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Even after she and Kern McCabe were married Plailfpft she must
be dreaming. Why should such an attractive man weamike her his
wife? But she might have come to understand his fov her--if the
glamorous Lilias Storr hadn't suddenly come batk Kern's life.



CHAPTER ONE

FLEUR SORREL, tall, slender, breathtakingly beautiful and loakinot
a day over twenty-seven, tossed back her dark aumira-it had
been a long hot afternoon—and said wearily, 'My Giatling, you
look like a corn dolly!

The girl who was assisting Fleur Sorrel, in theheatunrewarding
task of finding something to suit her daughter,lsdhuncertainly.

This was the fourth dress they had tried, and thatebeen nothing
wrong with any of them, it was the girl who did hioig for the

clothes. She was small and thin, with a pale pdifdee, and fair hair
that had become more dishevelled as dress aftes dias pulled over
it.

She looked at herself now. In the beige silk dregh its straight
bodice down to her narrow hips, and knife-pleated,she did look
a little like one of the faceless dolls, made oisted straw, rough
facsimiles of a female figure, that hung in courrgft shops.

She grinned at her reflection, and her grin waslgand gay. 'That's
me,' she said. 'A corn dolly. Sit me on the mamtekp and I'll bring
you luck.'

'‘Don't be absurd.' Fleur sounded as though shel tosg her temper
any moment now. She was lolling gracefully on a tevhchair,
wearing white slacks and a brown silk shirt, heauigul brown feet
in thin golden strap sandals.

She could have worn any of these dresses—in dlsatallowed for
another eight inches of height—and looked marvsll&he looked
marvellous now, she was as fantastic in real bfelee was on the TV
screen. There was no mistaking her. When she hae aoto the
shop everyone had given her a second glance, aactiqadly
everyone had recognised her.



The assistant who had asked if she could help ead told they were
looking for a party dress for the girl walking jushind Fleur, and
when the girl said gravely, 'Yes, Mother,' in refyFleur's query,

‘Do you like that colour?' the salesgirl couldrétibve her ears. Or
her eyes, because how could such a drab little eno@$-leur Sorrel's
daughter?

They settled for the beige silk, and went out & shop as they had
come in, Fleur with her loose-limbed model girliddt the girl
slightly behind her. The assistant went back to dadleagues and
asked them, 'What about that, then? ¢lerghter She must take after
her father, and he can't be much to look at.'

'He is, you know." Another salesgirl had read ditlarabout Fleur
Sorrel—when she was appearing in a TV saga—pictumeder
beautiful country home, with her very handsome haghwhom she
had married the summer she left school and whas#yfaad owned
the estate for generations. The interview had raeatl a daughter,
away at boarding school, so this must be theayd, who would have
Imagined that Fleur Sorrel's daughter could be atmtain ?

Of course the shop assistants were surprised. &wvenyas surprised
when they learned that Philippa's parents wereidPhihd Fleur
Sorrel. All her life she had been overshadowedhayttvo beautiful
people, who should have had either the brilliamt Ber father had
wanted, or the enchanting daughter her mother radidently
expected.

They had been married twelve months when Philippa torn, a
disappointment to both of them from the start, #meh Fleur had
begun to do a little modelling, graduating to agtiand for the last
ten years a well-known TV face and name. There weremore
children. Fleur had never really had the time @ kiclination for
maternity, and Philip accepted that, because the twags were



these days there wouldn't be a hell of a lot ofdsiate to leave to a
son anyway.

Philip ran the estate, that was his business, isutdal interest was
sport and travel. He was an all-round athlete wad hever been
quite Wimbledon or Olympic standard but pretty nead although
past his peak he was still in the running. Flepdssion now was
finding ways and means to stay looking twenty-seatdhirty-seven,
and she seemed to be succeeding.

Among their friends their marriage was consideredrly perfect,
their devotion to each other was unquestionedatt they were a
charming superficial pair, fond of each other, laly deeply
concerned for themselves, and to both of them pgjaliwas an
embarrassment.

Their friends could understand it. At the christgniguests had
hovered around the cot predicting that the peakigtmpbaby would
develop into a ravishingly pretty little girl. Bshe hadn't. She had
been a small pale child, seen against her mothgits colouring of
rich auburn hair and honey-gold skin, and Fleurgreaaked her off to
boarding school at the first opportunity, expla@ifihe poor darling
needs friends of her own age, and we do know tiheatcvery
well-—I went there myself.'

Fleur Sorrel was still remembered as Fleur Conwallaybridge

Hall. The staff who had been there in her day atwvesferred to
Philippa as 'Fleur Conway's daughter'. The sch@as &an old manor
house in the Kent countryside, where there wastranstowards
academic achievements as the girls were all froralthwe families

and not expected to face the problem of actuallyngato earn a
living. Philippa was intelligent and would have béted from a

different type of tuition, but at Maybridge Hallety turned out
'ladies’.



She made friends there who liked her immensely.vé&wekind, and

funny. She made fun of herself a lot. Because Rhag an old girl

they were allowed to watch her plays on televisieubject to

censorship ifthe play was too permissive, and advedierwards girls
would be coming up to Philippa and saying, 'l chaelteve she's your
mother, you're not a bit alike.'

Philippa would laugh and say, 'My mother can't dadi it either.
Every holiday she and my father look more astoriskleen they see
me.'

With ordinary parents she would have been reckaredttractive,
nearly pretty girl, but her parents were in no veagtinary and her
fooling was defensive. She laughed at herself eeforyone else
could. 'I'm the changeling of the family,’ she'g.skly parents often
wonder if | was swapped for their real daughter dak and stormy
night.’

Inevitably, at school, girls would ask her if shented to be an
actress like her mother, and she would say gratlglygoing to be a
circus clown. | don't have the figure for sexpdesp but I'll wow ‘em

in a red nose and baggy pants." Then she wouldedoCharlie

Chaplin walk, and the little group of girls woul@ lsonvulsed with
laughter.

In fact Philippa hated the limelight. When she hagtep out of the
crowd she was racked with shyness, although shedlysnanaged to
hide it.

On speech days her parents would arrive, if thenygwethe country

and had nothing more interesting to do. There wezalthier, more

important parents, but the Sorrels were alwaystes. There was no
one to touch them for charisma, and although Rialiwanted them
to come, and wanted to see them, speech days geng & her.



She always had to go up on stage to receive a, amzkit was all she
could do to get out, 'Thank you,' when the book thesded over to
her. She could feel astonished eyes on herthds Fleur Sorrel's
daughter?'—and she would get off that stage asafashe-»could,
head high, smile fixed, looking directly at no an#il long after she
had taken her seat again.

She left school with two low-key A levels, which svaonsidered
pretty good. Not many girls here got any A levelalh and if she had
had more encouragement she would have made itiveraity, but
no one admitted that.

Three weeks after she arrived home her father dsiechsually over
breakfast one morning, 'Have you any idea whaitdyitke to do with
yourself?'

'l thought | might take a secretarial course whas Polytechnics
open in October,’ she told him, 'and they need lalphe local
play-school.’

'‘Good,' her father had said. 'Capital.’

That was what her mother said too, applaudingdea.i'A secretarial
course is always useful, and Philip can always yiod a little job in
the office, can't you, darling?' They rarely reéerto each other as
Mother and Father, and neither cared very much ®Whaippa did so
long as she seemed content and didn't disrupt tveir pleasant
existence.

She didn't disturb them. When her parents wereatehthese days
she was always there too, but it was a large handeshe was never
underfoot. On ordinary days they hardly noticed hed when there
was company she kept out of the way.

The Sorrels were well known for their hospitalithpy gave great
parties, and their friends ranged from county sestow biz, but



neither her mother nor her father made any mowectade Philippa.

They had guests who had been coming to the hougedos and had
never set eyes on her. Looking at Fleur many pdmgdleved that her
daughter must still be a child.

Philippa took her secretarial course and acquireditable speeds in
shorthand and typing. She also acquired boy-frichdsas soon as
she took them home they fell under Fleur's spell a@ter that they
seemed to look at Philippa with a kind of pity,teat she dropped
them before they could drop her. The boys weretalliients at the
Polytechnic and, according to Fleur, most unsugtanlyway.

Philippa had liked them, she still liked them, bonhe of them was
interested enough to persevere when she backedloere were no
hard feelings, no real feelings at all except tlotep down, her
self-esteem took another knock.

There was no special man in her life now, anddidat't surprise her.
She had a low opinion of her own sex appeal.

Sometimes now she helped in her father's officegreiteverything
connected with the estate was dealt with. That alesady fully

staffed, the agent's wife was his secretary, botesiones there was
work that Philippa could do. In the afternoons sl voluntary

work, helping in the village play-school.

She was kept busy, and she was quite satisfiedheithife, but last
week she had been sitting in a window seat, scteéyea long
damask curtain, reading a book, when her motherfatmr had
come into the room, talking about her.

She had heard her mother's bell-clear voice askivizgat about John
Bailey?' and her father's reply,

'He's forty if he's a day. | don't want a son-in-lader than | am.’



Philip Sorrel was forty-one, but like his wife hather admitted nor
looked his age. Philippa had frozen as her mothier acidly, 'With
Philippa, my darling, we can hardly be choosy.Hé ssn't a born
spinster | never saw one.'

Her father had sighed his rueful agreement, arer aftmoment or
two Fleur had gone on, 'There's always young Edmund

'He's not overbright, is he?'

‘Neither is Philippa,’ said Fleur, and behind thetain Philippa
nodded, as though she was playing up for her sporaies again.
Even when no one could see her she wouldn't adrhit.

Edmund Buff-Harrington was a younger son of a neigining

farming and fox-hunting family. Philippa had knowm all her life

and had never found one single point of contact.idiea of marrying
him was appalling, she would a hundred times ratieenain a
spinster, but it seemed that her parents werdoWwialg that if there
was any chance of a 'suitable' marriage.

They must have decided that Philippa was neverggtonmake a
swinger or a successful career woman, so she htet be married
off. Fleur and Philip Sorrel's daughter couldn'elmplete flop or it
might reflect on them.

‘Edmurifr will be here for the party next week &t had mused, 'and
Philippa must put in an appearance. I'd bettetarfyind a dress that
does something for her.'

Philip had chuckled, "You'll have your work cut p@ind they had
both laughed, her mother and her father.

It had been too late by then to step from behiedctirtain and say 'l
don't want to marry Edmund. | think I'd prefer Jddailey, although



he's more than twice my age and running to fat,laswildn't stand
marrying him either.’

She should have shown herself sooner. Right awaw Bhe had
eavesdropped and both of them would be angry vathtrer mother
savagely so. Fleur Sorrel couldn't stand being loaof balance, she
liked to preserve her beautiful poise. She woukkhsaid something
cutting like, 'Darling child, you have such abysmaste in

men—those two weedy specimens you dredged up foonewhere,

and the one who tried to touch us for half a garatipat we're frankly
terrified you might marry the first lout who asksuwy'

No one had asked Philippa—her parents knew thad. dxre of her
student boy-friends had wanted to buy a partnershggarage and
had suggested that Philip Sorrel might finance hier mother
wouldn't hesitate to remind her of that, so Phéigtayed where she
was for another half hour that seemed much longeite her father
read a newspaper and her mother talked about dqulgslevision, in
which shehad just been offered a role.

It had been written by Kern McCabe, a best-seluniger, and Fleur
was thrilled, bubbling with enthusiasm, sounding #&oking like a
girl, while her daughter sat still and hidden, fieglstiff and cramped
and old.

When she did get out of that room Philippa wentddong walk
through the gloaming of a beautiful evening, butidin't really help.
When she came back she didn't feel much better.

Later she was told that she would be expected tat blee party on
Friday night. She didn't have to talk so long as Bbktened, and
laughed when others were witty and didn't act bdedimund asked
particularly if you were going to be there," heth&x told her, quite
untruthfully, she knew, 'so don't ignore him, theeegood girl, he's a
decent enough young fellow ...’



The pre-school play-group was held in the villageus hut, and run
by a couple of young mothers who were glad of Ppdis help. She
got on well with the children, and with Ellen andlii, and she spent
the afternoon of the party day there, immersingdléin energetic
activities.

The children were brought in from surrounding \gka too, usually
by working mothers, and they were a noisy, lovdhalach, full of

beans and mischief. There were upward of twentigerh, aged from
three to five, and at the end of the day Philippd Ellen and Lulu
were usually exhausted.

That morning Philippa had had her hair set in aigbwaving style,
parted at the side and curled under. It had logketty, but by now it
was flopping again, and when she got back homevsiodd have to
put it into heated rollers or something and tryeave it.

She didn't want to go to the party and be throwo Bdmund's
reluctant arms. She would hate it, and of coursgdsn't going to ask
her to marry him. As she bustled about, gatheripgbaoks and
modelling clay and paints and toys, at the endhef gession, she
envied Ellen and Lulu, who were poor and happilymed and living
nice normal uncomplicated lives.

The children were being collected now. Mothers warenging in.
Paddy Riley's mum came for him, off the bus fronvriovhere she
worked in a supermarket, and Paddy, who was irhtsliisgrace,
having been involved in a punch-up with two oth@mirtoughs, also
aged four, went towards her watrily.

But nobody informed on him, and his mother tookHasd and told
Philippa, 'My Jack'll call for the horse tonigHtthat's all right.’



It was a rocking horse from the attics of Philigpadme. Her father
had said the play-school might have it, and Mr. yRik&s going to
restore and repaint it.

'‘Lovely. Thank you," said Philippa. 'Bye, PaddyheSoved all the
youngsters, and she had a specially soft spotdddy Riley, whose
freckled face and bright red hair could usuallyspetted in the thick
of any upheaval. But who was irresistibly disarmiogall that.

'Has he behaved himself today?' his mother asked,was told,
‘Yes,' by Lulu, who gave the word an undercurrémeeaning so that
Mrs. Riley tutted and Lulu and Philippa laughed.

Philippa walked across fields to her home, inst&aalong the road,
past the lodge, and up the drive lined with boxgesdcut in identical
oblong shapes. The house was Georgian style butasamlly
Victorian. Inside it was a mixture of old and nestowing Fleur's
taste and flair everywhere, a perfect setting far h

Philippa slipped in by a side door, and up to lbenr, keeping away
from the rooms where she would be likely to seenm&ther until she
had tried to do something with her hair.

The guests would be arriving around eight o'clogi,there was
plenty of time. Not that time would make much diffiece to
Philippa's impact. Whatever she did she would stilll up looking
like a corn dolly.

The beige silk dress hung limply in her wardrobd ahe put heated
rollers in her hair, although she knew from expsreethat when she
took out the rollers and began to brush her harktbunce would
subside. It did, and she tried pinning it back whgmomptly slid out

of the slide.

'Oh, please yourself," she shrugged, and left itsirusual style of
fringe and short straight bob, fair and fly-away.



Downstairs everything would be ready for the panluding a

super bullet meal. Everything organised to run gimgoso that

everyone would have a great time. And good ludkéon, she hoped
they would, but tonight she would be expected &y stown there
until all the guests had gone home, and when wthdtl be? One
o'clock? Two? Three? She didn't even know what paréies in her
home usually finished, because she had never stdlydte end of

one before. Usually she didn't put in an appearane#, but this one
was a marriage mart, with her mother determinadtevest Edmund
in her.

Philippa knew she was a disappointment to her parereverything,
but after the party tonight they would tell her sowords, spelling
out how useless and hopeless she was, and shesesuhd chance of
avoiding that scene. She could offer to leave hdind,digs and a
job for herself and keep away if they wanted heBtat probably they
weren't prepared to tolerate a drop-out daughteerei

The only comfort was that they were off to the oot France on
Sunday, to holiday with friends, so if Philippa twuveather their
wrath till then she would have a few weeks' grdcead.

Meanwhile the party must go on.

She was crossing the landing to a bathroom whemglsimeed down
into the hall below and saw a flash of red haig,ittentical colour of
Paddy Riley's thatch, and remembered that Mr. Rilag coming to
collect the rocking horse.

She leaned over the banister and called down 'Hatid the man
looked up at her. 'Good,' she said, 'you've coméhi® horse. It's up
here, could you give me a hand getting it downage"

He was a rugged-looking individual, in fact he ledkough as old
boots, although he was well dressed, in a lighethsuit and a thin



brown polo- necked shirt, and the thought flastedugh Philippa's
mind that he had a nice smile. But he wasn't exactliling. It was
more a raised eyebrow and an inquiring expressfrhorse}' he

said.

‘You are Mr. Riley?'

He shook his head, and she was sharply aware ef/ason her. She
was dressed in a housecoat that buttoned from tthooankle,
revealing nothing, and yet she felt even more donsahan usual of
her deficiencies. Small and ordinary, and wishingt tshe had the
effect on men that her mother had. No man had gasped at first
sight of Philippa.

'I'm sorry.' She backed away from the banistana$ expecting the
father of one of the children from the play-schdah. sorry.'

'Hey!" he called, and she could still see him danvthe hall. ‘About
this horse--'

‘The rocking horse?'

He grinned then, and it was a nice smile. It cedkWrinkles around
his eyes and showed strong even teeth. '"What éleesiid.

He was a big man whom she had never seen befdarayhimiwas
probably a guest come early to the party. If he sdsend of her
parents he had to be Somebody.

She had already made enough of a fool of herselfsie tried to
sound blase. 'l thought I'd said it was a rockiogsh. Paddy Riley has
red hair, you see, and from up here | thought yetewhis father.'

He laughed, 'Good job they don't judge paternitgsdsom up there,’
and she stammered, flustered, 'Paddy's hair's ahee solour as
yours, and his father's coming round, so | thougjdd¥e sure you're



not--' The lunacy of the words slipping off her gole silenced her
then, and she wished herself a hundred miles away.

'Fairly sure, yes,' said the man in the hall belstil, smiling, and as
she turned and fled she heard a door open and lothers
welcoming seductive tones.

‘Kern, how lovely! Bless you for coming early.’

So that was who he was, Kern McCabe, the man irse/fiy play
her mother would be appearing in a few months'.tlaie was taking
the script on holiday with her. She said it was vaeldous and a
marvellous part.

Philippa began to run her bath, undressing, reflgcs she viewed
her reflection in the mirrored wall tiles that amgowith a grain of
sense would have tried to curl her hair after fathbnot before it.
Her mother's hair waved naturally. It was thick &rslrous, and even
when she had been swimming and it was soakinglveet@uld shake
her head and her hair would fall beautifully intage.

'‘Why don't you get yourself a wig?' Philippa askext reflection.
‘And while you're about it get yourself a yashmaknell.'

She slid into the warm scented water, and hopead<itian MacCabe
wouldn't say anything to her mother about Philigg&ing him to
help her get a horse downstairs, and was he sureabre't Paddy
Riley's father. It was a doomed hope. Of course/tld, because it
was funny, and her mother would peal with laugh@ear Philippa,’
her mother would say, 'she isn't over-bright.’

Kern MacCabe was bright. He wrote the kind of botiles Sunday
newspapers reviewed and the dailies serialisedk8dlbat were
regularly on display in Top Ten Titles. Philippadheead some of
them; the latest was about life on an oil rig, vehbe'd lived and



worked for six months, and it made fascinating nequénd she had
found it terrifying.

There was a tap on the door, and Mrs. Jarvis thesdi@eper
informed her that a Mr. Riley was downstairs. bé right down,’
Philippa called. She scrambled into clothes andiédito greet the
genuine Mr. Riley this time.

He had red hair too, and Paddy's freckles and simsk. McCabe
didn't seem to have freckles, from what she had,s®ad his nose
was a long way from snub, and if it hadn't beentlfi@t hair there
wouldn't have been any resemblance between himPaudy. Oh
dear, thought Philippa, | do put my foot in it, astd | do wish | didn't
have to go to this party!

The rocking horse was carried down the backstaius iato Mr.

Riley's van, and she went up to her room againpari@n her party
dress. She delayed going down as long as she dauedhe was
surprised that her mother came looking for her. Sbaldn't

remember that ever happening before, but the beddmor opened
and Fleur swept in, and Philippa scrambled fromdir in which

she was comfortably sprawled.

‘Comeon,'said Fleur irritably. "They're all arriving. Ednulls here.'

She was wearing black velvet and pearls, a dowagebination, but
not the way Fleur Sorrel wore it. Hers was a syadimple dress,
ankle-length, with crossed straps at the back amep dcleavage
almost to the waist. The pearls were a single pergpe and she
wore pearls and diamonds on her fingers. No colbut,for her
amber eyes and dark red hair, and warm honey-gahdasid coral
lips. She looked stunning, almost worth all theetinrouble and
money.



She frowned faintly when she looked at Philipp#hdught you had
your hair done this morning.'

‘That was this morning,' said Philippa, and Fleadman effort not to
frown deeper because it seemed that Philippa nuglgoing to be
difficult. She could be tiresomely flippant at tisjeand Fleur would
have been indignant at the suggestion that Phisdpppancy might
cover loneliness. Fleur considered that she andipPhad done
everything for their daughter they could be expattedo.

Philippa had lacked for nothing. When she had laseay at school it
had been simple; now, as Philip had said last weekuitable
marriage might be a good thing. Fleur had agreeidevery time she
was forced to admit that Philippa was no longdriklat irritated her.

She felt, somehow, that Philippa too should hayat kiee years at
bay.

The guests were certainly arriving. The big drawimgm was almost
full, and as Philippa followed her mother in sheught, with this
crowd they can't keep a full-time watch on me. Tiveyn't be able to
see me half the time.

She saw Kern McCabe, half way across the roomrédidair stood
out, and he was tall, and he had a group aroungddame would have
been hard to miss. But he spotted her too, the mbsie stepped
through the door, and just walked away from theethand came
over.

'Hello," he said.

'‘Hello," Philippa echoed, and waited for the jokattwould have her
mother laughing, but he only said,

'‘My name's McCabe, Kern McCabe. Who are you?' asgih they
hadn't met before but he wanted to meet her nowl. gkre knew he
hadn't told anyone about Paddy Riley and the rachkiorse.



Fleur said, 'This is Philippa, our daughter,’ aral didn't look
surprised—well, he wouldn't be would he? he musteha
guessed—»but Fleur was rather put out because skd for granted
that anyone to whom she introduced Philippa wouwg, 4 don't
believe it.' Then Fleur could tell them, 'l wasgir@ally a child bride.'

Now she said, 'Kern, there are so many people yaply must meet,’
and took his arm. To Philippa she said, 'Go ankl tal Edmund
darling. He's over there with your father.'

Reluctantly Philippa made her way to her father BEddhund. She
wouldn't have chosen Edmund as a companion, buiveh&l have
talked to him and listened to him willingly enouflom common
courtesy if she hadn't overheard her parents' plan. there was the
awful embarrassment of suspecting that he mightvkntat they
were up to. Her father could have had a word witls I
father—perhaps offering to provide a dowry with IRPipa. An
old-fashioned idea, but certainly an inducement.

Edmund was a round-faced, healthy young man in ldstwenties,
and he greeted Philippa cheerfully. As it happemedhadn't a clue
that he was being considered as a son-in-law bgdhneels; there had
been no more discussion on the matter than thdtppdi had
overheard. Philip Sorrel was being affable to Hwot, neither Philip
nor Fleur were going to involve themselves beyoffdbdity to
Edmund and urging Philippa to exert herself.

They weren't risking a rebuff, and they weren'tipgyout to buy
Philippa a husband, and, although it would be cormré if she
married, Fleur at least was convinced that theiugtéer would
remain a spinster.

The party went with a swing, everybody seemed thadxeng a good
time, and Philippa kept smiling and lost countha times she heard,
‘You're Philippa?' in astonished tones. She felt some of them



could hardly have been more surprised if she hddwa heads, but
that was probably a jaundiced outlook.

She also felt that the beige silk dress had bemmstake, and when
her mother said, 'Why don't you take Edmund tatisedily pond?' it

was so obvious they were being thrown togetherRhdippa cringed
with embarrassment. But Edmund didn't seem to edtiaouldn't

mind a breath of air,’ he said, and they went ouhfthe hot noisy
rooms into the quiet night, with moonlight enougtsee.

Of course Edmund had seen the lily pond. He knesawyewch of the

gardens and grounds around the house, and thidtimaian aimless
fashion round the pond, and the swimming pool,taedgquash court
and the stables.

Edmund's father was an M.F.H. Fleur didn't ridédands now. She
had done in early days, but now she wouldn't rig&llathat might
mark or maim her. She was a good horsewoman, klip Horrel
was an excellent rider.

Not Philippa, though. She hated the whole idedefhunt, and she
was only fair to middling in riding, or any othgrast. "You don't take
after your father, do you?' said Edmund as thegqzhshe stables.
Most of the things Edmund said were glaringly ologi@and he was
boring Philippa so much that she felt glassy- eyed.

'‘Nope,' she said.

'You don't take after your mother either.' He wa®gathising with
her there, it was a shame she didn't. His voice tvaged with
wonder. 'She's a marvel, isn't she? She seemd yogeger every
time | see her.'

'‘She does get younger,' said Philippa. ‘At the ltateatching up I'll
be older than she is in another five years.'



Edmund laughed obligingly, but they both knew ghaters seemed a
likelier relationship than mother and daughter,hwitleur as the
radiant beauty and Philippa as the girl born tookershadowed.
‘They're something, your parents,' said Edmund Rimigbpa agreed.
Theyweresplendid, and she had had years to get used tadhthat
they had very little time or feeling for her.

Under the great oak tree, where the gardens tuimed copse,
Edmund reached for Philippa's hand. He wasn't tigh but he did
know that under moonlight giris usually expectetédkissed, and he
said, "You're really very sweet, Philippa.'

‘That's such a comfort to me,' she murmured irdiyicand when he
tried to take her in his arms she sidestepped taod svith her back
to the tree. 'Do you know what I'd like?' she sdidlove a long cool
drink. Please, would you fetch me something witittla lime and a
lot of fizz in it?'

'‘Oh! Well, all right," he said obligingly, and sivatched him go down
the little slope towards the lawn and the housé waisigh of relief.
Getting rid of Edmund was like taking off tight g and she
honestly didn't think she could stay here and feaihis return.

Movement behind her made her whirl around, andethexs Kern
McCabe, looming very large, and even in the modnligs hair was
still red. 'Passionate type, isn't he?' said McCabe

Philippa began to laugh. He must have been the sitie of the tree
and from what he had heard he would know how lukewEadmund's
pass had been. 'Only when he's chasing foxessasthe\What are you
doing out here?"

'‘Walking around. Join me? Or did you really waratttirink?*

'‘No, and | don't think I'll wait. Unless someoneneds Edmund he'll
probably forget where he left me.' He slipped hemchthrough his



arm, and she wasn't embarrassed or surprisedertieske the most
natural thing in the world that she should be Borglarm in arm with
this strange man, under the moonlight, betweetrées.

'He looked like the kind of bloke who could forges own name,’
said McCabe.

'‘Oh nd' She shook her head and pretended to sound sthodkes
family's had it such a long time. He might forgétavday it was, but
he'd never forget he's a Buff-Harrington.'

'It'd take some forgetting." He was very big, hewtt have been
clumsy, but he walked surefooted, and his arm kanear fingers
gave her a sense of deep security, as though shld wever stumble
while she could hold on to him. 'l thought that v@dsen,' he said.

She giggled, keeping the laughter quiet althoughais bubbling in
her like champagne. 'Buff Orpington,' she said, lamghrugged,

'‘Where's the difference? He'd make a good hemns$lthased foxes.
What were you doing with him out here in the dark?'

'‘Absolutely nothing." They were coming to the fengiof the
paddock. 'My mother sent us out, she's trying terynme off to
Edmund," said Philippa, and it had stopped beisganeful secret
she could share with no one and become somethilagigt at.

McCabe gave a great hoot of laughter, 'Philippaf-Blafrrington!'
and she seated herself on the fence, tucking eeufeler, laughing
with him.

'It doesn't sound quite right, does it?'

‘You'd never be able to sign a cheque and keemmlst face.' He
leaned against the fence beside her, looking ausadhe paddock,



asking, 'Why is she trying to marry you off? It'sba old hat,
matchmaking mothers.’

‘They can't think what else to do with me,' shel@red.

'‘Come off it." He sounded both amused and impati&iou're not
going to stand for that?'

He had an interesting profile: a big nose that afasost aquiline
except for the slight bump on the bridge whereighhonce had been
broken, a long mouth, and a jaw that matched thteofnim. Philippa
studied his profile and thought she would remenibéNo need to
panic,' she said lightly. 'Edmund isn't going tk &g to marry him.’

‘You sound very sure.'
'Sure as God made little apples.’

He turned from the survey of the paddock to lookeat so close that
their shoulders brushed and she could feel histtbr@a her cheek.
'‘What would you do if he did?' he asked.

Decline, of course. She had thought about marridigeussed it with
her friends—the girls, not the men— but when she heard her
mother describe her as a born old maid she hadykthtidbat being
Edmund's wife would be a deal more boring.

But that didn't mean her mother was right. She fieé¢ oddest
sensation now, a soft sweet stirring of the flésir.the first time she
wanted a man to kiss her— this man. If he had dbreewas sure it
would have been the most enjoyable thing that vad leappened to
her. But when he didn't she moved a few inchefdaraway along
the fence so that he shouldn't suspect she wantetbltkiss her.

''d say no, thank you,' she said. 'But there'dargger. Who'd want to
marry a corn dolly?’



‘Now you've lost me.'

‘Me, in this dress.' She was fooling at her owneege again. 'That's
what my mother said." She mimicked Fleur's cooistar, ‘My God,
darling, you look like a corn dolly!" As he made momediate
comment she began to explain, 'Don't you know th&mRy straw
things." She stuck out spiky fingers, her elbows bl her side,
sitting very straight on top of the fence. 'Thegdiso make them at
harvest time, and keep them till the next harvest.’

'l know what a corn dolly is.' He grinned at hérfértility symbol.’

Philippa's stiffness melted and she laughed. '8 litut | don't think
that's what my mother meant. And | suppose I'debdie getting
back.'

He lifted her off the fence and set her on her, fagther name came
faintly through the night air from the spot whewnttind had left her.
‘Your lime juice and soda, ma'am,' said Kern McCabe

If she didn't gather Edmund up her parents woulért®oyed. She
said, 'It's hardly fair to leave himwandering ddiree in the dark with
only a cold drink for company.'

‘Great sense of fair play you've got. All right,'Nveollect him.' They
went back, retracing their steps, and when Edmuypidistive cries
were loud enough to mean he was near McCabe stogmeédaid
quietly, 'l don't go along with him. | wouldn't sggu were "really a

very sweet girl, Philippa".

Edmund had thought he was being complimentarywhat he had
meant was that she was inoffensive, a girl whaidigtd nobody. She
supposed she always had been. Up to now.



'‘What would you say | was?' she asked, and McGadlestl down at
her so searchingly that she couldn't meet his éy@sno reason she

could think of she had to look away.

'l don't know yet," he said at last. 'But | tellythis, I'm going to find
out.’



CHAPTER TWO

EDMUND BUFFHARRINGTON was annoyed that Philippa had no
waited where he'd left her. Wandering off with drestman was not
what he'd expected from Philippa, and Kern McCalssenhim
uneasy. He wouldn't have cared to tangle with M&Cab he only
glared at Philippa when he said, 'lI've been lookarg/ou. | thought
you wanted this drink.'

‘Thank you,"' said Philippa, and took the tall glxesn him. He had
spilt some of the contents, stumbling about indak. There wasn't
much left in the glass and she swallowed a littid thanked him
again.

They walked to the house, with Edmund, still hufagging behind,
and when they went in Philippa was telling Kerrt tha genuine Mr.
Riley had turned up with freckles and a snub n&= you're in the
clear,' she said. 'He's Paddy's father all right.'

Kern was laughing as they came through the Frenodows, and
Philip Sorrel, standing near, raised both eyebramsl asked,
'‘Where's Edmund? He took a drink out for you.'

She was holding the glass, and almost at once Edisyppeared, and
Philip gave McCabe an apologetic look. 'l hopeahid hasn't been
pestering you.'

'‘Why, there you are, Kern.' Fleur bore down on thana again took
Kern away, and Philippa wanted to say, 'I'm netwignty. I've had
the vote for two years.' If Kern had looked back stight have said
something like that, but someone was talking to, land one of her
mother's actress friends was leaning on his shoudae by Philippa
Edmund was demanding,

‘Where did he come from? What was he doing outtter



‘Taking the air | suppose, like us,' said Philippa.
‘Don't care much for his books myself," said Edmund

'‘How many have you read?' asked Philippa, consanbues rising
surge of irritation herself. Why should she be expeé to listen to
Edmund all evening? Haoredher, and right then, for almost the firs
time, she began to consider herself. Maybe she'itasmmarvel her
mother was, but she had to be more than a holeeirait for Kern
McCabe to be intrigued by her. What he had saidreetfe left her
was as good as saying he would be seeing her again.

She hadn't the confidence to go over to him nowhmg herself into
the group of show-biz personalities in this stugriess that didn't do a
thing for her. But she was not going to be patmaisy Edmund any
more, even if her parents were furious with herd Arhy should he
be lumbered with her? Give the lad a break, sheghio Let him go
and find someone who'll talk about hunting.

She moved around among the guests, and of courseriEddidn't

follow. The guests were over their surprise now gie was Philip
and Fleur's daughter, and it wasn't so difficultngrge in. They were
all enjoying themselves, and so did Philippa, natbeher surprise,
although she knew she would have to face someiquesj later.

Her mother had demanded, crossly and quietly, "&tgn't you
talking to Edmund?' and Philippa had said,

""We've talked. | think he's said all he's gosay.'

Fleur had sighed and gone over to Philip, who lstéried to her
whisper and shrugged, murmuring, 'What can | deéhlt lock them
up together. When welcome back we'll have a smpbety, half a
dozen to dinner. Although | must say I'm surprisedee Philippa
circulating.'



Fleur played with her perfect row of pearls, hebaneyes following
her daughter. 'lIt's probably the wine. She isredu® it. She thinks
she's the belle of the ball. Good lord, now sheaking for Kern!

You'd better put a stop to that, he'll eat herealiv

'She's too green for his taste,’ said Philip cylyicand as they
watched Philippa turned away.

She had thought she would speak to Kern, that eal$/rwhy she
was moving around, so that she could come up agaimsand say,
'Hello again,” but the moment she was near enowuglspeak
something like shyness seized her. Only like shynbscause it
made her turn away and hurry across to somebothyeanther side of
the room. But it was less shyness than cautiothasgyh she heard a
warning note against showing her feelings openlige &new
instinctively that her parents would think it ridlous and pathetic,
Philippa imagining Kern McCabe was interested in he

Besides, if she talked to Kern here she would b@sanded by wittier
prettier women. So she would wait until he got auah. And he
would some time, she knew he would.

He was one of the first to leave. When he did cagr®ss to her it
was to say goodbye, and he took his leave of aavhohch at the
same time so that she wasn't sure whether shenedghat his eyes
held hers for that fraction longer. She would hgoee out to his car
with him if her father hadn't been with him, andtlas two men left
the room the party ended for Philippa. The excit@ment out of it.

