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Veronica Blakeley's job was antiques, and wherrsbeived a letter
from two old ladies somewhere up in the hills ofwNZealand's
South island, saying they had some for sale, dhéhfsre might be
some treasure trove, and off she went. But theyweaded her that
there was a dragon nephew there too, who woukbketkindly to the
idea. And then somehow it all went wrong - andeadt of doing
business Veronica found herself, for the best o&soes,

masquerading as the fiancee of said nephew, DévtaaBride. And

as time went by, it became more and more difficultell him the
truth....



Life holds many magic moments, and a great numbaerilme came
from poems | read and kept, many of them first ighigld in the
Australian Woman's MirrorAs | was writing this novel, a letter came
to me from a nursing Sister who told me of kee@ngpem of mine
from years ago and quoting it at meetings. Recahtyhad found the
address of another poet whose verses she hadkeptang her. | too
had delighted in her poems years ago. She wroterthd name of
Thelma Irene Elizabeth Smith. They now found thethlread and
collected my novels. So, to Thelma and to Marj@Ilae Burns of
South Australia, | dedicate this book.

Wordsworth said what | would like to say to them:

'‘Dreams, books, are each a world, and books we kAosva
substantial world, both pure and good; Round theitle tendrils
strong as flesh and blood Our pastimes and ourihegpwill grow.'



The author would like to record her thanks toAlustralian Woman's
Mirror for permission to use the poem by Joan Pomfreb £ Peter
and Anne Presland of Minaret Station, Lake Wanakho so
generously brought me up to date with my previcous¥edge of an
access-only-by-water sheep station on the farcdiee lake. Anne,
like my Fiona Campbell, possesses a helicoptet'piiocence.



CHAPTER ONE

VERONICABLAKENEY took the curve below the crouching outline o
Mount Iron on her right and saw, for the first tirheke Wanaka. She
had plenty of time to catch that launch up-lakesise drew into the
side of the road and revelled in the scene ahethe cornflower-blue
waters, immense and calm, cradled in the arms sif vawvny hills
with, to the west, snow-shawled peaks.

She told herself she was lucky to be tied no longeshowrooms of
antique furniture and rows of valuable but mustgks She was free
now to roam the full extent of the South Islandkmg up pieces on
commission. It had been well worth the rigorousirsg\of the last

two years to give her enough security to ventureasuthis, and

already it was paying off. She was keeping her firefl supplied and
so far the commissions earned had modestly exceleeledbrmer

weekly wage. True, it had been rather more uneuktithn she'd
hoped for, but it was glorious really to be roamiting country

viewing treasures in their own settings and ofegneving them from

mouldering in old lofts and barns.

This was the farthest venture yet, going up toddidBay to see the
Misses Maude and Adelaide Shaw. Even the name ptassaunded
like a dower house for the spinsters of the fanmilyéy seemed pets,
from their letters. What an ideal situation forragpective buyer of
antiques! Or almost ideal. Adelaide had added,H&le just told our
nephew, who lives in the big homestead over thie Tidrdarroch
Station, that we are giving a young friend of so@ieristchurch
friends of ours a holiday. No need to upset hinotefand. All the
chattels are ours, left to us by our mother, tavidb them as we wish,
and seeing we'd like to travel before we shufflietios mortal coil,
thisis what we wish. So we are keeping him in blissfalagance till
you have a look. It may be! you won't want anywinich case he
won't be disturbed. But if you like them, it willake a dream come



true for us. In any case I'm sure you'll enjoya tkays up the lake in
idyllic solitude in spring. The daffodils and bluedls are out.’

It sounded like heaven ... a quiet little bay watlly mountain ranges
at the back of it and not even a road leading to liring anyone to
disturb the peace. She wouldn't be greedy; shediamdess, choose,
advise. She'd love to buy enough to let the pabdelrs do a spot of
globe-trotting. They were probably right under thephew's thumb.
They sounded quite old, so he'd be some grizzlacdb$the soail, in
his fifties, someone who'd never heard of equditsigand women
living their own lives, doing what they wanted t. dhey'd probably
always been stuck up there in an isolation thatevoaturally tend to
be a man-dominated kingdom all its own. Veronicd haard about
some of these isolated communities tucked awageatdr sides of
the southern lakes, reached only by launch—in faat even
communities, but one-family estates. Adelaide andud® had
probably never even got away to school, would Heacka governess,
known very little freedom.

Now she must look for this garage where she wésatee her car for
the week. She ran down past the low, wide hoteh isweep of
emerald lawns and gardens where the Queen Motldestaged, and
later Prince Charles, for the trout- fishing. Thesxe already a lot of
tourists wandering about; small craft were bobba#gnchor, and
down at the small jetty a launch looked ready tee taff. Well, it
wouldn't be the one she was to take, because shenbee than a
couple of hours to fill in. She'd explore the ldkeeshore on foot
when she'd left the car.

Ah, here was the garage. She pulled up, got outt agoss to a man
who'd just filled up a petrol tank. 'l have to gggany car here for the
next week or so, while I'm staying at Tordarrocatih. My name's
Veronica--'



A broad grin split his face, 'lt's Veronica, is TRey're all in such a
tizzy up there they said Victoria. Well, it's notiam different, and
we're damned glad you made such good time. I'litip@itcar away
after and run you down to the jetty now and Gud walst off. It

means Theo won't have a chance of getting up theficre you do.
I'm all in favour of spiking his guns. He's a maant of bloke, with a
dirty temper. And of course, as for Lucy, it's jtiet sort of pickle she
wouldland Dermid in. Come on, we've got to hustle. Gesided to
take tourists too, but he's ready to cast offrat fight of you.'

Veronica felt a little dazed and not a little agpesive. This nephew
... was he Theo or Dermid? And such a tizzy? Hadvh&hever one
he was, found out the aunts were going to

sell some antiques and turned nasty? A mean soolokke? She
hoped she was not going to be too involved. Sigkhaps he just
didn't want them cheated. She'd a good mind ngotobut those
sisters had sounded sweet and somehow pathetitheytbnged to
travel. But Lucy? Who was she? Another old-fashibmame.
Perhaps there were three maiden aunts at Distgff\Bas Lucy the
odd one out who didn't want to travel and was gyia spike her
sisters' guns? She hadn't time to think much ogasktions, though.
It was so short a distance that only the fact ¢hat had a case hac
made him almost throw her into an ancient two-geatd roar down
the garage approach and across the road downkadrtwe jetty.

He whisked her out, her case and holdall were rchndeand down,

so was she. There seemed to be two family pattesrd. They were
getting off at Minaret Station, Gus the pilot saatd he closed one
eye in a broad wink Veronica took to mean, dowegiway the fact

that there's a tizzy going onla¢r destination.

She hadn't been prepared for the journey to takengpor the lake to
be so vast... there was so much of it out of siglth numerous arms
of the lake cutting back into the mountains. Thesofor Minaret



Station were from the North Island of New Zealasw Gus, finding

this was their first visit to Central Otago, kepgb an excellent
commentary as they cut through the blue waters.hki@ both

contemporary and pioneer history at his fingertfplse noticed that
quite frequently he cast a swift but searching ggabehind him.

Decidedly odd. Presently, as the group fell to tenetg, she came to
stand beside the pilot. He cast her a quick Idudqg said in a very low
voice, 'You're a good sport to take this on. Wedtbypou'd waste no
time on the way up. You must have travelled somgebhere so
soon. We hoped you'd make it early.’

Veronica instinctively dropped her own voice. 'tHilt exceed the
limit. After all, it's a tricky road when it's yotirst time—that gorge!
But tell me, does it really have to be so hush-Rush

'Sure does. It's a small world, the lake commurkityeryone knows
everyone else. One hint and the balloon would gd_-opk out, the
others are coming over. No more now.'

It wasn't till he landed them at Minaret Bay witie iovely formation
of Minaret Peaks above it, soaring up into the skyl had sailed out
into the body of the lake again that she was ablsaly anything
further. She said, 'l take it their nephew hasxgotl of what his aunts
are up to. He must be a colossal spoilsport, tapgisove of them
even getting their treasures valued! They toldmeg tvere their very
own possessions. I'm not likely to take advantdglem; in fact, if
they like, | can value them and they can get theghew to look them
over in the light of my estimates and even getlaroopinion if he
likes, say someone up from Dunedin. The two oldslgsst long to
travel, and | can't see the good of hanging onufd they're probably
tired of, anyway, and denying themselves the charfcseeing
London and Vienna, Saltzburg and Venice and Rorttee. way Miss
Adelaide spoke of those places in her letter wallyreouching.'



Gus gazed blankly at her. 'l haven't the foggieston what you're
taking about. It sounds to me as if Anne hasn'tagned in detail at
all. Beats me. Did she just shove you off in a gheary, tell you that
you had to pretend you were Dermid's fiancee, aéwven brief you
on your lines?'

Veronica's stare was even more blank. 'Anne? Whnie?'

Gus swung round from the whed&Who is AnneWhy Dermid's
sister, of course. But you know her. You act widn'h

Veronica gulped. 'l know nothing. | think you'rd atad! Who is
Dermid?’

Gus's mouth fell open. 'Dermid? But that's whoall'sbout!

‘All what'sabout? If you don't tell me from A to Z, I'll sama! All I'm
sure of at the moment is that I'm an antique bwjey was engaged
by Miss Adelaide Shaw, unknown to her nephew whasee was
never mentioned, to value some antiques becaugevdna to travel
a bit before they peg out, to put it crudely. I'mrbhica Blakeney, of
Early Colonial Antiques in Christchurch, working commission for
them. So what's cooking?'

Gus pushed his peaked cap back, scratched hisegrizall, then said
in a flabbergasted tone, 'They were right aboutriame after all.
Theydid say Victoria! My God, what's Mac done?—the chaphat
garage. Look ... Anne is in a small professionalgst group in
Dunedin. She said she'd get a member of it, whan'wagsing to
Australia with them, to pretend she was Dermidiadee to get him
out of the hole. The hole Lucy got him into. Sheswasay she'd been
at the motel that night too."'

Veronica was sure her eyes were going glassy. 2Me¢lois Lucy?
And what did she do?'



Gus said rapidly, 'Lucy Baring. She married Theairigg rather a
tough hombre. She's a gentle little thing, but gkvm a flap over
something. She stayed up at Tordarroch a lot betogevas married.
Her parents were separated and she was a bitigahdtTordarroch
became a second home to her. Theo had a homestemd$ dake
Hawea that's even more isolated than Dermid's Isea#is up a river
at the far side. Lucy and Theo quarrelled, and Lracyg Dermid, but
his housekeeper told her he was in Dunedin at @l business.
Damned if she didn't turn up there after midnighghe'd had trouble
with the hired car. Those sort of things happdouwy. It was a motel
with one bedroom and a divan in the lounge. Dershidved her in
the bedroom, while he slept on the divan. He sdnexdout next day
and sent her back. The silly wench let it out tdbdw who is the
jealous type. Hot-headed too.

'So they had another flaming row. What does sheutldlee up here?
Dermid had this bright idea . . . why not get oféAnne's actress
friends to come up and pretend she was engagdadAnne rang
back to say she had the very one, a bobby-dazzietawput Lucy

right in the shade. Theo would know Dermid wouldodk Lucy's

way if he was engaged to her. Only she was Victéwal you're not
her, worse luck! What in hell do | do?’

Veronica said faintly, "You'll have to drop me astaff Bay and go
back for her. Perhaps like Lucy she's had car tedub

‘Too late. Theo found out Lucy was up here. Shescapwith me in
a public launch, so someone must have mentionéteiphoned the
farm, the housekeeper let out she was there, Detookl over the
phone, and Theo wouldn't believe there was notimnigand said he
was coming to haul Lucy back by the ear! That's wieywanted
Victoria. We put on an early launch. I've got td gack, sure, for
other bookings, but Theo could be catching that éteed leave his
own launch at Hawea and get someone to run him amaka.
Imagine having him and this Victoria on the samatbti's the only



one they can take, because the other launcheakday cruises.
So it's the only way he can come, unless—but | lpatdnk he
would.'

'‘Unless what?' asked Veronica fearfully.

'‘Unless he's so flaming mad he brings his own lawawross from
Lake Hawea. He might reason it'd be a lot moregbeivthan the
public one. He's got a phone, so he could havegedfor someone
at Hawea township to meet him this side of thatJakith a boat
trailer to transport it across the Neck. He'd bausous he'd brook no
delay.'

‘The Neck?' asked Veronica, stupefied. What a asaven!

‘The narrow bit between Hawea and Wanaka. It'©&ehtrip across
then. Ah, here's where we turn in. Tordarroch let@hing up.' He
looked over his shoulder and groaned. 'I'm almasg shat's him
coming across now. Look, we can get there befare .hijust. For
sure Dermid will be on their jetty. | implore ya@ihe is ... make out
you're Dermid's fiancee. It's going to be an ugly sitatotherwise.
He'll be at Dermid's throat before you can say adwbut if he sees
you throwing yourself into Dermid's arms, it'll gihim a setback. It
won't be for long. | reckon Theo'll hardly give lyutme to pack her
bags before he drags her off.'

Veronica made one last bid to escape. 'What abgutame?'

‘Theo may not have heard it. We've got to risk sbmg. We can say
he was mistaken on the phone. But I've an idea Demay have just
said " my fiancee". | hope so.’

Veronica said, 'Dermid's going to be set back—I'no
bobby-dazzler.'

r



Gus must have been fifty-five, but he looked attdiebrown-haired

girl in front of him with real male appreciationeHcheeks had a
heightened colour, her brown eyes were wide ancetyepsive, coral
lips were parted as if to protest; her lime-greessd had blown back
in the lake breeze and had outlined her figureu'¥do me for one,’
he said, ‘and you'll certainly do Dermid.’

He came expertly about, and drew alongside theg. j€tie group of
people who had been rushing down the steep pd#tle toater arrived
on the planking. Someone seized the rope Gus fmagsecured it.
Gus leapt to the side, Veronica's hand in his,aaradher hand, rough
and calloused, took her other one, and the nextenbshe was on
the jetty, but it seemed to her as if the launthrese and fell beneath
her.

Gus hissed at the owner of the calloused handp'$heast coming
round the headland—he must have transported his dmvass the
Neck. We've no time for explanations, though. T$Meronica.Yes,

| know you said Victoria, but her name's Veronid&ronica,

embrace him. Now, Dermid, kiss her as you've n&issed anyone
before!

She looked up, saw a coppery jaw, a gleam of sttgngrilliant
green eyes and a head of dark chestnut hair tleewa$ caught up in
an iron embrace and kissed so hard she couldHedbanes of his
face.

If he had released her fully, she would have fallda seemed to
realise this and retained a hold on her arms attwvelbows. He said
quickly, 'l must know the basics about you. Whgd'sr last name?"

Heavens, it must have been arranged quickly! Ha'deven know
this Victoria's surname!

'It's Blakeney. You must be Dermid Shaw.'



'‘Good grief, no. Did you think | was a stepbrotieérAnne's? I'm
Dermid MacBride, of course. Well, it's been all weushed. How
much do you know about the situation? | know Anms yust leaving
for Australia, but | didn't realise she had hatdtye to fill you in.'

‘Just that someone called Lucy ran away from heb&mid and spent
the night in a Dunedin motel with you, and Thecer.... Baring is
furious, so you asked Anne to provide a makebelieweee for you,
who's supposed to have spent the night at the naeHow much
will this Theo know about your fictional fiancee®iGk, it sounds as
if that boat is getting horribly near!

He swung her round a little, away from the watppaently looking
lovingly down on her. He hissed intensely, 'He kaawighty little.
He rang here, demanding to know if Lucy was withtimg time. Said
someone had seen her on the launch. | said shéssunate, and for
heaven's sake get her out of my hair, that my @éangas coming up
and she wouldn't swallow Lucy twice. It was too imushe was a
sport last time, and that I'd strangle Lucy if hes= of her, my
wife-to-be thrust the ring back at me. Oh, lordsGihe ring!

Gus standing close, scrabbled in his pocket artj ‘sé&re it is, get it
on ... keep your back turned.’

He thrust it between them. Veronica brought hedhgn and Dermid
MacBride said, 'Wrong hand . .. left one, dope!

Colour flamed into Veronica's cheeks. 'I'll smaduryface for that
first time we're alone! This is a madhouse ... ymal callmedope!

All of a sudden the funny side of it swept over,hdispelling the

anger, and to everyone's amazement she laughdouoltit floated

to the ears of the man coming alongside the ji#tseemed to all the
group the most natural and welcome sound in thertdy



Dermid whispered, 'There's my housekeeper, Mrshgtegon, and
that's Lucy.'

Veronica saw a pale lily of a girl with hands cledpightly in front of
her, shrinking back against the housekeeper. $viiéironica went
over to Lucy, kissed her and said clearly and lputilucy darling!

Gus told me everything on the way up. Don't womyerything's
okay now I'm here.' She added with a note of amesgit's all out
of character. | wanted a man who'd rescue me fribthedragons.
I've got a romantic slant. | thought Dermid wasngpito be a
twentieth-century St George, but instead I've gobé the one to
rescuehim\ | shan't let him forget it for the rest of hiselifNow,

where's that great big bumbling husband of youtisfixl him!* And

she wheeled round to face a giant of a man hagteamg the jetty.

His face was a mixture of thundery fury and incteguHe stopped
three paces from them. 'What's going on?' he deethnd

Veronica put out a restraining hand as Dermid MatBwent to step

forward. 'Please!" she commanded in a ringing vthet sounded

convincing even to herself. 'Now listen, Dermid.uvand Lucy have

blundered enough. If you'd had the sense to hbstleoff to some

hotel miles from your motel, this would never h&sag@pened. Instead
you woke everyone in my boarding-house by ringing at that

unearthly hour and demanding that | get along to Yy landlady's

never been the same to me since! So I'm not goitgt tyou meddle

any more. Theo, Dermid was only scalddyo up in smoke if | found
a girl from up here had spent a night in his matelhis one thought
was to get me there. And let me tell you thisdom't suppose any of
it would have happened if Lucy hadn't been teuifté you. What

sort of a man are you, anyway, to get a girl itttis state? You're

supposed to be the one who promised to love acldeiosh her. What
sort of cherishing is this?’



She stopped, not because she was out of breathagination, but
she was scared to death she might over reach harsklgive the
show away.

The effect on Theo was ludicrous. He'd come to beat and was
being browbeaten himself by a slim slip of a gegldhnever met in his
life before. It was just as if all the suspiciordaanger had sloughed
off him in one second and a sense of shame anémeas had taken
its place. He was put on the defensive.

He said, '‘But—but tlolove her. | love her andWantto cherish her ...
| feel she ought to understand this ... but | deaefp up the sweet talk
all the time. I'm too busy and she gets so miseraftinks | don't
love her and imagines things. She's for ever comgame with
Dermid, and | was so sick of it. | don't know winegdidn't marry him
if she thought he was the better man ... more meshé&go!

Dermid laughed shortly. 'l can tell you why in oB&cause | never
asked her. Nor was | ever likely to. Hang it, msine's like a little
sister—she practically grew up here. So when shetsouble, she
comes home. Nevertheless, | had enough sense diaa¢ Inot keep
her in that motel unless | had my fiancee with het because | was
afraid of you, Theo, but in case it upset my veswrengagement. |
couldn't believe my incredible luck when Veroniaxepted me. |
wasn't risking anything.'

Dermid swung round on Lucy. 'What the devil gobigbu to keep
bringing me into any quarrel you and Theo had? Medrpeople are
bound to have some quarrels. All families have alsr but they
don't have to last. But why on earth dragin?'

Lucy looked down at her feet, the ashy-fair haimging forward to
hide her face. Theo barked; 'Lucy, don't do it. %oow it infuriates
me. Look up, and for pity's sake give us an homastver. If there
was nothing in it why did you keep harping on aldootv differently



Dermid would've treated you. There were times wiHfett that if you
mentioned him again | would choke you. Why did you?

Slowly, the lily-pale girl lifted her head, lookdwim full in the face,

and there could have been nobody else presertidutb of them. 'l

wanted to make you jealous,’ she said. 'To stiymuo make you go
my way. To make you into the sort of husband | wdnrtan

articulate husband. And I've ruined it all!"

They weren't prepared for the light that sprang the grey eyes of
the big red-faced man. He took a step forward, tetpped,
suddenly aware of the audience of four. Dermid saiiftly, ‘'This is
our exit line, | think. Come on, Gus. Come on, \feca, Mrs
Stephenson, let them have it." Then back over Inpalder, 'And
when you've disentangled yourselves from what lehispa massive
reconciliation clinch, you'd better come up to timuse and have
lunch. I'm simply starving!

Veronica clapped a restraining hand to her moutihitBvas no good,
the laughter spilled out of her silently. Dermid dBaide took her
arm roughly, hustled her on, muttering, 'Stop ig thoment .. . it's a
big moment for those two ... amdt funny!

She whispered jerkily, between spasms, 'l knowdvk but really,
it's your fault. To be hungry, after a confrontatiike that, is too
absurdI'm gone at the knees!

Mrs Stephenson said grimly, 'So am I. I've livedhape since | was
married, and seen Dermid and his sister and bratheore pickles
than | care to remember, but never one like this.hdwve | ever heard
so many lies told. | can only hope you can remerabgtou've said.’

Gus said, 'Now, now, Stephie, it saved the day,lanadlamned if |
know what else would have done just that.'



They rounded a huge cutting in the solid rock efliilside and were
out of sight of the pair still on the jetty. A feyards farther on was a
low bank. Veronica freed herself, walked to it, aad down. 'l just
have to have time to get my breath back and some b@o my
knees. You can't walk on jelly!

They clustered round her, gave her a few minutes.gst up, pushed
the hair back from her dewy forehead, then lookezhd to where, on
a lake-terrace, like a plateau, stood a white stanese with a very
bright red, very steep, iron roof. Later she waketon that it was a
good landmark for the helicopters and small plavfethe area. As
they climbed upwards she said, 'Do you think thegime up for

lunch, or will they be too embarrassed?’

Dermid said, 'Lucy has a case here, so they'll kav@us, we'll give
you your meal right away, because you'll have tdogek to pick up
tourists, won't you?'

He nodded. 'I'll phone and say | could be a tidte.'

Veronica looked down on the ring she wore, a modgstre-cut

diamond in the centre with three tiny ones shouhdeeach side. She
said, 'Does this ring belong to your wife? When tget it back to

you? If you leave before Theo and Lucy do, | cgie it to you.'

Gus grinned. What a likeable fellow he was, andtvafaiend to this
Dermid character. 'Mollie won't mind. She'd sawds all in a good
cause. She'll keep mum about it. She's the praadesigster in things
like this, bless her. Never do for you to be withibun the next little
while.'

Veronica said, 'Tell me, is this reconciliationdii to last? The
garage man said Theo was a mean sort of man, dowltlthink he
meant in money matters. | think he meant nasty. Hwan? How
long will it take him to be really sure of Lucy? Wobhe be suspicious



and give her hell if he thinks it's a put-up job@duld make him think
it was more serious than it was if you've gone uohslengths to
deceive him.'

It was Dermid who answered. He said roughly, "Weyld you have
thought of anything better? Something had to besdaoght away.

He's a good enough chap at heart, and the ruttless in him seems
to attract Lucy, but she hasn't got the gumptionaiodle it. He had a
tough childhood and has . a.- chip on his should@eause of it, and
he's unpredictable when his temper's up. If yowdho it such a
rotten plot why did you embark on it? Or did youitim please Anne
and now you're regretting it?'

Veronica opened her mouth to protest, to explaihjlst as Dermid
MacBride swung round to see if the reunited pais waming, Gus
gave her a rib-jolting nudge that stopped her lgeftre got a word
out. Gus mouthed at her, 'Don't say you're not Aninend!’

Dermid turned back, somewhat relieved. 'Oh, thegn'arwithin
earshot. | suddenly thought they might be. Go.aare. you regretting
it? Because if you are, at least keep it up téythre back on that
launch!'

This so incensed Veronica she said with spintas starting to say |
wasn't regretting it. Look, nothing much has beguia@ned to me at
all—I had to leap into this situation too quicklyteel pressganged
into something | don't care for, but for the sakeaonarriage that
looks like going on the rocks otherwise I'll go radowith it. | don't
suppose any misgivings | might have can count atjenat.’

For some reason the man looking down on her pe$tigoggled.
'‘Well, that's the last statement I'd have expegtedo make!

Veronica put a hand to her head gave it a littlaksh then said
dazedly, 'It's not the sort of remarkxpectedo make when | set out



this morning. | feel as if I'm taking part in a ydyad play, and I've
forgotten my lines and am improvising.'

He gave a bark of laughter more derisive than ritthYes, | can
well imagine you've never thought along such linefore.’

Veronica gave it up. She looked back. 'They'refeagcup on us and
they're hand-in-hand. Let's hope it lasts and wetdhave to keep up
this farce too long.'

Dermid said, 'Well, to start with it'll be onlyltthey eat, pack Lucy's
things and take off for the far shore, but yoldva to play it along a
bit. Never do to take off too soon. Wanaka and Hawaes small
places, and a new fiancee leaving as soon as skiedawould be

suspicious in anybody's book. And with being on phene, Theo
could ring here, even ask to speak to you, andavihiirik it strange if
we couldn't put you on the line. | never thouglt éver think it

inconvenient to be connected!

In answer to her mystified look he said, 'Not mogkr a decade ago,
our only contact was by radio-telephone.'

It made Veronica shiver. 'That could be frightenaidimes.’

'Indeed it was. Especially in illness. And wors# sefore there was
even that radio-telephone link.'

She thought, 'That would be what makes it so mudhgdom on its
own. A man-dominated one,' a thought she mustiet.ut

He added, 'Besides, you'll have to stay for a wiflene said you
needed to be out of Dunedin for some time. Pity gouldn't have
gone with the company to Australia. | mean, as daryou're
concerned; as far aam, you're a godsend.’



Veronica decided she'd better remain a godsend@nd out later. It
seemed a chancy situation and she'd do irrepahaote perhaps if
she threw them into confusion by starting now tg she wasn't
Anne's actress friend. She must be natural foiséke of this pair.
She put a restraining hand on Dermid's arm andcéagally, '‘Darling,
look ... we've got companydappycompany. Lucy, | guess you feel
like a million dollars right now. Theo, next timewyand Lucy have a
tiff, don't let her get away.! She had an inspoati'My mother
disapproves of Dermid quite enough without you clicagng
things. The idea of her darling city-bred daugiarrying someone
on a vast sheep station that doesn't even havadacaming to its
door has given her the vapours as it is, but ifthleeght he'd been
harbouring another woman, a married woman at thdis Dunedin
motel, she'd be forbidding the banns! I've gottaolotalking to do
between now and the happy day, believe me, to gre¢ven faintly
reconciled to the idea! My mother can never redlse though we
love each other dearly, she and | are as diffeagan be. She lives a
life that's a positive round of golf matches, badgarties, and social
engagements.

'She thinks country life dead boring, and to imagircan make a
success of marriage up here, with not even a médng the world

to my door, is the height of folly. So please, norencomplications.
She made me promise to sample life in the way-bduere

committing myself to the irrevocable step.’

She paused, having run out of breath anch inveniba had to hand
it to Dermid MacBride, he wasn't a bad actor hiskle said,
reaching out for her hand, 'Aren't | the lucky oAe@irl as beautiful
as this, brave enough to take on a high-country, @y goodbye to
the city lights, and defy her fond mama into theghan? And just
when | can't believe my incredible luck, Lucy hé@s to throw a
colossal spanner into the works!



Theo put a protective arm round his wife's showd®ut it seems
she had the best of all possible reasons ... iiasrged to make me
jealous she certainly succeeded, and I'm tickledk po think she
cared that much. I'm not an articulate man, | knhe'll have to put
up with that and believe | love her.’

Veronica began to enjoy herself, despite feelingidsktrayed into a
stage scene without a single rehearsal. She sadilal, armtouch of
asperity, 'Theo! Wrong technique. Never tell a worsbe'll have to
put up with anything. If speech makes your Lucyahen you'l
jolly well have to be articulate! Every woman dessr her man
telling her from time to time not only that he levieer buthow he
loves her. It's the only way Dermid will keep m@pg up here.’

The look she gave him would have done credit ios& fate actress.
Gus turned away quickly and coughed. Dermid chukMou're
pretty articulate yourself, my love. Look, all thiegh drama is
making me ravenous! Stephie, | hope you've got sange really
good for us.'

'l have, and if only we could leave all this lovegvey talk behind us,
I'd have it on the table in a jiffy. | made a spédish for Veronica,
but it'll have to be slapped out in a hurry if Gaigoing to get back to
Wanaka in time. Come on.’

Veronica had only a vague impression of a housle g hospitable
rooms and windows that seemed to embrace blue afeav blue
view of the vastness of the lake. Gus went stramttie telephone, to
be frustrated when it was as dead as mutton.

Dermid MacBride took it calmly. 'Oh, well, I've d up here more
years without a phone than with one, but when yeitbgck, Gus, get
someone on the jetty to let the Post Office knowase it's near their
end. We can do an inspection of the lines round tdrlasts. We did
have a terrible nor'wester lately.'



The big table was already set. Mrs Stephenson lyug#¢ out an
extra place for Theo Baring next to Lucy's and Qrduout an
enormous ashet piled high with succulent venisdresusprinkled
with chopped glace cherries, ground almonds anglgggrand circled
with snowy rice decorated with red and green pepprd pineapple
rings. She put a tureen of mushrooms on one sideoaea of jacket
potatoes on the other. 'Dermid never thinks ricanig substitute for
potatoes, but | like the look of the rice and tlagied ways you can
serve it, so | tell him he's got to allow me someative arts. | spent so
many years being frustrated by cooking plain stoffthe shearing
gangs, | refused to be dominated all my days witerprejudices in
my department here!

It turned out a surprisingly merry meal. They atl qustice to Mrs
Stephenson's apricot tart and finally her coffeas @®se. '| must go
for my life. Veronica, I've got a message for yooni Mollie. It's a
private one, so excuse us.'

'‘Can | come?' asked Dermid.

*You cannot. And don't get jealous like old Thecehd really is from
my wife.'

Something about the ring, she supposed. He whislexdinto a
side-room, shut the door. He shook his head. '¥ooiv you'll take
good care of it. It's--'

She broke in. 'Thank goodness you did this! Whyyaid stop me
telling Dermid | wasn't Anne's friend? And what lwibu do if she
turns up at Wanaka? She must have been delayedliever do to
have her here now.’

'It's okay. Mac would bring her to my boat, nondhsf others, when
he'd sorted out what had happened. I'll fix it. Motould put her up
for the night, or two or three if she doesn't wanteturn right away.



But my guess is that something's happened. Pedh&pgot offered a
good part somewhere and just gave up this ideal Bigpped you
telling Dermid because it was too awkward a mométit Lucy and

Theo almost on our heels. It would have thrown Déride'd never
have sounded convincing if he'd thought you weperéect stranger
and not an actress. As it is you've been splerdigd have had no
confidence in your being able to carry it throulglhwere you I'd not

tell him till it's all sorted out. He'll be more tugal that way.'

'‘But his aunts? They're expecting me. It soundd #wy haven't
mentioned that a young friend of their friendsasnng. | don't think
you knew either. The name on the passenger listhrdater boat
wouldn't have meant a thing to you. But how dd the aunts know?'

He thought rapidly. 'Mollie's coming down to see atehe launch
before my next trip. I'll get her to ring the auntleir phone may not
be out. On second thoughts, I'll call in at Distaffy on the second
trip and let them know. | can't this trip becaused might ask why.
He'll be gone before the next one, of course.

There was no doubt Gus fancied himself as a caatspirHe said to
Theo, 'Mollie can talk of nothing else but DermiddaVeronica's
approaching marriage. You know what women are. Ahdourse
she saw a lot of Veronica when they were courfirigere's always a
lot of secrecy about styles of wedding-dresse4, tisere? Beats me.
However, I'm a peace-loving sort of chap, andlbeen married long
enough to go along with what seems so importatitdavomenfolk,
bless 'em.’

Veronica thought Dermid looked relieved. No doubtwas walking
a tightrope and wanted no tumbles.

She felt more apprehensive when Gus had gone. H¢h&anly one
who knew she wasn't a friend of Anne's. Well, vaithit of luck, Theo
and Lucy would be heading out across the lake hadwuldn't fear



being tripped up by some wrongful allusion to oesfion about that
night spent at the motel. She didn't even know winnotel. What a
situation!

She could have screamed when Lucy dilly-dalliedr dnex packing.
Possibly she was nervous about being with Theamagaiher own.
But he looked a different man now. He andDermidewrehatting
quite freely. High-country talk— Altitude, Aspedhccess ... they
called them the three A's in these across-lakepssig¢ions.

This was a different world from the farm holiday®rgnica had

known as a child. They all had roads leading tonthwns within

reasonable distance, neighbours. Here they reckanddrms of

square miles, not acres, and ranges of hills anghtams and rivers
were their natural boundaries. A vast, lonely dhed reached back
into a never-never-land.

She dared not venture an opinion about anythindy andded
agreement with Dermid from time to time. He reacbationce or
twice to squeeze her hand fondly and say, 'Thatss't it, darling?"
or 'that's what we intend to do, don't we, VeroRica

Mrs Stephenson took pity on her and said, 'Whileylsufinishing

packing, you can help me with the dishes, Verohtghe twinkled,

it's not often that two women get on so well in ¢me kitchen as we
do. Just as well, as otherwise, in an isolated kredhis, we might

fall to fighting. Though | reckon I'll leave thenm éheir own for a bit
when they're first wed. Nothing like young folk bgion their own. |

might go to my daughter's for a month or two.'

What actors they all were! To her annoyance Vewfelt warmth in

her cheeks and noticed Dermid looking amused. \Whatmore, the
thawed-out Theo noticed it too. 'l like a girl wbhan blush,' he said
unexpectedly.



Mrs Stephenson laughed indulgently. 'So do |. Therething of the
tough female about our Veronica, thank goodness!

Veronica realised that all of them, from the laupdbt to the owner
of this station, were starting to enjoy this maggde. It had become
a prank to them. They heard Lucy coming downstairs.

With great inner relief Veronica too rose to hegtfeTheo took his
wife's case from her and slipped an arm round heulders. 'Right,
let's get going. Sooner we're home the sooner Ibea the living
daylights out of you and relieve my feelings. Wiaet idea . ..
thinking | didn't truly love you ... trying to makae jealous! It'll
serve you right if you get sick and tired of marngyto prove it to you
every day that you're the one and only. Now asestgrand in front of
an audience, how does that sound?’

The pale lily was now a rose, positively glowingdasparkly-eyed.
it'll do me,' she said, and very naturally raisedsklf on tiptoe and
kissed him.

'For once,"' announced Mrs Stephenson, 'lI've gaiginoomance to
satisfy me, and not out of a book either, and Wignmid going in off
the deep end like this about Veronica, I've acldewbat I've been
trying to do for years, saved him from being a coméd bachelor.'

Suddenly Veronica felt as if her head was swimmihgll sounded
so ridiculously natural, she was almost believimg.iWell, it looked
as if she might have earned herself a couple oksveeso of a very
pleasant holiday, seeing she had to stay on aimcditae to give
credence to this bogus engagement, and she migkbue very
profitable business on the side. Perhaps Dermidduoeiso grateful
to her for saving the situation at a moment's edie wouldn't cut up
rough if his dear old aunts did want to sell oféw things he'd rather
they should retain.



They all trooped down to the jetty to see Theo lamcly off. Theo's
launch was a beauty, trim in its white paint witescor of the same
cornflower blue as the lake. Lucy, eager to getyam@w, sprang on
board, Theo turned to say once more how sorry Iheth to have
arrived in such a flaming temper, and caught hesaio a coil of rope.
He teetered dangerously over the edge for a fewnskscin which
they thought he was going to pitch into the lakadma rightabout
turn and leap with a tremendous effort, and craslogh on the steps
instead.

Dermid, Veronica and Mrs Stephenson expected awiely laugh
from him, but Lucy, wildly alarmed, leapt back dretjetty, and to
their combined horror, Theo's first movement tohgathimself
together resulted in a cry of absolute agony.

Lucy was kneeling beside him in a jiffy. 'Theo'.sRe asked, 'Theo,
you haven't? Not again? You have?' She looked upeating of
concerned faces. 'He's slipped a disc again!'

Consternation sat upon them all. Dermid recoverst] &nd dropped
down beside him. 'Look, it may not be. It could &éwist, having
wrenched the muscles badly. Lie still for a momémn we'll try to
get you to your feet.'

It was soon evident ivasserious. Theo tried to be stoical, but gre:
grunts of pain burst from him as they got him up@the top of the
jetty. He turned and looked at his launch, saidh&ireal bitterness
of tone, 'And all | wanted was to get home!'

They were silent with dismay for him.

He said, 'But | couldn't now. Not to make it acrtiss lake, to say
nothing of waiting for transport across the Netk. beyond me. Oh,
damn!'



Dermid said, 'Well, nothing for it but to stay heWée'll get the doctor
up from Wanaka. It's easier here than at your plded's one thing.
Theo, can you make it to this seat? ... thoughhjwawe to lie, not sit.
I'll go and get the Land Rover.'

His progress was painful in the extreme. Sweatdstmat in great
drops on his forehead. The lily-white creature whas his wife
suddenly became a strong, supportive woman whgddavith her
man in agony before. They propped him against dileof the seat.
Dermid said, holding out his hand to her, 'Coméwaite, Veronica,
it's up in front of the house.'

She realised he hadn't dared leave her there enstesput her foot in
it and gave herself away. They hurried up pastliiek where
Veronica had tried to still her shaking knees. TWweye no less shaky
now. They suddenly stopped, looked at each othgoaimic and
horror. '"You're stuck with this pretence, Veronits, like that old
film, The Man who Came to Dinndt.was a repeat on TV last year
Let's hope the doctor is good at manipulation amddn be taken to
Wanaka to recover. And let's say our prayers baaksvhat we dpn't
trip ourselves up in the meantime. We'll need a orgmike
computer!" Veronica realised this was no time tichien she was not
a trained actress.



CHAPTER TWO

VERONICA found it had all the qualities of a nightmare, bagé from
which, unfortunately, she could not waken. She Bgpeed a
moment of sheer panic till on their return, hersyell on Theo,
sheet-white and obviously trying to suppress greartbey lifted him
into the Rover. They'd just have to keep up thiegimasquerade the
whole time he was here. And she would do nothingridermine
Dermid's confidence in her ability to carry it thgh.

The Rover crawled away, Dermid at the wheel, Lugyng to
support Theo to shield him from any bumps on &ithat left a lot to
be desired.

Mrs Stephenson and Veronica walked soberly up theghr way

again. They paused, and Veronica said, 'This isgg be tricky. It's
one thing pretending to be Dermid's fiancee fdn@tstime, and in a
good cause, but another keeping it up. How londjitvibke for his

back to heal? | mean, if the doctor can get hedenaamipulate it, will

it be instant recovery? Or nearly?"

Stephie answered slowly, 'He'll have to be vergftafor a few days.
They won't risk him taking his own launch backs tbo steep the
other side—there's no jetty. And even if we got Hiown to his
place, he can't stay there without his launchinktimyself the doctor
may take him back to Wanaka. In fact if it's veadbhe may take
him to the hospital at Cromwell. He hurt it laskahng, | believe.
These big husky high-country men make shockingeptgi |
wouldn't like to be Lucy. Pity it's happened rigiaw when they've
just made it up.'

Veronica said curiously, 'How come they got intalsa tangle? It
was stupid of her to flee to Dermid. That would eaky husband
mad. It does even if a wife runs home to her mottles Stephenson
sighed. 'That's Lucy, I'm afraid. She's one ofwle#i-meaning sort,



but woolly-minded. She belongs to another centutye—tlinging
vine type, rather pathetic. Her parents were sépérso she went
from pillar to post, never sure of herself, themmar Varsity days fell
in with Dermid, who's given to looking after lamegs. He's such a
strong chap himself he positively attracts therm&avhen he finally
got away to boarding-school—in his high-school dafe used to
bring up all the lonely boys.'

Veronica's voice revealed surprise. 'Varsity? | sbaw had the idea
his whole life had been lived up here.'

'Oh, it was Lincoln College, the agricultural orleucy was at
Canterbury University. She seemed to fancy Dermidaftime, but
then she fell with a bang for Theo. | think his mabrasive character
fascinated her. But she hadn't a clue how to hamdie However, it
looks as if she's learning at last. Well, you'Né#o carry on with this
mock-up of an engagement for a while. Isn't it fun?

