmistakable dstin. As they
were shown to their table even Shirley admittedheoself that he
looked important, somebody, a man to be reckonet. vt that
moment she was not displeased that he would bengttaer birthday
celebration in this public spot, where they wouddrbcognised and
friends would come over to speak.



Piers acquitted himself well. His compliments fdrirfey were not
like Clive's would have been. He didn't say sh&dalyoung enough
to be Polly's sister, but he paid attention to IBijrhe talked to her,
and she discovered that he was neither patronmgngoring.

The friends who came across to say happy birthddypa introduced
might have been surprised that Clive was not hetle Rolly, but
Polly was a girl who always had had a lot of frisnénd Dr.
Hargraves as an escort was doing her reputatiomamm. The
younger ones decided that Polly could pick thene, dkder ones
wondered about him and were convinced that he waselsody
whose word carried weight somewhere.

Flushed with happiness and her share from a caooipl®ottles of
champagne, Shirley reflected, as she brushed irdvdfare bed, that
she didn't really mind Polly being friendly with DiHargraves. He
could be quite charming and he was obviously veyar and it was
nice that Polly was friendly with him, so long abv€ was the man
she loved and married.

Downstairs Polly had shaken her hair out of theewmltoise- shell

slide that held it back. She sat on the sofa, sgppiglass of milk, and
Piers stood by the fireplace looking at her. The fiad been almost
out, but they had put on a few lumps of coal arkkdat into a flame,

giving light enough.

Polly was talking lazily about the evening, abdit fellow diners.
She said, "They'll be wondering who you are. Thieg & new face,
we don't get too many in town."

Piers smiled, "They must be desperate if they wanée to add to the
collection." She pretended to be viewing him in tiiekering
firelight as if he was up for sale.



"l don't know," she pronounced, "it's not too badthink it should
wear well."

"It hasn't changed much," he said. "l was an uglidc'
"Were you?" She was not smiling now nor joking.

"Very." On top of the bookcase was a photograpRaily as a child.
He picked it up. "You were beautiful."

"No, not beautiful." Pretty because she was happoy@ved, because
every gift, from her quick mind to the natural wanfeher hair, had

been cherished. She went to him, took away theoginaph and set it
in its place. Then she drew him down beside hehersettee. "What
made you believe you were ugly?" she asked.

"l was, skinny as a rake with a face like a skihen my father said
| was a freak | knew it. Except that | thought heamt deformed, that
| had two heads or a hump. | waited for them toagtdde smiled,
and Polly burned with anger.

The man might smile, but he must still feel thddtkipain. If he had
total recall for the written word he must rememdbespair. She said,
"Did you have no friends as a child?"

"I didn't need any. | read, | occupied myself." fidhevas no self-pity
in that, he had protected himself by repressinéealing. "I had one
friend," he said. "But | wasn't a child and she wase than a friend."

He spoke in the past tense, so it must be overPaiig was glad of
course that there had been somebody, but she wdstglas over.
She had never been jealous for Clive, but somehmwias different.
She swallowed and asked, "What happened?"



"My father died, she'd been counting on the estdtshould have
realised that was the attraction. When | told herwouldn't be
leaving me a penny she left."

Polly said tartly, "Stupid woman!" That was no tivéhat was a
stupid woman.

"She was," said Piers drily. "He died without makia will. He'd
thought he was good for another thirty years. | Wesonly heir -
although he never really believed | was his samit same to me."

"The house?" The house that was an orphanage.

"That too. | made it over to them so long as thegtkmy name out of
it. It's named after my father." He went on cynigalThat would
please him, he was a man who wanted all the aleditHe never got
a title, but he might have done, he had his sigét®n it and none of
his charities went unnoticed. He didn't hold witbirdy good by
stealth - no red carpet, no cash. He might well lgaténis title if he'd
lived longer, he got what he wanted in everythingrbe."

Polly said softly, "But he didn't cut you out ofshwill. Perhaps he
didn't mean to."

In the firelight Piers' profile was as bleak agluatt first night and his
voice was toneless. "He had a stroke. He livedraHfeurs. He was
barely conscious, but he knew me. He looked at snthaugh the
sight made him sick, then he closed his eyes."

Pity racked her for both, father and son, who vadien to each other
in everything. Perhaps the father's had been tkatgr loss, he
should have had such joyful pride in his son. Bat$had come near
to being emotionally crippled, first through higher's rejection and
then through the girl who had only wanted the estat



Polly reached both hands to turn his face towarts $he knelt so
that she could look at him closely and said, "Innmagine any
way in which you could be a disappointment to amyoshe kissed
him tenderly, as though she was comforting a child.

Then she was in his arms, and when he kissed adeklhe first real
shock of desire she had ever known. She clungno &s though she
was the one in need of protection. He was the gtoore and she was
scared because it seemed this moment was momeakaunging her
life. He looked at her in wonder. "You are beadutifbe said, and she
said huskily, "So are you."

They sat for a long time in the firelight, his aamound her, talking
quietly, close and safe, and although they madaants and gave no
promises it seemed to Polly that her life was imgdlwith this man
as she had never felt committed to Clive, and she witerly content
that it should be.

Clive Rounsley returned to St. Bara on Sunday iadkem, arriving by
launch at the harbour where Lewis Kent was waitorghim with a
battered old car and with Elsa. Kent had not wigbdating Elsa, but
he had known she would walk down or cadge a lifbesloow if he
refused her.

Elsa wanted to meet Clive. Elsa wanted to getenntéws that Polly
and Dr. Hargraves had flown away together to spleadveekend at
Polly's home, before Lewis Kent could tell Cliveéaying it down,
making it sound like nothing much.

In Kent's eyes Elsa was a trouble-maker and tha teauld have
been better without her, and the last thing anthem needed was
rivalry between Clive and Hargraves. Elsa hurredeet Clive and



Kent stayed where he was, puffing on his pipe, atg Elsa with
disfavour.

"How did the interview go?" Elsa asked.

"They seemed happy enough about it," said Clive.hblé known
Kent would be meeting him and he had expected Pa#iyhe looked
for her Elsa said smugly:

"Polly went home."
"How?" Clive asked.
"With Dr. Hargraves," said Elsa. "They hired thed?iClub."

She hoped for anger, but she only got impatienc&loh't think
they're back yet," she added for good measure.

Clive gave a snort of exasperation. Polly was @agryhis thing too
far. Her home had always been open-house to had&jdut landing
Hargraves on her folk was too much. What a birthatagent for poor
old Shirley! Clive walked across to the car and $aiKent, "Can you
hang on another few minutes? | want to phone aadfs®olly's left

yet."

"Sure?" said Kent. "Elsa, get in if you want a lifick."

Elsa could hardly go along and listen to the phalk although she
would have liked to. She could feel Lewis Kent'saghproval as she
opened the door and got into the back seat. Shthead in sulky

silence, and he ignored her, still puffing his fsatelling pipe.

Shirley Blair was delighted when she heard Cliveige. It seemed
like an answer to prayer because she badly waotadktto him. This
morning she had changed her mind about the friepdsétween
Polly and Dr. Hargraves, if it meant that Polly waggetting Clive



and turning to Hargraves. And today Polly had ftteo Clive, she
hadn't seemed to be missing him at all.

"Happy birthday," said Clive. "I'm sorry | couldmitake it."

So was Shirley. It had beemicha pity he hadn't been able to come
"Clive," she said slowly, "this man Polly broughthvher."

Clive chortled, "Yes, I'm sorry about that too. Alney still there?"
"They left about an hour ago."

"Well, he's one of Polly's good causes. She cahthem anywhere,
can't she? He's an anti-social devil, he just waixXthere, and Polly's
set out to befriend him. I'm sorry she persuadedthigo home with
her, and I'm surprised she managed it."

“I'm not surprised," said Shirley. "I think Pollpwld lead him over a
cliff.”

"What}" Clive almost shouted, then he began to laugh. Ydo,ve

got it all wrong. Polly's got a way with her, | km@uite a few who'd
follow her over a cliff, me included, but you'vetgbe wrong idea
about Hargraves. All he wants out of life is - "

"He wants Polly," said Shirley.
"Well, he can't damn well have her," snapped Clive.

Those were Shirley's sentiments and it was reasgstwi hear Clive
agree. She said, "Don't say you talked to me, yall? Her father
says | shouldn't be interfering, but my adviceda,\Clive, is to break
it up quickly."

"Il break it up,” Clive vowed. "I'll put a stopotthat piece of
nonsense right now."



He joined the others in the car. "They're on thely," he told Lewis
Kent. "Anything happen while I've been away?"

They had concentrated on the clearing of the ftagest, slow work as
they were trench-deep. Kent explained exactly howhrmurogress
had been made, and Clive said the TV team woultbbeng to take
some more shots towards the end of the week. Hwided the way
his interview had gone, and Elsa sat quietly inlthek wondering if
all this talk was a cover-up.

When they reached the inn Clive said, "I'll walktoghe dig, | want
to check something in the office," and Elsa askedckdy and
winsomely:

"May | come?"

He turned on her then as though she irritated l@gobd endurance
and snarled, "Get lost, will you? Just - get loftwas the first time
Clive had snubbed her with venom, and as he saw@g she turned
to Lewis Kent, bewildered and cut to the quick.

"Serve you right. What did you expect?" growled gdaeling no
sympathy for her whatever.

Clive did not want anybody dogging his footsteps,needed to be
alone to think. Polly's mother was no fool, nor \ghe one of those
women who imagine that all men have designs om traighters. If
she thought that Hargraves had fallen for Pollynad, incredible
though it seemed. Not that it should be incredibl€live, he was in
love with Polly himself, but he had thought thatrgtaves had
ice-water for blood.

Of course it must be stopped. Taking Hargraves haitieher would
mean nothing to Polly, beyond the hospitality sloeid have offered
to any member of the team. But Hargraves might remen it for



something else. He could have started believingRbly was falling
for him.

The simplest solution might be to tell Polly thédad overplayed it
as usual, and had better start disentangling lieget would do that,
blaming herself if Hargraves was hurt. Clive haddnabt she would
do it, but it would be a slow process, Polly beargel to be kind

would take weeks softening the cruelty.

Clive wanted it finished now. He wanted cards oa tible so that
Hargraves could see the score and know that heheaeser. This
was for Polly's sake, saving her from her misguikiedness.

That was what Clive told himself. He had neverdit@reason out his
near-hate for Hargraves, he was not given to saHiyais, but the
reason was resentment of an intellect vastly mooéopnd than his
own.

He wanted to see Hargraves humbled. He had a wdagenthat
should cut at the root of the other man's pridd, tae bully in Clive
gloated so that he was smiling, licking his lipgtesugh the taste was
sweet.

He didn't see Polly that evening. They returneel pllane came down,
then rose again and winged away over the sea tevtlaedmainland.
But Polly didn't come to the inn and when it waskdand latish Clive

set off to walk to Hargraves' lodgings.

Polly would hardly be there at this time. If Hargga was out Clive
would have to ask to speak to him alone tomorrohoagh he
wanted this meeting to get as little publicity asgble.

The old man answered the door and Clive asked foHBrgraves.
He gave his name and was left standing outsidé tn&iold man



came back with Hargraves. Then Clive said, "Cansgare me a few
minutes?"

"Come in." Hargraves led the way upstairs- to themr where he
obviously worked.

Clive said, "This is a bit embarrassing, but I'tkdreget it over with.
You've been seeing a lot of Polly lately." As hedghe name he
watched the other man's face, but it was exprelessnand Clive
went on, "And as it seems you've been getting 9dews about her |
think you should know the set-up."

Still Hargraves said nothing. Clive drew a deefsbahg breath and

said it all. "Polly and | had a bet that she cotildfhumanise' you, |

think that was the word used. She's a naturalplly,Hor the strays

and the sick and the sad. Anyone on the outsidevaimés in. She's
sorry for you. God knows why, but she is. She hasaclass mind

that turns to putty when she finds a lost dog enrtbed. Or a beggar.
Now you may be less cold-blooded than we thouglit ré&member

this is pity. You're the beggar in the road to YPoll

"Some of it is my fault, | suppose. | did encourageto get into your
confidence because of the grant. If you were sgnilirany reports
that might jeopardize that | wanted to know, btdlllyou I - *

Clive's voice trailed and stopped. From a tightgnoi Hargraves'
mouth and a narrowing of the eyes Clive had reckareimpression
of anger, controlled but tremendous, that silenkced like hands
around his throat.

"You tell me nothing," said Hargraves. "You nevéi,d/ou never
will. Now get out."



Clive came downstairs. Once out of the house hestlstumbled in
his haste to get away. His triumph had drained froamand he was
afraid.



CHAPTER SEVEN

"All my friends liked him,"” Polly told Portland dtreakfast next
morning, and when Portland looked surprised shghled and added,
"Why not? | do."

"You do, don't you?" Portland was finding this netgting.

"Why don't you?" Polly asked, and Portland congdewhile she
stirred her tea, finally admitting:

"Because he doesn't want to be liked, | suppose.gides the
impression that he's his own man and to blazestivghest of us."

"Not always," said Polly. "You should have seen hth Alastair
MacLean. While Alastair was delirious that nigh¢Biquietened him
and comforted him, and afterwards it was Piers wias really
looking after him."

She followed with some information that had beep #ecret,

although he hadn't sworn her to silence, "And ¢inahanage you told
me his father was interested in, they have thelyahbome now,

because Piers gave it to them on condition his naasekept out of
the transaction."

Portland digested that. "More surprises," she mused

"It isn't all on the surface with that one." Padlgniled, but Portland
noted the pride in her voice. None of them had kmdtwve first thing
about Piers Hargraves, but it seemed that Pollyfbadd the key,
and Portland suspected she had made her choicedretwm and
Clive.

The choice was becoming less surprising to Portl8hé liked Clive
Rounsley, but she knew a shallow man when she sawHe was not



measuring up to Piers Hargraves in Polly's eyedhanglas not going
to like that. We are heading for trouble here, diguPortland.
Looking and sounding worried, she said, "Go easClore."

"Oh dear," said Polly. She hadn't been thinking mailcout Clive in
the last few hours. "Is it that obvious?"

"That you prefer Piers? Yes, it is."