Until then she had been on tiptoe with excitemieetause Kern was
here and every time she glimpsed him, or heard/dise, she felt

happy and scared. Longing for him to come overen hut afraid

that he might. A crazy, heady mixture of emotiohattkept her

constantly on the move, and so bright-eyed and pivdeked that she
looked a different girl from her pallid everydayfse



After Kern had gone it was still a good party, iliBpa wanted to
get away. She wasn't tired, but she wanted todreako she slipped
out when no one was watching and went up to henroo

If she was missed it was after midnight and heremr would
probably accept the excuse of a headache. Her mbé#tealready
said, 'Darling, | think you've had enough to drirdnd that was
funny, as Philippa had drunk so little.

But her mind was whirling, and she kicked off hkeoas and lay on
the bed, her flushed cheek against the cool sitthefcoverlet. She
had met a man who had made a tremendous impressibar. The
boys she had met till now had only been friendg, exen close
friends. She hadn't been able to talk to them alaoything that
mattered to her, but tonight with Kern McCabe saé telt she could
have told him anything.

She could remember the hardness of his arm beheafingers, the
brush of his shoulder, strong hands lifting her ddwm that fence.
Every fleeting touch was vivid in her mind, stigitner now so that
she closed her eyes, as a warm heavy lethargyasteteher. She had
dreamed of a lover before, of course, but until @~ dreams had
never had a recognisable face.

It was like magic, but she was almost sure thatwas love, and he
had felt the rapport between them too. And he weaolde back, and
tomorrow everyone who looked at her would see how bad
changed. She had to be beautiful because he Hall o love with
her...

" When she woke she was not beautiful. The drearthefugly
duckling opening her eyes a swan had gone, but venained was
almost as marvellous. Even in the clear light ofmmg she knew
that she had met a« immensely attractive man widoftxand her



attractive, and nothing as thrilling as that hadredvappened to her
before.

Her parents emerged from their separate bedroomiswéen her
mother came downstairs, in a pale blue Thai sitkdfio, and asked
wearily, 'l suppose Edmund said nothing about gsegou again?'
Philippa's 'No,' was meek and misleading, becausavasn't feeling
meek. She was feeling triumphant with her secret,tamorrow her
parents would be off on holiday so there would bguestions asked
about what she was doing. If Kern came, only Ppdiprould be here.

Philippa had known that luck was with her today] aen the phone
rang neither her mother nor her father was nearcaiver. So that
proved it, because Philippa answered the phoneitawds Kern.
Several people had phoned already to say thankoydhe party, but
he said 'Philippa?' so it was her he wanted tottalk

She recognised his voice as he said her name, @k Into a
beatific smile. He couldn't see she was smilinghiat, but her
happiness couldn't be contained. It was all shddcda to speak
quietly instead of whooping with joy.

‘Yes. It is Kern, isn't it?'
‘Yes. Are you doing anything this afternoon?'

'‘No. Why?' If she had been she would have cancelladd whatever
he suggested was going to be the thing she wamptatb tmost:
mountaineering, deep sea diving, running awaydesert island.

'l wondered if you'd like to come to the races,saml.
‘Yes, | would,' she said promptly.

'‘Right, I'll collect you around one.’



Some of her dizziness evaporated, and she shal;elsome letters to
post. Do you know the post office? It's on the gr&¥ould you pick
me up there?'

'Yes, of course.'

She put down the phone very gently, but no one ¢darsee who had
been calling. She wouldn't have told them. She ddidve said ‘A
friend of mine. No one you know.' Because if hehéa and mother
found out they would spoil it.

There was no reason why she shouldn't go out wetim KicCabe. He
was successful, unmarried, not that much older &dmund. If he

wanted her for a friend they would put no obstatlhe way, except
that of utter incredulity. They wouldn't believeTihey would say he
had to be doing this out of kindness, perhaps @ayraent for their
hospitality. They would make her feel that no mie Ithat could

really want to go around with her, undermining fnagile confidence
so that when Kern came she would be shy and stupid.

Later she wouldn't care, when they were reallynfige but this was a
first date and she could hardly believe her luckl, she was taking no
chances at this stage.

The weather could have been better. It wasn'tigjrbut there were
dark scudding clouds, so she put on a white magintwer a navy
jumper and skirt, tied a yellow scarf around heodh for a touch of
colour, and wore navy T-strap shoes with a flathiskl. It was the
races she was going to, not a candlelit dinnersbetwished she had
had something smarter, slicker. She wished she eigig inches
taller and looked like her mother, so that whenwas with Kern this
afternoon people would look at her and ask eachrp®hois that?'

The post office was one of the village's three shéppost office, a
grocer's and a butcher's, still the old- fashioralystiled frontage of



fifty years ago. The post office also sold newspspéoys and
haberdashery, and after she had bought half a ddaerps Philippa
loitered among the magazines until she saw Kearsawing up
outside.

His flash of red hair alerted her and she ran ftbm post office
almost before the car had stopped. He got out anthdart went on
flipping and she stood still, delighted to find dieen't been dazzled
by the moonlight last night. He wasn't exactly reorde, he had none
of the smooth agelessness of her father, but he nwggedly
attractive, with a maleness and a virility that Vabwrn any woman's
head. Most of the shoppers coming out of the glecand the
butcher's were looking his way, and a couple ofarusrs in the post
office practically had their noses flattened onedow pane.

He looked at Philippa, he didn't seem to see angts®e 'I'm glad you
could make it,' he said.

'I'm glad you phoned me.' It was a super car, &wedssttled into her
seat, blissfully comfortable and sorry the raceseuwas only a
five-mile run away. She would have liked to be ohgvfor the rest of
the day, through towns and villages, up and dows, kintil dusk fell
and the stars and the moon came out, as they madakt night. And
then the car would stop, somewhere quiet wherengocould find
them, at a little house or a small hotel.

That was one daydream she had better keep to h&ielblushed at
the idiocy of it and breathed deep and tried td& lcomposed.

There was perfume in here, fresh enough to idefitifgu knew the
brand. Philippa didn't, but she knew that it ceiiaiwasn't
aftershave. If her mother hadn't had her own pezfispecially
blended it was the kind she might have used, apskas with a
haunting undernote of sweetness, very, very expenBhilippa had
no doubt.



Someone wearing this perfume had sat in this clyrahttle while
ago, and Philippa turned the air duct towards &ee to blow it away
because it was silly to be jealous of a perfunke, ating a shadow.
She didn't know who the girl was, and she didnttwa know. I'm
here now, she thought, and nothing is going tol $pisi afternoon for
me, and why shouldn't his mother, or his sistesamneone he gave a
lift to, use this scent?

She said gaily, 'l know why you're taking me to thees.'They came
from the lane that circled the village into thelfabusy road that led
to the town and the racecourse. 'Of course youwsdml'Kern.

"To bring you luck. Corn dollies are lucky.'

This car could have overtaken the three that weead, but the road
was winding here and there was plenty of time. Tiweye cruising,
leisured and warm and lazy, and his grin was sl8wa .they say,' he
said, 'but | wanted you along because | fancy you.'

She thought that her laughter hid her surprise@ldels the blush
came up again across her cheeks, but he asked, sduid that
surprise you?'

'l don't get fancied much. That's the price of hgwuch a beautiful
mother and not getting the same face." She grimdoedim,
although he was watching the road, not her. 'l@sdgconds,' she said
cheerfully. 'My mother's the quality goods.'

He took the first straight stretch of road and edrinto the lead, then
he said, 'I'm glad you got the face you did. Anet&'s nothing second
rate about it.'

Philippa touched her face instinctively. No one lesr said that
before. No one could prefer her looks to her mashbut no one had
even pretended to, and Kern hadn't made it sokedfliattery. ‘Do
you really mean that?' She tried to keep smiling vihen he said,



'l don't say what | don't mean,' she gulped anakbli, because that
was the nicest thing she had ever heard.

Of course she wasn't ugly, she knew that. It wasthat her parents
were so outstanding. But her nose was quite nicesanwere her
teeth, and there was nothing wrong with her skicepk that it was
pale. And so long as she was with Kern she wasapec

They passed a clump of trees so that for a morheriight lessened,
and the car window showed a fleeting mirror imagderself as a
smiling stranger. Of course she wasn't ugly, aretyeday in every
way she was going to get prettier. The glow wasethiast under her
skin.

The stream of traffic grew heavier as they neahedracecourse, so
that in the end they were moving at snail's paaéthe threatening
rain had kept down the crowds and there was eakynga

Philippa looked around as she got out of the dae.\#asn't wanting
familiar faces, but if anyone did see her who kiewit was unlikely

they'd bother to mention it to her parents beforadrrow, and by

then the Sorrels would be far away. Her fathenoftent to the races,
but he was busy in the office this afternoon.

‘Do you come here often?' she asked Kern.

'‘From time to time. I'm not strictly a racing mahié got into a
trenchcoat and took her arm, and they went threoliglyates into the
racecourse.

He knew a lot of people. Men and women were cormam¢p him all
the time, many of them wearing little Owner/Trait@dges in their
lapels. Most of these knew her father and somé&erhtrecognised
Philippa, but today she wasn't the Sorrels' daugkbe was the girl
with Kern McCabe, and that was very different. Typdhe looked as
though she was enjoying life.



He knew the jockeys too, and introduced her toysrer who didn't
know her, and they all seemed pleased to see hereTere even a
few flatteringly raised eyebrows.

‘Very nice,' said one jockey, resplendent in red andkipmlka dot
satin shirt and scarlet cap, 'but you're more rag ghan his, darlin'.
We'd make a good pair, how about it?'

Philippa laughed. She was only five foot tall budidn't matter any
more. She joked, 'l think I'd better stay with Kelrte's very big and
he might get nasty, but | tell you what, I'll puy money on you.'

‘That's what | like to hear,' said the jockey, 'dntkver let a lady
down.’

But he did this time, coming in fourth, and Kerndsalhat'll teach
you to fall for the blarney!'

The weather deteriorated into a fine drizzle, Imatlsad a lovely time.
Kern backed on form, knowing the horses and whay thvere
expected to do, which sometimes they did, so teahlde a modest
overall profit. But Philippa hung over the fencinfthe paddock,
selecting as the mood took her.

‘That one, please,' she said, pointing to a chektirse whose flanks
rippled like fluid silk.

'‘Why?' asked Kern. 'l know, you like the colouracte.' The jockey
walking beside the animal was in a purple shirbwigllow striped
sleeves, very striking, but Philippa said with preted gravity,

'‘Now thatwouldbe a stupid way to go about it. No, | think thedso
has kind eyes.'

She had never talked nonsense like this with a loedore. She had
never felt at ease in male company like this. Kleamed with his



back to the fence beside her, as though they warmdp a serious
discussion. 'The ones with the kind eyes aren'wtiin@ers,' he told
her.

He had grey eyes and he was a winner, but thisfeddisg. 'That's
still my horse,’ said Philippa. 'What's his name?'

'‘Plessy Mordaunt.’

'Really? | wonder why. Which is yours?'

‘The one with blinkers on."'

'He could have mean eyes.'

'I'm backing him to win on form, but if he's meanrsuch the better.’

It was a bunched up race, a field of ten more $8 &venly matched,
battling so closely that it was hard to distingutlem, until they
started the long swing out of the far straight pukeys and horses
went full out. Then the ones with the edge begadreaw slowly
ahead.

Philippa watched hers among the leaders, and belgaering and

calling, '‘Come on, Plessy, come on, cand.' jumping up and down
in the wet grass at the white rails. Almost evegyefse was urging
on their own favourite, and she was having suchdud as they took
the final turn for the last quarter mile up to time it was Plessy and
blinkers going together, and she grabbed Kern's '8me's going to

win, mine's going to win!'

A third horse was less than half a length behind, @& the winning
post it was a photo-finish, with Philippa shoutimgyself hoarse and
Plessy Mordaunt coming in by a nose.



When the results came over the loudspeaker shesaftung herself
into Kern's arms, but hesitated in the moment ohihg from
listening to the disembodied voice of the announé&rn was
grinning, although his horse had lost he was engpyYier rapturous
enjoyment, but years of rejection checked her isipahess and she
clasped her outflung hands together. 'l won, di@%$he smiled.

'Kind eyes made it.' He hugged her and she snugtidsd, laughing,
conscious of the hard-muscled body against helinfesafe and
strong, one of the winners now.

They made their way to the car park in drizzling rafter the last
race, passing a couple who had had a drink witim @sarlier. Friends
of Kern's who also knew Philippa's parents. Whay tivere out of
earshot the man said to his wife, 'Philip Sormgfks improved. She
isn't another Fleur, of course, but she's lookinigecattractive today.'

‘Fairly glowing.' His wife rooted around in her lidnag for the car
keys. 'Probably in love, but not with Kern, | hdpe.

'‘Why not?' The man looked blank, and the woman asitthough she
was reminding him of something that was obvious,

'‘Because of Lilias Storr, idiot. Can you imagine letting another
woman move in on Kern?"

In the car Philippa looked ruefully at her muddgpes and at the rain
dripping from her macintosh.'I'm sorry," she salth making a
horrible mess.’

'‘Not so much as | am,' said Kern, 'my feet are drigiyow, where do
you want to go for dinner?'

She glowed warm, although her toes squelched. 'Apy®y' she said
happily, relaxing back in her seat.



'‘No one can say you're hard to please.' He maneeéule car into the
exiting stream, raising a hand to someone he knemother vehicle.
"Il run you home first, you'll want to get out thfese clothes.’

'‘No.' She sat upright again, speaking jerkilyydti don't mind taking
me out to dinner in a jumper and skirt I'd rathet go back home. |
might not be able to get out again, they're leawindholiday in the
morning, my mother night get me packing or somethihisn't very
smart what I'm in, but--' her voice trailed as dekled at her, his gaze
quick and searching.

Her reasons for not going home first must sound bdtishe couldn't
say, 'If they see us together the spell will breakd then he said,
‘You look fine to me, you can dry off at my place.’

‘Thank you,' she said, 'and thank you for takingtonthe races. I've
had a perfectly lovely time. | didn't know watchihgrses run could
be such fun.’

He grinned, 'Neither did I. Why haven't you coméhwjour father?
He's often around the course, isn't he?'

‘Not with me.’

He understood what that meant, and Philippa saicklyubecause

she would have hated to sound self- pitying, 'Hemevellous father,

but he wanted a son. He could have taken a boggamd playing

polo and squash and all the other things he's sd gbhimself.' Then
to change the subject she began to hum along téhune on the
radio. 'l like this,' she said, and it was a pleasmough song that
would have a life span of a few weeks, but sheallikenow because
she was so happy that everything had a specialcn&yen the

familiar landscape sliding by in a silver drizzlerain was strangely
beautiful.



She hadn't known till now where Kern lived. Untsgerday she had
known nothing about him that she hadn't read, extegt her
mother's next role was in his play.

He had a mews house in a country town about fifteges from her
home village, behind a row of Regency houses tea¢ wow bed-sits
and offices. The mews was cobbled, and what had sbles had
become exorbitantly priced and highly desirablédessces.

The door was white and steps went down into a dpkel
dining/living/cooking area. It was modern and gilysfunctional,
and could have been lifted straight from the pagks colour
magazine. Philippa said impulsively, 'You don't rephe@nuch time
here?'

'l get around a lot, but this is my pad. What'swgaith it?' He took
her coat and as his hands brushed hers she trembled

‘Nothing.' She hedged, embarrassed, 'It's super. How long Y@y
lived here?'

‘A few years now. | bought it lock stock and barfrelm a bloke
whose firm moved him to America. It does. Thera/srgthing |
need. Do you need that bath?"

'Please.’

When she took a steady look at herself in the bathrmirror it
wasn't reassuring, and if she hadn't felt so gboduld have reduced
her to despair. The rain had washed away her malesaxdiflattened
her hair, but it couldn't wash the shine from heggseor the smile from
her lips, and she ran hot water while she steppgdbher damp
shoes and tights. At least her macintosh had kaptkirt and jumper
dry, and she hung her tights over a heated toulel ra



Bells rang while she was taking a quick dip in thethtub, and
washing and towelling her hair. The phone rang ew&nd what
sounded like the doorbell once. She wouldn't haenltsurprised to
find company here when she came out of the bathsmshe opened
the door a crack and peered round first, and whersaw only Kern
she hugged herself for joy.

'I'm pleased the man who sold you this place hedtthick carpets,’
she said. She came out, dressed but barefootalrestiti wet and a
towel draped round her shoulders.

Kern had changed leather shoes for suede bootaadesitting in a
black leather chrome-armed chair, with a coffeeql@tor and cups
on a small glass-topped table, drinking coffee. ldared into the
second cup as she walked across to him. 'What dgybin it?' he
asked.

‘Milk, please, not much.' She took the cup andosatt matching
settee, drank some of her coffee, then put dowdpeand he said,

‘Come here.’
‘W—why?'
'‘Give me the towel and I'll dry your hair.’

She took the towel to him and sat at his feet erthick grey carpet,
facing the phoney fireplace of copper canopy amavglg electric
logs. As a small child a housekeeper had rubbedhdielike this in
front of a nursery fire, telling her fairy talesmalh sleeping princesses
who woke at a kiss. But that was a long, long tage, and in the
years between she had rarely been touched witremeaesss. Her
mother's kisses were cool and light, a theatricddrace bestowed on
anyone in greeting or parting. Boy-friends had ldsker, usually
half-heartedly. Other touches had been impersomzning nothing
at all, but this was like being stfdked, loved tpét



The rough softness of the towel was comforting, #mel strong

fingers moving lightly and rhythmically over heniples, the nape of
her neck, loosening the tensions in her scalphgobher until she
could have purred like a sleepy kitten. She didrya@aning back
against Kern's knees, and when he said, 'Do yok tbis dry?' she
emerged reluctantly from under the towel, and randwn fingers

through her hair.

It was nearly dry, and there was a comb in her bagavith which
she tidied it. "That's the best | can do,' she anoed, looking up from
her handbag mirror.

‘You look fine." He was watching her approvingyow, where do
we eat? What's your fancy? Chinese? Indian? A [Balish steak?
Seafood?’

'‘Lovely! All of them.' Her face was warmed by thef the towelling,
the unqualified approval in his eyes. 'Somewhetk dim lights,' she
joked. 'With my hair like this and no lipstick omeed a very dim
light.' Laughing at herself was an old trick witlerh but feeling
desirable was a completely new sensation.

‘Tell you what,' he leaned back in his chair, foggdhis arms behind
his head, 'we'll stay here and turn out the lights.

‘What are you suggesting?' She laughed, then sobered add
uncertainly, 'Could we? Have a meal here, | meam.not really
dressed for going out to dinner. Could | cook sdmnmegf?’

‘Can you cook?'
'l could make an omelette.’

'I can do better than that. We'll have tomorrowsdr.'



He went to the kitchen section—fitted stripped pineatly and
prettily put together—opened a fridge in matchiagrfica and said,
'‘What do you know, a good plain British steak.’

Philippa looked over his shoulder—the fridge wa$ stecked—and
asked, 'Do you always keep steaks by you?'

'l keep whatever my Mrs. Harris puts in here. Rigbt lay the table
and I'll get on with this.’

Everything was to hand. The dining table had fdwairs around it;

she took two away and set two places. Then she bacleinto the

kitchen area to watch the grilling steaks and abbob pan of

spaghetti. ‘A plain British steak?' she said. "\Whaat?"Quicker than
chips,' said Kern.

‘Do you cook for yourself?'
‘When | have to.’

The kitchen looked small, but he operated as thdwglwas in the
galley of a boat, each movement deft and surehme@dor what he
wanted with no unnecessary effort. She sat ond atwd watched.
‘Where do you write?' she asked.

There wasn't a desk in sight, and there were nerpag typewriter

on any of the tables. 'In there," he pointed a &rbne of three closed
doors leading from the living area, and as sheapodire foot to the
ground, '‘Nobody goes in there.'

She jerked back her foot as though she had dippetbéa in freezing
water and stammered, 'Of course, | wouldn't watryd

‘Sorry," he said, 'but my filing system is mostiytbe floor.'

‘Are you writing anything now?’



'I'm always writing.'

'‘When do you write?' She wanted to know so thatshé follow his

day, could think—he's at his desk now, and livéavaim in her mind.
Kern forked up a festoon of spaghetti, inspectehd returned it to
the steaming water, then said,

‘Usually from dawn till about midday, so don't rimg mornings will
you if you can help it?'

That meant he expected her to phone him. She caillthrough and
say 'Hello' without feeling embarrassed or pushywon't,’ she
promised. She added, 'l work most afternoons gtltheschool—the
number's Pedway 533. Shall | write it down?'

'No need,' he said, and she knew he would remember.

The steaks were good. The spaghetti and the shateént with it
were good, and the wine glowed like rubies in badplgt glasses.
Philippa sipped her wine and said, 'What is iikd It.'

'Plonk," said Kern. Every bottle in her father'azehad a name, but
this tasted delicious. Everything tasted deliciawgn the bread.

‘Then it was a good year for plonk.' She raisedjlsss. "Your health.’
‘Yours, Philippa.'
'‘Kern's an unusual name, isn't it?' she saidt disart for anything?'

'‘Kern's what it says on the certificate." His vowas accentless,
neither county nor regional, but it had charadtavas the quiet voice
of a man who had never needed to shout to commtadtian.
Everyone listened to Kern McCabe. He would be figdPhilippa's
concentration no novelty, but he was looking stgaali her now,
with a concentration no one had ever shown hemrbefo



She knew so little about him and yet she was sarevds the one
person with whom she could happily shut out thé oéshe world.
While he was with her she would need no one elag.dBe reflected
ruefully, no one else needed her. If she vanishethin air all she
would leave would be regret. Nobody's heart woudhk. She asked,
‘Do you have parents?'

'No.'
After a moment she ventured, 'Any relatives?'

'‘None." The monosyllables were flat and final, arotKeep Out
notice, but before she had time to feel abashexsked,

'‘How long have you been at that play-school of youasd she was
into safe territory again.

She told him about Ellen and Lulu, about the cleiidrthe mothers.
Her parents would have thought it all too dull @nemdrum for
words, but Kern chuckled at her account of mishajhe-time Paddy
Riley painted Emma Andrews blue from head to fadive seconds
flat by emptying a jar of poster paint all over hie day a flock of
sheep came trotting into the hall in the middl&isten With Mother.

After the meal they sat by the fire again, on te#e®, and part of
Philippa’'s mind was saying—this can't be real, i'tche here, so
close to a man like this, him talking to me, listento me. But the
rest of her mind said—this is reality, everythihgttwent before was
the half life.

She had never felt so alive, so aware of quickesssdes. Colours
were brighter and sounds were clearer, and it vaagust the light

pressure of Kern's hand cupping her shoulder, adrim along the
back of the settee behind her, that she felt. # tha hem of her skirt
touching his knee, a strand of her hair brushisgcheek. She felt as



close to him and as cherished as though he kissdigphk and told her
he loved her.

When the doorbell rang he went to answer it andveitehed, over
the back of the settee, sighing softly becausenbidd be the end of
this lovely privacy. Someone else was arriving. $lad been so
happy today that even if the caller had been aacit¢e woman she
wouldn't have been downcast. She was sure thatWasrattracted to
her and of course she expected competition, bwvas a man
announcing, 'Del's run out of coffee again, can gowd us some?'

'Sure,' said Kern, and the man stepped in. He waygish and

pleasant-looking, skin tanned, hair bleached bysthre He followed
Kern towards the kitchen area talking about a fileid just seen
which * according to him was a right load of old rubbibte. put it

more succinctly than that, and then spotted Phalifgiefly looked

taken aback, then grinned. 'My wife thought so'toe said. 'Sorry to
barge in like this, | didn't realise you'd got canp.’

Kern produced a tin of coffee from a cupboard and,sThis is Harry
from next door. Harry Lester— Philippa Sorrel.'

Harry and Philippa smiled at each other, and Haawm? 'Sorry
again.’'

She knew that he thought he had interrupted lovekimg and she
was amused and secretly flattered, but Kern saietlgu'You're on
the wrong tack.'

That was all. Then Harry said, 'Well, thanks foe ttoffee,' and to
Philippa, 'Nice meeting you, Miss Sorrel.’

As he closed the door after Harry, Kern glancddsatvatch and said,
'It's about time | was running you home.'



Next door they would hear the car leave. That wopltdserve
Philippa's reputation, although Kern had alreadyeda it,
emphasising that this was a platonic relationshihat was
considerate of him, and yet she felt resentful.

She said, '"You needn't have bothered." She gatoap the settee to
fetch her shoes and tights from the bathroom,des $inking into the
carpet. 'l don't imagine I'm compromised,' she saifly, 'because
I'm caught sitting with a friend at ten o'clocknlhot that much of a
prude.’

He was standing in front of her and she was faking watching the
smile start, eyes first and then the lift of a @rof the mouth, and
she thought in anguish—don't laugh at me.

But he didn't laugh, and somehow she was begirtnisgile herself.
He reached out a hand to stroke her cheek andghietbuch ran
through her like an electric shock.

'l don't think you're a prude, my love,' he sad} 'l do think it's high
time | took you home.’



CHAPTER THREE

My love ... my love ... my love ... All the way hotfe words sang in
Philippa’'s mind. Kern set her down outside her bausd she bade
him goodnight softly; and that was how he kissed his lips warm
and expert, and she would have melted into his amdssat there till
someone came out to see who was driving up atplaalf ten, if he
hadn't reached across and opened the car door shieeemembered
that she didn't want them to know, and scramblegabthe car.

"'l see you tomorrow,' he said.

'Yes, please, yes!" She added, 'My love,' sile@tyhe drove away,
and then turned towards the house. Lots of theaviischad lights in,
but no one had come out, and Philippa went in &maagbit up to her
room.

‘Kern, my love," she murmured, and the sound of, theid aloud,
frightened her because she had never wanted algdoee like this,
and she was venturing into unknown country. Bustend time she
said it she smiled because she knew that wherbeexsnt with Kern
she would be safe.

Next morning her parents looked marvellous, dressethe car ride
and the air trip that would deposit them with tifaends in the south
of France. They were strikingly handsome togetlaexd friends
always invited them together, although the almastget marriage
was really a marriage of convenience. They wer&lt®eeach other
and they deserved each other.

Fleur had Kern McCabe's play in her luggage, amdvebuld spend
happy hours learning her role because she adosesdngla part,
being told how beautiful and talented she was.ifPhilas taking
rackets, clubs, riding and swimming gear; all ofiekhwould



reassure him that he was as fit as ever and wauolzaply go on for
ever.

Their goodbyes to Philippa were affectionate andeatminded.
Then they got into their car and drove away, antheenoticed that
the girl who stood in the doorway of their home wgvgoodbye was
no longer the daughter they had so charmingly atder for nearly
twenty years.

Philippa almost danced back into the house. Interotwo hours
Kern would be here, and now she had to get thegtogether. He
would have arranged to see her again, she wasksitras he'd held
out her mac for her last night she had said, 'Weaten your dinner
for tomorrow, so will you come to dinner with me@duld put up a
picnic. We could go into the country.’

'Sounds fine,' he'd said. 'l'd like that."

So he would be here around midday, and she wemtet kitchen
and asked the housekeeper, 'Will it be all right tdke out some
food? I'm going on a picnic.’

This housekeeper had only been with them for just a year, Fleur
had a fairly rapid turnover in household staff, aheé knew that the
orders in this house came from Mr. and Mrs. Sqarredver from
Philippa. Philippa always asked, never demandeel vW&is a likeable
girl but quiet, and Mrs. Jarvis hoped she wouldogrjer picnic.
'‘How many of you?' she inquired, and when Philipgial,

‘Just the two, but the other's a man,' she wasgde@ hear that.

‘We'd better pack plenty, then,' she said. 'If gdold me sooner |
could have cooked something special for you, kereths still a lot left
from the party.' Pates and pies and cold meatdraitidand Philippa
made up a tossed salad, and packed a bottle of andealmost filled
the big old picnic basket that dated from Victoridays when



picnicking was a social occasion. The basket wiasniehe hall and
she ran upstairs to brush her hair again and frelsbemake-up.

Today was an improvement on yesterday, dry and wanu

spasmodically sunny, and she was wearing a redvaitd checked
shirt and blue denim pants. She had slim hips and legs for her
height, and although she lacked Fleur's voluptuessmo one who
was not blind as a bat would have mistaken hea tosy. She looked
more feminine in the fitted pants and the shirtbed in at the waist
than she had done in the shapeless corn dolly.dress

And she felt more feminine, wonderfully warm and/@l wishing
that she could hurry time on until Kern came.

She couldn't settle. She couldn't sit still, letred read or occupy
herself, and when he was due she posted hersedf \@indow
overlooking the drive, so that she could see whercar turned from
the road.

He came on time. The silver grey car swung in, gasthouse that
had once been a lodge but was now the gardendtagep and
Philippa went running downstairs to open the frdobr and get
outside.

'Hello!" she sounded as breathless as though sheuhaa mile, and
Kern sounded the way he usually did, relaxed aigtityy amused.

'Hello." As he got out of the car he held out achtmher and she
caught it.

‘The food's in a basket in the house,' she saidy T¥alked to the
house and through the wide open door, hand in h&hd. would
never have dared do that if her parents had been Aeleast she
didn't think she would, but with her fingers curiadhis strong hand
maybe she wouldn't care who saw her.



The picnic basket was on the hall floor just by ttw®r and Kern
asked, 'Are you leaving home?'

'It's the picnic.’

'For--?' He pointed to her, then himself, and sbaded. 'It is just the
day, isn't it?' he said. 'We're not holing up ia #@oods.'

I'd like that, she thought, and he was smilinghagigth he would. 'It
isn't all food," she said. 'lt's a fitted baskep and plates and knives
and forks you know. It's old.’

'It's a ruddy antique,’ said Kern. 'Who used toyca?'

'l suppose there were more of them when they hadigs in those
days.' She had wanted to make something speciddiofalfresco
meal, although it would have been more sensibleéawee used a
carrier bag, paper plates and cups and plastiaicers. She said,
‘Shall we just take what we need out of it?" antiftes it up.

‘All right if we eat by the car, but I'm not luggirthis far. Is there a
dining table in it?'

She giggled, helping to manoeuvre the outsize bastethe boot of
the car. She could have made a bit of a fool cfdlerbut with Kern it
was all a joke, and as she sat back in her seaastie'l thought we
might eat at the nunnery.’

"Thewhat?"

'St. Edyth's. About five miles from here on the a&ve Hills.' He
looked at her with a mixture of alarm and suspicao she went
blithely on. 'The building fell down about a thoodayears ago, but
the site's still there. And on a dark night you sametimes see the
Grey Ladies.’



'‘Hasn't anyone told them the building fell down?'
'‘Perhaps it hasn't for them. Perhaps they carsstlit.’
He laughed. 'Sounds just the place for a picnicei#ldo | make for?’

She gave him the name of the nearest village addiove through
the lanes, reaching it, then, following her instiats, up a bumpy
track that showed every sign of leading nowherevamished at last
under coarse grass between bramble hedges.

At a gap in the hedges they pulled into a fielde She of the ancient
convent was farther up the hill, and across fields] any further
progress would have to be on foot.

‘Shall we have our picnic first?' Philippa suggéste

'Why not?' said Kern. He lifted the basket from blo®t and Philippa
opened the lid. Originally china and cutlery fox Bad been fitted in
here. Out of the depleted remains Philippa hacctsdetwo sets. It
was all heavily ornate, the cutlery weighty and esded, the china in
an overall pattern of black and gold leaves anberatugly scarlet

flowers. There was still a yellowing tableclotharshed and folded,
and napkins to match, and Philippa shook out tbéhchnd put it

down where the grass seemed to be flattest.

With the party leftovers made neat and appetisiniylis. Jarvis, the
wine bottle and the fruit laid out, it was a vepgstacular picnic. The
Victorians had dined in the open air as nearly @ssiple as they
dined in their homes, and Kern said, 'They did thelwes proud,
didn't they? When was this last used?'

Philippa sat cross-legged, scooping out pate frarhima bowl and
breaking up a French loaf. 'l can't remember itrdwe@ing used.
Maybe the last girl who laid this cloth wore a langslin dress and a
little straw bonnet and she was with a young masheck trousers, a



velvet jacket and a floppy bow tie." She explainéhere's a
photograph of a pair like that in an album at hdme.

‘There would be," said Kern. 'But don't forget ¢thaperone.’
'‘Poor them,' said Philippa happily, ‘I'm glad tinnese changed.’

‘That reminds me," Kern finished opening the wind set the bottle
aside turning back to the car, 'I've got sometliorgyou. Don't get
too excited, it's a very smail thing.'

That didn't matter. It was a gift and she woul@stge it for ever. If it
was a box of chocolates she would keep hankidseifox.

'Here you are.' He produced a pink paper bag with $pinning
Wheel printed on it in a flowing script, and whdrepened the bag
and peered in Philippa gave a little cry of delight

It was a modern edition of a corn dolly, a litigure made of straw,
but this one had tiny curls and a round face wjtiseand a smiling
mouth. This was a sweetheart of a corn dolly antigpa laughed as
she took it out of the bag and held it cupped ithb@ands. 'A corn
dolly with a smile and curls? That's flying in tfaee of tradition.’

'‘Let's move with the times,' said Kern.

She put the corn dolly in the middle of the taldétl 'Thank you, |
think she's beautiful.' He must have bought it thigning, parking in
a tourist town that was always crowded at weeketadgp into the
Spinning Wheel country crafts shop and get a Idifé that would
amuse her. And give a lift to her confidence, bseahat corn dolly
quip of her mother's had hurt.

'l think she's beautiful too,' said Kern, and hesmtalooking at the
corn dolly and she thought her heart would bumstfhappiness. She
was filled with such a singing joy that she coudatdty breathe.



He picked up his plate. "This looks familiar.’

'‘We had it at the party, but pate keeps longer thandays, it's all
right.'

‘Garlic?'
'Yes.'
‘You're having some?'

She had served herself with a portion too. Sha &tekful now and
teased, 'Do you need a food-taster? Do you thmkpd8isoning you?'

'If we both eat garlic that's togetherness,' he.sai

She thought togetherness must be the loveliest wotbe world.
Being with someone with whom you could share evengt
laughter, the taste of food, birdsong, love. | lgga, she thought. But
she couldn't say that until he said it. Or kissedds though he loved
her.

'You know something,' said Kern later, sprawled. 6lihat party
tasted better as a picnic.'

'‘Maybe the cheese had matured,' she said.
'‘No. The rest of them had gone.'

'Of course that's why.' She began to pack up, stgtke articles that
were within reach into the basket beside her, aadhtsat up, then
stood up and began to help her clear away. Shiegputorn dolly into
the glove compartment of the car and he asked,

'‘When we get to St. Edyth's what's there to see?'



'‘Nothing. But that's where it used to be. You cam the mark of the
foundations from an aeroplane.’

'Pity we don't have an aeroplane.’

'It's nice up there.' She didn't care where theytywand neither did he
she felt. She smiled and he said,

'You know the way?'

There had once been a house, built higher on th&he track they
took had once been concreted or flagstoned, besgmad roots had
split the surface and the whole was overgrown araven underfoot.

There were cows and sheep in the fields, but timeas must have
been brought by other routes because this roadetoltl farm was
untrodden. A five- barred gate couldn't be openedtiie grass
growing around it, so they climbed over, and thee lmbuse stood to
the left of the track, behind a rusting iron gadixed with the remains
of barbed wire.

It looked much the same as it had done for almestytears in
Philippa's memory, and probably long before thahe Tblind

windows and doors, the roof falling in. A shelltistill the shape of a
house.

She joked, 'If you want to get away from it ailrdis just the place for
you,' as Kern looked across. It was impressive nmagabre way. 'It
must have been a lovely old place once,' she '&itll suppose they
left it because it was so lonely and inconvenient.’