'Fun?' said Veronica hollowly. 'l feel I'm on altigppe! Watch me
every moment, Mrs Stephenson. I'd like to see thi©ugh
successfully and speedily. It's bristling with haisd

Mrs Stephenson's grey eyes gleamed with laughténink it's a
gorgeous situation. | wish something like this lmeagpened to me
when | was young.'

‘Gorgeous? It fills me with horror—why--'

'‘Oh, come on. I'm sure you'll find compensationgtéhding to be
engaged to a personable man like Dermid ... loakeds one of the
best catches in the districtandfree. Perhaps like all of us when we
were young, you're looking back to—to other attaehts. Don't.
There's only regrets in that. Enjoy every momernhi.'

Veronica blinked. What could the woman mean? Arek. She
couldn't imagine. She gave it up and found herggjgling. "You



know, this is the most surprising set-up. Perhdpss well Dermid
MacBride's parents aren't around—they might easityapprove of a
lark like this. But you're a good sport.'

The housekeeper's tone was indulgent. 'His pareotsdn't turn a
hair. They're in Australia for six months with thelder son who's a
vet in Queensland. They're starting to retire franiming Tordarroch.
In fact they've relinquished it already, so DermsdMacBride of
Tordarroch now. Only Rhoda and Gregor haven't giet®ded what
they're going to do. But they'd have entered ihts &affair without
turning a hair. A bay like this looks as if it wdube nothing but
heavenly peace, but the MacBrides and the Shawamtéorn for a
guiet existence. The two boys were fair devils Amthe no better.
Born to trouble, all of them, and | should knowelbeen here since
they were toddlers.

‘They were fair rips as kids, reckless as grown-upsot physically
only but in relationships. Dermid's mother wasited Lucy would

be hung round Dermid's neck like the Old Man of 8ea, out of
sheer kindness of heart. Bit odd too, when he'soagh in other
things. And she knew Lucy would never satisfy hinfe's too

Insipid. He needs a lass of spirit. Look, girl, meehearly up to the
house, call me Stephie as if you've been here deford I'll watch
you don't get tripped up. Later, when Theo and Laoy settled
down, I'll show you round the house so you dorttyouwr foot in it,

asking where things are. Though we can say youNe maid one
other visit if you slip up. We've got three mentba place, two young
ones and Algie, their cook. He cooks for the shedom, with a bit of
help from us, when needed. He's a good sport, Algne we've
already primed him up about you. But we must make &e knows
you're Veronica, not Victoria. Trust Dermid to geked up with the
names! Though | admit he didn't know if he was eanhead or his
heels at the time, with Lucy turning up like thBte line was terrible
when he rang Anne, so that'll account for the npxauth the name.
I'm not surprised the phone's off now. We had alier old man



nor'wester a few days ago—gale force really, arel lite's been
dicey ever since. Hope it's not for long so we gainthe doctor up. It
might be that the aunts' phone is okay. | guessigdl get someone
to ride across. Their name is Shaw, and they'redRbaunts. She
was a Shaw.'

Veronica felt wary but, she had to ask. 'Oh, andradhe married
Dermid's father did her aunts come up here to liveRey weren't
used to such isolation, that must have taken ceurag

She must know how the land lay. If they'd brougpttheir own
mother's possessions, they were quite entitledltohem.

'Oh, no, they've been here for ever. It's Shaw,laod MacBride,

really. At least it started that way. That's why dalled Tordarroch,
after the old clan stamping-ground in Scotland. fitst Shaw here,
Findlay, married, in Scotland, a MacBride woman,pemia.

Rhoda, unfortunately, was the last of the Shawshistory repeated
itself. She took a trip to Scotland and marrie@gy\distant cousin on
the MacBride side. She produced, among her threenid, as like

Findlay Shaw as if he was a reincarnation.

‘That'll do you to be going on with. We'll go thghuthis side door. It
leads into a porch off the kitchen—place where hdosewing and
ironing. It's great boon, you don't have to puaway each time.
Rhoda always kept a day-bed in it in case anyettildren was sick
and could be near her.' She pushed open the ddaagh 'Oh, it's in
use again. Now isn't that sensible?’

Theo Baring was on the day-bed, his face drawn paih, and Lucy
was beside him, bending over him anxiously, pulliyg a light
covering. Dermid, standing in the archway that tedhe kitchen
said, 'l brought him in this way as there are motr&ny steps. He
took one look at the day-bed and wouldn't go afsteper. He's right
too. He won't be as lonely and shut-off as in ateah.'



Veronica's stomach churned. She thought: He'll ight rin the
listening-post here ... able to hear everythingdst of they say. She
and Dermid were likely to be tripped up any momeétfgaven send
that phone was working, they could get the doctat i could be
Theo would be removed. It wasn't working. She cdwdsle struck
Dermid for taking it so calmly.

He took her hand and said, 'l've put somethingounr yoom | went
you to see, love. Come along.'

The stairs were wooden and under the carpet thiegreoved in the
middle where generations of Shaw and MacBride lieet pounded
up and down. All the doors in the long passage alvare open, and
Veronica's eyes caught fascinating glimpses ofgastifurniture.
Very much a family house, cared for and loved, wéhlly mixed
tastes and fashions as befitting succeeding yehmshange and
personalities.

Dermid showed her into a dormer room that she knetantly dated
back to very early days, by its furnishings, anaktber momentarily
by surprise when he said, 'Anne said you likedherg of the most
modern, but that's something Tordarroch can't supphis house
evolved. It wasn't bought and furnished completelyone set of
values or fashion whims. Can you stand it? I'll pay well, of

course, if that's any compensation.'

It was ridiculous to feel ruffled. Veronica subduée feelings, and
said, 'l also like new experiences, not just fum@f could be I'll come
to like this, and what matter anyway? Theo's dias tomplicated
things, but it can't be long at the longest.’

'‘No, as soon as we get in touch by phone, the dowy come up by
launch and take him back to Wanaka. Possibly torérell Hospital,

there's no hospital in Wanaka. It could have beens& I'd not
realised what a very good actress Anne was senginglhought



seeing you hadn't been picked for the Australiam t@mu mightn't

have been much good. But | found myself believimgaur mother ...
objecting to her daughter imagining she could settin a

sheep-station that didn't even have a road at dtr.dl could

practically see her living that socialite existenBat perhaps it was
true, that you weren't inventing?'

He saw a deep dimple carve itself in the cheekastdo him, the
light of mischief flash into her brown eyes, 'Mygeanama! She's a
nursing Sister full-time, at the Princess Margakéspital in
Christchurch, is the most completely unsportingsperyou've ever
met, wouldn't know one golf- club from another, ahd comes to
that, the only card gameshe can play is Happy kesnwith my
nieces-and nephews. | was proud of myself. It sedrabnvincing.'

He laughed back, then said, 'l hope you have sedagnod memory.
They say you need one to be a good liar.' Was ssiakan, or was
there a drily derisive note in his voice? Well, whéhypocrite ... he
was the one who began this and she was lying obealf!

She said with an inflection in her voice he couldmss, 'Let's hope
you have a good memory too, fellow-liar. You hatthiee plot. I'm
playing a part.'

He reacted immediately, 'Sorry, | didn't mean temd you.'

Her lip curled. 'Of course you wouldn't. If | getichl could blow the
gaff. Better keep in with me, and if you don't likee glib way |
responded, don't show it.'

An anxious voice behind them, Lucy's, said, 'Olardplease don't
qguarrel over it! It would ruin everything. Veronic& Theo got the
faintest idea we'd cooked this up, he'd go bers&nkl he'd never
trust me again.'



They all three stared at each other. It was trhes thing was bigger
than any petty disagreements they might have. Weaedd have just

cause for anger, not to say suspicions, if he hagd idea that

Veronica wasn't engaged to Dermid, that he hadamcée, that there
hadn't been a third person in the motel when Lymnsthe night

there.

Also, only Veronica knew it would be even worse farcy and
Dermid if they knew she had had no acting expegeatcall. Better
not make a bad situation even a fraction more @iganfiy girl, she
thought, by telling them. They were scared enoughitawas.
Veronica felt lower than low.

She summoned all her courage, sorry for the realtfat peeped out
of Lucy's eyes, gave a grin, said, 'We won't lett ylown, Lucy.
Dermid and | will play it up like nobody's busine¥®u've got your
part to do, getting Theo better. | won't fight willermid, I'll be so
affectionate I'll be positively cloying. Come @weetheart!

So they went downstairs in a wave of genuine laargttat reached
the ears of the big man on the day-bed, and hegtiipuespite
gripping pain, that it was nothing to the desolatibat had filled his
being when he thought his wife had fled to the imammagined she'd
loved first.

He said to Lucy now, 'If only we could get the dwaip here, or even
know he was coming! Why did that blasted phone gwy@ow? He's
a wizard at manipulation. It's like a miracle. Qnement you're oh
the rack, the next in heaven. Ouch!" He caughtipibetween his
teeth and turned his head away carefully, embardass

Lucy looked hesitant, then resolute. 'Theo, do geeall what the
doctor said last time? The next time you put yaaokbout he wasn't
going to manipulate. That it seemed to slip outraga soon; that it
would get to the stage where it did more harm thand because



there could be nodules, calcified ones, that ceulip off and cause
even more trouble. That it might be a case of cemptest. You'd
better be prepared for that.'

Theo looked appalled. Dermid, Veronica and Mrs Béggon did
too, but hid it. Theo said, 'But lambing's lessthamonth away, and
there's the pre-lamb shearing. I've just got toidpet. What did you
want to remind me of that for? He saweks?

Stephie said firmly, 'That's quite enough of thaicy's facing facts,
not hiding her head in the sand. The worst thing gould do, if he
did manipulate, is to tackle either shearing ordarg. | know you

always take a stand with the shearing, and a dayoed shearer you
are too. But it would be lunacy. Nobody's indisgadals. You remind
me of Dermid's father. He got taken with appendion the eve of
the onset of lambing, but we coped. We had to, wbat a

performance that man put on when the doctor putdmirthe launch!
| told him he wasn't God Almighty, the world wouyd on just the
same. And it did. It was a very good year, hardly Bpsses. By the
time they got him to hospital he was so nearly megohe was glad
just to be alive. Anyway, when we get hold of tleetdr he just may
decide to manipulate. Don't meet trouble head-au'wé got a full

lot of men just now and a jolly good head shephdnd's-my own

cousin, so he ought to be!" She grinned. Theo dalsi

Dermid MacBride said, 'I'll get you some pain-kiieman. Veronica,
come with me. You might as well make yourself cosgat with our
well-stocked medicine chest in the storeroom. Va'aoften out of
touch by telephone, but even when we can raisédtir, very often
he just advises us how to treat ourselves. If taled out to these
way-back places, he's out of touch with other p#gieAnd we use
helicopters only in emergencies. They cost a Hedl lot. We're not
bad at things like this. Old Algie put his back ounte ... boasting to
one of the shearing gang he could still show hitimirag or two, and



we kept the pain down with tablets and used a la@ap-on him and
later massage. We'll do the same for you when goustand it.'

Veronica was impressed with the range of medigapkes, not only
pills and potions, but also instruments. They mhaderealise how
self-reliant these people had to be, how self- sttpm, even if they
thought the isolation nowadays was nothing likesid to be.

Dermid nodded. 'We get a fair bit of practice atiag to animals.
That's where my brother in Australia, the vet, lgstfirst love of his
job. It means you've a fair idea how to go abourtgs if there's any
accident to family or staff. Not that we welcom@emences like that,
but do it when we have to.

'l remember Edward Campbell, up at Belleknowes,whie wife,

Fiona, first went up there. She was only the goessnthen but
Edward was head over heels in love with her. Degp# fact that the
silly chumps were at loggerheads. He had to shiharm and the
poor blighter, tough and all as high-country mee, avas sick the
moment he finished. Well, let's put poor old Thea of his pain.

These are pretty potent.'

They were. He fell into an exhausted sleep, withviife beside his
bed. It gave them a respite. Stephie called thamet&itchen, made a
pot of tea and produced cookies. They unwoundtle.liDermid
closed a sliding door to cover the archway intogbech. He looked
across at Veronica, taking stock of him and gettiagght at it. "What
Is it?' he asked.

She made no apologies. 'I'm taking an inventoryafr features,
trying to assess what sort of a man I've got mysadfaged to ... by
sheer accident.’

He sat up more. 'Accident? Not really. It was @ott



Heavens, she'd nearly given herself away! She\smdely, "Well,
you know what | mean. I'm playing a part, an impost

His eye was keen. '"You sound as if you're reluctaan't you look on
it as just another part? By the way, | must take gcross to the men's
guarters. They know about it, but they're as sateoaises and tickled
pink, but it'll look more authentic if you know timeby name, if they
come across to see Theo. Come on.'

She studied him again as they drove off in the LRoder. A very
angular coppery-skinned jaw, overhanging browsk damonze,
chestnut hair and the brilliant green eyes. Everhtirs on his hands,
as he gripped the wheel, were coppery. There wagygestion of
whipcord toughness, muscular, a queer magnetiststraehow
stirred her. She was very much conscious of hii @sin.

She took herself to task. This was absurd, shegsigdl attraction

with a certain piquancy added because she'd besudstenly flung

into a romantic attachment with a strange man. f8heoetter for

analysing it so soon. The man could be a positiwghopper with a

mind that couldn't rise above the price of wool &edf and have no
appreciation of good music or literature. On thelsef that thought
she had a sense of shame. What would Mother haléshat bit of

intellectual snobbery? Oh, stop it, Veronica, yewnly here for as
long as it takes Theo Baring's disc to slip bat& place, and if you
can help those two dear old ladies realise thaam;, so much the
better.

She hid a grin. Maybe this man beside her woulgidograteful to her
for stepping into the breach he'd raise no objastim her helping
them to dispose of a few pieces provided there wersentimental
reasons for retaining them.



A voice beside her said drily, 'l was trying to pou in the picture,
but it seems to me you haven't registered a wasdid about the
landmarks you might be expected to know somethoy@'

She said hastily, 'Oh, sorry—that was stupid. Ipthta go off into
daydreams at any time. It can be disconcertingetipje.'

‘And quite dangerous in your profession.’
For a moment she was caught off-beam. 'My profa8sio

'‘Well, wouldn't it be disastrous if you were takitige part of, say,
Juliet, and when she leans over the balcony yegfoimnRomeo, she
suddenly goes into a trance and doesn't hear reakspg to her from
below?'

She couldn't help giggling. Daydreaming on a stage too absurd.
A thought struck her. A clodhopper, not interestetiterature, had
been her disparaging possible appraisal, and hesgas quoting a
scene from Shakespeare! Served her right. Nevedahahe said, 'l
can't imagine me playing Juliet. She was too youNgsn't she
supposed to be only fourteen? I'm twenty-four. Bhadt one of my
favourite plays, anyway. | like more mature hersihe

Dermid rounded the Land Rover by some pines whasts sprawled
out on to the track and said reflectively, 'Possttls matured earlier
than. They certainly married young. Perhaps itt isny favourite
either, because of the circumstances and the ¢pgbia're left with of
wasted lives, but the world would have been potri#rhad never
known many of those lines. For instance, if Romad hever said:
"Night's candles are burnt out, and jocund daydstaiptoe on the
misty mountain-tops.” I've seen that so often hespecially at
lambing-time, when you can long for a night to énd.



For an instant Veronica could see it ... the dpdgetratingly cold
night, lit with stars that suddenly burnt out amght struck the misty
mountains above the sleeping lake.

She said, 'l feel abashed. | must ré&ammneo and Juliegtgain.'

Dermid laughed, said, 'l wish our old governesdatbear you. She'd
think I'd benefited more than she hoped. She ledtih us a love of
Shakespeare. She sometimes got the children frolekBewes, our

nearest station, to come here for a week so weddmave enough
characters to act some out. But tell me, whatafarharacters are you
cast for? And what is your favourite?'

She had a lightning recall of her one and only wenbn to the stage.
'‘Well ... | think | could truly say it was when llgyed Dick
Whittington's cat in a pantomime.'

He looked startled. 'And what made you enjoy thansich?'
A mischievous glint lit the pansy-brown eyes hekleainto briefly.

'‘Because it had a mechanical device hidden undeblagk velvet
paw that enabled me to twitch my long black tad amery time | did
it a fellow in the front stall guffawed so loudlizé entire theatre
laughed.’

MacBride of Tordarroch's angular face relaxed ewemne. 'Well, at
least you've a sense of humour.'

Despite that relaxation, something in his tone miaglesay tartly,
'‘What do you mean? Ag¢ast?

He paused noticeably before answering. Then, [Jiiught from
what Anne said you could be rather intense, dramatlined to take
things too seriously.’



She dared not take him up on that. She'd no idélaeotharacter or
the personality of Anne's friend. She venturedshi&egs you thought
of me as only taking dramatic parts. Spoiled thagey didn't it,

admitting to being Dick Whittington's cat?'

He said slowly, 'No, | wasn't thinking of dramatimles. | meant

personally—in your private life. In fact | was &k apprehensive,
but | was the beggar who couldn't be a chooseeetlad someone
very capable of acting a part very convincingly atch moment's
notice. But | dreaded bringing anyone up here wightrbe all airs

and capers.'

She suddenly felt touchy on behalf of Anne's frianto, poor girl,
could be anywhere. 'You've a very narrow notiorstaige people.
You might be surprised to find they're just ordinfolk with a flair
for getting inside the skins of the characters thertray.' (What was
there about this man that made her want to takeaupinghallenge his
statements, his outlook?)

It glanced off him. He said, amusement colouring Voice. 'Like
inside the cat's skin, for instance?'

'Yes. That's it. But your "at least" sounded quiezogatory to the
stage in general. Qualifications can. Like one g@f gnandmothers.
When | was a child she was always saying: "Verdsieges are her
redeeming features." It used to make me study mhysd¢he mirror

and feel my face must be the plainest of all faoewed redeeming.’

At that he took a swift look at her and said, 'Tlgen must have been
the ugly duckling who turned into a very beautgulan.'

'Oh dear, | asked for that! Don't be absurd. Ledkat building is this
we're coming to? I'm supposed to be on a famihsios trip.'

'It's the cookhouse. Down-lake these days the stiesr often done
by contract and the farm owners don't have to pewa cook any



more and the men go home every night either im then cars or the
Boss's transport. | should say men or women, becausmen

rouseabouts are very common now. But up here, ofsep where
they must come by water they have to stay. Yeaostlagy used to
bring their own cooks with them, but we're luckyhve Algie. He's
an institution. Cooks can be the bane of high-agusiteep stations.
They're often bad-tempered, unreliable, addictetieédooze, surly .
.. they can upset a whole gang. Those are the isbequarters
beyond there in the shade of the chestnuts andugogihe kennels
are beyond. They're tough dogs really, but nigltshare can be
bitterly cold.’

Surprised comment was jerked out of her. 'l doaltebe it! I've
never seen flowers round shearers' quarters before.

'Oh, that's Algie's doing. His hobby is gardeniiipe rocks were,
there, from time immemorial | suppose, left imbetldehen the
glaciers retreated at the end of the Ice Age, spldreted the alpine
plants round them, the only things at first thatulgosurvive in this
open stretch in the depths of winter, but he kidarohd Dad to get
the men to erect that shelter fence and he getaicabw all year
round. Spring is later here, of course, so ouradhiff are just coming
into bloom, and the narcissi and the matcheads.'

'Matcheads?'

'‘Grape hyacinths to you, probably, but matchead3tago. They're
pretty hardy. I'll tell him you commented on hisdgn. That'll soften
him up. He didn't approve of an actress coming eng-h-told me |
was crackers, that I'd come a cropper over this raa#le things
worse, which did a lot for my confidence! But | hadyive it a go for
Lucy's sake.'

For Lucy's sake? How much did that mean? He hatiteaiheo that
he'd never asked her to marry him, but that wasmtiean he wasn't



attached to her. Perhaps Theo had swept Lucy offdet before
Dermid had realised how much she meant to him.\&eejust the
type to appeal to a rugged type like Dermid. He wagainly
prepared to go to some lengths to rescue her fezmovun folly.

His other two single men occupied the best of tleagsers' quarters,
set in a long line, facing the north sun, with adj@erandah running
the full length, and with hitching-rails for horsatsone side.

'In the old days, the rails were in front, but whigie wanted his
garden we moved them,' Dermid told her. 'He onlgrages them at
the side because it means he hasn't far to shosehanure for his
precious roses and dahlias.' There were showerash-house, a big
communal room equipped with television and a pable. Best of
all, to Veronica's eyes, one end carried a rowawkshelves with
hardbacks, magazines, paperbacks.

Algie eyed her suspiciously, but the other two wesey teasing in
their comments and were obviously fenjoying whaitltooked on as
a real lark. Veronica said seriously, 'l know ieses fun, but it's
deadly serious for Lucy and, | imagine, to Theocduld break a
marriage if he got any inkling, or else set up maggloubts in his
mind. So be sure not to make remarks with doublanmngs when
you're near Theo, won'tyou? We aren't letting am dh actress. |
don't think he'd ever dream I'm only a bogus fi@teit if he got the
faintest suspicion, an actress would be really stisfpon't even tell
your girl-friends about this. It could get backhion.’

Geoff Lang grinned. 'Too right we won't! Our girlénds mightn't
mind the chiefs real fiancee coming up, but anri@u actress
incognito ... oh, no, we've too much sense. Theylarot like the
competition.'



She joined in their laughter, spread her handsirouteprecation.
'‘Well, the adjective was yours. I'm simply doingla for as long as it
takes.'

Geoff looked sly. 'If the boss knows his onions]lfwarry out the
whole thing. What better way of convincing Theortha wed you,
eh, Dermid?'

MacBride grinned a little but said quite serioushHardly ... | can't
think of anything worse than a MacBride with a wifeo'd always be
yearning for the footlights. Like the lady saics & job like any other.
I'll make the pay worthwhile and give her a goodiday out of it,
that's all.'

Very final-sounding.

As they drove off Veronica said, 'About this payddn't want any,
thanks. I'll look on this as a holiday. I've alwdgsed farm life.

Though my childhood holidays were in places legsote, mainly in

the Auckland province where we lived when my fathas alive.

Then we moved to Christchurch and didn't know maegple in the
country. It will be lovely to stay here till Theotisc decides to
behave, but | refuse to take anything for it.'

There was a silence. Had she offended him? Theniteslowly, 'But
when you get back into work you'll be on your oWis time. Nobody
to pay—at least nobody to share the rent. Wouldrielp to be
earning now?'

What had Anne told her brother about this out-ofkwactress's
circumstances? It was awful to be in the dark.szine lightly, 'l don't
usually find it hard to find someone to live witWhen I'm in work |

usually put a bit aside for the lean times.' Sloei¢fint that ought to fit
in with the precarious life of an actress.



He said, frowning, 'But if you take no pay it putge under an
obligation.’

She reacted strongly to that. ‘'That's frightfultprshy. I've never
thought obligations and favours can be measured eguially.
Sometimes one is a taker, sometimes a giver. thedhance of free
board and in turn can help you out by acting a. paat's leave it at
that.'

Dermid agreed. 'And if it helps you to a new staxd a better way of
life, that'll even the score.'

What could he mean? Perhaps in the eyes of MacBfidlerdarroch,

life in a city, especially on the stage, couldwimpare with life up

here. There might have been great ructions where Apttled for the
theatre. They rounded the track corner by the wdesstables, and
the hills opened out on to a huge expanse of lsthiepmering like

silver in the gathering duskiness of late afternoand with the

over-lake ranges shrouded in a haze that was alnajet.

Involuntarily Veronica exclaimed, 'It's like faigd! If | lived up
here long I'd never want to leave it.'

Again the derisive note crisped his voice. 'A vagsh and
ill-considered statement from a professional astré& not always
like this. There are times when winter storms lat even the
shoreline below us, when you can't see a hill, gustirtain of rain or
great swirls of mist. When the bleating of the ghiseas eerie as a
foghorn, when the wind howls like a banshee roungtr o
chimney-stacks, when the power-plant fails or it'caarry the load
and we're reduced to dimness. When the weight ofvstuts the
telephone wires, and the streams rise and the Badieve me, you'd
be yearning for the footlights and the audiences.th



She longed to tell him how wrong he was, but shetrda nothing to
undermine his and Lucy's confidence. Then sometstingk her.

She didn't even try to keep the edge out of hecevdSurely you
didn't think for a moment | was entertaining Gepniflea? You're
quite safe, MacBride of Tordarroch ... it's a b&alplace, but one
can pay too high a price for beauty of surroundings

She could have struck him when he laughed. 'llgepbint. I'm not
that way inclined ... or as vain! | suppose drasnagj every incident
comes natural.'

Veronica didn't answer.

As they came to a stop he said, entirely withoatoar, which in

some way annoyed her further, 'See the smallafi¢his one, on the
left? That's Distaff Bay, humorously called that#&ese ever since
the first generation there seemed to be maidensdiumg there.

Chattan House is tucked into there. It's namedCfan Chattan. My
mother's aunts live there, Maudie and Adelaide.oTiwél suppose

you've already met them. I'll tip them off that yoame is Veronica,
not Victoria.'

She felt a little alarmed. They might give the shaway, if Gus
hadn't managed to warn them. Though he'd do hts $leswas sure.
She decided to put a doubt into Dermid's mind ablb@tcontented
life he supposed his great-aunts lived up hers.altwonder when
they didn't marry that they wanted to stay up h&eme people
would have decided to travel, to see the worldh€xd for one of the
cities where they could see concerts, operas, plays

'‘Well, that's supposing they'd want to live yourtsaf life. So at
present they're staying at Chattan House."'

She looked at him curiously. 'At present? What do nean?'



He said hurriedly, 'A slip of the tongue. Forgét it
'"Why?'

'‘Because we have plans for them. They think Mo#ret Dad are
buying a place in Wanaka to retire to. But in tgale'll be sending
the aunts there. But we don't want them to know yet

A surprising anger sprang up in Veronica. How arathe! MacBride
of Tordarroch was actually going to order theie8v.. all unknowing
that they had dreams of their own. Well some dawight give her
great pleasure to tell him they were quite capablerdering their
own lives, and, through her, realising that dream!

Dinnertime, she thought, would be less of an ortteat if Theo had

been present at the table. He insisted, howevat Lilcy should sit

with them, and added, 'But leave the door open,csn hear your

chatter. | shan't feel so much out of it that wiyank goodness this is
a hard unyielding divan. Dammit, | can't even tify elbow without

agony. I'll go screaming mad if | have to be fedwauld be most

humiliating!'

So they couldn't even be themselves for the meatloMca subdued
her dismay and said with a chuckle, "You big he-earemall the same!
My brother burned his hands once and performed ljket that
because his wife even had to hold a straw for bimirink from. He
said he didn't wonder small children were devilishard to feed,
because when people shoved food in your mouth,|étdyts dribble
down and then most ungently scraped it off again.’

Theo gave her a grin, said, "You paint a charmiotype ... | thought
you were all for romance and men being articulatd ahowing
lashings of affection ... my image is going to suff I'm to be treated
like a baby!



Veronica's eyes twinkled. 'For a supposedly inaldi@ man you
have quite a knack with words, dear Theo. Perhapgaid aside so
helplessly is going to sharpen your wits and tongwaresay you
thought a physical show of affection enough ..t thacy ought to
understand you adored her ... but now you're caelgle
incapacitated it'll do you the world of good. Youlave to rely
completely on the power of your voice to woo her.'

Theo stared, then gave a great bark of laughteryafmed as he
shook. 'l don't reckon anyone ever talked to meynlife the way
your girl does, Dermid. Arid | did think being densirative was all
that was necessary. Well, I'll give it a go. Ther@thing else to do.
Dermid, you've made a good choice. Here's a wontamwon't let
you have it all your own way. That ready tongueyotirs will be
more than matched!

‘Watch it," warned Lucy. 'l could get jealous ifuypraise Veronica
too much!'

Theo looked astounded, then gratified. '"Well atlsew sensation for
you, love. I've wished often, yowould show a spark of jealousy
about me. I'm a jealous hound myself, but you seéesndacking in it

| thought you couldn't love me— well, not enoughyway.'

The pale lily was a rose again. 'You've a lot toheabout me. Better
not try to make me jealous—I'm the type to renddtieer woman
limb from limb if necessary!

Mrs Stephenson was helpless with laugher. 'Thideviay has been
an eye-opener for me! Veronica, set the table. Gobd prepared
most of the dinner yesterday when | knew you weraing. Theo, |
know from Algie that you're going to have to haweiss lying down.
Good job it's chicken casserole—it's easy to spbonto you. Lucy
can do it now. We'll shut the door to spare youdtgarthen she can sit
up with us. There's just jellies to follow.'



While Lucy was doing this Mrs Stephenson betook&léto the back
porch to get over her mirth. Veronica joined hdrert Dermid
followed them out and tried not to succumb.

‘Mind,' he said sternly, 'no giving way in frontDfieo. | admit it has
its hilarious side ... poor Theo, he doesn't knbwea's Arthur or
Martha! Veronica, you and | must sit up late tonigind make
ourselves familiar with each other's backgroundbspasts in case we
get tripped up. No, of course they won't think ausaciable, they'll
think we we're going in for a spot of amorous soléd.’

The green eyes met the brown. Veronica looked dowwstead of
which,' she said, 'l shall be taking down notes."

‘Spoilsport!" said MacBride of Tordarroch.



CHAPTER THREE

IMMEDIATELY after their meal Dermid raised his head to listecan
hear the aunts coming. I'm not surprised—they'venbenable to
raise us on the phone, so they couldn't bear yoastay any longer to
find out how Veronica is.' He added, looking thrbuge archway at
Theo, 'Veronica's by way of being a firm favounté&h my aunts.
Good thing too. Instead of doting on me they're woting on her.'

Veronica thought: Doting! When in reality you're Wy of being a
tyrant, not approving of them selling their owmidps, poor darlings,
and plotting to get rid of them down to Wanaka!

Aloud she said, 'Did you hear the clip-clop of hes¥ What sharp
ears you must have!

'Hooves? What made you think they'd be on horsetiaskime?

His look was a warning. She was supposed to knemtand their
ways. She was out of Theo's sight, though he wesim4 whispered,
'‘Well, | couldn't hear anything but motorbikes comi |l thought it
must be the men going somewhere, like down to &ye b

He lost no time hustling her out through the bao&rdand round the
house. When they were well away he said, 'l ouglttave briefed
you. 'lt's Addie and Maude on their bikes.'

She faltered, 'On motorbikes? | didn't think thesrevriding horses, |
thought perhaps they were frail, white-haired cddli¢s driving
around here in a gig.'

He gave a bark of laughter. ‘Wait till you see thifather's aunts are
bang up to the minute. They may live surroundedbtyques, but
they're anything but antique themselves. As fortevhiair! Maude
had three months in Christchurch just after the,waarning

hairdressing. She keeps it up, too. All the latkatrdressing



magazines come to Distaff Bay in our private mad.pAnd they love
their motorbikes. We've got a crib at Wanaka andmithey holiday
down there, we have to put the bikes on the lauidaming
nuisance!'

Veronica blinked, her preconceived ideas about dhk ladies
shattered. 'l could have given the show away tha.tAnd what do
you mean ... a crib?'

'Of course you're from the north. In Otago and Blauid we call our
holiday cottages cribs. You call them baches. Mgrdmancee, you
have a lot to learn. I'd have thought you had bheddunedin long
enough to have heard that one.’

‘That word just never cropped up. Oh, here theye;gust scorching
along. Wouldn't one bike have done them, one rigitigpn?'

He shrugged. 'They like to race each other aloegptiddocks and
tracks.'

'You'd better fill me in on any other eccentricbiess of the people
here. Anything | do fall down on will have to becesed on the
grounds of just one visit here prior to this.’

As the two figures neared Dermid said, 'l thougHtest for you to
meet them out here so | can warn them | made aakeistver the
name. It would never do to have them call you \fietoTheo would
really think that odd.’

Veronica felt petrified. The aunts would give havag. At that
moment the bikes drew to dead level stops in fadrthem and two
incredibly elegant and slim figures dismounted. yThame rushing
forward, called loudly and joyously, 'Veronica, dezhild! How

lovely to see you again!" Veronica wanted to laagtthe look on
Dermid's face. '"How could you possibly know she Wagsonica?' he



demanded. 'l told you Victoria—I know | did. It wasbad line and
that's what | thought Anne said.’

The taller one, Adelaide, struck a pose, said, r&\jesychic, that's
what. We felt in our bones she must be Veronicaidgs, you're very
bad at names. Most men are. They're always gettirngd up. Like

our dad—he always called Genevieve Faulkner Viwernused to
infuriate her!'

He said, 'You're sidetracking me. You couldn't gagshave known
she was Veronica. Oh, | get it—Gus's Mollie manaigeget you on
the phone. It must be only ours that's out.'

Adelaide relented. 'No, Gus called in to see ussptnt only a split
second. He thought it important enough to warmuwsase we put our
great big feet in it in front of Theo. Good of himmen he was so late.
Isn't it the most gorgeous fun? We're going to gmjorselves up to
the hilt! We can talk about the wedding, planningit, all sorts of
things. We've thought of some already. We'll saygbing to be a
lake wedding at Belleknowes station at their Chapehe-four-
winds. How does that sound?' Her eyes, as greebeasiid's,
gleamed with mischief.

Dermid looked really alarmed. 'Play it down, youotwYou'll
over-invent. You've had no practice at this sortttohg, not like
Veronica who's used to acting a part. It's no @taimateurs, so don't
get too involved. You'd better not come over tocmwhile Theo's
here.’

Maude gave an anguished cry like a child deprivéda dreat,
protesting, 'Dermid, how can you? Like Adelaidessatys such fun.
I'm sure we'd have a talent for it. The ideas wgbtealready!

‘That's just what I'm afraid of. The simpler tlakept, the better. You
need a good memory to be successful at this game.'



Veronica cut in. "To be a good liar,’ she said megy. 'That's what
you told me, wasn't it, Dermid MacBride?'

Maude and Adelaide both giggled. 'He won't be &bkop us.'

Dermid said, 'Lucy has more sense than you two saet not noted
for it, as you know. She's leaving it to us tothetstage and make the
statements, beyond saying Veronica was at the matielus, that |
called her out from her boarding- house when Lacgled in on me. |
won't deny you a little bit of fun, but don't overd. Theo isn't to
have the slightest suspicion Veronica isn't my tfia@cee. I'm
prepared to go to any lengths to keep him belietlag. So if | see
any signs of you carrying it too far, I'll send ytmuthe crib!

(Fancy saying that to one's great-aunts. As if thweye naughty
children!)

Maude showed no resentment. 'Well, if you want & rbally
convincing, dear nevvy, you could always marry ¢t Or put a
notice in the paper, announcing the engagemergayidg: "And the
marriage will shortly take place." That's an idea.’

Dermid sighed. 'Come on and see Theo and get ysitiover. Do.n't
worry, Veronica, they'll soon simmer down. They wndamned well
there's a lot at stake for Lucy and Theo.'

All of a sudden Veronica wanted to laugh, thinkifgthe dear old
ladies she had envisaged. Adelaide's tresses weuk al beautiful
copper and styled in an upswept sort of way. Sh&t imave used a lot
of hairspray to keep it in that order on her riflaude was a fairly
convincing sandy blonde and the skilful use of sgadow made her
blue eyes look as youthful as an eighteen-yeas-olthey wore
jump-suits as suitable for riding motorbikes, btili sontrived to
look extremely feminine. Their complexions, thoughdoubtedly



not natural, were exquisite. How incongruous, \etigthtful, up here
at the back of beyond!

They were sweet with Theo, bending to kiss him lgergaying
softly, 'Dear boy, how ghastly for you," and '‘D&aeo, you'll be in
the best of hands, and how fortunate it wasn't dtNawea. Lucy
would have been run off her feet there. Here shalle nothing to do
but wait on you. With dear Veronica to help Stepitigvon't be too
much for her either. Though | hope you'll be ableggend some time
with us, Veronica. Weverelooking forward to that.'

That was Adelaide. Maude came in, "You mustn'ghiesk about her,
Dermid. We want to show her all the family treasur@nd tell her
their history.'

Dermid played up splendidly. He flung his handsiowt gesture that
looked like sheer exasperation. 'l think I'd havaal better to have
got myself a girl you didn't like at all, then | ghit have got more of
her company. They even wanted to go down to Dunethen she
went home after her first visit here—to get to knlogr better, they
said, but | told them she'd be far too busy.'

That was a mistake, though, because Theo immegiasadl, 'lI've
been meaning to ask, Veronica, what do you do fousat?’

She dared not hesitate. He wasn't to know she wasteess. 'l work
for a firm of antique dealers. | have for the fastr years or so. Then
just before | got engaged to Dermid | landed amgassent which is
just wonderful. I'm a freelance buyer for them nomgrking on
commission. It means | travel all around the progs) tracking down
treasures that but for my hunting could remain methg in old
barns and lofts. Things that often date ever sanfather back than
pioneer days, stuff the early settlers broughtfoun England and
Scotland, Ireland and Wales."



It was a good job Theo was looking at Veronica aatlat Dermid.

His face was a picture. Theo said, interested, ™Mast come over to
our place when I'm better—Hunters' Peaks. It'sepaote no buyers
have ever found their way up there. There's a Wopldloor over the

ancient stables where a couple of eccentric bachdiled in the

early days. It's full of what were reckoned throutsowhen some
younger members of the same family took on the Isteael. So
between that and what the old chaps brought oot 8ootland, some
of it ought to be valuable. We could do with whatei could bring.

Lucy looked it over and decided she'd rather hakat\w already in
the homestead.'

Veronica said slowly, "You don't want to keep it $entiment's sake .
.. because it belongs to the homestead? Heirloomdd to your own
possessions for the family you and Lucy will have?'

Theo's face darkened. His tone was short. 'Novémathat sort of
background. No property was dropped intglap.'

Veronica said, interest lighting up her eyes, 'Batall yours. You
don't owe it to lucky circumstances. You don't hdke galling
experience that some people have. Like an estégéd on once up
Auckland way. This man's father and uncle were gbnareathing
down his neck to continue running the farm as thelgne in their
day and generation. You may have a mortgage thaldwahoke an
ox, | suppose, but it's still all your own as yoantto work it. You
and Lucy can create a new dynasty and make yourtm@gitions.'

Theo's own eyes lit up. 'I've never thought of thefore. I've realised
a dream | once thought might never come ttine.a high-country
man.Onh, if only | hadn't slipped this disc! Especiatgw.'

Dermid said, "Theo, you might think it easy for toée philosophical
about it, but just imagine how much worse it wohlve been if it
had happened in your first year when you were moniti with just



one young fellow and cooking your own meals to bobthought it
was such a challenge | envied you. My particulatidg was always
mapped out for me. | couldn't strike out on my oparticularly when
Gerald didn't want to continue, and went into Vetaly practice.
There was a time when | didn't think | could take i

Theo looked amazed. 'l never looked at it like.tRaankly | envied
you. | was dead jealous, if you like, even wherabw kid. When you
used to come down to the Wanaka School at tiMlesked on you as
one of the silver-spoon-in-the- mouth brigade.dupht you had it
made—son of a big estate."'

Dermid laughed. 'How little we know of each othkeénvied every
scholar in the class. You all of you belonged, e/hilvas the outsider.
| had my schooling done at home by a governeszd ltie choice of
boarding-school for primary days, but couldn't biealeave home. |
did later, for High School. But | felt all of youh®e lived in Wanaka
and could go home at the end of the school dayhaet all the fun of
team sport and mates calling in after school, edkest of both
worlds. Boarding-school and, later, Lincoln, rublibd corners off
me, of course, but it's hardly been all honey leesispoons. Now, do
you want Lucy to give you a session with the haaid to loosen your
muscles? I'll help her turn you. It'll be painfuitbbeneficial. Out, the
rest of you!'

'It'll give us a chance of a yarn with VeronicajdsMaude happily.
'Let's go up to Mother's little sitting-room for ftake all the time you
like, Dermid."

They heard Dermid say to Theo as they went ou¢, Vet | mean,
Theo? At least you have Lucy to yourself!'