Polly's cheeks were warm rose, she looked likerlavgth lovely
secrets and she made no attempt to deny anything.

"I'm not saying Clive will be broken-hearted," s&idrtland, "but he
will be resentful. It hasn't occurred to him thay avoman could turn
him down." It was time they were on their way te ttig and as she
got up from the breakfast table Portland added,d&easy on him,
for the sake of the rest of us."

Polly nodded, then smiled mischievously, "Theréisags Elsa."

"And Louise," said Portland. "The TV unit are dugam." She
watched Polly, remembering the last time, and Hallghed:

"Maybe | can get Clive to jilt me, then his masoealconceit won't be
hurt.”

"That's a good idea," said Portland, and thougdt @ive would be
unlikely to jilt Polly. With this new singing radi@e about her she
had never looked more attractive.

They passed the single Watcher on their way talipeind Portland
asked, "Do we still call him Piers?"

The one that was alone. Polly's eyes danced. ¥ lomn. | always
said | loved him."



"So you did," said Portland hastily, "but don'l elive that in front
of the whole team," and Polly sobered from hertgaie

"Of course | wouldn't."

"Your flight into the blue with Piers created quaestir," Portland
warned her. "They'll be waiting to see what happend.”

All those who were working on the mound seemed é¢ooh the

mound. Clive was visible from here, he had beerkifap for them

and spotted them. He knew how he planned to pepdmd. He was
not going to scold Polly, nor rile her. She lookenty pretty as she
came over the hill, with her hair blowing and thiggbt colour in her
cheeks.

"Hello, sweetheart,” said Clive, and kissed hed sime remembered
the wild music in her blood when Piers' mouth haglked hers, how
the world had slipped away. Clive's kiss was fgipteasurable, and
if they had been alone and in darkness it wouldl lsive been no
more. "How are your folk?" asked Clive.

"Fine," she said. "Mother sent you some cake."

"She's a doll." He beamed at her as though sheavadl too, and
took her arm, and there was nothing she could datathat. "You
won your bet then?"

"What?"

"You got Hargraves to join in something outside therking
schedule, so choose your perfume.”

"I don't think so," said Polly, "because | wasmdiriang on the bet, I'd
completely forgotten the bet. How did the TV iniew go?"



"Very well," said Clive. He couldn't resist snegyifiWas Hargraves
a hit on Shirley's birthday outing?"

"A very satisfactory companion, thank you," saidly?demurely.
Then she remembered afterwards and looked acrodRidcs, and
Clive felt her hurrying from his restraining hander profile was
sweet with parted lips, but not for him.

Piers was hot on the mound of the dig, neither vizavan and Jack.
They must all be somewhere around the bank anh,dited up here
work went on, clearing the flagstones. Polly gowvddo that, smiling

off the teasing because Portland was right, itdradted a stir when
she had flown off with Piers after Clive had léfetisland. Elsa was
so persistent in her loaded questions that Polk/tempted to tell her
the facts to get her from underfoot.

None of the bank and ditch crew came up to the mdliat morning
and at lunch time, before Clive could stop her|yPbhad downed
tools and was hurrying to find Piers. There wassigm of him, no
sign that anyone had been working down here thisnimg. She
walked along the ditch, staring at the black padyih sheet that was
pegged over the spot they were tunnelling, untite&Cjoined her and
taunted, "You're not still chasing him, are you?"

She bit her lip. "Where are they?"
"Not here, from the looks of it."

When they had said goodbye last night Polly had, s&ll see you
tomorrow," and Piers had said, "You will." So heukbbe back
before work ended for the day, and in the meanBwié/ went along
to the inn with Clive, to have lunch with the re$them.

Half way through the meal Jack turned up to cobeche sandwiches
and Polly asked, "Where are you working?"



"We're doing test bores for volcanic rock all ovee place," said
Jack.

She inquired, "Was it a sudden decision?" becauses Padn't
mentioned it, and Jack said:

"Yes. He gave us our marching orders when he aktive

She couldn't understand it. She had been so cdttams would be

here. She would have expected him to wait untildmae however
urgent this expedition had suddenly become. Sheonasne, they

could only have left the site minutes before, drey/tmust have gone
along the shore instead of climbing the mount asigh Piers had
meant to miss her.

Polly sat quietly through lunch, looking thoughtfw/hile Clive
smiled. The barriers were up again, Hargraves veapikg out of
Polly's way, and although Polly would be puzzled dowhile she
must accept it in the end. There had been no calldlive's
apprehension of last night, he should have knoven Hargraves
would put up no fight.

Polly was bewildered by the turn of events. Laghhithey had left
each other at the gate of the Munros' cottageP#ars had held her in
strong arms, so close that she could feel the iastles of his body.
It hurt her to leave him, and it hurt him too besmbhe almost groaned
her name.

"I'll see you tomorrow," she had whispered, altfosge wanted to
cling to him for ever, and he had said:

"You will," as though it was a promise he would pexven if he died
in the night. He had watched her go into the ceti@gd Portland had
asked Polly no questions that night, except howydid find the
family and was it a good flight?



But Piers was not here now and he had let Jack wothéno message
for her. If there had been a message Piers wouldane concerned
himself with what anyone else might think. He woli&ve said, "Ask
Polly to wait on the site," or "Tell her I'll seerat Alastair's."

But of course Piers knew she would go round to tAla$lacLean's

cottage after work. Except for the last weekendhsleeprepared the
evening meal ever since Alastair's accident, cgctimere on Mrs.

Munro's bike. Today she hadn't brought the bike,lsd expected to
walk with Piers and to stay and share the meal. [floktold Mrs.

Munro she wouldn't need feeding this evening, s was all right

and that was what she would do.

Clearing the central grids to flagstone level wasatingly hard
work, and there was excuse for not chattering. @m las Polly
looked cheerful no one knew what she was thinkimg, anxiety
gnawed in her as she toiled, throbbing in her tesypbarching her
throat, and making her limbs heavy.

Clive was relieved by Piers' non-appearance. Thgdo Piers and
Polly stayed apart the less likely Polly was torheaw Clive had
engineered the rift. From now on Clive meant to enakire that
Polly's spare time passed where he could keep@aom®eyer. But he
was looking the other way when six o'clock camentband when he
looked back Polly had gone.

"Where's Polly?" he asked Lewis Kent, who had heerking beside
her a few minutes before.

At six o'clock precisely Polly - never a time-watcinermally - had
looked at her watch, said, "That's it, then," agftithe site at a brisk
pace. "l reckon," said Lewis Kent, "she had a hedate."

Clive scowled. He could have caught up with PoNyaw that he
scanned the landscape he could see her, but hét wasmng after



her with everyone watching him. "It's about time skopped cooking
this evening meal for old MacLean," he said.

And for Hargraves, Kent ruminated.

Polly walked as fast as she could, past the Munhesiding for the
grey house where Piers was living. She had felatdoe today
because he was not within call and sight. Shesa@dihow how much
it meant to her to have him near, how overwhelnyingiportant he
had become to her.

Alastair answered the door and the dogs came owetoome her.
"I'm back," she said.

"Aye, lassie." He let her in. He was looking hisl tlale self again,
and she could smell a casserole cooking. It wagably the end of
her domestic chores here and she had expectedoasbed from the
kitchen as soon as Alastair was up to taking ogaima but she felt a
pang of regret, she had enjoyed serving up theameal

She asked, "Is there anything | can do?"

"You've been a rare help." His shrewd eyes undegtey beetling
brows were kind, but his voice was gruff. "But ttector thinks
we've wasted enough of your time."

"Wasted my time?" she echoed. Did that mean theasRlidn't want
her coming here like this, hurrying from the dig that she was
waiting when he arrived? But the time she had spdht Piers had
been the most meaningful of her life and she pleatteven if you're
not needing a hogboon any more | can still come't t&"

"You're a popular lassie, | hear," said old Alastaihe doctor feels
we're keeping you from your other friends. Imposamgyour good
nature."



She couldn't believe Piers had said that. It skivess through her
while she pretended to laugh. "Heavens," she sastkadily, "what
nonsense!"

"Are you not a popular young lady?"
"We're all good friends in the team."

"Vairy nice," said old Alastair. No, it was not eicFriendship was
not enough when you thought you were near to afusf mind and

body beyond anything you had ever dreamed. Piessseading her
back to Clive and to the others. Something had &g to change
the way he felt about her between last night aedithe he reached
the dig this morning. Perhaps something as singptegretting all he
had told her, and deciding he did not want thadl kahintimacy.

Perhaps things had moved too fast. In a few weekyg Fad learned

more about Piers than anyone else knew, but he@bueally have

regretted that. He couldn't deliberately have dagtitb live without

the piercing sweetness they had already founddh ether. She must
see him and talk to him and touch him and ask hiesvuld be

wasting her time with him when he was so clever.

Then he would laugh, and then she would say, "Ahérwl melt
when you touch me and when | love you." She woelldhtm that she
loved him, although he must know it. She hadnd toin yet, but she
would tell him this evening.

Alastair MacLean didn't seem to mind her wastingtimee, he let her
stay and pet the dogs and talk about the threstflags they had
uncovered today.

When the dogs pricked up their ears and made éddlor she knew
that Piers was coming, and she went to open thg tlu® way she
always did. He was later than usual, and she hadaked tonight's



meal, and he had left a message that she was g/astiriime. These
things were different, but she stood her ground amiled and
waited.

He didn't smile and he looked surprised to see"B&in't you expect
me to be here?" she asked.

"Frankly, no."

"But why not?" She floundered, "You said you'd se= at the dig.
Why weren't you at the dig?"

"l was working somewhere else." He exchanged adewds with old
Alastair and began to walk up the stairs to hisroBolly went too,
asking:

"Why didn't you wait till | arrived?"

They were in his sitting room now. He tossed hppered jerkin on to
a chair, then he turned to Polly. "It's over," h&sand she looked at
him, bewildered, stammering.

"I - don't understand."

"That makes a change," he said drily. "Up to naw Been the one in
the dark."

Her tongue stuck to the roof of her mouth, shedouly stare. Piers
Hargraves was tall, but he seemed taller now, tié withdrawn
mask had gone, his face was hawklike and dangetloeigyes were
glittering. He stood, arms folded, looking dowrhat.

"Thank you," he said.

"What for?" she croaked.



"For humanising me." She got her first inkling thand she blushed
hot and guilty. "You did a great job," he said. Wmade me so
human | damn near killed a man last night."

"What?"

"Sit down." He took her by the shoulders and sebhehe divan with
its tartan rug. "Hospitality," he said. "Anothemtf) I've learned from
you. Do you want a drink?"

"Listen to me," she begged. She could explain Mvbald let her, but
he was not going to let her. He sat down besidahérsaid:

"Of course you know who told me about the wager?"

She suspected Clive, but they had all been atdaheelbue when that
stupid bet was made. "Who?" she asked, and Pierscfly:

"You really are an accomplished hypocrite."

Her eyes were burning dry or she could have weghasprotested,
"That isn't fair, and whoever told you had no right

"He seemed to have every right," Piers drawled. die mentioned
that your heart rules your head and that you nkbage been able to
pass a beggar or a stray dog."

Polly gasped in horror. That was surely Clive, ahd would never
forgive him - what a foul thing to say. "How didgualify?" Piers
asked sardonically. "Which did you decide | was?"

"Do stop it!" Polly begged, and he said quietly:

"l do agree that it's time to stop."



"You know | don't mean that. | mean please stdprigllike this. The
bet happened when they were teasing me for trgingake friends
with you, and it was only a joke."

"And were they all in on the joke?"

"They all knew," she had to admit. "But it isn'foke to me and it
never was. | love you."

"Why?" he demanded bluntly, and all her reasongetitver so that
she didn't know where to start. "Because you thirat no one else
does," he said. "But if you'll think a little fuethit might occur to you
that there's no woman in love with me because éhdwanted one.
When | do | have the most potent aphrodisiac intbdd - money. |
could buy a woman almost anything she wanted, amdt d¢ell me
that wouldn't make me irresistible.”

It was true that no rich man need be lonely. Theas a gleam of
laughter in his eyes. She had seen him mock hipmsélhe had never
mocked her till now. "Are you sure you won't hakattdjjnk before

you go?" he asked.

She shook her head, although a drink might havadstd her.
"Please," she made an appealing gesture, readmmgnh but letting
her hands fall when he made no move, "I'm sorryealked all this
rubbish. You know it wasn't like that."

He was still watching her with disturbing steadse$ know you
won your bet," he said. "You made me human. Yowdind me
emotions | could well have done without. Anger fame when
Rounsley came here last night. You can tell hint, thvad that | could
have killed him."



He stood up and pulled Polly to her feet. His haodsher were
steady, she was the one who trembled as they fsaddother. "I'm
stronger than Rounsley," he said. "Does that ssgpou?"

She turned her face so that the swathe of hefdlbaaver his hand on
her shoulder. Her hands crept around the backsohéck, fingers
lacing behind his head. She pressed herself closaring his
heartbeats, praying that he would pull her closiéirs® that Clive's
vindictiveness would have no power.

"It doesn't surprise me," her voice was mufflednd'at doesn't
surprise me that you're angry, but please let ag"st

"No, thank you," he said. He unclasped her handsstood back
from her. "I've had all the charity | can take. Ahdre was one other
thing. Rounsley mentioned that he'd asked you &xlkcimy reports
and my attitude to this excavation."

"No!" Polly exploded.
"He didn't?"
"Well - it was the grant he was concerned aboutpofse, but -"

"So you'll appreciate that I'd rather you kept otirooms where |
keep papers,” said Piers blandly. She could hawghked as easily as
she could have cried at the absurdity of this.

She sounded as though she was laughing, "You dogmu can't
seriously believe | waspyingon you?"

"How would | know?" he said, and there was no laeaghn him. "It
wouldn't have mattered, the results are more thstfying the
grant."



"It wouldn't havemattere@" Except that it would have meant she we
cheating all along. Had he accepted that on Clweisl? "Who do
you believe, Clive or me?" she asked wildly, aner$said,

"l believe that Rounsley knows you well. He's righbut your heart
ruling your head, but | don't care to be classetth wiray dogs and
street beggars."