The track between the hedges ended here. Theyhaob a stile
into a field and Kern put a foot on the wooden stegd swung long
legs over the fence. 'Would you have left it foodd reasons?' he
asked.



She didn't have to stop to think. You could beassd in a house full
of people. 'No, | wouldn't,' she said. 'I'm sudenianage comfortably
enough with oil lamps and well water.'

He smiled at her, 'l wonder.' He reached from ttieeioside of the
fence to help her over, and she stepped on the sépn the fence
and swung round.

'‘One day,' she said, 'I'll have a house all oovts, with a stream, and
an oil lamp in the window; and if you come and knoa my door |
might make you a cup of tea.’

‘You'd better,' he said. He held her for a momerfioie he released
her, and his expression was enigmatic so that sisa'tssure if Kern
was smiling or not. Then he loosed her and sail)'Pé incredible.’

'l am?' Surpassing belief? Oh no, not her.
You," he said. 'How much farther up this hill?'

'‘We're nearly there.' They crossed a field, wallglgge to the ditch
and hedge, and went through a gate into anothidrthat formed a
small plateau in the hillside. "This is it," saidilippa.

There was no sign left for the naked eye, althdugim time to time
archaeologists dug into the faint discolourationatthaerial
photographs had revealed. But there had been eatrdigging and
sheep grazed placidly.

The view was rewarding, covering miles around, thieg picked out

places they recognised: churches, village gre@aglsrand houses.
Then Philippa pointed to a group of trees. "Thakisre the well was

supposed to be, although it isn't really a wek jist called Nun's
Well, that group of trees, and having climbed upehgu're entitled

to a wish.'



Kern burst out laughing. 'A wishing well withoutyawater?'
‘That's right,' said Philippa.

Under the trees it was shady. There was a smaiHsdsiped hollow
surrounded by grey irregular stones. The stonedbad where they
were now at least since the time of St. Edyth's iémy and as
nobody knew what they were, or why they were, tiey gone by the
name of Nun's Well for centuries.

Once Philippa had wished to grow up looking like imether, so that
didn't say much for the wishing well, but now slags'Close your
eyes and make your wish and never tell." She cldsdeyes,
laughing, and wished. It was nonsense, but the thishKern would
love her was so much a part of her now that it camey time she
closed her eyes.

When she opened them he was looking at her quliziaad she
said, 'You don't believe in wishing wells?' Theyrava joke and she
made a joke of it.

'Life's too short for wishing," he said. He had hably never sat
around wishing in his life; he would be impatienthwfolk who did.
But everyone wasn't master of their fate, and pyalisaid quietly,

‘How can you help wishing if you want somethingyweruch?' She
had wanted to look like her mother, and known #fr& never would,
but the wish that was in her now was so strong ithgave her a
challenging courage, so that she looked straighinatand hoped he
would understand what she meant. She wished for ¢t wanted
him. She wished with all her heart and soul thaivbald take her in
his arms and tell her he wanted her.

But he made no move towards her. He said, 'lf yaatvgomething
badly enough and you can pay the price, fair enoligiot—forget
it.



He wasn't rejecting her. She wouldn't considerfibred moment. She
smiled as she said, 'That sounds terribly cynical.'

'Practical,' he said. 'But | am a cynic, didn't ymow?'

There was no sentimentality in his books. The @eshad read had
been so uncompromisingly realistic that she hadndodhem
uncomfortable; although the public bought them thredcritics wrote
things like, 'The place to open Kern McCabe's tatesn a jet- plane
or a long distance train, because once you'veestagading you
won't be doing much else until you've reached dlsepage.’

She asked, "You mean you don't enjoy life or yon'tdoust people?’
and Kern grinned cheerfully.

'l enjoy life all right, but as for trusting peopteabout one in a
hundred.’

There was no reason why he shouldn't trust herlifdarvas an open
book, and a dull one. Anybody reading her life gtopuld soon put
it down. If | had anything to hide, she thoughtddhat was a crazy
notion, | shouldn't care to try to pull a fast areyou.

And then her thoughts raced ahead, running wiltdpbtier control.
Suppose Kern stopped trusting her, stopped beind. KSuppose,
instead of being safe and happy with him, there was between
them.

She shook her head, appalled at the nightmare heisimind had
taken, and shuddered as a sudden chill struckdmash and he asked,
‘What's the matter, love?'

'l think the grey sisters are walking early.' Shavared again. 'Let's
get back into the sunshine.’



He put an arm around her, and drew her from tHe tbpse of trees
to the sun-dappled plain, and she couldn't belid\s# she had
wondered for a black moment if they might ever caraar to hating

She could hardly take the corn dolly into a beaalpn and say, "Will
you fix my hair like this?' but in a way that wasat she did do,
changed her image from the old corn dolly to th&.ne

When she got home that night she put Kern's giftendressing table
and there it stood, gay and pretty, and every sheesaw it she had to
smile. Next morning she phoned a hairdresser's,thmtone her

mother used when she had her hair done locallyciwivasn't often,

but a salon with a rising reputation with the yowsag, and fixed an

appointment at once. Monday mornings were abousltekest time

of the week, so they were glad to see her, andaine out with a soft
curly perm, a bouncier, livelier style.

She knew how to make up, of course, but her cosncébice had
always been on the safe side. With her pale skanl&ld stuck to
pastels. This morning she went on a spending sprebhe cosmetic
counters of the town's largest store, asking advara the assistant
who looked nearest what she was aiming for.

She bought a coral lipstick and blusher, a moistuthat warmed her
skin with a faintly golden sheen, and new eye magke-u

‘You've got lovely eyes, haven't you?' said theste® with open
envy, and the colour of her eyes was something Rhdtppa had
inherited from her mother, but her mother's laslhege long and
dark, fringing her eyes. And so could Philippa'siith two coats of a
darker mascara.

She made up carefully, and when she got roundedovillage hall
Ellen and Lulu's expressions were as good as adrotimpplause.



They thought she looked smashing. They were wilduakher
hairstyle, which was simple enough, but combineti Wwer make-up,
and most of all with her glow of happiness, to agd to a
transformation.

She radiated animation, and a feel of beauty, goftin the first time
the two girls who had been working beside her fonths noticed the
grace in her lissom body, the gamine charm of theted face. It was
such an improvement that they both hit on the eagilan right away.

'Who's the man?' Lulu demanded, and Philippa ladighe
‘Wait and see.’

Kejn came to collect her, sitting in his car ousttle hall and giving
the collecting mothers something to talk aboutlippa had dashed
out as soon as he arrived and said, 'l won't bg.'lon

‘Take your time," he'd said, 'I'll see if | can i@ one who looks like
me.'

When the children had gone she went out again skeldda 'Did you
spot our Paddy?'

‘The ginger one? Not a handsome kid, is he?'
'l think he's sweet."'
‘That's all right, then.' He opened the car doohf.

‘Although,’ she pretended to sigh, 'he needs matehing than the
rest of them put together.’

'‘Good lad,' said Kern.

'‘Would you come and meet my friends?' she asketharshrugged.



'‘Sure.

She hadn't had much choice about that. Ellen ahdwere hovering
just inside the open door, and anyhow, Philippatedto say, 'This
Is Kern McCabe.' She was proud of him, and there s&l moments
when she couldn't believe what was happening to her

But it was real, and so were Ellen and Lulu's ieast Surprise at
first ... 'The Kern McCabe?' Lulu began, then giggled, Thel
wouldn't be two with that name, would there? You'ng husband's
favourite writer.'

‘That's good to know.' Kern's grin had a touch adamef. 'As he
seems to be a man who picks the best.' And Lulshigld and went on

giggling.

They were both immensely impressed. He talked,dokiéh them
and charmed them, and he certainly explained taegshin Philippa.
They watched the car drive off, Philippa's brigintg head level with
Kern's shoulder, and Ellen said, 'Lucky old Phiéipp

They loved their husbands, and wouldn't have swagpem for any
man alive, but Lulu nodded, wide- eyed and wisthnll agreed, '"You
can say that again.'

Tonight was the Indian restaurant, and in the bdidpa asked, ‘Wil
you take me home first so | can change?"Changewtiat?' The
Sorrels' house was on the outskirts of the villagegre the village
street became a lane. Kern turned off, into theedrand Philippa
looked down at her paint-daubed jeans.

'Into a girl,' she said.

‘You're girl enough for me, love.'



She smiled and snuggled against him. '"You do sayiitest things.'
She hoped that he meant it because she did, thaafall the men
she would ever want. But she couldn't have sdightly as he had.
Her voice would have been husky and serious, aaidwbuld have
been too big a risk to take.

The evening was a success. She had put on haegtelttess and felt
as fascinating as any woman in the restaurant. Kexd her hair. He
said so. 'Your new hairstyle suits you.'

'Recognise it?' She leaned across the table, fdgmgacross two
great plates of curry and a fat guttering candlee 'new corn dolly.'

'Of course,' he said. 'But it looks better on you.'

When he brought her home she suggested that heicdone coffee,
although she understood when he said he'd betteHeomight do
some work tonight when he got home, in any caskauketo be up
early. But she held her breath until he asked, Wihe | see you
again?'

‘Any time,' she said.

Life went on getting better. She was spending almatisher spare
time with Kern now. They went to theatres, filntsey ate in all sorts
of places. Almost every afternoon Kern either metrr Hrom
play-school or collected her from home.

Once she overheard Lulu say to Ellen, 'She's rdihieg in his
pocket, isn't she?' and Ellen replied,

'‘Not a bad place to live, if you ask me." And thvais funny because
only a couple of days before Kern had been goingpupondon on
business, and Philippa had joked,

‘How about putting me in your pocket?'



'‘Why not?' Kern had said, and so she had gone dnthe ride.

They had taken the motorway, and Philippa had gbogping and to
an exhibition at the Tate, and met him afterwaftiey had been late
getting home that night, driving back under thesstand hearing her
friends she could have told them that it was seancksafe in Kern's
pocket, and there was nowhere she would rathdrdredlose to him.

This relationship had changed her life, filling kazy with promise
so that she woke each morning as excited as odhclutl birthdays,
before she had realised that all the presentstdrdean that anybody
loved her. Each day she thought—today he mightrtelhe loves me
and he wants me.

He must want her, because he made undemandingtdovesr,
touching her gently, stroking her cheek, her Hagsing her; which
was wonderfully comforting and reassuring, althoagh longed for
more. She ached for him to sweep her off her fieétcarry her to the
heights. If he would only show her, help her, shevk that she could
love him as she dreamed of loving.

If he was considering her reputation he need neoe Haothered,
because nobody gave them the benefit of the déidrh McCabe
was very much a man of the world, and he and Riali®orrel were
nearly inseparable these days, and everyone whav KKern
presumed they were having an affair.

Even Lulu and Ellen thought it possible, and Kerinisnds and
acquaintances tossed the gossip around. 'Have gaund Kern
McCabe's got a new girl? Is that why Lilias Stdnotsoff to the
Bahamas?'

When it reached Philip and Fleur at their holidagelway Fleur
laughed. She was getting ready for an evening maititing each
eyelash separately, a study of absorption, whelpRiame into the
bedroom looking puzzled and slightly perturbed.



He stood behind her and said, 'l've just had a @lwafi from Jack.'

Jack Egan was the agent of the Sorrel estate, amiga went on
with her eyelashes. 'Don't tell me something tines's happened.
Surely Jack can cope.'

'‘Not with this," said Philip. 'It's Philippa. Jaskys she's off all the
time with Kern McCabe.'

‘What}' That was when Fleur laughed, taking care not itok dher
eyes but laughing merrily. 'He must be joking.'

'‘He wasn't.' Philip hadn't taken McCabe for a md&o would have
given Philippa a second glance. 'Of course shesmdaaring enough
child, but | can't see McCabe falling for her. btight he was
supposed to be a confirmed bachelor.’

Fleur took up her mascara brush again. 'He idédesn him and Lilias
Storr the fashion writer for the past twelve montbise was supposed
to be coming to the party, but she flew off somenstie

They both thought about that. Philip said, 'Thenswshe flies back
the better, but why choose Philippa to amuse hima#l while she's
away?'

Fleur said slowly, 'He might find Philippa a retnesy change for a
while. Lilias has got everything going for her asite knows what
she's worth, but he could have Philippa eatingadutis hand, and
that could be amusing for him while the poor cltilshks she's falling
in love.'

Philip swore. 'And then what happens?'

'He walks out on her, of course, more than likedgkoto Lilias, and
we're left with the pieces.’



The prospect of Philippa needing care and chegsappalled them.
Fleur said, in the trembling tones she used scw@ffdy in her work,
'l won't have her heart- broken. She's my daugrtdrl love her very
much. This is like putting her in a cage and expegcher to tame a
tiger.'

Philip paced the room, asking, 'So what the helvdado?"

'‘Get her on the phone,' said Fleur promptly.tdlk to her." And she
had to sit still for a few minutes before her haras$ steady enough to
finish her eyelashes...

Philippa and Kern were playing Scrabble when thenghcall came
through. They were in the drawing room of the Sefrdeome, and
Philippa was consulting a dictionary to prove th&es no such word
as leno. She went across and lifted the receiwigasped, ‘Mother!

Fleur wasted no time. 'Philip's just been talkinggdmeone at home
and we're very worried. What kind of a fool are yetting Kern
McCabe make of you?'

'‘Kern?' Philippa croaked, and by then he was bdwde'He's here,’
she whispered. She heard her mother say,

'You speak to him," and she handed Kern the receive
'It's my parents,’ she said needlessly.

‘Yes,' said Kern into the receiver. Philippa cotildear what her
father was saying, but she knew from Kern's relpht he must have
demanded, 'What's going on?"

‘What did you hear was going on?'

Kern's voice was flat, but her father's voice reseshrilly that it
reached Philippa, although Kern had the receivaigear. 'Why are



you trailing Philippa around with you? For God'kesanan, she's not
your type. What's the game?'

Philippa felt her body stiffen as though she wassiteg against a
blow, and then Kern said 'lt's no game. | wanttbenarry me.'

He put down the receiver on its cradle, cuttingdbenection and she
stared, dazed, not believing what she had hearel.s&id through
unsteady lips, 'Why did you say that? You didn'antet.’

But he never said what he didn't mean, and nowstespid, 'Please,
will you marry me?'



CHAPTER FOUR
PHILIPPA said, 'Of courséll marry you, but why?'

Kern didn't seem a marrying man, but after onlgéweeks, during
which they had been loving companions but not IsMee was asking
her to marry him. 'Because I'm in love with yo'daid.

She was in his arms, he had never said that befodeshe felt joy so
piercing that it was a pain in her heart that ntaelebite on her lip and
close her eyes. Kern said, 'All right, I'm no alpting, but I'm a good
provider, and you could get used to my face.’

He made her laugh. She touched his temples witlifggertips and
ran her fingers through the red hair that grewngtrand springily. 'l
am used to it,' she said. 'l like it. Will you péeskiss me?'

The kiss sent her senses spinning, so that aftésvae clung to him
for dear life, and buried her head against his klesu'And you're
sure that marriage will be a good idea?' she wheshe

'I'm sure,' he said, 'that you suit me very well.’

She did. She would. There would be no way in wkihey did not suit
each other. 'And you suit me." She traced the laoesss his brow.
'‘Face and all.' He grinned at her,

'l got those early. I'm younger than | look, knaxakion thirty,
although | suppose that sounds ancient to you.'

'I'm knocking on twenty myself, but | often used#el around fifty,

so dates don't have much to do with it." Her mod#ret father were
proof of that, and she remembered them with a paihganic.

‘Tuesday week, to be exact,' she said. 'That'sirthday.'



She hoped he would say, 'How about getting maraadyour
birthday?' and when he did she asked,

'‘Could we? As soon as that?'
‘Sooner, if we put our minds to it.'

She would have liked to run away tonight and coaekbmarried and
then she could have faced anyone and anythingoBoburse that
was out of the question. 'Yes,' she said, 'on midbay.'

It seemed incredible that they were discussing ia@ger and so
calmly. They went back to the Scrabble and Philiyoaldn't have
been all that surprised if Kern had picked up laisis again, but he
didn't. He put an arm around her, as they sat ersédittee, and she
cuddled up as she had done lot of times beforethimitime he said,
'‘Where do you want to go for a honeymoon?"

'l don't mind. Anywhere.' It wouldn't matter whese long as they
were alone together. A honeymoon would be Kermjotildn't be a
place. The view from the window wouldn't matteustput me in
your pocket,' she said, and he turned her face igsywamiling at her.

The phone rang again, and she almost jumped dwgragkin, out of
his arms. 'It's them! My mother and father.'

‘Very likely." He got up, but Philippa hurried d®ugh the ringing
was hurting her head. She didn't want them to spedi«ern, and

when her mother's voice came through she madelhemsée at him

while Fleur was demanding, 'What is all this nosg&hKern hasn't
asked you to marry him, has he?'

'Yes,' said Philippa.

'When?'



‘Just now.'
'He's joking.'
‘No,' said Philippa.

‘Now look, darling,' Philippa was being acidly reaable. 'Don't take
it seriously, because he has a very odd sensenobinuhas McCabe.
Ten years ago I'd have thought he was seducindpyquomising to
marry you, but these days it's got to be a jokkeashe's casting you
as a character in his next book.'

'l never thought of that,' said Philippa. She betgaaugh, and Fleur
said,

'So don't rush around spreading the news, we damt you made a
laughing-stock.' She paused for a mom&ae you laughing?'

'‘No.' But the things her mother was suggesting wengdiculous that
it was an effort to keep down the giggles, and geshshe was
slightly hysterical, the speed at which things wa@/ing. She said,
'‘Don't worry, Mother, | can always sue him, eittier breach of
promise or libel,’ and Kern's astonished expressemt her into
further giggles so that she could hardly gasp'Baty't worry,' again.
She added quickly, 'l promise you everything isngaio be fine, |
hope you're having a lovely holiday, goodbye nawtl hung up.

'‘Didn't you know,' said Kern, 'they've scrappedabheof promise?
And what's this about libel?'

‘My mother thinks you might be leading me on to aseopy in your
next book.'

He said quietly, 'Stupid bitch," and then, 'Soloye, but how did a
couple like that get a daughter like you?'



She said gaily, 'That's what lots of folk have wersdl,' and all the
years of feeling a disappointment, something naequp to standard,
slipped away as though she had stepped out ol-ttinlg garment.

‘This honeymoon,' said Kern, 'where are we going?'

They went round the world in the next hour or twopping from
place to place, and, as Kern had spent a goodspaofi the last ten
years doing just that, he provided a run-down owaathges and
disadvantages.

Philippa had had a few holidays abroad, but asshply didn't care
whether they stayed in England or rocketed to themat the end she
was still saying, 'Sounds lovely' or, 'Not theheert.'

'So where?' he said, with the clock well past ngtni

‘I don't know. You choose somewhere, and don'ttelwhere we're
going, surprise me.’

Kern's eyes crinkled with amusement. 'All right/@og as you don't
tell everybody that's what you're expecting on lyom@on—a
surprise.’

She leaned against him, laughing against his cheskear, and he
kissed her eyelids and nose, and then her moutthanbips parted
and they clung together with rising urgency ungildrew back a little
and said, 'lI'd better go, it's getting late.'

He got up, still holding her, and she faltered;idh you didn't have to
go.'

'So do |, but--' he shrugged, and she knew allrgfasons why he
should, but when they parted it would be tomorrafoke they saw
each other again, and she was afraid of tomorrtw sRivered in his
arms and he asked, 'What's frightening you? Noffon&od's sake?'



'No. Tomorrow.'
'What about tomorrow?"
‘Things might change.’

He didn't kiss her again, making love to her st iea senses became
more clamorous than her doubts could ever be. ddske spoke
quietly, holding her gently, telling her, 'Nothirggoing to change.’

You have more self-control than I, she thoughauld lose my head,
let my feelings take over, but you're not even trkeng.

‘Anyway," he said, 'it is tomorrow, and this mogniwe'll get your
ring. Then wave that at them and tell them to mihdir own
business. I'll be around just after nine.’

'‘Don't you work in the mornings?' As she asked hleagrinned at her
and she smiled wryly at herself.

‘You're the kind of wife every writer should havsg' teased her. He
ruffled her hair, and for a moment they were fuggkther again, but
before Philippa could wind her arms around his néek had
steppedaway. 'I'll see myself out. You stay righeve you are, and
don't move until you hear that car start up.’

She stared, puzzled. 'Why?'

'‘Have a heart, love, I'm only human.' It was flatig to pretend that if
she had clung to him she could have kept him terat wasn't true.
He was going, no matter how much she wanted histap. But he
would be back in a few hours' time to put a ringhenfinger.

She called after him, 'I've only your word for thand he turned in
the doorway, frowning,



'For what?'
‘That you're only human.' He burst out laughing,
'‘Don't push your luck,' he said.

She went to the window and watched the car go,rélae lights
dwindling and then vanishing in the curve of theelrand she wasn't
smiling any more. Kern had asked her to marry kewas buying
her a ring tomorrow, today, and when she was wegahis ring
everyone would know that it wasn't a joke.

Surely her mother and father would be happy. Theyted her
married, and on every score Kern was streets atfdadimund. They
would be hard pressed to find a more eligible selaw. They
should be delirious with delight, the first timeilfjpa had won a
prize worth having.

That was how she felt, like the unknown extra awdrihe West End
starring role, the down-and-out with a record powsia. She still
couldn't believe it, but so long as she stayedis toom she could
look at the phone on the small table by the wadl tank— he asked
me to marry him as we stood there, we sat on dissand planned a
honeymoon, just here he said he would come for tnména o'clock
and buy me a ring.

But if she went into the dark hall, and up to héerg room, the
doubts might crowd in on her. She had always béemean this
house, and she was scared to go to bed becauseslin't sleep.
She would toss in the darkness between rapturagmeéhension, not
absolutely sure what was happening because nathimgy life, until
she met Kern, had given her reason to believeatiaine could meet
her and within three weeks decide they wanted émdhe rest of
their lives with her. Much less a man with his boless horizons.



While he was with her she could believe that heetband wanted
her, but now she was alone with no one to reagsr¢éhat she was
lovable, and every room in this house full of mele®that she was
not.

She sat down again, on the sofa, the atlas of tr&lwon the rug at
her feet. They had turned the pages seeking a hwway spot, and
she wished now that she had chosen, so that atheasvould have
been tangible. She could have told herself, "Thathiere we shall go
when we're married. We shall travel together thd3at they had
named nowhere, it was still all in dreams.

She looked down at her small capable hands, thepgmtished nails
cut short enough to divide squirming, squabblindgdcen without

risking a broken nail or a scratched child, aneldiio imagine a ring
on her finger.

But there was no ring yet, and she pressed thedfdelr hand to her
mouth, a reaction setting in that felt like rejeati Because why
should Kern McCabe, who was famous and rich andyadttactive,
chooseher? What did she have that the others lacked? There v
only one Kern McCabe, but you could walk througly smwn and
pass countless girls who measured up to PhilippeelS@he small
ways in which she was different weren't nearly goto enslave a
man like him.

A man like him, a girl like her. It wasn't on. Nf@r marriage, a
lifetime's commitment. She was rapidly slipping laato the
insecurity she had been reared with, so that wikeptone rang and
she picked it up and heard Kern's voice askirdidh't wake you, did
[?" it was no comfort at all.

'‘No.' He must have phoned her as soon as he gat.neéenhad had
ten quiet miles for thinking. 'Have you changed ryoind?' she
asked.



'Have you?' he chuckled. 'Before you answer thap-tyy jilting me
and I'll put you in a book, and that's a threat,anpromise.’

'You—you didn't—you didn't ring me up to say...'
His voice was quick and concerned. 'What's theerfatt

Tears were on Philippa's cheeks. She sniffed ammrsered, 'I'm
sorry, but I've been sitting here and thinking duld be different
tomorrow. | suppose it's the reaction or somethimg surprise, it was
a__l

‘A shock?' She wondered if he was smiling. Whelteewas or not,
the room wasn't empty any more. She could feesttength and the
warmth of him close to her. 'Sorry," he said, Itwg known from that
first night. I thought you had.'

'I've known | loved you,' she said simply. 'Buteafiyou'd gone |
thought—why should he want to marry me?"'

'So did I," he said. 'Why should | be so luckydught.'
'‘Honestly?"
'So | rang to warn you against welshing on me.’

'I'm glad you did." She was smiling now, cradlifg treceiver as
though her touch as well as her voice could reach 'hwas feeling
lonely.'

'So long as I'm in the world you'll never be alohe, said, and she
knew then that it was all right. She believed that.

'l love you,' she said.



'l love you. Sleep well. Goodnight." She heardftiet click and put
down the phone, then she turned out the lightsvemit upstairs.
Through the windows the stars shone like diamondsblack sky.

She remembered before she woke. Perhaps her Eamindvas of
Kern, or perhaps all her dreams were, because ske smiling and
so happy that everything seemed to be glitterihg. [8inked into the
pale sunshine streaming through her bedroom wintteem, rolled on
to one elbow to check the time on the bedside clock

Eight o'clock! Wasn't that splendid timing? She laadhole hour.
She needn't panic, she could spread getting dresskdreakfasting
so that it lasted until Kern came.

She had no doubts at all this morning. It was atithiracle that Kern
should have fallen for her as deeply as she h&hfédr him, but he
had, and that was all that mattered.

He arrived just after nine o'clock and Philippa tweut to him. '‘Have

you had your breakfast?' she asked, because hedaskthough he
might have been rushing. He was smoothly shaverhibithair was

dishevelled, and he was wearing an olive greentewaeide out. 'If

you haven't,’ she offered, 'shall | get you some?'

‘Thanks, love, but | don't eat breakfast. Justemffand I've had
enough of that to be going on with.' He had ther@pen for her, but
she didn't get in. She said,

'l didn't know that. We've got a lot to find outoaib each other.’
Kern grinned at her. '‘Don't worry. If you marry tfieforgive you.'

‘Thank you very much. You don't think there's amgho forgive.
Watch out that you're not taking on more than yarghin for." She
laughed at him, and he caught her wrist and piil&ddown into the
seat beside him, and kissed her hard and hundigylips bruising



against hers. Afterwards she clung to him, feethrggbeating of his
heart.

'‘Happy?' he asked her.

'‘Doesn't happiness show?' she said huskily. 'Tlyd ¥esel today you
should be rubbing your eyes when you look at me."'

'l am," he said. 'lt won't be easy finding a riagrtatch you.'

'l love you,' she said. With a little practice sheuld be able to tell
him why and how much, but now she said, 'l love,yand each time
she said it she meant it more.

‘Then let's get that ring.'

She checked him, her fingers covering his on tingian key, and
asked mischievously, 'Are you wearing your sweatside out for
luck, or is it supposed to be reversible?'

He glanced down at himself. 'Strewth! If | go istgewellers like this
we won't get out with a box, let alone a ring.' péled the sweater
over his head, and dragged it on again, right sidehis time. Then
he looked at himself in the little mirror of the gs&nger seat
eyeshield, leaning across her and wincing at iiet.siYou wouldn't
have a comb on you?'

Philippa took a comb from her handbag and he maglgck stab at
smoothing down his hair. Then he said, 'We migkieha wait till the
banks open. | wouldn't take a cheque for more teanquid from
anybody looking like me this morning.'

‘All right,' she said. 'We'll window-shop a while.'

But there was no need. They went into the bestljersein town
where they were greeted and treated with everyemtsKern



McCabe always was, wherever he went. Even thosedramd know

him from Adam knew that he carried weight. He goicl service

everywhere. No one jostled him in the streets. ¢hisques were
accepted, and even those who didn't recognisaeghatare knew the
account would be met.

The other customers in the shop, three middle-agmaien, were
choosing something for a silver wedding gift, “ucided between a
small round tray, prettily chased, and a posy holde

Twenty-five years, thought Philippa. Not everyonactees a silver
wedding these days. Twenty-five years is a long wago. Kern

touched her arm, and she looked at him and suspkete/as reading
her thoughts. She wanted him to say, 'We'll makebut he said
nothing, and then the assistant who had come t¢ tinexa asked,

'‘Can | show you something, sir?' breaking intolggtdeed beam when
Kern said,

'‘Engagement rings.'

'‘Congratulations,’ said the assistant, and as engagts usually
represented a good sale he meant that sincerely.

Philippa sat on a little white stool topped in @nmon velvet, while
trays of rings were placed on the glass-toppecthbfore her. She
had no idea what kind of ring she wanted, and as as the assistant
realised there might be no ceiling price on thise #awvas suggested
that they could view in more privacy and comfortthve manager's
office. From then on the rings became steadily nsptendid.

At last, with a diamond on her finger that neadgched her knuckle,
Philippa said, 'It's a bit Buffi Orpington.' NoahEdmund could have
afforded a ring like this, but on her hand it didok fussy,
overdressed, and Kern smiled at her,



‘The Buff Orpingtons are the last thing we wartte 8/ished they had
gone to a small shop, or browsed among the antidugshere she
was, and of course she could find a ring among fhigastic
selection.

The trouble was there was so many of them thatbhest begged,
'‘Choose one for me,' to Kern. Then she remembératdshe had
already asked him to choose where they went fondneymoon, and
he might begin to wonder if she had a mind of lvem at all. She had,
guite a practical mind, but this place was an Aladdcave, and she
was spoiled for choice.

'‘Suppose we narrow the field?' Kern suggestedt ¢®ing to be
diamonds?'

'Please.' She had decided that far, and by elimm#tey brought the
choice down until she was left with three. Theyevall so beautiful
that she sighed, trying on first one and then arp#nd Kern said,

‘Take your time, you've got to live with it fordif

And with you, she thought, and tears of sheer mggs came into her
eyes, so that the ring on her finger swam in rambolours and she
said, 'I'll have this one, please.' She took off timg and placed it

down, and the men all looked at the ring and thakeder a chance to
blink the tears away quickly. She didn't want termea complete

idiot, and as Kern picked up the ring she knew ithats the one she
wanted, out of the whole shopful.

It was a triangular-cut diamond in a modern setdind she could live
happily with it for life. It was the most beautiftiling she had ever
had, and this was the most beautiful day.

As Kern signed the cheque the manager said wiilkfaetion, 'l
thought | recognised you, sir, is Kern McCabe." There were
photographs on the back of books, occasional @stur newspapers



and magazines, and Kern moved around. 'May | say imoch |
enjoy your books?' said the manager, and got ittl@ duip about a
crooked diamond merchant in one of them.

Kern thanked him, and he and Philippa were contad again, this
time with a hearty handshake. 'Please accept aytest wishes for
your future happiness, Mr. McCabe and Miss--?"

‘Sorrel," Philippa gave her name, and the managey,was well up
on local notables, repeated it after her, makirggqtiestion.

'‘Miss Sorrel?'
'Fleur Sorrel is my mother,' she said.

For the first time there was no reflex of astonistent.*She was a
different type from her mother, but she was théfgirwhom Kern
McCabe had been ready to buy the best ring inlibe.sShe was a
glowing girl, and very pretty, the manager thougimd Philippa
could have kissed him. He didn't know how wondeitfuwlas to admit
to someone that you were Fleur Sorrel's daughtérnat be made to
feel you should apologise for disappointing them.

Philippa and Kern had lunch in a country pub, befoe drove her
round to the play-school and arranged to collectioen there at the
end of the afternoon session.

Ellen and Lulu were stepping quietly around theinelsent figures of
children who were supposed to be taking a shotrtafesy lunch, and
as Philippa walked in they smiled across at hee. I&ftkoned them
into the little side-room that was used for hats eodts, and when
they had both followed her she said, 'I've got sam&s for you. I'm
getting married!

They gasped, and still gasping, Lulu croaked, K&rmn?"



'Of course.' Who else? It was Kern or nobody falipiba and always
would be, but they both seemed at a loss for wosdsling and
floundering, looking at each other and back at ipal, still
dumb-struck.

'Never,'said Ellen at last, and then, 'Hevonder- full'

'It's that all right,” said Philippa, and suddenhey were both
gabbling at once, telling her how thrilled they wehow happy for
her.

‘You've been a different girl since you met hinmd d&oth Lulu and
Ellen thought the new Phillipa was a knockout, 'gash, this is a
surprise. How long have you known each other?'

They knew, but when she said, 'Three weeks," thakeld groggy all
over again.

'‘And he's asked you to marry him in only three ve&élvailed Ellen.
'It took Bill nearer three years to get round tkimg me. And then he
didn't really propose. He asked what | wanted forismas and | told
him—yourring, you've got a ring!" She grabbed Philippa's hardi a
the ring on her third finger silenced them. Thegpkied at it in
wonder.

'Oh, it is so beautiful," Lulu whispered, almostarently. 'Oh, you
are lucky. Have you fixed when you're getting nmed#'

‘A week on Tuesday.'

‘You're not wasting much time, are you?' Ellen tgdg 'Grabbing

him before he has second thoughts?' Then she loakbdrrassed.
‘Not that he would, of course, | don't mean thatsoh, | think it's

terribly exciting!'



She thought that Philippa was lucky, and she thotigat Kern
McCabemightchange his mind, although she had been jokingl Bl
know differently, thought Philippa.

The children spotted her ring. They said it waglgwand had it come
out of a cracker because often great big shinysraid, and Philippa
wondered what they would have made of some ofitigs ishe had
turned down. This was modest by comparison, but elegant
modern design made her hands seem more gracefulffingers
shapelier. The ring on her finger gave her wingsienheels so that
she floated through the next couple of hours, uhélblare of a car
hooter in the road outside brought her down taheart

She recognised the hooter and Lulu, who had lodkeough a
window to see who was there, said, 'lt's your mothdidn't know
they were due back.'

‘They weren't for another week,' said Philippa. Myvs must have
brought them. Do you mind if | run?'

She did run. This was the first time her parentslbaher affect their
timetable, and that imperious horn hooting didolirsl encouraging.
Fleur took her finger off the buzzer when Philigaane out, and that
was the only concession she did make. There waseatt a token
smile. She asked, 'What have you done to your 'resrhilippa got
into the car, and Philippa said quickly,

‘This is a surprise—I wasn't expecting you.'

'‘Weren't you?' Fleur started up the car, did apshiaree-point turn
and headed for home. Then she demanded, 'What waue
expecting? That we should forget last night's phzaiks for the next
six days?'

‘Maybe,' Philippa murmured, but Fleur didn't héweatt



'l have to talk to you,' she said. But she wastking yet. She was
driving over the speed limit for the village streftrtunately there
was little about, and she swung into the drive mgkhe car squeal.

'Did you both come back?' Philippa asked meekly.
‘No,"' said Fleur.

Of course not. If Philippa was making a fool of dedf her mother
would consider herself quite capable of copingvds obvious she
hadn't dashed back to share Philippa's happinadsthat a night's
sleep hadn't changed the Sorrels' antagonism dgkers as a
son-in-law. Although Philippa found that inexplitabshe knew her
mother was here to cause trouble.

Fleur had always been able to make Philippa criigjee had a
merciless tongue when provoked, and Philippa renmeeedb the
sinking feeling that used to come over her whenrhether's lips
thinned as they were thinning now. Fleur had stdphe car in front
of the house and turned to look at Philippa withatth
how-did-I-get-a-daughter-like-this look. Then, withautword, she
opened the door and swung her long legs out atdhewalking with
her fast stride in through the front door.