The little sitting-room was situated dead centréheftop storey, and
looked out over the inlet and across the lake,\issble now. It was
going to be a cold night, with crystal-white stappearing in a blue



velvet sky devoid of clouds. They stood at the winddrinking it in.
A late bird twittered from the side plantation, rinewas the
occasional cough of a sheep, the sound of a btitlebeginning to
hunt, and across the far shore, so distant, thescmtal headlights of
cars on the road that beyond Makarora led throhghdin-forests of
the Haast Pass to the magnificence of the glacretbe West Coast.
It was so remote, so far-off, mysterious. Could dtiglace be even
more remote?

Maude said, 'Everything's going to be all right—eklf that in my
bones. Theo is losing his jealousy of Dermid. Iswe&ident, even at
their wedding, and was there, deep-rooted from wihey were
schoolboys. Theo's family were so poor, so imprentd but he's
risen above all that. He was the only one with gatrup-and-go.
That sort of background can cripple a lad. But wifi@atdoes to you
doesn't have to maim you for all of it. VWkeow."'

Veronica wondered what they knew, how they knever&€lwas such
conviction in Maude's tone. They looked so selsuasd and there
appeared to be generations of security behind traard, they'd
probably lived here all their lives apart from hialys, untouched by
the events and tensions outside their world of lakd sheep and
cattle. Or was she being too naive, too superficjatiging?

She turned and said, 'What a delightful room—hom¥ébu said it
was your mother's sitting-room, then | take it yamce lived in this
house on the estate?'

Adelaide said, 'Yes, and this was a special pladee big

kitchen-living-room downstairs was the core of timme with its

fires at each end. We were a big family then, &nde who wanted to
talk gathered at one end and those who wantecatb aethe other.
Our power-plant was feeble compared to the oneave how. It was
very temperamental, so we often had to use jugisathough we had
good ones. When we wanted music we went into watktdf always



called the drawing-room. We all played some instntrand we had
a wind-up gramophone. We could toss the mats bagldance—no
wall-to-wall carpets then. But we loved the livinggom best. | can
still see Father leaning back in his big chair, pieture of comfort,
reading bits aloud to Mother, who was always kmgttor spinning.

'‘But this was Mother's special place where shedctalk to each of
us, as we needed it, alone. She said no mattetarges your family,

every child needed a parent to itself at times wh@ther member
of the family could butt in, laugh or criticise. $@any of our big

moments took place here, with our joys or our s@srenhanced or
lessened by it." Adelaide's eyes seemed as ifltuked backwards
into the remembered scenes of long ago. 'Some @eaopy have
thought Mother's life restricted up here with a tboaly once a
fortnight, but she was the wisest person we evenkmiind though

she took us on our own as a rule, she knew instglgtthe one time
when Maude and | needed each other's company. earg ago it
was. But that's a story for another day. My dea,must make the
most of this time when Dermid's busy with Theo:tlgmilarious that

he thinks you're an actress? We just said vaginllydne of these
days a young friend of our Christchurch friends lddae coming for

a holiday. He won't think a thing about it.'

Veronica couldn't help matching those impish gring, she sobered
almost immediately. 'It's also vital not to giverselves away. It was
rather marvellous of Dermid, when he thought Thed &aucy's
marriage was at risk, to invent a flancee he'dgkdgn to chaperone
them, but he thought it would soon be over, nelvat Theo, even if
he did chase Luey over here, would have to stayw&\tone well, so
far, but it's going to be a strain keeping it umeenbering what we've
said. That's why | said | was an antique buyean lse more natural
about that. The only thing is that evidently Anradsabout this
Victoria that she liked everything of the most madd forgot that
when | had to answer Theo about my job.’



Maude beamed. 'That was as great an inspirati®easid's in the
first place. Dermid will never suspect you're reall buyer, so he
won't get all het-up too soon about us disposinipese things so we
can go to Italy. He'll think you're very clevertave invented a career
so different from acting. Theo really might have suaspicious if he'd
known you were an actress.'

Veronica said unhappily, 'l'd rather Dermid knewt Gus seemed to
think he'd have no confidence in my ability to gatrthrough if he
thought I'd come into it through sheer accident.’

Adelaide nodded, 'And you could have put us ineath awkward

position because we'd been so vague about this agiffiend of

Christchurch friends, who might come up for a feaysl holiday. As

it is, if you find our things worthless, or if th@on't bring us enough
for our fares, then there's no harm done, no rumpakerfuffle at

all.’

Veronica passed a hand over her brow. 'But cowddiregstate like this
stand the fares for a trip to Europe? | know fagnis dicey these
days with chancy markets and stockpiles, but | gyesi've pulled
your weight up here for years, and if you had ehofmy your

accommodation, surely the estate could stand yourckets? I've

got a brother in travel business. He could advise.'

Maude said slowly, "We thought this too. We wers going to ask
when Dermid happened to say money was tight just Ai@'s usually
so open-handed, but he must be feeling the pintlofg prices and
rising costs. We top-dress here by plane. Thoses case
astronomical now, and the price of fertiliser hase sky-high. We
dare not cut down on it, production would drop. Budat's not all.
Dermid said he's got some project going that hesmbevant to
mention till it's certain. So if it's something theill take all his spare
capital—if any of it can be called spare—we decidgdinst asking.
We wouldn't worry him.'Veronica pursed her lips siolering it. It



would be a case of ploughing back all you coula ithie land. The
land had a greedy mouth, she knew. Pity twistechart. Already
she felt drawn to Adelaide and Maude. Why museithe land that
took all and two darling old dears like this reluigshed a dream? No,
shewouldn'ttell Dermid who she was, and shleuldvalue the stuff,
and as long as they were Maude and Adelaide's mothengs, it
couldn't matter to Dermid. They wouldn't be ShawMacbride
heirlooms.

Dermid came into the room just as she asked theuldatbey teach

her to ride a motorbike. The tawny brows came datha, mouth

tightened. 'Not on your life! | don't want any besklimbs, thank you.
It might seem fun to you, but | don't want two pats on our hands,
and especially with the phone out. That would ke ehd. It looks

easy when you see Maude and Addie at it, but tedyden careering
round here on bikes since they were in their hacamsn teens. You
can drive the Rover if you want some mobility.'

Veronica pulled a face at him. 'It's not half scigrg.'

'‘Excitement! I've had more than enough of thatha fast month.
What with Lucy turning up at my motel in the ealgurs of the
morning, then running away from her husband ovee,h@us being
stuck with Theo for weeks ... I'd like a placid st®nce for a while,
thanks. It's the Rover or Shanks's pony.'

She couldn't resist pulling a face at him. 'AllhigMacBride of
Tordarroch, | bow to the head of the clan.' Shecetezl a sweeping
obeisance.

He shrugged. 'Take no notice of her, aunts. It& juer stage
mannerisms cropping out." Then he added sharphd What's so
funny about that?"



'‘Nothing,' said Adelaide hastily.. 'It's just thae have a different
brand of humour from you, and it seems dear Veeosi@ares it.'

.Maude, not to be outdone, said, 'So clever of geay boy, to bring
such a kindred spirit into the family.'

The dear boy boggled. 'Well, I know you two arerbamantics, but
for goodness' sake don't take all this playactorgeal!'

‘You ought to be glad we do it on-stage and offfstaMaude
countered shrewdly. 'l mean, if we do it all thedithere's much less
chance of slipping up when we're with Theo.'

There was tartness in Veronica's tone. 'Not to yydviacBride. You

won't wake up some morning to find yourself marti@dhe. This is a
job to me, nothing more. I'm a career woman, asdcit a career |
could carry on, tied to an uptake sheep and csttleon.'

Two disappointed faces confronted her, then one,udda

brightened. 'That's what a lot of modern girls shthey fall in love.

Then it dissolves like morning mist on Wanaka. Aaywgirls who

make statements like that usually only do it beeaihey've been
crossed in love. At heart girls are the same ag there in our
girlhood. There's nothing new under the sun exapping it a

different slant.’

Dermid said quite sharply, ‘Maudie, that soundshtyidike probing.
You can't expect Veronica to tell you her life-rgtavithin an hour or
two of meeting you. Leave the girl alone. Now offrwyou. Veronica
and | have things to discuss.’

Obediently they made for the door. Adelaide lookedk over her
shoulder. 'If she really wants to learn to ride @orbike, you could
teach her on the three-wheeler. That's safe enough.

He waved a dismissing hand and they disappeared.



He went across to the window and stared out. 'Ph&svif the
situation isn't complicated enough without those tgetting all
romantic and matchmaking! They can't resist it.'

‘Well, like | said, MacBride, you're quite safe.tBall me, how is it
that with their romantic leanings, their looks &hdir figures, they
never married? Such gay personalities too.'

In an instant his features became all planes agtsiand the green
eyes had a flash of real pain. 'Same reason fdr bbthem—a
common one, belonging to their day and generaiMorld War Two.
Their father, possibly wisely, thought they were y@ung to marry
in the highly emotional atmosphere of those tinfd®y weren't out
of their teens. Their fiances went away togethed were killed
together on the same day, on the slopes of Casstieoadded,
reflectively, "Their mother had to tell them. Instivery room.’

Cassino! Italy! That was why those two wanted tot@durope. It
was to be a pilgrimage to the graves of their veadd Didn't this man
fathom that? Surely over the years he could hawsspd, made it
possible. He'd looked sad for them, yes, but thasn¥ enough.
Veronica vowed that if anything she could do woblihg their
dream to fruition, she'd do it. Good job this mhaaught she was an
actress, that she had no interest in antiques.

MacBride, drumming his fingers on the windowsikids 'l expect

my forebear, their father, thought that if the vidrappened, they'd
get over their loss more easily than if they lasslbands, that they'd
probably marry when it healed. They had their cleantbelieve, but
didn't take them. Possibly it's a pity—I don't know

Oddly, he swung round on her. it might seem straogeu, but don't
curl your lip about it. Today's values are differdriknow. But | don't
find Maude and Adelaide comical. | admire théfhegydidn't settle
for anything second-best or shoddy." And with ti@tvent out.



Veronica was left staring after him, completely ddered. Why the
emphasis? What was he so savage about? Was haupsateabout
this business that involved Lucy and Theo and Himden it
seemed? Had MacBride of Tordarroch, that tough-b@intry man,
really loved the gentle Lucy? Had Theo beaten tonit? He was
certainly prepared to go to great lengths for fagpness.

She looked out over the great lake, darkly purelew. It looked so
peaceful, but was life up here more serene thanrithe rat-race of
the cities? Perhaps that was a sweeping thinging.tMother and
Dad had achieved together a life of great sereasty\early as ideal as
any marriage could be. Surroundings had littledevith it. Veronica
went downstairs. Lucy might have need of her.

She looked into the annexe. Theo, doped with pdiers, was lying
very flat, very still, deep in sleep. Lucy, on @ low nursing-chair,
had her hand in Theo's. MacBride, from the kitcheas watching
them, an unopened book upon his lap, his face guaiteadable.

Later, without disturbing Theo, speaking only inisgers, they put
up a folding bed for Lucy. They had a last snadntbelves, bade
Lucy goodnight with MacBride whispering for herdall him if she

needed any assistance with Theo that night. Mrph&teson

intervened. Her voice was soft but firm. 'Oh, noyydon't! I'm the

one you must call, Lucy. Theo, naturally, will hdtieing helped by
Dermid. He'll not mind me, whatever.'

Stephie came into the room they'd given Veronlan' haven't the
sense of a new-born baby. | can just see Lucyasdtirilly nighties
she wears ... and Theo, dopey with pills, lookipgand seeing them
together. It's your job and mine to save Dermidnfleimself. Lucy
chose Theo and it's up to her to make her marrstigk. I've no
patience with all this shillyshallying, creatingusitions where they
don't exist. Well, you're a game lass to take tmsand we'll be
eternally grateful to you once we get that paikioaeer the other side



of Lake Hawea and Theo's not gunning for Dermid imioye. Sleep
well, lass. I'm glad you're here.'

It was a long time before Veronica slept. It wdssalinvolved she
felt like cutting and running, but she couldn'teShust see it through.
She felt it most for Theo's sake, to give him peafamind.

Maude and Adelaide were sweet. If it lay within pewer to provide

them with the wherewithal for their fares to vifibse war graves,
she was going to do it. It was like Rupert Brookeé lwritten, of that

earlier war, ... think only this of me: That thereome corner of a
foreign field that is for ever England.’

For Maude and Adelaide, there would be a spot anestalian

hillside that was for ever New Zealand. Their mothibat wise,

loving woman of the little confidential room acrodse passage,
would want them to sell her treasures so they nkghbp a tryst with
their short, sweet past.



CHAPTER FOUR

SPRING sunlight struck through the curtains the next nmgrand

bathed the walls with pale light. That sun wouldéasen from the
Pacific nearly two hundred miles east of this ldk4, it was lighting

the grey and lavender foothills across it and fiiggrose and coral
banners on the snows of the peaks behind themnigl#t, in one of
the more tranquil moments, the housekeeper had cdhaoee of
them for her, and Veronica had thrilled to the lowess of their
names— Mount Alpha, Mount Aspiring, Mount Avalancheng

Peak, Black Peak, so-called because the rocksapbx were too
sheer to hold snow and peeped through.

The air was so bracing she dared not linger abplee window. She'd
had a shower last night and there was a washbrakgriroom, so she
washed, donned serviceable and warm brown trewth, avicoral
turtle-necked sweater and tied her hair back witboeal ribbon.
Many of the fears and tremors she'd known last tniggad
disappeared. She was conscious now of a certaitagation in the
situation. It was helping save a marriage and stoehier own secret
purpose in it, not just a matter of earning commisgut helping two
delightful characters attain their heart's desire.

MacBride himself was rather a problem figure, eragjm probably
overbearing, but that too constituted a challem§emonth ago,
though pleased she could now freelance, Veronicd bheen
conscious of a feeling of staleness, a nigglingiogafor adventure.
Well, if that had been it, she was certainly havthg

Sounds of activity downstairs made her hurry, theyd surely
excuse her being late for breakfast on her firstning. As-she ran
downstairs a door at the foot opened and Dermicama. He saw
her and bounded up, the very epitome of the eagar, saying
loudly, 'Oh, hullo, darling. Up so early? Good f@mu! And you've
got my favourite colour on—I mean my favourite csuy Coral or



rose-pink for a nutbrown maid.' He seized her fae®veen strong
brown hands and kissed her, full on the lips.

She must react... she patted his cheek affectiynagaid, '‘Good
morning, love. | meant to be earlier still, | diobwant you going out
without me. I've so much to learn about the lifehape, | don't want
to miss any of it. How is Theo this morning?"

'He was just waking up as | came out of the kitchen afraid he
groaned as he tried to turn. Lucy's in the kitchen her
dressing-gown.' He grinned, dropped his voice. pldges been
playing chaperone. Lucy had crept out very quiéhye longer Theo
slept the better, the less hours of pain to endureally bad back can
be devilishly painful—I know because of Algie. Wadto have him
up here and he's so self-sufficient he made a shpgatient.' They
heard a groan of real pain and came down intoitbkdn, and looked
into the porch.

Theo seemed furious. 'Makes a chap look a regltbadf I've seized
up.' Veronica said swiftly, 'It's only because yeuhardly turned all
night. Normally everyone turns without waking, lewen though you
were drugged, you'd be so conscious of the paindystay rigid
mostly. You'll limber up once you get moving evetitée. You'll
have to get to the bathroom and it'll be horrikdynful, but groan all
you like, it'll relieve your feelings. Don't cracn too hardy,' she
added. 'l once worked as a nurse-aide and | kndaeisn't help a bit
to be too stoical. That side-hall has that ledgm@lthe panelling
halfway up. It'll be a godsend to you. | think Ligcyoo short for
supporting you. What about Dermid and me? We woealp too
much, that could hurt you. Just use us as propsvaie your own
pace.' The agony was such that huge drops of patign stood out
on his forehead, but they made it and at the bathrdoor Veronica
left him to Dermid's ministrations.



They came back, inching along. Theo said, 'l cdujorssibly sit up
in bed to eat. | admit I'm hungry, but how the @iek ...? This is
much worse than last time.'

Mrs Stephenson said, 'l knew it! Algie was the savimi're going to
have it standing at the kitchen dresser—it'll giva a rest from being
flat on your back. It's too humilating to be fedoed, isn't it?'

A reluctant grin mellowed Theo's grim countenaniésay ... one
sees oneself as a tough hero and it's deflatitigetego to be babied.
But you folk seem to understand.'

'It can happen to anyone,' stated Dermid simplijhdWhould know
better than I? At Lincoln | managed to damage thathds in some
machinery, and they were swathed like an Egyptiammy. My
crowning humiliation was that one of the nursethmward was the
very girl I'd been trying to impress most at thealbhops. She
belonged to Lincoln township. At twenty you're muchore
vulnerable than at our age, Theo. Talk about erabaed! Now take
it easy to that dresser. The porridge, Stephielewltut up his bacon
and egg. Even the movement of your arms gets yuesrdt it?'

‘Sure does, especially the right arm, but | canagara fork or spoon
with one hand. Thanks, MacBride.'

Definitely the tension was easing between them.

'‘Due solely to your presence here,’ said Dermierlats he
manoeuvred Veronica outside, ostensibly to go rabhedsheep with
him. As they'd gone out she'd heard Mrs Stephegsggie and say
fondly, 'lI've never seen him like this before oaay girl. He can't
bear her out of his sight! She's certainly thetrmgie for here—loves
the outside work and is very good in the houseebk'w

‘Are you?' asked Dermid now as they set off togathéhe Rover.



'Am | what?'

'‘Good in the house? If not you'll have to polishyopr skills. Never
do to let Stephie down.’

She said cautiously, 'l don't know about good, Iblike keeping

house. Mother saw to it that we all did our sharel though | hated
some jobs to start with like cleaning the stovedoing windows,

once you've mastered it and disciplined yourseiftaalodge those
chores, they lose half their sting.

Trouble was we all liked cooking, even my brothbut hated
washing up after. We all liked vacuuming but notstthg, and
nobody enjoyed dishes. But now for some reasdkeldiearing up,
especially after the evening meal, when you knosvwismu can settle
down in front of the fire.'

'‘Depends who you're settling down with, | suppoBken his brows
twitched together as if the thought didn't please hWhy? Had there
sometimes been people up here who caused disdgrol? thad extra
help perhaps you had to endure having them in ts®ra of the
family whether they were kindred spirits or not.ehhhe said,
'‘Sounds as if, essentially, you're a home-makéar.gltite different
from housekeeping. Some girls are like that, |dya&i—so keen on
having a home, they settle for second-best.’

Veronica was surprised. 'Surely not these days?céanuhave a flat
of your own, and make a home out of it, without naaye.'

His tone was dry. 'Yes, how true.' She couldnttdat his inflections.
Were they disapproving? Had it anything to do witity?

She didn't know quite where to go from here in thelogue. She
said, 'l do hope Lucy makes a go of it this timee'S got the ball at
her feet. She's doing it for a husband, the marnasies. She ought to



be careful from now on, or Theo might turn for comifto someone
else.’

She was instantly aware of a withdrawal in hinmdtdly think so. |
know relationships are more easily broken theses,dayut
high-country men have a habit of being faithful.’

She said slowly, 'That sounds rather smug—a hti@n- thou
attitude. It's lumping people into categorieshe goodies live in the
country, the baddies in the city. | don't like it.'

She didn't know if he shrugged, as if her opinia@nt matter, or if it
was just the jolting due to the huge paddocks thene crossing. But
presently he said, 'Sorry, | didn't mean to sounapous. Just that ...
oh, it seems easier in cities to find someoneke gadeserting wife's
place. Whichcan be a pity, because if replacenatse so easily, it
can cut out the chance of a reconciliation. | phstught that some
girls so desire a home, even if they keep on vidirtcareers, a home
with a man as the centre of it, they're only todling to take
second-best.'

Veronica gave it thought and finally said, conssitw was waiting

for a comment, 'l think you're making this almogtesisonal issue. It
sounds to me as if you're thinking of some spesifitation. One you

don't like. So, as it seems to involve a third perperhaps we should
leave it alone. It doesn't matter to us, anyway'r&\jast acting a part.
None of it's for real.’

'l suppose so. It's just that these peculiar cistantes have thrown
us in very close involvement. | had the idea thifttla discussion on
our values, | mean the things we each value, nigit.'

'l doubt it. Even at the longest it won't be fondo As far as I'm
concerned, it'll be a pleasant fun-making interlundey life. Though
| promise you I'll never talk about it to anyone-s-tbo small a world.



What's the drill, by -the way? We get Theo betsérp him back to
the other side of Lake Hawea; | take off againnfivehen a suitable
time has elapsed, we let it be known that afterN\adither was right
and I'm not suited for the life of an up-lake, highuntry sheep
station.'

'How very prosaic! | think we could stage somethingpre
spectacular—some great misunderstanding.'

'‘Oh, no. Misunderstanding would be cleared up inpedbability.
That's no reason for a permanent rupture.'

'‘Not necessarily,’ said Dermid drily. 'Some newaradeared up.'

‘Do you mean they do in novels but not in real?likdy mother would
say time usually reveals the right.’

'‘No, | don't mean that. I'm not as cynical as ladltt Besides, one
estate up-lake is a living example of that. Theaa'sdeal couple at
Belleknowes Station—been married for years now stiidin love.
Fiona and Edward Campbell. Appearances at ther fireeting in
Scotland were dead against her. But here, in thtudes, things
sorted themselves out and Edward found out thik.trut

Veronica turned to him, eyes a-sparkle, 'How defighBut with
Theo we don't want him to find out the truth. Ttabrication of ours
seems to be the only thing that will save that ragg, otherwise he'd
always have doubts about that night. As such wet eant to risk
complicating it by staging some mythical and draoabsh between
us. He's probably so grateful to us, just now, that did he'd try to
patch it up.. Besides, | can't imagine what we\teheandramatic clash
about.' She looked mischievous and added, 'But tt@ven't your
imagination in the first place.'



'l don't know. | thought you did pretty well withoyr mother's
aversion to our marriage and your supposed careex lauyer of
antiques. We could think of all sorts of thingp#ot us. Let me see ...

She said sarcastically, 'Well, for sure | won'taisée to think you're
double-dating me, up here leagues apart from amgratoman bar
Lucy. Unless, of course, | discover you have a wotaaked away in
the dark fastnesses of Lochnagar!

Dermid rattled over some cattle-stops leading tatlzar great empty
paddock. 'Lochnagar? Oh, you'd better make it mehosne ...
Lochnagar is even deeper in the ranges than Sksp@anyon. Our
station doesn't boast a helicopter like Minaret Batleknowes do.'

'What can you mean? | didn't even know New Zealaad a
Lochnagar. I've only met it in Byron's poem andnBei Charles's
book for youngstersihe Old Man of Lochnagar.'

'I'll plead a matching ignorance. | didn't know abByron's, though |
know our Lochnagar is named after the one in Sadtlelow come
you know it?"

'‘My grandmother was a gay Gordon and Lord Byron Gasrge
Gordon. His ... and our ... ancestors sufferethénStuart cause. The
heartbreak of those times was handed down fromrggoe to
generation. My grandmother's grandfather handesktkstories down
and | loved the poem she taught me.

' "lll-starred, though brave, did no visions forebw
Tell you that fate had forsaken your cause?

Ah! were you destined to die at Culloden,

Victory crowned not your fall with applause:

Still were you happy in death's earthy slumber,
You rest with your clan in the caves of Braematr;
The pibroch resounds to the piper's loud number,



Your deeds on the echoes of dark Loch na Gatrr.

She appreciated the short silence he gave thah Mbesaid, "You
must meet Fiona Campbell. To hear her play andtbi@agkye Boat
Song is to hear the echoes of that ancient tragedy.

A strange tremor ran over Veronica. How many meald/gou meet
these days, with a feeling for ancient griefs, eé@nhim too ran the
blood of Scottish forebears? The next moment she saging in a
puzzled voice, 'Fion€ampbellZamenting the Bonnie Prince?’

He laughed. 'l should have said she was born a Metd. But
ancient enmities dissolved when she fell in lovéhvwkdward—as
they should. The aunts thought it most romantion&isaid she was
reconciled to marrying a Campbell when she fourat thdward's
mother belonged to the other side too and had madfor it by
calling her son Charles Edward. Though he was awampwn as
Edward. You won't be able to tume down because we were or
opposing sides. The MacBrides belong to the Maddonkan. |
haven't a guilty secret tucked away at Lochnagaths breach will
have to come through you. I'll discover somethibguayour secret
life and ditchyou.’

'You'll do nothing of the sort!" Veronica retortetVe'll keep it

simple. No modern girl would break an engagemecabse it didn't
please her mother, but I could, after staying lhamger, come to the
conclusion that | missed the city lights too mutkhe footlights,' he
corrected.

'‘But you've wiped the footlights. Theo isn't to knabout them. And
I've set myself up as an antique buyer. Now, stbihia nonsense.
This paddock we're coming to has a gate, not esiities, and | know
the golden rule, the passenger opens all gatehkt!'Rig



She sprang out, tall, slender, curved, her nut-brtwair swinging
away from her eyes, held back the gate, closethény sprang in
again. The keen air, mountain-fresh, had whippethegolour in her
cheeks; what a life this was! She wondered if $toailsl give up her
search for a permanent flat in Dunedin and fincbkdhay house to
rent in one of these glorious lakeside townshipsely the whole
area of the Lake County would be a happy huntiraysgd for
neglected treasures? 'Let's keep off the too-paltsmw and advise
me on the size of the station and what you cashg'said, 'l could be
expected to take an interest in my prospects dvrey think I'm
marrying for love.'

"You mean not just for security?'

'l mean that we're creating the impression thatemether bowled
over, for Lucy's sake.'

‘And Theo's,' added Dermid. 'That impression'stgdie good, that
it's going to last. Don't give any more ideas thatir mother has
doubts. | want Theo to think this is for keeps.rHast believe | was
genuinely terrified of losing you that night in Dadin.’

‘Might | remind you we were supposed to get off i@ personal?
How large is Tordarroch? How many sheep do you Hov® many
cattle?'

it's forty thousand acres, much of it mountain skopvith grassy
plateaus and basins where the sheep feed in surAngresent, of
course, with lambing so near, the ewes are fadben. We do some
riding, not much. Our autumn muster, of coursendirig them down
from the tops, has to be done on foot, in blocks.l&vhb later up here
than near the coast. We used to start on Octobegitjinth, but now
we do a pre-lamb shear early in October, and latdy In the month.
Wethers are shorn in early November so they cgubstraight back
to follow the receding snowline to their high sunmngeazing, the



alpine basins. We run eight thousand merinos aondtdbur or five
hundred cattle, mainly to diversify our markets dexe world
markets are so tricky. They're all Herefords here.

'‘Look, I'll show you something that'll give you afea of it. You

know about the men going out on different beatjdpose? Going
out from the top hut, each with their own dogs,ntlibey start
bringing them down, working their own. blocks, tiiey begin to
converge. It takes days, though I've got splendd.nt finally looks

like a moving mass of white, like pouring rice dotke gullies, then
spreading out as the ground levels.'

All this time they were crossing the vast paddoicksards a track
that turned the shoulder of the hill and the tersdoped down. More
gates here, then a stand of trees, mainly gumhk, avinore defined
track through them, then, coming out into brillian again, they
headed towards a gully that cleft the ground féowehem.

‘There'll be a river down there, Dermid? | cand && the bush.’

‘Yes, the Chattan River. It's very shallow just nGWe suns aren't
strong enough yet to melt the snows back in. l&glhaters are away
back. It cuts a mighty swathe across our land.'

'‘How do you get the sheep across for shearing @iomh?®'

'‘Good question. That's what | want to show youeylbame out on
the verge of the cut, and ahead of them the trggbed steeply to a
narrow swing bridge.

Veronica gasped. 'You have to get sizeable molagross there ...
with every chance of a jam if they panic. They doplle up and
smother.’

‘You've got it in one. It's very tricky. We brougt#ven thousand over
last autumn muster. We timed them, and it took aur land a half.



Then we had a straggle muster after that-. Dontitvi@o many
long-woolled sheep the following year—they have aulide coat
then. We always get some. These mountain sheepianeng devils.'

‘And how do you get your wool away?' she askededn the number
of bales you'll get from a flock your size will lsome shifting.
There's no steamer on this lake, like on Lake Wakat

Dermid looked at her with respect. "You must haatained a lot of
knowledge from those childhood farm holidays. Irdicexpect an
actress to make such a sensible remark.'

Her lips twitched. 'Actresses are made, not bowul® be they're
interested in a few things other than their owreees. What about
your sister Anne? What could be more different fitwen former life

than her life now?"

‘Touche! | cry pardon. That was stupid, enough a&enyou think I'm
a hidebound horny-handed son of the soil.'

'I'm not as silly as all that. I've already appedishe books on your
shelves—new and old. You don't keep up with oniyniag lore.
You've got a fine variety—autobiographies, novelsrld affairs.’

She thought he looked pleased. '‘Once reading vedty pvell all that
kept Tordarroch in touch. In the early, pre-radays] | mean. So it
became an ingrained habit, from generation to ggioer. Nothing
quite takes its place. All things come late to tl@mote spot. But
now, even though we still haven't main power, weehtelevision,
though only the last few years and then only oremokl. But what's
happening in both Northern and Southern Hemisphmre®s to our
ears and eyes as it has happened—a great advami@geyou're
trying for labour up here, especially for women. 'Wevery lucky
with our married couple, Tom and Rena. They'll bekbnext week,
complete with a new baby daughter and the



four-and-a-half-year-old son. They timed the newval well, to be
back here for lambing. | gave them two months off.

'‘Rena's parents five in Nelson, so she went homergh before the
baby was due. They went up through the Haast Rabksha West
Coast, and had an extra month to get the babylistiad.'

Veronica knew a feathering of alarm. 'Will that metavo more
people to be let into our secret? Too many know.how

'‘No. Since ours is supposed to have been a whulaffair, those two
can just think it happened in Dunedin soon afteytleft.' He looked
at her shrewdly. 'This situation really scares ball of you, doesn't
it? | think you're thinking of the gossiping irage circles. | know,
because of Anne. It's very different up here, VeranStephie and
my men are loyal to the core. They'll take no cleant a leak
upsetting Theo's marriage.'

They were still leaning over the wooden rails thatricaded the
approach to that frail bridge over the awesome gsdstine gully.
Veronica found Dermid surveying her, and inexpligabhe felt
warmth flow into her cheeks. His voice was kindexpect it's all
horribly strange to you. Makes you unsure of yolfirsspecially
being involved in a charade like this. You've sudgdeut yourself
off from all that's known and familiar and you'reopably plain
homesick. Is that it?'

Their eyes met. His seemed searchingly keen. Why?

She answered uncertainly. 'l don't know that | Bermid MacBride.
| can go back to Dunedin any time I'm no longerdeekehere. | kept
my flat on.’

The copper brows came down. ‘Someone in it?"



'‘No. My flatmate moved out, went away, but theres wa reason for
me to move.'

'‘No, of course not. Unless...you wanted a compietak with—with
your former life.’

She felt puzzled. 'Oh, | don't. This is just arerhide—a part to be
played, then over and done with. Incidentally, Istrioe careful not to
mention the flat. | said boarding-house to Theo.'

'‘Right. Now I'll take you to the aunts. It's just@uple of miles from
the homestead, a bit longer from here. They may warto stay for
lunch.’

She said firmly, 'I'd like you to leave me therahink I'll find it
restful away from Theo.'

Distaff Bay she found utterly charming. It was aafinmlet with a
tiny jetty of its own. A dinghy was the only boabared there.

This house looked much older than the homesteas, 'iY was the
original home,' said Dermid, 'built here becausad a natural beach
and they had no jetty at first. They could justdiethe whaleboat on
the lake shingle when they brought their first pgens up. There
was enough native bush here for shelter from taerg winds that
used to whip down the lake from the mountains dm®y tcame in
summer, so they lived under canvas a couple of imsdiit they could
turn the tussocky sods to make the first hut thattered them. You
can see they used the natural resources from theriieg. The house
itself is part stone. The first Shaw had been aest@ason in Scotland,
but haste dictated that they had adequate shaitaediately, so it
was sod. That part is just a storehouse now. Ttegpart stone, part
timber. If you go close you'll see the marks of $agvs on the wood.



The planks were sawn from trees placed across arq@tman below,
one above.'

It was a darling house, preserved through gen@&satioa remarkable
way, even to the wooden shingles on small dormeepipg through
the roof. 'The rest of the roof explains the gotdesof the house. It
was of Welsh slate. The first cottage had to befesbowith
reed-thatch, but later Findlay Shaw managed tadead of Welsh
slate that had been ordered for a Dunedin merchbase business
had failed before it arrived. But I'll be boringwoAnne said you
liked all things bang up to the minute.’

An irrepressible chuckle escaped Veronica. 'In @ndw Theo, I've
saddled myself with a career in antiques, so amylgeay seem to
have could be valuable. Brief me on everythingafledhot ask too
many questions at Tordarroch. So if your aunts reawetreasures
comparable with those over there, you'd better madee seem
knowledgeable about such things, so | can imprése.TBut to save
your time, the aunts could do it.’

They came running out all eagerness. No doubtovssitvere an
event. They kissed Veronica warmly, then drew tlenThe rooms
were small as pioneer homes were apt to be, witkenaés so scarce
or hard-won from their environment, but they wdsmaumerous, no
doubt to accommodate the large families of thosgs.d# was
chock-full of treasures, as she saw at a glance. @ty hoped
Adelaide and Maude knew exactly which were ShawMadBride
heirlooms, and *hich were their mother's. When ti®y of being
engaged to MacBride was over, she'd have to tregdwarily about
the business. They took her up the narrow spindtesbered stairs to
the bedrooms. Beside Adelaide's bed, on a smadl taht was early
Victorian, with a pouch beneath it in faded brogaueant to hold
embroidery silks, was a picture of a young man mfaum, a
lieutenant's uniform of World War Two. In Maude'sn a
three-quarter Scotch chest, whser lost love's photograph, in a



private's garb. Suddenly Veronica's eyes blurrées& boys should
have been here now, not have lost their lives m hlrror and
heroism of Monte Cassino. They should have beemdfméhers, full
of years, with golden memories behind them of Wi¢h Adelaide
and Maude. It stiffened her resolve to see thaeheo women were
able to visit the spot where they were laid. It Wdomean trouble, of
course, with MacBride of Tordarroch, but clinging possessions
was no Substitute for realising a dream.

The dining-room, long and narrow, with small-pan&dench

windows that gave access to a small paved courtgaydnd its

verandah, made her catch her breath. This furnituas pure
Regency. There was a D-ended dining- table, pregbaalde about
1800, in the middle, and in a recessed angle titid out at the far
end was a Regency breakfast-table, small, exquidite chairs, too,
were Regency, with sabre legs, beautifully curved.

Delight made her lower her guart@iheycouldn't have been brought
up here by dray and then whaleboat, surely? Trsre a scratch!
They're pure Regency. And Dermid said the firdtgdiad only a few
treasures to bring!

Adelaide began to say something, hurriedly, butnidércut in, 'Oh,
no, they were brought here from Christchurch, miatar, by my
great-grandmother, Maude and Addie's mothider forebears
brought them out from the family home in Wiltshire.

Veronica was struck dumb with dismay. Of coursethe aunts'
mother was also a forebear of Dermid's. Why haglrét thought of
that? So, even though they'd been left to her deugiDermid could
guite understandably regard them as belonging IB&asidesthese
should never leave Chattan House. They were sa hgre. This
room would look bereft without this exquisite fuure. Let's hope
other pieces, less beautiful, could be more eapiéyed.



Dermid too was struck, but not dumbly. His voicesvimewildered.
'‘How on earth did you recognise it for Regency?’

Veronica saw alarm flicker over the aunts' faces,ermid didn't
notice, his eyes were on her. She achieved a laughrug, and said
with mock-pride, 'Didn't you see that last nighbok that book on
antiques from your shelves to bed with me? | swiattep madly, in
case Theo tripped me up asking what was what irfulmeture at
Tordarroch House. | thought I'd better display sgee about makers
and periods occasionally. I've got a very retentnemory. It was
Truus Daalder's book on New Zealand Antiques.'

Dermid said warmly, '‘Good girl, keep a step ahead.’

This undeserved praise stabbed at Veronica wittnaesof shame,
hot and unwelcome. She had taken the book, butguwsteck up on a
bureau she'd noticed in the homestead. But nowethsy way of
slipping into deceit was getting to her. Yet didhése two darling
women deserve something for the ungrudging yeasg'dhspent
serving this isolated property on the shores ofel\Akanaka?

The aunts wouldn't hear of Dermid returning for danto the

homestead, so they had it in the kitchen of Chdttanse. Outside
the east and south windows was a never- endingishadrbirdsong.

Maude put her head on one side. 'The blackbirdstianghes are
beginning their mating songs. They go from dawdusk. You have
to go further from the house to get thes and bell-birds and the
wood- pigeons, into the native bush up the gullyhatback, but in
summer they're thick round the flax-flowers, thd-het pokers, the
blue agapanthus, dipping their brushy tonguesarfltrets in search
of the honey they love. Occasionally they come naxtth, when the
kowhaiand the flowering currant are out. In winter tlteyne for jam

and water that we put in bowls on the bird-tables.'



'It's not just jam and water,' said Dermid steralyacking a delicious
plateful of land-locked salmon with potato cakéast month when
the stores came up | was bamboozled to find a dbntites of

raspberry cordial in with the soft drinks. Even ggurimothy prefers
lime and orange to raspberry. These two spun mee saticulous

yarn about liking variety. The fact is, | coppedrtinlater, adding it to
the birds' sugar and water—said the birds had gatsed to the
elderberry jelly and water they'd been putting dbhey weren't
drinking it when it was colourless!

Adelaide looked sheepish. 'Well, it was practically economy to
give them that elderberry jelly. The apples we'tl\pith it weren't
green enough and it didn't set, so we used it apwlay. We were
brought up not to waste. The birds just love thepbarry. But |
promise you, Dermid, next year we'll preserve didaies just for
the birds.'

Dermid grinned. 'Okay ... but you know darned well can twist me
round your little fingers ... you'll mesmerise nmoi putting more
cordial on the next order. | know!

Could they twist him round their little fingers? How dilkat tie up
with a selfish nephew? An autocrat? When the tiamaecto reveal
all, Veronica had an idea that she was going tdeotorn with
longings to make their dream come true, and hevicbon that these
pieces belonged here.

She felt more natural when Dermid left. The ausaid persuaded him
it would make their day if she could stay a- cougfl@ours. 'We can
bring her back pillion on one of the motorbikes. 'Véegot a spare
helmet.'

'Right, but no larking. No whizzing down hill padtks just for the
fun of it. No need to go round any of the sheep-e-rtfen are seeing
to that. And no showing her how to ride one!'



He took off. Adelaide said, 'Now we can relax. tighls fun? We
nearly died when Gus said he'd kidnapped the wgrigBut I'm
sure it's meant to be. This Victoria couldn't pblyshave done it as
well as you. For a start, she's probably not tmie3ermid would be
likely to fancy, and she may never have had a fashday in her life
and would have been bored to tears and shown it.'

'Oh, hardly," objected Veronica. 'She's a qualifigctress. I'm
certainly not.’

‘You ring true. Besides, I've an idea she was gnipg to be able to
stay a couple of weeks at the outside. Of course e thought Theo
would come raring over here, yank Lucy off on thkel, stupid girl
that she is, and Victoria would stay a week or jugi in case Theo
rang up from his place. Then later, they'd breakdhgagement. |
wonder what's happened to her? Maddening not hahaghone
working. Perhaps poor Mollie, Gus's wife, will affeo give her a
holiday there, to compensate. Trust Gus, he wasy&\a prankster,
he was enjoying this up to the hilt. He'd takenreagfancy to you.'

‘Mollie must be a sport,’ said Veronica, bringimgher left hand to
study her ring, 'to actually lend her engagemeng!riStephie
suggested | take it off to do the dishes last nigsaid fondly, as if |
couldn't bear to, "I've never taken it off sincer&l put it on," but
what | meant was | was plain terrified | might lasénd when we've
done these dishes, I'd love to browse in your @binWhat | see
there makes my mouth water! Neither of you must wéh a thing

unless you get it valued by someone else too. Jusinmagine some
of these freelance buyers—the untrustworthy onese-wiavel

round the country picking up things for a song,ofing the pool
here.’