"But that is nonsense!" she cried, for the secand that night.
"Isn't it?" he said. "And now, I've work to do."

"You really want me to go?" He didn't repeat hirhaghin, he looked
at her until she said, "Goodnight, then."

He said, "Goodbye." The word was deliberately chobke let her go
downstairs alone and let herself out. Alastair Mzarh watched her
from the kitchen, but she didn't notice him, noe thogs who had
come forward and were left wagging their tailshat door she closed
behind her.

When he took Piers' meal to his room some time lakastair said
severely, "I hope you know what you're doing, docithat is a
guid-hearted lassie and you're no' treating her.‘well

"I know exactly what | am doing." Piers didn't loog from the notes
he was making, and his cold voice brooked no argiime

Polly couldn't go straight back to the Munros'. Sfadked blindly,

needing the breeze on her face, blaming herselfidbmentioning
the bet to Piers. Then it would have been somethingmile at
together. Hearing about it first from Clive, Piensist have felt that
the whole team was following Polly's pursuit of himcluding the

students, Jack and Ewan, his own assistants.



He had confided so much in her, did he wonder nioghe had
babbled those confidences around? He had askeaduid trust her,
on the night of old Alastair's accident, and she &&d yes because
he could. But how could she expect him to beliesertow that Clive
had told him she had been going through his reports

She would have some bitter things to say to Cliveenvthey met
tomorrow. But they met sooner than she expectezhuse Clive was
waiting for her in the little parlour with Portland/ho had finished
her evening meal and was relaxing with a pot ofemof

The radio was on and Clive was talking so thatheeitClive nor
Portland heard Polly open the outer door, and vahenwalked from
the hall into the parlour everybody jumped. "Goine/ou startled
me!" gasped Portland. Clive got up. He and Pollgdegach other,
and he knew at first glance that the big sceneimasnent. He had
expected it. He was as ready with his excuses agsdrewould be.

"How couldyou? That was despicableéhing to do!" cried Polly with
ringing scorn, and Portland sighed deeply becaussewver it was
that Clive had done there was obviously going tafalmighty row.

"Because your mother asked me to," Clive announSéadley had
also asked him not to tell Polly this, but he wasweniently
forgetting that. "I rang to wish her happy birthdayd she said she
didn't like Hargraves and if | had any influencealitshe hoped I'd
keep you away from him."

Polly believed that much. Her mother probably haained Clive of
the awareness between Piers and Polly. She cosilgt bave added,
"I'd keep her away from him if | were you, CliveAhd Clive had
fixed it so that Piers had almost thrown Polly olithe house tonight.

Polly turned to Portland, her eyes too bright aadvJoice shaking.
"And do you know how he went about it? He told Pigrat he and |



had a bet on whether | could turn Piers into a hub®ging. That I'm
always a sucker for strays and street beggarss Rianted to know
which category he came in."

"Oh dear!" Portland pursed her lips. "Was that ssagy?"

Clive tried to look patient and to speak slowly aradimly. "Yes, it
was necessary. Polig a sucker for the underprivileged. She's bee
trailing Hargraves because she's sorry for him,h&& a man, and
how is any man going to react when an attractivke agintinually
throws herself at him? He needed to be told he avathe list of
Polly's good causes before he got the wrong idea."

"And believed she was in love with him?" Portlanduired.

"Yes." A blotchy colour came up in Clive's facet Bwlly was paler
than usual.

"How do you make Piers out to be underprivileged®Ked Polly
silkily, and Clive's veneer of calm blew so that Wwas almost
shouting.

"For crying out loud, because he's got no frierms;ause nobody
likes him, because he's only just human."

"All the people he met at the weekend liked hingidsPolly. "My
father did, so would my mother have done given tighe isn't quite
So perceptive as my father. Piers is clever, lebsthat doesn't sound
underprivileged to me. Oh, and isehuman. He told me | did a good
job on humanising him." Clive looked at her witlaglsuspicion, but
there was no triumph in her face. She said, "He talsl me he nearly
killed you last night."

Portland couldn't imagine Piers Hargraves sayimadg, thut if he did
she felt that Clive had had a narrow escape. Sheedoherself



another cup of coffee and took several strong btaekdying gulps
while Clive tried to laugh.

His sangfroid was not convincing, the memory of ldght was too
close. He blustered at last, "Who does the damh tfuok he's
kidding?"

"He was not kidding," said Polly quietly. "I advigeu to take care
from now on what you do and what you say to him."

"What is going on between you two?" Clive begaspstion stirring
again, and Polly said bitterly:

"Nothing. Oh, and he's locking up his papers frawmon, because it
seems you told him | was going through his repiatsou."

"I may have mentioned the grant," said Clive, "bgertainly said
nothing about you going through his papers.”

"Just a misunderstanding?" said Polly wearily.

"It seems like it," Clive tried to bluff. Last nigghe had been high on
the power to humiliate, but now he wished he had sathing to
Hargraves. He had achieved the break between &utlyHargraves,
but he was realising he should have been moreesubiid that
perhaps he should try appealing to Polly.

He put on his little-boy-lost face and admitted¢6uld have pitched
it too strongly, | said some things that were goihg I'm sorry,
sweetheart."

What could you do with Clive? Polly wondered. Nohd ago she
might have found this appeal disarming, but nowlse wiser eyes
that saw the selfishness under the surface. Skie '€&ing sorry
won't take back what you said."



"Ah, he'll forget the half of it," Clive waved asinissing hand. "Not
the message, | hope, but the way | put it."

"Unfortunately he has total recall," Polly saidartaut little voice.
"He'll be able to remember every word any time beg that
particular page."

But only a short page, surely, and there were qiages that recalled
other things: the hours they had spent togethemwttrds, the looks,
her yielding softness in his arms. He had put herad the house
tonight, but perhaps she could steal back intart@mories when he
was alone and tired and less on guard.

She sat down, suddenly very tired herself, andeCdaid brightly,
"What about that cake your mother sent me?" ... flidge cake.
Piers would have eaten fudge cake although hekedsht because
"I'd take hemlock if you gave it to me..."

"You want it now?" said Polly. Clive wanted the gdb changed, he
felt they had spent long enough on Hargraves.

"Why not? Or have you two eaten it?" He grinnefPattland, who
shook her head, marvelling at the thickness ofeXigkin. He didn't
seem to realise he had done an appalling thinginguPolly and
insulting Hargraves beyond belief.

"Il bring it tomorrow if | remember,"” said PollyAnd now, Clive, |
think you had better go. I've had enough for ong"da

"You don't feel like a walk? There's going to bmaon." Clive was
looking whimsical and Polly was verging on hysteriShe had
absolutely nothing to say to Clive that would nesabnlight.

"No, thank you," she said emphatically.



He stooped and kissed her mutinous lips. "Tomotram, bright and
early."

Portland stood up, telling Polly, "I'll get you afg there's still some
coffee left." She saw Clive out, went into the kit for the cup and
saucer and came back to find Polly still sittingtive chair by the
table, dark-eyed, pale-faced, looking beaten.

Portland poured coffee. "That was very stupid av€;! she said.

"If he hadn't talked about the bet it might noté&déeen so bad," said
Polly tremulously. "Now Piers thinks everyone wastehing to see
how | made out. And he thinks | was running to @ive everything
he said about the dig."

She bit her hp hard. "Clive knows me, Piers sagkrows that my
heart rules my head. Well, | can't deny that, GaHlalf the time I'm
an idiot do-gooder, and how can | convince Pieas fim not?"

You can't, thought Portland, looking at the giftsubled face. It was
refreshing in this day and age to meet someonewdsgenuinely
loving and giving. But Piers Hargraves was notrttaa to be told that
a girl's interest in him was part pity, and pardgother man's
interests. He had the pride of Lucifer, he woulderdorgive that.

"You stay the way you are," said Portland gentljiké my friends to
be kind." She wished she had a daughter like PdHgve you had
anything to eat?" she asked.

"You sound just like my mother," Polly sighed.

"Do I?" Portland had to smile at that. "If | wersuppose | might have
thought you and Clive made a pair. But now I'vense¢her more of
him than your mother had and | don't think you n€éde. Haveyou
had anything to eat?"



“I'm not hungry."

"Il fetch you something," said Portland briskl{¥ou can't go on
digging if you're starving yourself."

Polly lay awake that night. She had never beenydmfore, and the
wind seemed full of sighs and the sound of weepBige lay in
darkness and wondered what she could say wherashBisrs again
... "It doesn't matter how it started, but it mgeton because | can't
manage without you. Perhaps you don't need chéityshow me a
little..."

Of course she couldn't say that, she didn't knowatwshe could say.
She was adrift, helpless, and she turned her fatce the pillow
because Portland was a light sleeper, and it wioelldreadful if a sob
woke her.

Polly got through the next day without giving hdirssavay. Only

Portland - apart from Clive, of course - knew whatl thappened,,
and Portland was glad to see Polly working hard ttking and

joking as though nothing much was amiss. That tomkrage, and
Portland approved of courage.

Polly was frosty with Clive, who had walked someyvexross the
heathland that morning to meet them. Portland sew doming,
Polly's glance was downcast until Portland saidhallSwe set Bess
on him?"

Dear old Bess, trotting beside them, was not aclitig dog, and
Polly blinked and looked up and saw Clive. "Good rmmayg,
sweetheart," said Clive cheerfully.

"Is it?" Polly glowered.



"You're not still moody?" He was disappointed irr bed she said
fiercely:

"This is no mood, and you at the moment are mytl&asurite
person.”

Clive fell back a couple of paces. Polly was ususiVeet- tempered,
and he was glad there was only Portland listeriihgs was not good
for his image, a girl glaring at him and announcihgt he was her
least favourite. He said shortly, "Let me know wheu're feeling

reasonable," and marched back to the dig keepitigaivead of them.

That day he spoke to Polly only when he had to, eir@lanswered
briefly, and everyone presumed that Clive had dbgdo Polly
clearing off with Hargraves on Friday. He had toét she must stop
seeing so much of Hargraves and Polly was showieg |
independence before she gave in. She would cayeifubh course,
nobody doubted that, not even Elsa.

For the second day running Hargraves was not ardd@dand Jack
and Ewan returned to the site late when the oters almost due to
leave, and came up on to the mound carrying thgewunt they had
been using during the day.

The three men came together. That was the obviaysawcome, but
up to now Piers Hargraves had usually walked al8itbough Jack
and Ewan had been working under his direction feeks there had
always seemed to be a space between them - phgsicakll as
mental.

Now they came together and talking, and when tleached the
mound Bill Canning, the first man they came topaudtically asked,
"Good day?" He expected Jack or Ewan to answer,itbutas
Hargraves who said:



"Quite rewarding, thanks, how about you?"

Bill could hardly have been more surprised, esplgcies Hargraves
waited for an answer, and when Bill said, "Anotbeuple of Saxon
coins and five foot of flagstone," Hargraves smied said:

"No treasure yet?"

Then he went over to the trenches in the centrdsglooked down
into them and across at Clive. "Can we show youhang?" asked
Clive.

"Thank you," said Piers quietly.

Clive registered astonishment. "You're actually agoned with
what's happening up here?"

"Of course." The voice was still quiet but with attchg edge. Polly

had told Piers every detail of their progress andon. He was as
knowledgeable as though he had worked alongsiddiggers, and

now he examined finds and asked questions, shoavingterest and
an insight that surprised them all. He was as switained as ever,
but this was a man who might be approachable, dmehvihe had
joined Jack and Ewan in the geology hut Elsa giydland | thought

Polly was the only one he could communicate with!"

Piers hadn't spoken to Polly, but he had discuasagbon finds with
Lewis Kent who was the weapons expert, and Keuwl;, Sany time
he'll talk on my subject I'll listen."

Clive was uneasily aware of having been overruledd a
overshadowed, and now it seemed that the whole haainstopped to
discuss the astounding fact that Piers Hargravéspaken to them
of his own free will. "Big break-through,” jeerediv@. "Anyone



doing any more work today, or have these few wénais the master
been too much for all of you ?"

Portland said coldly, "Don't be childish, dear,'lat had been the
wrong line to take with Lewis and Bill too. They ngemature, highly
gualified men, and Clive's sarcasm was an imperteeHis dislike
of Hargraves had been blatant from the start, largkdves was a
member of the team, and if he came halfway theylavmmeet him.
They felt that the dig was the thing, and neitherglace nor the time
for personal prejudice.

Bill Canning asked bluntly, "What's wrong with thester's words?
Like Lewis says, they're worth listening to."

"Sure," said Clive. "Shall we knock on the dootled hut and ask for
an encore?" No one laughed and the showman in €d¢insed that he
had lost his audience. He grinned, "Sorry, sorgy'ne absolutely
right."

Elsa wanted to say, "Dr. Hargraves gives me theps€ She knew
that she was missing a chance of allying herseti @iive, but she
couldn't say it when she remembered how unexpacttiactive

Hargraves' smile had been. Elsa had never seesril@ before, and
honestly it had made him look a different man.

"Anyhow," said Clive, "it's time we knocked off, Wwe all worked
like beavers."

They put away tools and locked up huts and fastdoeah the plastic
sheets, and when Polly saw Ewan and Jack leawgethlegy hut she
was near enough to walk into the hut almost beéhred realised
what she was doing. Five steps and she was indm&ng the door
behind her. She had no idea what she was going tand Piers
turned from the trestle table under the window, nehbe was



distilling what looked like muddy water in a retbgated from a calor
gas bottle. "Yes?" he asked, sounding annoyecdeantarruption.

He looked grimy. There was white dust on his haaas], a black
smear on his cheekbone, down the side of his faky followed it
with her eyes and felt as though she was runnifiggartip slowly
down his face, curving the hard line of his jaweS$ulped and said
quickly, "You said it was a rewarding day. Did ybond what you
were looking for?"

He regarded her steadily for a moment, then he Yaidought | had,
but it seems | was mistaken."

Perhaps he was talking about geology, not aboutSter had found
what she was looking for in him, but if she toldnhthat he wouldn't
believe her. "Haven't you any work to do?" he asked she tried to
joke.

"You've brought work to a standstill. Everyone's&ked out because
you're showing an interest in their half of the.dig

He raised an ironic eyebrow. "Surely you told thieomv interesting
you'd made everything sound.”