She expected Philippa to hurry after her, and Bjpaliremembered
the sinking feeling. But that was all it was, a noeyn Three weeks
ago she would have been scrambling out of thadmaigoing at a fast
trot after her mother, anxious not to aggravateteder her failing

was this time.

By now she followed at a reasonable pace, andwadthehe wasn't
looking forward to the hour ahead she knew thatingtFleur could
say could cut her down. She was so strong andaswéhappy that
nothing could destroy her.



Fleur had gone into the small drawing room, thengwoom of the
house. When Philippa reached her she was sittrageful as ever, in
one of the deep comfortable chairs, her head baainst the
cushions, her eyes closed. She looked tired, aitipghasked, 'Can
| get you some tea? Or a drink?'

With eyes still closed Fleur said, 'The tea shdagddhere, | told Mrs.
Jarvis I'd only be five minutes,' and right on ¢he housekeeper
came in with a tray of Fleur's own china tea.

The phone call that Mrs. Sorrel was to be met atdinport hadn't
surprised the household staff, madam was alwayisidasere and
there. But as soon as she had arrived she hadoffaioecollect Miss
Philippa and from her expression the change inigfial that
everybody had noticed was not to madam's liking.

The housekeeper gave Philippa an encouraging smilPhilippa
came forward to pour out the tea, and as sheheftaom she heard
Fleur say grimly, 'Now then, about Kern McCabed amas pleased to
see that Philippa went on pouring with a steadydhan

‘How did it start?' Fleur demanded. 'When did yaetrhim?"'

‘At the party.' Philippa added the thin slice ohten and offered her
mother the cup. 'Don't you remember, you introducet

'Of course | remember.' But that was only threeksegyo. Although
with a man like McCabe and a girl like PhilippaMas long enough
for Philippa to be swept off her feet. 'He's beaking you around
ever since?'

'Yes.'

Fleur sipped her tea. She needed it. She felt jafted her journey
and she wasn't enjoying this. She could have shBkéippa for not
showing more sense, but she had to admit it w&élippa's fault;



and Fleur, who had hurt Philippa consciously andouasciously
times without number, was genuinely concerned éomow. 'And of
course,' said Fleur, 'you think you're in love vwhim.'

‘Yes,' said Philippa, her voice quiet, although sfa@ted to shout it
from the housetop.

‘That | can understand.' Fleur gestured wearilyh wite hand that
wasn't holding the teacup. 'He's quite a man, asl frobably had
more women than you've had hot dinners.'

Philippa began to smile and Fleur coloured angfigilippa had
never laughed at her before. She said terselyhapemot. Up to now
he's gone for quality rather than quantity. Ona tne.'

'l don't want to hear,' said Philippa. Of course &hew there had
been other women before her, but she could do witholist of
names.

'I'm sure you don't,’ said Fleur, and sighed, ardtwon relentlessly,
‘for the last twelve months it's been Lilias StdiWhen there was no
reaction from Philippa she sighed again, less mpathy this time
than exasperation, 'Lilias Storr the fashion writSurely you've
heard of her?'

'‘Oh yes.' Philippa remembered a magazine pictuitekaaw that she
might have had a rival who was almost as beawsduier mother.

'If she hadn't been abroad,' Fleur stressed, 'ehg&lbeen at the party
with him, and when she does come back, darlingt ai@nce do you
think you're going to stand?'

Every chance, thought Philippa, but her mother toeksilence for
uncertainty and said, 'l don't know why he asked twmarry him
last night. Perhaps Philip put his back up, askimgwhat the game
was. | don't know, but of course he doesn't mego tinrough with it,



and we don't want you breaking up when you redhs¢, because
that would be very silly, wouldn't it?'

Fleur Sorrel's lovely voice was husky. She meanatwdhe was
saying. It would be quite dreadful if Philippa slibgo to pieces,
have a nervous breakdown, but by taking Philippgk lbath her for a
holi-day, away from Kern McCabe, Fleur hoped to idvithat
calamity.

This was all so ridiculous, and if she hadn't haat tovely part in
Kern's play, that she hoped would lead to more foyarts, she
would have told him exactly what she thought of h\ot that he did
the casting, but he might have some say in theemaind in any case
it would be undignified to start a slanging match.

'‘Men," said Fleur sanctimoniously, 'are so selfidey never think
about anyone but themselves." She gave her daugefirst
woman-to-woman look she had ever directed at hedajfdern's
going to be wondering how to explain that he's gledrhis mind.’

'l don't think so,' said Philippa. 'But he'll bdlicey at the scout hut to
collect me in half an hour, then he'll come rouedehand then we'll
see if he's changed his mind since this morning.'

*You saw him this morning?' That surprised Fleur.

‘When he bought me this.' Philippa held out hedhard Fleur's eyes
went very wide. She hadn't seen the ring till tredrg hadn't thought
to look for one, but from the white fire of the s&oher glance went
over Philippa again. She had noticed the new ly&rstind she had
looked at Philippa, but now she really looked aad $she change.
There was colour, a soft- textured radiance, a witdnappiness. She
was pretty, more than pretty, and although Flewvkrthat quite

ordinary girls could blossom amazingly when theyeva love she

hadn't expected this.



She was dumbfounded. That ring must have cost abbdtarn
McCabe must actually be intending to marry' Phédipand that took
Fleur's breath away, and frightened her so thatafonoment her
flawless face looked haggard and Philippa pleatfex; wanted me
to get married, didn't you? You'd have settled,Edmund, so why
aren't you happy about Kern?'

'Edmund, yes.' The teacup was rattling on the saare Fleur put it
down, almost missing the table as she didn't lotler& she was
putting it. '‘Because we want you to marry a man'wy®a hope of
holding longer than six months.'

That sounded brutal, but it was for Philippa's saltee had to be
shocked into facing facts. But Philippa only smjled

'Six months is better than nothing,' she said.d$ wo use trying to
explain to her mother that she and Kern would lgetteer as long as
they lived, and so long as Kern was in the world wsfould never be
lonely again.

There was a tap on the door and Mrs. Jarvis steppedather
apprehensively, to say that there were a coupla fite Chronicle
asking if they could see Miss Sorrel.

‘Not now,' said Fleur wearily. 'Ask them to ringgia Explain that I've
just flown in and I'm dead beat.’

'It's Miss Philippa they're asking for." Mrs. Jartiad also taken it for
granted that it was Fleur, and had corrected thersgMrs. Sorrel,
you mean.’

‘Mrs. Sorrel's daughter,' she had been told, addokean too startled
to ask,

‘What do you want her for?' Now she waited to food.



'‘Ohno,you haven't notified the press?' Fleur wailedeA$ieeing the
ring she shouldn't have been surprised that thdyreede an official
announcement, but she didn't want the press araatidshe had
done a great deal more talking to Philippa.

'‘Not me," said Philippa cheerfully. 'But Kern wasagnised at the
jewellers this morning.'

Mrs. Jarvis cottoned on, spotting the ring, andtisigito smile until
Fleur groaned, 'Tell them Miss Philippa isn't atrieo

'‘No, I'll see them," said Philippa. Mrs. Sorrel rdays given the
orders, but this time it was Philippa who was imtcol. Mrs. Jarvis
hesitated, and Fleur put her fingertips over ha&asdpr a moment,
calming herself, breathed deeply a couple of tiames then nodded
slowly.

In the few moments mother and daughter were aldear Fsaid
caustically, 'Don't say any more than you havaust smile, and be
thankful it's the small league and not the natisn@ihe Chronicle
aren't going to ask how you got him away from Islitorr.’

It would be dreadful if they should ask her anythlike that, and she
gripped her fingers tightly together, and prayedt tdkern would
hurry up, and wished belatedly that she had let Nasvis deliver her
mother's message.

But it was quite a pleasant interview. The girl agpr and the
photographer were here for a romance story, thess’s daughter
and the best-selling writer; with the backgrounthas lovely country
house, and Fleur Sorrel soon appearing in one oh KécCabe's

plays.

Fleur, looking pensive but ravishing, said thateed it was a
surprise, but Philippa's happiness was all hempaieared about; and
when Kern arrived he said all the right things, luding the



announcement that they were getting married ongdplails twentieth
birthday.

Fleur almost dropped her glass when she heard3hathad opened a
bottle of non-vintage champagne for the photographs, also to
keep the press happy. T@aroniclewas a small local paper, but thei
entertainments section always did her proud. Newvd¢porter looked
at Fleur in dewy-eyed admiration. 'You and your daumsl can
certainly give them the recipe for a’happy marrjddes. Sorrel,' she
said; and Fleur smiled sweetly,

‘Yes, | think we could do that," and hoped thatone else saw the
irony in Kern McCabe's expression.

He jvas taking Philippa out that evening. After ttvess had left
Philippa went to change and Kern and Fleur wered®ine. 'Kern
darling,’ she shrugged delicately, 'don't you thydu're rather
rushing things? Marriage is still supposed to bdoag-term
arrangement, you know.'

'‘As yours has been?' he said cynically, and besbeshad decided
how to answer that he said, "Tuesday week. | hopeapnd Philip will
find the time to come along.'

He was absolutely decisive, no arguments, no hiesitaand Fleur
Sorrel knew there was no chance at all that he dvagree to
postpone the wedding.

When Philippa and Kern had gone she put in a caPPhilip and
paced the house until it came through. As soonhdg Bpoke she
said, 'They're getting married on the twenty-eigiftthis month," and
went on talking over his exclamations of surpriBjlippa’s blown
her mind, of course. She's starry-eyed and actuatiiking quite
pretty, but of course she doesn't know what's ahead



It seemed to Philip that this was turning out sisrpgly well. 'l don't
know, Philippa won't ask for much. It could--'

'‘Philippa might not expect too much from life,'ds&leur waspishly,
'‘but Kern McCabe always has. | told her she wotlla‘able to hold
him longer than six months, but she wouldn't listéime simply didn't
believe me.'

‘Can we stop her?'
'‘No, we can't, and it goes without saying that ae'tcstop McCabe.'

'‘But if he really wants to marry her he must bedfofher.' Philip still
had hope, and Fleur spoke simply, without dramaftse was not
acting. She was truly fearful for Philippa's future

'‘Right now | think he's infatuated with her—strangleings have
happened. | told her | didn't think it would lasinger than six
months, but I'm telling you that I think she'll leky if it outlasts the
honeymoon. And can you see Kern McCabe hangingndrau
woman who bores him?'



CHAPTER FIVE

THIS was her wedding day. Philippa woke early, andaswere at
last. Her birthday which had never meant much,lerdvedding day
which was like being born again. The days sincenKexd asked her
to marry him had been crowded, they had never sg¢miee alone.

That was what today would mean. At the end of dlaig they would

be alone.

She sat up slowly, dreamily, and wished that thddiey was over.
She had asked him that first evening she was wgaigring if they
could marry very quietly, and he had smiled and,s&vhy? Who's
supposed to be ashamed of who?'

They were driving away from her house to his holi$ey had just
talked to the press, and left her mother, and sbeatd] "You know
that's not the reason.'

Kern knew the reason, that she would rather hawvead the fuss,
and he said quietly, 'I'm not asking you to drgsswwhite tulle, love,
but | don't want our wedding looking like a holedaczorner affair.’

That meant that he was proud of her, and goodne®skshe was
proud of him. She would have faced a firing squmafm, let alone a
battery of guests and photographers. She smileel ydu going to let
my mother stage-manage it?' and got an answeringkighu

'‘We know who'd be the star then, although | ddmr'tk she's mad on
the script!'

That was where she could say, calmly and casullias the last
thing she expected. She told me about Lilias,'kewh shrugged.

‘Well, that wasn't on the D-list." But his voicedamanner told her it
was over now, and that was the only time they Ipadken of Lilias
Storr.



They should have been having a quiet meal at Kérat®evening, but
somehow the news was around. The phone kept riragidgt wasn't
guiet, nor were the days and evenings that followed

When the news reached the national gossip coluniies LStorr's
name cropped up. 'Kern McCabe, best- selling awhdrlong-time
escort of fashion writer Lilias Storr, is gettingamed next week to
nineteen- year-old Philippa Sorrel, actress Fleurebsrdaughter.
Kern and Philippa met for the first time less tlaamonth ago, the day
after Lilias flew off to the Bahamas on a workingliday. The
announcement was a surprise to Lilias, who told 'tHeyn and |
parted good friends. Marriage isn't my scene, laum Mery happy for
him, and | wish them both luck." '

That was the kind of thing that appeared, and Bbali had
uncomfortable moments with folk who, she felt, estpe blazing
beauty and charm, and not a whit less, in thefgirwhom Kern
McCabe had fallen at first sight. But after todayety they would be
left alone to get on with their marriage, and thiértogether.

There were guests in the house this morning who daved

yesterday for the wedding. Mostly school friend®bilippa'’s. Philip
and Fleur had issued invitations sparingly and niaclear they were
viewing these hasty nuptials with mixed feelings,tisat when the
crash came no one could say they had been over. eage

In fact on every occasion, and in every intervieVeur stressed that
she and Philip were very fond of Kern, they thougbtwas quite

brilliant and she couldn't be more thrilled to ppearing in his TV

play. But they would have liked Kern and Philippahiave taken a
little longer to get to know each other before daw to get married.

It was all terribly romantic, and they were teryilnh love, and Fleur

herself had got married when she was seventeerthbntshe and
Philip had known each other since childhood.



It was galling to Fleur to have to admit her agéligly, but if she
hadn't everyone would have decided that the math#ére bride had
to be at least forty. So all she could do was lomke beautiful than
ever, and if she seemed less than carefree alutatiding that was
how both she and Philip felt.

Philippa was touched by their apprehension. It thadirst time they
had shown any real concern for her, although slsbed they were
less pessimistic about her chances of happinessKeitn, and she
suspected that her mother was thinking of the hddigty to her

own happy-family image in a daughter who couldoltra husband.

Fleur was doing a lot of sighing these days, g@rmund with the

expression of a tragedy queen, and ever since aral\ted home

Philip had been looking unusually thoughtful. Ripkh hoped they
would both cheer up and start enjoying themselgasnaas soon as
she was out of the way.

The wedding morning had dawned misty, and by the tier friends
were up and about, getting themselves into theerfi, helping
Philippa into hers, it was thickening rather th&gadng.

She hadn't told anyone that she didn't know whieeewgas going for
her honeymoon. She had just smiled and promiséds€end you a
card when | get there,' but she did know they Vilgneg.

‘Still in civilisation?' she had probed, and bead,t

‘Very much so.' So she had bought lovely expenskatic things,
now packed away in her lightweight cases. She laalqal the corn
dolly too, to stand on her dressing table.

'Hope it clears,’ they were saying all morning.was general
knowledge that the honeymoon was being spent abidatin the
Bahamas, | hope?' Fleur had gibed, but she hadgolg smile from
Philippa, and no one mentioned the Bahamas to Kern.



Kern phoned, not long before Philippa was due toofefor the
register office, and as soon as she had assurethhirshe was fine
and feeling wonderful he asked, 'How's the fog wheru are?"

'Fairly thick. Is it general?'

'‘Looks like it. If the planes are grounded we cooddspending our
wedding night in London Airport.’

'Oh!' she said.

'‘No,' he said. 'Tell them to drive you carefullytbe register office,
because I'll kill anyone who hurts you.'

Nothing could hurt her today. She said softly, 'Ahgou're driving

yourself you take a lot of care." She was spea@mghe hall phone
and there was movement all round. The guests wareng back
here for the reception. With the expertise of abitial party-giver
Fleur had simply organised another buffet, andifjyal felt that was
what it was, another party tonight. She wantedutadpwn the phone
and leave it all and run to find Kern. She whisperewish it was
over. | wish there was only us.’

‘There is,' he said, and suddenly it seemed tlep#ople milling
around made no sound. She and Kern were lockedsilerat secret
world. When she put down the phone her father hdutde a stiff
whisky.

'I don't need this,' she said.
‘Everything all right?'

'Yes, of course, apart from the fog.' She had spaaking quietly
and looking grave, and she wondered if he thougithKad phoned
up at the eleventh hour to call off, because hie feleared at her
reassurance. Then he said,



‘Take a sip, there's a good girl, you're lookinggpa

She might have said, 'l have always been pale,ngmer noticed
before.' She took a sip from the glass and thedéwhit back. 'Thank
you,' she said, and Philip Sorrel was asking him&aihy couldn't

she have settled for Edmund? He'd have made hetter Ihusband
than Kern McCabe. If McCabe doesn't treat her in&ll reckon with

me.' Like Fleur, twenty years too late, Philip @was remembering
that this girl was his own flesh and blood.

Philippa drove to the register office with her pdsg Fleur sitting in
the back seat with Lulu, who was a witness anddebmaid. The fog
was patchy, sometimes it almost blocked out thegéexvs, and
Philip drove on fog lamps.

No one talked. Lulu found Philippa's parents overpang at close
guarters, and Philippa's thoughts were flying ahead

When the car drew up in the forecourt of the rattreary concrete
building that housed births, marriages and deatbrds, there were a
couple of press photographers waiting among themod onlookers,
and Fleur switched on her professional practiseatnohthrowing
smiles to right and left as Philippa walked inte thuilding between
her father and mother.

Inside the foyer was filled with guests, and stagdver there with a
crowd around him was a tall, broad- shouldered wiinred hair. He
turned as Philippa came through the door, butdmdsh the shadows
and he was like a stranger, as remote and as glistatit he moved
forward, coming towards her, smiling at her, tugninto her love.

She hurried to meet him, and everyone fell bacHl,amshe reached
him an officious-sounding voice from somewhere saitiis way,
please.’



The ceremony and signing were over within minuges] Philippa
had another ring on her finger that fitted her @wgaent ring
perfectly because they had been-designed as although this was
the first time she had seen it. She was marri&eto, and everyone
was shaking her hand or kissing her or both, acuifgs were being
taken, and she could hear her mother telling artepabout her part
in Kern's play, 'Rather an unpleasant lady, baaitovely meaty role.'

Then she was in Kern's car and they were drivingyawand all the
faces peering in were smiling. Until they were ittte main road in
the main stream of traffic, and then it could hdeen yesterday,
except that she wore new clothes and another ring.

‘Alone at last,' sighed Kern.
'l wanted to say that," protested Philippa.
'‘Go ahead, it isn't copyright.’

She was trying to act light-hearted, but her hamele shaking, she
was trembling like a leaf, and Kern looked downhat now and
asked, 'Shall we dodge the reception?'

'l wish we could." She managed a smile. 'l justtwango now,
wherever we're going.'

'‘We'll collect your cases and say our goodbyes.'

She could leave it all to him. She gave a deepdigirankfulness and
looked at her rings; her hands had stopped shakilsga beautiful
ring,' she said.

'I'm glad you like it.'

‘Would you wear a ring if | bought you one?"



'‘Sure.

"'l do that, then.' They reached her home ahdadost of the other
cars—no one with any sense would be speeding todag-the cases
were carried down and stacked in the boot whilenKeais explaining
that because of the weather conditions they haigrbbe on their
way. If they couldn't get a plane they'd have tokenather

arrangements.

Philippa said goodbye to the guests who had arritsd parents
were there, and Fleur kissed her and Kern, andpPhlook Kern's
hand and said, 'Take care of her.’

‘I will," said Kern. And, for all your strength,will care for you,
thought Philippa.

Cars passed them in the drive as they left, otleeodirivers stopping,
winding down a window and calling, 'Hey!"

‘Sorry," Kern called back. 'Have a drink for us.'

'‘What are we going to do if we can't get a plaRflippa asked as
they drove along, with the fog clinging to hedgesl drees and
swirling in strange patterns over the fields.

'‘We could drive to London, put up at a hotel ovghniand take the
first flight out.'

'‘Where are we going?' she asked.
'‘Greece.'

She had never been to Greece, and she imagineelfheand Kern
strolling between moon-dappled ruins like one oftslow-moving
TV adverts, when he suddenly asked, 'How do yolaleeut the top
of a Welsh mountain?'



'‘What?' She'd heard what he'd said. A car's hdddlicame at them
and passed, and he explained,

'I've got this place, I've had it for years. ltigged, the nearest village
is five miles away, and | didn't plan to take ydwere for a
honeymoon, but now—uwith the planes getting grourded

He wanted to go to the house on the mountain, amidsshe. They
could fly to Greece any time, but she knew fromhhbsitancy in his
voice that this was a place he loved, but he wasdaghe might not
feel the same way about it.

She remembered the old ruined farm by the Nunsl.\V\@ate day,'
she had fantasised, 'I'll have a house all onats, avith a stream, and
an oil lamp in the window," and he had looked at Ww&h an
expression she couldn't understand, and said,r&mcredible.’

'‘Why didn't you tell me?' she asked, and he grirvedly.

'It was hardly worth declaring. It's a two-up, twowh, with no
electricity and no plumbing, and | think-we'd betstick to a hotel
tonight and Greece tomorrow.'

‘But | want to go to the cottage.' She tugged ms so that he had to
glance down at her. 'Please!’

'‘Once you get up there you can't just stroll anayg she laughed.
'If | can't neither can you. All right?’

‘All right," he said. 'We'll stop in Long Medway ér'll do some
phoning.'

That was the next village, and while he phoned fadkiosk she went
Into a grocers and bought food. Mostly tins, beedtithere was no
electricity cooking might be tricky, and a selentiwom the cooked



meats section. Philippa carried the large cardbbaxdo the car, and
after that she walked up and down, looking in shoplows, smiling
at Kern in the phone kiosk.

When he came out he said, 'l've cancelled.’

‘We'll have to pay, of course?"

"You don't back out of anything at this stage aedagvay with it.'
‘You don't mind?'

He shook his head. 'l wanted you to want the cettdgit for a
honeymoon | thought I'd better give you the kindbaickground
you're used to.' She was used to luxury, but it lvas she craved,;
she could happily dispense with mod cons. 'Thate/ays a fire laid,’'
said Kern, 'and we'll get the lamps lit.'

'‘And the food's in the boot.' They walked with hand through his
arm towards the car. 'A fire lit and a lamp burnirstpe said softly.
'‘We're going home, aren't we?' and he held her tightér.

'In a way, yes,' he said, and a moment later, Iggg, we're going
home.'

The fog slowed them, never thick enough to halgpss altogether
but always hovering so that driving was hazarddbgy didn't stop

for a cooked meal. To save time they drew into kipg spot and

opened a sliced loaf, butter, and a tin of ham; erehdwiches and
drank two tins of lager and lime.

At the end of that Philippa attempted again to eitn to tell her
about the cottage. She had been trying as theyedatong, and
learned that it had been a shepherd's home atimee $tanding
empty for years. Kern had got it cheap nearly teary ago and



written his first book there. He still used it t@sk in, but when she
wanted to know what it looked like he'd kept sayigait and see.’

'If | started to describe it it would sound roudtg'said now. He didn't
sound happy. 'If it's too primitive for you we'llogto Greece
tomorrow," and Philippa gulped her last mouthfulsehdwich in a
hurry to protest,

‘What kind of a lily do you think you've married? have you know
I'm tougher than I look.'

'l know you're tough.' He grinned at her, tappieg thin lightly with
a finger knuckle. 'That little-girl- lost look doésfool me.'

'l hope you're not tougher than you look." She dbtiee way he
looked, but nobody could mistake him for anything & hard man.

‘Too late to worry now.' Then he sobered. 'l wislne.began.
‘What?'

'l wish I'd told you about the cottage sooner aettisettled for it.' He
picked up the bag of food debris, got out of theazal dumped it in
the litter bin. He was still frowning when he retad. As he got into
the car he said, 'Then at least | could have aedfay it to be looking
a bit more comfortable.’

'l love it,' she said eagerly. 'l promise you.'
"‘Will you?'

He was concerned that she might be disappointetierplace to
which he was taking her, but that seemed to heittla ivorry

compared to her growing anxiety that she might eroa
disappointment to him. Because although she ha#dlber mind to



Lilias Storr and the others—whoever the others wehe time was
almost here when comparisons might be made.

She was gauche, she knew nothing. How could skaredhat loving
would be enough, in these days when everyone setniszisaying
that lovemaking was a skilled science that haceteebrned? And she
knew nothing. And she wasn't even beautiful.

Her trousseau was beautiful. In it she had hop&bk alluring and
glamorous, by day and by night; but everythingen¢ases would be
hopelessly out of place in a rugged cottage. Peritawould have
been better if they had been in a hotel, with ofhewple near and
other places to go.

Too late to worry now, her thoughts echoed Kerntsds as she
twisted the two rings on her finger, and he puaiachover her hand
and said, 'l love you, what are you thinking abbut?

'You must be a mind-reader.' Her laughter was huskyas thinking
that | love you.' Let nothing ever go wrong, shayed. | couldn't
bear to lose him now.

They came to Wales, along winding roads, throughtesjrey
villages, the hills getting higher until they wengountain ridges
wreathed in fog, looking beautiful and unreal gmented backcloth.

With a map on her knee Philippa had followed tmeute, but she
almost missed the village. They were through thato time, and
four miles further on Kern turned up a wide trackvards a
farmhouse. 'This isn't--" Philippa began. '‘No, aiirse not.’

'‘Hew and Bronwen Lewis live here,' Kern explain@they sold me
the cottage, and if they see a light up there wheffiog lifts they'll be
trudging up to see no one's broken in. I'll haveoad with them, and
bring them out to meet you.'



The woman who opened the door to Kern disappeatedhe house,
and came out again within a couple of minutes witman and a
basket, and hurried over to the car.

She was smiling and looking worried at the same tiput her lilting
voice was welcoming. 'This is a lovely surprise, dear! We were
not expecting to see Kern's wife so soon, but ltdorow what you're
going to make of that cottage. If he'd let me kn@Wave put a light
to the fire at least and--'

'l couldn't get through,' Kern said behind her.

‘Then you should have tried again,' the farmerfe wcolded him.
The basket had eggs and milk, and something couwrednapkin,
and she handed it to him and went on smiling digpia. "You're very
welcome to stay here,' she said.

‘Thank you," said Philippa, 'but we'll--'

'Of course you'd rather be on your own," said &mmér. 'Don't act so
daft, Bron girl, and it's summer and the placelidoy.’

‘About all it will be." She gave up and congratetathem both, and
stood there waving as they drove on up the traeknlsaid,

'‘Now she's asking Hew why a bloke who should haggignoney in
the bank brings his bride to a hut for their honegm'

Philippa giggled. 'And he's saying, "Don't be dBfipn girl".'

'You haven't seen it yet,' said Kern. "You mighshvwyou'd accepted
the invitation.'

Where the track petered out they left the car Aedlimbing started.
Philippa carried a case and Kern carried the canadbbox with the
food, and they trudged onwards and upwards. Thevig bringing



night down early so that she got no sight of theage until they were
almost on it. Kern said savagely, 'Why the helkigre sun shining? It
looks different when the sun's shining.’

'If the sun was shining we wouldn't be here,’ stmimded him,
smiling. 'Stop scaring me. Itisn't a cave, is it?'

It was a small square stone house, with rough woastietters over
the lower windows so that it looked closed to tleeld: He turned the
key. The door creaked as he pushed it open andnbeyams
blackness. 'Shall | light the lamps and open thetsts,' he asked, 'or
carry you into the dark?'

He picked her up and carried her over the threstnadbishe was tense
in his arms, not afraid but tense, and he kissedigtgly and set her
on her feet again.

'It's always cold in here, but it warms up quickllgen a fire's lit," he
said. 'Stay right where you are.'

He went outside again, opening the shutters thanla pale grey
light, bringing in the case and the box of foodilippa turned,
looking about her, straining to see; and as hemauthes to a couple
of oil lamps, another to a fire in an old black kimg range, the room
and its contents took shape.

The walls were the same rough stone as the outsille, the ceiling
was black-beamed and smoke- darkened. There wemi@e of
wooden chairs and a big wooden table, a dresset, aamgrey
flagstoned floor. It could hardly have been starkert the flames
leapt and crackled in the fireplace. Oh yes, shadht, ohyes\

Kern was saying, "There's a kitchen of sorts thindugre, an outside
lavatory, and a couple of rooms upstairs. Justbabm afraid.'



'l knew that mews house was too smooth to be tshe,'said. 'Can |
boil a kettle? Where do we get the water?"

'‘From the stream—I'll get it." He brought a plasticcket and drum
from the kitchen-of-sorts. They had passed sewtr@hms, one only
about two hundred yards from the house. By the timevas back
Philippa had found a couple of mugs, several plated three
tumblers in the kitchen cupboard. There were tin®ad there too,
as well as the food she had bought, and the vasalasnis and the
cooked chicken and the pie that Bron had given ti&me had also
bought two bottles of wine, and certainly one afsth was for now.

As Kern walked in she said, 'l wonder if anyone ldolike a
testimonial that St. Edyth's Wishing Well guarastessults.’

He drew her to him. 'That explains it. I'm bewitdhéie touched the
back of her head gently, warm strong fingers modogn and along

her neck where the tension was, smoothing theattye away. "You

won't be wanting your other case tonight, will yol€ asked.It was
still in the car, and she shook her head. It watilon much use here
when she did get it: a silver lame bikini, pantal®an panne velvet,
things like that.

'I'll take this up,' he said, and picked up theecas door led to the
stairs and he took one of the lamps. Philippa tidrow whether she
should have followed. She felt that a woman whodradconfidence
in herself would have done, if only to look arounmktairs, open her
case and take out a few things. But she couldn't.

If he had held out a hand, or even looked backéoyshe would have
followed him; the stairs didn't seem wide enoughtf@o to climb

together. But he just took case and lamp and waemt,she began
unpacking the food, by the light of the fire and tiemaining lamp,
and setting the table. She was going through dsawethe dresser



when she heard him coming down the wooden staasand she
said brightly, 'Don't tell me you don't have a cmlew.'

'l warned you it was primitive. You bite the nedk the bottles up
here.' He took the bottle from her. She was holdisg tightly with
rigid fingers that it was a moment before she coaldase it, but he
didn't seem to notice.

She was laughing with him as he brought a corksdrem the
cupboard in the kitchen and opened the wine, digtia cork deftly
and easily. He poured some into the tumblers aedsald, 'l don't
know what it's like. | got it from the grocers imhg Medway. Red,
because you like red, don't you? And so do Lbhinktthat could be
because it looks prettier than white." She tookpa and another
because the wine should help relax her, and Kedy sa

‘Now she tells me! I've married a dipsomaniac.’

That made her laugh again. She was so happy itdnadtshe wanted
him to love her more than she had ever wanted angtbut it was
the first time for her and she was shy, and yes,ves scared. She
babbled, 'l brought the corn dolly with me. | wasng to put her on
my dressing table. I've had her on my dressingetaker since you
gave her to me.'

‘There isn't a dressing table,' said Kern.

'I'll put her down here, then.'

'She'll give the place style.' He was smiling at hed she said,
'I'll fetch her. She's in my case.'

‘Take the lamp.' This time he stayed where he wd$hilippa lit her
way up the creaking stairs, coming straight up itne bedroom.



There was nothing here, but a largish bed, a changoden chest and
a cupboard that was probably a wardrobe.

She put the lamp on the chest, by the window, geted the case. In
here she had the dress she had planned to weaewlisng for
dinner. It was in very fine turquoise chiffon, lgngith floating
sleeves, fastened with a slip-through tie belt thatilded the front of
the dress to her firm young breasts and showesdlinewaist, and let
the back of the dress fall loosely from her shordde

'It's devastating with a body stocking if you've gjoe figure for it,

and you have,' the assistant had told her, buthsite bought a
matching slip. It was flattering to be told she likd figure, but she
hadn't the nerve to wear body stockings under yeseé-through
dresses.

She had silver sandals, and she searched for trertichlly, the
carefully packed contents of her case, betweemn kdngers of tissue
paper, spilling out on bed and floor. She would keeelier, it would

be easier, when she was glamorously dressed.

The dress, the petticoat, the sandals. Alreadpilhamp had taken
the chill off the room, but she was still shiverisgshe kicked off her
brown suede one-bar shoes, slipped her arms ohé dfrown velvet
jacket and wriggled out of the narrow camel dr&ssn might smile
when he saw her in this, but that wouldn't matiex Jaughter would
be kind, her finery would be a shared joke; andraghe had drunk
some more wine she would surely stop feeling likéciorian bride.
Or perhaps brides always felt the same, no matterliberated and
emancipated they were.

The dress was beautiful. There wasn't a mirror apehso she
couldn't see, but she remembered how she had looked she'd
tried it on and she picked up a silver sandal.



Then Kern called, 'Philippa!" The door at the battof the stairs
hadn't been closed. She saw him, shadowy in thlewméght, and
she tried to call back, 'I'm coming!" but the wostisck, and he came
up the stairs and she dropped the sandal and steocal

He stepped on to the floorboards of the bedroomsard] "You look
beautiful.'

‘Thank you. I—wanted to be. You—won't expect toacmirom me,
will you?'

'No?' She was barefooted, which made her shorder eéker. So that
when he took her in his arms her cheek was wherbdart beat, and
his heart was racing.

'It's the first time for me.' Her voice was so nhedif that she hardly
thought he would hear. She felt his lips in her,hai

‘That's a terrible confession,' he teased herygeantd she begged,
'Please don't laugh.'
'I'm not laughing.'

She kept her eyes closed. 'l love you,' she wheshebut | know
nothing about—pleasing a man. Is loving enough?'

‘More than enough.' His fingers trembled as hehtedder, and the
dress slipped from her, and she stood still, heseg swimming,
winding her arms around his neck as he lifted hercarried her.

They said there was sometimes pain, but if ther® tha passion his
loving released, surging through every nerve indwoely, took her to
an ecstasy of sensation beyond pain. She had believed there
could be such closeness, such complete sharimgpiating her with



a joyous rapture, out of this world, dreamlike gxtcthat even in
dreams it had never been like this.

And when she had woken from dreams she had alwegs alone.
But when she woke this time, from a deep dreanséssyp, Kern's
arm was around her.

The lamp was out. There was only the small greyasgof window,
but there was no moment when she wondered—whei asisoon
as she opened her eyes she knew that she wadyhdame she ever
wanted to be, with the man who was her husbandhasstirred he
said, 'Hello, love.'

He was awake, lying there, watching her, smilindheét when she
turned her face. She could see his smile in thengas. 'What time is
it?' she whispered, and he whispered back,

'‘Why? We're not going anywhere.’
'Did the lamp go out?'
'l turned it out.’

While she slept. She said drowsily, 'l ought to ackp my case
properly. Those clothes cost a lot of money.'

'l've put some in the cupboard,' he said. 'I'llyget some coathangers
tomorrow.'

She giggled, her lips tickling his cheek. 'Luxuiyie rot's setting in.
I'll be expecting wall-to-wall carpeting next.'

'l tell you what | will buy you—a new mattress. $hine's horsehair.’



Now he mentioned it it was just about the hardestpiest mattress
she had ever encountered. She felt it with theplédtn of her hand,
and asked, 'Did they get the horse out?’

'If they didn't," he said, 'he's been quiet forltst ten years.'
"Yuk! Could we get a mattress delivered up here?’

‘We'll bring it up in the car as far as we can eady it." He chuckled,
‘That should please Bron if she sees us. Sheik ou took one look
at this bed and sat up all night, and serve md fayhbringing you

here.'

He had brought no other woman to this place. Inag tenight had
been a first time for Kern too, and tendernessdilher as she nestlec
against him. 'Are you hungry?' she asked.

'‘Ravenous!' He pretended to bite her ear, andaslghed, wriggling
her head back.