'‘We aren't likely to do so. We weren't born yestgrdMaude looked
too virtuous for anything. Something made Veromsaapicious. She
asked, 'Have you ever been diddled by one?'



Guilt registered on both faces instantly. 'Yes, lmrtg ago. We

wanted new motorbikes. We could have asked Derrfati®r, but

he'd just sent all three children off to boardiaghool. Everyone was
off to a field day in the Cardrona Valley, and were/ here on our
own, when a private launch called. A red-faced maa brown suit

was on it. He looked like a film character—you kndwokmaker

type. We should have known, but we got carried aWwée prices

seemed so good for such small pieces. And as Gmdor, Dermid's
father, we did stop when we got the price of thesj he ought to
have been glad of that. But he wasn't.’

'‘What sort of small pieces?"

'Oh, just a bit of Spode and Worcester, one or Wlwelsea
figures—we've never really been fond of Chelsea—esamby glass,
and one or two silver serving spoons. Really, yould hardly see
where the pieces had been. The cabinets are fazrtmeded even
now.'

That was true, but it had been a sin to let th& gtufor what would
have bought a couple of motorbikes all those yeays. This
transaction was going to be horribly complicatedpétially when
she herself had got so involved with the familydefaide, you said
this girl wasonlyto be here a couple of weeks. For the love of,Pe
how long do you think I'll have to stay?'

Adelaide was maddeningly matter-of-fact. 'When Algut his back
out the doctor wouldn't manipulate for the sameseaaand it took
seven weeks. Or was it nine?'

Veronica's eyes bulged. 'Oh, no! Seven—or nina@nftdkeep this up
that long! Yet | wouldn't dare leave right away e\vken in case he
got to know.'



Maude backed Adelaide up. 'Algie was in severe faira month.
Even the next three weeks he was bad enough. Thafuggurse he
was an older man. I'm afraid you're stuck herer.déau aren't the
sort to let us down.'

Veronica said limply, 'l suppose not. But I've w@rlg to earn, on
commission.'

Maude waved an uncaring hand. 'Write to your fironf here. I'll
give it to Gus instead of you having to put it Ire tmail-bag where
Dermid might see it. He'd not only have less caarfite in your being
able to act it out so long, if you weren't an asdrdout he'd be livid if
he knew you were interested in Mother's antiquesteB he doesn't
know till the very last. Better let your folk knawo. Just that you've
been invited to take a break here.’

None of this was making Veronica feel any betteit, she couldn't
help loving the aunts. She got completely fascohatgh the contents
of the cabinets.

She said soberly, though, "You'll have to be exélgraure of which
are your mother's. There must be no mistake abatit t

She didn't feel like saying, yet, that in a seinsy talso belonged to
Dermid, as their mother's great-grandson. Buifthad been legally
gifted to the two girls, perhaps they had a righgell them. Oh deatr!

Adelaide said, 'Nothing there to worry about, | medich were our
mother's. She itemised everything. There were ies hn Mother.
Our father was a bit rigid on inheritance— you knal goes from
eldest son to eldest sa infinitum.But Mother was a lass of spirit,
said those things were hers to do what she wishigdtem, and we
would value them whereas a wife of a son might ant her girls
were to have them whether or not they ever had bah#eir own.



We have copies of the lists and the family lawyer&lexandra have
the originals.’

Veronica knew some relief. 'l wouldn't dare causg leerfuffle in a
family. The firm who buys from me is very carefldoat that, as it's
known for its integrity. Now ... you say you'll reegust the few
thousand dollars necessary for your fares, thatvgoanough for
spending money and accommodation? Have you anyidba exact
amount?’

'‘We have. We want to fly to Italy first, then seenha, Salzburg,
Luxembourg ... we used to do the Luxembourg Walten go to
England, to see the Wiltshire village where Mothgreople came
from.'

'Yes, you must see that. Well, you've got suchstress here that only
a few of these need to be sacrificed to raise thay. No furniture at
all, mostly silver and china and that bric-a-brdaak, surprisingly,
fetches good prices. I'll slip over from time tméd, to value them,
then I'll send a list up to my firm for confirmatiol’ll be vague about
my length of time here—I'll say there are such &xgiprospects in
the district I'm making this my headquarters.’

The aunts produced some travel brochures from uadpile of

ancient table-linen—a good hidey-hole. Veronicackkd the fares
offering, allowed a good margin for they were botmavant to visit

the places their Scots forebears came from toowasdsatisfied it
could be done, if MacBride of Tordarroch permitiiedt seemed as if
a few of Great-grandfather's ideas had rubbed moffiim. This was
such an isolated pocket of civilisation, it wadl stry much a man's
kingdom.

By the time Veronica arrived back on the pillionvéude's bike, the
keen air had whipped up the colour in her cheekadtch her coral
sweater. She'd tied back her hair with a piecdaflovelvet ribbon



Addie had produced, to keep the hair from whip@ogpss her eyes
if they went at speed. They did.

Dermid was in Theo's porch, talking to him, andeoagain Veronica
had to admire his reactions and his natural ftaiplaying a part. He
said, 'Why, love, you look glowing with health sltits you up here.'
He caught her hands and kissed her. Over her stroslie saw
Lucy's eyes narrow a little. Did that mean Lucyrdid-quite—like
it? Was it possible Theo was justified in his jeslp? Was Lucy
dog-in- the-mangerish, being fascinated by Thebsbiliwanting to
rely on Dermid's undoubted chivalry?

Dermid said, 'l've just been telling Theo the phemnestored. | heard
the testing tinkle. They had a bit of trouble atfiit kept fading out,
so in case we lost the link again, | rang the doetod though he can't
come today or tomorrow, as he's got a couple ajmaecies on his
hands, due any time, he'll probably make it thigkvéde practically
confirmed our diagnosis, though, and approved matment. He's
very doubtful about manipulation, says he'll try &helicopter trip. |
told you Minaret and Belleknowes have their owrpteos, didn't 1?
Both piloted by the wives. Have you ever thoughiaging up flying,
my love? You could enjoy it. He was glad to knowsti# had some
muscle relaxants from Algie's bout, and that I'eeg Theo some.
We're to keep up the pain-killers—and no wondeés!devilish, isn't
it, Theo?'

Theo's face was very drawn and his tan appearée teceding. 'l
can't even hold a book for long. Incredible to ktimat even turning a
page jabs at me. I'm sure Lucy's voice will givé'ou

Veronica said, 'Could | take over? Lucy could go fou some fresh
air. Very fresh!'

Dermid said, 'Good idea. I'll saddle up Brownie you, Lucy. As
long as neither of our respective partners getsvtioag idea and the



green-eyed monster raises its ugly head againl Balk you what,
Veronica darling, | draw the line at you holdingeb's hand. You can
leave that to Lucy!" They all laughed, though Théaugh was cut in
half by a groan.

Veronica envied them as she saw the two ridersrigoaway shortly.
She hadn't yet told Dermid she could ride afteasdiion.

Unfortunately Theo wanted to talk. She would hatedafer reading.
‘You look a nice, uncomplicated sort of girl. lidd to say | think
Dermid is extremely lucky.'

She felt anything but uncomplicated. She said dyidikm lucky too.

Dermid's a straightforward sort of guy and he'glalybody. In fact
from schooldays on he's got himself into pickle®tigh dashing to
rescue people, so the aunts told me. Very like rhagher. She
positively mothered all the students who came ue fo& holiday
jobs, men and girls alike. So Dermid was big brotbeéhem too. Mrs
MacBride was particularly sorry for Lucy who waststsettled, first
with one parent, then another, so she always rahem when in
trouble. She was always a nervous little thingy tbaid, but given
security, she could become a strong character.’

He nodded, then wished he hadn't. He shifted ciyrefa he could

look at Veronica. 'I'm afraid | made her more neid look a great
hulking brute anyway, but despite that, | kind aGfnted someone to
lean on to. | wanted my wife to be strong. | thin're going to need
each other in a very special way. | must remembetaishout at her.
How would you take to your husband shouting at yéeronica?

Would it make you act like Lucy and run for coversbmeone else?"

She considered that, then the dimples flashed'lbuttrying to be

analytical ... and Theo, I've got to confess I'thataly shout back!
That might be the wrong thing to do, too. It's allyfbard to know, at
the time. But your Lucy has it in her. Look how sbacted when you



felll She just took over. You needed her, so slspaorded. Let her
see more that you need her. Not that I'm in anyitipasto
advise—I'm not even married yet!

'‘But you soon will be. You and Dermid must comeroaed stay
some time,' Theo added. 'l think most of the fauds mine. If I'm

unhappy | get morose and sulk. I've had a chip grshoulder ever
since | was a kid, and for some reason, mainly lieednis people
were so much better off than mine, | resented Detrhieel no end of
a heel now, knowing he was so lonely when he dperddd weeks at
Wanaka School. So | was jealous of Lucy lookingrondarroch as a
second home. But not any more. They made me fetd gelcome

when this happened. And knowing Lucy wasn't awalcome when
she turned up in Dunedin, that she scared theohelbf Dermid in

case you got the wrong idea, has put the wholeggtmnthe right

perspective. It was darned sensible yanking yowbwbur lodgings,

So you were in no danger of behaving the way | Bid.perhaps you
aren't the jealous type. Are you?'

Veronica found herself replying, 'l don't know. Imot jealous or
envious by nature, butdouldbe where Dermid is concerned.’

A disconcerting thought flashed across her . e. Isddn't liked the
idea that possibly Lucy had a tendresse for Der@inal picked up the
book. 'Oh, good. It's one of James Heriot's vetkbob love them.

How far had she got?’

She read for three-quarters of an hour before $hiels' drooped and
the sedative had its way with him. She was glad-ehger spells he
had without pain, the quicker would the healing be.

She saw the riders come back, silhouetted agaiesskyline, and
unaccountably her spirits rose. Lucy and Dermid eamthe back
4oor and through the kitchen where Stephie pubgefi to her lips.



They looked in on the sleeping man. Veronica roxetgptoed out,
gently closing the door behind her.

Dermid said quietly, 'Good ... sleep will do him macgood than
anything. He can't worry about lambing or beingdiéén to us, or
anything else, when he's asleep.’

Veronica said, 'What's that saying? "Blessingstl@hhim who first
invented sleep! It covers a man all over, thougind all, like a
cloak." I haven't the faintest idea who said tbat,isn't it funny how
such things just pop into one's mind?'

Dermid said, 'I'm going to be smug. | happen tovkiveho it was.
Cervantes, who wrotBon Quixotelsn't it fascinating to think that
the words of a Spaniard who helped provision thpssiof the
Armada can mean something to us today, four ceastam.'

'I'm most impressed,’ admired Veronica. 'l rementheatations but
rarely who said them.'

'‘Except, | imagine, the authors of the plays whosss you have to
learn.’

Oh dear ... she'd trip up yet! She wasn't casiafothis pretence.
There were hazards at every turn. She managedjh, laaid, 'That's
true, and | recall all my lines perfectly, even Wy first play | was
everin.'

Lucy said interestedly, 'Which play was that, Veca? And could
you say some of the fines for us, right now?'

Mischief leapt into the brown eyes, 'l could. Theyngraved on my
heart, like Bloody Mary said of Calais." She putlbder head,
opened her lips over her slightly crooked teethitevand sparkling,
twirled imaginary whiskers each side of her cheels] emitted:
‘Miaow! Miaow!'



Stephie and Lucy stared but Dermid slapped hidédightedly, 'Dick
Whittington's cat!' he announced. 'Oh, Veronicdo Iwish you had
your long black tail and the device that switchi#d |

When their quiet laughter had died down she saithust go on
upstairs and get this oil off my trousers. Nexteiffl wear jeans on
their bikes.'

Lucy said, 'I'll come up with you. While Theo'seegh I'll wash my
hair.'

As they went in the bathroom in search of clearfinigl, Lucy said
impulsively, "You and Dermid are so right for easther. You both
guote things—they all do in this family. Comes fraththeir years
without television, when they just read. You suit.’

Veronica gazed at her. Nothing less jealous cosldriagined. She
had been wrong. Then she said uneasily, 'Thisfadsa situation. |
hope nobody else gets that idea—it would make fidsagrassment.
I'm here today and gone tomorrow.'

But back in her room, she found herself staringestmirrored face.
In her eyes she read the truth. That she wishedgt't false.



CHAPTER FIVE

VERONICA hadn't got to twenty-four without having known radhan
one attraction, but none had lasted. A sudden aagdrer own
foolishness shook her. There was no future for Hexe in this
Isolated pocket of one of New Zealand's beautyssi&ite'd come up
here to deceive, in the first place, before being@ into this
charade. How light-hearted it had been, just arulsgto make two
dear old ladies realise a dream which had seemddnger of being
thwarted by some cross-grained old bachelor slhdased to be in
his fifties.

She wished she could confess right now, becausadiget this far
in pretending she was his fiancee, he might nadeervous of her
ability to carry it through to the bitter end, bioe'd certainly be
furious to think she'd sneaked up to spy out thegaes. The
previous time the aunts had been diddled wouldrduege that, of
course. And if a row did flare up, Dermid might et able to carry
on as well as till now, as the adoring swain! Shengced at her
reflection and said sternly, 'So don't complicdtieds still further,
Veronica Rose Blakeney, by falling in love with theetched
dictatorial man! This is a self-contained world dmels very much
king of the castle. He'd react more strongly thasstmmen about
deceit like this. Oh, how | wish Addie and Mauded hald him
straight out what they were going to do, that teasures were theirs,
and they were selling them to go to ltaly to vibibse graves—and
then had sent for me. There'd be no false coltwers.tShe felt a most
unusual sense of depression.

'Oh, snap out of it!" As a typically feminine arttd to such feelings,
she showered, decided against trews tonight, aipgesl into a
light-weight angora dress in a soft rose with at@tablack leather
girdle, and a black filigree brooch in the form afrose at one
shoulder.



She brushed the slightly longer than shoulder-lehgir till it shone

like a polished nut in the lights and curled rouret jawline like

hyacinth petals tipped with gold. She took out ackl velvet

Alice-band and slid it over her head. She hatedféké of her hair
swinging over her face, though she didn't feel likimg it back

tonight, it was too severe. She sprayed white pesime behind her
ears and on her wrists, and feeling less down, camef the door
just as Lucy came out of the room she was using.

She was in pale blue and looked like a little giressed up. 'I'm
having mine with Theo. I've discovered that the Ksbelf in the

porch is the same height as that dresser. Hellldeg selfconscious
than out in the kitchen.'

Veronica put an arm round Lucy's shoulders. '‘GadtMuch better
than him hearing us talk and laugh at the tableith@ day's doings.
He's at a great disadvantage, poor darling, justwie's sure of you
... and hardly able to move! But as long as hekyou find him the
centre of his universe, and dressing up for himitdbbe all right.'

Lucy's blue eyes looked mischievous. 'l know ought to have been
the time for a grand passionate reconciliatiom second honeymoon.
And the poor soul slipped his disc and is pradifaahmobile! Well,
it'll keep, but I've got to make it up to him soroah’

A door opened behind them. Dermid's. He cocked ekm@proving
eye at them. 'l thought I'd better let you know Here—goodness
knows what you girls might say next! But | agraés too bad. But
you're doing fine, Lucy.' He looked at Veronica aviustled.

'l certainly did well out of this affair, didn't [You look just like a
rose, my love.' He dropped a kiss on the cheelesear



Knowing what she'd just discovered about herselgroviica
instinctively drew back. "You idiot!" she hissedou only have to
play up when Theo's around.’

He looked at Lucy, shook his head as if ruefulsn't she a proper
spoilsport? And how do you know it isn't becausgardly I'm so
scared | fluff my lines when he's there that | keeppractising? It's
okay for you, you're a professional.’

Lucy giggled. 'Well, that's as good an excuseesdver heard, but
I'm glad you're getting some reward out of theadiaan, Derry. It

makes me feel heaps better. | landed you in so moade a
complete mess of things. But now, for the firstdim my life, | seem
to know what I'm doing.*

Veronica had recovered from her recoil, her drelashowing how
she was feeling about this man. She turned to lauttyshining eyes.
‘Good for you, Lucy! | feel it's a new start alttlger for you and
Theo. It seems he had a tough childhood, but yogbtea great
chance of making that up to him, to say nothinghef challenge of
creating a fine high- country estate out of sonmgihthat was run
down and neglected."

Lucy was no lily-pale creature now; she had a pwalour. 'I'm
going to tell Theo what you said—that ought to Hetp get rid of his
inferiority complex! That's evidently what made hguch a bear at
times. | didn't help, nagging at him to be paying compliments all
the time, wanting him to tell me how marvelloustheught | was to
sacrifice so much. | expect | wanted reassurin@ibse of my own
unwanted childhood. We're two different people ndihe whirled
away down the stairs.

The other two were left looking at each other. Ddrmas freshly
tubbed too. The chestnut hair was still damp and wwre
rust-coloured cords and a brown shirt with a dadeg cravat tied



loosely beneath it. It accentuated the coppery @drigh toughness of
the man. The green eyes even looked a little terittbnever have
believed it,' he said.

A line appeared between Veronica's golden-browrnwbrdNever
have believed what?'

‘That one of Anne's stage friends could come u laerd be so
darned sensible. That any one of them could fitslbinto a situation
like this and make it seem right. Definitely right.

She turned her head away to look out of the landimglow at the
darkening lake below. It still had a shimmer frdme fading sunset.
She didn't want him looking at her too closely. tYspund as if you
haven't a high opinion of Anne's friends. Of adessin general.’

'I'm not as bigoted as that, Veronica. Some of tlaeenfine people
and work damned hard, but some she's had up hemmex for a
break couldn't seem to stop acting. But therela@esty about you.
You've identified with the situation. | like it. Ylocare—you care
about those two people and their future.’

Veronica turned back to him. 'Thanks, Dermid. ladwe. At first |
thought Lucy was going to be one of those annogimging vines
who are always getting other people into awkwataiasions; now |
see her more as the victim of circumstances buhdaepf rising to a
situation and admitting herself to be wrong, whitit easy. We all
do things we regret deeply, but can't undo, butafsee they were
wrong and start again, it's something, isn't it?'

Without knowing, she made an appealing gesture riisvaim with
both hands, and he caught them between both faspioly them
together. She could feel the callouses on his patrasst the back of
hers. That one small touch stirred her as she badrrbeen stirred
before. Those green eyes were very intent on hers.



'It's more than just something, Veronica. It carald®g thing. It can
mean a whole new start, no matter what. Remembéft th

She was struck by the sheer intensity of his tand,puzzled. Did it
mean so much to him ... that Lucy should find Héraaed her
happiness? A strange man this, with probably a bk in him,
inherited from that autocratic great-grandfatherowhadn't let
Adelaide and Maude wed their young lovers, yetiaattous sort of
man, wanting the best for a girl who had spent sofrteer lonely,
less happy times up here. To understand Dermid MadeBou had
to know he was primarily a man of these immense &kitudes.

He saemed to be waiting for her to comment. Inssbadsaid lightly,
freeing her hands, 'We're getting too serious. Twwe went
downstairs.'

Stephie had felt the need of dressing up a liibe he was out of her
overall and looked more the chatelaine of Torddrridouse in a not

too fussy yet elegant dress of patterned bluedikaed that brought

up the glints in her silvering hair that had oneetbfair, and her soft
rose complexion.

Veronica said, 'Oh, Stephie, how you suit pastilshust be this
gloriously pure lake air—you've a complexion likgaung girl"

Dermid laughed because Stephie blushed. 'But Veaorhas
something there. Our roses up here hardly get acsptheir leaves.
No petrol fumes to speak of, no industries, onlgdjoountry smells
and the expanse of the lake to keep it sweet. émtadly, what
perfume is that, Veronica?'

Her turn to blush. She felt annoyed with hersdiie Shrugged. 'Very
ordinary. Nobody ever gives me anything else bexafisny name.'

Dermid looked staggered. 'But veronica bushes havperfume to
speak of. | know, because they grow on the oppssite of the lake



where we moor if we happen to go across. Thouglusually call
them by their native namkoromiko.’

'l meant my second name. I'm Veronica Rose.'
Stephie said, 'l like that. It's euphonious.'

'So | usually get rose perfume given me. Sometimibge rose,
sometimes black rose, but both lovely. Stephiemletelp dish out.'

They carried the dishes in for Lucy and Theo andnix helped
Theo out of bed. How patient and gentle he wakigt When, to the
accompaniment of gasps and grunts from the sufférey'd got him
in a good position for eating from the top of theokcase, Dermid
said, 'This reminds me of the time | brought a lgate from Lincoln
College—not the one who nursed me, another onead wery
enamoured, and | thought she was too, but her ehcleat with the
lake setting died within a week. Dad insisted @athkeng her to ride.
He thought I'd met my fate and she'd be no useihste couldn't.
You know all the old jokes about eating off thenedpiece? Poor
Judy. No, come to think of it she was Julie. Shd ha sense of
humour, so she wouldn't have done for here. Saealiy couldn't sit
down, but neither would she submit to the indigmifyeating from
the dresser-top. Dad thought it hilarious and teéds®, and she tore
strips off him. What a temper!" He chuckled.

'l made the most awful blunder—I laughed. She swiangpd on me
and said, "It wouldn't matter if the woolclip brduign millions ... |
wouldn't live in this god-forsaken place if you adkme on your
bended knees!" To which | replied, unforgivablye&lise now, that |
had no intention of asking her even if I'd beertestan the throne of
England, much less on my bended.’

Theo gave a great guffaw, then yelped and grodbednid, I'll Kill
you if you keep making me laugh! Give me warningtfi



Dermid said, 'Whereas your luck held. Lucy nevesithged about
going right up river with you, across Hawea.'

Theo looked astounded. 'Neither she did. | neveudht of that.
Lucy ... you were wonderful, doing just that. | kabfor granted.’

Lucy caught Veronica's eye, and both laughed anddmt say why.

Dermid said, 'You must have something | haven't Gbeeo. She
never set her sights on me, and with two heliceptieis side of the
lake, plus that launch, it's like living in PicchygiCircus compared to
yours. Well, come on, Veronica Rose, I'm starviAgleast my girl

this time round has got what it takes. I'm incrédibcky.'

Veronica, as they came into the kitchen, drew tha dhut. Dermid
raised a brow. 'Giving them privacy?"

She fixed him with eyes that had lost their pansfyress. 'The idea is
that if Theo can't hear you, you don't have to pipythis nonsense.
You're laying it on with a trowel. I've come to thenclusion that
wherever Anne got her flair for acting from, ittarging to come out
in you. It's all that could account for it.'

The green eyes narrowed. 'You must be the leasteded girl I've
ever met. It could be I'm enjoying it.’

Stephie put down a bowl of steaming beef Strogamothe table and
laughed. 'l agree with that last remark. Yare enjoying it. But what
man wouldn't? But you've hit the nail on the hegd, the very first

Shaw to come out here was the great-nephew okatéal actor in
Edinburgh. It crops out now and then, most of mlAnne. It would

have been a shame to deny that girl her chancep&tents were too
sensible, and loving, to do so. After this seasofwustralia, she's off
to London. She'll say goodbye to her parents ine@sknd, at
Gerald's place.'



Veronica said slowly, 'Then your father, Dermid swaas autocratic
as the aunts' father was.'

He paused with a forkful halfway to his mouth. 'Meeay?'

'‘Not allowing them to marry their young men beftrey left for the
Middle East.'

He considered it. 'Gone all romantic on it with ytave they? |
wonder if by now they do consider themselves faistt? But my
mother told me once that her grandfather had alwegesetted he'd
advised them not to marry. But they were very yqumagther of them
twenty, and he did think that if the worst happergsl lovely young
daughters would surely marry other men. As thes/gant on and
they didn't, it got to be almost an obsession with. He even sent
them off once on a very expensive Pacific cruisgii that away
from this restricted setting they might fall in \again, but they
seemed interested in places more than peoplékéd'dd have known
him. Stephie here did.'

Stephie nodded. 'l wish you had, you're so like imravery way.'

In every wayMaking decisions for the women of the family cam
easily to him, putting practical things and possess before the
intangible things of the spirit. It would be a naisg¢ to fall in love
with such a man. Veronica's sympathies had alwagiéed to run
away with her.

Dermid took her at her word and kept the heavy dtased between
the two rooms and kept the conversation to sucharyg topics she
realised with a sinking and wayward heart thataswdeadly tame.
Lucy and Theo stayed in the sun-porch. Dermid heatifup a radio
for them. Theo couldn't raise his head for longvidch television.
Dermid turned their own on, and the three of thettied to watch.



Veronica found she was watching but not listenthgt nothing was

registering, her thoughts were so concerned wiéhdifuation up

here. Presently she slipped quietly out of a doshirid her and

upstairs. She took a fleecy white coat down, bex#usre was a hint
of late frost, then changed her elegant shoeddbwalking ones and
let herself out.

Immediately she felt calmed. Who wouldn't be sodthye the beauty
of such a night? The sheer magic of the lake tadd of her. Till now
she'd always lived within reach of the sea. Thandlareas had never
appealed, but this had a charm all its own. Thapdeaysterious
hollow of the violet- dark lake, rimmed by the ewdsrker shadows
of the foothills that in lesser countries would @alkeen called
mountains themselves, and there was the eerienfdgm of
knowing that this side of the lake was unroadedt tarther in, and
west, were alpine range upon alpine range andi@aitiiand farther
south, till it levelled out to that narrow strip o€h earth that was
Westland, edged by the wild Tasman Sea that stdtbbtween the
shore and Australia. A world of its own. Deep iagh ranges must be
some undesecrated stretch of ground where no hionahad ever
trod, some miniature Eden, sweet with birdsonggraat with
mountain wildflowers, valleys rich with rain-foresthere waterfalls
spilled their music and the little creatures ofélaeth went about their
daily and nocturnal lives secretly.

Presently there would be a moon, but just now dindy stars gave
light. Not a lamp-post, no traffic, no house- wimgolit to speak of
human habitation. Her restlessness disappearededbtherapy of
silence. Oh, a light had appeared on the far dideose dark waters,
coming towards her. It must be coming through tleekN When you
took the Haast Road from Wanaka township, you eoukkirt the

lake all the way. You went to Hawea, came throughNeck, and
picked up a road by the far shore of Wanaka addia.white beams
turned, cut twin swathes through that far darknées) vanished. A
late bird, disturbed by her passing, twitteredodtked as if this tiny



path through the garden took a loop here and jdinedrack that led
to the jetty. A short cut. Veronica took to it, gé her foot in a
gnarled root, fell and rolled. She gave an invamtcry, not loud,
and rolled right over a small bush, but caughtipassing. It was
pungent. Oh, creeping rosemary, planted here terdbe rocks. She
scrambled up, brushed herself down, laughed.

She ought to have brought a torch. To step outsidewell-lit city
was one thing, quite another to find oneself inntpudarkness with
only stars to guide. Fancy if she'd sprained hk&lehiermid would
think there was a hoodoo on Tordarroch. She managguin the
track, and at that moment the moon freed itselihftbe clouds and
shone a shatft of light directly on the rough metallvay. It made all
the difference.

In the sharp crisp air her footsteps rang out. &ree to the bend
where she'd sat down and laughed when first sinetxdhiked on this
imposture. The hill had been gouged away hereHerrbad. She
stopped, one hand on the rough chipped rock ob#rk to look
down on the scene below. By the jetty was the wijliéam of the
pleasure launchylac Bride's LassA dark shadow, larger, was the
roll-on, roll- off steel barge with the dropped ritathat these days
took the station's stock, vehicles, wool bales,, lzand themselves
down to Wanaka. The goods were then consignedaferfer either
domestic or export use. To the left was the bradke bush-rimmed
shore line where Distaff Bay, small and exquisitejented the
half-circle.

Into the silence fell the sound of footsteps. Malgtsteps. Veronica
didn't know how she knew they were Dermid's. Shee kreown him
so short atime ... and yet....

He called, 'Are you there, Veronica? Veronica?'



She turned, the movement making her white coableisiYes, here,
by the bend in the track.'

He'd probably tear a strip off her for venturing outhe starlight in
unknown and rough territory. Well, just let him! &h say she'd
found the restricted area of the family too crargpafi of a sudden.
She'd had to get away from it all.LHe moved withthehess that
suggested complete physical fithess. A man very sbihimself, this.
There was that faint hint of leashed strength gb@be called upon, a
ruggedness that wasn't arrogance, more a touctte ahborn right of
command. It attracted her yet put her back up.f&tned her fingers
had curled into fists. She woufibt be ordered about by this man!

He came out of the shadows of the pines on hisifeftthe moonlight
struck right on him. No sound of reproof rougheiesl voice. He
came straight to her, reached for her hands whnstinctively

uncurled themselves and allowed him to grasp them.

'‘Were you restless? Or bored? You should have aattlwe'd have
done something about it. We're so used to lifedliup here at our
own possibly slow tempo we forget what it must selédm to
someone used to the city."'

Against her will Veronica burst out laughing. 'Sleempo? You must
be joking! I've hardly been able to catch my brestite | arrived,
rushed willy-nilly into an engagement with somedidenever seen
before ... the life almost crushed out of me iraagonate embrace as
| leapt off the launch, pitchforked into a persatyaib fit the image,
endowed with a past and a profession, and terrdigdf my wits at
times in case | don't remember who and what | and $ou say
"slow tempo"! Oh, Dermid!

She liked that deep chuckle of his. 'Put like thmt remark was
off-beam, wan't it? | was contrasting the life youst live in town
among your stage friends with this existence up,erd thought you



might be feeling appalled at the thought of weekg.d wondered
what we could do to liven things up for you. It® thear lambing to
get up a party. Oh, we ofteti get them going, bigg&airs than most
town ones, possibly, with most people coming bytbsame by
helicopter and all of them staying till next dayhel bring their
dancing shoes and their bedrolls. But not at tmse of year.' ..

She shook her head. 'Preconceived ideas can age $eople need
their sleep more than most ... rehearsals in mgspimatinees and
evening performances. So most of them live quresli and still have
a bit of home-life.'

Dermid picked her up immediately. 'They don't henany matinees
in Dunedin.’

That had been a mistake. 'l was thinking of otleatres farther north,
and Australia.'

'‘But you've been in Dunedin the last six monthsehé you?'
She'd better agree. 'lt suited me. But I'm quite fiow.'

There was a pause. He was still gripping her hasls.thought he
was searching for words. Then he said, ratherdéiffily for Dermid,

‘Yes, you're free now. At first | was against Arsending you, but
now--'

She interrupted him. 'Against it? What can you ndahought | was
an answer to prayer, saving Lucy from the wratfilefo in the most
compromising circumstances. Why didn't you want'me?

The next moment she was wondering if she shoul@ lagked just
that. But he said, quite gently, 'l shouldn't héold you that. Just |
didn't know if you sounded right for this affairuByou were the only
one free. However, you've been everything we neeshetimore.’
Then he said a surprising thing. 'Look, | know &mintolerant sort of



guy, and don't always like the things that passfifeedom in this
present- day world of ours. Could be I'm a bit@uibuch. I've got to
remember we almost live a charmed existence up imsxdated from
certain influences. We forget others have to linethis so-called
liberated world, and some of it's bound to rub Bi#rhaps we fail to
make allowances for that.' He stopped. 'l think kwounding
pompous.’

Somehow Veronica didn't want him to stop. She shfdd | rather
like it. Especially as | did suspect you of beiather cocooned by the
life up here. —well, perhaps I find it more refingsy. Go on, Dermid
MacBride.'

He shook his head. 'No, I'll say too much. Not getway.'

He saw the coral lips curve up at the corners.right. I've not taken
offence at what you said, so better not risk anyemb think you
worry about your sister, away in a very differetthasphere, but |
guess her years up here will have given her a s#nsdues that will
stand her in good stead. Is that what it adds @p to

'‘Partly,' he said, and there was a strange glititereyes looking into
hers. 'But the real reason was much more perdBotl'll leave it for
some time yet.'

She had a sudden horrible thought. Her hands slippeof his and
she gripped his upper arms quite vigorously. 'DdriiacBride, you
aren't going to tell me you were afraid this adrégend of Anne's
might presume on the situation, that she mightakenmt easy for you
to break off this phoney engagement? Why, why, you-

Her fury was unmistakable. He brought his handsaogd freed
himself, laughing. There was a hint of deviltntiat laughter. It was
provocative, challenging. 'Heavens, no! What do take me for?
Look, forget my woolly conversation. Imagine wagttime like this,



when that moon rose specially for us a few momagts Should |
say it was just waiting in the wings? Don't youlisss girl, that this is
just the perfect setting for an opera? | shouldibging to you, you
should be singing back to me. But | can think dtdrethings to do
with my mouth!'

He slipped his hands inside the loose white ca#tedl his fingers
together at the back of her waist, imprisoning hégronica felt
powerless to resist him. He put his cheek agaiestcheek first. It
was cool from the faint hint of frost on the séit. Dermid held her
that way for a long minute, a delightful prelimigao the kiss that
was surely to come. He turned his face then sohtisdips touched
her cheek gently, trailed his mouth across herlchibé found hers.

Never before had any kiss made her feel like tHmw could one
kiss, and a first kiss at that, mean such uttemoibment? How could
any touch of lips waken you to a blend of feelingttwas tumultuous,
yet carried within it that passion of feeling, #ense of coming home
to safe harbourage? An impish remembrance camer tof iherself at
seventeen saying to her father, 'l think kissingelsy overrated, Dad,'
and her father laughing and saying, 'You won't gsmaink that, my
naive young daughter!" And tonight, that had come.t What a
stupid thing to think back like that, in a momehsbeer delight like
this! She gave herself up to the rapture of thegre

Just one kiss, but it seemed to last and last. D&3wiasp loosened a
little, and he drew in a deep breath, a steadymeg Ble smiled a little.
What a strong mouth he had! Then a touch of whianept into his
voice. He put a finger under her chin, tilted d,l8s eyes could look
into hers. 'Not too stodgy, is it, life at Tordaah@ We have our
moments.'

Veronica strove to keep it light too, so answethecan only surmise
you think this the way to keep me from being bdred.



He laughed. 'Can you think of a nicer way? For sde&ght?’

All the tension went out of her. Her answering dtlecheld real
mirth. 'No, | can't, and | feel much better now.'

He seized on that immediately. 'Then there was #unte You
weren't feeling very happy, so you came out herevadk it off.
Would | be probing if | asked were you missing som&from your
former life? Missing them very much?'

Her reaction was immediate. 'No, it wasn't. Juattroh, how can |
explain it? | could so easily embarrass you becswasebegan it,
though in a sense you had to. | mean it was ingpinel done from the
best of motives. | mean--'

He shook her a little. ‘Come on, girl, out witH it!

Her eyes went grave. 'lt's just that this ..."\whged at the vastness of
the scene about them, 'that this gets to me dtsgs so beautiful and
serene. It makes one's values ... well, some vakessm tawdry.
Makes you wish--'

'‘Makes you wish what? Do you mean you're wishingesahings
you've done undone?’

'l wish I didn't have to keep on fibbing. It hads®done to bolster this
imposture up, but it leaves a nasty taste behirat. itYwould be
unthinkable that Theo could have any real doubtsi&dtnat night you
gave Lucy somewhere to sleep.'

He said slowly, 'l thought you were going to telesomething
different. But | realise we've not really known kaather long yet,
though it seems a long time. We've been flung togeto closely. |
thought you might be frank—no, | won't say what @thdt would
have to come spontaneously. | know how you feeke Om of me
thinks it great fun, the other regrets the necgsBitit | don't care



about any of it so long as Theo doesn't get hiine're was quite a
pause, then he added, 'Veronica, you do know italVas the square,
don't you? That there was never anything betweay Bnd me that
night, or ever?'

In the moonlight, as she lifted her face to hine tbok on it was
believing. 'l never had a moment's doubt of thacBride.'

‘Thank you. | hoped you'd feel that. If you hadmédre was nothing a
chap could do to prove it. If it comes to the hpart from a chaste
salute on the cheek on her arrivals and deparéhdisese years, I've
never even kissed Lucy. Not like | kissed my fia@est now. That
was really something, wasn't it?"'

Veronica said hastily, 'l came out for a walk. hlavant you to think
| was after dalliance under a moon. Understood?"

‘Understood, pal. It's tough but wise. Let's walk.'

They walked for an hour, during which time they radhoes and
ships and sealing-wax and cabbages and kings cati@r. Some
things they agreed on, some not. Dermid took heovelwhen the
going was rough, relinquished it when it wasn't.séaf the talk was
on books.

At last they came up the terraced garden to theestead. The porch
light was out and upstairs only Stephie's showestniid laughed.

‘Theo will certainly look on this as roaming in tijleaming and envy
me the amorous opportunity!’

They paused on the top step of the verandah amdeatsirned to look
on the sleeping lake below. 'Almost a crime to éauch beauty,’
Veronica said dreamily.

'Mm, makes me think of a line | read somewhere—ovédea where.
Half a line really.'



‘Then share it, Dermid MacBride.' it was: "... dedve the world to
silence and to God.' Veronica thought as she dribféto sleep that
some she could tell a man like this of her own ge&oa. If he stayed
that way.



CHAPTER SIX

Two days later the unmistakable whirring of a hagier brought all
except Theo out to scan the sky, but by the tiney @hd, it was
already hovering to settle. The doctor, for sure.

Veronica let a small gasp escape her, though ske tio stifle it.
Dermid's ears caught it and she looked up to fiagplercing glance
coming her way. 'What is it?'

Even if she hadn't been ashamed of the instinetnkselfish feeling
that had swept over her, she couldn't have toldihivad brought her
the realisation that on this visit depended hegtlerof stay here.
What if the doctor whisked him away?

When she didn't answer, Dermid repeated his quessie said, and
she was confessing her second thought, 'l knowatking to you,
because it's a commonplace, but to see one |landthtclose quarters
makes me nervous in case something happens.'

To her surprise he didn't think that feeble orralat. He crossed to
her, took her hand, said, 'She's very experier@etdl understand. |
never get the top-dressing planes in without wandenow the day
will end. It's a risky job.'

She seized on one word. 'She? Oh, now | remembarsgid there
were two women pilots up here. Which one is this?'

‘The one that belongs to Belleknowes. Come on aget Bveryone.'

Three figures got out as the whirly-bird stilled.tiirned out that
Fiona Campbell had gone down to Wanaka to pickhepelevision
man. Their set was on the blink. It sounded soalasio the doctor
had taken the chance of a quick visit.



Lucy wanted a word with the doctor before he sawdl T he doctor
nodded, eyes twinkling in his brown face. 'l kenefiwhat you're
anxious about. | remember last time he did too nmochsoon. He
thought as soon as | manipulated, that he coulduteand about
again. He'd never be able to resist it back orols place. Even at
Wanaka I'd not trust him. He'd take the first cleaata hitch-hike by
‘copter with deer-hunters or top-dressers and woultb kid you it

was for supervision only. It's not now when he cardve that's the
trouble, it's the half-pi convalescent stage thladthering me.' He
turned to Dermid. 'Any trouble about coping her&ndw your lady

mother's across the Tasman, but it looks as ifwgogbt help apart
from Lucy.'

Dermid drew Veronica forward, 'Yes, we're in luskfar as the house
Is concerned. Lucy is nurse and my fiancee's up foera few weeks,
So can give Stephie a hand. This is Veronica Blekeboc.'

Veronica was surveyed by a pair of shrewd eyes.dblabt I'll see
quite a bit of you when you're wed. It's about tittme tough hombre
settled down. High-country men need wives even rtizaa most of
us.'

'‘Hey, Doc," protested Dermid most naturally, it a marriage of
convenience! | mean ... look at her!'

'l am looking, and | find the scenery grand. Weleotm my round,
Veronica. I'm not going to call you Miss Blakengyguess it'll be
Veronica MacBride before too long.'

She found herself responding just as naturally*M¥oprobably right.

I'm so fascinated with this place | can't waitltidome back for good.
You'll all come in while the Doctor does his exaation, | suppose?
Stephie slipped back, | know, to bring the kettlethe boil. Her

guardian angel led her to bake a huge batch oescoot half an hour
ago.'