She said, "l told them nothing." She came to thstke table so that
she was standing beside him. "Do you know you've gy@reat
smudge on your face?" She plucked a tissue frommxa'thet me,"
she said.

She turned, facing him, and he gripped her wiaging the crumpled
tissue from her fingers and dropping it. Then heséx her and his
smile was utterly cynical. "You've already put yooark on me," he
said. "We'll leave this one alone."



The door opened and Clive came in. "Sweetheart,Sdie, and it
wasn't an endearment, "what do you think you'rgiptaat now?"

"Go away, we're talking," said Polly, her voicamgs but Piers said:

"Go away, both of you, I'm busy," and when Clivaaieed for Polly's
arm and she drew back Piers said curtly, "And béfou keep away
from me. You're well matched and you're welcomedoh other."

Polly walked out of the hut ahead of Clive. Behihdr Clive
demanded, "Are you satisfied?"

She lifted her head a little higher.
"l could spank you," said Clive.

"You're thirty years behind the times," Polly ggdt "The heavy hand
technique is very out of date. | doubt if even Elgauld be turned on
by it."

"Don't make a scene," hissed Clive. "Don't makeems " They had
almost a full audience. Jack and Ewan had goneeweryone else
was still around, having watched Polly walk inte tieology hut and
Clive follow her. Now Polly had come out, scarl&eeked, and
Clive looked like a man who could well explode frtme strain.

"l don't mind a scene," said Polly.

But Clive minded a scene very much. He thrived oputarity, he
had to be admired, and no girl was going to bawimtin public. He
turned to take the path down to the inn while PdiBaded for
Portland.

The two women walked in silence from the site, gast single
Watcher, and were almost at the Munros' cottagadimg their way



through a herd of cows, before Portland asked, '‘Wi@s said this
time?"

"Not much," said Polly. "Piers said he wants ushliot keep away
from him."

"That's not surprising,"” said Portland, and Potigded. But it would

make no difference whether she kept away or ndhdnittle hut just

now Piers had held her wrist and looked into hesebput there had
been a gulf between them as wide and as deep apdloe between
the stars.

Elsa followed Clive at a safe distance. He andyH@d obviously not
settled their differences, and Elsa would have miaegreat deal to
have been a fly on the wall of the geology hut justv. Whathad
happened? she wondered.

Anyhow, Polly had gone off with Portland and Clivad left without
speaking to anybody and Elsa trotted behind Clewrdthe rocky
track to the cove of the inn. As he was about tongo the inn she
called "Clive!" and hurried to catch him up. "Youllmbe in the
clubroom tonight?" don't know," he said pettishly.

"There isn't anywhere else to go, is there?" sdsh,Elooking
hopefully sympathetic. The others were coming ddwventrack now,
and Clive said:

"No, there isn't," and went into the pub. Lewis Kéllowed Clive,
but the students lived under canvas in the twateaside the inn, and
Christine and Joan and Peter walked on with Elsa.

"Trying for Clive on the rebound?" they teased a1 Elsa said
pertly:

"If | am, why not?"



"Because he won't be on the rebound long enought'Peter. "Polly
will come round, she'll drop Hargraves." Joan laadyh

"When she does | wouldn't mind him on the rebodrewas quite
nice this afternoon, wasn't he?" They were stitfpeged about that,
they were still talking about it when they reachieel small camping
site, and Jack and Ewan who were both lying fulgte on the grass.
Joan leaned over Ewan. "We've decided your bagsite nice when
he talks."

"He will be pleased," said Ewan.

For some time Jack and Ewan had been satisfiedmathpart in the
excavation, and lately they had been almost smlagstones had
been found on the castle mound, but Jack and El@mexl no envy
at being stuck with a bank and ditch. Nor were tbesplaining at
being stuck with Hargraves. They hadn't complaioegome time.

The students sat on the cool damp grass. They beged hard and
they were tired. Later they would clean up andawemnously hungry
for their dinner, but they always lolled around #owhile when they
left the site.

Christine chewed a blade of grass and asked sugddevihat should
you think Clive's got against him? They hadn't rieetyears, but
Clive made him a monster from the start."

Jack, staring up at the sky, arms folded beneatthéad, said, "He
won nearly every award that was going when theyewat

Cambridge, maybe Clive was a runner-up. Clive lilcebe number
one."

"Why not?" demanded Elsa. "Clives number one. Clive's got
everything." They were Clive's "fan club”, he whas tmost popular



tutor in the university, but now Jack rolled ovaised himself on one
elbow and looked at his fellow students.

"Everything Hargraves doesn't want," he said.H#ytwere both after
the same thing | don't think Clive would get it."

"Of course he would," shrilled Elsa.

"Does Hargraves want Polly?" asked Joan, who likedit of
romance and a bit of excitement. Apart from the SigBara hadn't
provided much entertainment.

"Does he look the sort who'd wear his heart orsleisve?" said Jack.
"Does he have a heart?" asked Joan.

"l don't know that either," said Jack, "but he's goe hell of a brain."

Clive's only satisfaction in the past humiliatinguin had been the
knowledge that Hargraves no longer wanted Pollyhidd wanted

her, her mother had been right on that, and althdCigve couldn't

believe that Polly was falling for Hargraves Shirlead been right
again that somebody had to stop it Clive had tadgrhves the facts,
and if his words hadn't suited Polly they had sssfidly turned

Hargraves against her

He had ordered her out of the geology hut just i®eth of you get
out," Hargraves had said. He had said they weremagched, Polly
and Clive, but Clive was less sure of that thahdckonce been. Polly
was showing too much spirit, and although she woedptet it soon
Clive was undecided how to deal with her when stle d

The only thing he was crystal clear on was thata$ never going to
be Polly and Piers Hargraves. Clive had made theemess, and the



way Clive was feeling about them now he would haldive cared if
they had cut each other's throats.

He looked at himself in the mirror in his room ahdt cheered him
up. Elsa would be waiting in the clubroom this eagrand he could
always use admiration, although Elsa didn't paldityiappeal to him
and there was no point trying to make Polly jealoUElsa.

Polly scored over Elsa in every way and must krntoBut when the
TV team came and Louise Brogan arrived that mightahother
story. Louise was striking and sophisticated, sheyed flirting with
Clive, but they had given Polly no grounds for wiidive believed
was Polly's small show of jealousy last time. Naxte could be
different. Clive beamed at his reflection, suret thauise would be
delighted to receive his full and undivided attenti Serve Polly
right, thought Clive, if he started something sasiovith Louise.

Polly was quiet, eating her evening meal, and Badtitalked more
than usual to fill the silences. Portland had ay&aw of words, she
lectured for her living, but she found it hard gpitonight, because
the most interesting thing that had happened todag Piers
Hargraves.

Portland had worked with him before, but this waes first time she
had really talked with him, only for a couple ofrmates, true, but he
had seemed genuinely anxious to hear all thatiRand could tell
him about the dig, and she had been pleasantlyisedoby Piers
Hargraves this afternoon.

All the same, he was the subject Polly hardly wantediscuss, so
Portland chattered obligingly about anything elss tame to mind
and was not sorry when the meal ended and Polly 'dan going for
a walk."



"On your own?" There were still a couple of hourdaylight left and
it was a safe island, but walking alone wouldn&ehPolly out of her
depression.

"Bess will come, won't you, Bess?" Polly scratctiesltop of Bess's
head and Bess thumped her tail.

Polly's reason for getting out the house was ie €dive should come
along, because she simply could not stand any ofd@éive tonight.

Anyhow, walking was relaxing if you took ft quietlfhe day had
been spent with her back bent, digging and cartamgl, she could
walk with her head up and her shoulders swingind) Bess at her
heels.

She would not let herself hope for one momentRats might be out
walking the dogs too, that if they met the dogarat rate would rush
up to each other. "Hello," Polly would say. "l igam trying to keep
away from you, but the island isn't very big, amdi yvere so wrong
about Clive and me being well matched.” Or perrsdqgswould just
say, "Hello."

She met two boys who were rounding up sheep, aredaalogs, and
there were always cows, but she didn't meet Riaseven when she
went as near as she dared to Alastair MacLean's.

There was smoke coming out of the chimney, andi@ie evening
meal would be over and maybe they would be plaghess, or Piers
would be working in his room alone. The room he had her to
keep out of because of the papers. The room whehad taken her
the first time the TV team came and Alastair MaclLbad served up
a bottle of wine with their dinner. She had toléBiabout the sheep
who thought she was a dog. "Would you believe?"r&tesaid, and
he had answered, "I might believe it, if you tolce.mSo why
wouldn't he believe her now?



She stood watching old Alastair's house for a femutes, while Bess
trotted ahead a couple of times, looked arountidoland came back,
the second time with an expression asking, "How lare we staying
here?"

Then they made for the coastline, and the coveefittle waterfall.

Polly had only been there once, but she rememlibéeeday and it
was a pretty walk, somewhere to go The tide wakaug| even when
it came in there was still a wide strip of shingbiging the cliffs. She
walked across, over the sand and the rocks, andifthe little cave
in the cliff face that held the waterfall.

She mustn't stay, there wasn't time. She had ghiostone and Piers
had sat there and they had talked. If you coulthwisa well why not
on a waterfall! "l wish he would believe me," s&dlly aloud.

Bess pricked up her ears and Polly could feel theys of the

waterfall on her face. "We must go home now," shid $o Bess.

"We'll come again."” And again and again, becauBeeifs ever came
here it meant that it wasn't over. If he came wwlaterfall in a way
he would come looking for Polly.

Her cheeks were wet from the spray and before shleane she had
to dry her eyes and pull herself together becauseght have looked
to Portland as though she had been crying.



CHAPTER EIGHT

There was a touch of tension around the dig nextnmg.
Everything looked the same, everyone worked as é&meVver. Up on
the dim there was the usual talk and laughternlouk yesterday had
ended on a cliff-hanger and nobody knew what wasggm happen
today.

Clive seemed affable, except that he didn't spedotly. Polly was
fine, but ignoring Clive, and when Piers Hargrazase up on to the
mound, carrying a small plastic bag containingitlygsubstance, the
talking stopped and even Lewis and Bill waited.

Piers wished them all good morning when he cantbem, took a
quick and appreciative survey of the clearage efléist two hours,
then put what he was carrying into the geology dnd went back
down into the ditch.

That was what Jack or Ewan would have done, what fotk would
have done, it was only remarkable because it wagrblees stopping
to talk to his colleagues and involve himself iaittprogress. No one
remarked on it today. Clive made no snide commentd, they all
went on with what they were doing, but everybodiiasal.

Hargraves didn't join them at midday. He ate hischuwhere he
always had, in the hut or where they were working, during the
afternoon when Peter reached something that miglat $word hilt
Lewis Kent said, "Let's get Hargraves up."

"Why?" Clive demanded. "This isn't his department.”
"Weapons are mine," Lewis insisted, "and I'd lik@ o see this."

He didn't wait for what Clive would have said néha, went down to
Piers and Jack and Ewan, and came back with Rirdsthat was



Piers Hargraves in a new role. Clive Rounsley Wwagdirector of this
dig, but Piers Hargraves knew more. If he was mgllto share his
knowledge then his colleagues would take up herpfif course they
would, and glad to get it.

Clive went into the director's hut while Hargravaesd Lewis were
talking, sat down at his desk and changed a liraniarticle he was
writing. He could see them through a window, Leltent broad and
bearded and husky as a pirate, and Hargraves k. t@lige hadn't
realised how tall Hargraves was. Kent was speaand) Hargraves
nodded, then spoke, and fury rose in Clive bechiasgraves looked
like the man in charge, and that he was not.

Clive walked out again, carrying some papers asghahey were the
reason he had taken himself off in the first pladde.rejoined the
group, joined in the discussion about this latext,fand said rather
patronisingly, "Thanks for giving us the benefityafur advice," to
Piers.

"Not at all," said Piers, and smiled, "you gave the benefit of
yours."

Some of them might have suspected a double mea@ing knew
what he meant. And Polly knew, and kept her heat de=r the earth
she was working, as she had done ever since Lewmnd t@ fetch
Piers.

"A slight shift in the balance of power today," &#&ortland as they
walked home.

"What do you mean?" asked Polly.

Portland looked at her. "Clive didn't like it whé&ewis called in
Piers, and he liked it even less when Piers came."



Polly looked ahead, not meeting Portland's eydse'dlig's supposed
to be a team effort, isn't it a good thing thatr®ieas - " when she
hesitated Portland suggested:

"Come in from the cold? Yes, | think it is, he'srgpto be a big asset.
But up to now it has been Clive's dig, hasn't it?dde has challenged
him. He's had it all his own way."

"He is the director," said Polly.

"Agreed," said Portland. "But I'll be surprisechd has it all his own
way much longer, so don't start feeling sorry foliv& will
you?"Polly winced a little at that. "I've finishddeling sorry for
anyone but myself," she said wryly. That soundedknand whining
and Polly was neither, but she was sorry abouthtreatache that
wouldn't leave her, and that was hurting enoughtngpw to make
her wonder seriously how long she could stay here.

She could have occupied herself if she had stagetehonight. She
should be writing a letter to her parents - it wasuse blaming her
mother for what had happened, that was how Clivelldvdhave

reacted anyway as soon as he'd realised Pollymwlase with Piers.

It would only worry her mother and father if shédtthem that Piers
had finished with her and that she couldn't caséé& never saw Clive
again. When she wrote home it would only be aboatkwshe

couldn't handle her personal problems on paper¢csukin't handle
them at all. She would plead that they had nevendausier to

explain why the letter was a short one.

There was also another article due for her locpep#hat she must
get down to before long, but when the evening naeed over she
said, "Ready, Bess?" and Portland said:

"Don't go too far, there's a mist coming up."



Portland guessed that Polly was hoping to mees et if they did
come across each other accidentally Portland fehexd would only
be more hurt for Polly. She offered, "Shall | cofhard Polly smiled:

"You know you don't want to, you'd much rather your feet up."

Polly wanted to go alone. She went the same wégsaaight, but she
walked faster because there was mist around tleisiey, lying like
smoke in the hollows and in fantastic trails betmvéee heather and
the scrubs. When she reached the cave of the aiht@neé sat down
for a few minutes looking out at the sea, willingr8 to come.