'Forfood.I'm starving.'

'So am |.' He sounded surprised. 'Put some shqdb@floorboards
are rough up here.'

'I'm putting more than shoes on,' she said.

'Pity.' He kissed her soundly. 'Sensible girl, doul don't want you
catching your death. Wait till | light the lamp.’

Broad shoulders and narrow hips, a body of legsling strength that
stirred her with wonder and love. She watched hghtlthe lamp,
and as he put on a robe she reached for the fgistdress that came
to hand out of her case. They were all exquisite,l&ad chosen them
all so carefully. This was the Italian one, veryioecked in fine
lawn, pale pink with deeper pink flowers embroideown the



front, neckline and hemline scalloped. She put enwhite satin
dressing gown, tying the sash at the waist, andither sandals, and
Kern who was standing by the window said, ' "Shésvan beauty
like the night". What were you doing around in Bysoday?'

Philippa shook her head, 'If you weren't thereasmit," and he came
across, and curled a tendril of her hair roundafas fingers.

'l hope | didn't dream you,' he said. 'And watclwhou go in those
heels. The stairs--'

'l know,' she said, 'the stairs are rough.’

The,meal was as she had left it. Everything wasgeixthat there was
a black kettle steaming gently on the hob. Theyestiup the fire and
replenished it, and hung the kettle on the hookdraih over the fire,

and when it boiled made instant coffee in mugs.yTdte Bronwen's

pie, which turned out to be blackberry and appld\aas very good,

and saw off the chicken and half the sliced loaf] anost of the

cooked meats and the bottle of wine.

'While we're down there buying that mattress,’ gdidippa, 'l must
get myself some jeans and a shirt or two. | tholighbuld be loafing
around in a four- star hotel.'

‘You could have been.' Kern watched her over hig miucoffee.
‘You still could.' Then he smiled. 'And a raincblag added, 'for if the
fog doesn't lift.'

But when morning came the fog had gone, and thentams were
bathed in sunshine. After breakfast they walketh#&car, bringing
up the cases that remained, then back again te tirwards the coast
and the nearest biggish shopping centre.



It was a holiday resort and Philippa stopped atsplay of picture
postcards to say, 'l think they'll be expectingnéar from one of the
faraway places.'

‘They shouldn't be expecting cards at all from lyomsoners.' Kern
steered her clear. 'What do they want you to wi&8h you were
here?'

‘Not a chance,' she grinned.

They bought the mattress and nylon sheets, a pldamand a pair of

candy-striped, and Philippa smiled mischievouslglas selected the
colours. She got herself some blue jeans, andem g@tton skirt, and
several tops, and said as they stepped into theittathe clothes, 'l

bought such gorgeous things for my trousseauelinsea pity not to

wear them. Shall | dress up for dinner?’

It was a joke, of course, those clothes werertabla for the cottage,
but while Kern was cooking sausages for supperhenotd black
range she put on a lace blouse with her greenrcshot, and he
didn't laugh. She was beautiful for him. High arafeson the
mountain she was in a kingdom where she was quwdesre no other
woman had ruled.

Some of the clothes she deliberately donned fagHauWhen she
came down in the panne velvet pantaloons, with ¢udid
halter-necked top, she did a mock Eastern danceingramuous
hands, and swaying from the hips, and Kern saiterésting."'

‘Thank you.' She danced around him. 'I'm the sslf@vourite,' and
he caught her, as she knew he would.

'I'm not surprised,' he said. 'I'll break the sulkaeck.'

It was crazy, but she had a lovely time wearing tn@usseau. In
every way she had a lovely time. More practicatly kearned to cook



on that little black range. You could leave a cedgan the side oven
when you went out in the morning, and it was reatign you came
home again.

When you came home ... that was the best part @fyeday. The
weather stayed fine, and sometimes they walkechemtountains,
over the grasses and ferns, following streams eamkd, meeting
black cows and occasional sheep. Kern knew his avaynd this
country, and the air was sharp and sweet. Andttiyncame home...

Sometimes they went sightseeing, to old ruinedleasin lonely
hills, to churches with beautiful carvings that eshadowy, empty
and quiet. Sometimes to towns and beauty spotawda crowded,
but even in crowds Philippa felt that they werenalo

'l wish there was just us,' she had said the daytmarried, and Kern
had told her, 'There is.’

It was surely true that week. Even Bronwen and Hehen they
called at the farm for milk and went inside andaahile and talked,
didn't seem quite real, just smiling shades. Thétyewas the feel of
Kern's hands around her fingers, the sound ofdisev The sharing,
the loving, that was what was real.

She had a lot to learn about him and some of ilavtake a lifetime.
But she knew now that his parents had been kiledaar crash when
he was a child, and that he had been reared bgramifather in a
mining valley village that was at the end of ithes. His grandfather
died when he was sixteen and Kern went into thechart Navy.
Four years and a couple of TV plays later he bodlgist cottage,
wrote his first book, and struck oll.

That was what he said. He had gone on writing, landg, and
Philippa knew that it might be a long time befane svould have him



completely to herself again when work and the detsvorld took
over. But she was happy that week, and so was he.

On their last evening they went out for a mealfiglang inn, built on

a spur of rock overlooking a craggy bay, and waldhe moonlight
on the water as they ate their dinner. Then theyecaome. Philippa
hung on to Kern's arm as they climbed the mounégaid,he lifted her
over the rougher patches, smiling at her, kissig and they could
see their cottage in the moonlight waiting for them

At the doorway she said, 'l wish we didn't havgadack. We could
live here. You could write here.' But she knew tlceyldn't really
shut out the world.

'We can come again any time," Kern promised hee fitelight
welcomed them, and he lit the lamps as she stodkdeirdoorway.
There were no lights, except passing cars far heliiiver mountains
shielded villages and towns, and the farmhousedads Kern came,
to put gentle hands on her shoulders and turnohface him and say,
‘Thank you for this week, my love.'

‘Thank you." My love, my dearest love, for evergthi She asked
him, 'Do you believe that life evens out, and happs has to be paid
for?"

'No." He shook his head and held her close, andvsisesafe. But if
you did have to pay for happiness she dared niok thhat kind of a
reckoning was due, and she knew that she didn't twago back to
the world.



CHAPTER SIX

IN every way the house in the mews differed fromHhbese on the
mountain. During her week there Philippa had bowghtorts of

odds and ends: pots and pans and kitchen toolty gtena, a vase
for the wild flowers she'd gathered. Next time skeuld take

cushions and rugs. But this place was fully equipfscking nothing.

Not that it wasn't a super home; there was foogamexl and ready,
and Mrs. Harris had put a bow! of roses on thestdidt was laid for a
meal.

There was also a pile of mail on the long teaklsded. Kern carried
the cases into the bedroom, and then went to tlilewbale Philippa
hovered, although she wasn't expecting anyone waulke to her
here. 'Nothing for me, | suppose?' she asked, armgdamced through
and said,

'Doesn't seem like it.'

She followed his glance, and knew there was naretssuspect that
the big square white envelope was from Lilias Stamd it was

ridiculous to imagine she smelled the perfume ltlagtbeen in Kern's
car that first day. She didn't even know that tedpne was Lilias's,
and she went to the bowl! of roses and breathed oe®pa rose of
deepest red. Of course it was the roses she codll sOW.

Kern was reading his mail as she picked up the @lama dialled her
old home. Her mother answered. Phones ringing ah hiousehold
usually were for Fleur, and in any case she likeshvaring them.

'Hello, darling, everything all right?' Fleur askasl soon as Philippa
had identified herself, sounding so apprehensia Bhilippa bit
back a crazy impulse to say, 'Actually I've disaedethat Kern
already has a wife and six children," and saids, 6& course.'



She learned there were some letters for her, aath@ncouple of
wedding presents, and said, 'I'll try to get owendrrow.' Kern was
looking her way now and he shook his head as sksedaher
eyebrows. 'Just me,' she said.

‘Just you,' Fleur echoed. 'So the honeymoon's over?

Philippa wished her mother hadn't said that. She, 44l see you
tomorrow, then,' and Fleur said,

'l might not be around, darling, we're into rehabksand during the
afternoon | think Philip's going over to...’

'It will be in the morning,' said Philippa, 'and odurse | wouldn't
expect you to stay in for me. | hope the rehearasdsgoing well.
'‘Bye.' She put down the receiver and Kern asked,

‘Anything new?'
‘Not a thing,' said Philippa. But it didn't hurtwno

As she put down the phone Kern picked it up ancabdg dial a
number. One of the letters had been from the mamiveld seen one
of those early TV plays, got in touch with Kern Madée and had first
option on the book he was starting to write. Frbat had stemmed a
friendship and a business relationship coveringéams, and a string
of rip-roaring bestsellers.

James Barstow sent congratulations on Kern's ngarend his
heartfelt hope that wedlock would not disrupt thef@ssional
routine.

Philippa hadn't read the letter, but as the two tatked she guessed
what was in it, and that Kern was almost as anxiogget back to his
typewriter as his publisher was to have him thé/aen he rang off
he went into his study.



She had seen inside the study, and although thg ftasn't on the
floor—as Kern had told her the first time she cdraee—she could
understand why he allowed no one to touch or fldiere was a tall
cabinet of files, shelves of cassettes, tape recprelectric
typewriter, papers stacked, maps on the walls;tigeeahaos linked
with a disciplined efficiency. It was a workroomt@if from outside
distractions. The window overlooked the mews belawt,one would
have had to stand to see through it.

She wasn't asked in now, and as Kern picked up papers from the
desk she closed the door quietly. Tonight he wautzbably only
look around, maybe re-read a little, but she digalt him to shut the
door on her; better to shut it herself.

She unpacked. The bedroom had plenty of fitted vode space and
she hung all her things in an empty one, leavinghksecase. He had
hardly unpacked at the cottage. He had clothe® tiwdich he had
worn, oldish comfortable things that were fine hoe mountains.

Philippa put the corn dolly on the dressing tahie] was glad she had
brought it away with her. She had nearly left ihipel to watch over
the cottage, but at the last minute, when the stauttere closed and
the room was dark and they were shutting the fdwdr, she had
dashed back in to scoop up the corn dolly. Kernteaded her, 'If the
place was on fire would that be your priority?' @hé had laughed.

'‘Why not? Corn dollies are very combustible.’

'‘We're still home,' she told the corn dolly nowldbks different, but
it's home as long as Kern's in the next room.'

And of course it was, and without doing anythingddic to the place
Philippa planned to put her own mark on it. Mostythe simplest
way of all by looking after Kern so that he coutdmagine home
without her. Mrs. Harris, who had done the cleanamyd the



household shopping ever since Kern moved in, wsiilldoe coming,
but Philippa would prepare the meals, and from aerage
cook—who hadn't had much practice—she planned\teldp into a
super cook as soon as possible.

She was also going to look for a job. It was taotéeget over to the
play-school each day, and they had managed to tecthird young
mother to help, but Kern worked in the mornings Bhdippa would
need some occupation. Something in an office shagtft. At the end
of her course her speeds had been good, and tlasrawidea at the
back of her mind that one day Kern would agreedwédcdo with a
secretary. He always worked alone and when, cotvaicy in the car
today, she had suggested she might do some typirgrh, he'd said
that he wasn't geared to dictation.

But he used a dictating machine, and if he knewgha was really
efficient he might change his mind. She was int@a life now, and
she had a new confidence in herself and no dobbtshe would be
able to cope.

The chance of a job came out of the blue. The dftay their return

home some friends of Kern's came round. He hadaaekkaf making

friends. Those who hadn't already met Philippa gbbjocame to get
a look at her, and there must have been a dozeunnialited but

considering themselves on 'dropping in' termshanliig open plan
room, sitting around with a drink, talking nineteerthe dozen.

Philippa rustled up finger food from the kitcherddranded it round,
and they were Kern's friends and she was pleaseskdothem,
although they probably all knew Lilias Storr andvstill wondering
why Kern had married Philippa.

One of them was Roy Wesk, a lawyer, about Kerres ldg was quite
nice-looking, with a rather solemn expression atghtoregular
features; and Philippa thought it likely that mos$this cases were



routine, because he looked a plodder rather thamikblazer,
prosperous but in no way outstanding.

He caught her eye at the very moment she was degdildis, and she
went across and offered him a sandwich, and wasaaio learn that
her guess was right. She hadn't met him till thisnéng, so she sat
down because there was a seat vacant, and thagd:hat

No, he said, his job wasn't very exciting, mainlyopgerty
conveyance, traffic offences, making out wills,tteart of thing. It
was an old family firm, started by his grandfatreerd not much had
changed in fifty years, except that now you cotldat good office
staff for love nor money. They had been advertisiiog a
shorthand-typist for over a month.

Philippa fished for information, without revealitigat she might be
personally interested, and learned that the hoamgldoe mornings
only, and the pay was fair, and the office was alkimg distance.
Then she said, 'l know someone who might suit,' lentbrightened
and urged,

‘Send her along.'
‘Me.' She told him her speeds and he said,
'‘Well, yes, that would be grand. Is it all right Kgrn?'

"You think | should get his permission?' She wdsng, but Roy
Wesk was protesting,

'l didn't mean--' as she beckoned Kern over tcharsk
‘Do you mind if | take a job? Mornings only.’

He grinned at her and patted her cheek, and hishtomade her
fingers and toes tingle the way it always did. fihavhy | married



you,' he said. 'To put you out to work to keep mbeer and skittles.
What kind of job?"

Later, when they had all gone and she lay in mssahe told her,
"You could find working for old Roy a drag. He's legal eagle.'

'It's funny,' she said, 'but | was looking at hindd@hinking—there's a
nice solid sort of lawyer, I'll bet he doesn't gofor courtroom
fireworks. Then | went over and asked him aboutwosk, and the
first thing he told me was that it was pretty dull.

‘And you still want to work for him?"

'‘Why not? I've never worked in a lawyer's office, might be
interesting.' She dug her chin into his shoulder, llps against his
ear. 'And | expect to find all the excitement | deight here.'

'Right here,’ said Kern, kissing her slowly, witHegsurably
increasing passion, 'is where the fireworks are."'

Next day she reported to Wesk and Wesk and théditjell like a
glove. It was exactly what she needed, enough wmidccupy her
mornings at full stretch, and a small friendly &taf

By the end of the week Roy Wesk was congratulahmgself
because Philippa McCabe was proving a real fingirlawho was
both attractive and efficient. But he was still mused that Kern
McCabe had married her and not Lilias Storr.

Philippa was completely and gloriously happy. Thage, with Mrs.
Harris's help, ran on oiled wheels. Mornings Kerasvshut in his
study and Philippa took herself off to Wesk and Wemd if the
work wasn't exciting it wasn't too dull. She enjdyesalising her
potential, even in matters like transcribing shamith notes quickly
and accurately, staying cool when flaps threatendtie office. At
home every meal she prepared, every chore shevd&la labour of



love, and fun. That was what life was those firsinths, love and
shared laughter.

She bought Kern a signet ring, measuring his fingén a piece of
string and presenting him with the ring four weékshe day from
their marriage. He gave her a gold-plated key ® dbttage, on a
chain to hang round her neck so that she could iweaad pretend it
was just a key charm, because no one else knewt #imgottage.
They had told everyone they had toured Wales fair troneymoon,
and the key represented a secret that nobody @ls@ share.

When Kern began to work afternoons as well as mgsPhilippa
sometimes slipped over and gave a hand at the playek or went
shopping or visiting in the town where they livéflaiting for the
evenings. Her life was built around Kern, and hisuad her, of
course, although when he was working he was ima ¢d his own
creation where she couldn't follow.

Most of her new friends were Kern's friends. In &heenings they
often entertained, and when they went out to gtkeples' homes she
wondered each time if this would be the night sloallds meet Lilias
Storr. But Lilias lived in London, and had probablyly come to this
town in the Cotswolds to be with Kern, so she migbit come here
again. Nobody spoke about her to Philippa, butiiyal looked for
her fashion articles in newspapers and magazings Mot meaning
to, not wanting to, and never without hoping thariK wouldn't
glance at that particular page.

Once she overheard the name said at a party, whenman asked
the hostess, 'Is Lilias Storr here?'

'‘She couldn't make it,’ the hostess said, anddplailturned away,
unnoticed in the crush, but still hearing theiross.



'‘Couldn't or wouldn't? | never expected Lilias tgegKern up this
easily.’

‘She could be biding her time.' There was lauglatsd, Philippa went
to find Kern, staying close to him so that whennligspered,

'I've had about enough of this, shall we go?' shedcnod and they
could slip away together.

That evening she needed to get away, and whenvikey back in
their own home she turned to him with somethingarban the relief
of being alone again, so that he reached to dravoh@m and ask,
'‘What's the matter?'

‘Nothing, except that I'm rather tired. I'm gla@ mot work in the
morning.'

It was a Saturday night, and he said, "You resbtoow, I'll do the
cooking.'

‘You mean I'm showing the strains of being an okdrred woman?'
In his arms, with him caring for her, she was rati@gain, and he
laughed.

'For an old married woman you're looking indecedtkhy.’

'For an old married man you're not so bad youtd#then he was old
and his hair was grey and the lines were deepbisifiace his eyes
would still hold humour and the excitement of thexpected. And
I'll still be nuts about you, Philippa thought wyyl

She wouldn't give another thought to Lilias St&he would wipe
what she had overheard tonight completely fromrhard. But of

course she couldn't. 'Biding her time' had a snisbund. It made
you think of someone smiling in the shadows, kngwhey only had
to wait a while and their time would come.



For Philippa life whirled on through that first somar of her
marriage. Kern had boundless energy, and the haslerorked the
more restless he seemed, so that they spent fest guenings at
home. The hours she passed in the law offices cskvémd Wesk
were the humdrum part of Philippa's life. All theceement, the
exhilaration, stemmed from Kern.

Philippa carried happiness with her in those dagsd, everyone who
had known her before she married kept telling leew Imarvellous
she looked.

'‘Marriage seems to be suiting her,' her father, sdtdr Philippa had
called in one afternoon and caught both her pagriteme. But her
mother shrugged thin shoulders and drawled,

‘You're not expecting it to go on like this, arei¢d’hilippa may have
changed, my darling, but Kern McCabe certainly inats

She didn't say that to Philippa. If she had Phdippould only have
laughed. But, self-centred and shallow though shs, vthis time
Fleur Sorrel was right. As surely as the summer evaing so were
the golden days for Philippa. The winter and thid egere coming...

Philippa could have named the moment the first stilick her heart,
and that was when she metLilias. At a barbecua field and a barn
of an old Tudor farmhouse. An outdoor oven had bedit with
bricks, and sausages and steaks were sizzlingabebarcoal fire.
There were beer barrels and cider jars and jugsinth set out on
trestle tables, and it was a warm beautiful eveng autumn yet,
late summer, the light just beginning to fade.

Philippa knew most of the guests and this lookegllhieing a relaxing
and pleasant evening. Laura and Roland Cransterndsts, greeted
her and Kern as they came across the meadow freimailise where
the cars were parked. A hillbilly group, sitting loales of straw, were



warming up with tankards of cider, and there waallagirl helping
with the cooking.

She was wearing a long black cotton skirt, withngi@oppies
appliqued on it, and a scarlet silk shirt, and\saéed for them. She
had been turning steaks on the grid, but as Keokespp Laura and
Roland she straightened, put down the meat tondsraved away
from the barbecue, and waited, looking at Kern. 54k a beautiful
sulky face, and that was when Philippa recogniszdh Lilias.

She and Kern spoke to some of the other guestg,stioed for a
moment or two here and there, but Lilias waited| as they came
closer Philippa's smile became wider, her moutledry

She wondered what Kern was feeling. He gave nodigtress, and
yet if this was the first time he and Lilias hadtramce they parted,
the day before he met Philippa, it must be an awH#waoment.

Apart from the hillbilly group, thought Philippatifé with tension,

nearly everybody here will know. They'll all be whing, even the
ones who seem to have their backs to us will beimpgeaound

through the corners of their eyes. Well, she'sagdyt beautiful, wljy

the dickenglid he marry me?

'Hello,' said Lilias.
'Hello,' said Kern.
'Introduce me,' said Lilias.
'Philippa ... Lilias..

Two smiling faces, and a sudden hush all arouresh $ound swirling
back into the silence, and Lilias pointing to thack of plates and
offering them food. 'Rare as always.' She put akste Kern's plate
and asked Philippa, 'How about you?'



‘Whatever comes,' said Philippa, and Lilias smégdin.

'‘No preference? You're an easy girl to please.5Batgave Philippa a
nice piece of medium cooked so no one could haic d& was
being catty.

No one could have said anything. That first meetagmed casual
and friendly, and so did the whole evening, Phaighould have
enjoyed it. Except that she couldn't get the supiout of her head
that this wasn't their first meeting since Kern haatried Philippa.

Or perhaps there had been letters, phone calibolildn't matter if
there had, because Philippa was Kern's wife, hedder; but in the
way Lilias had looked up when she heard Kern'sejosnd stood
there waiting for him, there had been a sort afncabnfidence.

She was every bit as striking as Philippa had teahe might be. She
and Kern must have made a fantastic pair, andwatihthey weren't
together tonight they seemed to be because, somehew were
never far apart. There was supposed to be couatiging, but hardly
anyone knew the steps, and when the stars canewad pleasanter
in the open air, around the fire, than in the béwnall the coloured
lamps hanging on the rafters.

So everyone sat around the fire, including thebitiyf group, and
Lilias was sitting near Kern. So was Philippa, emearer, but tonight
she had the impression of being edged out, pushéa the
background. Not by Kern, by Lilias, and not obvigusn a very
subtle way, with in jokes that made no sense todplai but had half
the company rocking with laughter. By talking abpl#ces that had
nothing to do with Philippa, and people she hacenewt, so that she
sat silent, knowing that she was probably beingr-twachy,
Imagining that Lilias was deliberately trying tostigge her. It was
much more likely that Lilias didn't give her a tlght, except as the
girl Kern had inexplicably married.



She wasn't holding marriage against him. She taldhm, and
laughed with him, as though they were still onftiendliest of terms.
‘Marriage isn't my scene,' Lilias had said in thetvspaper quote, as
if they were discussing a quaint old custom. She marespecter of
marriage. So far as she was concerned Kern whaadilable.

That was how Philippa was seeing it, and for th& fime she was
racked with jealousy, hurting so that she couldehakimpered like a
battered child. She held the gold key so tightlgt tih cut into her
hand, and when she loosed it and it swung on itsegachain, Lilias
said, 'That's unusual. Did Kern give it to you?'

'Yes.' How did she know? Why had she asked that?

'He never gave me @old-platedkey,' Lilias said, as though she hat
been short-changed, and everyone laughed with her.

What key did he give you? Philippa wanted to askhik car? To his
home? Do you still have the key he gave you? Bshtéfhadn't smiled
too she would have seemed naive, and they'd hawarkshe was
jealous. It wasn't a joke in the best of taste,itowts a joke and she
smiled with clenched teeth, and somebody said-Sungetabout
buying gold nuggets as an investment and the jasefargotten.

But not by Philippa, which was probably what Liliasended. When
they were making for their cars and home Liliag fielo step by

Philippa and asked her quietly, 'How does it fedidve hitched your
wagon to a star?’

‘Wonderful," said Philippa softly.

'‘Perhaps hitched your wagon to a whirlwind would doeruer
description.' Lilias's voice was low, her eyes wereKern a little
ahead. 'And | don't think, somehow, you're goingtémd the pace.'



Before Philippa could answer that she had walkedyawatching
Kern up, putting a hand on his arm and her faceecto his for a few
words. Then she was between Laura and Roland ©rgngho were
guiding out the cars and waving goodbyes.

As soon as Philippa and Kern reached the roadgphilsaid, 'Lilias
Storr is very beautiful.’

‘Yes,' said Kern, watching the traffic as their cenved in the stream
of departing guests.

'‘What did she say to you just now?'
'‘When?'

‘Just before you got into the car.’
‘Goodnight,’ said Kern.

She should leave it, she knew, but she despenateiyed him to tell

her, 'Lilias is the past and over.' That was whatlselieved, but she
needed reassurance, and some of her new-won cocdidherd been
undermined tonight so that she couldn't say, & lpou, please tell me
you love me.' Instead she said, 'You didn't seenprised she was at
the barbecue. Were you expecting her there?'

'It is her sister's house,' said Kern, and Philigasped.
‘Laura Cranston?"

'Yes.' No one had told her that. No one had toldamgthing about
Lilias, except her mother and what she had reatthenpress. She
didn't know Laura Cranston well, she had just negtdometimes in
other people's houses, she hadn't dreamt she \ias &iorr's sister.



But this meant that Lilias had a home in this tawren she wanted it,
as well as that London flat. She had kept out ahkseway, so far as
Philippa knew, since his marriage. But if she haerbbiding her time
she was back now, and Philippa had a sickeningraneition that
they were going to see a lot more of her.

Roy Wesk hadn't been at the barbecue, but he leadeskethoughtful
when Philippa had mentioned it, and of course hstrkoow that
Laura was Lilias's sister. Next morning, as he @ad$zhilippa's desk
in the outer office, he asked, 'Enjoy yourself laght?'

'l met some interesting people,' she said. He knbat she meant by
'Interesting' and looked so concerned that she éegdoroadly at him
as though he was the one who needed cheering apik8d Roy. He
was a bachelor, still living at home, and not vergky in love,
according to the motherly lady who was his secyetar

Until now Philippa would have said that her marrigel was pretty
nearly perfect, but Lilias Storr was a very reae#t. Kern might not
admit it, but Roy Wesk did, just by his expressidmen he realised
that Lilias had been at that barbecue.

Now, when Kern and Philippa were invited out, sames Lilias was
there. Not always by any means, but often enougleep Philippa at
constant tension. And when she was Philippa weasdato leave
Kern's side because Lilias always seemed to bepehig) to him.
Maybe Philippa imagined that, but she didn't imagihe amused
astonishment in Lilias's eyes. Something like theey viaer mother
used to look at her. 'How can this be my daughtélér always
seemed to be wondering, and Lilias Storr wondes, rHow can
this be Kern's wife?'



Kern loves me, Philippa told herself constantly.Harried me. But
why? she was asking herself now, instead of just dicet as a

lovely miracle. Kern McCabe and Lilias Storr hactbeogether for
nearly a year, and it was one thing to tell hertbedfpast didn't matter,
another to see them together again, even if itiwascrowded room.

When Lilias had been around Philippa would lie 8edkern in the
darkness, and wonder if the time would ever comenaie would
whisper Lilias's name, in love or in sleep.

She was not looking for heartache, heaven knows)dw when she
looked about her clearly she saw things that faght her.
Sometimes Kern walked out of the house and vani&irdtburs, and
she didn't know where he went. Sometimes it wasdahight, and if
she asked if she could tag along he'd say no, ééedeto be alone,
that she should go to bed and go to sleep.

Perhaps it was to clear his head, to get his thisughorder. Even
Mrs. Harris had warned her he could be irritableewhe was
working hard. Friends had said he could be a swsndling but
meaning it, saying they understood when sometirhdgppa phoned
to cancel appointments.

‘You go,' Kern would say, and sometimes, unwilynghe did. But
she noticed that Lilias never turned up if KernntidNot once. That
could have been coincidence. Like the phone calls.

Sometimes Kern answered the phone and she wonddied was,
and it could have been Lilias, although if she ddkien he never said
it was. And the wrong numbers. When Philippa spgbkecaller hung
up. Wrong numbers happen on any phone, but perthapsaller
hadn't expected a woman to answer.

There was the perfume too. It had been Lilias't thaunting
fragrance in Kern's car; Lilias was still using and sometimes it



seemed to Philippa that it clung to Kern's cloti@ee tried to believe
she was making a fool of herself, you could easiggine a perfume.
But she looked for lipstick on collars, a womanisg dark hair on the
shoulder of his jacket.

She found nothing. If she had she didn't know vdine could have
done. There was no one she could talk to aboutdhi$ maybe she
iImagined that the folk who knew Kern and Lilias eévoking at her
now with a little pity.

Apart from being preoccupied, and spending more @one—that

Is, more time away from Philippa— she couldn't lstlyesay that

Kern had changed. He was as exciting, as genev¥dnsn he made
love to her it was still unbelievably wonderful thibat didn't mean it

was the same for him. Philippa had taken it fonggd that she made
him happy, and she did, but she didn't know whiad kaf happiness
he and Lilias had shared.

She had known Kern for five months, been marriedino for four,
and she was facing it now—she didn't really knom ht all. Friends
who had known him longer probably knew him better.

Roy Wesk, for instance. Roy's sympathies were Witilippa now
that Lilias Storr was around again. Philippa seethedkind of girl
Roy would have liked to marry himself, but he cdesed that Kern
McCabe had married on impulse and would start teiggeit soon.

When Roy's secretary took her annual holiday—sheyas went to
Spain in the off season when the rates were reddbedasked
Philippa if she could work afternoons. 'All righdtie agreed. 'Kern's
busy all day now, so | might as well be here.’

'‘Kern's busy, is he?' said Roy with a wealth of mmeg He made a
long face, and fiddled with his pen as though BPpdiwas asking him



to represent her in a divorce action and he wastalbamake notes,
and she said quickly, smiling,

‘Working. What did someone say about genius beamgper cent
inspiration and ninety per cent perspiration?' 8beld do without
Roy's pity, but she got no smile from him. Instéadsaid glumly,

'l don't know about perspiration and inspiratidnsdems to me that
ruthlessness is what you need for success these diaywu're hard

enough, with yourself and everybody else, you arnagthe top and
stay there.'

She couldn't deny that Kern was tough, but she Wwdisicussing him
with Roy. She said lightly, 'Talent doesn't commiit at all, then?'
and that made him stutter,

‘Kern has immense talent, of course. I'm not sugggefor a moment
that he hasn't.'" Then he got on with signing theers she had just
brought in for signature.

Philippa pretended she was amused, but it wasnityfuhat Roy
should believe that Kern was neglecting her. Pexltapas a general
Impression. Perhaps outsiders knew more about laenage than
she did.

That night she told Kern she would be working avegtfor the next
three weeks. 'Just while Miss Gould's away. Youtdoimd, do you?'

'l don't mind. This is good.' She had just dishpdunew recipe. She
took her seat, and a forkful of the mixture on pkte and it was
tasty.

'So long as you're happy,' he said, and she renrechibeer father
saying that when she'd told him she was takingceetarial course
and helping in the playschool. Do what you likd@wg as you don't



bother us, her parents had meant; and fear staidethat Kern
might be starting to feel the same way.

She began to chatter. 'lt isn't so dull, you knearking in that office,
and Roy's very nice.'

'He's a nice bloke,' Kern agreed.
'‘He thinks you're ruthless,' she said.

'Do you discuss me often?' He didn't sound annoleek could he
when you only had to look at him to know it wasrage statement
of fact? He didn't sound annoyed, but neither de&l dound
particularly interested.

'‘We were talking about your work," she explain&aby thinks you
have to be ruthless these days if you want to@#te top and stay
there.'

Kern grinned, 'That's why he's stuck with propecgnveying,
because he's such a nice bloke he couldn't fighway out of a paper
bag. Are you getting fond of him?"

'‘What a question!" He was teasing her, and shesqet! to be
shocked, smiling at him. She didn't need to ansmy.feeling she
had for any other man could never compare or coenpeth her love
for Kern.

But suppose she had said 'Yes,' would it have homapart, as it
would her if he told her he wanted another womam® hanged the
subject so abruptly that Kern must have noticetihbdet her change
it and they talked of other things.

She was fond of Roy. Working closely with him shé gent on
liking him, but he could never make her pulses raed it never



occurred to her that he might be seeing himsati@® than business
colleague and friend.

Roy Wesk was a listener, a born sympathiser, andou@ point
women liked that. Unluckily for Roy the brighterlgitired of him
because he had no sense of humour, but as Philggpao intimate
interest in him it didn't bother her.

Sometimes she wondered if he could have told hegshshe didn't
want to hear. When Kern's name was mentioned hayahwoked
thoughtful, giving the impression that discretiomsvmaking him
choose his words carefully.

Once, when Kern had to go up to London on businssg/ing
overnight, Roy asked Philippa to go to the theafitt him. There
were no strings to the invitation, and she acceptecthaturally as
though he had been a girl friend, glad to escapen fher own
company and an evening spent wondering if Kernseag Lilias.

Kern phoned her that night, and she told him abwshow. She was
alone by then, and he told her that the busindks ted gone well
and he was missing her, which sent her happy to batér she
wondered if he could have phoned to stop her ropgne number he
had left her when she'd asked for a number —theehombhis
publisher and his wife—because he was somewheze els

Next morning she mentioned to Roy that Kern hachpldpand it was
Roy's, 'l suppose that saved you calling him,' tin@igered her
suspicions.

But she looked straight at Roy when she said, '¥espurse,’ giving
no sign of her thoughts.

While she was working as Roy's secretary she yshatl lunch with
him, because that way she could stay in the officen it was more
convenient, or get a snack at a nearby cafe atathat suited them.



Kern said he could easily make a sandwich for hilhhtgeget Mrs.
Harris to leave him one, and Philippa felt thapheferred to be able
to carry on working undisturbed.

The three weeks she was working full time she haxiahaged to get
over to her old home to see her parents. She haakepheach week,
speaking twice to her father and assuring him shefime. The third
time they were both out. They never phoned hershatand Kern
were supposed to be going to one of their partreshe Saturday
night that Kern's play, in which Fleur was playiagpart, was
transmitted.

Philippa was looking forward to that with mixed emas. She
would rather have watched the play quietly withriKean their own,
at home. Of course she wanted to see her parentshé was afraid
that Fleur's searching eye would spot the tiny 8fhe must have
heard that Lilias Storr was back in Kern's orbitd ashe would
certainly cross-examine Philippa on Kern's reastitmthat. But if
Philippa confided her vague worries Fleur would biterly
triumphant at being proved right, and only makengbki worse
because Philippa was still trying to tell hersékiitit was all in her
own mind.

She worked that Saturday morning, but left earllean she had
expected when someone phoned to cancel an appoinatthe last
moment and Roy told her, 'You might as well go hpitiere's
nothing else to do.'

‘Thanks.' She could have a lazy afternoon in pegar for the party.
'‘Don't forget to watch the play tonight,' she readaid him.

All their friends knew that the play was on. 'Bé watching," Roy
promised. "Your mother and your husband, quiteralyaaffair,' and
she laughed.



'Oh yes, I've got some very smart folk around me.'

‘You're smart yourself,' he assured her. 'l apptegiou stepping into
the breach these last three weeks. This is the tfime I've had
reservations about Miss Gould's return. In factanted to have a
guiet word with you about that.'

He sounded so confidential that Philippa feareavas going to put
forward some scheme for ousting Miss Gould andssing firmly, 'l
couldn't pinch Miss Gould's job.'

'Of course not.' But he seemed regretful. 'But ishdue to retire
before long, and in the meantime if you'd like émitnue full time we
could find you plenty to do.’

She didn't really need her afternoons free these.ddern was

always busy, there wasn't much to do around thedand she quite
enjoyed the work here. She asked, 'May | think abioover the

weekend?'

'‘Certainly you may.' Roy was about to add somethmge, but
changed his mind and, after a few seconds of |lagpkather like a
floundering fish, closed his mouth.