Fiona Campbell said, '‘No, we're going on to ouc@l@ save time on
the TV repair. Another crowd will be taking the ttmcback. It so
happens a television crew for a series callad High-country Men
have been over at Tarras doing some preliminarkaod they were
in the TV shop when | arrived. So they decidedaswan opportunity
not to be missed. Poor Theo. They began talkinguabiatrepid
farmer's wife thinks nothing of flipping down laka her own
helicopter to pick up a repair man for her TV thibuighas been used
for far more dramatic things like rescuing strandsnbers, a
shepherd with a broken leg and so on." They'rergyirig me as a
toughie. | didn't dare tell them that when | ficstme up here as a
governess | was terrified to death of even a hdrdeught it might
take the heat off me if | told them there was aani@amergency on
today, that the doctor was coming to Tordarroctattend another
high- countryman who'd injured his back. Veronidhdrop in some
day and get you and Stephie over for a visit tddBaebwes. Lovely
to have another woman neighbour so near. Dermid, sgeretive
hound, you must tell me all about your romance tiext. How you
met and so on.' And she and the repair man madewhg back to
the chopper leaving all but the doctor with a senfsdismay. The
engagement mightn't have been announced in thegapar, but it
looked as if before long it would be flashed owesrg screen in New
Zealand!

When the doctor went in with Lucy to make his exaattion, Stephie
and Veronica and Dermid dropped into chairs akitoken table and
gazed at each other. Finally Veronica said, 'Deyyod must play it
down. You could just say, 'This is Veronica, whtasing a lakeside
holiday.'

Stephie said, 'You've got a hope! Belleknowes vesgufed in a
programme once before, years ago. Poor Fionasinetlong before
Elspeth, their second child, was born. She thotlyhtwould mean



she could stay in the background, but no, this gt human

interest, a woman expecting up here, with no raawicg to her door,
facing all the hazards of a possible prematurenhirt Fiona has
always said she'd love to appear in another, stichgraceful... so if
they took a few shots at Wanaka when she took uff the doctor,

she'll have achieved just that. Veronica, | cag4 swuch chance of
keeping this engagement under wraps.'

She gave a slight moan. 'Just imagine it! That gagn the main
network. I've an extremely large circle of friendsDunedin and
Christchurch, and | can just imagine the mail. Tihail rush out and
buy engagement cards. You too, Dermid, you're tpkivery calmly.
Don't you feel in a flap? Don't you feel trapped?’

'‘Why? Do you? Trapped, | mean?'

She didn't answer. He shrugged, maddeningly. '‘6mysfor your

sake; you've been such a sport, but we couldn# fareseen this.
Sorry | landed it in your lap. But what's the u$éuoning turtle over
something we can't hope to circumvent? We can stidbe our
parting when the dust of the programme settlese Jdve just

thought ... these programmes are made almost mahted. Theo
and Lucy will be back across Hawea long beforeihes out, so if
we have parted by then, they'll know. Itll just anethat the
programme, in that small particular, will be outdatte.'

Veronica frowned. 'Dermid, it doesn't alter thetfdmat umpteen of
my one-time friends will write. They wouldn't kndive engagement
was off—I mean, girls do; men don't so much. Stephinave an idea
you'd be more helpful than Dermid. He's making nael¥n

He lifted an eyebrow at her. 'Why? | can't justcglideas out of thin
air for blocking it.'



Her tone was sour. "You plucked the idea of a nfiacicee out of it,
why shouldn't you put the great brain to work ovirsggmepain and
embarrassment?'

He scowled. 'Have you someone particularly in mii might be
hurt by it? Some man? Might it throw a spanner ytor private life?
Is that why it's so important?’

‘No, it isn't! | just hate the idea that's all! ish--' she came to a
sudden stop.

He had been bending over the scrubbed kitchen, taateng a line of
little dents where Stephie had been using a pagteel, but he shot a
glance up from under his brows. 'You wish ... what?

She hesitated, then said, but with much less vigwam she'd started,
'l wish I'd never come.'

‘Do you really, Veronica Blakeney? Do you wish yboever seen
Lake Wanaka like two nights ago, in the starlight?you really?'

She evaded his eyes. 'It was a big price to paytanglelike this. For
one beautiful scene. There are other beauty sgotsi as she said it
her unreasoning heart said to her logical mind,naute so dear, so
dear.

He looked sceptical. No other word for it. She samksly, 'Why go
on like this? Why not spend the time thinking handbdge saying
who | am to those cameramen?’

'l don't think the cameramen have anything to db thie script.’
‘That's quibbling. I'm sure Stephie is longing &y:s"Oh, what a

tangled web we weave when first we practise to iseceAnd oh,
how true it is!'



Stephie chuckled. 'l did think just that a momeg,abut to be quite
candid, Veronica, Dermid acted from the best ofivest to save a
marriage. To dispel doubts that might have remaingmbor Theo's
mind year after year. He might never have quitstéd his Lucy
again. A lot was at stake.'

Veronica bit her lip. 'l feel rebuked, and rightly, because that all
that matters. But please, please, unless a quastasked, and you
can't avoid saying I'm your fiancee, please doeftmon it.'

'Fair enough, pal,' said Dermid MacBride. Pal—sked that. She
knew why. Because it linked up with that tender Ipaignant
moment when her father had said goodbye to herenolter mind
flew back to it. Because the mists were gatheramdhim, Dad hadn't
realised that his youngest daughter was sharirignthtch with her
mother. Veronica had been sitting in a big wingichanseen. Her
mother was by the bed, holding her husband's hgniag it a little

pressure now and then to let him know she was hirth

He'd opened his eyes, smiled, said to her, 'l wistd had longer,
Marian, but | hope the memories will be sweet fouylt's been so
good. I've been a lucky man. We've been not ongrig but pals.’

That had said it all, and the young Veronica h&enat for her own
ideal of marriage and treasured the memory. Ndtsihe thought her
parents' marriage had been all harmony . . . ntjregs they had
guarrelled, of course, but the core of it was teunst true love. They'd
known the big moments.

Now, to her consternation, a tear fell on the bafdker hand as it lay
on the table.

Dermid looked horrified. He stretched out a handher, 'Oh,
Veronica, I've upset you! It's my fault for not segthis means more



to you than to me. | find it hard to take seriouslyook, my dear, it
may not be mentioned at all.’

She dashed at her eyes impatiently. 'Sorry ..t @aher of you feel
upset, please. I'm being stupid. It's nothing towdth this—this
publicity, or the dread of it. It's—it's only thydu called me pal, and
| had a rush of memory. My dad used that word winemwas dying,
when he said goodbye to Mother. He didn't even khawas there.
Stupid of me to spill. It's a lovely memory. I'nsjlbeing awkward.'

Stephie said quickly, 'No, you aren't. Thanks faareng that memory
with us. It's sweet of you not to mind telling us.'

'‘Why, | think so too,' said MacBride. 'Right... Welay it by ear and
take everything as it comes. | think Doc's coming.’

He was, and chuckling. 'lI've got him right where/dnt him. Last

time he spoiled my good work by getting up too sodms time he

can't. It'll be six weeks at the earliest beforete move without any
pain. The longer he rests the better. I'm leavilegty of pills that

will loosen up the muscles and more pain-killers'sHjoing to need
them. A nerve is badly affected.’

'l thought he'd blow up when he heard about thevigibn team, but
he's tickled pink. It'll take his mind off it. Fiansketched in the
background of Theo's property and they're dead kego over to

Hunters' Peak and photograph the way Theo's bgnthat once
derelict land into production. Pity he's not thdxat, they'll bring him

into it here, as the reason for the doctor's 88, let me have that
tea before that mobile studio drops down on usgitened. 'When |

came up here after doing my post-graduate stufEdmnburgh,

someone told me I'd stagnate. As if this could &esboring! | never
have two days the same.'



In no time the sound of another helicopter wasdeamuch larger
one. As all the gear was piled out, Veronica saiétephie, 'lI've an
awful feeling that we've got visitors for lunch,datine longer they're
here, the greater the chance my supposed identlthave to crop

up.'

Stephie twinkled. 'Then to take your mind off ibwd better help me
rustle up what we can give them to eat. Fortunateg plenty of

loaves and some rolls defrosted and there are thasen-and-egg
pies you made and put in the deep-freeze. Whisk thet and put
them in the bottom of the coal oven. Say we seotddnl tomatoes
with them? It could have been worse. | might hasferoin the middle
of cleaning the flues! This easy access is alltright at least in the
years when there was a fortnightly boat, we new¢rcgught on the
hop.'

It was all less fearsome than expected. There il@eaand-easy air
about these experts, and their delight in havieghay said, a flying
doctor dropped into their programme's lap, waseradndearing.
Photos were taken inside and out and with MaudeAatedaide on
their motorbikes. They'd arrived over, having hedhsd first
‘chopper’, to find out what the doctor had said.nidé and Veronica
knew great apprehension when they saw them arbug,they
behaved most circumspectly. Dermid was taken osdiack, with
his men and dogs, supposedly setting off for tmehtdas, and they
were going to fly back in, when the pre-lamb sheawas on, for a
few shots of that.

Theo came up trumps and was quite humorous abmg leg-roped
like a reluctant steer, and he managed to lookdtigus enough to
satisfy the director at the prospect of being imit@obere at the
approach of lambing time when his own station wasnemore
remote. They got through with no reference to Va®s status and
she was beginning to breathe more easily when silyltlee director
said, 'Now of course, some more about the wometheffamily.



That's always good viewing, and so far we've owltyAdelaide and
Maude on their bikes.'

Dermid said quickly, 'I'm only sorry my mother, tvimy father, is
visiting my vet brother in Australia, but Mrs Stepison here has
been our housekeeper and guardian angel for as dsng can
remember. She and her husband had the marriedet®tipuise when
| was born. She's the one who came through alltdbgh, more
isolated times."

'Indeed yes,' said Stephie, playing her part adilyiyan fact my
husband was here in our courting days—and someicguhat was,
with our only means of communication the radiofélene link,
which meant it had to go through a third persohatt the effect on us
of shortening our engagement!’

This was well received, but unfortunately also vehEneo put his oar
in. 'l believe you like contrasts. You ought to ddbit about the
modern girl not shrinking from the isolation either which can still

be grim, because though we appear to have undreafmagluries

now, we're still at the mercy of gale and stornoveand flood, when
we can be completely cut off from the outside waitdl be minus
telephone, power, and access to stock. Sometinewehather's too
bad for flying, even. Yet our women still follow .uSake my wife,

Lucy, for instance. If ever there's a place at llaek of beyond,
Hunters' Peak is. Wait till you see it! And now Béd here has got
himself a girl of the right sort. The good- lookeith the brown hair,
Veronica, is his fiancee. Giving up a good job msatique buyer to
live in the backblocks!'

There ... it was out!

It was all jotted down. 'We'll play this up," saahe. 'Sort of
renouncing the world for love, eh? What antiquenfoto you work



for, Veronica? Who knows, we might get a shot eirtikhowrooms
for contrast.’

This time even Dermid flinched. They were bowled. dteronica
didn't hesitate. 'No firm in particular. Like Theaid, I'm a buyer.
Perhaps a little unusual but I'm a freelance inltha. | sell to many
firms, as far away as Auckland, and I live on cossman.'

She sensed rather than saw Stephie, Lucy and Deagidith relief.
All unknowing, the script-writer introduced a topiat took the heat
off Veronica. 'Doctor, you must have had some hasig
experiences up here . .. mountain rescues of sdatmpers,
women about to give birth when cut off byfloodeders, perhaps
having to be winched out .. . and | daresay yolbaa some hilarious
experiences too?'

The doctor obliged, with the dramatic incidentstfithen began to
laugh. 'Hilarious? Well, Fiona Campbell, your piétd star of your
programme, once gave me my biggest laugh. Mind sio&l)l kill me
for repeating it, but it's too good to keep ouainfoccasion like this.
Fiona's not one for getting in a flap, as you caa She worked in an
orphanage in Edinburgh before coming to New Zeadarttican cope
with most things, but when her Elspeth was riswg, tshe'd seemed
off colour all day.' He gave a guffaw. 'Off colgust about describes
it! The child had gripey pains. Fiona thought itsna more than a
teething upset till she went to change her nappy shie found blood.
Edward and his men were away up one of the guli¥® hadn't
learned to pilot their small launch then, but st the tourist launch
from farther up heading back to Wanaka. She grabbgt and fired
a quick volley to attract their attention, and tleayne in.

'‘She managed to leave a note for Edward and was dbthe jetty
with the children by the time the launch got in.uvig Robert was
about four. It was a rough trip down, Elspeth wiak,sand everyone



on board most concerned. It's a long trip whenrgaarxious about a
child, three hours and more.

'Fortunately | was in. It sounded serious. Fiona juat producing the
nappy when all of a sudden young Robert said censigly, "Of
course, Mummy, it could have been that lipstick ateeyesterday."
Blister me, it was! Fiona was completely humiliatBdt oh, boy, I've
told it at every medical get-together since. Edwardsed two hours
after her, mad with anxiety as she had been, andvtient off to their
'‘Wanaka crib for the night. | reckon that had aglmio do with Fiona
taking her helicopter licence as the time the hstapherd broke his
leg.'

Veronica hoped they now had enough human inte&st. even
hpped that when it was edited, the bit about haulevbe cut. She
faded out of the limelight to make sure the pieseni drying out.
Everyone else seemed to enjoy it except her. Sheekentful that
Dermid seemed to have dismissed it from his mindl emmtered into
all he was asked to do with great gusto, mock-updrenching,
drafting, tagging. Sheep were hurriedly penned,dbgs behaved
perfectly, and Theo was delighted when they tookesglamorous
shots of Lucy as: 'The girl who can take the lifel ethereal beauty
was in such contrast to the ruggedness of hersuaings.

Then, after much stowing of gear with great caneytdeparted,
soaring like a bird against the lake skies and imgadown to

Wanaka. 'Well, do you ever know?' asked Theo coetdy 'l can't

think of anything better to take an immobile sheglsemind off his

slipped disc. Stephie's cousin, my head man, isggtm get a shock
when that bird drops out of the skies. Lucy, I'mdye got that front
verandah repaired. It will show things are happgeiwven in our little

old neck of the woods!

'‘And it's all yours,' said Dermid, 'not handed tamyn a platter, as
Tordarroch was to me. You're far more of a piortlean I'll ever be.'



There was a satisfied flash in Theo's dark greg.eyeronica went
out, Dermid following. In the passage he lookedheat closely and
said, 'l detect signs of strain. It's been too miozhyou. Come in
here.' He indicated his office. He shut his daameéd to her and said,
‘Don't worry too much. Ten to one a lot will betediout and it'll be
so long before it's shown, from what they said, lydave time to
warn your people this was just a mock-up for th&t loé all possible
reasons. They'll think you were a sport. Now, dgettall weepy. It's
not as bad as appears.'

Veronica shook her head, fishing for a handkerchie$ not that. |
realise we've got time. |--'

He patted her shoulder. 'Then what's got into you?"
To his astonishment she blushed. "You'll think meotional twit.'

‘Well, you'd better risk that, because | meannd but. | don't like to
see you like this. You've been a good scout.'

'It—it's Theo. | thought he was going to be likattman at the garage
said, a mean sort of bloke, and at first sight dietal so thundery,
with rage making those steely grey eyes of his atrblack under that
thatch of fair hair. But though he looked positweahurderous,
underneath he's so vulnerable. Yes, he's had aoohips shoulder,
but there have been reasons, back in childhood.'

Dermid seized her chin, made her look up. 'Anddeatiness was for
Theo? Lucky Theo to get you as his champion. Haue & thing

about underdogs? If anyone's lonely or misundedsymu want to

comfort him. Is that what led you to...?'

'‘What are you breaking off for? Led me to what?'

There was a pause, then he added lamely, 'Led gt this
situation?'



‘Hardly, it was thrust upon me before | had timéhiiok.'

‘Then that makes two of us. Perhaps three. Anhatsway too. If
course, she'd forgotten for the moment that sheswpgosed to be up
here at Anne's instigation. Dermid added, 'Thoungthis case, it was
kindness on Anne's part for you too. She thoughti'd/oget
over—over your loss away from— away from old asatens.'

Veronica dared not ask what he meant. This wasme Neither was
it time for confession. She wanted to value thog®aes and to try to
persuade him they were the price of a dream. Ittmtube done
suddenly, and certainly not when they were stu¢k Wheo for some
time yet.

He still had his hands on her shoulders. 'Sometimeshave to
discipline our sympathies, Veronica. Or they ruraawith us. Don't
get too fond of Theo.'

She looked astounded. 'That's just ridiculous!

'It isn't. How can it be when you've been touchedhe point C>f
tears about him?"

'It wasn't just him."' She bit her lip. What was shging?
‘Not just him? Then what?'

She could think of no other excuse, so it had tdheetruth. She
flushed. 'Now yowvill think me a twit.'

'‘Go on. | like twits. People who can admit theyvatish at times. I'm
waiting, Veronica. Foe heaven's sake, be natural.’

‘Well, just that | thought you were a toughie t@ery much king of
this particular castle. | thought this isolatedséaince here had even
made you arrogant. And you turned all my ideas desiown.



Especially in being so understanding of what. Theeds. He needs
friendship. He needsyour friendship. He's had this massive
inferiority complex and it's made him prickly. Ispecial, it seems,
he envied you, your security, your fifth or sixtengration property.
But you've applied exactly the right treatment. Yeueven let him
see you had yearnings too, that you'd like to Heaat a place you'd
bought yourself, carved out of the wilderness, hiees doing. That
sort of understanding got to me. | liked it. Andatfected my
tear-ducts.’

Dermid drew her a little nearer him. 'l like youkihg it. | like you
telling me you did. | feel I've only just got todw Theo. Things are
going to be better for him from now on. For Lucyt&he's quite
different. She needed to be. Veronica, in a veoytdime you've got
so close to all of us.' He looked extremely serifous moment. 'Is it
perhaps the experience of your own life that mgkesmore tolerant
than some of us?'

'l expect that happens to all of us, our experiengleaping and
making us. Even the ones we wish hadn't happebled \was wishing
passionately she had nothing to confess. That slsa'tshere falsely,
as Anne's supposed friend.

‘Yes, that's true,’ he said heavily. Then, as ifsheugged off an
unwelcome thought, 'But don't give me credit foalieng Theo
needed someone to envy him. | wasn't acting a pdid. | was the
younger son. Gerald should have had Tordarroch. Ded
magnificent the way he took that blow on the chjnst couldn't tell
him | wanted to make my own way. He couldn't hakeh it twice. |
didn't even know what made me want my very ownealac

Veronica's eyes were wide, they searched his. tBanl, Dermid
MacBride? Don't you think it would be because imiygeins runs
the. blood of Findlay Shaw? Pioneer blood. | reaceahat no man is



free in whose veins runs the blood of a thousameéstors. True to
type, | can't remember who said it.’

He said absently, 'And | don't know either, thisdi | like that. It
explains myself to me. | felt such a heel whendndi want this
property dropped in my lap.’

She said softly, '‘But you didn't refuse it. Youkabout of your love

for your father. So in a way that makes it trulyigs It will never go

into alien, less caring hands. And in time your saay be glad to
inherit it." This had taken that heavy, rueful |ldo&m his face. She
was glad of that. 'Dermid, | meant to tell you thisvas rather sweet
in a way. | got mud on my shoes from the sheep-padsat down on
the porch steps to scrape it off. Theo and Lucyr'tikhow | was

there. Theo suddenly said to Lucy, "/ gayeu a much more
expensive ring than Dermid gave Veronica, didri'tald there was
the greatest satisfaction in his tone. He wentosaty, "It's a very
modest one, isn't it? I'd have thought, being #railfy they are, it'd

have been an heirloom one."

‘Lucy took it well—she said, "Well, it could be eid's mother had
still got the heirloom one, if one exists, andfasytonly got engaged
after his parents went to Australia, this mightjb&t a stopgap."” |
thought that pretty smart thinking.'

Dermid lifted her left hand, gazed at the ring aadl, 'ltis modest,
but it suits your brown hand somehow. You really arnut-brown
lass, aren't you? Brown skin, brown eyes and lagives/n hair with
golden ends." He released her shoulders, put mdshander the
petalled strands on her shoulders, fluffed themamat up, then let
them fall softly back against her cheeks, where ¢b®ur had
heightened at his compliment. He put his hands tathmse cheeks,
bent and softly kissed her lips. Then suddenlyob& his hands away
and seized her, gathering her closely to him, ab she was arched
against him. She felt him tremble against her ameihkan exultant



thrill at the knowledge of the intensity of his liegs. His kiss
became more demanding. She knew that perhaps itmeasly a
male reaction to their proximity, the piquancy bistsituation they
were caughtn, but what didit matter? She was filled with a wild
longingsuch as she had not before known.

Then she relaxed against him, returning his kiserd was sheer
magic in it. Gladness filled her ... if there wasstrapport between
them, when time came for confession, it might netso terrible.

Dermid lifted his mouth from hers, but laid his ekegainst her hair,
still holding her. The door opened and in came l3&ep

She checked her brisk walk, hesitated for a morneaitseemed too
long by far, then giggled and said, "Well, nothiikg a bit of practice!
You can do with all of it if your luck's going told. Six weeks, the
doctor said!

The other two laughed. It seemed to be the onlygtho do and
covered up their real feelings at the interrupti®®ronica took
advantage of Dermid's slackened hold to slip avzdipwing Stephie
out after she'd laid some housekeeping notes omidsrdesk.

Stephie, wisely, said nothing more. Veronica, alssely, did the
same.

Theo seemed more resigned to this long periodstffrem then on,
oddly enough. Lucy said quite candidly in fronttom, 'l thought
Theo would have been like an enraged lion, cripplech his den.’

Veronica laughed, as she went out with Dermid, 'Mge so
surprising. | think he likes being spoiled.'

Theo narrowed his eyes and said to Lucy, '"You'dhmeen afraid to
say that to me once.'



Lucy dimpled. 'Yes, but not any more. You're alirand no bite. It
wasn't altogether your fault. I'd been so timiddda you that way. |
felt so inadequate, always needing a shoulder epwe ... so | ran to
the first one available and very nearly messeduwyiees, and also
Dermid's and Veronica's." She blinked, and turnedya Heavens,
she was getting so into the spirit of this, shetgdtten thathatwas
make-believe! She turned back, gave Theo a saoky émd said, 'So
though I'm afraid it's meant a lot of suffering fau, I'm not sorry it
happened. There are great compensations, Theo ninygda

He scowled at her, but it didn't mean a thing. a@ftheunfeeling
remarks. I've ever heard that's it! You'd neverehdared make it if |
could move an inch without a groan. But don't coamit too long.
I'm much less stiff than even a few days ago. Timagscle relaxants
must be starting to work. | can flex my musclegtielwhile lying
now. So watch yourself, my girl"' They both laughédicy came
across, kissed him gently but lingeringly. ‘Lifg/sing to be very
lovely, now, for both of us. Oh, how | want to gonhe!'

Stephie and Veronica spent a lot of time over at t¢bttage in

preparation for the married couple coming home Witinothy and

the baby daughter. Veronica said, 'The MacBridass@dheir men
well. So often married quarters are nothing compdocethe main

house. But this is lovely— spacious, which is wthaty need, | guess,
when their family is young, and everything's in ddaste.'

‘Yes, when it was redecorated Dermid's father EaRchoose her
own colours and the furnishings. The furniture bgto the place,
because transport up to here is devilishly expensind it hampers a
young couple if they feel they want to move to &eofposition or set
up their own property, if it means they must pagittown removal
expenses. However, Tom and Rena love it here sd gy could
stay for years. Dermid, like his father before himarks on a bonus
system for his men. Oh, that sounds like Addie ldiadde arriving.'



In they came, all eagerness, with boxes taken frepillions. One
held cake-tins generously filled, the other exampdé the most
exquisite baby-wear in knitting and crochet, andame bundle
proved to be extra napkins. 'Nobody ever has taoyrhquoth Maude
sagely, it'll be marvellous having a baby at tla¢ich again. It seems
so long since Timothy was an infant. Rena useeéttad bath him. |
hope we haven't lost our touch. We've missed Tigndirribly. |
hope he doesn't find our kindergarten morningsbiming after two
moths in Nelson with other children.’

Stephie said, 'He's bound to miss his playmatdsRbna said on the
phone one night that child's such a high-countrm mathe making,
all his talk is of getting back to the dogs andsest And the sheep.
Veronica, we've had so many children up here omespondence
lessons, with Maude and Addie providing the ovérsighey're
expert governesses for all ages really.’

Maude said, 'We were so much younger than theofeste family
that we were aunts before we grew up, so we gssprkinto service
in the schoolroom. Now if only Dermid would get med soon we'd
be back in that sphere of service in no time, ast filling in time at
Chattan House.'

Again scalding pity touched Veronica. These two warhad filled

in their empty lives for so long. She mustn't legght of her original

guest in the role she'd been pitchforked into. &lveas just a month
to go of Theo's convalescence. So the next dayosth®ermid she'd
been invited over to Chattan House for lunch amael.

'‘Oh, good, my aunts will enjoy that. Tell them €bme for dinner.
Make the place seem more civilised to you if yotiggked out once
in a while.'

Without thinking Veronica replied, 'Who wants cisdtion?'



They were up in the Little Sitting-room, with Stéphplacidly
darning farm socks. Dermid looked at Veronica slyari©oming
from one who's got greasepaint in her blood ancapidause of the
crowds in her ears, that sounds like rank heresy!

She found her cheeks growing hot, and bent dovpoke the fire to
disguise that. It was so hard to remember. Shdigaidly, 'l don't see
why actresses can't love the solitudes too. | migitt be in the
Hollywood class, but they often own ranches so tteay get away
from it all, don't they?'

He sounded sceptical. ‘'Mm. Perhaps. | guess it patls, though.'

Stephie took him up sharply. 'Not necessarily. Sgmis just drift

into the theatre. With some it's their whole lifige with Anne, but
with others it can be just the same as any otlebgiore marriage,
and they aren't dedicated to it.

Some careers continue, some don't. Others are tgkagain when
they've got their children to the independent stage

The MacBride eyebrows came down. 'Not up here thayt. Any
girl who takes on a high-country, up-lake, wat@cess owner takes
it on for the rest of her life. No commuting to mess from here. In
that respect, any wife of Tordarroch is as tiedthe station as
Euphemia Shaw was from the time she stepped akkoedrom the
whaleboat.'

There was an awkward silence, then he asked, amgtige subject,
'‘How are you going across to Chattan House?'

'I'm getting quite proficient on Blondie. I'll rideer over.’

'You can have the Land Rover. Then if you feel ldtessing up,
which will delight the aunts, you'll be suitablytiegd. They might
even give you the meal off that Regency table gostr keen on.



What a versatile creature you are, when | think Wowe described
you!'

Her voice had an edge to it. ‘Again, as you renthjlust now, it could
be just novelty. But thanks for the transport, giow'll go over in

jeans. I'm to help them springclean the attic.'tWas in case he
caught them at it.

"You don't know what you're letting yourself in fdi's jammed with
junk, with Victorian hideosities that ought to haveen dumped long
ago, even bottle-green plush curtains with bobbles.

Veronica's spirits rose. There could be saleahif# #tere that the
lordly MacBride despised. So he'd have no objedtidnrning it into
cash. That could lessen his anger at her deceit.



CHAPTER SEVEN

VERONICA decided that if the aunts would be pleased ifdilessed
up, then dress up she would. At least she toldelfettsat was the
reason. What she chose might have seemed a lof pldace here at
Tordarroch House, with Theo still awkwardly eatimg meals off the
bookcase, but at Chattan House, in that small ekqudining-room,
it wouldn't.

The aunts were enchanted when she arrived and aceduhat

Dermid had invited himself and had told her to dras. Maude said,
eyes astar, 'We so nearly rang up to suggeshjastiut we decided it
might look a little too contrived.' Adelaide gaverlsister a quelling
look. Veronica pretended not to notice.

She said crisply, 'l'd like to get straight at thisc. How about it?'

Adelaide nodded, '‘Maude will go up with you. I'dtee make apple
pie. We had decided on a lemon souffle, but likeran, Dermid
thinks you can't better apple pie.'

From the front of the house, Veronica had seen dofyners, but the
attic was an odd projection from the back rooftipgt over the
original sod cottage.

Maude shut the windows against the cool spring zaesoming
straight off the mountains inland. 'l left them opall morning
because it smelled so fusty, dear. Goodness, thar@nglomeration
of stuff here! Mostly junk, I'm afraid.’

Veronica's trained eye was already picking out@m&vo pieces that
were anything but junk, but yes, she agreed, sdrttesowas only fit
for burning. By the time Adelaide came up they hisdred a corner
and arranged on an old washstand, past repair, sbma that was
neither elegant nor coveted by dealers, but whiohlavstill fetch
prices not to be sneezed at. The colours were somidrhad come



back into favour again, jardinieres in heavily esdrd mustards and
olivegreen, cake-stands in oak, china figureslee only passable,
inkstands and ornate trays.

‘They're also ours, from our mother, but giveneo ly an old aunt,
who'd had no taste at all. Those beaded hassoeksas, and those
hideously fat pincushions. Purely ornamental, yduldkle any pin
you tried to stick in them. When this old aunt sel@ther taking
down that Regency stuff, she decided she was theavih feeling for
old things and bestowed them on her. Poor Mothee, was so
embarrassed when her new husband was faced byds/imech stuff
as he'd expected, and it took two trips in the Gawent launch. Our
father was much relieved when he found Mother wastaiched to it,
so most of its time was spent in the loft over skables. When our
brothers took a fancy to making the loft into gaestfor themselves,
this was all shoved up here.'

'‘Where are those brothers now? Didn't they carrigene?’

‘They were a lot older than us, but one died ouoeng. They were
pre-penicillin days, of course, and pneumonia ofteved fatal. The

other one was Dermid's mother's sire. He had ohbda. He sent her
off on a visit to Scotland, and it was a great joyhim when she
married a very distant MacBride connection. He giduhe wheel

had turned full cycle. The first woman here, Eupl@envas a

MacBride.'

The green plush curtains Dermid had despised twuot be mantel
drapes and as such, in demand for lovers of Veari They were
wrapped round some bulky items which almost boutkithe stand
as she undid them. They were blackened with yeiataroish and
neglect, but the very elegance of their shapedfiNeronica with
delight. She was almost sure they were GeorgiarrsiShe picked
up some cleaning fluid and rubbed vigorously atidbgom of them.
The first one turned out to be a fruit basket, medly Georgian,



exquisitely scrolled and pierced. The next, an gper all fluted
edges and silver chains. There were silver cantglatatching, and
a silver teapot and stand, that surely would haweeam jug and
sugar basin to complete the set. Her pulses quickand she swung
round on Maude. 'We'd have to be sure these wernerngother's and
not Shaw or MacBride possessions. They're valudileose were
they?'

Maude, for some reason, looked guilty, and Veronicadered if she
was going to become involved in a family squabljet the
explanation was laughable. 'We were very naughtgrokica.
Cleaning these darned things was our most hateddagt morning
task when we were small. Even when we were olddnated it. And
this house and Tordarroch house were just fulheéé things. Each
bride seemed to bring more—if not heirlooms, weddjifts.

So--' a gleam of mischief peeked through, 'whenhad Chattan
House to ourselves, we took one look at the thibgsnid's mother
didn't want there, plus these, and we stowed thprnmuhe attic!

We'd heard you should store silver in green bamkvee didn't have
any, so we just wrapped them up in these frigltidiimantel drapes.'

Veronica couldn't help it. She burst out laughithdeel | ought to
reprimand you as your grandmother might possiblyehdone, you
wicked things, but I'll forgive you if you can tethe who they
belonged to in your family.'

'I'm afraid except for that fruit basket, we've idea. There was a
mention of it in Euphemia's diary she started orarothe
sailing-ship. She said it hadn't got as much asma an arrival, rolled
up in blankets with feather pillows all round ireteea-chest, despite
the rough journey, the shifting by dray to the Eke and the fact that
when they beached the whaleboat in this bay, tlkestdell into the
shallows! That epergne and the candelabra could begn there too,



we just don't know. So we can't sell those, byoii can get rid of
those other monstrosities, Dermid couldn't possablject.'

Veronica said, 'In fact, he ought to be glad you @ up here
whether he sells this silver or keeps it. But tihayst be on show,
Maude. Oh, there you are, Adelaide. These areyrealliable and we
can have great fun cleaning them up. They shouldngthose
glass-fronted cabinets downstairs, or over at Trooda in theirs.
Would Stephie find it a great chore to look afteern?

'She would have once, when Dermid and Gerald ancdeAmere
small, but there's more time now. Rhoda, his mothas often said
she must get these things out again. She'd love tioav.'

Veronica's voice held real regret. 'But that wonidan they'd be
banished from this place where Euphemia brougimhttéis parents
are retiring in Wanaka, aren't they?"'

if they ever do. Gregor is going to break his hézat/ing here and
Rhoda knows it. She feels Dermid must have a chémean this

place on his own, but Gregor would need an inteBst has a vague
idea that Tordarroch House could be turned into afnéose farm
holiday homes that overseas tourists are so keewlogre they can
ride, watch shearing and dipping, get away fro@litOne that has
access only by water, would be a bigger draw thap. &o

show-pieces like this would be of great interest @oduld do out
cards for them, the story of their origin ... thmes we know, anyway.

Veronica was shining-eyed, it sounds ideal. Theuldi't want this
other stuff. It's nowhere near as valuable, bwbitild give you a jolly
good sum towards your trip to Italy and we've glat&o uncover yet.
Let's get at it, girls!'

Suddenly they did seem girls to her. At the lighttheir eyes she
could suddenly see those young girls who went tdikgéon in the



nineteen-forties, and waved goodbye to the trogpsiking their

young men out of their lives for ever. She hopessmaately to find

more valuable stuff still among their own mothepsssessions
without having to rob downstairs of any of thosaapus treasures
that enhanced the rooms. Any hint of that woulcelyuput the cat

among the pigeons as far as Dermid was concerned.

Hours'later Veronica knew that if, when Theo ana@ywere gone,
Dermid gave his consent, Adelaide and Maude cowlokktheir

flights to Rome without any doubts. 'Now, let's geé¢ dust off
ourselves, and change. Mind, not a word to Derroabfany of this.
He thinks that anything | sound knowledgeable abmdiheo is what
I've swotted up from that book over at the homektéaon't want
him to know yet that this is my own trade. Not tLitan. present to
him a true picture of the value of this stuff, atemise, from your
lists, from whom it came.’

Maude and Addie loved dressing up. They might ffi@noleave the

sheep station for Dunedin or Christchurch, but wtrexy did they

certainly knew how to shop, and both were splenaiateur

hairdressers. Adelaide was in a rich russetty gaMhich suited her
so well, and Maude in turquoise blue. They came tiné spare room
to watch Veronica dress just as if she had beewatllgranddaughter,
the granddaughter they might have had now, hadtibaen for the
wastefulness of war. They said so.

Maude was determined to style Veronica's hair. '¥a@udo so much
with hair this length.' They loved the brown skine produced, softly
flared, with a scarlet and green striped inset ingndiagonally from
waistband to hem. Over it she slipped a long |ddsase of richest
cream silk whose bishop sleeves fell in heavy duddelds to her
wrists. It had a narrow plunging neckline, and agait her brown
skin glowed.



Addie clasped her hands in delight. 'That's perféot have just the
right sort of bosom for that blouse ... don't ybink so, Maudie?
Bosom is a much nicer word than "bust”, don't yook? When ever
| go in to be measured for a new bra and they "8&§rat bust?" 1
always feel like saying, "l didn't hear anything.Very ugly word.’

Veronica giggled. 'Oh, | do love you two! | hatargewith people |
can't giggle with. You're quite mad, you know, btd such an
endearing sort of craziness.'

Maude, her head on one side, said, 'The ivory aeekland the
earrings to go with it—the very thing! She's idé&al them. Addie,
you hunt them out while | fix her hair.’

In vain Veronica protested, then said, 'Well, jasttonight. | won't
wear them back to Tordarroch House. I'd be tedifld lose them.
It's enough responsibility having Guy's wife's tHing

Adelaide said slowly, 'We've no one to leave theme've given
Anne what she wanted. Well, dear child, wearthemigtd to please
two romantic old things, and if you can bear tot pdath them, you

can leave them here meanwhile. And you never kn®le stopped
dead, changed it to, 'But we'll leave them to yowur wills. You

can't do a thing about it then.'

Veronica flung out a hand. 'Oh, don't! You're sialvi.. so much part
of here. Don't say it!'

'Isn't she sweet?' said Addie fondly.

Maude placed her on a stool in front of the triplerored
dressing-table that had featured whole generat@inShaw and
MacBride wives and daughters, brought in two tedgehell combs
that had belonged to Phemie, brushed the nut-cadobair till it
shone, took a wing from each temple, secured ih wie combs,
sweeping it upward, then caught the two ends ta@gethd tied them



over the fall of her back with a long cream ribborsatin, a style
she'd never thought of trying before. 'Oh, | likeshe said, bending
forward to examine it. 'Maude, you're an artist!'

'‘Why, | think so,’ said a voice from the doorwayerBid, in

knife-edged brown trousers, so different from kasual farm attire,
and with a putty-coloured pullover on top of an iagulate cream
silk shirt, with a brown tie. The chestnut hair wadamp from his
shower, he looked elegant, at ease, suiting thigxdaéhouse.

He had something in his hand and now came forwaittd
grinning. 'When you take a girl to dinner in towouyoften buy her
flowers—it can't be done here, but with a name akeney, |
thought this was fitting, and could almost be ahileur plant-badge.’
Laughing, he held out a tiny spray of scarlet pimpé taken from
the Tordarroch pastures.

They all laughed at the sheer absurdity of it, Betonica took it. i
like it. Of course that was the name of the Scdpietpernel, Sir
Percy and Marguerite Blakeney. Now, where shailh li{?"

He came across, picked up a pearl pin from thesgingstable. i'll,put
it in place for you.'

Adelaide said, 'Maude, you left those sheep-shamkshe bench,
didn't you? I've just heard Patches jump in thedew. Come on, you
know what he is,' and they disappeared.

Veronica wished the aunts weren't so obvious. 8aed her cheeks
growing hot and sighed.

Dermid cocked his head in their direction. '‘Doettthem bother you.
You can't do a thing about it. They're very romasati heart and it
certainly doesn't worry me.'



He surveyed her. She was acutely conscious ofyds gavelling
over her. Conscious too that she liked it, likegl little smile playing
around his mouth. He said, 'l think it would befpetin the V of that
neckline.'

His fingers were cool against her flesh. She heldéif rather rigid,
not wanting him to know the effect his touch hadmumer. He
fastened it in, neither hurrying nor taking toodoabout it, stepped
back and said, 'Perfect. The splash of scarlebum gkirt and the tiny
touch there.’

Veronica rose from the stool, touched her haittle lself-consciously
and said, 'l couldn't stop them. They said theynhadgranddaughter
to dress up.'

He took her elbow. 'Poor Veronica ... a productadifferent age,
even of a permissive age, having to submit to temlism and
sentimentality of Maude and Adelaide! But you'rétipg up with it
very well.'

She immediately felt defensive. 'l didn't say Irdidike it, MacBride.

| know I'm a product of my own age. So are you.e@tg/ou were a
little more insulated from change, up here in kmgdom. But it's not
to say that underneath it all, girls like me areveoy different from

Maude and Adelaide.'

He then regarded her very consideringly—why, shan‘tiknow.
Finally he said, 'l wonder. | just wonder. Well,ne® along, Lady
Blakeney. Dinner awaits. I'm sure | can smell appie—with
cloves.'

She took his arm. '"You can. We were to have lemafflg, but when
they heard you were coming, apple pie it had tb be.

Well, the aunts might have treated that old Georgglver
shamefully, but this, on that beautiful table wiitle lace place mats,



was well looked after. Another fruit basket saréhélled with tawny
pears and rosy apples, each fruit polished asthyigh the silver. The
cruet set, with its blue glass insets, bore noewe of neglect, nor
did the cutlery and the napkin rings. The chin&é&mbat first glance
like Willow Pattern, but proved to be blue and whitsian pheasant
and rose design. The big ashet in the centre echimi as they came
down, was the same, and was piled with a delectaldand of
saffron rice, and in the centre, in the shape ofleeel, were
beautifully browned mutton shanks, surrounded witing of parsley
and topped with a barbecue sauce that appearedconippounded of
Worcester sauce, chopped bacon and onion, alladelc spiced.
Jacket potatoes were wrapped in foil, and dishékeaf own beans
and peas, frozen months ago, flanked the main one.

Dermid surveyed it, said, 'Just as well | was onttle hill on
Desdemona all afternoon. I've worked up a rare t#pp©therwise
after all this, and that delectable soup, I'd nenanage the apple pie.
But I'll try to do full justice to it.'