If you were on the same wavelength you should e @btransmit
thoughts to each other, and they were on the sameslength
whatever he said now. She concentrated fiercelymecthis way,
come to me...

A dog bounded along the water's edge and she stdppathing, but
it wasn't Alastair MacLean's dog and it was alame Rolly knew that
she could sit here till morning, wishing her heart, without making
a scrap of difference to the way things were. Wighwas no use. It
only left you lonelier, if that was possible.

She got up from her rock and said, "Come on, Bess."

Bess had been snuffling happily around the litheecand Polly went
to her, noticing for the first time a narrow fissun the corner at the
back, not wide enough to creep through but intrigly dark and
spooky. If you had a torch you could peep in andtwould you see,
a seal-maiden or a hogboon?

Piers hadn't shown her this, he probably hadnicedtit either.
Perhaps she could tell him about it and then hddvknow she had
been to the waterfall, and at least he would kndwe svas
remembering and walking alone and that she wagthit®live.



The mist was pearl-grey when she got home, thé Wwgis fading and
every wisp of mist looked like a ghost. Portland feen watching
for her from the window and opened the door beRwoly reached it.
Polly looked back over her shoulder. "Weird, igf't

"You can see where the old legends come from,"RBaitland. "Meet
anybody?"

"No." Polly shivered. "Nobody at all."

There was still fog over the sea next day, butdih'd halt work on the
dig. Several pottery pieces were turned up, sontheyh matched,
and Polly spent the morning cleaning and pieciegrthogether. She
was still on her task at lunch-time. "I'll comeamminute," she said
when the rest went to the inn. "This is a trickly"bi

She wanted to go down and look for Piers. He nght the geology
hut, he might be down in the bank and ditch. He arasind the dig
because while she was working she had seen Ewtdneahm, and if
Ewan and Jack were here Piers was here. But tiol hiour went by
and Polly was still fumbling with the "tricky bit"of her
reconstruction. Her usually deft fingers were hilrhbs today, and
she was scared.

She wanted to find Piers and she didn't. There ‘Wwasrch hope that
his attitude had changed since Monday when he hal] ¥eep
away from me." She was asking to hear that again,

louder and clearer, and she felt sick just thinkabgut it.

But she had to make one more effort. If that fagkd would give up,
but just once more she would try to reach him. duld have been
better during the lunch hour when there was noatse around, but
she hadn't been able to screw up her courage hancbsildn't stay in



this hut all day, jittering over her pottery piec&he state she was in
she could drop the lot.

She took a deep breath, as though she was abpunpinto deep
water, picked up a piece of pot that hadn't bessitéd yet, and came
out of the hut. She walked across to the geologphd looked in and
there was no one in there. Then she went dowrthetditch towards
Jack, who had just come out of the tunnel and wasyng a bucket
of earth into a wheelbarrow.

"Hi!" she said. "How's it going?"
"Pretty good," he said. "Do you want the guv'nor?"
"Yes."

"In there," said Jack, and walked away with his @hbarrow along
the ditch. The tunnel was about four foot high, lvgelbported with
wooden struts, and reaching about six foot undegtieat mound of
the castle. They had moved some earth down here.

Piers was working at the face, down on his kneelectric battery

lamp burning beside him. He must have heard whatsaal because
he had turned his head, and there was enoughtégttiow Polly a

very discouraging expression. "Yes?" he said.

Polly went down on her knees too, it was easien gtanding bent
double. She said, "We've found a pot that's vearipeomplete up

there, here's a piece of it." She held it out @yalm of her hand and
Piers said:

"So I've heard."

She said lightly, "I think I've found where the Ihogns live," and he
said wearily:



"l wouldn't be surprised at that either."

"There's a little passage from the cave of the wfalté
He had turned to his work again.

"What waterfall?" he said.

She talked to his back, so tense that her tigimtetied hands ached. "I
thought you had total recall." "Only for what | vida remember."”

"And you don't want to remember that?"

"What do you think?"

"l think - " she began, and he said:

"No, you don't, not often enough. You feel, but ylmn't think."

That was near to being a cutting truth. "Maybe, stmes," she
admitted, "but sometimes you'd do better to thedsland feel more."

"Oh no!" He struck a rock ahead so that chips flew out, nmute
could have hit him because he didn't flinch, anel atked:

"Do you hate me?"
"I don't know."
"Think about that, will you?"

Outside someone called, "Polly, there's a dog Wwetea thorn in its
foot," and Piers turned.

"Another stray needing you."



“I'm going," she said. She unclenched her handfalhdyain and
stared at her palm where the sharp-edged pottergl blad cut her.

"Get that cleaned up," he said.
Obviously, there was mud in it. "That's your markroe," she said.

He didn't touch her. He said, "That's a scratchat Mill leave no
mark."

"I think it will," she said.

They were calling her from the dun, Jack had reldie call, and she
climbed back to where Joan and Christine were sqgabeside a
brown and white dog, who was growling and waggirggtail at the

same time. "He's been hobbling around for agesh Bxplained.

"And we think he's got something stuck in his paw."

He had, a particularly vicious gorse bramble, dnidak Polly some
time to get his confidence so that he let her damg. From the first
aid box she dabbed on disinfectant and then goidrémdealing with
her own cut palm.

"He never bit you, did he?" gasped Joan.

"No," said Polly. "That's only a scratch | did m§seSheput a plaster
on it and went back to work, and although she wabably being

stupid she did have a flicker of hope. Piers wag\astill, he wasn't
letting her reach him. But if there had been nanckahe would have
let her see his face.

That evening Polly walked to the waterfall agaiithAugh she knew
it was too soon for Piers to come she was afraidigs a night, and
by now Bess had decided this was routine and alsatstip and
begged as soon as the meal was over.



Polly took a torch and peered in through the cradke rocks, and it
only went for a couple of feet before it closedisere was no magic
cavern there, the only magic here was the wateafadl memories.
And the stubborn dream that Polly was buildingt Htame time Piers
would come here for her.

"You don't think enough," he had told her todaye $8id think. You
don't pass exams and write booklets for your musauairarticles for
your local newspaper without thinking, and she hader realised
you could feel too much until now. Until now botlegtion and love
had been comforting emotions. She had felt affactmr almost
everyone she knew, animals included; and love fiema But never
this kind of love before, this hunger for one martteough she was
starving to death without him. He must come heremmght, perhaps
walking with the dogs the way Polly was doing, ahén they
wouldn't need to say anything at all. Just being eould put back
the clock.

They saw each other each day at work. When Pieng ag to the
geology hut he spoke and he looked at what wasemapg up here
and, except for Clive, his colleagues were begmminlike him. But

when he spoke to Polly it was never more than advaortwo, as

everyone noticed. He seemed to have no particui@argst in her and
Polly seemed to have lost both her admirers.

It was unlikely they decided that Hargraves hadr daexn really
involved with Polly, but Clive certainly had, andiv@ was very cool
with Polly these days, because on top of her athertcomings he
held her partly to blame for how Hargraves wasngctiow. Clive
reasoned that, left to himself, Hargraves would mte bothered
anybody, but Polly had to go chasing after him, ao he only had
to walk across the dun to challenge Clive's autyioHe was the
flaming expert on everything, in any argument tloelowere that



Hargraves would know the answer, and it was Poliyp wouldn't
bear to see him outside, who had to get him inka¢lam.

Clive had had no choice about Hargraves joiningdige but he had
wished more than once this week that he had neweeght Polly to
St. Bara. He had thought he was in love with hed, she was bright
and helpful and would work hard, but how was Ctivguess she was
going to cause this kind of disruption? When stteadime round to
apologising for the way she'd carried on Clive wioble sorely
tempted to tell her to get lost.

He looked across at Hargraves, talking to Bill Gagron the edge of
the dun, and growled at Elsa who was asking sorastiun or other.
"That's a lot of help," said Elsa. She was becordisgjusioned with

Clive these days. It wasn't that Clive was not dtghy, but he was
downright morose at times.

Of course Elsa wasn't the only one to notice tHagy all noticed and
they all disapproved. It was not jealousy over Ydll was plain

professional jealousy on Clive's part, that Lewd Bill and Portland
tried to ignore and that was turning the studesit@ltious.

Clive had always been popular because he was ot difoys, but
when he came up against Hargraves he seemed inematile
Hargraves stayed cool and in control. The brusherge wever about
anything important, Hargraves never interfered sslee was asked
for advice, but Clive resented everything about lamad so sure as
Hargraves had been around Clive would start thrgwiis weight
about.

That made the digging seem tougher. The studedtsdianteered to
come here in their holidays, prepared to work hHardexpecting to
enjoy themselves; and supervisors like Portlandlaawids and Bill
and Polly don't usually dig on excavations. Eveg/avas slaving
away because the flagstones were down there, waitn be



uncovered, and no one had objected up to now tina @s director
wasn't digging. But when the director turned intdicator he could
find himself with a walk-out.

Portland was the first to protest. Piers had jost& across and askec
when the TV unit was expected. This was Friday raften.
"Monday," said Clive brusquely, and he surveyedwuskers. "We
can't clear the whole area down to flagstone lewvel,if we work
through the weekend we shall have grids six and funthe cameras
as well."

Portland, who was hauling up a bucket of soil,ipdbwn by her feet
and said, "Not this old lady, dear, I'm feeling age, so stop cracking
that whip at me."

Most of them laughed, and Clive, who really shdwdge denied that
Portland - in her late forties - was an old fogeyd sa he rest of us,
then."

But Lewis Kent had hired the launch again, theyengwing over to
the mainland, Clive was ordering, not asking, aneythad had
enough. Suddenly he saw that in every face, evea'€lHe looked
for Piers and Jack and Ewan and said, "Of coursenid use
suggesting you stop mucking about down there anmteand help us
clear some flagstones?"

He was sounding jovial now, trying for a lightet@cand when Ewan
said, "You'd do better to join us," Clive said:

"You've got to be joking. What have you come ugh®/it

Since they had been tunnelling into the hill théydhings that had
come out had been earth and stones and lumpslqfwbde up here
there was quite a collection to show for their gffo



Piers said, "We've reached a passage."

These days Polly didn't look directly at Piers salshe had to, she
found it easier that way. She saw him, whether & near her or not,
but she could seem casual enough as long as stierdekt his eyes.
If she did there was a risk that hers would sholkedacommitment,
which was something she might do well to hide. & been carting
away the buckets of "spoil" that Portland was haglip, but when
Piers said that about a passage she whirled asmabe was looking
at her.

It was a physical shock that tingled through hke louching live
wires, right to her fingertips and the tips of hHees. Everybody
started asking questions, but Polly stood gaspimegthought singing
in her - He looked fome...he toldme...

Piers wasn't looking at Polly now, he was telliigpathem.

"There are man-made workings under this mound, [xglzes old as
the Stones."

"How long have you known this?" Clive demanded, Biets said:
"It's been a theory until now."
"Why isn't it a theory now?"

Piers said, "Because we've reached a carved spoobably the
entrance to a tomb."

After that there was no holding them. They all ledrdown into the
bank and ditch. They had to go into the tunnel lop@®ne and the
tunnel ended in a great slab of dark brown almiagtdstone covered
with swirling designs. They came out pale with éxtient and awe,
because this was spectacular and terrifying. Thagn't much talk



for a while, except in hushed tones as though whkeateras behind
the stone might hear them.

Before Clive went in he said, "It could lead intetvaults of the
castle," but Piers shook his head.

"No. Much earlier. Bronze Age." Portland chuckled:

"The telly peoplewill have a good story! This is going to take th
limelight off the flagstones."

Clive frowned, then he remembered that he wasdle¥ision star,
that Hargraves had no personality at all in fronthe cameras, and
there was no doubt who Fergus would want to inéenwon Monday.

When everyone had looked and they all stood outbelemall tunnel
Clive began, "Talk about luck - "

"See here, Clive," Jack interrupted truculentljstwasn't luck. Dr.
Hargraves didn't just chuck a pebble over his steubnd start
digging where it hit."

Clive resented one of "his" students taking Hargsayart, but he
grinned at Jack, "Point taken. Anyhow, we've calyagot something
here. They'll want to film it on Monday, of cours® we'd better
concentrate down here now, cut back the overhang."

"The three of us can manage that," said Piers.

They could, three able-bodied men, but Clive wantethke over.
There was going to be glory in this discovery arnd/eCcoveted
glory. He lost his temper and snapped:

"l say how this excavation operates and I'm teliog - "You tell
me nothing." Piers' voice was quiet, but Clive rethered the last
time Hargraves had spoken those words, and althitugas broad



daylight and they stood in a small crowd he backe#n and
shrugged and said:

"Well, it's your stone up to now, you clear it. lksep me posted on
anything else you find or I'll have to put my spies

He made that sound like a joke, but Polly couldehlaiv him. He was
reminding Piers that she was supposed to have §@eng on him

before, and she was sure it was deliberate. It @Glase had seen how
Piers looked for Polly when he told them aboutdhered stone. In
spite of everything Piers still wanted Polly tothe first to know.

"O.K.," said Clive. "We'll leave you three to itde led the way back
to the site on the mound, but the students didilttvf him at once.
They hovered around here until Hargraves appealétetr common
sense.

"You would be more use on the dim. We'll only beacing away this
side of the stone for the next few days."

They left unwillingly. What seemed unfair was tldack and Ewan,
who had had everyone's sympathy when they wergreessito
Hargraves instead of to Clive, should now be thesowith the
exciting find and the considerate boss. Clive wasnd so
foul-tempered these days.

But Clive was realising that bad temper was notirggthim far.

When Portland had rebelled he had seen that they aleagainst
him, and if the students went back to college whhnews that Clive
Rounsley had been a tyrant on St. Bara that wakid some living
down. Popularity was meat and drink to Clive, hedlyeneeded it.

Besides, this excavation was going to be a greatess, with a
Bronze Age burial chamber beneath the Norse castegven



Hargraves would have to be placated, no more ctéekthe one just
now about putting a spy in.

By the time he was back on the site of the duneChad made his
good resolutions and proceeded to act on them. gdéogised to
Portland first. "About Sunday, sweetheart, | anmtaba slavedriver
and there isn't much point killing ourselves upehehen the main
TV coverage will be down there."