Philippa walked home wondering if Kern would hawgthing to say
about her taking on a full-time job, or if he'd tedr to please herself,
that it was all one-to him so long as she was happy

Of course she was happy. Or rather she wouldd@yfshe could rid
herself of this obsessive suspicion that LiliasiSieas very much in
touch with Kern again, these days. She had no etmqroof, just
nagging doubts, and fears that she was no matchilfas. And all

she could do about them was keep repeating tolhekse married
me,'as though it was an incantation to keep the paaya



She turned into the cul-de-sac of the mews atdhsesnoment that
Lilias came out of the third door down. Philippatésne. And Kern's,
of course. Kern was alone this morning, and Phaipyadn't been
expected back for another hour.

As Lilias turned from the door and saw Philippa éges narrowed.
Then she shrugged and came strolling towards Philigvho was
making a tremendous effort to look unconcerned lez¢his proved
nothing either. It didn't mean that Kern had kndwras was coming
or had wanted her to come. If Philippa could jwst, sweetly and
calmly, 'Hello, have you been calling on us?' thatlld give her an
advantage.

But Lilias began to smile slowly and Philippa knetie was being
laughed at, and anger rose in her so that by iettiey were face to
face she was blazing.

Lilias shrugged again, and Philippa asked, 'Am dkbearlier than
you expected?'

‘What do you mean by that?' Lilias drawled. She was engpyims,
her face was alight with malice.

‘As if you didn't know.'

'‘Oh dear, it's got claws!" She sounded as thougtiem had tried to
scratch her, and Philippa snapped,

‘And if you think I'll keep them sheathed while yoy to take my
husband away you've got the wrong girl!"

‘And you've got the wrong man.' Suddenly the ameasd¢rnad gone
from Lilias Storr's voice, the eyes were narrowggia and the
challenge was open.



‘Do you know why he married you?' she said contaoysly.

'‘Because he thought he wanted a wife who'd acesmpinsl place to
his work. | wouldn't. We had a row about it befoteok off for the

last time. After that he found himself a woman wihask for very
little, but he's tiring of you already, and thosgd gold fetters called
wedding rings aren't going to hold him much longer.

Philippa had to keep her lips compressed becalseahidn't trust
herself to speak, but her mind was screaming.

'So get out of the way,' said Lilias.

Philippa was blocking the narrow pavement, butcsh#dn't move. If
she had done she would have struck this woman vasot@ling her
her marriage was doomed, and Lilias stepped ohe@dbblestones
and walked around her and said again, 'Just getfdbée way.'



CHAPTER SEVEN

PHILIPPA didn't turn until Lilias had had plenty of time ¢get out of
the mews. Fury and fear were churning in her, &edcouldn't have
said which emotion held sway. Her head felt as ghout was
bursting, and her stomach as though she had stepioed lift that
wasn't there. She wanted to hurry to Kern to repdstt Lilias had
just said, and hear him laugh.

But supposing he didn't laugh? What if there wgsain of truth in it?
Lilias hadn't said that he wanted out from his mage right now. She
had said he was tiring of Philippa, that marriagauldn't hold him
much longer, and if Philippa rushed in, incohemd accusing, she
might precipitate a situation of no return. No dothat was what
Lilias wanted, but Philippa had enough sensedaféélise she was in
no state for her own best interests.

She began to walk away from the house, and wemtadking until
she was calmer, although the hollow ache wasistilier. As she
retraced her steps she knew there was a very simpleahead. If
Kern told her Lilias had been here it meant thees wothing
secretive about the visit. If he didn't, then &k tshadowy doubts
could have substance, and she couldn't pretendoaggr that her
marriage was safe and that Kern would never hurt he

She let herself into the house. It was quiet areingel empty, the

door of the study shut. That was where Kern wo@dand usually

she made coffee before she knocked, so that sharttdder excuse

for interrupting besides the fact that she wanteske him as soon as
she got home. That was why he had married herad. iiad said,

because she didn't interrupt, she knew her place.

But today she tapped on the door and Kern calfex$?'



He looked busy, and Philippa wondered how much himbad spent
with Lilias. 'I'm back," she said brightly.

'‘Good.' The electric typewriter still hummed, helivaturned it off to
talk to her, and he wasn't looking at her but & wWords he had
written. She hesitated, then asked,

‘Anything interesting happen this morning?'

A small shake of the head meant no, it also meagb—away.
'‘No—uvisitors?' Her voice rose oddly and he turnedtioe swivel
chair, his eyes suddenly keen.

'Why?'

She had given herself away as easily as thatbjuste tone of her
voice she had betrayed that this was no casualygaerd she
admitted, 'l met Lilias.'

'‘And she told you she'd been here and you werengam see if I'd
deny it?'

That summed it up. Philippa might have said, 'Ske #ld me why
you married me and that a wedding ring isn't goémigold you,' but if
she did Kern could have said, "That's right.'

‘Something like that,' she said.

He almost smiled, but not his eyes. 'What kindwéfence are you
wanting?' he asked softly. 'Is Roy Wesk advisingd@nd she heard
herself say,

‘Do | need a lawyer?'

'‘When you do I'd look around for somebody else.’



He was angry because he thought she was tryingpehim, like an
over-possessive wife, but whether he admitted iadrLilias Storr
was bent on wrecking this marriage, and Philipps w&agry too.
Angry and scared.

'Rgy's a good lawyer and a good friend,' she ptetesAnd why did
Lilias come here this morning? Because she knewdymeialone?'

Kern had turned off the typewriter now, and pushdaack, away
from him, and sat with clenched hands on the taBle came to see
if she'd left a book here,' he said.

‘A book} She couldn't keep the derision out of her void¢hen
would she have been likely to have left a book?’

‘Before | met you,' he said bluntly, ‘when she Wasg here half the
time.'

She should have known that, but she still lookeaksh. It was
hearing him say it that made her shrink. Liliasng here. Living
with Kern. Using everything in this house, treatib@s her home
probably for far longer than it had been home foilippa. So that
was the key she had, could still have.

'Of course, how stupid of me." Philippa spoke igat little voice,
and Kern said wearily,

'l thought that was common knowledge.'

'I'm sure it was.' She wasn't passing moral juddsdrer lips were
compressed to stop them trembling. 'l just donfitw@ hear about it,'
she said.

‘That's as well. It could take a long time if yauddenly decide you're
entitled to a run-down of my past ten years.'



The controlled brusqueness of his voice put as mdisktance
between them as though he had shouted at herhbusteod her
ground. 'Please don't bother,' she said.

‘It wouldn't bother me,' he said quietly, 'but heee it would bother
you.'

'l—don't know you very well, do 1?"

'‘No, love, you don't.' Then he grinned wryly. 'Guwyhad done you'd
never have married me.'

She didn't want the talking to be like this. Nowvauld say that the
marriage was a mistake, and she had to stop himgsthat. She said
desperately, 'This party tonight, we could get ouit. You don't
really want to go, don't you? We could watch theeygiere. | could
say you're working, you're busy.'

‘You go,' said Kern.
'‘On my own?' she wailed.

'‘From what | know of Philip and Fleur there'll bénauseful.' Kern

had been to more parties at her parents' housesttehad herself,
but he was not going to this one. Even if she bégged she wasn't
begging. He could be meeting Lilias, and if shetsthto beg she
might finish weeping.

'What do | tell them?' she asked.

He pulled the typewriter towards him and switched ‘bike you
said, I'm working, I'm busy.'

‘You're working. All right." As Lilias had said, wocame first.



She shut the door after her, and she knew he wodtdlow. She
could hang around all afternoon and he wouldn'teaut of the
study. She could stay instead of going to the panyif he went out
this evening then she would know he was going tetrhdias, and
he'd admit it. He might bring Lilias back with hish)e was as much at
home here as Philippa was, and what could Philgupthen, except
pack and go, or stay and rail against them both?

This had been their first quarrel. The marriagele¢de nearly over
and they had never even quarrelled before. She kmsviKkern could
be irascible, but not with her. He had always bkied to her, too
kind perhaps, too good to be true. Buying her egpempresents, like
toys for a child. Or conscience- gifts, becauseaaly he was tiring of
her.

It would surprise nobody. Her parents, his friendagd all been
doubtful when he'd married Philippa. She had beeronly one who
believed that the marriage would endure. But sk drdy known

him for four weeks, and although he was her husibhamdhe had just
told her she didn't know him very well. That if stiel she wouldn't
like him, she wouldn't want to be married to him ..

She went into the bedroom and thought—a strangepslwith me in
that bed, talks to me, makes me laugh, broughtlive. a

She sat at the dressing table and told the cotig, ddle've just had
our first quarrel,' sounding like a child talking & toy, or somebody
whistling in the dark because she was scared tth dgavhat was
happening.

It had been a very quiet quarrel, but as threageagthe first falling
rock that starts an avalanche, and suddenly Philippas
remembering that moment at Nun's Well when shelbakled at
Kern McCabe's hard face and imagined, briefly, thate was war
between them, that he was a man who could deséoy h



She jumped up and began to pack at a feverishpatigng her dress
for tonight's party into a small case, and clofleesn overnight stay.
Then she went back to the study. 'Sorry to inteémago again,’ she
said, 'but if you're not coming | might as welligow and have a few
extra hours over there. There doesn't seem to yahiag | can do

here. And I'll stay overnight, I'll see you tomao#rd

She had a forlorn hope that Kern would protest. iiine got up she
held her breath, longing for him to say, 'I'll cohwe even, 'Don't stay
overnight,' but he just kissed her lightly, likgaodbye at a railway
station, and said, 'Sorry about this, but | shatilck at it.'

It was an apology. It meant she could go believirad he really had
to work, and she almost did believe it becausenstrged to so badly.

'‘Where's Kern?' was almost the first thing everyasieed Philippa.

As she walked into her old home her mother canetime hall and
hurried to meet her with outstretched arms. 'Ppdiglarling, how
lovely to see you!" The same effusive greetingwhbeald give to all

her guests, with the theatrical kiss and embracel then, 'Where's
Kern?'

'He couldn't make it,’ said Philippa. 'He askedtmapologise for
him, but he's finishing this book and he's pradlijazhained himself
to the typewriter.'

'‘Oh!" Fleur's smile vanished and Philippa said kjyic
"You look well, you look marvellous.'
Fleur knew that. She eyed Philippa's case. 'Aresyaying, darling?'

‘Just overnight. That's all right, isn't it?'



'Of course, this is your home, but do you think--'

She bit her lip, looked around, and put a hand bifipgpa’'s arm,
steering her out of the hall into the small drawmgm. Then she
took up the unfinished sentence again. 'But do think it's wise
leaving Kern on his own? Lilias Storr's around aggou know.'

'l had noticed," said Philippa drily.

'‘And people are saying--' Philippa was sure thatiFknew all the
gossip, but she didn't want to hear it. Her eye$pmg-lashed and the
same colour as Fleur's own famous eyes, were veag.

'l can hardly stick by him twenty-four hours a dahe said quietly.
'He wouldn't like that.'

"You poor child,’ said Fleur tremulously. "You pppoor darling, but
we did warn you, didn't we? We knew this would heppWVhen we
first heard you were going around with Kern | sedPhilip that it
was like putting you in a cage and expecting yotatoe a tiger.'

Lilias had said Philippa had hitched her wagon tehalwind ... to
tame a tiger, to hold a whirlwind. They soundeeé Homething out of
mythology, like Hercules' labours; and they megqutte simply, that
nobody thought she had a hope in life of holdingrKe

Pride stiffened her spine and she laughed, 'Did ngally? How
melodramatic! But all that's happened is that Kleas a book to
finish and he can't come to the party.'

Fleur was silenced. If Philippa wasn't admittingttl.ilias was a
danger, either she was still besotted blind abcernKor she was
developing a sophisticated streak. She didn't ldeky-eyed, she
looked cool and poised and really very pretty.



It seemed there might be compensations in thisti@mas marriage,
because Philippa's appearance had improved almast 0

recognition since she'd met Kern; and although r~leas not

over-thrilled by a daughter attractive enough tetapetitive it was
better than a daughter who was a drag. 'What @resgou wearing
for the party?' she asked.

At the party Philippa countered all questions ali¢ern in the same
way. She smiled and told them how hard he was wgrkand
wearing the turquoise chiffon that had been pahesftrousseau she
got plenty of flattering attention.

Of course Kern's absence was noted, but Philipeansé to be

having a good time. She was discovering that stk ihlerited

something else from Fleur besides amber eyes, tiengs of an

actress. Nobody could guess that her heart was@elsi she smiled
and flirted, and for the first time played the lesst alongside her
mother with skill and charm.

Edmund Buff-Harrington watched her goggle-eyed. Taild have
amused Kern. Given half a chance this time Edmundldvhave
been delighted to walk Philippa around the gardaitispugh it was a
dark and frosty night, and at last he burst outait't get over it! |
wouldn't have known you. You look absolutely stumgni

‘Thank you." She didn't laugh at him because it @&asincere
compliment, but her eyes danced as she told hirelrdl've grown
up at last. | was a very late developer.’

The televising of the play, covering ninety minyteas the highlight
of the evening. The TV set was in the small drawimgm. The idea
was that people should wander in and watch for igewtnen rejoin
the main body of the party, spilling into most 6etooms on the
ground floor.



Philippa settled herself into a corner because ghs far more
interested in the play than the party, and shecadtthat quite a few
of the others got hooked and sat from beginningrtd. Fleur was
effective in the role she was best at, a beaudifid brittle woman,
and wherlrhe Endloated up on the screen everyone crowded arou
her and she was in her element.

Philippa was congratulated on Kern's behalf, atidobagh it didn't
mean much—guests were usually complimentary to jece—she
knew herself that they had just seen a disturbipghyerful piece of
work. She agreed with the man who wasn't talkingeig and hadn't
noticed her near, who said in awestruck tones tih&n man, 'My
God, but McCabe can write!'

She had read the script, and now she wanted tgaatl how splendid
it had been in living action; and she wanted td kain about

Edmund—because that would make him laugh and remetné last
time when the three of them were out under the namahit had been
the beginning of everything.

She went upstairs to phone, well out of hearinmpguthe extension in
her mother's room, and sat on the bed and listem#te ringing. It
went on long enough for Kern to come out of thalgtwut of the
bathroom. Long enough for him to hear it wherevenwas in the
house. But he didn't answer, and Philippa sat théoag time before
she hung up.

He wasn't working, or he would have picked up then to silence
the incessant ringing. He hadn't even stayed tahwais own play.
He was out, and after this morning the odds weed tie was
somewhere with Lilias.

She had to go down to the party again, so shedthdr smile before
she came out of the bedroom, coming downstairs hpghcurved,
wearing gaiety like a mask.



The mask almost slipped when a thin dark dapper saaah, 'Pity
Kern couldn't make it. You don't get around togese much these
days, do you?'

'l wouldn't say that," shrugged Philippa.
'Let's see,' he said, 'how long have you been euiti

She wanted to tell him to shut up, but he was atjugre whoever he
was, and he was probably a little drunk. He haargel glass of
Scotch and he looked as though it was nearer arghféhan his first.

‘Nearly six whole months,' she said lightly.

‘And you recommend whirlwind marriages? Or do ywak couples
should take longer than four weeks to get to knasheother before
they marry?'

'If I'm being asked for advice | have to admit tiiaey probably
should," she joked.

The thin man grinned at her. 'Nice party, real giéyn couldn't make
it,’” he said. When Philippa read the piece in thpep she couldn't
iImagine how she had been stupid enough not toseeale was
talking to a newspaperman. Journalists were oftehea parents'
parties, and those questions had been loaded.

It was Wednesday morning. She was drinking coffeev@ondering
whether she wanted any more toast before shefder efork. Kern,
still in a bathrobe, had been glancing through plagers, with a
coffee cup at his elbow, and he handed the papessthe table to
her. ‘We're the lead,' he said.

The biggest headline on the gossip page askedhésMcCabe
Marriage On The Rocks?' and horrified, she read, oid saying
could be proving itself in the Kern McCabe-Philigparrel romance.
The one about marrying in haste. The couple welinvibur weeks



of meeting, and sadly, after only six months, tregeears to be arift.
Philippa was alone on Saturday night at a partyelebrate the TV
play, written by Kern and starring her mother FI8arrel. She was
looking delightful, with her flashing smile and Harge amber eyes,
but she advised impetuous lovers to take longesrbefommitting
themselves to matrimony. Philippa, it seems, hgeets.'

She couldn't believe it. She began to say, 'l nea& that,' then she
remembered what she had said and when, and shodied, still
bewildered. 'l didn't realise he was a reportéholught he was just
tactless and a bit drunk.'

'‘Probably all three,’ said Kern.

'How awful!" She pressed the back of her hand to her mouth.
sounds dreadful, and I didn't mean it like thatcaodrse | don't have
regrets.’

Since she came back on Sunday everything had geryecalmly
here. She had told Kern she'd tried to phone hna,hee had said he
was out, without explaining where. There was araest and
Philippa wasn't sorry she was still working futhe. Kern had raised
no objections to that. He was working too, late hadl. Last night
she didn't know what time he had come to bed. Sldetited to stay
awake, but she had fallen asleep at last, and wherwoke it was
morning.

Now she read the paragraph again and said, 'I'ni.'sor

'Why?' He was cynically amused, as though this avdmd joke.
‘You're probably right, we should have waited larige

But if they had waited they wouldn't have marriedias would have
come back. She was back now, and Kern was wishengpdun't
married Philippa.



She gripped her hands together, below table lex#lpof sight, and
said in a voice that sounded odd because of thnggs in her throat,
'l think | wanted to marry you as soon as | met.you

Kern looked at her steadily. 'Don't you know why?'
'‘What?'

‘Do you know why you wanted me?' Her lips partbée, \was trying to
speak when he went on, 'Because you were looking fiather figure
to take you to the circus.'

'‘What?'
'You wanted emotional security and you felt safenjnpocket.’

She was not safe now. The ground was moving berfesathHer
world had never been in such peril, and she sa#tilyy

‘That is a savage thing to say.'
‘But true.’

It is not true!" No one had been so kind to heKam, until now.

Perhaps she had been starved of kindness, but\atE thim, and she
said raggedly, "You're my husband, not my fathexu'é the man |
love.'

'I'm the only man you've had.’

She sat very still at that. Then she said, 'TiBefore Kern her only
sexual experience had been hand- holding and arsiooeh clumsy
kiss. He had had the skill to arouse every dorntanging, his

lovemaking had taken her into a new dimension fisg senses,
and now he was saying that might be all it wash#gsgcal reaction,
as satisfying for her with another man as it hawlosk certainly been



for him with other women. She said bitterly, 'Was$hicky to get an
expert first time?"

‘Were you?'

'l don't honestly know.' She looked at her watain. due at work. I'm
sure everybody will have read this. It should makas's day.'

'It won't exactly put a damper on Roy Wesk's," $adh cynically.

Of course he was making cracks about Roy to easedmscience,
and Roy said he had been very grieved to read/it.fault, I'm
afraid,’ said Philippa. 'l didn't realise | wastedahg to a reporter, and
you know how they put words into your mouth.’

Roy said indeed he did, as though he was being taths
misreported. Then he said that Philippa alwaysaia@nd in him, 'A
shoulder to cry on.' He smiled sadly at her witat tbffer, and she
grimaced.

‘Now what would | be crying about?'Roy patted hemdy he did a lot
of hand patting. 'Just remember,' he said.

Of course everyone had seen the story, although dewhem
mentioned it. Her mother did, phoning up that emgrand asking
why she had given Willy a quote like that. '‘Becausidn't know
what Willy's line was,' said Philippa. 'l thoughtvhs chatting up a
guest.’

'‘But everyone knows Willy," Fleur protested. 'Aletsame, darling, it
might not be a bad idea if you did the walking &adsier on the pride
then being the abandoned wife." She sounded aghhshe was
discussing a play and which role offered more scape Philippa
felt tired and ill.



'You think so?' she said. 'Goodbye now, there'seemm at the door.'
There was no one at the door. Philippa had jusedoome, the phone
had started ringing as she passed it; she didert kwow if Kern was

here.

She could be quite alone again, the way she wasdshe met Kern.
She had been a deprived child, un- cherished Ketih rode along,
the knight on the white charger, swinging her ulpibe him to gallop
away on the great adventure.

Perhaps that was how she had seen him, represestiogional
security for the first time in her life, just as had said, and perhaps
that was what she had wanted. And perhaps it wasraw.

But she was not the girl she had been. She comavsy she could
work. She counted now, and other men desired her.

The study door opened and Kern came out, and sheiwen with

longing for his arms around her, the pressure ®tips, the wonder
of being close to him. 'You're the man | love,' slagl told him this
morning, and h£ had answered, 'I'm the only manvgobad,' so
perhaps it was just a need, a physical hungerwBatever it was it
didn't hit him when he saw her. He looked calm gou

'‘Hello,' he said. 'Who was it?"

‘The phone? My mother. She saw the piece in therpapd she
suggests that | walk out on you before you walkayutme.' She said
that to shake his self- control and he grinned fgaint

‘That's nice. What did you say?"'
'l made no promises.’

He said, 'That could be the answer.'



Once Philippa had thought they had all the answers,nothing was

sure any more and she could only take life day doy &Vinter had

come quickly with a spell of bitter weather, andaemed to Philippa
that she skated on thin ice, literally and metajaiadly.

There was certainly a chill in her marriage. Nol neavs, but an
edginess and a feeling of frustration, while shéctwved and waited,
and knew from Roy Wesk, and practically everyoise ghat they all
thought her days with Kern were numbered.

She was cool and bright, acting so well that shieetones felt she
should have been nominated for an Oscar. Even Wwiles was
around. Particularly when Lilias was around. It v&idl Philippa
Kern came home to at nights, but the nights hac\gdé She was
tense and troubled now instead of relaxed and ar@&ce when he
touched her she stiffened and he asked, "Whatinalier?'

‘Nothing.' Except that if he was tiring of her thigs only another
kind of charity. He never said he loved her now-I'te got a
headache,' she said.

She heard him laugh in the darkness. 'That's @ligiWould you like
me to move into the spare room?'

Stupidly she said, 'We don't have a spare room.’

*You don't miss much,' he said. 'Goodnight.' Haedrand slept, and
Philippa lay very still, breathing regularly so thi& sounded as
though she was sleeping too, with the tears slidmgn her face.

There was no lovemaking after that. There was dlkitolerance
from Kern that was worse than antagonism, becatisavas
reminiscent of her parents' attitude—don't botherand we won't
bother you. The gulf was wide and widening, and nwhige first
snow- flaks fell she thought—we won't see the gptogether. She
hurried to the office these mornings because elenytthere was



predictable routine, and when she was immersedonk whe could
fool herself she had forgotten her worries.

But now unhappiness was deep inside her, jusfas ahort months
ago happiness had been the core of her being. Wban Roy pursed
his lips and looked particularly mournful, or otlieends of Kern and
Lilias trotted out snide remarks, she knew it waly @ matter of time
before the showdown was forced on her. And therp#réng, the

fork in the road, with Kern going one way and hHriedt to wander

down the other, whether she wanted to or not.

She usually had lunch with Roy these days and weg sitting at
the usual table in the usual restaurant when Kaeilked in. He knew
where she lunched, she had told him, and he dwind, but when
she saw him she gave a little gasp of surpriseRanydautomatically
patted her hand, covering it with his and murmuyriig all right, he's
on his own.’

He'd expected Lilias to be with Kern, but Kern waeking for
Philippa and he came over to their table. 'l thaughfind you here.'
He drew up a chair, nodded affably at Roy, thenddrto Philippa.
'I'm going down to Cornwall for a couple of weeksso. It's this
series I've let myself in for.'

He'd agreed to do a series for one of the colopplsments, on men
who'd stood alone, outsiders. He'd said somethexsjeyday about
getting down to the research for that now the bweak finished, and
this was typical enough. Kern didn't waste time. rHight just as
easily have been off to the other side of the woRdyht now?"' said
Philippa.

'Yes. I've left you the address and the numbenehbtel.' There was
no suggestion that Philippa might go with him. Sies working
full-time, but Roy would have let her have a fewslaff if Kern had



asked for them. Once she could have said, 'Puby@ur pocket,' but
never again. She said brightly,

'‘Don't worry about me, I'll keep the home firesrbng.'

'Yes.' Kern looked down at Roy's hand on the tapftetectively
covering Philippa's, and one eyebrow raised astie ‘s can see I'm
leaving you in good hands.'

Roy jumped, but Philippa smiled steadily. 'I'm stire research will
be invaluable,' she said.

When Kern had gone Roy began to work himself intdignation.
‘This is all the notice he gives you! He just walkand tells you--'

‘You know Kern,' she said lightly. '"He doesn't vedstne. That's how
he gets so much work done. Do you think | couldenavother cup of
coffee?’

Kern didn't phone, and her pride wouldn't let ek lsim. She tried to
avoid mutual friends. She didn't want them askingsgions, and she
didn't want them giving her advice, but she codldodge Roy Wesk,
and at the end of the first week without Kern heeglaer a lift home.
It was snowing slightly, leaden dark just after dagl, and she had
almost decided to go home for the weekend. Bothpheents were
away, but if she stayed here she was almost serevstld find Roy
underfoot.

‘Mind if | come in for a few minutes?' he said,hlesdrew up in the
mews, and she shrugged.

‘All right, I'll give you a cup of coffee, but I'vgot packing to do—I'm
going home for the weekend.'



If home was where the heart is, the house of hdathadod qualified
as well as this. But as soon as he stepped ingigel&nanded, 'What
are you going to do?'

'‘What about?'
*You haven't heard from Kern, have you ?'
'No, but--'

"You know he's left you.' No one had put it thairitly before, and
Philippa couldn't quite believe that Kern would kkaway, excusing
himself with the story of research. She said, H'tihink so.'

'I'm not saying he won't come back here,' Roy'sesdrface was pink
with strain, 'but I'm sick of him making a fool ydu. He went back to
Lilias weeks ago. She's with him now, her sistat azard from her
yesterday. Legally he may be your husband, butyewerknows he's
still her lover.'

She wished she had the strength to say very lodby are lying,’

but of course it was true, and she had no stresigéii. There was a
chair near and she sat down quickly or she wowe séthered to the
ground because her legs wouldn't support her, amdvbice was
hardly more than a whisper.

'‘People do have poisonous minds,' she said. 'YauRoy.'

His face flushed even pinker. 'I'm sorry, but yam'tgo on refusing
to accept the facts.'

She bit her lip to stop hysteria rising, and woedeif Kern would
have let her stay if the skeletons hadn't come lmgpout of the
cupboard, and thought he would, and wondered wdtexeould find
the courage to leave.



Roy was patting her shoulder now and telling heonly you could
see that it's all for the best, you could nevehibéind of girl. You're
my kind of girl." She looked blankly at him andlbeked imploringly
at her. '"You know | love you, don't you?'

She knew that it didn't matter if he loved or hdted but the fact that
she had been hurt so terribly was no reason famguypoor Roy, and
she managed to say, 'Don't, please, not now.'

'I'm sorry.' He looked as though he could have vi@pher. 'But you
know that things can't go on like this. Why dorouycome to my
home?' His father was the senior partner of thm,fiand she
wondered how Roy's ultra-respectable parents woudegtgKern
McCabe's wife. Very unwillingly, she thought, andy® home was
the last place she saw as sanctuary.

'l must think." She pressed fingertips to her tbing temples. She
had known this was coming, she had known that gomeit would
have to be faced, and really it was simple enoid/lrshe had to do
was stop loving Kern, as he had stopped loving aed, then her
pride would save her. She had to get away alonewsbere where no
one would talk about Kern, or tell her what sheusttidoe doing. 'l
must go away,' she said.

'Of course, you come--' She wasn't talking to Rtng was talking to
herself. She made a silencing gesture and it woikdedshut up and
stood watching her, listening.

'l have to be alone for a while," she said to Herffeshe went to
friends they would talk. A hotel somewhere, a lamgy from the
hotel where Kern was with Lilias? Or the cottagetiom mountain?
She could have a week at the cottage, and in teaher Bron and
Hew wouldn't bother her. She'd look in on them,ttedm Kern was
away and she'd brought some work to do. She cealitirbe on her



own there. If she went to pieces nobody would sFauhtil she had
got herself together again.

She walked into the bedroom and took out a casédagdn to pack
warm clothes. Roy followed her in, but the mumbfehts voice

hardly impinged on her consciousness until the ipgcwas almost
done, and then she had to make an effort to gek loac his

wavelength.

‘Where are yogoing}' he was asking, as though he had been ask
for some time, and he probably had.

Philippa told him, 'To a cottage in Wales. It's ¢&ymand | can be
alone there. I'm sorry about the office; this isyv&ort notice and |
hope it won't be too inconvenient.' The polite Ditiea fell from her

lips and Roy rushed to reassure her they could geraend that he
was deeply sorry he was the one who had made bertlfi@ facts.
And that she knew her job was waiting, and he waiting.

Kern will probably be relieved to hear that, sheupht wildly, he has
a conscience about me. He'll be glad that somebtsgtyis offering

me security. She said, 'You're very kind." And kiesks is a thing | am
beginning to hate. 'But please don't worry," shd, sgou told me

nothing | didn't know.'

She closed the door on him and his pity. Of cotiesdidn't love her,
she was not in the least his kind of girl, but llkémund and most of
the men she met these days he found her attracike. was
attractive, and the world was full of susceptiblennand once she
had Kern out of her system she might meet someletsty whose
lightest touch made her heart miss a beat, whom vehieted
desperately.

The trouble was that Kern was overwhelming. So lasghe was
near, or even if there were people around sayisghaime, she was



trapped by the sheer magnetism of him. She hacetakldree, and to
do that she had to get away.

The cottage had memories, of course, but they wenories that
would harden her resolve. He was with Lilias nowtlse memories
had meant very little to him, and if Philippa hay @pirit at all a few
days and nights in the cottage should make her e to

anything else Kern could do. Once she had had tinteiild up her
defences he wouldn't be able to hurt her.

They had left the kitchen cupboard full of tinsdashe emptied the
pantry of the mews house and packed all that irbta of the car.
Mrs. Harris would re- stock. before Kern returngden if she didn't
he'd soon get himself a meal.

Philippa set off by first light next morning; shacto have daylight
for the trek from where she could leave the cad, the skies were
dark and threatening. Snow" was falling in leisyrishion, little
bitter flakes, and it was plain there was morecime.

The drive down was on iced roads, and when shekieaban the door
of the farm she had quite a tussle with Bron and Heho were very
reluctant indeed to let her go up to the cottageu're going to get
snowed in,' Bron warned her. 'Look at it!" The gonetal sky and the
frozen landscape. 'lt's going to be a heavy fall.'

‘That's all right,' Philippa insisted. ‘There'slfup there, isn't there?
and I've got lots of food. | don't mind.’

She wanted to be completely isolated, somewhereshie cry all
her tears and no one would see her. At the monhertrgsted no one
in this world, she was turning her face againswthele human race,
and when Hew said, 'We'd better come up with yod see how
things are,' she tried to protest.



She didn't want them marooned with her, but shetfely were in two
minds about physically restraining her, and whiile s/as protesting
they were getting into thick coats and heavy bobtey followed her
car in their Land Rover, and then helped her ctireyboxes of food
and her case up to the cottage.

They opened their eyes wide when Philippa prodhezdjolden key,
and babbled, 'Kern had this made for me. | donivwkrvhether it
works or whether the gilting's gunged it up, but--'

The golden key did work and Hew slipped his keykbaato his
pocket, and they carried the boxes in. They werg geod friends, to
whom Philippa was very grateful, the last thingythmaust have
wanted to do on this bitterly cold Sunday was climbmountain
carrying heavy boxes of provisions. While she wtsrimg, 'Can |
get you a cup of tea?' Hew had Bron's arm and &sg her,

'‘We'll be getting back while the light holds.'
‘Thank you," Philippa called after them. "Thankyou

Huddled in the doorway, she watched the dark figune the white

slopes. The end of the track where the cars st@sdma dip, hidden
from the cottage, and when Bron and Hew vanishexh fner sight

she had to go inside. There was no further examskeshe was numb
with cold in the open doorway.

Last time the fog had dimmed the light coming imotlgh the
windows, now it was snowclouds, heavy and low-lyisg that
although Hew had opened the shutters the room wWwasest in
darkness.

Last time Kern had carried her in. 'It's alwaysddol here,' he'd said,
‘but it warms up quickly. I'll light the fire anthé¢ lamps. Stay right
where you are.' This time, unless she wanted &z&do death, she



had better move and quickly. She had a torch innaedbag and
matches, and she lit one of the paraffin lampsaatwuple of candles.

The kindling of the fire was damp so that she ladismantle the
whole thing and start again, twisting firelightérem paper in her
boxes of provisions, feeding in twigs, then sticksd finally a log
and a shovelful of coal.

Then she went outside to the stream, that wasrrazthe edges and
so icy cold that filling the bucket and pouring tivater down the
container was agony, turning her fingers blue andllen. If the
snow came thick at least she would be able to sapopater outside
her door. When she got back she sat as close foehes she could,
holding her hands to the blaze and giving hersetfueiating pins
and needles for being in such a hurry to get warm.

The memories were here, of course, but it wascaliferent this

time. A changed landscape outside from the hot semdays, and
inside the cottage real biting cold-on everythingeie was a great
deal to do. If she wanted a bed for the night @ tabe aired. The
lined chest upstairs was supposed to protect tloeldibes from

damp, but they were damp, and she brought them @mardraped
them around the fire. The mattress too. They hadhau back in its

plastic covering when they'd left, and she wouldarhember how
they had carried it up the mountain, laughing socmthat the

cumbersome load was almost unmanageable. Now aggett it off

the bed and slid it down the narrow stairs, anchdpd it where it

should get some of the heat from the fire.

When there was less to do she would get arourfdrtkibhg about her
future. She knew that tonight, alone in that bedtkfgvas going to
come down on her like a bereavement, and she wag twoweep for
everything that had been living and lovely, and wa® as cold and
dead as the snow.



Her only consolation was that no one would knowe Sfas safe
between these walls, and she was glad to see thefalling faster,
so that when she went out to fasten the shutterhéonight a thick
white carpet lay over everything.

She was tired, it had been an exhausting day, angsban as the
bedding seemed aired she got it back upstairs attk mp the bed,
leaving a lamp burning on the chest to take sontleeobitter chill out
of the air. If shecould sleep through the first night the ones thq
followed wouldn't be so bad.

Then she sat down to her first meal for over twélgars, soup and
crackers, and turned on the small transistor skiebnaught along,
listening to an erudite gentleman talking abouti&tan art because
she daren't listen to music.

The knocking on the door was so loud that the sloddiorought her
to her feet so suddenly she sent her chair sprgwlihe was terrified
for a moment. It was the last thing she had expecs eerie and
impossible as being on a raft in the middle of $ka and hearing
someone knocking underneath.

Then she thought—Hew! Bron's persuaded him to cantkfetch
me, or come and make sure I've got a fire goinglamahot frozen
stiff. Oh dear, what a dreadful nuisance I'm bémthem.

She turned the golden key and peered out, and Kevered in snow,
glared in, and Philippa felt the blood leaving feare until it seemed
that even her lips must be white. 'Oh no!' she radamot you!'

It wasn't fair. Whatever had brought him here sdotl have
happened. This was cruel, whether it was chanoetor

He shouldered her aside and strode in, shakingdfiiriise a great
dog. There was snow in his hair and eyebrows amigkin was wet.
He wiped a hand across his face and he wasn'tisedpio find her



there. When he looked at her there was no surjrises expression,
still less was there any pleasure at seeing herimhpression she got,
before he had said a word, was of black thundesogsr.