He was in good form ... the loved great-nephewMacBride of
Tordarroch ... the king of the castle. All thesengfs went racing
through Veronica's mind. Talk turned on former tsme

It could be said Maude and Adelaide glowed. Theay draaudience.
They were reliving other days. 'Perhaps best ofall the prosperity
that followed Word War One in the early twentieheTfalse
prosperity. We were tiny children,’ said Adelaideut we can
remember how generous our father became, geneyautatlt. The
property was not so mechanised then, so there Jaagex staff and
at shearing and mustering huge gangs arrived. Troctawas often
visited by politicians, V.I.P.s, even Governors-&eh. There was a
great attraction for them about a sheep statiorrevhk the nrutton
and wool went out by water transport. There wasgéna permanent
cook for the men—well, permanent is possibly themg word to
describe them. They were in the main eccentricagdtars, robust,



colourful, but they often had their reasons fotiggtaway from it all,
and sometimes they disappeared as suddenly asctHmag. But
Mother and Father coped. She just loved the emmerta It brought
the world to her lonely door, and compensated tyréatall she gave
up when she married Father.’

Veronica took a sip of the ruby-red wine from heblgt, a goblet that
had been in use for well over a hundred years s8itk 'l take it that
your father was a robust character too. Very muet &f the castle?’

Adelaide and Maude stared at each other, wentipgal of laughter.
'‘Father? Oh, how priceless! Well ... he was a agrimixture. He had
all the rugged qualities needed to run a placethike at the back of
beyond, but he had a heart of butter. Mother couldt him round
her little finger. And if we were ill, his touch waas tender as hers
was.'

Maude said, 'l once had scarlet fever. We wereusaeptible to
infection when we went to town. In those days ysedito be sent
away to fever hospitals and it meant six weeks awagy shaved
your head. No, I'm wrong, they cut your hair vehord—they
thought your strength went into it. No antibioti€mrtunately, mine
didn't develop till we got home. I'll never forgdte fever, the
nightmares that went with the raging temperaturearhe out of
delirium one night to hear Father say, 'Josie,ganna keep up night
after night. Go to bed, lass. @ursel won't fall asleep. Do you think
| could, with our bairn needing me?' And all thaght as | surfaced at
odd intervals, he was sponging me, turning me,rgetiresh, dry
pillowslips, spooning magnesia and cool water betway dry lips,
murmuring all sorts of endearments.'

Adelaide nodded, 'And though they worked like Tngjan the estate,
both of them, they played as hard as they workeenvthey took a
spell off. Father, when he took us to Christchufoh occasional
holidays, would buy Mother the most frivolous, ethunsuitable



things. And he brought some secret parcels homayalwo produce
for times when he thought she needed cheering wad a real love
match. There's been a great history of love matah@&srdarroch.'

All three of them stared at Veronica. She was lmigkapidly. Her
cheeks crimsoned. 'Don't mind me. I've got ovevadtear-ducts ...
it's almost an affliction! It makes me feelso siltg cry at films, or
sometimes listening to music. And that wasn't sadthat makes it
more stupid still.'

Dermid said, 'Don't apologise. There's too litflehat nowadays.'

Veronica said, dabbing, 'That makes you sound obthem
generation.' Then she caught his eye and for a moireeemed as if
no one else was present. 'But | like it,' she added

He accepted that, as of right, with a brief nod.

She then said, 'Anyway, | stand abashed. Somelhoagined this to
always have been a sort of one-man kingdom—I thbafkindlay
Shaw as a dour, determined man bringing a youngearenced girl
here as a bride, to a remote, harsh existencea¢epdf incredible
beauty, yes, but meaning hardships such as wentaguess at now.
| felt that in many of these tough pioneers thad to be a ruthless
streak, a sort of greed for the land that woulchpyke over the lives of
their women.'

Across the table Dermid's eyes met hers. She dmud sworn they
held a challenge. He said slowly, 'We must catahymon the family
history. Some of the old pioneer types were juat, thut not all, and
don't forget they'd be products of their day and, qgst as we are.
Theirs now seems to have held incredible hardshijtgerhaps they
didn't seem that way to them. The conditions in@ie Country they

left were often far from ideal. Some young wivedrdi know what it



was to have a home of their own. They had to liwh wlaws, and
that's never easy.

'‘Oddly enough, it was Euphemia who wanted to entegféindlay's

family, the Shaws, had had quite a fine family itiad, but like so

many Highlanders, lost possession of much of theid. Ours was a
very minor branch, though a few heirlooms remaie.'touched the
goblet in front of him briefly. 'So we hadn't thegant need to
emigrate that some crofters had when they weredroff their land

by greedy landowners wanting to run more sheepFBwtlay was a
seventh sign and the holding wasn't large. Phenougdit his

potential for hard work would never be given sctpere. She it was
who was the motive power behind that embarking timee-months'
voyage under sail. Then coming up here where, geavithey

stocked this land within a certain time, they wgranted it.'

Veronica's eyes were shining. 'Then this has alvieen a happy
house. I felt it in my bones, but told myself mbe too fanciful. That
there could have been great sorrows here, hardsbmmestic
tyranny.'

Dermid looked at his aunts. 'Some day she must Ezgzhemia's
diaries. She wielded a nifty pen, Veronica. If dh@ad the chance
she'd probably have become a writer. Some entreeteese for want
of time. Once she said, "l must put down thesegthfior my children
in case | forget. | must record these sunrisessamdets. I'd like to
think our descendants could look on these sameescand think
because they'd read what I've written of them, 'Wimur
grandmother, or great-grandmother, saw a sunsethiis in 1869."
I'd like to think they didn't just know my childrelmy names on
tombstones in a lakeside cemetery, but that bedheyeread these
pages, they would think of my Matthew as the threarold who
brought me a bunch of buttercups on my birthday, Bsther as the
little girl who laboriously worked me that samplem the
dining-room wall." Have | got those entries abaght, aunts?'



'You have,' said Adelaide softly. 'We're very ludhkgleed, in this day
and age, to have a nephew like you who cares ésetthings. That's
what Phemy hoped for. And there, Veronica, is ti@er, on the
wall behind you.'

Dermid rose, took it off the wall, blew the dust ibfand handed it to
Veronica. Perhaps small Esther's mother, mindftiloof weary little
fingers get, had chosen the smallest possible'teat is Love.' She
turned it over and there, in what was presumabfhemia'’s writing,
was written: 'Worked by Esther Shaw, aged eightsygan months.’

Veronica was starry-eyed. 'l can just see her, [adadriously over

her sewing, longing to be out with her brothers sisters, damning
up creeks, playing with kittens and puppies, bigheined to finish

this in time for the birthday, because there weramy shops where
she could buy her a present.’

Dermid laughed. 'What a change has come over oss Bliakeney,
the girl our Anne said liked everything slick andaern! "You
should just see the with-it decor of her flat," wasat she said, so
who knows? Veronica, you could become so changed, ngight
give up the stage entirely and become an assistamt antique shop
like that yarn you spun Theo!

Veronica bent her head so he couldn't see her itacquite an idea.
Other people suddenly take on new interests e.dkurchill taking

up painting at forty . .. why not me? It's alwaysgible to make an
entirely new start, | suppose. So why not antiques?

Adelaide, suppressing a cough, rose and said,st get that coffee.’
Maude scuttled out after her.

Dermid said, 'What's come over them? Pretty suddean't they?
We're not exactly dying of thirst.'



'l suppose they want to wash up and settle down.sboey want to
watch something at eight o'clock.’

‘That thing on pot-plants? Then we'll go for a widlén.'

Veronica dimpled, 'Now you can see why | thoughyaiir ancestors
were petty tyrants, Dermid! You just announce t@i're taking a
girl for a walk. She doesn't get asked. It mightde cold for me. |
might be too tired. | might yearn to see that thomgpot-plants.’

‘Are you too tired?"
‘Well, no, but--'

‘And it couldn't be cold. It's so warm tonight iitsf me with alarm.
The false spring always does. It's too warm, tamnsdt sometimes
means something is brewing among the mountairss pétilously
near lambing. As you know, we've got the pre-laiméesing over.'

Is it very tough, coping then?'

‘Very. Oh, we do cope, but it means losses, ofssmyuand dozens pf
lambs cluttering up both houses and needing conatsmtion. But

I'm really thinking of Theo. You don't feel so biéglou're on deck on

your own place, but if we get a season like we finalor so years

ago, it'd be the very devil for Theo, cooped upehdihat year we
were delivering lambs and hopelessly looking rofamch dry place to

put them down on. In fact, for anything less thapuadle! Those

born during the night, unnoticed, hadn't much athance. Theo
needs a good season. He's got good men, buttitgite the same as
being there yourself. And they can't stand too maxtya pressures
on that marriage of theirs.'

She leaned her chin on her hands. 'l don't knowt bEdversity
bringing out the best in Lucy?'



'Seems to be. But I'm frightened if Theo gets meragain, it will
dishearten her. Stands to reason a chap'd be mdréssed with
heavy losses.’

She said, 'Didn't Euphemia and Findlay, and Matthed his wife,
and the aunts' parents all face severe lossesed?i Stephie has told
me quite a bit about life up here. The disastrawsvs of 1867, the
floods of 1878, the terrible frosts of 1922 whea liens froze to their
perches. That's what brought them close togetheph& said.' She
added, 'So Lucy and Theo could be okay.'

Dermid said simply, "'The ones you were talking efevShaws. Their
motto is "By fidelity and fortitude." And times wedifferent.’

There was an edge to her tone. 'The Shaws hakemhonopoly of
fortitude and fidelity. | think Lucy's got more Irer than you give her
credit for. | think all of you up here petted hHeecause she seemed s
pathetic, so lonely. You encouraged her to clingt 8he married
Theo who didn't want a dinger, and because sheadynlost him,
she's got some stiffening in her backbone now. 8keso often a
turning point, a time when one turns one's backilen past and
launches out into a new life. As | did myself reitgd'm on my own
now, and | like it. | feel a different person fraime one | was six
months ago, even.' She stopped there because dienburealised
she didn't want to explain that, about her job. lkasd reached out
across the table to her but couldn't reach hergusecdt was too wide.
Also because she didn't stretch hers out towanssH# said, 'Do
you, Veronica? A different person? Good for youlllWou tell me
about it some time? Some time soon?'

Her brown eyes looked steadily into the intent gre@es. What
meaning lay behind that look? She said quietly, bedtone was
grave, 'l will—that | promise you, Dermid. | do leasomething to tell
you, but it must wait till Theo has gone home. #&snething you
won't like, Dermid, but it will have to be told.'



His eyes narrowed. 'Then I'll wait till you wanttedl me. But don't be
afraid, Veronica. I'll do my level best to undenstalf | can.’

At that moment the aunts came back with the coffegonica was
glad to have the conversation end right there.tworreasons—one
that she wanted to value all the stuff first, twaattthey needed to
preserve this mock engagement as it appeared ngiat, all
sweetness and light. If she and Dermid quarreitedight show.
Lambing had to be got over first, too, and Lucy dido must be
over that other lake before she told him.

The aunts, fortunately, didn't twitter about it fgeifoolish to stroll
outside at this time, when there was still snowhentops despite the
unseasonable warmth of air at the lake-edge. Mauday brought a
cloak for Veronica to slip on. it's quite old, mddem the shepherd's
tartan of the clan. Sent out from Scotland durimgftfties. You're so
tall you'll suit it.'

She clipped it about Veronica's neck and the buk white
checked folds fell softly about her. Dermid pull@d a brown suede
jacket, lined with lambswool. 'First the flaggedhsain the garden,’
he said. 'Put your left hand through the slit cat fide and hang on to
me. The crazy paving is really crazy, but you ceoihfortably put
your arm round a girl in a cloak.’

Veronica lifted the clear line of her jaw to thentebreeze coming «ff
the lake. 'I'm sure it's got all the tang of thiafierests of the Haast in
it, and as it gets into Maude and Addie's lovelydga, the scent of
daffodils and narcissi. | love the way they bloomder the silver
birches. By moonlight the silver birches are logsiiof all trees.’

'‘And in the autumn sunsets, the liquid ambers adlardy poplars.
It's a dream then.’



Veronica had a sudden pang. She would never seeithautumn.
Dermid would expect her to be back in Dunedin th#gnthen, too,
she would have had to tell him she'd come up ey antiques.
The other day he'd asked her, brusquely, if slemded to go on with
a stage career. She'd had to say yes. Half thestmaalidn't know if
she was Veronica or Victoria. Where was that wrediadirl, anyway?
Gus had never rung to say. He'd be afraid to dm ase he gave
anything away or that her answers did. If he ramgd) got Dermid, it
was ten to one Dermid would ask why he wanted teakpto
Veronica.

Bluebells were peeping from under the rhododentraves. They'd
been sent out from Scotland Dermid told her andeweée true
Scottish bluebells, not wild hyacinths. ‘We go ddvene, through the
shrubbery. Watch your step. It leads right to thers. Chattan is so
much nearer the lake than Tordarroch. They hadutidl Ibhe first
rough cottage in the lee of the hill to sheltefraim the sou'westers
coming up from the bottom of the world. Then thewurid out they
had sizzling summers and that the dry nor'westarklsweep up the
lake and hit the front of the house, so they plsiEplings for their
lives ... obliging little trees that conditionecdethselves in amazing
fashion to a change of season . .. when the coktsfrof autumn
came, they obligingly turned colour. It must hagersed a long time
before they grew tall enough, though. It finally deathe Chattan
garden a sheltered haven. Even now things growwerean't grow
at Tordarroch.’

''ve noticed that, and of course the aunts love glarden so much
and spend such a lot of time in it. It has a historevery tree, every
flower-bed.’

Veronica could sense his studying her in the lmjithat moon. His
laugh had a note of exultancy in it. 'l think tpiace has worked a
charm on you!" She knew he meant because she vaif§esent from
the girl Anne had described, who liked ultra-modsturff.



She said, warily, 'Well, no wonder. There's sucbrinuity about it.
I'm so glad Addie and Maude told me about theiept’ love match.
And the first Shaws. It fits this place. And thougle aunts had their
time of heartbreak, | suppose they were happyarstitceeding years
that they had this security. They never had todeaVv

Dermid guided her down some rough rock steps dhd@ath that
led to the tiny jetty here. Then he answered Hedoh't know,

Veronica—circumstances kept them here too londhfem to strike
out, to make a new life. They stayed to see thaiemts through their
last years. They've had, for a long time, | knoyea to do something
different.’

She caught her breath. Then he did know they watotedsit those
graves on foreign soil. Was this the time to tethh

But he continued: 'Maude and Adelaide would likkeraall these

years, to have a home with a road running righttéyloor, in the

middle of Wanaka. To join in with all the activisi¢ghey love so much
when they have their brief spells down there. Bhathy, when

Mother and Father began talking of turning Tordelnrmto a farm

holiday place, | made it plain to them that theysimin that case, get
hired help in addition to Stephie. | wasn't goinghtave Addie and
Maude tied again to Tordarroch by their over-depetb sense of
duty.’

For once what she'd deemed the arrogance and doceinaf

MacBride of Tordarroch didn't irritate her. He waght in this. He

hadn't hesitated to spring to the defence of these@vomen who had
given their lives to this estate.

She said warmly, 'Oh, Dermid, I'm glad you feeltthay. Some
families take such things for granted, let one memdbo all the
sacrificing. Only those two would be so in the wafyhelping, |



daresay every time they thought your mother anglttewere
getting overworked, they'd pitch in.’

‘Exactly—that's why I'm cooking up a surprise foem. If we get
down to Wanaka before lambing I'll show you, buti'ilde sworn to
secrecy. | don't want any hint of it to get to thets yet. We've had
that crib at Wanaka for years.

Mother used to take us down to it for our weekway bff school, and
her parents did so with her. It's as old-fashica@d ordarroch House
really. I've put it on the market for sale as aida} house, the
section's quite valuable and could sell as a msitel I've put a
deposit on a newly-built place on the hillside ab&ely Point. The
aunts have always drawn an income from the esthtegurse, so
they would have enough to furnish it. They coulklet#hings from
here, but they've always said how they'd love &t stith things of
their own, if ever they lived in Wanaka. Modernnis. They
wouldn't have let me do it if they'd known, andaldito make a snap
decision. There were others in the running.’

'‘Why wouldn't they have let you?'

'‘Because they'd realise I'd have to postpone tidifg of the new
woolshed. This one is adequate in size, but the wewlsheds are
dreams, with every facility for speed and comfG#éngs are easier to
book if they know they can -work in such surroumg@inThe signing
up is to be done soon now, but | didn't want to ttedm till | can
parcel up the deed, and put it into their handgyTthnever let me
otherwise. It's even got a granny flat attachedwken Tom and
Rena's children need their school spells theretill de
accommodation. And for my own children perhapgygars to come.’

Veronica couldn't speak for a moment. Her mind fi@ak to the first
impression she'd had from Adelaide's letter, thay thad a tough,
selfish nephew who was too mean to let his aumteetras they



desired. Later she'd detested him even more, bedes travel
plans were a pilgrimage to see the graves of thagmnen they had
lost in war. Words almost sprang to her lips, ngilhim all, but she
checked them. Because if he knew they were planioirgpend the
money he thought would go on furnishing the housél tbought
them, it would shadow that gift. What a dilemmakSioked back
the confidence, the confession.

But she couldn't keep back the gladness in heevascshe cried out,
'‘Why, Dermid, that's the loveliest thing! | can gir@e what a thrill
they'll get. Wanaka ... much better than retirim@ tcity from here. If
they get homesick at all, they'donly have to geGois's launch when
he takes tourists on a cruise, to see you all.g8ke a laugh of sheer
mirth. 'l can just see those intrepid souls scapéh round Wanaka
on their bikes!

Dermid laughed too, but added ruefully, 'That ssdwedl out of me. |
wouldn't put it past them to attempt the Crown Raridhey took it

into their heads to go to Queenstown. Or for thatten to follow on

to Te Anau and Milford Sound! We'll have to trystell the bikes and
get them a second-hand car. | think Dad would comen that. I'll

have to keep the brakes on the aunts in the fizsthfof their

enthusiasm for furnishing it, though. | expecttv'sio with being so
rarely in cities, but when they have their trips Doinedin and
Christchurch, they're big spenders. Now, let's sithing family and
just be two people getting to know each other. A&#, we're

supposed to be engaged.'

They had come to the little jetty and walked oft tiy now. The dark
waters mirrored the moon. There was only the safnithe gentle
lap-lap of waters against the shingle lake- shore.

As he turned to her Veronica said breathles'Sypposeds the
operative word, MacBride.'



He laughed down on her, his face was very neanvtrenth of his
breath against her cheek. 'Whenever you call meBkide, | can feel
the barriers going up. Do they have to stay up? Wityget some fun
out of the situation, Veronica Blakeney. A man argirl and a night
like this ...'

She drew back a little, well aware of the tumultéemslings surging
within her. It could be just fun to him, meaningmag.

He sensed her withdrawal and his voice was a $itterp. 'What's the
matter? Find the idea repugnant?’

If only he knew ... anything but!

She stumbled over her answer. ‘No ... at leas,. Dermid, don't you
realise some situations are difficult for a girl?'

His voice was strangely harsh. 'l rather thouglgythveren't so
difficult these days.’

She considered that. 'I'm not sure what you meatnybat / mean, if
I've got the courage to say it, is that even todame of us like to set
the pace. And—and—you mightn't like it if | appehr@®o—oh,
aren't words clumsy, inadequate?’

The tone softened a little. 'Are you trying to sey don't want to
appear too ready? Correct me if I'm wrong.'

She said gratefully, ‘No, you're right. Only | tlght it sounded
pompous, priggish. But | don't want this situatiomget out of hand in
any way. | think we get so used to acting the plrt,t's inclined to
go to our heads rather.’

His laugh sounded genuine this time. 'Veronican'akge being too
analytical? Let's forget about this supposed engagé. Imagine
I've just met you, say in Dunedin. Anne's introduias and I've asked



you to go for a ramble. Dunedin has some wondédukrs' Lanes.
Say along that leafy road behind Otago Boys' Higth imto Maori

Road? There won't be a lake, but below us we'ltlseéarbour lights
reflected in the water and the moon. The same nasdmere. Don't
you think that even without that ring on your fingemight kiss you,
hold you?"'

He tipped her chin up, kissed her lingeringly. Kélps arms beneath
the cloak and pulled her against him. She hopdd#raeath that thin
silk blouse he couldn't feel just how her heart wasng. What a
giveaway! Then he took her to the seat on the,jleépt his arm about
her, said teasingly, '‘Admit it, Veronica, that whan're, say, eighty
you'll be glad we shared that kiss tonight?'

She laughed back. 'I'll have to be honest and sayhut I've never
been one to fall into a man's arms at the first@ggh.'

She thought he checked a quick reply'to that, Heesaid slowly, 'I'm
glad of that, it compensates for other things.' ®baldn't ask what
he meant. Then in a tone she'd never heard fronbhfore, a husky
tone, as if he was suppressing some emotion, 'Daésays have to
be the man to approach? Who kisses? Why don't igsunke?'

For some reason that moved her. MacBride of Toogarasking, not
taking. There was also a hint of leashed longithg. f8It him tremble.
Was this moment for him, as well as for her, sometheal and vital,
not pretence?

She couldn't, quite, trust herself to speak. Shdedmnstead,
knowing he would see the smile because the modnligis now
almost as bright as day. She put her arms up,dihke hands behind
his head, drew his face down and kissed him futherlips. Then she
was gathered close, kissed passionately. At ldgtleashyly, she let
her hands slide down as far as his shoulders, wieepit his hands
up to cover hers and held them there. He said,awtthimsical lilt in



his voice, 'Thank you, Veronica Rose,' and as beg tose up to
walk back to the house. Suddenly he stopped, swengound and
said, with a laugh in his voice, 'l think I'll rem®that telltale scarlet
pimpernel.'

Telltale? What--'

‘The aunts have such sharp eyes. It's crushedtihngd Again she
felt his fingers cool against her flesh. He slipmed the pearl pin,
took the withered spray, and, to her surprise, pkedpit into the
pocket of his suede jacket.

They were rogues, those two aunts. Dermid and \femazame into
the Chattan sitting-room to find soft music playing haunting,
sweet. Beethoven. The lights were low, the glowiirglight
supplemented only by two old-fashioned wall-ligagéch side of the
mantelpiece.

Dermid's eyes gleamed with fun. 'A truly romangtting! | hand it to
you, my dear aunts, you're great organisers. By, Maronica ought
to realise that Tordarroch Bay isn't all isolateowd crude living. We
can turn it on, can't we? Moonlight Sonatas andGdimplete with
genuine moons!

They didn't disclaim they'd arranged it, which wbllave made a
farce of it. Adelaide said calmly, 'Well, for a ptime we've enjoyed
our romances vicariously, in books, so we've evatgntion of
making the most of this.'

Veronica felt a blush rising, but Dermid made isydor her by

giving one of his great guffaws. Adelaide shrugg@¢tll, it's such a
delightful situation. We've enjoyed assisting ia tteception of Theo
enormously. And it's in such a good cause. We Hafiad so much
fun for years. And you, dear boy, might as well m#tke most it.’



The green eyes under the copper brows gleamedfunthExactly
what | was trying to tell Veronica down on the yett

She sparked up. 'Dermid, don't try your luck too ¥ou're a mad
family. | don't know how to take any of you.'

‘Take us as we come,' advised Maude. 'And deagj\sous a treat
just as you did the other afternoon. Play to ugudrantee Dermid
hasn't heard you play yet. It took us back to athgod when we
depended upon music of our own making.'

Dermid said, 'Don't tell me a girl in this day aade can play
Moonlight and RoseandWeeping Willow Lane?'

Adelaide's tone was chilling. 'She can also pldytts classical
music—Schubert, Brahms, Mozart. Also, she can makétle tunes
to favourite pieces of poetry that are just dehghtShe vows she
hasn't much of a voice, but we thought it very tand sweet, and she
certainly has a knack of fitting words to music.’

‘Then she must oblige. The thingsgldn't know that Ishouldknow
about this fiancee of mine! I'll put this lamp ohet piano,
Veronica—now, don't go all coy on me, | know | sdad cynical just
now, but forget that.’

Veronica went across to the lovely old instrumerd aat down. She
did it very simply, announcing the pieces as slyabeAs she played,
she grew less self-conscious till the music begafea! part of her,
and in this she was herself, not that impostorrsited. To finish she
played Dvorak's Humoresque with verve and spirit, and
Mendelssohn'Spring Songvith a magic that made her hearers se
the dew on the grass and petals falling. Thenalenker hands in her
lap and said, 'Enough'’s enough.’



'‘But you haven't sung for me,' said Dermid, and déawadded,
‘Neither have you played those delightful littleés you composed
yourself. Now what would be suitable? The other ylaty sang us--'

Veronica swung round, a mischievous glint in hesseylknow what
would just fit tonight. | found the verses in and ohagazine about the
joys of home, by different poets. This was by JBamfret. | liked it
because—well, it had a lot of meaning for me attthe. Do you
know how | composed it? | was cooking dinner wheuaree for the
verse I'd read earlier began to run through my miduldn't go to
the piano, so | tried it out in a way my grandmottaeight me. She
couldn't read a note of music, but it was bornen. ook, I'll give
you the first bars of my tinkling little tune, ihé¢ way | composed it.'
She crossed to a cabinet, took out a silver cake-énd six glasses
which she set up on the piano-top, and with thk flicked each in
turn, bringing out of them a sound that seemed awehbeen
imprisoned in the glass till she brought it to lif€hey were
enchanted.

Her eyes met Dermid's and she felt a tremor ofrgdad pass over her.
He'd liked that. It gave her the confidence t@asthe piano again and
say, 'Something about this appealed to me andtst tsunight.' It was
jaunty, tuneful, tender, and her voice was low.

'‘My man likes an apple pie, flaky-crisp and swekiy for any
woman's heart, just to see him eat; Just to gostag for him,
planning meals for two, Tasty bits to boil and hakengs to grill and
stew; My man likes an apple pie, apple it shalMdeen his ship is
signalled home after months at sea.’

It finished on a triumphant trill. All the gladnestthe homecoming
of a loved one was in it. She swung round, laughiiog once

confident about her small gift. The aunts clapf@aldid Dermid, but
she couldn't see his face, his eyes. He was-suthieidepths of a big
wing chair and his face was in shadow. For somsoreahe felt



absurdly disappointed. When he spoke there wasithaof dryness
In his tone she detested. 'How very suitable, ah ¢ever, to be able
to bring out a song like that every time you seamepple pie.'

To cover her feelings, her irrational feelings, shl lightly, 'But the

pie was Adelaide's . .. and don't some recipe beakson their first
pages, "We can live without love, what is passionh fining, But

show me the man who can live without dining!" 'D&fmve must get
back to the big house. It's all right injecting ramtic danders in the
moonlight into life up- country to give it some ziput lambing is

nearly upon you, and shorter rations of sleep.’

They drove home in a silence that was a stiff @®smid thanked her
formally for a very pleasant evening, and let her upstairs by
herself. He seemed to stay downstairs a long tieaaling.

Veronica didn't fall asleep till she heard him coopg She felt
restless, disturbed. She hated moody men.



CHAPTER EIGHT

FrRom then on things were different. Outwardly the saimdront of
Stephie, Theo, Lucy, but no more audacious follaps, no tender
moments. Why did it have to happen this way? Whd/dtee fallen so
completely for a man as moody as this? Especiafigny till now,
she'd seemed so well armoured against sudden atifats.

She'd longed to feel utterly committed to one persomeone whose
voice, touch, build, features, awoke in you a respothat was that
exciting blend of spirit and body that poets exdlland singers
interpreted in deathless music. Now it had happengdin the
compass of this situation that had a piquancytalbwn. She'd dared
to hope Dermid had found it irresistible too. Sheught of the other
men she'd met, liked, but had never felt here Wwa®ne to spend the
rest of her life with, men who had been kind, péedgo have as
partners, even mildly attractive, but basicallygaic.

Her attitude had worried Mother sometimes. Shed sace, when

Veronica had stopped seeing one of them, '"Veromwma,could be

looking for the moon. In a way | feel it's our faunine and your
father's. Ours was a wonderful marriage, and wighdng absences
from home, you used to see our glad reunions. Werrtead enough
time together to take each other for granted agstonBesides, your
dad was unusual. | think you're looking for somebke him, and

maybe they don't come in your generation. How mamyng men

can quote poetry like your father did? Or love sieal music? Stop
crying for the moon, love.'

Twenty-two-year-old Veronica had cried passionatélywon't settle
for less. I'd feel if he didn't love poetry and nouand trees and
animals that we lived in two separate worlds.'

Her mother had said shrewdly, 'Well, don't forget people mightn't
start off exactly kindred, but as the years go dgch fits into the



other's pattern. Look at me ... | was completetyoa-sport when |
married your father. | became knowledgeable aliarid interested,
guite painlessly. I'd have missed a good deal afeshinterests with
you children if | hadn't, and he was away so ofté&ren you were in
school sports, | had to be there. Don't be soigteglVeronica, that
life passes you by and you miss out on a whole klofirexperience
because you want it perfect from the word go.’

Veronica had shrugged. 'Don't agonise over me, dtottm quite

happy with my career. I'm tremendously lucky tarba job where all
my working hours | handle things of beauty and cqanty. Who

knows, some day | might meet someaoukof his generation, if you
like, who can quote poetry at the drop of a hat.iBudon't, marriage
isn't the be-all and end- all of existence.'

Her mother had had the last word. 'But there are ijo marriage that
enhance life beyond belief. | hope you find youwrablsome day ...
and recognise it.'

Now she had. She recognised MacBride of Tordaresclwhat she
wanted in a man. That night at Distaff Bay she heatd a whole
future into the closeness between them. What had goong? Had
he suddenly felt pressured by his romantically-rathéunts? That
could be. Yet there on the jetty he had demandszbrese from her ...
had asked her to make the next overture. Recallectf that
enchantment swept back on her, then, succeediikg ithe seventh
wave that swamps all others, came the memory ofinseeding
coldness, his withdrawal when she had finishedisghthat homely
little song. The music had been hers, but not thledsy the
sentiments. But when she had sung ‘My man likegpate pie' had he
suddenly felt hunted? Had he thought she was thgn&f him asher
man? At the thought her face burned. She wouldffaloy softening
he might show towards her. The slightest hint dfmacy and
affection apart from their necessary exchangesont fof Theo she
would nip in the bud!



Fortunately there was little time to brood. Thirmgstainly hotted up.
Rena and Tom came home with Timothy and the new,aid the
aunts were so enraptured they weren't at Tordatdmelse so much
to embarrass Veronica with their fond and meanitamaes. The
lambs began coming and the shepherds were o atdbk of dawn,
often working long after dinner. No more leisurglgals, long chats,
watching television.

The weather was superb, golden October days whendfodils

withered and the laburnums and lilacs hung goldescades and
purple plumes everywhere. Azaleas glowed fromhallterraces and
the rhododendron buds were bursting rosily. StepheeVeronica, to
spare the men, spent hours with the electric mdweeping the
fantastic growth of the huge lawns down.

Even with days like these, there were lambs, waakelpless, to be
coaxed back to life, on the big verandah where ovth sheepskin
linings were ranged, with warming lamps above themwhen the
numbers were too great, hot water bottles. Some ex@n in the big
kitchen huddled up against the warmth of the ewatrelectric stoves.
There were two of these, the greatest boons extmptthe
micro-wave oven that was such a saving on poweausscthe power
plant could support only a certain load. They b4 careful, when
they switched on the vacuum cleaner, to switclon# of the stoves,
and there were times, when they overloaded, tlalights dimmed
to a glimmer . .. that could have been romanti¢,aitthe moment
romance was furthest from their thoughts.

The big house didn't get as much attention as uBugdt lay on the
banisters, only the essentials were attended @ b&kic cleanliness,
the bedmaking, the meals, the washing were don@ainchuch else
besides.

It was--a good year, with a larger percentage aigywsome triplets.
The men all used trail-bikes. Dermid had the ohlgé-wheeler. It



was so safe, roaring up and down the undulating@ad. Veronica
forgot one morning that she was avoiding Dermidnasch as
possible. She said, 'You promised me a ride orb#uk of that. |
could open all the gates for you.'

He looked away from her, said, 'Geoff, I'll takeuydvike, you take
mine, Veronica wants a pillion ride on this.’'

Geoff grinned. 'No fear! Apart from the fact that énjoy her arms
around my waist, | prefer my own. That one's gfeathe gullies, but
when you're trying to corner a reluctant ewe it $0 mobile, and
they're the very devil to catch when they've beenlgmb shorn.’

Veronica said quickly, 'No matter. It was just aught.' She turned
away.

Dermid's voice was curt. 'lt could be a help. I'mthe paddocks
without cattle-stops. Hop on—sorry there's no cushbut | don't
want to spend the time. You'll have to put up wité bars.'

She went to throw a leg over the wide machine. &ie isnpatiently,
‘That'll be a fat lot of use. You'll take longetttgeg on and off than |
would. You'll have to just perch with both legs thie left side and
hang on for dear life. Be ready to get off as sa®h stop.' He called
out to his men, 'I'm for the far paddocks.' Shemisned he wanted
to give her as long and rough a ride as possihightRMacBride,
you'll see | won't complain! Off they roared.

Was it really necessary to zoom through these muhdsances as
she stood holding the gates, with mire sprayingnugll directions?

Or make for the boggiest patches unfailingly? Heséa a few words
back over his shoulder. 'Great fun, isn't it?' itoae she felt wasn't
matey, but sarcastic. She managed a carefree I&ighous ... most
exhilarating!" He went through a patch of thistlleat she felt clean
through her thick clothing and it was nothing butre devilment.



Right, MacBride, a Blakeney won't complain. Aftefl, amy
grandmother was a gay Gordon and took everythihgirstride! She
yelled into his ear, 'Stop, you've not noticed thra! On the right—in
trouble.'

It certainly was in trouble. One little lamb laysm#e her and was
quite all right, but its twin was coming the wrongy round and there
wasn't room for it. It had probably been too lomgning, anyway.

Veronica couldn't fault MacBride now. His brotheadhpassed on
much veterinary skill, and ofcourse in any casenidétad grown up
dealing with situations like this.

It wasn't easy; the ewe gave up the unproductiegihg, and seemed
to realise he was trying to help, but his hand seasramped between
her pelvic bones. Finally he got it turned, salichnly it doesn't slip
back again,' but the tiny forefeet and the litttss@ on top of them
appeared, and the relieved ewe did what naturedetéher to do and
expelled it with very little help from Dermid. Vaneca was crouched
beside Dermid; she was becoming quite used to sitsgions, and
she'd spoken soothingly to the ewe, who now stedygbckily to her
feet and began taking an interest in these yelloslisny creatures.

Dermid took a hunk of mutton-cloth from his beltped his hand,
and flexed it vigorously to relieve the cramp, \ehWeronica was
clearing mucus from the tiny nostrils. Hard to beé that in two or
three days these twins could be fleecy white amdbogdling all over
the turf with the sheer joy of living. Veronicagirss lifted. 'l can
understand now why men want to be high-country lseefs. It
might be messy, but it's still got that incompaedieleling of ... well,
gathering in the sheaves, helping with the incredsiee earth.'

He looked at her, the strands of hair blowing back her ears. The
sun touched the brown with gold. She had on a jglaid that was far
too big for her, one of his, but which still reve@lher more feminine
curves. She had some old three-quarter socks obrhi®o, with



tartan trews tucked into them, rough boots on &et. fThe trews were
covered with slime and mucus and wool, but shestthgvery inch a

woman. He said rather abruptly, "Well, this ond dal now. Let's get
on. That one by the fence has no more motherinmatshan one of

the rams. Look at her poor lamb trying to get akiriShe trots on

every time. We'll catch her and teach her a lessdawo. She'll have
sore udders if she doesn't let her milk go. Stepsdture!’

Certainly the three-wheeler wasn't as mobile astrté bikes for
this, but Veronica saved the day by slipping neatfyat the crucial
moment when it looked as if she'd head out of treer, and got her
fingers tightly hooked in the fine merino wool, shas it was. The
lamb came trotting up eagerly. Dermid made a feifuskmilking
strokes with his fingers, then squirted the warrtknmto the lamb's
instantly open mouth, then it fastened on. Thegueson the udders
instantly eased for the ewe, and in the end it stasding quite
docilely and regarding its offspring with mild appal.

They had quite a lively morning, so had the oth&isths were
coming thick and fast, to their relief, for it wabvays on the cards
that the weather could change treacherously. Algie giving them a
hand too, so all the men were eating back at Tavdar They washed
up at the tubs on the back verandah and came im naitening
appetites. They were greeted by the sight of Tineo,up to the
dresser, but perched gingerly on the edge of astiybi.

'‘Now | can believe that rest without manipulati@m evork wonders,'
he announced. 'Couldn't believe it this morning nvhdound that

though it had been agony when Lucy manoeuvred nukeruthe

shower, getting back over the lip of it with carasn't. The hot water
had loosened me up. | know I'll have to go easyijtlsua start, and |
rang Hunter's Peak and got Stephie's cousin, aedlaimbing's

coming along fine. Began a day or two before yoim#, good

percentages and ideal weather.'



They were just finishing their dessert when a sonmnadle them all
raise their heads to listen. 'That's the launchtdrgosaid Dermid,
'must be coming in and wants us down at the jéttyonder what's
up. Probably not much, just some mail that seemngdnt, perhaps.
Gus is a good chap. Where are the glasses? OR, here

He picked them up and went quickly to the frontawvelah, the others
following. They could see the launch without glasbat no details.
Then Dermid said, 'Ah, he's heading into DistafyBaget it... it will
be that young friend of the aunts' Christchurchrid here at last. |
believe she rang them earlier to say her leaveocaaselled. But |
wonder why she didn't ring to say she was arrivotgy. If that's it.'

They stood watching it. Dermid reported that soneebad indeed
disembarked. A woman. Veronica's stomach did a ssané. Bound
to be Victoria. Now what? The launch hooted a falewBehind

them the phone rang. Bound to be the aunts. Vexdlaw to it.

Adelaide's voice was a thin thread of sound. 'Vieagnthank
goodness it's you! Are you in the kitchen? Go rotmthe phone in
the hall, and say nothing that can give anythingyaw

She turned and said to Dermid, who was naturalpeeting it to be
for him, it's for me—rather private, so I'll takan the hall.' They all
looked cheated, wanting it to be an explanatiamefaunch call, but
Dermid scowled horribly. 'l see. Well, | guess yegntitled to some
private life," and he strode off and they hearddber bang.

At the hall phone Veronica said, 'Addie, just witl replace that
other receiver. The men are in the kitchen andesounds like
nobody's business.' She was back in a breathlesgnto

'‘Dear girl, we want you over here right away. Caméhe Rover.
You've got a visitor and we dare not bring her dlewe decide what



to do. | mean, not in front of Theo. And—not yet—wont of
Dermid. Very definitely not in front of him. Hurry!

‘Adelaide, who is it? Tell me immediately ... obuywon't. Right, I'll
get there pronto. No, | won't change, but | wara Yo in the state
one often is during lambing. I'm on my way.'

As she descended the verandah steps, Dermid lraareday. "‘Well?'

She said, 'l need the Rover to go over to Chattamskl A vistor for
me is there. Adelaide wouldn't tell me who.'

Dermid set his coppery jaw. 'Right. I'm coming wytiu.'

'‘No, you aren't to. I'm to go alone. Adelaide didvant us to meet
here. And in particular | wasn't to bring you.'

'‘Wasn't to bring me? What utter nonsense! Oh, Itg&hat wasn't a
woman in slacks, it was a man I'm not sure | likennhdon't know
coming on to my propertgnd stayingWhat bee has Adelaide got in
her bonnet now?'

He looked really taken aback when she said, it itasman, she said
her. Now, Dermid, I've got to do what Adelaide sayse Sfouldn't
have gone on like that unless she had a very geagbn. You must
let me go alone exactly as she says.'

He said reluctantly, 'All right, but I'm stayingreetill you get back
with whoever it is. If it's got to be so hush-husitgre's something
wrong. If you want me, ring. I'll send the men euid stay in the
kitchen.'

‘Thanks. It's something to do with Theo. So wesk nothing.'