"None atMll," said Portland.

When the students did arrive Clive greeted theneglye He didn't
apologise to anyone else, but he went around sipgpdide charm,
and everyone was thrilled about the big discoveapd the
atmosphere improved and it was almost "good oldeClagain, with
the students at any rate.

Polly was resistant to the charm, and Clive left &lene for now,
although possessiveness had stirred in him whesatethat look
between her and Hargraves. He got himself somebaak into the
good books of Portland and Lewis and Bill by pragsHargraves for
the discovery of the underground workings. Clivesv@agood actor
and he gave a good performance of admiration tmilaague.

"He took the first chance he got to speak to Pabwee. When Piers
came up to the geology hut Clive followed him irdasaid heartily,
"Congratulations, this is fantastic."

"Thank you," said Piers.

"I very much hope we can work together on this.iv€llooked
solemn and Piers said:

"Of course."



"The TV unit are bound to make a lot of it on Mopdaut I'll keep
Fergus off your back."

Hargraves disliked interviews, he had always awbitiem, but now
he said, "I'm sure you will," with disconcertingimy.

"Fantastic," said Clive again, projecting sinceagythough he was in
front of the cameras himself. "They always said ya@re a genius
and this proves they were right. How did you comelioose that
spot?"

"There are always signs," said Piers, but he dedatiorate, and after
waiting for a few moments Clive went on talkingattering,
convinced he was winning Piers over and finallyeoffg his hand
with what seemed a genuine offer. "Shall we letdngas be bygones?
We've had our differences, but this has to be & &féort."

It was a genuine offer, Clive could not have beemensincere. He
very much wanted a team effort, with himself aschefathe team,
getting the credit. When Piers looked across wityracal curve to
his mouth and eyes as hard as flint Clive's imntedi@action was -
how can he know? Then - he can't, unless he's @-raader.

But Piers did not need to be a mind-reader. Clib&sdishments
were familiar to him. His father had been very IREve Rounsley,
the same charm, but underneath only self-intemesteal concern for
others at all. Piers knew exactly what Clive hadhind, and his smile
was sardonic as Clive took his hand.

Clive came out of the geology hut feeling uneadthoagh he
contrived to appear happy enough as he strolledtowshere Polly
was brushing a flagstone clear.

He bent down and said softly, "A word with you."eéStesitated, then
she got up off her knees and followed him, and wihey were far



enough not to be overheard Clive said, "This ie@cp move. We've
just declared a truce." He glanced back at theoggdhut. "So now
how about you and me?"

Polly had not forgiven Clive, but she was feelirgppier now than
she had done all week, and they had to go on wgridgether and
bearing malice did not come naturally to her. Ak tsame - "What
did you mean just now by telling Piers you might pne of your
spies on him?" she demanded.

Clive clapped a hand to his forehead. "I'm sordyfdrgotten he'd got
this idea you were spying on him. | swear | wastifting it. | just
said it. It didn't mean a thing."

She deliberated for a moment, suspicious but firelbwing him the
benefit of the doubt, because it would be easiee¥eryone on the
dig if the feuding finished. She was ready to adHuce, but no more.
Of course she didn't feel as she used to aboué Givd she couldn't
understand now how she had ever wanted there nwbe.

She said at last, "All right," and then, because was the important
thing, "Isn't it marvellous about the passage, batever there is
behind the stone?"

"Fantastic,"” said Clive. "How do you imagine he emghat out?
Seems hés a genius."

Polly had to smile. "It must hurt to admit it."

"He showed better taste than | gave him crediagowell,” Clive was
Smiling too. Looking at Polly now he could undengtawhy
Hargraves was having second thoughts about wahtngo keep
away from him. There was something unconscioustuli@g about
Polly. Perhaps she did have too much spirit, mbthe@week Clive
had felt like shaking her, but right now he woudther have enjoyed



stroking her soft dark hair. "What are you doings thvening?" he
asked, and Polly gasped.

"You are incorrigible!"

"Come to the pub for a drink?"
"No."

"A walk?" he coaxed.

"No!"

Piers came from the geology hut and glanced a@odssaw them
standing together, apart from the rest. Polly hadidack to the hut.
Clive grinned, looking at Polly, marking Piers vatlt appearing to,
asking, "And what happened to that cake your matkat me?"

"l fed it to the seagulls,” said Polly, and Pieasv<Clive throw back
his head and roar with laughter, and wondered wikaand Polly
were talking about...

Polly ate her meal rather faster than usual themieg, and when she
got up from the table Bess trotted to heel. It hadn noticed on the
dig that Clive and Polly were on speaking termsragand Portland
wondered where Polly's walk was taking her tonigistye still hoped
to meet Piers or if she had arranged to meet Cbu.Polly said
nothing, and Portland had too much tact to pryiatstage.

Polly, of course, had no thought of Clive in heatheShe was buoyed
by the memory of Piers looking for her this aftevnptelling her of
their discovery in the hill. He was too proud tokmaan obvious
move, but that look had been the next best thingusely she could
call in this evening and say how exciting it allsv&he had an excuse
in her article for her local paper, there were lotsgquestions she



needed to ask, and Piers had wanted her to knout &h® find, so
surely he would be prepared to discuss it with her.

Old Alastair answered her knock and she said, tbrae to visit you,
Is that all right?" It was all right by the two dogvho were all over
her, and it seemed all right by Alastair, who sohileoadly and said:

"Well, lassie, I'm the only one here as yet, dbhtve to be me."
They must be working as long as the light lasted thee light would
fade before long and then Piers would come homemiin and sit
you down," said Alastair.Polly loved this room, kwithe tiny
rose-pattern wallpaper and Miss Elspeth's neaitiyhsid patchwork
cushions, and the chess set and an open book daliee and the
dogs moving back to the fire. She felt such a bgluyn here where
she had cooked in the kitchen, and nursed a sick amal welcomed
home the man she loved.

She sat down in the wing-backed chair, and oldtalagok the chair
he had left to come to the door, with the book loa table by his
elbow. He didn't pick up the book again, he satkbas though
waiting for Polly to speak and she reached to toank of the
chessmen and ask, "Have you beaten him yet?"

"Now there's a strange thing, the last time we ¢diay did." He
stroked his chin reflectively. "But to be fair | st think his mind
was entirely on his game." She smiled in respoagid twinkle in
the old man's eyes, and hoped that she had beedidtraction,
although it was just as likely that Piers had bisemking about work
and the clues that were leading to that strangeeste had uncovered
today.

She leaned forward, her own eyes shining, her Vmieathless as a
child sharing a secret. "Do you know what Piersntbtoday in the
mound under the castle? A tomb. Whoever's buriethéne must
have lived on this island when the Watchers were trmagine that!"



The old man and the girl shared the gift of wond2id Alastair
shook his grizzled head slowly and said in awekttones, "Now
there's someone who'd have known the hogboons."

"It could be your original one-eyed giant in thésamiled Polly. They
sat talking until it was almost time to light themps and then the
dogs began to bark and Alastair got to his feet.

"Il fetch you the book," he said. A book on Matayhe had been
telling her about Malaya. He went upstairs andssiiank back a little
into the wing chair, hands clasped tightly together

Three dogs charged to welcome Piers as he opeaeatbtr and he
looked up from the doorway across the room at P&8he clenched
her fingers even tighter because she ached todwldher arms to
him, and that would have been more than reckles®uld have been
mad. It was going to be a slow process getting backtime when
she might have done that. She said, "You workes] jaiu must be
tired."

If he was surprised to see her it didn't shaketmnsposure. He didn't
stand looking at her. He came towards her and dardnot tired, but

I'm ready for a meal if you'll excuse me," and wpast her, not
slowly, not hurrying, into the kitchen and into tiide washroom that
led off the kitchen.

She could have lit the lamps, but that might lakk making herself
too much at home, so she stayed in the wing olreimined a couple
of chess pieces as though she might have changedne way since
she saw them last, and wished that Alastair woafdecdown again.
She was |ittery, she heard herself babbling to dbgs and she
sounded nervous, so she bit her lip and shut up.

She was still sitting there alone when Piers reapgek and asked,
"Where's Alastair?"



"He went to get a book for me."
"How long ago was that?"

"Just before you came in." As Piers raised an eyelshe said, "He
may not be able to find it." Old Alastair was gigithem the chance
to settle their differences, and Polly was gratedilthough she was
finding it hard to know what to say. "He could barg tactful," she

said. Old Alastair the matchmaker, giving them tbméall into each

other's arms, to kiss and make up. If Piers hatedshe would have
said, "That's kind of him, isn't it?" But he didsthile, and she went
on desperately, trying to laugh, "Or it could bedngse you threw me
out last time | came here, and he didn't fancydpanmound if you did

that again. He's got a chivalrous nature, he might he had to

defend me."

A smile could be as guarded as no smile at alksFs®od by the
fireplace, smiling down at her, and she wishedrsetlit the lamps
so that she could have seen if the smile reaclseeyeis.

"Not out of the house, though," she said. "Only oltyour room
where your papers are." He must have realised Wwhaov crazy that
was and she grimaced, wrinkling her nose. "Likesfda, he accused
Mrs. McNeil of rooting among his secrets. There nlnessomething
in this place that gives men persecution maniagttigps there is."
That was admitting it was nonsense and that wasgmfor now. She
stroked Bess, lying near her feet, and explained:

"I was walking Bess and | called to congratulate ga today's find."
"Thank you," he said.

"It is very exciting, and you know I'm writing thesrticles for my
local paper, so would you tell me how you came ltoose that



particular spot to dig, what you think might be imehthe stone, that
kind of thing ?"

She felt that she sounded just right, friendly Ipmbfessional.

"Perhaps you could tell me about it while you eatirymeal?" she
suggested. Once he had agreed she could stay shaderstandings
must vanish. Of course they would talk about wbik, not for ever.

Not when he walked back with her, under the starsugh the quiet
magic of the night. "Please," she added softly.

He didn't answer at once, as though this neededidenng. He
walked to the bureau under the window and lit e that stood
there. As he adjusted the flare of the wick he ,séitis is for a
newspaper article, not for a television script?"

Polly was puzzled. "It's for one of my articles tbe Chronicleback
home, I'm not writing a television script.”

"You know that Rounsley has guaranteed to keepusarf my back
when the TV unit arrive on Monday?" The lamp waming steadily
now and he turned from it to look directly at her.

"Has he?" she said.

"And he will need rather more information than ggs if he intends
to do all the talking as usual.”

"l suppose so." She caught the drift of things said emphatically,
"But | don't know anything about Clive's plans."

"Your only concern is for your newspaper article?"
"Well, yes,"

"Then you won't mind waiting for your interview?"



"l suppose not."

"Good," he said curtly, "because you've no choié&"went to the
bottom of the stairs and shouted, "Alastair, if yaun't find that beast
forget it, our visitor is going home."

For Polly the disappointment was sickening. Evenglhad been so
nearly right, and now there was another misundedstg. It was as
though whatever she said or did was misunders®loel was back as
Clive's spy again, and it was no use protestingee that was how
fate was casting her and Piers was very readyltevedt. And Piers

had no right to believe it. She said indignantiWwHy should you

think Clive sent me here? I've hardly spoken to alimveek."

Old Alastair came down with a book, and the oneplaxast enough
light to show him the angry colour in Polly's cheghklthough she did
her best to smile as she thanked him for the bddlsee you home,"
Piers said. "It's getting dark."

"l shall be perfectly all right, thank you," saidlRy stiffly. "And your
dinner will be spoiling."

But he left the house with her. She was determnogédo say another
word. She was hurt and she was angry, her eyessmanmaming with
furious tears that she had to keep blinking awase®where she was
going. They were within sight of the Munros' coetadeaving the
track to walk across the heathland, when the medasuddenly, "If
you've hardly spoken to Rounsley why did he gagtiao you this
afternoon after he'd been talking to me?"

She gulped, "Because - because he said you twdddared a truce
and wouldn't it be better all round if he and | disl well. And of
course it would, it isn't comfortable working farseone you've had
a screaming row with."



Neither looked at the other. "l can understand'tisaid Piers quietly.
He might have asked, "Why were you laughing?" Tdfternoon,

using all his practised charm, Rounsley had probladlieved he was
manipulating Piers into the background for when takevision

cameras arrived on St. Bara. By his own lights R@nhad been
astute, the whole act must have struck him as axguand what he
had been telling Polly had been amusing. Or perkd he was
asking her to do, so that Rounsley would know thewers when
Fergus Alexander asked the questions.

Polly half turned to sayDo you understand?" She was unsure wh
happened next. Perhaps she threw herself off balentrning, or
stepped on a slithery hummock, or it could havenligess who was
close at her heels but ambling slightly. But sheeHed fairly hard
against Piers, and he caught her and steadiedndethan she was
held in his arms, his hands pressing through timerttaterial of her
jacket, in a fierce and passionate embrace.

She reacted instinctively, clinging to him and iragsher face blindly.
His cheek was cold against her seeking lips andagtgeshivering,
but when he kissed her she turned to flame.

She didn't hear what he said at first. She heardanilwrmur of words,
but it took a while for them to make sense, ana thiee knew that
although she was still in his arms he was sayingtiyuand calmly,

"Are you going to suggest | keep in the backgroagain during the'
television coverage, and let Rounsley take over?"

When she started shivering this time she couldoyt. Siers was still
wondering if she was on Clive's side. Did he expectto laugh now
and say, "Well, you never did care for publicitydayou did say
yourself that you photograph like a sick horse?"dAmwas he
wondering if she had slipped into his arms on psepaising her
physical appeal to win him round?



But there had been nothing planned about that &mss$jt would have
been a very two-edged persuader that left him caldhheer feeling
like a lump of putty. She seemed to be a darn sigite susceptible
than he was, and she found that so humiliatinghteabnly coherent
thought was to snatch at her tattered self-contrdlget away.

"You do just as you choose," she said, "I don't kigself | can
influence you, and I'm not trying to by flinging s8if into your arms.
That was an accident, Bess tripped me."

Head bowed, she began to run towards the houss.drin't follow,

and when she raised her eyes she saw that the laerpdit in the
parlour and Clive's silhouette was outlined agaimstwindow. Piers
must see Clive too, and almost certainly would ymes that Clive
was waiting to hear what Polly had to tell him.