CHAPTER EIGHT

HEw must have been in touch with Kern and told hint ®lailippa
was here, and Kern still felt responsible for ke way you would
for a pet or a child. He'd come to take her baclwhere he would
know she was safe, and he was furious that sheadim to this
trouble. In the name of heaven why couldn't petgdge alone? She
had needed so desperately to keep away from Kedrslae was filled
with inarticulate resentment against everyone aeady¢hing that had
brought him tramping into her retreat.

'‘Why did you follow me?' came jerkily in a cry aégpair and he said,

'‘Don't kid yourself. | didn't know you were heretilRew just told
me.'

He took off his trench coat, from which the snowswéthering on to

the flagstones, and hung it on a hook behind ttob&n door. She had
forgotten how big he was. That was crazy, perhapshad forgotten

how small the cottage was. He filled doorways.

But if no one had told him she was here why haddmee, only hours
after she'd arrived? Her eyes ached with unshed tescause now
she dared not weep. 'You justme'?'she gasped. 'Why?'

'‘Why not?' he said laconically. 'l write here. Teathy | bought the
place.’

He had come to work, expecting complete privacy &nding
Philippa; and if there had been no snow outsideasinest believed
that he would have thrown her out and locked ther do her. If she
had ever imagined for one moment that any livingl seas more
iImportant to him than his work this proved othemviShe turned off
the radio and said bitterly, 'lIt's an ideal place Wwork, and the
occasional honey-moon.'



He had his back to her. He had gone to the firg hesvoice was flat
and hard. 'That was a piece of midsummer madnegssiifike.’

'‘Wasn't it just?' That was the only way to describ&hat was what
Lilias must have been saying for weeks—'You musehaeen mad
to marry Philippa.’

The stinging unshed tears hurt, and while his beak turned she
tried to blink them away and asked, 'So why did pother climbing
all up here, when Bron and Hew told you the cottags occupied
and you could have had the mews house all to yidrse

'S0 can you,' he said. She was never going back.tiéhen she left
here that would be the end of the life she hadeshaith Kern. She
shrugged as he turned and drawled,

‘Well, | can't get out tonight no matter how muciu'y prefer to be on
your own.' He was scowling as though he'd almamight she might,
and the sheer arrogance of that sparked her spititat she snapped,
'‘Why shouldn't you go? It's half my cottage, igf2'tYou go.'

'I'm damned if | willl' He came towards her and sheught—oh
God, he's going to hit me. She felt violence in #reand tensed
against it, but Kern walked past her, up the stdeaving wet
footsteps, and Philippa holding her breath.

She had always known that Kern was dangerous. ldeahairon

self-control, but she had never made him this abgfpre. He was
furious with her now, and she was seeing the daskd& of his

character with a vengeance. She should be glatiatf She was
falling out of love as completely and as suddeslglae had fallen in
love, and she couldn't say she hadn't been walln&d.putting you

In a cage and expecting you to tame a tiger,' hethen had said.
Tigers were wonderful—until they turned on you.



She could hear him moving around upstairs. He haithes in the

cupboard and he was probably changing, althoughdbeld well be

as damp as the clothes he had come through theisnthiwe had any
sense he would bring them down and air them, butdwédn't and he
wouldn't catch cold. He was tough as old bootdigtia had thought
that the first time she saw him, looking down ittte hall and seeing
the flash of red hair and mistaking him for Paddlgyrs father.

She mustn't remember that. She must remember Lili@sorrow
she would go, and tonight she would just keep aaiay from Kern
as she could and say nothing. She'd go to bednamnal $leep.

Go to bed... But there was only one bed, and hext lvas aching and
she was tired. She felt as she had when Roy taldhiag Lilias was
with Kern, too weak to stand, drained of life; ame righted the chair
she had knocked over and sat down again at the. tBbére was still
a little soup in the bowl and she picked up herospcacarefully
because her hand was shaking, and swallowed a fubuaththe
warm liquid that suddenly had no taste at all.

She must be cool, she couldn't stand any moreraggund she would
be a fool to antagonise Kern any further. When dimaec down she
would say, 'Have some soup.' As she heard theald sreaking she
ran her tongue over her lips and tried to say, &&some soup,' but it
came out, 'How's Lilias?'

He picked up the other chair and carried it ne#lrerfire, and sat
down with long legs stretched so that Philippa looipe wasn't going
to answer—she really hadn't meant to say that—fet a moment
or two he said, 'Very well. I'll tell her you askafier her.’

'She sent her sister a card.'

'‘Women seem to have a mania for sending cardslippdoi
remembered her honeymoon and the cards she hauh;t and



wondered if he was jeering at that, and thoughtweitild be easy to
hate you.

She finished her dregs of soup, the spoon clageanithe basin, then
asked, 'Did the research go well?

What is this series about?' She answered herstdf) Who stood
alone, isn't it? Well, you're certainly not gettiting breaks that way,’
with a mocking laugh, 'Lilias while you're doingethesearch and me
when you want to get down to the writing.'

Kern turned his head, just his head, and lookdteatvith eyes like
flint.

‘What are you doing here?' he asked. She had whathd Bron that
she had brought some work— they had probably thohgias for
Kern, or she was writing or studying—»but to Kermattimust have
sounded unlikely. He wasn't getting the simplehtratl came to get
away from everybody, and you most of all; altholgid guess that
was what she meant when she snapped,

'l needed a change of air, and | have some thirtkiratp.'

'‘Don't let me disturb you." He disturbed her sot thiae couldn't
breathe normally, let alone think straight. Thitldiroom that had
seemed such a haven an hour ago felt like a pasibmow.

'‘And don't let me disturb you,' she said. 'Onehar dther of us had
better get out of here tomorrow.' She made hewsimige, 'How about
tossing for it?' Her handbag was on the table &wedreached for it,
and took a tenpence piece from her purse. 'Heatdslg?' He didn't
answer. 'All right,' she said, 'I'll take head$ieSlipped and it came
down tails. "You win, | go.'

She had meant to go in any case, she only wisleedigifit was over
and it was morning. She would walk down to theelited car Kern



had bought her, and that -she would return some &long with all

the other presents she couldn't bear to keep. Aud dway, and stay
away until she had her plan of action worked ongtlaer job and
another home. Or perhaps ljack to her mother atfeéfdor a while.

That house was big enough to hide in, and afte/disaid, "We told

you so,' they wouldn't bother her.

'‘Now shall we toss and see who gets the bed andsieleps down
here?' she said. Kern's mouth was as hard asdss ayd she shrank
back a little because part of her was afraid of &imd what he might
do.

She tossed the coin again, and again it came daisn'Not my day,’
she said lunatically. 'And I've just finished agrit. Can | have the
mattress? We tossed for the bed, not the beddicig't eve?'

She was nattering from nervousness and he saidleslyd and
harshly, 'I'm in no mood for playing games. I'meglimg where |
always sleep and | don't give a damn what you dw.y®u needn't
worry, if | get near you it will be by accident.’

He got up and went into the kitchen, opening a oapd, taking out
tins. 'We do have a spare bedroom here,' he said.

There was another tiny room upstairs, leading lo& bedroom, a
junkroom with a tin trunk full of old books in ignd that horsehair
mattress they had dumped on the floor. Of coursecshldn't sleep
in there, nor with Kern, and he knew it. But thess nothing down
here except the wooden chairs, not even a rugefiabstones. The
old mattress might be lumpy, but it would be bettemn nothing, if
she covered it with coats and got some more bduddabut.

She was getting no help, but she didn't expect @hg.rolled the old
mattress down the stairs and propped it up neatirtheShe almost
took the bedclothes off the bed, but he'd beenarp Bnd seen the



bed made and she would only be making things wiorskerself by
behaving childishly. She got more sheets and anditlamket from
the chest, and tried to air them as quickly asczhed. If she was
sleeping on flagstones she'd sleep fully dressei skouldn't matter
too much that the bedding wasn't aired.

Kern was getting himself a meal of corned beef spaghetti. He
took over the table as Philippa cleared her soup h@m it, and
neither of them spoke, and he was probably findiegsier to ignore
her than she was to ignore him. She was a smalagd trying to
merge into the background, but he strode aroulhdgfthe house.

When he'd eaten his meal he cleared the dishesamtbwn, with a
notebook and a larger writing pad. 'You did geieresearch done,
then?' she said.

'‘Go to sleep,’ he said curtly.

She hardly knew what she was saying or doing. asigtwo days had
been traumatic. She had believed she would be &lereeand could
let go, but instead of that she was being subjectedstrain that was
tearing her nerves to shreds. Sleep, he said! Hmvdcshe sleep
while he sat there?

But she made the bed and crawled under the shgelsast it was
warm down here, even the flagstones were warmingbup the
flagstones were hard and so was the bed, andyshgith her fatigue
of mind and body failing to blur the pain. She ®olron the radio,
very softly, and immediately Kern snapped, "Turat thioody thing
off!"

'‘Don't swear at me, and why should 1? It can't biédring you, it's
too low, I can hardly hear it myself.'

‘Then you must be deaf as well as stupid.'



‘There's no need to descend to vulgar abuse.'sbbatled prissy, and
she almost expected him to roar with laughter, hang at her this

time, not with her, savagely mimicking her boardswpool accent.

But instead he said very slowly,

'‘Don't push your luck. If abuse is all you get— gar or
otherwise—you're a very lucky lady.'

There was menace in that she had to believe. 'Spileg' said Kern
softly, 'and hope I'll forget you're here.'

He went on with his work, writing, using the notebyiously having

no difficulty in keeping her out of his - mind lorag she made no
noise. Philippa lay, on her hard mattress, a stl@etding her face,
wondering how she could ever have been blind enaogko see the
bully, the thug, beneath the charm and the givivgg tvas only in

material things.

This was the real Kern McCabe, ruthless with anywhe got in his
way. So long as Philippa adapted to his life shgavas kind to her,
but when she invaded his privacy, showing fighentthe had no
scruples in treating her like an enemy.

It was ironic that the man who had healed the phiher parents'
rejection was also rejecting her, and this doulidsvishould have
reduced her to abject misery. But it hadn't. Shaldvoarry the scars
as long as she lived. Never again would she beirigysor truly
happy, but she would survive. The six months wigrrkKhad shown
her that she was clever and attractive. Her heaghtnbe breaking
now, but she was not abject. She had too much &porty or crawl in
front of anyone. She was a fighter. Kern had tabghtthat too.

As she watched him a wave of anger swept overHemight be a
near-genius, but she had human rights. She wouldenbumiliated.
If they had been anywhere else she would have walkéeright now



and never seen him again. She would have smashsd
concentration, but if she disturbed him here hengekto be giving
her warning that he'd beat her up or throw her out.

What he was quite capable of doing, she thoughd, pudting her in
that empty room upstairs and bolting the door, imgsically so far
as he was concerned nothing would be easier. Sbhasht be quiet
for now, and she could only think of the things slild like to do
and say to him.

Most of all she longed to hit him over the heachveibmething good
and heavy, like the poker. That shocked her, ferlsiited violence,
but the urge to hurl herself at the powerful figuaesorbed in his
work, was almost irresistible. It might almost berthh being locked
in an empty room, and freezing all night, to getane lovely
swinging blow. If he didn't hit her back, and shewd be taking a
fool's gamble on that.

She closed her eyes to shut him out, but thenrshgined the room
as it used to be the last time she was here, agkopher eyes again
quickly. She had been lying here for well over aurh It seemed
longer, she had to strain to check the time onwrest watch. One
lamp didn't give a bright light, not even on theléa It was a mellow
glow but not ideal for poring over papers, andaftad driven from
Cornwall today his eyes must be very tired. Shd gapulsively,
*You'll blind yourself if you go on working by thlght.’

'‘No, | won't," he said. Now whyadshe said that? He'd take no notic
of her advice, and why should she be concernelifio? Because she
wanted him to go upstairs to bed, of course, tamgebf this room so
that she could relax and sleep. She wasn't cont@im@ut him, only
about herself. He was nothing to do with her, thosrish stranger
without one redeeming feature, and it was justckyuhat he looked
like someone who wasn't here any more.



Oh, Kern my love, where did you go? she cried aesolation that
felt as though she was outside in the snow anddvoever be warm
again.

The stranger got up from the table, and Philippaipan her huddle
of bedclothes as he went across to open the datidr't seem to be
snowing now, but the freezing mountain air rushedand she
shivered for the few minutes he was outside closimey shutters.
When he returned and shut the door he said, "Baoadne out there.'

She grimaced slightly. 'Not likely to be on a nigjkeé this.’
‘Coming tomorrow, is he?'
'‘What are you talking about?' she asked blankly.

'‘Come off it." He put some more coal on the firalevshe followed

his movements in a daze because whas he talking about? '"You
were expecting someone else when you opened tloat tdome,

weren't you? But unless he's a mountaineer hegeimigy to make it
tonight.'

She floundered, 'l thought it might be Hew, |--'

'Like hell," Kern said cynically. "You don't thinlbelieved you came
up here to be on your own, do you?'

‘You did," she pointed out.
‘I came to work.'
'I came to think.'

'‘Well, think of this, it doesn't matter to me wilyau do, so you don't
need to play the hypocrite.'



She knew that he wasn't jealous, he didn't carejngodid his words
stab her? She asked furiously, 'Does it make yeuldetter about
Lilias, deciding that I'm having an affair with sebody?'

'I'm not the sensitive type. | don't have much Ibleuwith my
conscience.' He went back to the table, back tavbik.

'‘Great,' she grated. 'Good for you.' She glaredirat 'And who's
supposed to be coming up here tomorrow? Roy? Edtnurcduld
have a choice these days, you know, | really cbuld.

Kern wasn't jealous, but from the line of mouth gawl she knew he
was angry, and she said, 'There is nobody coming.’

'Don't lie!"

It gave him a let-out although he was angry, but slasn't a
hypocrite and why should he get away with grourslescusations?

‘All right,' she offered, 'l won't go down in theoming. I'll sit it out
right here and then you'll see that nobody comes.'

'‘Not when they see my car they won't,' he said Igrim

Of course, Kern's car was in the clearing as wehears. She might
have said, 'Sit in your wretched car, then, and.\Waut he wouldn't
wait because it didn't matter, and she said wed@lig, think what
you like, butpleaséwill you turn that lamp out and go to bed? | car
sleep while it's on.’

Astonishingly he said, "You'd better take the Hdaaven't finished
yet."Upstairs, you mean? You'll stay down here?’

The look he gave her said all over again that heldvwt come near
her, and she had to get away from him, she couddatid it any
longer. She threw aside the sheets, got into herasid shoes, which



were all she had taken off, and hesitated at tbevky of the stairs to
mutter, 'l don't know if you'll manage to sleeptbat mattress on the
floor.'

' will," he said, without looking up again.

The lamp still burned in the bedroom window. Kemastrhave seen it
glow as he climbed the mountain. 'One day,' sheshatla long time
ago, 'I'll have a house all on its own, with anlarp in the window,
and if you knock on my door..."

She knelt down by the wooden chest, her head bogrgiping the
edge with fingertips, trying to close her mind lhe imemories.

| hate him, she told herself. He doesn't care hevaudrts me, but so
long as | hate him it shouldn't hurt.

But it was hurting, being alone in that empty ro&he didn't want to
sleep here, she would rather have stayed downstaitisat bed she
might wake from troubled sleep, and stretch outhHard and touch
nothing. If she did that the torture in her heastid overflow and fill
the whole world. But she had to get into the béé, ®uldn't crouch
here on the floor all night.

She undressed and turned out the lamp, and shd bear Kern
moving about downstairs. He was certainly restléssvas chilly
between the sheets, and Philippa hunched on tovinerside of the
bed, aching head against the cold pillow. She cdddr every
movement. Although the outer walls were thick thpstairs
floorboards made the downstairs ceiling, and indagkness now it
was as though Kern was in this room.

She tasted salt on her lips and realised that dw Wvas wet with
tears. She must not weep. If her eyes were redsatlen in the
morning how could she face him? She burrowed de@oéimg the

pillow and the blankets over her ears, shuttinghdswout so that all



she could hear was the beat of her own heart, yaump strong
enough to last another fifty years. She had nastaned to her own
heartbeats before and now she wished they woutd sto

It was a nightmare of a night, and when dayliglmeahe knew that
it was going to be a dark day. There was ice ingidenvindows and
she scratched it with a fingertip, then breathedtlon glass and
rubbed a peephole.

She blinked at what she saw and rubbed harde asimail file as a
scraper, clearing the four small panes and stanbagk aghast.
Thick icicles hung from the guttering, and beyohdm snow was
still falling. Everything was white, even trees asdrubs had
disappeared. The icicles at the window looked lilegs and she
thought—I'm in the cage with the tiger, and thétgd no escape
today.

She had never had claustrophobia, but she wadméarow, trying
to open the window and finding the catch frozerdhHrshe had been
alone she wouldn't have cared, but to be shuttim Mern was going
to be hell.

And he wouldn't be exactly delighted. She dressamhe of the thick
jumpers and skirts she had brought along, her mihaling with
practical problems. The fuel store was right agaims house, a full
paraffin tank was in the kitchen, and there wepees®f candles. The
chemical loo was a short stone's throw away andlysihe snow
wasn't deep enough to bury a six-foot-high stonkling). There was
a lot of food. This morning she would put the tinsorder, busy
herself organising the cupboards.

She would keep very busy indeed and perhaps seosnthw would
turn to rain, or the sun would break through tHatk sky, and Kern
knew the paths and he would get her down as sonvas humanly



possible, because he wanted her out of the wayial as she wanted
to go.

She half expected he would still be asleep. She'tdidow how late
he'd worked and she hadn't heard him since she,bokevhen she
opened the door at the bottom of the stairs hesritisg by the fire,
and she asked, "You haven't been there all night flou?’

'Of course | haven't.'

'Have you looked outside?' He must have done, Isecthe shutters
were open again and the snowflakes whirled agdiestwindow.
'‘What are we going to do?' she asked.

‘Not much we can do,' he said.
'‘We can't get down, can we?'

'‘We can't get down and no one can get up, andveehe, I'm as
sorry about that as you are.’

Philippa didn't think so. She didn't think she esdd him as much as
he bothered her. She said crisply, 'Let's hopit for long.'

'It could be for the winter," he said, and thaisfired her blase act. She
swayed a little, one hand clutching a chair baokaking,

‘You are joking, aren't you? You don't mean that?"

'l was stuck up here for a couple of months omeetold her. 'l wrote
the best part of a book. That's why | always |gaeestore cupboard
full." He began to laugh. 'Roy Wesk should be tiagkis stars he
didn't follow you. If he'd gone missing for two ntbs it might have
been hard to explain when he got back to the offrwe: his old man.'



'Roy wasn't coming,' she protested, but Kern dlalieve her, so she
was wasting her breath.

'Let's cut this out and do some straight talkisté said wearily.
'We're stuck with each other until the snow cleswsye'd better be as
civilised about it as we can.'

Two months? How many days and nights was that®sioéd be a
nervous wreck before two months was up. She sanhdiowhe other
chair, by the table, biting a thumb nail and thntkithere must be
some way of getting down the mountain, even ifehtvon snowing.
This was Wales, not the Himalayas.

‘We're both agreed on one thing, aren't we?' Keaa saying. '‘Our
marriage was a mistake.'

Philippa said, 'Yes,' quickly and fiercely, becaiishe had hesitated
she might have said, 'l don't know,' and of courseas when he
wanted Lilias, and he wouldn't believe that shenhaplanned to
come here with Roy. If there was no love and nettituhad to be a
mistake.

He took off his ring and put it down before hertba table. 'All right,’
he said. 'We're both free agents, we've just nmet,row let's have
some tolerance between strangers.'

She dragged at her own rings, slamming them dowidédis, and
she looked at the big triangular-cut diamond onrthegh wooden
table, and wondered if he would give it to Lilidfen she lifted her
chin and said, 'l thought you said yesterday yotewein the mood
for playing games."'

He hadn't shaved, and he looked as though he Isdelotwvell, and he
said drily, 'lIt's either playacting or a fair chanthere'll be murder
done up here. Now, do you want any breakfast?'



'How kind,' she drawled, and as his face darke'®dl | get it?' His
patience was on a hair trigger, and if they mightsbuck up here
together for days—she wouldn't consider weeks,simaply couldn't
happen—she must behave sensibly, like pretendingasesomeone
she had only just met.

He said, 'I'll share the cooking if you like.'

‘You've got something else to do. | haven't, saghtnas well get the
meals.' If they were strangers she wouldn't knowdwdd cook, she
would only know at first sight that he was a bigmveho could do
most things. 'How long do you really think we'll bere?' she asked.
‘Seriously.'

He hadn't been joking, and now he said, 'l dordikrit could clear in
a few days, but it's too cold for a thaw yet. dtlways been one of the
hazards of these mountain houses, that they getesho for the
winter.'

'‘How old is it? A hundred years?'
'Nearer two.'

This was the sort of conversation strangers migiweh How
interestind Two hundred winters? Philippa tried to twist tivegs on
her finger, and although she was still lookinghemh on the table it
was a shock to find them missing. She laced hed$dogether
instead and said, 'A lot of people must have baewsd in. | wonder
how they got on.’

Kern grinned slightly, 'There aren't any murdersrecord,' and she
smiled.

'Please don't say there has to be a first time.'



He knew she was nervous, but they had to be @viédch other,
although it was going to be hard to imagine he aasranger. Her
hand felt naked. She wished she could have sam4ed to wearing
my rings, I've never taken them off before. | thilkput them on
again, although | know they don't mean anything.'

But Kern scooped up all three and dropped thernearlittle vase she
had bought for wild flowers, that stood on the redsitelf. There
were no flowers growing now, and no corn dolly bg vase.

She got up and went into the kitchen and told hirabpught some
bacon and eggs.'

'So | saw.'

She had brought most of the food that was in thes¥ieouse, and
she was glad about that now. She asked, 'You weng ¢go manage
on the store cupboard?’

I've got some fresh stuff down in the car. | thaukghbring it up in
the daylight.' He rubbed his stubbly chin. 'Alonghamy razor and
my typewriter and the rest of my luggage.'

'We can't even get down to the cars, | suppose?'

In answer he opened the door and beckoned hemte emd look.
The snow was almost as high as the windows, angadtie he had
cleared to the shutters was unbroken white now rustlé falling
snow. They were in an immense silent wildernessglofe world and
grey sky, where there was no sound or movementa#t like the
loneliness of a lost planet, as though they wegeottly living things.
Cold struck her as she gasped, and she shiveretgdik chattering,
'It's t-terrible!’

"You don't think it's beautiful?'



If she had not been trapped here with a strangeould have been
beautiful. 'lt's so quiet.' Her lips felt frozendaher voice sounded
hollow. 'Not even any birds, you can't even hearghow settling.
You feel you could scream and no one would hear.’

'‘Not a soul,’ said Kern cheerfully, 'so any timeuy@ancy having
hysterics you can let rip. But just warn me befgye start shrieking.'
That was callous, but it produced a wobbling smile.

'‘Would you mind if | screamed now?' she asked.

‘Shut the door first, we don't want to start anawvehe.' As she turned
in alarm he smiled and shook his head. 'It's ghitrithere isn't much
above us. Anything that comes down will be from Hkees." He
closed the door. 'So scream away if you'll feetdsdor it while | get
the breakfast.'

The idea of her standing in the middle of the rosorgeching her
head off while he fried the bacon, made her gigt/lescream after
breakfast,' she said, 'I'll be in better voicerdftee had some coffee.’

Usually coffee was all he had for breakfast, buh&e eaten breakfast
the last time they were here. Or rather the otreer had, who looked
like him and loved her.

The kettle was steaming on the hanging hook ankippaiput it on
the side hob over the oven, poked the fire intsmaand topped it
with a few pieces of coal. Then went into the k&ielio mix porridge
in the heavy iron saucepan. She balanced thateofiréhand the top
bar, stirring until it boiled, drawing it asided¢ommer while she made
two mugs of instant coffee and took one to the lmhak to Kern.

He was shovelling snow away from the door to thet $ilned with his
back to her, and she called, 'Have you ever coreidendoor
plumbing? There's a lot of snow between here aadbih'



'Have you ever considered what it would be likéo¢opushed off a
mountain?' He threw a shovelful of what looked k&ek-hard snow
over his shoulder, and grinned at her, and she said

'‘Coffee?' stepping outside.

‘Thanks.' He took the mug from her. There was soawhis hair
again, like last night, and snow falling light asaess on her face.
Philippa smiled twitchily and hurried back inside.

All this activity was giving an illusion of camarade. You joked
when you were shovelling snow, or cooking undefiaifties, it was
a sort of reflex action. And she supposed the todgush the snow
from his hair was a reflex action too because, nst/, she had
wanted to do that as much as she had longed kinhitast night.

She felt crazy and mixed up, and light-headed i peppery
stinging discomfort in her throat, eyes and ndsat, meant she was in
for a streaming cold.

That wasn't surprising, but it would be a nuisantkere were

aspirins in a first aid box in the kitchen, and sbek two with her

coffee. She'd dose herself with them today anddrward off the

worst of it. In the meantime she sniffed and snéento a tissue,
finishing cooking the porridge, and frying threecba rashers in the
iron frying pan that was almost as heavy as theegzan.

'‘Breakfast!' she called, when the bacon was doree Kame in with
an armful of logs and she went out to bring mdreould be as well
to have plenty of fuel indoors, but as she drogpeadoad he said,

'I'll see to that. Come and have some of this.'

He was ladling out the porridge into two bowlswHs lumpy, but it
was nourishing, and with condensed milk not tooalemable, and
Philippa got it down although her throat was hugtin



They hardly spoke, but that meant that nothing sad that could

flare into a quarrel. She put her rasher of basitea it would come

in later, and the porridge had been filling. Thée svashed up and
cleared away, while Kern took salt and ashes oeitsidcatter on the
paths.

Afterwards he worked, and she went through the caps. She
hadn't bothered much about the stores last timensisehere. They
had bought fresh food mostly, but now she madenganitory of

everything. There was a good stock of tins, drieat,fdehydrated
vegetables, and ready-mix convenience foods imge lairtight tin.

These were iron rations, enough for a long stashé planned and
used them sensibly.

But a long stay wouldn't only mean meals. It woaldan being
within earshot of Kern twenty-four hours a day,isgehim almost
every time she raised her eyes. That would bedamroblem, not
how to eke out the food.

It was chilly in the kitchen, kneeling on the flagses, writing out her
lists, and the cold with which the aspirins weghfing a losing battle
was making itself felt. She would go upstairs arakenthe bed and
get something to read out of that old tin trunkbobks, but then she
would have to stay in the living room because tied where the fire
was.

Kern didn't look up as she went through. He wasingiby hand. His
typewriter was in the car, and there was a boftlaloin a drawer in
the dresser, but she didn't know if it was fulhot. She almost said, 'l
hope the ink holds out,' but he didn't look upske didn't speak. It
might be provocative behaviour to disturb him whieea was
engrossed in work, and there had to be considerdtigtween
strangers.She tidied the bed and stood at the windoking through
the bars of ice that seemed like dull silver betwéee startling
brilliance of the snow and the flat unbroken gréthe sky. If she had



been here alone she would have managed very wigil feod and
fuel. She would be relaxed now instead of conscaluthe time of
Kern down there where he could hear every movejngaker tense
and shivery.

Of course her cold made her shiver. That was allas, a horrible
head cold, but perhaps it would be a risk gettiagrgelf marooned
alone up here. Suppose you were ill, or had ardantithen you'd be
in trouble. Not that she would accept help fromrKdrshe was at
death's door, and he'd have to be in a bad wayédbafid be calling
for her.

She dabbed her pink nose, then took a mirror outenfcase and
looked at herself, pink eyes, pink nose. She gredaand began to
make up her face. For her own satisfaction, noabse it mattered if
she looked a fright or not to Kern.

And without a razor he was going to be a scruffgralter within the
next couple of days. Philippa began to smile. Anftag red beard
should have been something to smile at, but it gobbwouldn't be;
you didn't do much laughing with strangers.

He didn't look up when she came down either. Shiefband an
ancient set of Dickens, in very cramped print thatild make them
hard to read when dusk came; and she sat by gnadwv withOur

Mutual Friend,which she hadn't read before, until it was timaeat
soup for lunch.

They drank that from mugs, sitting apart, sayinthimy. The only
time Kern spoke was when she went out, muffled thiek coat.
Then he said, 'Don't wander away. The snow's sthiqpg you could
easily break your leg out there.'

'l realise that.' If she did he would have his lafull. That was what
he was thinking. Not about her.



The snow was so hard that she did wonder if it miigghpossible to
find a path, if you went very slowly and carefulBut it was a long
way down. Even in the summer they had always Us&iddars so far
as the track went. There was no wind, and althabghcold was
bitter it seemed to be clearing her head.

She breathed deeply, blinking at the stinging stesp of it, and
walked around very near the cottage, clapping hemdé and
stamping her feet until her cheeks were glowing tedblood was
circulating briskly. When Kern opened the back dsiwe was trotting
up and down, and he stood for a moment watching Tieen he
asked, 'What do you think you're doing?"

''m getting some exercise.'
'‘Watch it. It's slippery.'

'l know.'In a flounce of defiance she put her foot on acmgatch
and went whoosh, flat on her face. The breath washked out of her,
but she wasn't hurt, and it was so silly, happetkegthat, that she
would have begun to laugh as soon as she'd gdirbath back. But
he was coming across to her, and he was goingckohar up, and if
she felt his arms around her she didn't know wirat &f a fool she
might make of herself. She gulped in air and gasfi2oih't touch
me!’

He stood, looking down at her, and her cheeks lduhotter at his
sardonic expression. Then he said, 'You've got taach
imagination.'

Philippa scrambled to her feet, and he turned agat Wwack into the
house while she brushed the snow from her coat. lBBhehed it
slowly because she couldn't follow him right awstye was cringing
from the self-inflicted humiliation. She had justcted like a girl at
bay, when all he was going to do was help her tddet. She couldn't



apologise, unless she wanted to hear him say dlgairshe had no
attraction for him. And she couldn't explain—I wasdraid of what
you might do to me, | was afraid what | might do...

So, what might she have done? She had too muchinatam,
perhaps she should have been the writer; Kern kispfact and
fiction firmly divided. She could imagine his armsound her. If he
had held her and asked if she was all right sheldmiuhave been
able to play-act. She would have said that her laehed, and she
thought she was going down with a feverish coldl please could
she have her rings back?

The exhilaration of freezing cold and vigorous attiwas wearing
off. She was beginning to feel muzzy- headed agsisha plodded
back into the cottage. The door between the kitc®hthe living
room was shut, and she took off her thick coatstaded to prepare
the dinner.

She was using one of the pastry mixes to coverak stnd kidney pie,
and she stirred up the fire to get the oven hotvalmeh it was ready
took the pie in.

She was very quiet, creeping around like a mousetaref, almost
holding her breath. The only sound was the rusti@apers, the
movements he made, the ticking of her watch ifte¥ld it to her ear,
and her sniffles.

He had told her to hope he would forget she was,lerd she was
making that as easy for him as she could. Prodabtirought he was
doing the same for her. Some chance, she thougfiliyy when
you're sitting in the middle of the room and yoab®ut as restful as a
ticking bomb.

At any rate when the food was ready she was jadtifi suggesting
he stop using the table as a desk and let het faythe meal. He put



all his papers on the dresser, and went to fetorekrand forks, still
without speaking and with an abstracted air. He stdlswriting in
his head, she supposed.

He took a chair and murmured, 'Thanks," when simelddh him a
helping of pie. Cooking pastry in the side oven wafancy process,
but this didn't look too bad, although her cold v&miling her
appetite, and she gave herself a small helping.

Kern saw that, and frowned, 'Is that all you'reihg9'
'I'm not hungry.'

‘You'll eat, even if you're not." He took her plated put another
spoonful on it. 'You can't afford to fall ill. | wsa you, I'm no nurse.'

‘Nor 1, she said sweetly. 'So we'll each havetk lafter ourselves if
we need nursing.' But the sight of the food was intaker feel

squeamish and she was sure she was beginning toteimperature.
She hadn't taken any aspirins since morning, bwtsice resolved to
take some with a hot drink when she went to bedgbdnAnd she

might stay in bed tomorrow.

She mashed her food, or cut it into very small gset¢o get it down
her sore throat, but if Kern noticed her flusheckfand watery eyes
he didn't remark on them. Apart from the stubbléedrd he looked
fine, as though he had done a satisfying day's \@adkwould sleep
like a log.

Philippa sighed deeply before she could checkd,ahen he looked
inquiringly at her she asked, 'What else did youbedsides write
when you were up here for two months? What el$ieeise to do?'

'I had a radio.' He'd ordered her to turn herssafshe'd remember
that for future reference. 'l read,' he said, 'amdade some of the
furniture.'



‘What furniture?’
‘This,' he tapped the table, ‘and the chest upstair

They were well made, and it shouldn't have surgriser because he
was a practical man. But it made her look at théetagain, and then
she said with wistful envy, 'l wish I'd brought agp something to

occupy myself.'

He leaned back, eyeing her with a slow devilism.gf¥ou were
expecting more entertaining company, weren't you?"

She wasn't rising to that, but the thought of Rofzdmund stranded
up here, completely out of their element, madebwsvy her head to
hide a wry smile,and Kern said, 'Hard luck,' hargmough to wipe
the smile away.

She tried to say, 'Can't you see how ridiculousities is?' but he was
saying,

'l don't know what you're going to do with yourstkelfpass the time.
The books upstairs are a fairly mixed lot, you dagpllough through
them.'

After a moment she ventured, 'You haven't got ywgpewriter, so
why can't | take down notes for you?'

‘No, thanks," he said promptly, which was sheejudree and made
her wish she hadn't offered.

'I'm a good secretary,' she said heatedly, anddnisastic,

'‘Who told you that? Roy Wesk?' made her even andget she
really was not up to arguing. She ate a very lititere and then made
some tea, and even swallowing that was an effort.



Kern had produced a book and was reading, and ViAngippa

turned on her radio for the weather forecast theth bistened. It
wasn't encouraging. It told them there had beemyhtdls of snow,

especially in high areas—as if they didn't knowtthand that there
were no immediate signs of conditions improving.

After the meal she huddled close to the fire, widlern read or
worked at the table. She didn't turn to look at,lsmshe didn't know
which. The radio played softly beside her, he hHadomplained
about it and it was something to listen to, but stes feeling
increasingly groggy.

Down in civilisation it would have been a hot batid a warm bed,
and if she wasn't right as rain in the morningeast she would have
been on the mend. But up here it was spartan ¢onslishared with

somebody who had warned her against falling ile 8lould hate to

be thrown on his mercies, even to asking him tohgeta hot drink,

and the more she brooded on that the worse she felt

At last she asked, 'Would you mind if | slept dolmare tonight? It's
so cold upstairs.' She sneezed as she spoke. f&me diak tonight in
that chilly bedroom. If there was any argumentdlgg on sitting
right here with her thick coat on. But Kern said,

‘Take your choice,' so she got up to unroll thesbbair mattress and
the bundle of bedclothes.

He began putting his papers in order on the dremserlaying the

table for breakfast, all his movements quick angbpseful. Down on

her knees Philippa dithered, tucking in sheetsldankets, stopping
to dab her nose with a tissue, feeling wretched ragentful because
he was coping so comfortably and she was all fragehges with a

streaming cold.