She lost no time. It was almost certain to be \fiatorhey'd have to
persuade this girl to pretend she was the one uhts dad invited



here. But what on earth yarn could they concosttesfy Dermid for
their not wanting him across at Chattan? Veron@eaegqup. If they
couldn't think of anything, she herself would beeaed as a crafty
buyer of antiques who'd gulled two elderly ladi@®isecretly trading
their antiques. Oh, if only Gus had never persud@edo pretend she
was that actress friend of Anne's! What had deldnygdll this time?
Perhaps Gus hadn't found out who she was till shemgboard. Oh,
Veronica,how are you going to get out of this one? She pulled |
with a screech of brakes and hurried down the rpeki to the back
door. Maude came out, visibly agitated.

Veronica clutched her. it'll be Victoria! What'seshke? Will she
understand and just fade away after a few dayis? \@&an we get the
launch back then?

'Oh, no, not Victoria. Just come in. She waitingdo explanation of
your engagement.’

In a trance Veronica followed her. Could it be sogmdfriend of
Dermid's who's heard about this?

Maude went right through to the sitting-room wh¥eronica had
played and sung and where Dermid had so inexpliaaidnged.

And there, sitting squarely in the middle of theico, with a glass of
what looked like brandy in her hand, and which wrdedly she was
in dire need of, was Veronica's mother!

Veronica cast her eyes heavenwards and dropped dowo a low
green velvet chair that certainly deserved beteatinent.

This is all it needed,' she said most unfilially.

Marian Blakeney put the glass down on a small thbkde her and
said calmly, producing a clipping that looked as lifad come from a



magazine, 'l want to know the meaning of this. §rthat chair
nearer. Right in front of me.’

As if she'd been one of Mother's own nurses, bputgn the carpet,
Veronica did so. She held out her hand for thepaligp with the
feeling she was seizing a rattlesnake. She turhedund. It was
obviously from a TV news-sheet announcing the cgnghowing,
weeks ahead, ofhe High-country Doctor Calls Inand it had a
sub-title, Visiting Patients By HelicopteiThey were all there bar
Theo, and named. Veronica was singled out spe@allyhe antique
buyer whose ways till now have been city ways. §ire who is
throwing it all overboard to become a High-countife.'

And they had thought they were so safe for so |oRAgg sound
Veronica made could only be described as a bleatiav Blakeney
took up her glass again and sipped. Over the rimepes surveyed
her daughter.

Veronica said, 'It'll take some explaining. It'®ag story.'

Her mother said sacrastically, 'l imagine so. Baintl've got a long
time for listening. It couldn't be explained intasword or two why

any girl would get engaged to someone she's natiriwve minutes

and keep it secret from her mother. It's beyondHtaee | ever been a
possessive mother? All | wanted always was for ymsters and

brother to be happy in their life-partners andgame for you. Why
all this secrecy? You wrote saying you were comipgo a remote
station on the lake to do some valuing. So whétthia? And what's

the hurry?'

Veronica had managed to swallow so her throat veal®mger dry.
Her chaotic thoughts were assembling. 'It's nottwj@u think,
Mother, a sudden infatuation. Dermid, that's tha fha supposed to
have got engaged to, got himself into...'



'‘Supposed What do you mean, supposed?'
Mother, I'm trying to tell you. It's a tangle. Pdedet me get it out.’
To the aunts' surprise, Mrs Blakeney fell silent.

‘The aunts here ... well, really they're Dermidtsatr aunts, and they
wanted to sell some heirlooms of their mother'st ISbaw or
MacBride heirlooms, of course, because they wantttomake a trip
to Italy. They thought their nephew would forbidas they got
diddled once before. So | was to come up hereyasiag friend of
friends in Christchurch. Then if the things weragqtically valueless,
there'd have been no ructions.'

'He sounds a very mean and unpleasant young man.'

Veronica found herself flying to his defence. 'Had—far from it.
Anything but!

Her mother's lips tightened. 'Oh, | forgot. Youdaacying yourself in
love with him.'

'‘No, I'm not. Please, Mother! It'sfakeengagement.’

This time it was her mother who bleated. Veronigatinued, 'l was
to get a certain boat, leaving my car at a garpp®site the jetty, at
Wanaka. | arrived far too early, and got hustledoard as if all the
hounds of hell were after us. Well, in a way thesrev At least one
hound. Theo.'

‘You 've lost me,' said her mother. 'A dog calléed. What's a dog to
do with anything?'

'‘He's Lucy's husband, not a dog, you see.' (Malidmt see anything
but decided it was no use interrupting, bettett ket spill out and ask
guestions at the end.)



'Lucy is a lily—I mean she was pale and clingingit ®f timorous.

This has been a second home to her, so when shéhamadgot at
cross-purposes she fled to Dermid. Only he was unedin at a
motel, and she turned up in the middle of the niflethad to put her
up. Theo got to know later and blew up.’

'I'm not surprised. Go on.’

‘Mother! Nothing happened. Nothing whatever. Hepdyrbunged
Lucy into the bedroom and slept on the lounge dlvan

‘How do you know? You weren't there. Neither wasd.H--'

‘Mother, | do know. Dermid would never take advgetaf anyone.
And he looks on Lucy as a sister. Now listen. Dermas back here
when Theo found out. There was a real barney aadlst here. It
was Dermid who had persuaded Lucy to return to Téampway.

They're in an even more remote place than thiselicdpter came
down there to pick up some deer-stalkers and Luitghdéd a

ride—left a note for Theo. He was furious!'

'I'm not surprised. Go on.' Marian paused, in féaot past being
surprised at anything. | have a feeling that soarefater you'll
explain howyoucame to be involved in it and how you got engage
to this man. It's like one of those Georgette Hgamiod romances
where everybody chases the wrong people in coaatteBghts duels
and things, yet everything comes out right in the.'e

'So it does,' said Maude fervently, ‘and this onletao. You'll see.
We saw it coming from the start. Dermid and Veraraceso suited
to each other!

This time it was Veronica's mother who cast updyes.

Veronica said feebly, 'Mother, take no notice arth They're born
romantics and are dying to get Dermid marriednlbslike that at all.



We're just pretending. I'd got to telling you | washed on to the
launch. Gus, the pilot, was talking to me whendweecould. He had
tourists on board, so it was all spasmodic. | dikimbw what he was
talking about. They thought | was an actress frigihidermid's sister.
You see, Dermid thought if one of them could comehere and
pretend that she was Dermid's fiancee and that wheyhad turned
up at the motel he'd rung her and got her to stayntght too, with

them, all Theo's doubts would be set at rest. Algtudother, you've

got to admit that was sheer inspiration. Brilliant.

Mrs Blakeney said faintly, 'l think you'd have t@ lyoung to
think-that.'

‘Well, not till we were nearly here did | manage get Gus to
understand | wasn't this Victoria. | was Veroniod &was coming up
here secretly for Maude and Adelaide. But by thiget Theo was
racing his launch across the lake to get Lucy. Haiked it across
Lake Hawea, transported it across the Neck, thessadVanaka.'

‘The Neck? This is all as clear as mud," sighedavar

‘A narrow neck of land between the two lakes. Heta friend from
Hawea township to bring his boat trailer to whee=deached his
boat, if you want to know how it was done, butlike to finish. I'm
terrified in case Dermid gets impatient and arrivés was burned up
with curiosity.'

‘Well, that makes two of us. | get the picture. Bpaot coaches, and
the villain in hot pursuit. When is the duel takiplgce? And why are
youengaged to Dermid?’

'‘Because nobody knew where Victoria was ... sha'hagned up
yet. | was better than nobody. They hustled metludf launch, as
Theo was catching up fast, and Dermid and | wetd @ terrific
clinch .. . and when Theo sprang out like an avemn§liking, | was



introduced as Dermid's fiancee. All Gus had timéigs at Dermid
was that | was Veronica, not Victoria. Dermid thbtige'd mistaken
the name. By this time he was in a rare tizzy.'

'I'm not surprised. I'm in a rare tizzy myself. Arid

'‘Well, for once Lucy stopped being a clinging viexed said all the
right things and then they went into a terrifioxch too. We started up
the track leaving them to it, and | was just gotogell Dermid |
wasn't Anne's friend, only a stopgap, when Gusp&dpme. He
whispered if Dermid knew | wasn't an actress, hafwk I'd never be
able to carry it through. | thought it couldn't testmuch because it
was only going to have to be till Lucy packed amoktoff with her
husband, so the ordeal would soon be over.

'‘Suddenly everyone got matey, with the relief, avel decided to
have lunch, then Lucy would pack. Theo was reatigvinced by
now that Lucy did love him and Dermid put on a fiaois show of
being scared to death she'd been going to sabdiagyeown
engagement when she turned up in Dunedin. SoakEbblike being
well, only--'

She paused for breath and her mother said, "Ydunfdwith
apprehension. So why are you still here? Oh, | sspgor safety's
sake you had to stay on for a while. But of colsgsaow Dermid will
know you aren't an actress. Anyway, if this Thea'sn this article,
he'll find it very convincing. And how's the pooamwho hurt his
back? That only referred to him very briefly.'

Veronica said hollowly, 'That was Theo. Hstsl here! He'll be here
at least another three weeks. So we couldn't boealengagement
off. We're in the middle of lambing. So is Theotspgerty, so that
doctor won't let him go anywhere near—lambing'slfoar your back.
You should have seen the effort it took Dermidriadpa second twin



into the world this morning.' She looked down om imelescribable
trews and exclaimed, 'Oh, dear!'

Her mother said sharply, 'Get off that beautifuhicimmediately!
'Oh, it doesn't matter," said Adelaide fondly, atdy an old chair.'

Suddenly Marian began to laugh chokingly. 'Onlycdd chair! |

thought my darling daughter had more respect fogaes than that!
Now tell me, what does Dermid think now about hista selling
heirlooms?'

Veronica looked scared. 'That's it—he still doeknbw. We can't
risk an explosion while Theo's here. He's been elas with Theo,
who really had a man-sized inferiority complex. Mt howare we

going to explain you coming up here unheraldedwarahnounced?'

Mrs Blakeney gazed at her daughter and at Maudéedalhide, who
were almost beaming and looking most unrepentartt, saiddenly
gave way to laughter. She was helpless. The twdsaunuch
relieved, joined in. Belatedly, so did Vertfrtica.

Maude and Adelaide, as they so often did, spokealiarnate
sentences, it's been such fun pretending, anpistsas well it was
Veronica and not this Victoria.' ... 'Yes, she'dareha)je fitted in as
well as your daughter and Dermid would have hasedymg on the
deception so long. As it is ... well, he hasn'tfdut irksome at all.'

Veronica said hastily, it was just that he so wdrtbengs to stay right
for Lucy and Theo, that's all.'

Marian said, 'Well, | can hardly walk in waving ghelipping and
demanding to know what it was all about, can IhWwiheo and Lucy
still in the house? Let me see ... | can just ot khe chance of a ride
to Wanaka and thought how ideal to come to seeevmgrdaughter



would be living. That | hadn't seen Dermid since #ngagement
party in Christchurch. How would that be?"'

Veronica looked at her parent with great resp&ium, you are a
sport! You might be all that's needed to set thwlfiseal of
authenticity on this engagement.’ Then her face ngba
remembering. 'Oh, horrors, | got sort of carriedagvat first. |
embroidered more than was necessary. | said yappgisved of
Dermid, that | dare not let you know Lucy had spantight with
Dermid. | said you didn't like the idea of your liday daughter
marrying someone on a sheep station that doesrt leave a road
coming to its door, so if you heard any scandalalbam spending
the night with a married woman, that would putlideon.' She put a
hand to her moutiAnd | said you lived a life that was a positive
round of bridge parties and social engagementajrégeand parties!
Oh, darling, I'm so sorry. What a character I'vda@med my mama
with!'

Suddenly Marian looked very like her madcap dauglm®wn eyes
and all alight with mischief. 'What makes you thydu've got all the
acting ability in the family? | won't stay long,wtould be too risky.
You'll have to get Gus back here in a day or tw jifoyou've cast me
as a flibbertigibbet, I'll flibbert and gibbet &ltan for the rest of the
time.'

'‘Bravo!' said a voice from the doorway. Dermid'eey all yelped,
looking gquilty. Veronica said quickly, 'Dermid! Yowveren't
supposed to come. How—how long have you been there?

He looked surprised. 'Does it matter? About sidgamnds. Your
mother said she'd say she wanted to come up tovbeee her
daughter was going to live, as | paused in the.ddarew it couldn't
be anyone but your mother, she's so like you, Meso\nd a sport to
boot. Perhaps before long you could take the liva how you're



relieved. You think that after all she'll have faore security here
than living on chancy commissions.'

So he hadn't heard them mention Victorial

Dermid took Veronica back to Tordarroch House ie fRover,

leaving his mare in the home paddock at Chattaerdvas not so
much constraint between them. Her mother's arhaal constituted
another threat to Theo's peace of mind and to ¢weand very real
friendship that had developed between him and Okrso for the
time being it united Dermid and Veronica in a commetermination
to keep Theo happily ignorant.

'You seem good pals with your mother, Veronicaydmarked.

'Yes, we always have been. She plays the motreet'svhen we need
it, of course, doesn't hesitate to tell us whenthkinks we're going
wrong. Of course she was mother and father to usddong, with

Dad being away so much. She was strict, but wermegented that,
it made us feel cared for.'

'‘M'm, it does do that. And as a nursing Sisterlishe'with girls of
your age and younger all the time. Could be a ratagy job in the
present age, | suppose.'

it brings its worries, but she copes magnificerdyen the wayward
ones love her and respect her the more for not ibgndver
backwards to appear one of them. She fishes thdnofotiouble
when they need rescuing and is far-seeing enouglrtat that our
world is a tougher one to grow up in than hers was.

Dermid said, 'Sounds sensible. | daresay it's asy.eShe'll grieve
over some aspects of the permissive age. | supposer oversight



of nurses and of her own family. Sometimes pareat® to go along
with things they don't really countenance.’

Veronica glanced at him curiously, he sounded sense. 'l don't
think she has too many worries about us. The mestrarried, and

happily.'
'‘Perhaps her worries are confined to you, then.’

Veronica laughed. ‘At the moment, yes. It must hgiven the poor
darling a conniption when she saw that picture!'

‘That was a good idea the aunts asking her taast@iattan House, it
keeps her away from Theo a good deal of the tina¢uitdlly, though,

Theo will expect her to be with us for the evermmeggl. Sorry | had to
squash your kind invitation to the aunts too, bbeytre so

high-spirited and enjoying this so much, drat thénat | thought

they'd go too far and let the cat out of the bag.’

‘You're probably right. It was just | thought thetfeel a bit flat.’

‘Well, it's all in a good cause. | dare not riskhte added, 'To make
this whole thing authentic, about your mother logkihe place over,
you'd better dress up tonight. Oh, nothing flash,do all feminine.

Theo'll think I've got problems too! That thoughdyuseemed to
regard me as a dependable sort of fellow and hé& gub his head

she wished she'd married me, not everyone regaedssman eligible
male for their daughters.’

Veronica's heart lifted. He was thawing out fromatdver mood had
possessed him lately. 'You sound like somethinghfdane Austen,
Dermid! From the days when women didn't have caraenen they
had to make good marriages or live the unenviatde df a maiden
aunt.’



He nodded. 'How galling it must have been to haenlregarded as
second-class citizens instead of people, pers@®lih their own
right. Incidentally, how much does your own canmeean to you?'

She hesitated. He meant the stage. Soon, oncengnand her

valuation of the antiques were over, and Theo amy lhad departed,
she would have to tell him who she was and whats®e She didn't
want to add more lies. She said, sincerely, 'I'thalbsessed by my
career. | enjoy it. | mostly enjoy whatever I'm woigi Like after Dad

died, and Mother had to go fulltime nursing to p&your mortgage. |

housekept for two years. Some jobs | found a Miotes, butthen

there are tedious parts to all occupations. | lokedping house,
mostly, and adored the garden.’

'So if you were married and unless you needed twges, you
wouldn't be bored just keeping house?'

She answered sincerely. 'I'm very rarely bored. tariceep house for
the one you love ought to raise it from the prosaigway. But we're
getting off the subjects. Dermid. We ought to heklog for possible
pitfalls in this new complication. | know Theo hddreen able to sit
up to play cards, but today he was definitely Isi. | said my

mother was a bridge- playing fiend, and to be dhratie hardly
knows one card from another, she's a real duffdratlV we do if

Theo improves and asks her to play cards with him?'

'‘Don't panic. She won't stay more than three dagen't see him
improving to that extent. He can't reach forward touch. We've
seen it through this far, we'll see it to the end.'

'‘And as soon as is reasonably possible, when héandgo home,
we'll stage a row and I'll depart.’

There was a silence. Was he thinking how soon?f©hly he would
show some regret that she must go! When he spokedmed to be



considering it rather clinically. 'Let's play thabhe by ear. Theo's
bound to ring up from time to time over there aedl vant to speak

to you. Apart from being grateful because of yapmosed presence
that night at the motel, | think he's quite fond/ofl.' His tone held an
amusement that chilled her for some reason.

She said slowly, 'You know | said, when | was askgdthe TV
people what firm | worked for, that | was a frealanbuying antiques
on commission?"

'Yes.'

'‘Well, before Theo departs, I'll say regretfullatiive had to promise
the firms | sell to that I'll be bringing them someods soon, so I'll
have to go off on a tour round old homesteads enTia Anau area.
Then it won't matter when or where we stage thalkbrele doesn't
have to know every last detail when we do.’

'‘Well, leave it meanwhile. Till after your motheves.'

He didn't object to that, then! He added, 'Thdisus as many pitfalls
as | care to anticipate at the moment. We're ndélagise. Stay in with
Stephie this afternoon and help create the atmospiéont of Theo
that you're so het up about your mama arriving tfat want to
impress her.'

At first Stephie wrung her hands. "You must run fi&ther duster
over those banisters and round the lounge. Whataah can we have
for dinner? | was just going to serve the lastat imutton heated up.
It's too late to thaw chickens. We can have apiddqgr dessert, I've
got the apples stewed already. But the main course?

'Stephie, you've got that lovely beef casseroleaaly cooked in the
freezer. It's delicious. We could add a swirl oflyart to the top of it
and some paprika and make it Stroganoff. And wiithhat mashed



potato you've saved up, | could put it through fibbeer and we'll
have Duchesse potatoes—it saves time.'

Stephie hugged her, chuckling. 'She must be a,spaiftfor her own
sake I'd like to put on a good show. We don't oft@ther with

entrees, but you know | showed you how to make giees—well,

make some now and I'll keep them hot and fill tlveith cream sauce
and mushrooms. Oh, yes, we have loads of mushrodfashad a
moist warm autumn and had so many | fried thenuitelo and froze
them on foil pie- plates, inside plastic bags. Tieeyn the small
freezer, bottom shelf.'

When Theo came shuffling through on his painful waythe
bathroom he was amazed at their air of preparing fwitical guest.
'It puts us on our mettle,' said Stephie. 'We'ngirfp Mrs Blakeney
goes home thinking that if we can put on a mealtliks in the middle
of lambing, her darling daughter isn't going teelikke a barbarian.’

Theo guffawed, then said amazedly, 'It didn't hiwcy, I'm rapidly
coming right. | can laugh suddenly without groaring

So he would go home sooner, thought Veronica.



CHAPTER NINE

DeERMID came home early and told them he'd dropped ttesrmaion's
crop of weaklings at the men's quarters for loolafigr. 'Now it's me
for a shower and some decent clothes. Not every lkdaye my future
mother-in-law to dinner, and apart from her wonagrnf Veronica
really can take the existence, she's not a badgwldeally.' He
winked at Veronica. 'I'll go across for her in tRever.'

Veronica too showered and changed, so did Steplaeonica

slipped into an almond-green velvet dress withga{standing collar,
and long sleeves fitting tightly at the wrists. Sineshed her hair till it
shone and belled out into its hyacinthine petaltezks about her
shoulders, and looped the front tresses back asidaad done, with
a scarlet ribbon, clasped a scarlet bone bracebat ane wrist and
slipped in matching earrings, beautifully carvedireasure she'd
picked up and kept for herself. They swung and glbtvanslucently
at her every movement. She used more lipstick tgral, in the

same shade, and added polish to the nails thasiiféered a little

with the ewes this morning. A touch of white rogzfpme at throat
and wrists and she was ready.

Stephie could evidently set out an elegant dinalgdet when she had
time. Some of these dishes and the crystal Verohadn't seen

before. Two tiny posy bowls held violets that perad the room

deliciously and wouldn't hide opposite diners freath other. Apple
logs from the old orchard burned aromatically ie ¢nate.

'I'm so glad to meet you at last, Mrs Blakeney mured Stephie for
Theo's benefit.

Mrs Blakeney smiled, 'Do make it Marian . .. I'vet g0 used to
thinking of you as Stephie from Veronica's lettesman't stancJ on
ceremony now. | hope my girl realises how fortunsite is, some
women wouldn't like another fussing round her latchbut you get



on splendidly. So this is the wounded hero. | beligou were the

reason for the TV people coming up here, Theaad @bit about it in

some television news-sheet, about programmes te.domas called

The High-country Doctor Calls InHow exciting to have one's
daughter on TV, and all due to you. You looked s@et on the

photo, Lucy. | shall tell all my bridge friendswatch.’

She gazed appreciatively around the table, therrabm with its

beautiful furniture and the aerial photographs loé estate, the
gilt-framed long-ago ones of Euphemia and Findlakip looked

most impressive in his kilt. 'l must say, Veronidg,ou had to fall in

love with a farmer, you chose well. If that's yonan's background,
you might as well have it as glam as possible. &doends- of mine
began to commiserate with me. | shall tell thenyttien't need to. |
think Mrs Dermid MacBride of Tordarroch Station,KeaWanaka,

sounds very impressive. Do get some letterheads, déeronica. |

shall show them your letters.’

Oh, dear, Mother was starting her flibberting arnobgting with a
vengeance! Veronica hoped she wouldn't lay it orthhack. Once she
got going she was a prankster. Dermid's eyes whght avith
laughter. 'Be carefulpelle-mere,l could develop an inferiority
complex, thinking she was marrying me for the estat

'‘As if you could think that," she retorted ‘wheruyook like a cross
between Gary Cooper and Richard Burton. Oh deat r#ther dates
me! But you know what | mean. When | first met yat the

engagement party, | was afraid you were only a same face! |

thought Veronica might never take the life you weffering, that it

was sheer infatuation. By the way, what did you iced?'

'l called you belle-mere. It's what the French call their
mothers-in-law. How do you like it?'



'l like it very much, dear boy. Mother-in-law sowndso
dragonish—though | had the most delightful motmelaw myself. |
suppose it's because of all those music-hall joRasbelle-mereis
just sweet. | do wish I'd known it in time to callne that. She was a
gay Gordon before she married and lived up to herento the end.'

Veronica helped serve the meal, very much the pxisge bride;

they praised her filled pancakes, and the cassératehad become
beef Stroganoff, so the honours were even betweeidoks. Then
Stephie set out the huge apple pie.

‘My favourite dessert,' said Marian Blakeney, pogrcream on hers
lavishly, 'perhaps because it has such happy memovieronica,
have you ever played your own composition on th@eapie poem
for them?'

Veronica had an instant flashback. That was thietrtigat till she had
played and sung that wretched song, had been soyhBermid's
black mood had descended upon him so quickly dftat. Pity
Mother had mentioned it. She gave a deprecatoghlduplayed it at
Chattan House the other night. It's hardly a mpstee, Mother, just
a tinkling little tune.'

Her mother said firmly, '‘Considering you were osgventeen when
you composed it, it's a splendid little piece." Shormed the

company, 'With my husband being captain on onehef Racific

Service ships, we had him away weeks at a time.alays had

apple pie for his first dinner home. | found thisem, and as a
surprise to us both, Veronica set it to music.'

There was a crash as the wineglass Dermid hadgisgtd to his lips
descended into his apple pie, spraying cream widegr the white
damask cloth, himself and Veronica. He took it extely casually,
wasn't covered in confusion and embarrassment ahdwd have
been. True, he said instantly, 'Oh, sorry, lovéo Ihope that velvet



won't be ruined. My things will wash, as well as thoth. Excuse us,
folks, I'll sponge it off her. Come on, darlingalghing, the two of
them made for the kitchen.

Stephie called, 'Whatever happens, don't let hientne dishcloth, |
mopped up some melted butter with it. Get a cleardFtowel out of
the third drawer down, then use another and spdngéh clean
warm water. I'll fix the table." She slid a plateder the wet patch,
mopped with Dermid's table-napkin, then began teckle. 'Well, |
daresay even Cooper or Burton could have an adcadehe table. 'l
hope you won't put him down as a clodhopper, Marian

Dermid was making a very good job, out in the kachwith the
mopping-up, even seemed to enjoy it. She finalig,s&y skirt got
more of it than my bodice, idiot!'

His mouth twitched at the corners. "You're alwagmg it ... spoiling
my sport. It's not every day a man gets a chanttesasort of thing!'

She looked at him exasperatedly. 'You're quite nhaate of this is
for real, and the last few days you've been asomghiable as a ... as ¢
Californian thistle!’

‘Yes, | know. But then | had a reason for beingsor
'‘What? Not something | did, surely?'
He looked rueful. 'l was jealous—I might as welhtess it.'

‘Jealous? Now knowyou're mad! There's no one here to be jealo
of—besides--'

He looked her straight in the eye. 'lt was yourgsdfou sang it with
such feeling. | thought you'd composed it for thennm your life. |
thought your—your boy-friend, if that's the corréetm, was on the



sea. | realise now you were remembering your fatbering home
from sea.’

Veronica gazed at him wide-eyed, her nose wrinkfeguzzled
fashion. 'But—Dbut this is all a fake. It's not feal. You...'

The laughter and audacity died out of his eyes. Jieen of them
darkened almost to brown. His tone was seriougetd more real to
me every moment. Veronica, don't you--'

She put up a hand to stop him even though gladmassbreaking
over her in a flood. 'Dermid, they're waiting fos. Urhat door isn't
even closed. Stephie will be dishing you out a sddeelping.’

‘Well, let her. It'll keep her happy. | know thenlt the time or the

place to discuss this ... we'll have to wait tileb’'s gone ... then we
can be gloriously natural. Meanwhile, what's wravith this?' She

was caught and held against him, then kissed wiémaur she had

not known before.

A voice floated to their ears from the dining-radiirhey're taking a
long time, aren't they? Do you suppose they've gonehange?
There's not a sound out there.' Her mother's voice.

They didn't hear Stephie push the door open. Stieheadish in one
hand and the dripping glass in the other, holdingver the pie on
Dermid's plate. She stopped dead in the doorwaysarttback into
the room, 'l think he's apologising for showerihgttlovely dress
with cream. A silent apology, in the very nicestyvassible. Don't
move, you two. Such a pity to break that up!" Skeeated, and
somebody, laughing, possibly Lucy, banged the etwre Veronica
could disentagle herself.

They were both shaken with delicious laughter, tiernonica said,
'‘How can | go back in there, blushing, and withlipgtick smudged?
Isn't Stephie awful?'



'‘How can yownotgo back in there? They'll be terribly disappointed
you don't show signs of being kissed. Especiallgalh

She looked mocking and said, 'What you'll do tovooce Theo!'

He caught her then in a grip that hurt. 'Theo'sngohing at all to do
with this, and you know it. He was out of sightt otihearing. It was
Stephie who proclaimed it to them." He kissed Igmira gently,
sweetly.

Veronica laughed, took out her handkerchief and,saiping his
lips, "You're showing signs too. | was rather laweth the lipstick
tonight. Come on, muggins, your apple pie will le¢tigpg cold!

There was a strange, wondering look on her motlfects that had
nothing whatever to do with the part she was plgyso ably.
Veronica glanced swiftly from one face to the othEneo looked
more relaxed than she'd ever seen him and Lucg sadene air. Was
she thinking that this pretence was probably gadiogbecome
permanent, that Theo would never need to be upkehwhe and
Dermid parted? There was no doubt that this timexteme pain for
Theo had had great compensations. It had been gtovEheo that
life didn't have to be all tough grind and unrellegtwork, that his
men, in an emergency, could manage without him, taedpatient
hours Lucy had spent at his bedside reading, antkehder care as
she tried to assist his every movement had braigin very close.

Veronica's spirits kept rising. Why wouldn't théy@rmid had shown
jealousy, of some imagined seafarer in her perddeal’ he absolute
idiot! She looked at her mother, sparklingly gayjoging this break
from her nursing routine, and entering wholehedytadto the

escapade once she'd got over the shock of it. Mevkisew that her
loved youngest child hadn't dealt her an uncariog/liby becoming
engaged to be married without telling her. A wavdowe for her



mother swept over Veronica. She said, across tie,t®©h, Mother,
it's just heavenly to have you here!'

‘Lovely to be here, darling, and to see your futsweroundings. It
puts my mind at rest."'

Veronica's heart did a double flip. She had beemserable only
yesterday, and now not only the acting was makaergéel as if this
was the real thing, but Dermid had said so, ireatfhg moment that
would surely be repeated at a more suitable timel when he did ...
if he did .. . then Mother would approve.

Theo said humorously, 'And if ever you get to timgkagain that
Veronica is giving up a good career for a rath@ngve existence,
remote and cut off by usual means of access, camhsee us! We do
have a telephone now, but no television. It woust¢he earth. But
even when you've crossed Hawea, you have to navegaver. Then
there's a drive of a few miles by truck, into tladley itself. But we've
got a good air-strip for emergencies and of counslecopters are
proving a great blessing. But it would make yod fesdarroch was
practically on a highway, with tourist launchesrgpup and down
the lake, even if they make no regular calls hBtg.I'm determined
to make my old derelict station as famous as thesio time.'

Dermid's eyes held real affection. 'And you'll tioTiheo. I'd always
yearned after Hunters' Peak Station. It was sot@mso away from it
all. But with Gerald living and breathing veteripawvork, | just
couldn't let Dad down. When things have easedea# la bit, say just
before Christmas, I'll get Fiona and Edward to dpnirs over in the
‘copter. I'd love to see it now.'

'Oh, do. It'll be lovely for Lucy to have Veronicaopping in from
time to time. And Fiona. That's what killed the lP&iation years
ago, no wife could take it. In the very first ddfzere were just two
bachelors running it. Perhaps that's why they stasiagle. It's



different now, with air transport. We just needeavfgood seasons
like this, and, please God, good world markets aoddisastrous
industrial situations here, to make a go of is. $0 vast that with a bit
more capital behind me, it could provide a lot afrlvfor men who

love the high country. You've got about four humldoe so Hereford

cattle, haven't you, Dermid? Yes, | thought so.f&ol've only a

hundred. I'll build them up. Well, if you two hatiee sense to get
married before Christmas, we could get the Camgltelleave you

with us for an extended visit. Otherwise | suppdseonica will have

to get on with her job, hunting antiques.’

Marian took the heat off that proposal by askingdIf their access
river was the Hunter River. Theo shook his head, But that's a
natural surmise. I'll show you ours on a map whe'vevfinished.
Hunters' Peak wasn't named for that, but for a @nimop that was a
landmark for deer-hunters. It wasn't even called th the old days.
Just known as Black's Place, after the men who itowk first.'

Lucy wasn't put off, though. She said, very debibelly, holding
Veronica's eye, 'l've a feeling that wedding istiggtnearer every
moment, especially now it has the maternal appro&ter all, if

Veronica starts roaming all over Central and Seunth) you two
aren't going to see much of each other. And angargant is an
awful waste of time."'

Theo gave his wife an approving look. Oh, the panting, thought
Veronica, he feels that if Lucy wants Dermid madr@s soon as
possible, there just can't have been anything imusiing to him for
comfort when she and Theo quarrelled.

Dermid turned to survey Veronica. 'How about itidg? It's over to
you. Talk things over with your mother. Good oppaity while she's
here, otherwise it'll cost a fortune in toll-bills.



She pretended to consider it. 'I'll have to consultfirm first. | may
not be on the payroll, but | do draw commissiontriid, do behave
yourself. Fancy asking a girl to fix a wedding diastg@ublic!

‘We aren't the public,' said Theo, 'we're pradycémily. When

one's been so dependent upon others for as lohdpaage, it's not
possible to remain like | was for years ... askbyi@s a porcupine. |
feel so much better today | reckon I'll be off ytvands in a fortnight.
Surely you won't take longer than two weeks to makgour mind,
Veronica?'

She said lightly, 'l shouldn't think so. Oh, listémose lambs are at it
again! Thank goodness you left the last lot withitien. | must make
up some bottles—come on, Dermid.’

On the verandah she said rebukingly, 'Do try to iref Theo's bright
ideas, not encourage them. We're getting in desapedeeper.’

'Yes, aren't we?"

She gave an exasperated sigh. 'You aren't takirgg seriously
enough! It isn't going to be easy to finish it wpth Theo making
plans to get us over there. He'll just have to ddpepon other
womenfolk dropping in from the skies, not commit.me

'l don't think you realise how much it means to @he haveus.
Fancy him saying he feels practically family. Ifuyd known him the
way he was, about as approachable as a landmiail, kwow. He's
always felt he didn't have the respect of the comityuWe've got a
head start on the others, but I'll see they coneaithis. I'm not going
to squash him on anything.’

She gave up, grabbed a lamb and said, 'Steadg, ditte, you'll
choke! There's plenty more where this comes fromreHtake a
breath.’



Dermid was struggling with a reluctant feeder. #swooweak to be
enthusiastic. Veronica watched, fascinated, hisd&awith the
coppery hairs on the backs of them, held the laertilg but firmly,
till the warm milk, reinforced, touched its tongared it found it good.
Shepherd's hands. Hands that had held her, carbssedit the
thought a remembered tide of physical delight svesgt her. Was
any of this for real? Was it, with him too, headthgt way?

She said a little breathlessly, "WWe must be vergfohnot to overplay
our hands. The more we build up, the more to desndditer when it's
time to end.’

His hand was under the lamb's chin, holding itlggras it pulled. He
glanced up from where he was squatting. 'Can'tewdt Iride, just
now? While Theo's here? I've discovered a lot ioigih about myself
lately. Things that were black and white to me orsm that any
compromise about them was unthinkable. I'm notuse any more.
I'd no idea when | got my sister to rope you inialvas going to
mean. It was any port in a storm, and | didn't expegirl like you.

'l know you've got something to tell me, but | thihhad better wait
till Theo's gone. We don't want any spanners ilmtbiks and I'm not
quite sure yet how [I'll react. It's the first timmemy life, Veronica, I've
been so unsure of myself. I've got to try to uni@ded your world,
which is so different. Will you do that? Mark tirh they go? If it so
happens we don't come to an understanding of éhehladon't want
the need for any play-acting in front of Theo toutl the issue. | want
it clear-cut. Have you any idea what I'm driving'at

Her second lamb had finished drinking. His wasnished. But she
still stayed squatting beside him. She kept hecevtow. 'l think so,
Dermid. I'd rather wait till they've gone and wa ¢ ourselves. This
Is such an artificial atmosphere. I've somethingdofess all right,
but this isn't the time and the place.'



With a swift change of decision he said, 'Is ittlng you to bottle it
all up? If so, like the other night at Distaff Baye could find an
hour.'

She shook her head. 'No, I'd rather not be doiggh@re roaming in
the gloaming. That way | find it hard to think allya For instance, |
can't imagine how you'll react to what I tell you.'

'Why should roaming in the gloaming affect yountng?'

He saw the crooked smile flash out, the endeariogtyed lips part,
a hint of mischief flash in her eyes. 'Put it dotenthe alchemy of
moonlight on the lake, Dermid MacBride. Let's fatewe're both
aware we're physically attracted to each othert Toald cloud our
judgment. At the moment of telling, because of,this might let our
feelings hold sway. Later doubts might set in.'

She looked at him sharply. 'Dermid, you've gondequihite. I've
never seen you that way before. What's the matted?big a day?
Too much happening? Too much play-acting? It's in&eg a strain,
isn't it? Mother arriving was the last straw. Bug wouldn't know it
was going to last as long or that we..." She stoppaafused.

To the indignation of the lamb who, contrarily, wasw bent on
getting every last drop, Dermid rose, cast thetpl@#®ttle from him,
took her hands, as sticky as his, and said whirhgiddl finish your
sentence. We couldn't have known how we were gmirigel about
each other. It's been a powerful combination, thtagether in a
situation like this. All right, we'll have our talwhen the Barings
leave. Oh, speed that happy day! But if you wactiitand dried, with
no false scenery, like soft spring airs and modmligve'll have the
interview in my office. Come to think of it, thereon't be another
moon in time. Meanwhile, I'll content myself withhet tamer
affectionate moments when Theo is around. Donk Iso tense,
Veronica. I've told you I'll try to understand.’



He must have had very strong suspicions to talkwag. They filled
more bottles and finished the round.

There weren't so many dramatic moments the restteotime her
mother was here. Marian very cleverly forestallety &f those
hideous coincidences that can happen, in casefdrer ¢riends ever
met Theo, by telling him how suddenly she'd goedirof her
meaningless existence and had gone back to thengusise'd been
trained for. 'So I'd like you to let me have a gja &it of massage. I'm
sure I'm better at it than Dermid and Lucy.' It eaat the right
moment, and by the time the third session was diexo was able to
walk almost without pain. He still couldn't sit fémng, but was
improving fast. Marian rang her hospital, got atr&xouple of days'
leave, and as she rubbed and kneaded the stiffensdles, Theo
confided in her in a surprising way—told her he lfed owed a terrific
lot to Dermid and Veronica. She hid a smile when dhmost
floundered, nearly having told her of Lucy's flighihd Veronica's
subsequent night at Dermid's motel. He remembeistdn) time that
her mother wasn't supposed to know. He very kiadgured her she
need have no further fears about the life at Toodhrfor Veronica
and added, 'You can see what they mean to each othape they
make it soon.’

'So do I, now," said Marian. She wondered if The®vk how
passionately she wished it, but she wasn't atua#¢ sow Dermid
would take Veronica's deception of him, pretendiogoe Anne's
friend. Her reason for being here. Buying antiqiresn a large
family was a dicey business at any time. She swggptise whole
thing would have been exposed long ago had it eenlkthat the
company Anne was touring with was travelling alimd Australia.
She thought bleakly, this was something the twihein would have
to work out for themselves. It wasn't easy beingaher ... even
when adult, your children's pains and disillusiontseand follies
became your pain too. She went on massaging Théo, @l

unknowing, had been the cause of it all.



Dermid decided that when she left he'd take Vewsimother'down
to Wanaka irMac Bride's LassThat will give you a whole day off
the place, Veronica. You've seen nothing of ouesade town at all.
Our garage man will let us have a car. We'll hat®nahours there,
though it's three hours down-lal*e, three up, somes shorter or
longer either way, depending on the wind.'

Marian said happily, it will be lovely for Veronic&he's like her
father, at home on a boat. She's never seasiskhdt' element. Of
course, growing up in Auckland that was natural.’

Veronica looked forward to the return trip. Thereuwld be just the
two of them. It could be the ideal time to confesgh no possibility
of interruption. Not even a phone to ring, to degta mood. The
Fates were against her. Maude and Adelaide dedigexs too good
a chance to miss, if you go early, Derry, and shdarian and
Veronica that view of Mount Aspiring from the GléndRoad, we
could use the time to see ever so many peoplediapisome sheets
in at the crib, and air it a bit. It couldn't bettee.’

Dermid's look across at Veronica said it coulda'iNmrse. It seemed
as if he'd had the same idea. It would have beawdme She came out
of those thoughts to hear him say sharply, "Youtganto the crib,
Aunt Maude, some friends of the Strongs have gdtat know they
keep the key. | hate butting in on tenants. Yostne to catch them
sitting down to a meal, or the place untidy, anthétkes them feel
under observance. But you can certainly see yeemds. But | must
pick you up at two-thirty. Marian's bus goes at,@wewe'll get away
at three and be home by six. I've got suppliesidtk pp too. | was
hoping for the chance.'

He said to Veronica on the quiet, 'That was a cébseve. The crib is
sold, the money paid over through the lawyers tdesep for the



other house, and some of the furniture is gonél itcll by phone. |
want to have a look at the new place too.' Mrs &tedy was with
them, so Dermid explained and he added, 'I've helthdy porch put
on the new place for them. Wanaka can be bakinglyirsummer
and they're so mad on pot-plants, the aunts, thasdd one cool
room. I'd like to see how they've progressed.’