CHAPTER NINE

Polly would have gone straight up to her room, thety must have
seen her when the light from the house reachedhbgard the click
of the front door latch, because Clive came intolittie hall.

"Pretty late to be out walking the dog," he said.
She said breathlessly, "l was seen home. Excuse me.

"Oh." He had guessed she was with Hargraves, ama whe would
have pushed past him to reach the staircase he"éedl, at least say
goodnight, I've been hanging around for hours."

"I'm sorry." What had happened wasn't Clive's fagdt far as Polly
knew, and she hadn't the strength to argue with. lBesides,
Portland had opened the parlour door now and auicafisg Polly
tried to smile. She couldn't bear it if either bk guessed how
terrible she was feeling.

"Where's Bess?" asked Portland.

"Oh lord, | shut the door after me." Polly hurriedopen it again and
the dog padded in.

"You were preoccupied," Portland murmured.

"Yes," Polly admitted. She wanted to say - stoprsga both of you.
She said, "I'm going up to my room, goodnight," dnely watched
her climb the little staircase and heard her démsecat the top.

Clive stood with his hands deep in his jacket ptxlaad a scowl on
his face. "Damn the man," he muttered. "l wishmeder brought her
here." Then he marched out of the house, his skemiltlinched and
angry. He had never seen Polly like that before hag dishevelled,
flushed and breathing quickly, not wanting to spéakanyone,



hurrying away as though her thoughts were all thengany she
needed. He was furious to think that another maiddeave had that
effect on her. Clive never had, for all his extiPolly had always
kept that cool core when she was in Clive's armshb still couldn't
let himself believe that she might really prefergtaves.

Once in her room Polly sank on her bed with hee fiacher hands.
She wanted to go home, to ram all those clothésaxtbige hanging up
in the wardrobe back into her suitcase, and wakéf had to down to
the harbour, and sit there until morning came withSaturday ferry.
But of course she couldn't and now the dig hadtakeh an exciting
turn she should be thrilled to be here. So she pvagessionally,
thrilled to bits, of course, but that didn't stopreeling utterly
desolate.

Well, she couldn't go home, and she did have dgalo, and right
now she must get a hold on herself before Porttamde to bed and
started asking questions. When Portland did comahaut half an
hour later Polly was sitting up in bed, with a Bbting pad on her
knee making herself write a chatty cheerful leti@me.

"Clive gone?" Polly asked brightly.

"As soon as you did," said Portland. "Was he likelyneet Piers?"
"I shouldn't think so." Polly went on with her wni.

"Just as well in his frame of mind," said Portland.

The weather was patchy next day, cool enough femtho need
jerkins over sweaters, damp enough to make the drbeavy. They
didn't do much more digging up on the dun, theyceonitrated on the
items they had already unearthed, and in any basetus of interest
was down in the ditch. Clive's team was constantindering down
to see how things were shaping. They would havedaeif they had



been asked, but they weren't, although as sodmeastdne was fully
revealed then its removal would be a full-team pid so would the
follow-up of clearing and retrieving whatever laghind it.

Polly was the only one who didn't go down to sdee Stayed in the
hut most of the day, catching up on paper work,\@hdn Portland
asked, "Are you coming to see how they're gettmg)'d¢olly looked

and sounded very busy.

"Not just yet, I'll wait until it's clear."

Clive was making notes on a wall chart. When Podlaad gone he
asked, "Was it Hargraves' suggestion you wait uititd stone's
cleared?"

"No," said Polly crisply. "My idea."

Clive regarded her speculatively. "I'd have thouggitl have found
yousomething to do down there. Doesn't he want ydpirge him?"

"When they find some pottery," said Polly lightlym their girl."

"Aren't you his girl now?" growled Clive. Yes, shas, but Piers
wouldn't believe it, and she certainly couldn'tcdiss it with anyone
else, least of all with Clive. She said, "You'rangting in my light."

Most of the morning Clive had been standing neaepkng an eye on
her, and he was beginning to hope that he had lgotwirong
impression last night. Polly's confusion might haweeered distress.
She could have quarrelled with Hargraves. The mGiee
considered that the more he liked it, and whenHtinee came and
Polly went straight to the inn, and even then diga'looking where
the real work was being done, that was almost paad Clive was
pleased.



He was pleased about little else that day. It ddlien constantly that
Hargraves held the limelight. As the three men nezdomore and
more of the surrounding earth all the studentspgdpdown there
watching, and by late afternoon Lewis and Portlaad joined them.

When Peter came up to say that the stone was tblega was only
Bill Canning, besides Clive and Polly, left on tthen, and Bill put
down his sieve of earth and went hurrying to sedyad to go too,
but it took an effort to leave the safety of theumd and go down to
where Piers was. She wasn't sure she could facad@mn after last
night, without blushing furiously or going pale doing something
equally self-betraying. But Clive said, "Come owestheart," and
she had to go.

The stone was about five foot by three, embeddeatuaral rock and
surrounded by clay mortar. The earth around wasanavstripped,
and thick mud still clung to the stone, but theigies could just be
made out and were cut deep.

"We're covering it now," said Piers. "We'll cleanamorrow."

"Do that," said Clive, who would have preferredhb® giving the
orders.

"It is a beauty," said Portland. They all gloateemit, it promised an
archaeological jackpot. They patted it and strokedind Polly's
agitation went unnoticed in the general excitement.

She didn't speak to Piers and he didn't say anytbiher. Nor did she
go to the waterfall that evening. When Bess bedgelder walk Polly
couldn't resist her, but there was no reason taogtne waterfall
again, because Piers wouldn't come, and if he tdwlouldn't be
because he hoped to find Polly.



Next day everyone but Piers and his assistants weat to the
mainland in the launch, with Lewis Kent at the whétewas a fine
day, although the sunshine was fitful and it waseseary to muffle
up against chilly breezes. They had a meal atla fishing inn, but
Polly, with friends all around her, was lonely. Sheuld have been
infinitely happier back on St. Bara, if only Piéiad wanted her there.

That night she dreamt they moved the stone anchtevas darkness.
Nothing but the dark reaching for ever. She woketshing out her
hands and there was no one to touch her, to holdtieourse there
was no one. Perhaps he never would be there, andustiled under
the sheets because that was a thought too dréadfahtemplate.

Clive had been in telephone touch with the TV comypa®f course,

promising them something special, so that theywedrion Monday
morning hoping for a worthwhile day. Their laun@ne to the cove
of the inn, anchoring in the same spot as last,tiamel the crew
ferried ashore in the little dinghy. Clive met theand took them up
first to the dun, where they looked around and aglirihe flagstones
and the pieces of weapons and pottery and coinsbands, all

painstakingly filed and recorded.

They were the same team, Clive's friends all ofmthand Louise
Brogan, glamorous in a dark-green suede suit antspbmade all the
dig girls realise that the weeks on St. Bara hadkeddtle for their
looks. Apart from moisture cream and a dash otitgghere hadn't
seemed much point in make-up, delving into theheams grimy
work, but Louise was beautifully made up so thatsten gleamed
smooth and perfect as satin.

"Any sign of your Viking chief yet?" she asked @jMlirting long
lashes at him, and Clive said:



"We may well have found some of the belongingsefchief, there's
no proof who they belonged to, but | have comesssomething that
could be more interesting than the Vikings."

"Not to me," cooed Louise.

Clive turned to Fergus. "You met Dr. Hargraves, geplogist, last
time." Fergus nodded. "A sound man," said Clivekimgthat sound
worthy and boring. "He and his assistants have warea something
| want to show you. This is what | promised youtloa phone."

He led the way down into the bank and ditch, arerwne trooped

after him, Polly too. The dark brown stone was mézhnow, the

swirling patterns stood out sharply. It looked lzsuigh it could have
been set there yesterday, this strange gatewath@atmound beneath
the castle, and Fergus asked, "What the hell i8'tha

"Aha," said Clive, like a magician about to pulladbit out of a hat.
The cameras began to turn and Fergus switchedsaape recorder
and Piers said:

"You asked about the Watchers last time."
"Yes?" The reporter offered him the mike and Pyegst on:

"The rock that the Watchers were made of only seenfi® in one
spot in the whole island. Here. It could have campefrom deep
under the ocean in a volcanic upsurge which miglvehmade this
sacred ground from pre-history."

"But that stone looks new," said Fergus.
"It's over three thousand years old," said Piers.

Clive took no further part in this interview. It waPiers who
described the discolouration of the turf and theahelues that had



made him concentrate on this spot. "Like a detecstory?" the
reporter suggested. "Sherlock Holmes couldn't hdwee better.”
And Dr. Piers Hargraves, with his aquiline featuaes his obvious
intelligence, would have made a good Holmes.

The whole unit was intrigued by the change in Havgs. Last time
he had been courteous but dull, today his mindraadner were so
rapier-honed that it was understandable why ClivariBley resented
him. And the dullness of Hargraves' last interviewst have been
because he hadn't wanted publicity at that eadygest He was
co-operative now, with wry flashes of humour andnigtakable

authority, although Clive Rounsley was supposdaketan charge.

What was behind the stone was likely to be morendte than Clive
pacing out the flagstones and talking about theingk again,
although they took several shots up on the moundew®live
discoursed with his usual flamboyance. That was, flout against
Hargraves' incisive delivery Clive's performance emsed
exaggerated. Clive waffled, but Hargraves was lmmand none of
the TV team had any doubt which man would makdthger impact
when this programme was presented.

All day the dig team worked, picking away the clack around the
stone, and then with levers padded with sackinghday stone was
eased outwards. The cameras were recording angoseemwas

holding their breath, and blackness showed beliedtone as it had
in Polly's dream. When Piers moved forward she leaag his arm

instinctively, pleading, "Be careful!"

As he hesitated Clive moved ahead, signalling Hreeras to zoom
in, so that it was Clive on film, giving the teleion viewers their first
sight of the passage behind the stone. The passegabout four foot
wide and five foot high, lined and roofed with dalf stone. A little

ahead the roof had come down, blocking the wayjtbhuas still an

eerie and thrilling sight.



They decided that digging and filming should finfsin today, but

that when the clearing of the passage started tomothe TV

cameras should stay around, not to miss the nexobdery. That
meant the unit leaving now and returning early e morning,

bringing camp beds and hoping to find temporarygiogs. If the

worst happened they would have to pitch tentsempsbn the launch,
but the landlord of the inn might put uj) a coupfehe men if it was
only for a day or two.

Bill Canning said he'd ask the MacNeils if a canga bmight be
squeezed in somewhere, and Piers said, "Theredigaa in my
sitting room."

"Il take it," said Louise promptly. Piers joineid the general
laughter, then said solemnly:

"Unfortunately my landlord's a woman-hater."
"Oh, poor pet," Louise gurgled. "Couldn't I win hnound?"

"If anyone could," said Piers, and Polly was shaWh jealousy,
although they were joking and the laughter wentwiren Fergus
said, "I'd better take it. We can't let Louise @ the locals."

Louise was glamorous and gay with an eye for the. ibast time she
had flirted with Clive, this time Piers was thaattion. She probably
meant no harm, Piers certainly wouldn't take haoasly, but when
Portland suggested they could make up a bed foiskon their tiny
bedroom Polly wanted to protest, because she vediking Louise
immensely.

The TV crew left in their dinghy, making for théaunch, and most
of the dig team waved goodbye from the shingleramtf of the inn.
But Polly stayed around the passage entrance hépiragychance to



explain to Piers why she had grabbed him, thaadntt been to let
Clive step ahead.

There was every excuse to hang around, lookingeabtiter stone,
examining the passage. Piers and Lewis Kent wereiity others
there, talking technically together, but as Pollgndered into the
passage Piers called sharply, "Polly!" She jummpedyly dropping
the pocket torch she had just switched on, and dmecto the
entrance. "Don't go any further."

"Why not?" Several of them had walked in. Piers, lzaul Clive, and
one of the cameramen. It seemed solid and safeganmil the spot
where the slabs lay cracked and crushed. But Rached her and
said:

"Because if anyone's going to bring down the rbwfauld be you."
"Why me?" she gasped indignantly.
"You're the one who'd try to get through the blapka

"l would nor!" She might have tried to peer throught she wouldn't
have touched a stone. She said huffily, "I am lyaadightseer."

"Hardly," he agreed. "But this section is closing the night, so out
you come." He sounded amused, as though he wasngaoif a

troublesome tourist, and she walked past him, éuh® passage,
looking for Lewis who had strolled away towards the, then back
at Piers. "How did you expect me to bring down thef?" she

demanded. "Did you think | might kick away the sall

He said, "There's always a risk. There's a grestafeock up there."

It would have been nice to believe that he wouldatte moved so
quickly if it had been' Louise or Elsa or anyonseedtepping into the



passage, but Polly knew that he would and he wgsgéaer no heed
at all now. Standing beside her he was lookingagubss the bay to
where the dinghy had reached the launch, which tré@nothers
would stop watching the dinghy quite soon and waréek here.
She said, "I had a nightmare last night that it Wiagk behind the
stone, like a great pit. That's why | said takeecaot so that Clive
could get in first."

"Not very likely," said Piers drily.

No, it didn't sound very credible. Polly could $ke bright flame of
Louise's hair out there, and she wondered if Prais watching
Louise. She said, "I didn't expect you to believae"m

"I meant it was unlikely there would be a pit."

He was listening because he was answering, bulka‘ipaying her
much attention and she moved round to face himhab she was
between him and Louise and he had to drop his gde&ction and
acknowledge her.

"You haven't reached the end of the passage yet,S&d. She would
have said, "Be careful,” again, but he said softly:

"I will reach the end, even if there is a pit," ahdre was steel in his
voice and in his eyes as he added, "And you chReeinsley that I'm
writing the paper on this, so he would be wastiisgtime."

Polly didn't tell Clive that, but if she had Cliveould not have been
‘Surprised. He knew now that he should never haumtéd

Hargraves with being "the beggar in the streetis Thas Hargraves'
revenge. Now he was king, and Clive had no optint® hide his

resentment.