She said, 'lt must be useful to have two worlds)\gdor you. One
outside and one in your head.'

‘Yes,' he said. 'Do you want a hot drink?'

'‘No, thank you."' Of course she did, but she couklty—yes, please.
He made himself a meat extract drink and tooknt the second
lamp upstairs. He said ‘Goodnight,' as he wentsaedmuttered,

'‘Goodnight,' and wondered if she should take hapggature on that
thermometer in the first aid box. When she wasgnitesing she was
sweating, so she must have a temperature, bué ihatd what could
she do about it, except go to bed?

The water in the kettle was cold. Kern had filledfter he'd made his
own drink and put it on the side hob, and she halda'energy to stir
up the banked- down fire and wait for the wateneat again. So she
got ready for bed and turned out the lamp.

She had hardly slept at all the two previous nigdntsl tonight she fell
into an unnaturally heavy slumber, waking aftehaar or two with a
thick head and a throat like hot sandpaper.

More than anything else she needed a drink nowjtamduld have
been wonderful to have been able to call someogettid for her. But
she was on her own, and as soon as she crawled loed she started
to shiver.

The fire gave hardly any light and the shuttersengdosed, and she
groped for matches on the dresser and a candtd the first drawer,
lit the candle and stood it on a saucer. Then s to the fire, poked
it up, and hung the kettle low. Tea would do. Amytfthat was warm
and comforting.

She sat down again in the chair in front of the,fpulling a blanket
round her. She had been very quiet, although Kexa probably



sound asleep, and now she hunched up, face cuppeer ihands,
watching the growing glow between the black bars.

She would stay in bed tomorrow. Down here, well covered wit
blankets. It was nothing to be ashamed of, anylsodid catch a cold

at this time of year, and it seemed to her now ghet had been

shivering ever since Kern went away.

The fire glow was warm on her face and almost htipnantil the
prickling in her nose turned into a sneeze andablieher hands from
her ears. Then she heard the soft crackling sonddiomked round.

Flames were dancing along the dresser, and shbagtahe kettle
and ran with it, pouring steaming water on the mgrblackening
papers that sent up hissing clouds of smoke. largkcthe fire was
out, the dresser was swimming in hot water thataded over the
edge, and the portions of paper that were not estit@ messy wet
ashes seemed to have been washed clean of ink.

As the enormity of this struck her she heard Keymiag down the
stairs.



CHAPTER NINE

'WHAT's going on?' Kern demanded as he stepped through
doorway at the bottom of the stairs.

'‘Nothing,' she panted. 'Nothing.' There was ondyftlelight now and

she might have had some idiotic notion that he di@tsee and that
would give her time to repair the damage. But yould taste the
afcoke, and the steam was still rising as he walioedards the

dresser.

There went his notes, his work. He'd go berserky Mas she going
to explain why she'd left a candle on a sauceresy to a pile of
important papers that when it fell over the papmasght fire? She
didn't know it was going to fall over, but it wastapid place to put a
candle, and if she had seen it sooner she woulda& had to pour
nearly boiling water over everything. She was ludte wasn't
scalded. She would be lucky if he didn't kill her.

She said in rising panic, 'l didn't mean to ddwanted a hot drink. |
lit the candle and put the kettle on and sat byfitlee and | didn't
realise what was happening until all the paperewerning.’

As he turned she shrank away. 'Please don't-avalsegoing to say,
‘don't touch me'. She was scared because it sderhedthat nothing
she could do to Kern would infuriate him more tltistroying his
work, but he sounded impatient rather than angry.

'For God's sake don't start that again,' he saiet to the fire—I'll
have to open the door to let the smoke out.' Hewessing pyjama
trousers, bare-foot, bare- chested. He put on émelrcoat that was
hanging in the kitchen and opened the front door.

The icy air swirled in as the fumes were sucked swuthat in a very
short time the atmosphere inside thecottage was @ded pure and
freezing. Then he shut the door, and lit the lampe table, and



Philippa, who was crouched in the chair by the, fivhispered, 'I'm
sorry, | wouldn't have done that for the worldwlis an accident.'

'l know that." Well, of course he knew she wouldio'tit on purpose,
but why wasn't he raving at her for her carelesshéte refilled the
kettle and hung it on the hook over the fire, tinemt to the dresser,
picked up some of his papers, shaking the watertlegim and

apparently giving it up as a bad job.

She waited for the reaction of anger. Then he gsiéduy did it have
to be hot water? You could have scalded yoursefd, taere's cold
water in the kitchen." And snow piled up outside tloor. Philippa
shook her throbbing head,

‘The kettle was the nearest.' But boiling water heie a lot more
mess of everything. 'I'm sorry," she sniffed, 'hisked. And please
don't be angry, because | know | was a fool toddhe candle there
and | couldn't feel worse about it.'

‘You'd feel much worse if you'd burned the houserdbHe sounded
as though he was smiling and she blinked, leanomgé&rd in her
huddle of blanket to stare, disbelieving, at himlisig at her.

It was like getting a reprieve, and tears rolleevdder cheeks and
she couldn't do a thing about them except go dfiremand rub them
away and explain, 'lt's the smoke, and the reacéind | do have this
streaming cold.’

‘Get back into bed,' he ordered. 'I'll make youmidr'

Philippa crept under the bedclothes. Her breathstithspangling the
air, but soon the lamp and the fire would warmlittke room. She
watched Kern moving around, bare feet and bluenpgjarousers
under the flapping trench coat, and said, "Youwtlatch c-cold
without your shoes on.'



'I'll sit by the fire," he said.

The kettle seemed to heat quickly. She lay there fitle while, not
saying anything, watching the firelight and the manthe chair,
wondering what he was thinking. And then he gotand took the
kettle into the kitchen, bringing her back a steagmnug. 'What is it?'
she asked.

‘A brandy toddy. Medicinal. We've got a small flasfkit, for shock
and cold.'

*You had a shock too.'
He chuckled. "You're right there, but I'm not sttlaking from it.’

Philippa was. Her hands shook around the warm rhagwas lifting
to her lips. She gulped some of the brandy andvater, and felt its
warmth coursing through her. In the morning sheld/de fine. She
said, 'It would be quicker to dictate to me, then gould get it down
before you forget it. You could give me a testtfittl surprise you, |
promise.’

‘Not for the first time,' he said drily. She wassure how he meant
that. 'We'll see tomorrow,' he said, turning ot tamp. 'And if you
need anything else shout, don't strike any moreimest'

Philippa sipped her medicinal beverage, and listeéodnim going up

the stairs, crossing the room; then silence, whielant he was in bed
again, trying to get back to sleep. She must haeel out when she
saw the fire, that was what had disturbed him.

‘Shout if you need anything,' he had just told Nehat if she called
him and when he came she said,

'l need you, here, close by me. Why didn't you tuck blanket or
touch my shoulder, then I could have reached afdl your hand?



Why don't you stay with me now? | need you herea&t. | want
you.'

It was all true, but she couldn't say it toniglsfpecially after she had
just drunk a mug full of brandy toddy. He mighttkishe didn't know
what she was saying. She knew one thing, thoughgther man
could ever take his place for her.

She was getting near the dregs of her drink, amghbang to feel
sleepy.

Know-all Lilias had been wrong about Kern's work t@anhg more
than anything. Of course it mattered, but he haterstood about the
fire being an accident and that Philippa was aslgfabout it as he
was.

Lilias ... thought Philippa, setting down her emphug with a
resounding thump. Detestable woman!

‘Are you all right?' Kern called.

'‘Come down," she said silently. Aloud she calleckbd banged the
mug on the flagstone, | think I've cracked it.'

‘The mug or the flagstone?'

‘The mug. Luckily it's empty. How much brandy waghat drink?'
You hardly had to raise your voice, you could hsear clearly,
downstairs to upstairs.

'‘From the sound of it more than enough,' he s@iodnight.’

'‘Goodnight.' She began to float into sleep, thigkihe's convinced |
didn't plan to come here alone and he is so wrem@gerhaps | could
be wrong too, even if Lilias did send a card to &ister. I'm not



getting out of the way for Lilias, I'm not gettimyit of the way for
anybody ...

She woke feeling much better. Probably becausdedhkappier. It
hadn't been a dream. The mug was on the flagstmsde her, and
the burned and washed out papers were still odrisser, and there
was hope in life again.

Usually the inspired flashes of insight that confreewyou are falling
asleep are nonsense in the morning, "but Philiplaast thought
seemed sound by morning light. Kern was wrong ali@rf so
perhaps she was wrong about him.

Pride didn't matter. For weeks she had held hed hHegh and
pretended, and she wasn't going to pretend any.i8beewas better
for him than Lilias, she knew she was, and shegueasy to fight for
her marriage. But here, in the intimacy of thisdigMittle house, was
their chance to start building again, and this nmyrshe would tell
him how much he mattered to her.

He didn't seem to be up yet, and she washed asdett@and opened
the shutters. She would put the pretty cups andesawn the table,
the ones she had bought last time she was heréd&dliné used them
this time, nor set a table as though a meal mait&wat this morning
she would, and she would wear her rings again.

If Kern still said no chance, the marriage wasshwd, then she'd
accept that. Or seem to accept it, because it iMasished. Today

she was sure he was going to let her help witlwbik and she knew
she could handle that. She would be a secretacpiien't afford to

lose.

She smiled a sweet and secret smile, and whebdlistly cold was
better and she wasn't sniffing and sneezing sleeédMafe he couldn't



bear to lose either, because the thought of himansagge of delight
in her. She had been his delight and she wouldyaima

It didn't look as though there had been any moosvsn the night,
and although there was a wind rising this morntngas freezing so
hard that the fallen snow was undisturbed. Thedvaukside was still
an unbroken white wilderness, except for the blaiding road far
below. You couldn't see the farmhouse and the fantdings. Snow
on the roofs had camouflaged them into invisibility

The ground was very hard indeed, like walking ontevihock, but

you could walk around. It would be a tremendoussjdal ordeal to
climb all the way down the mountain, but if youteskevery step you
might just possibly be able to reach the cars.

If I did that, Philippa thought, | could bring baglern's typewriter,
and maybe some more fresh food. Perhaps his rakat.would be
something. Oh, | would like to do that.

She was in a state of euphoria this morning. Evieng seemed
rosier, all sorts of impossible things were possibyain. After the
weeks of disciplining herself into scrupulously ctimspect
behaviour she felt released and exhilarated. Sksealg® running a
slight temperature and not thinking too clearly.

She told herself that she would soon know if shaelccalo it. She
would only go a little way, keeping in sight of tbettage. Then she
would decide if she should risk going on. The vagse in a clearing
in a dip, and although you couldn't see it fromc¢b#age if you kept
going down and round you were bound to come to tlugrthe track
that led up to the clearing. She felt she coulgqint the spot, and it
wasn't so very far. It took about twenty minutesnmally from the
cottage to the end of the track.



There was still no sound of Kern, and she got leigskout of his
trench coat pocket, then put on her own thick ewat tied a scarf
round her head, then let herself out of the housg; quietly this
time.

She tried to visualise the way down, twisting anddwmg among the
rocks, but today there was nothing familiar outéhé&ven the crag
that rose behind and above the cottage had losh#s outline, the
frozen streams were hidden under the snow, butag piercingly

beautiful. The skies were snow white, and she wasmin thick

clothing and boots.

When a few more feathery flakes came fluttering ndivat only
added to the magic of it all. She looked back curily, using the
cottage as her landmark, making slow progress oofident now
that she could reach., the cars. Although the reat wind was
numbing her face and she held her scarf over madmose.

It was slippery, of course. When she trod on ectrieeous patch and
felt herself sliding it was what she had expected] she collapsed
limply into a drifted heap of snow. Beneath thefate layer of ice
the snow was powdery, melting coldly in her mouatig against her
tight-shut eyelids, taking her breath away.

When she got up she felt light-headed and shettakext few steps
very carefully indeed. The little floating flakeswe thickening, and
after another half dozen or so steps she stoppesl sthiake-up had
disorientated her sense of direction, she wasr& which way she
was facing, and if it was starting snowing agaieamnest she would
have to give up and go back.

But—she couldn't see the cottage, it was just whitentain, and she
had a second of panic as though a lifeline haghetidrom her grasp
before she pulled herself together. The cottagsthere, a minute



ago she had been able to see it, and since thdmashenly moved a
few yards.

She looked for her footsteps, but it was hard gidpand little bumps
and indentations seemed to go in all directionse 8ad walked
straight since she fell, she was almost sure stiédllawed a straight
line, so that must be the pile of snow she haeéalh and just before
she fell she had looked up at the cottage.

She went back and stood where she was almost lsareas! fallen,

looking around her with mounting desperation assslvenothing she
recognised. The crag of the mountain top was thieceurse, but not
the cottage. There was nothing near the crag estepeless things
that must have been rocks and the snow was corastgrfand she
was lost.

Philippa tried to reason out where she was, tdlrdeaway she had
walked with Kern in high summer, and with Bron addw just

before the snow came. But the snow had transfoewedything on

the mountain, rocks and crags up here, trees atgksen the lower
slopes; and all the time the falling flakes can&dg masking the
road far below, cutting down visibility.

Perhaps she should try to get down. But it wasng nd perilous
way, and realising she was lost had also madech#se that she was
not as strong as she had believed. Suddenly hefddgveak and her
eyes were smarting, and she knew thatcshidn'tget down. Even if
she reached the cars she wouldn't be able to éndvhy back or go
any further, and she didn't want to go down. Shet@dito get back to
Kern and the cottage which was somewhere on thentaou Once
she could see it again she could climb to it.

Very cautiously she began to move back up the sldpere were
hummocks and snow-covered rocks wherever she lo&texiskirted
the rocks and the higher hummocks, and avoidedili®us gullies,



but now there was fresh snow on frozen snow, dalbae than once
she stumbled into drifts, and floundering throulgén came near to
utter exhaustion.

She dared not rest. She knew what kind of dangerveés in,
although she wouldn't let herself think about it Bo long as she
kept moving she was all right, and either she wawlshe across the
cottage or Kern would be out looking for her.

Several times she tried to shout for help, busti@v choked her and
she was gasping so that Kern's name was no maneathdnisper in
her ears. But she was getting back, somehow sheyettiag back,
although by now her feet were dragging as thoughbbets were
soled in iron, and every breath sent jagged parmigh her lungs.

She crawled and staggered and scrambled, fighteg/hirling snow
like a swimmer in deep water, and the pain in estwas now in
her side too, stabbing all the time, and she mustop, she dared not
rest, she must keep moving or she would neverKigoh again.

She came to a pinnacle of rock and pressed heugalfs; it, clinging
to it as some kind of brief shelter. She thouglet imembered a tall
thin rock— although there were probably dozendefit and it was
hard to tell the shape of this one, encrusted wehand blurred by
snow. But she had a vague memory of a rock likg tm the right as
they wound around the mountain climbing to theagst so she must
bear to the left. Whether this was the same rockabrt gave her
hope that she had a bearing, and she moved awaytlie shelter of
the pinnacle on to the bare face of the mountain.

The cold had penetrated her clothing and her $iivas in her bones
and she had never known a cold like it. The peaspm of her

exertions froze on her forehead, the only thingokeg her moving

was her desperate need to get back to the cottagiéget back ... |

will get back ... she told herself with every dramgstep she took.



The slope was steep here, but the snow was dedpefthter despite
the angle. Through the needling snow flurry shelcdardly see
ahead at all, but if she continued moving to thedhe would get
some shelter some time. Enough to look around eadfshe could
spot the cottage. The next shelter she came toveh&l stay for a
few minutes, not sitting, of course, banging haadd feet to keep
them alive, and getting back her breath and hength. Then she
could call for help. Anywhere out of the snow.

There was no shelter at all here, she was on anslppe, hard under
the snow. Then, without warning, beneath her feetunder-surface
suddenly shifted and slithered, and she went phghgeadlong with

it.

This time there was no cushioned stillness to bheslall. The scree
on which the snow had rested was in movement. blasteps had
started it, but it gathered instantaneous speedsiaeg carrying her
along behind a massive front wave of stones and sscreaming in
demented terror. Nothing could save her now, shehdled the
mountain down with her, and she was a dead woniamgféor ever.

She was not dead. She was staring up at the siyc@d, so cold.
She was buried in snow, only her head and shoufdsgsarms and
legs gripped in an icy vice. She screamed for Kagain and again
and again, and then she began to pray, and themesing her name.

Kern was near, she could hear him clearly. Sheegliip more of the
snow-filled air, and didn't stop screaming untihnes beside her. But
the moment she saw him she fainted.

When she opened her eyes again she was huddlegtigian and he
was saying, 'It's all right, you're all right—wake, love, come on
now!'



She managed to say 'Yes,' although her lips wanestltoo stiff to

move, and the sensation of his fingers on her ve&® strange. He
was rubbing her cheek, patting feeling back ineortamb flesh. Now
he lifted her gently so that it seemed she wadstgrand asked,

‘Can you stand?'

She nodded, but when he loosed her her knees lbuaklk she was
back on the ground. 'I'm f-frozen,' she said thiocigattering teeth. 'l
can hardly feel my feet.' She moved them with dlifiiy, but they did

move and so did her arms, and she was sittingoupeisback was all
right.

Snow was piled high all around, not white snow veistreaked with
earth. After a moment Kern said, 'l'll have to gayou.' He sounded
as though that presented problems, although hel grabably have
picked her up in one hand, and Philippa said jgrkil

"'l manage. How far are we from the farm?'

‘The farm's still at the bottom of the mountaintieTsnow was
whirling around him and she blinked her eyelidsaging,

'‘But wehavecome down? Ware at the bottom?' By hanging on tc
him she was managing to climb to her feet. Stilhdiag on, she
looked around. She could see the cleared pathemtuntainside
where the snow and scree had slithered down arbandiot more
than a couple of hundred feet before the littldavehe had piled into
a huge ramp here. 'Where are we?' she asked, anc#id wryly,

'If you'd rolled to the bottom of the mountain ybise past caring
where you were.'

'It seemed such a long way.' She had seemed talllvey ffor miles,
but it was far enough to tumble helplessly, arfteihadn't come she



would not have been able to free herself. 'Than#é @m heard me,’
she whispered.

‘Sounds carry up here.' She was still holding ohitoe but putting
most of her weight on her own feet. She could ustded now why
he didn't want her a dead weight. Climbing backht cottage with
both arms full of girl would be very risky indeed.

'I can walk,' she said. 'Is it far?’
‘No.'

They mustn't waste time, the snow was still falliaghough it didn't

occur to her that he might get lost too. She wiidrsizen, out on the

mountainside, and that fall should have taken &st lemnants of
strength, but she was finding reserve resources $@mmewhere. She
had second wind and a second chance. She wasosafshe just had
to keep close to Kern and he would get her home.

When she saw the cottage again, after ten mincaesful progress,
she wasn't surprised. Just deeply thankful. It mash later that she
felt she should have been surprised.

She stumbled to the chair by the fire, taking @ff boat and her boots
and rubbing her frozen feet with frozen fingerd. gkle wanted to do
now was sleep, but she had to get warm first. kaohk the oven plate
out of the side oven, wrapped it in a towel and ipuh the bed.
Philippa had never thought of warming up the bed Way. She'd try
to remember that, although her mind was so wodll/ wasn't sure
she would remember anything. Then he took her hamnolsliing
them, rubbing them. 'You'll survive,' he said.

'‘Will my fingers and toes?' It was a weak joke, blael never felt
weaker, she just wanted to go to sleep. 'That hstis protested as
'pins and needles' prickled her. 'Can | go to bed?’



'‘Get your wet clothes off,' he said, and she titedbey and unfasten
her skirt, but her fingers were stiff and clumsyl ahe felt him undo
it. It was soaking wet. Her tights were wet anahtand he took those
off too. Her eyes were closed and her head drodpieel wondered if
she was fainting again or so exhausted that she beasming
comatose, because she could not have undressetf.H&ine couldn't
have moved from this chair to the bed.

He took out the oven plate and carried her oven tirdered, 'Don't
go to sleep until you've had a hot drink.' But diein't believe she
could stay awake while he fetched whatever it wasvanted her to
drink. She couldn't have said what it was. It wasmvand most of it
went down her throat, but he held the mug to heer dind she didn't
remember him taking it away before she slipped thi deepest
slumber of her life.

She slept the whole day and most of the followiigdhta She did not
know how Kern watched over her. When he touchediev she felt
nothing, through the fever that made her burnirtgahérst, ebbing at
last and leaving her pale, with shadows arounddhdt eyelids and
hollowing her cheekbones, the fair fine hair iragggling disarray.

She was worn out, and when she stirred and opesreglybs she was
still so tired that she almost closed' them agBint. the lamp was
burning on the table, and at her slight movememhkaoked up from

the book he was reading. He came across and sae ‘sbme soup
before you go to sleep again.’

'I--' Her voice was a croak. She tried again. h'tdthink I'm very
hungry.' But he was dishing it up from the saucepanthe hob and
bringing the steaming bowl across to her. There aveher pillow
behind her and she heaved herself up, asking, 't#aweng have |
been asleep?’

‘Can you manage this?’



'Of course.' But when she was handed bowl and spbemwasn't so
sure, she still felt weak as water. "Thank youg shid. She noticed
that the red beard was growing fast but it didn&rgge him as much
as you would expect. He stood there, watchingweiting for her to
eat, and she scooped up a spoonful and said néyydtss nice. I'm
sorry to be a nuisance. I'm glad you changed yandrabout not
nursing me if | fellill."

'l didn't have much choice.' He didn't sound syrmett. He sounded
as though she was a nuisance, and tears of wedlllesbber eyes.
She said, humbly because he had saved her life,

‘Thank you for finding me.'

'‘Again, there wasn't much choice. | could hardgvkeyou out there.'
He was almost glaring at her, and she sat holdéngdup bowl, huge
dark eyes in her small pale face, as he said har#fhild known you

were so desperate to get away I'd have given oddmst your

reaching the road alive, on your own, at aboutradhed to one. But |
thought you realised that.'

Philippa had known when she was lost out there. W&lee was
falling she had thought she had no chance at b#. said quietly,
'Yes, | do realise that | could have died,' andalgh that was what
he was saying himself he flinched. Then Kern said,

'‘But you consider being stuck up here with me a fabrse than
death?'

'Is that a joke?' It wasn't what he was sayingtingttered. It was how
he had looked just now, when he had flinched asghdrom an
unbearable pain. Now he went back to the tabkmgitlown heavily,
saying brusquely,

'I'm not laughing.'



Philippa put down her soup bowl. She needed botid$do try to
explain, gesturing hesitantly, feeling her waystill feel stupid,' she
said. 'lt was stupid, | know that now, but it lodkeard and firm
underfoot, and | wasn't trying to get all the waywh. Only to the
cars.’

His eyes sought and held hers. 'What did you waget to the cars
for? Even if they'd started it would have beenisgigi¢o drive them.’

| wanted to get your typewriter. | thought it woudd a help in getting
the work done again.’

'You were coming back?' He was incredulous, andsaltefervently,

‘Yes. Yes, of course | was coming back, but ittethto snow and |
lost sight of the cottage. @bursel wanted to get back here.’

He leaned back in his chair, shaking his head indeoment. '"You
went out in this weather, with a feverish cold auyto collect a
typewriter that was half way down a ruddy mountain?

She gave a small nod and said in a small voiceyadn't snowing
when | went, and | was feeling better than | hameesl came up here.
| thought the toddy had cured my cold.'

He whistled silently, then began to laugh. 'Thely icaapture of the
heights,' he said. 'Ever heard of it?'

'Oh yes. It means going a little off your head etyvhigh altitudes.’

‘This will probably be the first recorded case ialé$, so finish your
soup, you could be a celebrity.’

She docilely emptied the bowl. She was achingphlyther arms and
legs and head, not her heart any more. As she tddndethe bowl
back she asked, 'What time is it?' and he checisaddtch.



‘Twenty past seven. Dawn should be breaking.' Het wautside to
open the shutters, and a pale light streamed atodom.

'Is it melting?' she asked as soon as he came back.

'‘No.' He turned off the lamp. There was just enoligiit from the
windows and the fire to see, so long as you didedd to see too
clearly. He went across to warm his hands, as thtugfew minutes
outside had been bitingly cold, telling her, 'Ahevas snowing most
of yesterday.'

Yesterday was the last thing she remembered. Ydsstenorning. So
she must have slept for nearly twenty-four hours stme wondered,
'Did you get any sleep?’

'On and off.’

'You look awful." She could see by the firelighattthe was haggard,
although he grinned at her.

‘There's gratitude,' he said, and yawned, and simted to hug him,
to cuddle and comfort him. Sheved him. She loved him when he
was strong and when he was weak, and right novodieet! worse
than she felt, with a pallor under the tan andréuestubble of beard.
He sat down by the fire, watching her, wearineshenslump of his
shoulders- He had said their marriage was finisbetl they were
together again now and nobody else mattered.

Suddenly he said, 'Lilias wasn't with me last wegy know.'

'‘Oh!" she breathed softly and thankfully, and hatvea in an almost
toneless voice,

'‘She's never been with me since | met you. Sheis &®und, but she
has not been with me.' He turned, so that Philgopédn't see his face



at all, and although she yearned to go to him slieshe should be
guiet and hear what he had to tell her.

'‘She came down on Wednesday,' he went on. 'l vaakt to the hotel
and they told me there was a lady waiting for m#holught it was
you.'

'‘Me?' Philippa squeaked in spite of her resolve to lbensi Kern
shrugged broad shoulders, his back still to her.

'l thought you might have come. She didn't get moich welcome,
she stayed under ten minutes.' The voice was varylysed now and
Philippa smiled, imagining Lilias maliciously sendithat card to her
sister, knowing how quickly the gossip would spreadl reach
Philippa. She had worked like a beaver to underrthiree marriage
and so many people believed she had succeedegpltslparents,
friends and acquaintances.

But Lilias had never been with Kern. They were logtrs. He must
still love Philippa, and she had wanted to go it last week but
he hadn't asked her to. He had left his address,whs all. 'Why
should | have turned up at the hotel?' she asked.

'‘Why shouldn't you?' He turned to face her themari after you.
That's why I'm here. | didn't come to write, | caafter you.'

'So Hewdid tell you?' She clasped her hands together in luelfs
soon as Hew phoned Kern and told him she was aedethere was a
danger of her being snowed in, he had come.

‘They told me when | arrived,' said Kern, 'butbeen to the mews
house first." He poked the fire, which was burnmgely and didn't
need disturbing. 'l went back,' he said, 'to segif'd missed me,
because God knows I'd missed you, but you'd gameg your home
and your mother and father were away and nobodyew@ascting you



there.' He put down the poker. 'Then,' he saitkeiht to see Roy
Wesk, and he knew where you were.'

She said, 'Poor old Roy! What else did he tell yoafhhembering
Kern's thunderous face when he'd turned up here.

‘That you wouldn't be expectinge,'said Kern, grimly -emphatic.
'l wasn't expecting anyone,' and this time he vessggto believe her,
He said, 'l thought he was planning to follow you.'

'He wouldn't have followed me, he didn't know whereas. | told
him | was going to a cottage in Wales, but | diday where.' This
was their cottage and their secret, hers and Keitrtxy firelight and
dawn and love, and she said softly, 'l wouldn'tehéat Roy come
here.'-

'He says he's in love with you.’

So he had told her, when he was offering her hiergg’ home to run
to, and his shoulder to cry on. There was alwaysengompassion
than passion in Roy, and she explained, 'Thatauseche's sorry for
me. He'd heard about the card Lilias sent her rsistsuppose

everybody has, and sympathy is Roy's kick. He doemnjoy feeling

sorry for people.’

She was smiling, but Kern still sounded grave, ragkiWwhat about
you? How do you feel about him?'

Philippa lifted her shoulders. 'l like him.'

'So you keep saying.' It would have been hard sbkei Roy, but of
course there had never been anything deeper, amdniest see how
ridiculous the question was.



‘Are you seriously asking me if I'm in love with YR

It seemed he was. He said, 'He's security. You tiegi safer with
him than you do with me.'

‘Do you want me to feel safer with Roy?' She stéie as she waited,
but his,'No..." was a groan, and she unclenched the ringlegsrén
she had tensed and said mischievously, 'You tha'tk imake a more
reliable father figure?'

‘Something like that.'

'‘But | don't want another father, thank you, the ¢we got is more

than enough. And as for feeling safe--' she stestdut her arms and
they glimmered palely and Kern got to his feetwduldn't have

screamed for Roy out there, but | knew | was sdferwyou reached
me.'

He reached her now, kneeling on the flagstonesled®r, putting his
arms around her as she wound hers around his pnebltsthey were
locked together. "Why on earth would | want Royi# asked him.

He kissed her gently and she melted against hiem tihey looked at
each other with drowsy smilingeyes and she samy'Ncansee why
you might prefer Lilias." She could be generous naWvas was no
danger at all, she could even admit, 'She's mariimg than | am.'

'You think so?' Not really, she just wanted to hean say it.
'‘Compared to you Lilias is a rest cure,’ he sdidl, sstting on the
flagstones, one arm around her, telling her, #dlgot stuck up here
| know what would have happened. She'd have sahdyfire and
grumbled. She'd have been worse than useless, Wwould have
known where to find her, and it wouldn't have beatthere doing a
Captain Oates.’



‘Sorry about that." Philippa stroked his pricklyinghtenderly, not
teasing because he did look exhausted. "You'ld 'tgke said, and he
grinned wearily.

'I'm half dead. I've hardly closed my eyes singetl here. That bed
upstairs is no use at all without you. Up thereuldn't sleep till it
was daylight, and only half an hour or so then.tlbaght | was
waiting for you to wake, and | daren't sleep.’

She moved a little way, lifting the coverings. '‘Gohmere,’ she said,
pulling him down beside her and feeling the strared body relax
with a deep sigh.

'l love you,' he mumbled.

'‘Go to sleep.' She cradled his head to her breastied against him,
holding him close, and he was asleep within secdddslidn't know
she kissed him, and she was asleep again hefselfrainutes later...

Philippa was the first to wake. Kern still slepis arms around her,
hers around him, and she lay in lazy peace for ieywesisting the
temptation to kiss and wake him. Instead she sktheery slowly

from his embrace, and slipped from under the sleetdblankets.

She,was well again, refreshed and hungry and &diné,it was her

turn to take charge for the next half hour or ser Bkirt and tights

and boots were dry by the fire, and she put themgamn. She daren't
risk the creaking stairs to get any other clothésod her case.

There was her jumper too; as a nurse Kern had rhademore
comfortable than she had made him. He was sledpllygdressed
and with his boots on, and that was going to astonim when he did
wake up.



She had never seen him exhausted before, but hil wot have
rested until she had woken. If she had been réahg would have
cared for her, even though he believed she hadRoldabout this
place, and that Roy was coming here.

He had said that Lilias would have sat beside itleeaind grumbled,
and so would Roy. Roy might have thought he lovidigpa, but
after a couple of days up here he would have besorsy for himself
there would have been no compassion left overrfgoiae else. With
almost anyone but Kern this isolation would havenéd into a
nightmare, instead of the stuff that dreams areenudid

She looked at the red head on the pillow, at thegy leength of

sleeping man, and she had to keep her hands bttsgyowould have
stroked the hair from the closed eyes, and thenwshddn't have

been able to stop herself leaning over and kidsiimg But he needed
this sleep, she must let him wake in his own tial#ough when the
meal was ready she might make a little more noieeimy around.

She tiptoed now, bringing in more fuel, laying table, opening a
couple of main-meal tins and placing the saucepanqgetly on top
of the fire.

Charred notebooks and washed out pages of writerg wtill on the
dresser, but they had been dried and tidied aed thié meal perhaps
they could start work on them. Philippa wouldn'tdoeed any more,
there was going to be plenty to do.

Nothing had changed outside when she opened thedomr a crack
to look down the mountainside. She would have loesappointed if
the thaw had started and she closed the door agalimg, and Kern
said, 'Thank God for that!"

'You're awake.' She fled to the stove and stirhredrhixture in the
saucepan vigorously. 'Is that why you're givings?"'



He sat up, realised he was fully dressed and swuhhis booted feet
with a comical expression of surprise. 'Strewtle!'dxclaimed, and
then, 'No, I'm thankful to see you come back ithdught for a
moment you might be off on a quick trip down to taes to fetch my
razor.'

'‘Not until I can see my way.' She lifted the saarepn to the side
hob. 'Not that you couldn't do with a razor!

‘You don't like my beard?' He was behind her, laisds around her
waist, nuzzling the back of her neck with a chiatttickled so that
she squirmed and laughed.

'I'll learn to live with it for now, so long as yquomise to shave it off
as soon as you can.’

‘Anything you ask.' He swung her round to face hiiwen to getting
you down the mountain if that's what you want."'

'‘But it isn't." Her fingers ran up and down his allmvant you to eat
your dinner. You've been making me eat, now it'stung.’

He put the fireside chair at the table and thek the little vase from
the mantelshelf and tipped out the three rings.tii¢ére placed her
rings back on her finger and said huskily, 'Alwatesy married to me,
love. X'm sorry I'm bad-tempered sometimes whenatrking.'

Everyone was short-tempered sometimes, but Philipgéd been
afraid of Lilias and seen everything through aatistg glass. The
facets of the big diamond sparkled and it was godthve her rings
back, although they were only a symbol. The bortsvéen herself
and Kern needed no symbols. It was as strong dgghéto get back
to him on the mountainside, and as sure as higidpesave her.



But in answer she picked up his ring and kissettién put it back on
his finger and said, "You're going to let me hedp yvith your work,
aren't you?'

'‘Why not? You're both my worlds, the one outside @@ one inside
my head, so come inside, love, and we'll work toget He smiled at
her, holding her with his hands clasped behind'Bexsides," and his
smile widened to a grin, 'you don't have a job Witesk and Wesk
any more. | told Roy Wesk what to expect if he made more pass
at my wife.'

That would make Roy reconsider his offer of shordde cry on. He
hadn't anticipated any trouble from Kern, he haaight Kern would
be glad to be rid of Philippa. That interview mbhaive shaken him,
and she bit her lip, because it would be heartteggygle. 'Poor Roy,'
she said. 'Did you threaten to sue him?'

'l threatened to murder him," said Kern cheerfulle. was smiling
now, but he had been murderously angry when heeartiere, and
he must have frightened Roy half to death. Philigp&d, "You
frightened me as well, but | thought you were madause you'd
come up here for peace and quiet and found me.'

She remembered the feeling of violence, the thredthis presence
had seemed to generate. She said, 'When you satvhiéng, that
first night--'

‘Trying to write," he interrupted her. 'l didn‘teamy mind on it. At
the time | wanted to shake you.'

'‘Was that all?' She laughed softly. ‘Well, | wasdythere thinking
how lovely it would be to hit you with the poker.’

'‘What stopped you?"'

'l thought you might hit me back.'



His hands were still clasped behind her in an eo#@dd protective
tenderness. 'Pity you didn't,’ he said. 'lf we'thedo blows it would
have saved a lot of time, because if I'd laid hasgou it would
have been in love—even if you had just taken a gwirme with the
poker. When | hold you | hold my life.'

For her too. 'Oh, my dear,' she said shakily. Ii\hndearest one.' She
reached to draw his face down, and just beforenoigth found hers
she whispered, 'Doesn't rapture of the heightsdtwely?'