Marian said, "'Then when your parents set up ToodarHouse as a
guest-house, that will leave Chattan House empiyvit? | find that
rather sad.’

His mouth twitched, Veronica noticed. 'We won't itetleteriorate.

Besides, I'm pretty sure it won't be empty for loAgyoung couple

might be in it.'Veronica saw her mother look at tsiharply, and she
herself turned away smartly. There had been a smiies voice. Oh,

how she loved him in this sort of mood! She knearaing that was
a physical pain. Don't be stupid, Veronica! He mhigiean exactly
that. Another couple coming to work on TordarroBht that was a
family house, a Shaw house, named after clan Ghafitao darling a
house for strangers.

In many ways it was a day to remember, with a sunwaemth. The
lake was its glorious cornflower blue, the contonfrsnountains and
hills had been carved out in the dawn of time lbgvang finger. The
friendliness of the shopkeepers as they pickedanpws goods had a
village flavour. That magazine had done the trickerdhica was
recognised by most people, seeing she was in Dsrgochpany, and
greeted warmly as one soon to come among them. @naky did she
have a chance to say anything. Her mother walkead; dwm them
on the road to take a photo of Aspiring in all ghining
Matterhorn-like splendour across the lake and yall¢hat lay
between. 'We could never have believed it could leaall this,



Dermid, when we first embarked on what we thougbtid be a
fleeting deception. It just grows and grows.’

'‘Not to worry. Another month or two and it will estory.'
‘You mean like a nine days' wonder?'
'‘No, | didn't mean that. Hush, here's your mother.’

It was tantalising. They were so hemmed in by aani$ mothers
here on this day they might have had to themseBask home they
had to be so careful not to arouse suspicions #oTEven if they
took to the lonely gullies, if Dermid was furioustiwher about the
antiques, Theo could sense a rift in the lute.Betfait.

They had a quick look at the little house he'd bdgy the aunts with
its annexe for the convenience of those from Tandarwanting

lodging in Wanaka. "That was why | snapped it upyas hardly
likely another with such an ideal combination sliofall vacant. I'd

have liked them to choose their own, but daresk itigoing. It was
pricey and | didn't want them to know that. Eveougjh the aunts in
most ways have moved with the timbs]le-merethey simply can't
comprehend today's prices and they'd have beeifie@ri was

burdening myself with too much. | did have to raiseney.’

‘And postpone the building of the woolshed,’ added Niees "Who
says the young people of today don't care abouddled?’

Dermid went a dusky red. 'Come off it, Veronicé& ttot a sacrifice,
you know. It's a darned good investment.' She ladgtt him.

Marian said, 'l like it. It means that you handrtha dream they've
always cherished. That way they know they're logedrly by the
young. | can imagine what it'll mean to them.’



‘They deserve every bit of it. They've given theiole lives to the
station. Now, | must get you to the bus and pigathup.’

They were there, however, to say goodbye to a mend. Marian
kissed them warmly, said, 'Thank you for being sodgto my girl,’
then she kissed Veronica and, surprisingly, put lemds about
Dermid's face, said, 'Goodbye and God bless, deg bnd said
something else in a whisper nobody else heardi@adich he just
said, 'Thank you.'

A strong wind was blowing down-lake, so it was gbppand cold,
but when they turned into Tordarroch Inlet, it veakaven of spring
twilight. They'd left the Rover at the jetty, untie their stores, took
the aunts back to Tordarroch House for their meahbse they'd had
a long day, and it saved them cooking a meal.

As they turned the last corner, Dermid threw onlirekes in sheer
surprise, for here was Theo, walking along the patiards them.
‘Surprise! Surprise!" he called, grinning all oliex face. T can hardly
believe it. | haven't had a twinge all day, andmips feel as if they've
been oiled. I've rung the doctor and he saystdy Bke this the next
three days, | can get Fiona to fly me down to Wanakth Lucy, and
we'll spend a week in a motel, under his supemidiefore flying in
to Hunters' Peak.'

So she had three days left then. How short a tinmw long a time
before she need confess who she was and why shHeeneasShe must
get those things valued before then and keep hgerfs crossed for
herself and the aunts. And for Dermid, who hadeghisoney to
make their other dream come true. What a compdioati

Those three days were happy ones, as if there wasnspoken
agreement to make those days as happy as posmidledo who, till
now, had known such physical pain here. Now, ineastbly
restricted sort of way, he was enjoying being ootlaer station. He



was only stiff in the mornings, or when he'd bemmlbng in the one
position.

Veronica admired the way Dermid left the more dist&ork to his
men and spent hours with Theo nearer home, not sohm
demonstrating to him the excellence of his owni@tatut sharing
experiences and even asking advice occasionallgy lnad more
time with Veronica, glad to be less confined. The@s a great
difference in her. With her newly-won confidencer keice even
deepened and she ventured more opinions. She hawbfa colour
than she used to have.

They stood on the threshold watching the men dm#s woolshed.
Lucy said, 'Isn't it great to see Theo like thad &r him and Dermid
to become such friends? You and Dermid must comeneser you
get the chance.' Then she clapped two hands tmbeth and said,
'Oh, Veronica, we've played this for so long, | xeleinking it will
continue.’

To her great embarrassment Veronica felt a vivigsiblrising from
below her throat in a wave of vulnerable feelingcy. caught her
hand and said fiercely, 'ustn'tend, Veronica. It's so right! I've
never seen Dermid like this with anyone beforbe's been in many
ways, austere and aloof. He's had, the odd fantyndwver seriously
of late years. He's not austere by nature, I'm. $igts warm-blooded
and vital ... | feel he's come into his own sino@'ye been here. I've
never seen him like this. Don't stage a break, Meey don't go away,
give Dermid time to...'

'‘Give him time to what?'

"To make up his mind that even an actress couklttak sort of life,
if she loved a man enough, like | do Theo, now.'



Veronica checked the impulse to tell Lucy she wasnactress. Lucy
might not be able to resist telling Dermid, andt twasn't the only
obstacle. It would mean confessing she'd come b launch, to
spy out the ground for acquiring antiques. No,ysit

Lucy shook her arm. 'What is it? You've gone intdagdream. |

know ... you're in love! Come on, Veronica, admiGh, do play it by

ear. Don't hurry away. It would be lovely to haweiyor a friend and
neighbour ... within helicopter reach of my maatdated estate. You
just mustn't leave here. You belong to the lake,'.

Veronica turned, caught Lucy's hands in hers anckespd them.
‘Thank you for saying just that. I'm rather a mixgdperson myself
just now. | hardly know myself at all. Don't worappout me, Lucy. |

don't know what's ahead. I'll play it by ear likeuysaid. We dare not
break it off too soon after you go. Theo could wemnd

‘You don't have to hurry back to Dunedin, do yowu®eln, actresses
do have long rests between engagements. Have yghiran in
mind?'

'l might give the stage up, go back to my first4elvhich was in an
antique shop.' That was an inspiration. A safe one.

'Of course. | thought you sounded very knowledgeaBut you will

come over and look at what | thought was junk ied#h loft, won't
you? He'd be tickled pink if that gave him somedieaash. We're
living on borrowed money. One of the Stock firms fiaanced us.
Don't go out of our lives. Oh, bother, the men@ming back.'

Veronica said swiftly, 'Lucy, don't embarrass mdront of them,
will you? Dermid is just playing a part.’

Lucy laughed. 'ls he? | won't embarrass you, déamd.But when it
ceases to be make-believe, and becomes truth, ggane I'll be the
first to know.'



"You would be, Lucy. If ... and it's a very big it ever does. It's not
as clear-cut as it seems to be.'



CHAPTER TEN

THREE days later Lucy, Theo and Dermid set off across l#ke,
Dermid at the wheel of Theo's launch because héagda spare him
all he could, and Geoff following them Mac Brick's LassDermid
had arranged for someone from Hawea to meet théimawruck and
boat trailer on the far side, to transport thenossithe Neck, and a
friend of Theo's would be with it to go right acsdsake Hawea with
them and up-river to the homestead.

They would have sent Theo home by helicopter exitegtthe didn't
care to be without his own water transport. 'Tha im&ve been there
without a break all this time and may want outddong weekend by
now.'

Veronica declined to go. 'Stephie and | have okignsed through
the housework during the lambing, plus having Motiexe and Theo
and Lucy. Besides, we've used up all the emergshdy in the

freezers, so we must stock up on fruit cakes amed and cookies,
Steph says. Far too much for one woman to do.'

Dermid had nodded. 'That's so. You can see it anditne. Anyway,
Geoff will be with me coming back. We wouldn't be @ur own.'

What significance had that? Her heart beat fagtdreaimplication.

That this could be the time they talked franklylwatach other? But if
Dermid did want to suggest their present statusilghioe carried on
into a shared future, she didn't want him at theeetlof a boat.
Because when it happened she'd have to tell hitd sbene up here
intent on a deception. Besides, now that Lucy ameloTwere going,
they would have other hours, blessedly alone, pl&axl, in which to
confess and to confide.



Theo kissed Veronica goodbye quite tenderly, atjétiy. This is
where | came in," he said whimsically, 'with a klagge in my heart.
| feel a new person now, and a good deal of itstduyou, dear girl,
so goodbye for now, and don't keep Dermid waitimg long. The
single life is nothing compared with marriage. l&/&eling you and
Dermid will start off on a better footing than weld He added,
sincerely, 'God bless you both.’

Veronica had to blink away tears, but was ableatpmistily, 'And
God bless you both in return. Theo, that was selyiput. | don't
think Lucy will have any reason from now on to thiryou
inarticulate.'

Dermid kissed her briefly, but on the lips. Therlel started up and
they headed out of the inlet into the lake. Adedaashd Maude, who
never missed a welcome or farewell, said, 'Comeuioplace for

morning tea,' but Veronica shook her head. 'N@qpI8&needs me. I'll
come over tomorrow to go on with the attic, or tlext day.'

They baked and brewed, dusted and scrubbed, drippeo’'s bed
and the fold-up one Lucy had occupied, restoredittieeporch to its
accustomed tidiness, and decided the upstairs, floibin its seven
bedrooms, could wait till another day. The maimghiwas to have
cupboards and freezers full again.

Stephie heard Veronica singing her tuneful littties to herself as
after lunch she dusted and tidied the farm offisee smiled to
herself. Those lilting tones betrayed the happiméss girl in love.
When Stephie heard the men coming up from thedhkee, and saw
Geoff go over to the quarters, she slipped awagdtier

Veronica, cheeks flushed from the warmth of cookamyd clad in a
stylish modern apron with frilled shoulders over batmeal- slacks,
was bending over the table, carefully icing Stejsltoeange cakes and
sprinkling lemon jelly crystals over them. Dermiainee behind her,



put both arms round her waist and caught her bgakst him, hard.
One of his hands came up before her so she coalavkat it was
holding ... a couple of sprigs of little purplewers surrounded by
leaves. 'Your namesake, Veronica, the natm®miko.A bush of it

was leaning out from the bank where we beachedathech on the
far side.'

It really was veronica. She was delighted. 'Whatsual flowers you
bring me, Dermid! Scarlet pimpernels, wild veronithank you.'

He turned her about and kissed her lips lighthewRrd for a

dangerous adventure, that kiss, to bring my laghe-leer namesake!'
His voice was mocking. He stuck a leg out for hespection. 'l

couldn't quite reach it, so | stepped on the lausedt and slipped
over the edge when it rocked. The others thoroughipyed the

spectacle, damn 'em.' His trousers were plastettdake-slime and
moss and mud from the knees down. 'Sorry | camiglyou orchids

or a dozen roses in a florist's box, but here & wop-wops, our
women have to put up with what they get.’

'l like the wild flowers best,' said Veronica simpMWattle blooming
on the Cashmere Hills and ranks of foxgloves tpang up on dry
creekbeds and river banks.'

The green eyes held the brown. 'Some day I'll take to see the
Queen of all wild-flowers ... the Mount Cook lilielslooming
lusciously on inhospitable-looking shingle on tlosvér slopes of
Mount Aspiring. Remind me, come December. Notyarkally, you
know, but the world's biggest ranunculi. They hgkeat fleshy green
leaves like deep saucers, and to drink mountainfdaw them on a
thirsty climb is like supping in Arcady. The flovgeare great waxen
cups, white with orange and green stamens.'



''ve only ever seen pictures of them." It was onlyen he'd gone
away that she realised he'd said, 'Come Decenileat ‘was the first
month of the New Zealand summer, weeks away.

That night Veronica woke to hear a storm batteahthe windows,
swirling round the house in tremendous gusts, whiseerily among
the many chimney stacks that were so necessarythevarm the
house in winter when the power plant could get loaeled so much
that the voltage dropped the lights to a glimmer.

Dermid was up at the crack of dawn and out withnhé and soon
the verandah was full of cold, bleating morselsnedeyond even
bleating, but often reviving with a good rub dowteaa warm bath.
There was a pathetic heap of lifeless bodies inajrtbe pens, but
they kept their minds off that and saved all theyld.

Their immaculate kitchen of the day before had @ideded corner
by the big purring stove, spread with old blankatsl sacks, and
packed round with hot water bottles from the rubked to the
copper and stone jars of the early days. Stephiedvan heated
bricks and wrapped them in old sweaters. '‘Nothshgver wasted
here.’

When at last they were able to relax and sit ddvery just stayed in
the warm kitchen and the very good television pmogne was
wasted on them, because all three fell fast asleakened only by
the piteous bleats of far too many hungry lambs ateding a late
supper.

At last there were only two left. Stephie saidl, [¢ave that pair to
you two. One privilege of getting older is that @wam leave the most
hateful chores to the younger ones.

They finished. Dermid's face was drawn with fatigmat he grinned.
'I'm damned glad that at last you've seen it abatrts worst. | knew



that was a false spring. But it continued so lotigolght you might
easily think it was always like that, a sort of foaal idyll. Might as
well get the true picture.’

She said quietly, 'l think you're forgetting thdsaidays | had on
farms as a child. I'm not completely a city gifliat was as far as she
could go in encouragement.

She rinsed out the bottles, then said, 'l sincdrepe they're Plunket
trained. No feeds in the early hours.’

if they do, I'm sure | won't hear them. But if theywake they usually
settle again.’

HoweVer, in the wee sma's, Veronica it was who dhélae bleating.

She was snug and warm and had faith in what heldBaey'd settle.

She pulled the clothes over her head to shut ewdahnd. If she went
down to pacify that one who was so strangely lakiely'd all waken

and rouse the household. Suddenly she pushedatieslaway, sat
up. It sounded so near. But that was absurd.

It was cold out of bed. It had been so deliciousbrm snuggled

down on the electric blanket at first, she'd nothboed to find a

warmer nightie than this bit of rose-pink nonsestseld been wearing
the last week of unseasonable weather. She woplglrtter light on.

She knew the stairs well enough by now to ventorerdthem in the

dark and because of the private power plant, takvays had to be
some lights on downstairs.

She clutched her rose-coloured gown about herlegird, and

opened the door. She could see the chink of ligtité room beyond
the stairs and began to feel her way down. Strémagethe bleating
had stopped as she opened her door. But she wamahat last bleat
had come from the downstairs passage. It woulddastlous to have



a lamb, certainly not house-trained, loose for rié&t of the night,
when they'd been so meticulous in their house-otgan

Three steps from the bottom it happened. She stepp¢o a small
woolly body, and nothing could have stopped theatrthat rose in
her throat as it moved. She clutched, missed thestes and rolled
the rest of the way down. She heard the thud upsaaiDermid leapt
from his bed, followed a moment later from Steghreom.

Dermid's hand found the landing switch, the whokng was flooded
with light and revealed to the two startled peadbeve the sight of
Veronica picking herself up and bounding along passage in
pursuit of a lamb to which she was apologising.

Stephie, laughing, looked over the rail and said¢omid, it's over to
you. I'm too old for these sort of capers. Ohehistthe whole darned
lot are awake now!'

Veronica stopped apologising to the lamb and begenogising to

them. Dermid said, 'I'll be with you in a momeid appeared to
dive into his room again. Presently he was withdmet took the lamb
from her. 'Where was it?"

'On the stairs, a few steps up. It had stoppedib@gaso | thought it
was below in the hall. | was going to be so noble stop it disturbing
the whole household. Oh, Dermid, it felt horrible woolly and
warm, andt moved Now I've ruined your night.'

'‘Don't you believe it. My door was open, yours wiasih would
probably have come right into my room. It's full pép. Once they
revive you can't keep them down. Or in. But it mbst some
high-jumper if it could leap that barricade. Fobdaess' sake, give it
to me—your dressing-gown will be indescribable!'tblek it off her.
He'd got himself a mohair robe.



They opened the kitchen door and stood aghastlahhle must have
got out the far door and come right round, but witdinst made its
escape it had knocked the entire barrier down amdthe room, still
warm with that purring stove, was filled with lamgpging full bore.
Veronica closed her eyes at the state of the floor.

‘Just a moment.' Dermid strode out to the sculergt snatched a
three-quarter coat from a hook, came back in, stipput of his own
robe and handed it to her. 'I'll use this coat.tRat on before you do
anything more.'

She hesitated, remembering her wispy nightie, thedestly slipped
into the hall, hung her own garment on the banlgteb, and got into
his gown, thankful it was a short one, and tiefirmly. She came
back, met his eyes, found them full of laughtes (Sual, the perfect
spoilsport! You could have thought you owed me gbing for
waking me up.'

She said quickly, 'l thought it would look ratheldoif Stephie came
down after all. It's a stupid garment for a nigke Ithis.’

He came across, put his fingers about her cheaksad, 'I'm not
calling you prudish. | like that attitude. At leddike it at this stage in
our ... in our progress.'

She pulled back, saying hastily, 'Let's get on théhjob.'

And job it was, but at least with that thrice-bleddire range the
kettles were warm. They made up the mixture, fiflar bottles and
started, after they'd made sure that this timeltheicades were
secure. Veronica finally said, 'We could get awathyst mopping
that floor, couldn't we? I'll hand- scrub it tomwsr.’

Dermid looked at the clock. 'It's already tomorrdteu mop and I'll
follow, scrubbing. Where's Steph's kneeler?' Thelcktruck four as
they went wearily upstairs. A faint bar of lightofn some



watery-looking stars shone through a break in tfloeds as they
passed the landing window. It fell across Dermi@atures. He
touched her ruffled head in a sort of goodnighttwes 'l know
you've got something to tell me, Veronica, that gioead. Don't be
too afraid. | may not like it, as you said, butrbmise you I'll try to
understand. | hope that in the telling, you canpaitl to the whole
thing and forget about it. Now ... back to bed.'

She felt muzzy with tiredness. It had been nicaig,sbut she really
couldn't understand it. But if he had an inklinghgs were not what
they seemed, it could help when she confessed.

It was three days before the storm blew itselfand every moment
had been filled to the brim. It had been unreleptumglamorous and
demanding work, but satisfying, and it hadn't bagmlisastrous as it
might have been with so many lambs having arriseties.

By sunset on that third day the lake was calm agmd blue. The
peaks back in had emerged, though they carried rmack snow so
that the air was colder, but gloriously exhilargtitt will be a lovely
day tomorrow,” Dermid prophesied, scanning the akgpve the
mountains, blood-red and amber, weather-wise irows territory.
'‘We'll let you off foster-mothering tomorrow, Vernoa. The aunts
would like you over there for morning tea. Do giogives them the
variety they need. Take the Rover, we're usingpikes. Stephie says
you've worked like a Trojan. | thought Anne wastatazy when she
spoke about you. | thought she could have pickedesme more
suitable, more credible as a fake fiancee for &-emuntryman, but
she knew you, of course. Gosh, she's the limit—nawsord from
her! She might have written you.'

Veronica felt slightly hollow. Dermid had relievdder mind a bit
earlier by saying Anne rarely wrote when on a tidue this, where



they just had three-night stands at most placdsthiaii 'She usually
sends cards. She'll probably write when they firaed she reaches
Mum and Dad in Queensland. She won't say anytlirigem about
this lark, of course. Mother would imagine me cep@ndent in a
divorce case and would be back here to tackle HEmelotell him he
was a damned fool.'

Nevertheless, now this bad weather lambing crisis @ver she must
make the time and opportunity to tell Dermid. Télae'd done him an
Injustice, thinking of him as a crabby middle-agegphew, denying

his aunts their cherished dream. She still felrelpgnsive, because
you never knew how Dermid would take anything. Bed said she

wasn't to be scared, he'd understand, so she Wash#here.

She would finish the classifying and valuing of dnants' treasures
tomorrow, and tell Dermid that night. Where? How?

It was awkward with Stephie in the house, liablenterrupt them at
any moment. The snow on the peaks put paid to rognm the
gloaming. She didn't want to fill the aunts withpeghension by
suggesting they invite Stephie over while she BExdmid. Could she
say she wanted to see him in the farm office? Buatwan
atmosphere! Oh, she'd think of something.

Next morning she came down dressed in an emeraggngr
lightweight suit. She felt like dressing up and #umts always loved
it. It took so little to make their day. Dermid hadme back for

something. She was sure his eyes lit up at siglheof It gave her

confidence. He said, involuntarily, 'lI've not segm in that shade
before, love.'

Love. The endearment he'd used so often to hoodwink .TBab
Theo was miles away. It gave her courage to sarmial," it's been
so hideously busy, we've not had time for our tidklike to get it off
my chest soon. Will you make an opportunity shértly



She saw a muscle in his left cheek twitch. She, daletlieve you're

as nervous as | am."' She put up a hand to his cheekpontaneous
gesture. He held it there and said, 'Yes, | woertydt. | only hope |

won't spoil anything. | can, at times, blow my tap the wrong

moment. But, Veronica, be completely honest with hveon't settle

for less. Oh, let's have it out now. Steph's fegdtiier fowls.' 'Dermid,

| can't. There's something | have to finish firgtihish? You don't

mean you have to get in touch with someone firstplone, say?’

'‘No—oh, please, Dermid, leave it till tonight and'lvmake time for
it. I'm too frightened of being interrupted now.'

'Right, it's a date. Watch that track as you dritea bit scoured out.’
His eyes held a smile. 'Till tonight."

The aunts loved her in the emerald green. Maudesinhmaely fished

out a piece of matching ribbon and tied the twogsiof hair behind
her head with it. The loops fell gracefully dowraagst the polished
brown locks. 'But you could get dusty in the attiknow we've

dusted most of it off by now, but you must haveoaarall. Maude,

you know those ones of Mother's that were used wirerhad the
nineteen-twenties fashion parade in Wanaka? Atfegytin the chest
in the hall? They'd cover everything but her sleewnd she could
roll those up.'

Veronica could have laughed her head off as shetlsawgarment.
There was a back and a front and it tied eachdditlee waist. Their
mother must have been slim enough, so she digh'tfgte out of her
generation. It had probably been dashing as a pmity day. It was
black, with huge orange poppies splashed all otet.aughing

helplessly, she let them tie it. The phone rang—R#&aude turned
from it, 'She wonders if we'd like to bath Rebettea morning. But--'

Veronica made them go. She'd get on with the vglfanfaster if she
didn't have the aunts twittering at her telling b&ries with every



piece. They rang later to say Rena had asked thelmfch. Would it
be awful if--'

"'l be candid and say it would suit me beautifullour list has
helped me so much, and I'd like to finish this &sitl Dermid the
whole story pretty soon. One of these days I'mgtorget found out,
and I'd much rather tell him myself. I'll cut mysal sandwich and
work on. It would take just one letter from Anneltlow the whole
thing sky-high.'By two it was all finished. She didthink Dermid
would blanch at the thought of what she'd likeftercher firm. These
things weren't in the top class. They were notdpdisplayed here, or
even used. Some things the aunts wanted to s&llgheaside. These
would appreciate in value, much more assets tlmkstand shares.
Inflation couldn't touch these. It was a crime,revbat some of them
should have been hidden away here. Of course,uhis aad lived
with them all their lives.

She heard them coming. They had driven the Rover. 8he went to
the doorway and called out, 'I'm still up here, aears. You're going
to get a very good price for this stuff. | doninthyou had any idea
how much these things have gone up in value. My Wil give you
good prices for them, prices which I'm jolly sur#l soften Dermid's
heart and he'll give his consent.’

There was a quite appreciable silence. She called@d you hear
what | said, Maude, Adelaide? Come on up.’

Then a voice, not theirs but Dermid's, said in r@etof suppressed
fury that was worse than a shoutéard all right. And certainly I'm
coming up!

Instinctively Veronica retreated into the middle tbé attic where
they had cleared a big space. Dermid positivelynded into the
room. Theo might have said he crossed the lake aviilack rage in



his heart that day, but MacBride of Tordarroch dadatching rage in
his right now!

Inwardly Veronica quailed, outwardly she stood dg/rane hand on
her wad of lists, but her face whitened. 'Yes, Odfnshe managed,
'you've come up. What can this be all about?'

‘All about?' he barked. 'As if you didn't know? Ygheat! You
underhanded little money-maker, sneaking in hesding the aunts
to deceive me ... they're babes unborn when it sdmenoney value
.. . they were cheated once before, and what's yuaré&knew about
that! Oh, very clever, wasn't it? | suppose youwstad Anne round
your little finger. She'd never suspect that yallyevanted to get up
here to see what you could diddle us out of. | ekpgene, all
unknowing, filled you in about the treasures wedidwhought you
were damned clever when you invented a careertiquas to Theo.
All your smug talk about saving a marriage and howortant it was
and worming your way into our hearts ... just tmkhhow I've lain
awake night after night trying to fight my desie keep you here
despite what | knew about you . .. and this is wy@i are ...in
addition to that... a liar, a cheat! Oh, you certainly were cleveid
your boss not to write, that mails were irregulamever thought he'd
ring to see how you were getting on, did you? Or tleed lget me?
Oh, yes, he spilled all the beans. | didn't let.ono, | pretended the
greatest of interest. I'm going to have real satisdn in ringing him
back and telling him I'm sending you home witheafin your ear!'

Veronica held up her hand and it stopped him d8hd.said with icy
calm, Thisis what | was going to tell you tonight. Oh, witaave
words you uttered just a few hours ago ... how tstdading you
were going to be. | just wonder! You warned me gould blow your
top . .. you certainly can! Now | give you at lettss much credit,
you've heard only half the story. My boss, as yall ltim, doesn't
know it either. Only that | was coming up here mgpio find some



antigues you might want to sell. No, not you—thetauThey belong
to the aunts and it was the aunts who approachéd me

He looked staggered. 'What--?'

'Let me finish. That was ngolepurpose in coming up here. | came i
answer to a letter they wrote me. And youraseto perform like this
in front of them. | could tell when they wrote t@that they were just
terrified of you. Didn't want to let their nephewdw, they said. |
imagined a real curmudgeon ... much older than yaoldn't know
you were a great-nephew. But it makes no differehcan see now
men can be curmudgeons at any age! They vigihdy scared of you.

| changed my mind about you when | knew you wessping that
modern house for them in Wanaka ... | thought floeeeyou'd be
sure to understand when | told yadny they wanted to sell some of
the antiques. Not your antiques either, but thes dimeir mother left to
them personally. Not MacBride possessions, nor Shasgessions,
but their very own. | wouldn't have touched thethéy hadn't shown
me their certificate of possession. | wouldn't dditeat firm | used to
work for, and freelance for, is one of the mostutaple in the
business. Even then, | told the aunts they must hasecond opinion
after | told you. Ask them!

‘Their mother left those things tbem,and she'd be the first to wan
them to be the means of her darling younger chidealising the
dearest dream of their lives. What's more, I'lledlerything | can to
help them. They only need their fares and they'thdant to ask you
for the money because they know your overheads fame up so
much. They only need their return fares for Italy.'

The colour of anger in the coppery skin had sulasitkaving him
curiously pale. He said in a sort of winded way€irf return fares to
Italy? Italy?'



'Yes. To visit the graves of their lovers who fatl Cassino. And
what's more, although my firm would have leapttathere's stuff
over there,' she pointed, 'that belongs to themhkobl wouldn't take
it from here. Itmuststay here. It would be a crime to separate it fro
Chattan House. That other pile is what I'm offetim@uy. It's not my
favourite period. Some Victoriana, though not adl, just plain
hideous, but it's fetching colossal prices. Andrgpd& was stowed
away like old junk and never saw the light of dgyst don't see why
those darling women can't kneel where they wankrteel." She
choked.

MacBride of Tordarroch said. 'We never knew. Theyer said.
They could have gone long ago. But why didn't yelurhe?'

'l didn't dare. Look how you behaved when you did tp know! |
dared not risk it when Theo was here—you'd nevee lheen able to
hide your anger with me. | did what | did for higke, to save a
marriage, and I'd do it again, even if | didn't Wnbl was on my head
or my heels when | got thrown into the arena. Yiod your talk about
how understanding you were going to be. Just becaus found out
first you're beside yourselfinderstanding?

Dermid seized her, but she stepped back with dipesecoil. 'Don't
touch me!'

So he stood, his hands hanging by his sides, addrsa different
tone, 'But Iwasgoing to be understanding. About the other matte
Though it's nearly killed me to arrive at even lgeiable .to
contemplate trying to be tolerant about ... abtgt other thing.
You've seemed so sweet, so home-loving. | triathtterstand you'd
really gone overboard for this man—told myself yad so great a
capacity for loving and comforting that you'd wamtmake a home
for this chap who'd spun you that hard-luck stééhat a line ... a
wife who'd walked out on him years ago and whotendeen seen
since! So he couldn't marry you. And all the tineewas living up to



the image of the sailor with a wife in every portthough in his case
it was just two ports, Sydney and Dunedin. | dig@ntto love you,
Veronica.But so help me, | couldn't stop mysétf.got to the stage
where | felt | could understand, because you'regng and giving
that in a case like this, you'd have to give alit B think you'd
deceive me in this, on top of everything, is tret &raw. | feel | can't
know you at all. Veronica, what are you lookingelithat for?'

She swallowed. Her throat was dry. 'Dermid, what yavu talking
about? What wife? What sailor? |--'

He said savagely, 'Don't give me that! Don't, dofdiu can't lie your
way out of this one. Anne told me the whole st&sid it would do
you good to get away from Dunedin, to be in anndlalace where
his ship couldn't dock. Gosh, Anne must have be@t®o. She must
have known you bought and sold antiques as welkctsg, or she'd
never have said that about you liking only modeuffsThat was to
pull the wool over my eyes. My own sister! Is timaw the aunts
heard of you? From Ann&2ut don't pretend to me you never live
with this manWhat did you say?'

Veronica said slowly and clearly, 'Will you listeARd try to take it

in? Then I'll go. But you must know the truth. It Anne's friend.

I've never met Anne. That gwasVictoria—you didn't mistake the
name. The aunts know I'm not. I'm just a buyembicaes they heard
of through their Christchurch friends. They wrote saying they
were keeping it dark from you because then if thegs were

valueless they wouldn't have upset you. | wasiwears this young
friend of their friends, for a holiday. | was toalee my car at that
garage. So was Victoria, evidently.

‘Unfortunately the garage man mistook me, and stebver to the
launch, saying we mustn't lose any time. | coulidhir'tk what the rush
was, but | accepted it, and there were two padfgseople on the
launch for Minaret, so Gus couldn't explain, them tned and



completely mystified me, but before | could workt auhat was
happening Theo was coming across the lake, quiteeclGus
pressganged me into doing it—substituting for MietoAnd | was

going to tell you | wasn't her, when you'd turnedrrd to see if Theo
and Lucy were coming and Gus hissed at me notyptlsat if you

thought | wasn't an actress, you'd have no faithyrability to act, to
carry it off.’

She swallowed and rushed on, 'l thought it no dnal lark. | even

thought that if | carried it off till Theo and Luayere gone that day,
you might be so grateful you wouldn't mind a bitenh offered a

price for those things. But then Theo slipped hs€ dnd--' she felt
her voice faltering and her reaction was to fegrgnvith herself, so
she continued fiercely, 'and at first | was tewribtoss to think I'd

been pitchforked into such a situation not knowivitat had really

happened, and now | was helping someone | thougist avmale

chauvinist ... that you ruled this place like therd. of the Isles ...
MacBride of Tordarroch! That you'd taken after #umts' father who
wouldn't let them marry. Then | found oae had a heart of butter,
that he'd only been concerned for their ultimatppngess, and |
began to find out nice things about you, like postpg the building

of the new woolshed so the aunts could live out thst years in the
place they love ... in Wanaka ... so | changed rmdmabout you ...

and you promised me you'd be understanding and—idewhat are

you shaking me for? It'll be all right. You hatedasttespise me, so I'll
go as soon as you can take me to Wanaka ... samghme!'

Dermid said, 'Veronica, Veronica ... don't you sé@at a wonderful
thing has just happened to us? Nothing else magterept that! You
aren't Victoria. You aren't that poor forsaken giHo was pitched
that tale about a disappearing wife ... don't y@uember how furious
| was when you played and sang that song abowgpke pie? | felt
that night when we'd returned from that dandeherhoonlight as if
you had suddenly slapped my face. That you weremdmeringhim.

| was so sure that night when you kissed me sotibfeluthat you



too were falling in love. So that it _ nearly kdlene to think of that
other fellow. So | went all in on myself. I'll navdorget that
wonderful moment when your mother said you wrotd thusic for
that poem, for her to welcome your father home. &aber how |
dropped my glass into my pie? Veronica, my darlohgn't you see
none of it matters now? It's just like my darlintlydaunts to foul up
my love-life. | admit | was furious that they gatdled by that other
shark, but with him, not them. That simply doesmetter. It was just
that revelation, from your boss, coming on topha other thing. |
thought you must have no principles at all. Sweathe/ou're the
most wonderfully clever girl in the world, to begmovely hurled into
my arms, with about five seconds' warning, andli&et that. No
wonder your knees caved in on you that day! Ve@nithe gave her
another shake, 'aren't you going to say anything?'

She said quietly with her slow smile coming, 'Wiaga you going to
give me the chance, MacBride of Tordarroch? OhpiierDermid,
Dermid!'

She was gathered to him and kissed in a way thaatieever kissed
her before ... because till now there had alwaysenbe
misunderstandings. Presently he held her off fram H.et me just
look at you,' he exulted. 'Really look at you, &mdw you're mine.’
Then his face changed and he said bewilderinglglity, what in
the world have you got on?'

She looked down and her eyes danced, 'It's sodfifor an antique
buyer. I'm wearing your great-grandmother's pinny.’

He gave one of his great guffaws. 'I'll telir great-grandchildren
that, some day, what you wore when | proposet dtproposal, by
the way. But you can take it off now, and | cansge/eronica in her
contemporary dress ... you look the very spirgsming itself, love.’



Veronica was overcome by delicious laughter asggab untying the
side bows. 'Dermid, when you came bounding up teteses with all

of Theo's black rage in your heart, could you havagined that in
twenty minutes' time you'd be calling me the smfispring?'

'If ever you tell anyonénow | proposed, | shall slit your beautiful
throat, my sweet.' He kissed it, lingeringly. Sieskd him back, and
any man would have been satisfied with that kiBg. the way,
Veronica, your mother knows. | told her | was gotogmake this
engagement stick if | could. She gave me her bigsshen she said
goodbye to me. Tell me, who knows beside Gus?'

‘Just his wife. Gus told me one day | was helpinigpad stores when
you weren't there that this Victoria had never édrrup. | don't
suppose we'll ever know why. Oh, | do hope she sneemeone
worth loving and makes something of her life.’

'‘Gus's Mollie is a sport, lending us her ring. Wagnfunny when
Theo thought it a little modest for the owner ofdarroch?' Dermid
held her hand out, twisted the dainty ring and ,sakhat do you
fancy for a ring, my love? Perhaps a ruby. | Idve pink shades on
you. Or an emerald, like this suit, ringed withrd@nds?'

'‘Don't you realise, dear idiot, that we embarkethistissue of lies to
save a marriage? You're going to have to get att epay of this ring

made for when we visit Lucy and Theo in Fiona'sdogiter. Not

locally though, or the secret will get out.’

'Oh, yes. It will have to be Dunedin. We're studkhva modest one.
Shall you mind?'

'‘Mind? I'd never feel properly engaged with anyghatse. llove this
ring. | used to twist it at night and wish it was feal.’

He kissed her for that, then lifted his head and, sahear the aunts.
Let's go down hand-in-hand, see if they guess.'



Together they came down the staircase that was josly wide

enough for two, the staircase Euphemia and Fin8legw had been
so proud of when at last they could build a secsincey on to their
home. The aunts looked up as they came into theahdl heard
descending feet ... saw the linked hands, and ltfieg aged faces
towards them, aglow with love.

They held out their hands, Dermid kissed them, #igsed him back,
then folded Veronica to them. There were tears heairteyes.

Dermid's eyes danced, 'lt was a grand plot youhleatcaunts, when
you decided to write to the young antique dealerlyeard about.'

They gasped. 'You know? How did you know?"

Dermid's eye flickered to Veronica's. 'Did you hgdahink | was

deceived, surely MacBride of Tordarroch wouldn'tsoegullible? |

can keep a secret better than most... thoughrediehl to Veronica
my own secret the day we went to Wanaka.' He toddnt

Their response was overwhelming. He didn't mertat he'd had to
raise money and had postponed the new woolshed. Adevinkled,

said, 'I'll book your flights for Rome almost immaikly. As soon as
Veronica and her mother can decide on a date fomedding. It

must be soon, because we must have you there.dButan be in
Italy for the Northern Hemisphere summer.'

A thought struck Adelaide. 'Dear boy, you'll beily here with
Veronica in Chattan House. How fitting, with hevéoof antiques. |
feel Euphemia would be pleased, and our motherdelane can tell
them that other bit now, can't we? Gus slipped Diiaff Bay one
day without sounding the hooter. Anne had rung fnom Australia.
She was worried, she'd had a letter from Victdtiaeemed Victoria
had only got as far as packing to come up here wherwas offered
a good part in Wellington, in an emergency. Shetbatch the next
plane. She tried to get us on the phone and wdghelline was out.



There was nothing she could do, especially wherksbe it was all
hush-hush. Gus reassured Anne, said a substitdtbden roped in.
She nearly died, promised not to tell her pareritsrwshe saw them,
and was really thrilled when Gus said he was praltyt sure the
engagement wouldn't be terminated.’

Veronica said, 'What? How could Gus have thougat?Hiie's only
unloaded stores here ever since.'

‘We told him,' said Maude, it was sticking out demi

It was much later that night. Stephie had beenlglghone and had
come across to congratulate them. Then she had ta&eaunts off to
Tordarroch House for dinner, leaving Veronica tolc®ermid's in
the lovely old home that would soon be theirs.

When the day was completely done, and the firegl@asing red to
its heart, the hour was all their own, all alarmd enisunderstandings
over. They were sitting together on the velvet ¢toun the
sitting-room. After a while Dermid said dreamilgome day I'd like
you to compose a song for me. Set one to musieanmWe'll find
some suitable lyrics.’

Veronica said softly, 'l sometimes compose lyrigseff. Not often,

just when the spirit moves me. | did the other d@yen you brought
me the veronica that grows wild on the far shorenmhiembered you
bringing me the scarlet pimpernels. Nobody elseheasd it yet.'

He was moved. 'How personal a gift! Veronica, wordd play it for
me now, as a tinkling little tune on the goblets?'

‘That's how | composed it. Just as my grandmotiaght me." As
before, she set the goblets on the piano-top, tuekilver fork out of
a green-baize lined drawer, and used it once n®eetaning fork, a



rippling cascade of sound. Then she moved to thighippiano, sat
down and began to sing:

'‘Behind the window-glass they glow, . . .
Proud tulips in a crimson row, Pale orchids, dééiawrought
And early roses, dearly bought,

Great pansies, purple, blue and gold,

A myriad blooms shop-windows hold, ...
Then why should | whose life is stayed
In city streets, in city trade,

Dream wistfully of flaming gorse

By tussocked hill and river-course,

Of lupin tapers by the sea,

Of wattle blooming goldenly,

Of scarlet pimpernels that pass

Their lives amid the wind-blown grass,
The dear wild flowers that bloom for God
In distant hills, in unturned sod ...
These stir with nameless ecstasy

This strange, untamed wild heart of me.’

When she had finished singing there was a sileamsbaring silence
of appreciation. She returned to his arms.

Dermid lifted a coppery eyebrow. 'An untamed héant? asked.
Veronica put her cheek against his, looked intaldnecing flames, 'A
committed heart,’ she said dreamily.