Next morning the television crew rejoined the dearh, and the
clearing of the passage began. Clive and Lewis (¢améd Piers and
Ewan and Jack in the passage, measuring and phptogg, heaving
the mighty stone slabs of walls back into placeagdmg out the
shattered pieces and the fallen roof slabs.

The TV unit wandered around, between high and el and the
workers on the castle site came down from timente too, except
for Polly. She stayed on the mound, getting on wigr work,
answering any questions she was asked, includidbat do you find
to do here after work?" from Dave, the cameraman.

Polly laughed, "We're back to Victorian days, wekmaur own
entertainment. We do have a general room, thoungig pub."

"Darts and all?" said the cameraman.
"Of course," smiled Polly. "What did you expectasino?"

But Louise came up on to the mound during the @aften and
announced, "We're having a party tonight. Cliveleai He says
everyone is due for a party."

With the TV team here something had to be arrarsgeda party in
the clubroom sounded fun. "Everyone coming?" Podtiaquired.

"Including Dr. Hargraves?" Joan added.
"Ohyes."Louise was sure about that. "Why?" and Joan tetd h

"Because he's only been inside the clubroom onuoeedne came
here."

Louise's lips curved in a satisfied smile. "You d@ay? Well, he's
promised me he's coming tonight."



Mrs. Munro had co-operated by putting Louise intwrtRnd and

Polly's little bedroom. She provided an evening Infieathree and
Louise joined them round the little table in thelpar after work.

Polly would have been quite happy to have her atdtishe had
talked less about Piers. No one seemed to havé.¢oide there had
been a special relationship between Polly and Reeitthey had she
was discounting it.

She chattered on, and Polly was quiet, lettingl&witkeep up the

flow of conversation, telling herself that it wasdause Piers was not
on friendly terms with his colleagues that he hgdead to attend

tonight's get-together. Not because Louise wouldthere, even

though Louise did have his promise that he was gmi

After the meal Bess waited, as usual, for Pollyake her out and
Polly said, "It will be a quick run tonight, oldrgi' and to Louise,
"Will you join us?"

"No, thanks," Louise yawned, "l want to fix my hand I'm hoping

to do some dancing later." You won't be dancindnWiters, thought
Polly, getting a faint consolation from that, I'mefty sure he doesn't
dance.

While she walked Bess she wondered how she caatttstcompete
with Louise tonight. Louise was quite striking iooks, she was
intelligent. She could be smarter than Polly, rightv Polly felt it

would be hard to find anyone who wasn't smarten thlae was.
Louise's complexion was pampered and perfect, e®imir was the
colour of flame. Polly's hair was brown, and sheaulddhave been
washing it tonight if she had had time. But shddatill brush it hard
and wear it caught up, and put on the pretty daessher prettiest
face.



By the time she got back Louise had changed imark green linen
waistcoat blouse and a flounced paisley print skiith half a dozen
thin silver bracelets jingling on her bare arms.

Polly took out of her wardrobe the long red chiffdress that her
mother had packed, and that Polly had never expécteear on St.

Bara. She fastened up her hair with a brown vellegbbn and coaxed
down a few softening tendrils, then she went ihtogarlour smiling

wryly. "If it starts to rain before we get thersfie said, "we're going
to look a real pair of comics."

"You look lovely, both of you," Portland pronouncétlam wearing
my best blouse, and we're going to have a manslioe, there are
nearly twice as many men as women."

They had to hitch up their trailing skirts and weapcoats, but it
didn't rain and they took off their coats in the &ad patted their hair,
and Louise still looked glamorous and Polly coutdydhope she did
too.

Everyone seemed to have arrived. The landlord hraduged a

number of bottles, and a fair buffet on three taloleawn up against
one wall. The record player was beating away amddiobroom

looked very full, although Ewan and Joan and Jauk lElsa were
managing to dance.

Piers was sitting with Bill Canning. Both men gptas Portland and
Polly and Louise entered and Louise annexed Risrsimply as that,
she just walked over to him and stayed with him.

"Migosh, it's Polly," said Jack, acting awestrucklae waltzed by.
"Where did you get that dress?"

"My mother packed it," called Polly gaily. "She tlght there might
be a nightclub on St. Bara."



All the girls looked pretty, and the men were apfatve. Polly
would have been pleased with herself if she haadh lggdting the
compliments, or even a glance, from Piers instdddom the rest.
She never caught Piers looking her way once.

She danced when she was asked. Piers didn't daddeoaise didn't
leave him, and Polly found herself swaying factate with Clive. "l
always liked that dress," Clive told her.

She had worn it for a couple of dates with Clivéobe they came to
St. Bara. It was misty and romantic and completelsuitable for an
archaeological dig. But her mother had doubtlesagimed her
drifting along the seashore in it, under a moonhwlive, of course,
and here was her opportunity to do that. If shegsestged it Clive
would think it a good idea, but if she suggested iPiers he would
turn her down flat. She had made herself as behasfshe could for
Piers, and all she had done was fill Clive withdinnostalgia.

It might have been funny if it hadn't hurt so badlery time they
passed Piers and Louise, to see Louise with hel biamis sleeve, or
her head on his shoulder. Polly couldn't go on o@nShe moved
into the group of which Piers and Louise were pan refused to
come out again, declining further invitations tmda on the grounds
that she was worn out.

They all had to be tired, it had been a hard dsyyeeially for the men
working in the passage, and tomorrow would begastrenuous. But
the music and the talking went on for a long tion&jl Bill Canning
said, "Ready, Malcolm?" to the sound engineer whe sharing digs
with him.

Then the party broke up, and those who weren't &iamor around
the inn set off together for their respective lodg. The quietness of
the night was so striking after the noise of theypthat no one had
much to say, and the little group was soon walkmgjlence. Louise



held Piers' arm, and Polly walked faster for a motnbe get ahead so
that she couldn't see them.

The Munros' cottage came first, where the three erosaid goodbye
to the four men in a flurry of quick hugs and chéedses. Louise
kissed Piers, so did Portland, but Polly didn'te3énkisses couldn't
have been more platonic, but she kept moving asgkklithe TV men
who were almost strangers, and Bill, and kept ggyl@Goodnight,
everybody, goodnight, see you all tomorrow," sd tleaone noticed
who she had missed out. If Piers did notice tha atbright by him,
he could have kissed her if he had wanted to.

The dig at least realised everyone's hopes. Itttoek two more days
to clear that fall of rock in the passage, whiantisontinued with no
further obstacles. There was no pit. Polly's had heen a
premonition dream. It had meant that she was |loaed/frightened
and dreaming of loneliness.

A second basalt slab, packed solidly round withual mmortar, must
be the entrance to the tomb, the purpose of theagas and very
carefully enough of the mortar was picked out semthe muzzle of
a spraying machine, to fix and preserve the costehthe tomb so
that when fresh air reached them they would nanbita away.

Then the basalt slab was removed and the seelegretéthe secret
of the hills. The tomb had three occupants, twdet&as lay curled
up on the ground, and one - chief or priest - lathearemains of a
boat. All around were bronze implements, weaporks@anaments,
enough to furnish them royally for the afterlifewlas a Bronze Age
treasure trove, and if they never met again thieasmalogists and the
film-makers would always remember each other bexafsthe
wonder they had shared on St. Bara. This wouldtbghdight in their
lives, a marvel for ever. Three thousand yearsgasded since men
walked down this passage, leaving their great deslund. The



passage was closed for thirty centuries, and therg there when the
way in was found.

The days that followed were crammed with activitgni dawn till

dusk. Unlimited recordings had to be made befoegdmb could be
emptied with scrupulous care and the contents d&spa to
museums and laboratories. And then - it was ovee tbmb was
empty and their time was up.

There would be other digs here now, perhaps atale Ministry of
Works operation some time, and Lewis Kent was stayin for a
while. But Portland and Clive and Bill and the sots were all due
to leave, and so was Polly. And Piers. Tomorrow tweuld catch
the ferry and sail from St. Bara and go their safgaways.

Polly was finishing her packing when it hit her.eStvas alone
upstairs, Portland had packed and Louise had ligfft the TV unit
several days ago, and Polly put the red chiffosslneto her case and
wondered how she could say goodbye to Piers. Steplaas, of
course, she would write and she would miss no aahcrossing his
path, but she wouldn't see him.

There had been others around now for a long tinezethad been no
time for anything but work since the tomb was opkredthough
Louise had left St. Bara smiling and Clive had msugle Polly heard
that Piers was doing a television programme nexttmand meeting
Louise again.

But each day Polly knew where Piers was, she saw s$he could
speak to him, and although he never sought heincaty way they
were close as working colleagues and hetlware.This was her last
night on St. Bara, and his. What would he be danogv? she
wondered. Packing? Playing a final game of che#is old Alastair?
Or walking perhaps, saying goodbye to the island?



She threw the last two sweaters into her case essb@d down the
lid. Then she put on her coat and went downstaits gpened the
door into the parlour, where Portland was sippihgriy with the

Munros, all of them feeling a little sad now thia¢ ttime for parting

had come. "Where are you off to?" Portland inquiget Polly told

her:

"To say another goodbye. A place this time."

She went to the waterfall for the last time and thatre waiting,
although she knew that Piers wouldn't come. If las wut walking
there were countless paths he could have chosen,stbuld he
choose this? And he probably wasn't walking at $lfle was stiff
when she stood. She pulled up her collar and hdddte her coat
and stepped out on to the shingle, then went bg@huse he was neal
enough to say "Polly," quite quietly and for hehtar.

After this she believed in miracles. She whispetBi] you come to
find me?" and he reached her and touched her che¢kough he
needed to touch to be sure she was real.

"l went to the Munros'," he said huskily.. "Portlesaid you'd gone to
say goodbye to a place. | hoped it was here."

Everything was right now. She had wished on theevfalt and her

wish had come true. She put out her arms and dimevadainst her,

laughing softly. "I must have second sight aftérlalas wrong about
the pitin the passage, but I did know you'd coereli She looked up
at him. "The very last night," she said, and it iaghtening that this

had been their last chance.

He told her "That was why | went to find you, besaut's the last
night and | had to see you alone before you wergydwHis eyes
were dark and the expression in them made her batchreath. She
asked simply and directly:



"Do you love me?"
"You know | love you," he said. "You brought melife."

She knew that he had brought her to an intensitigeliing against
which what she had felt for Clive had been a pat @assive thing.
"Then how could you believe what Clive told youAé slemanded.

"Because it was true. You were being kind whengaught me out."
She tried to protest, but his fingertips presseer dver lips keeping
her silent.

"Of course you were," he said. "I knew that, altolwanted to Kill
Rounsley for telling me. If | hadn't had pride ardjer to fall back on
it would have broken me, and | couldn't break, H ha better
Rounsley first. If we hadn't found the tomb I'd baaken over on the
dun."

He would, Piers could do most things he set hisdnim He was
brilliant and he would be ruthless, and he couldcobse
world-famous. Clive had stood no chance at all.

"All that to show Clive?" Polly mused.

"There's more," he said drily. "This is a long-temampaign.
Interviews, lectures, from now on | give them. itepapers, books,
I've already agreed to do a colour supplementsefiarticles." He
grinned, "Even your mother is going to admit I'modovalue on
television."

"I'm sure," Polly nodded, and he said, unsmilingino

"But of course it wasn't to prove anything to Rdagsnor to myself.
It was to show you. In future it was going to beatvhcould do for
you. | would be doing the giving. In six monthshé | go to Peru, |



planned to get you along on the team. Then | thbwghmight start
again."

"Oh," said Polly. Her heart was beating furioushdavhy was he
talking about six months' time when she neededthistop talking
and kiss her now?

"But we leave here tomorrow," he said, "and alhbWw now is that
wherever you go | shall come to your door, becarse door you
open is home. And if that makes me still the begu#re street | can't
help it."

Her eyes filled with tears as tenderness overwhelmer. She
blinked the tears away and sniffed, "I'm not cryiligvas the spray
from the waterfall."

"Polly, no!" There was anguish in his face and k&l ther gently.
"Don't, my dear love, for God's sake don't cry."

"Why shouldn't | cry?" These were happy tears amel sould cry
now. "I've been crying for weeks," she gulped, yam one saw me."

"You were smiling every time | looked at you," reecs
"But you never looked at me."
"l looked. | knew every time you turned your head."

She understood that, seeing with your skin, beiogaware of
someone that your eyes could look away, but you saw

She said mischievously, "Even when Louise was theveas jealous
of Louise."



Piers laughed, "You were not," and Polly laughexliecause it was
absurd that she should have been jealous. "Yotharenly woman,"
Piers said. "And I'm going to be the only man."

The laughter stopped. The desperate need thaashe &is eyes was
in her too. When his mouth came down on hers psiarted and the
clamour of emotions he could evoke almost took dnegrsenses. No
other man would ever be right for her. This mamaloould satisfy
every longing. She almost sobbed against him, "ugan flames

when you kiss me."

"What the hell effect do you think you're havingrae?" he groaned,
and they began to smile at each other, then laggimastill in each
other's arms.

"You were cool enough last time," said Polly. "Yasked me if |
thought Clive should get the credit for finding toenb."

"If you'd said yes I'd have let him take it," s&i@rs. "That's what you
do to me." He meant that, and Polly said:

"l love you, | love you. Don't ever go away from .the
"l promise you that," said Piers.

As they left the little cave of the waterfall hdddner, "I came back
once, the morning after you told me you'd founédsspage. To see if it
was the kind of place where you might get yoursalfped.”

She felt warm and safe with his arm around he's tinly so wide."
She held forefingers a few inches apart, lookingim@it with dancing
eyes. "Hogboon size. And I'm not really accidemtra:."

"l have to take care of the breath in my body,sael quietly.



She was that to him. There would be great happiabsad, their
future would be together and wonderful, but sheld/still be sorry
to leave St. Bara.

As they climbed from the beach up to the heathmedasked, "Shall
we come back?"

"As soon as you like," he said. "How about next thorfor a

honeymoon?" She drew a deep slow breath of compteteent and
he said, "I'll take you anywhere in the world yoanwto go, but you
will marry me, won't you?"

"Of course | will." That hardly needed saying, sta@s so sure. He
was holding her hand and he lifted it to his lipshe said, "And here
for a honeymoon would be the loveliest place inviogld."



