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Kelsey could never marry a man like Serle

Serle Falconer had hurt her father--led him torfeial ruin--and
destroyed her parents' marriage.

In Japan to visit her father, Kelsey lost no tinmefinding Mr.
Falconer and telling him what a swine she thoughtMas. So he
couldn't seriously want to marry her.

The marriage proposal, sent by a go-between intrthditional
Japanese style, was nothing more than a cruelgabjotke designed
to pay her back for insulting him.

Angered, Kelsey decided two could play that gamayibé she'd just
call his bluff and accept his proposal....



CHAPTER ONE

JaPAN, Kelsey had heard, was beautiful. But on that &ynd June,
on the last leg of her journey, a journey which leddher feeling she
had been travelling nonstop for a week—when intyeshe had only
left England two days ago, she had seen barelyhengyof Japan at
all.

Vaguely she recalled the forests of trees thatdoaered either side
of the motorway on the first part of the hour-ldngs ride from Narita
airport to the air terminal in Tokyo City, but heind had been too
consumed with her quest, the real reason why skéese, for her to
appreciate scenery.

Needing to catch up on some sleep if she was teeam Komatsu
alert and not like some zombie, she had chosemonibg on to her
final destination but to spend the previous nighaihotel in Tokyo
and to continue by bullet train this morning. Rerbenng the hotel,
Kelsey had her mind briefly taken away from her nes about her
parents and their apparent marriage break-up—wshehjust could
not, and would not, believe in—by the sight of fteshly laundered,
neatly foldedyukatathat lay on her bed at the hotel. It was a garme
so her mother had told her, in one of the rare nmisnever the last
three months when she had got her to tell her amytbf Japan, in
which one not only slept in, but used also as a tyfphousecoat, no
one minding in the least if one cared to take &wabund the block
in such a garment.

Yet another purveyor of food and drink walked dawa aisle of the
train compartment Kelsey was in. She had lost cofittow many
people, all selling different kinds of comestiblead passed through
the carriage. She lost interest too, as the t@ed sn to Komatsu, and
she wondered if perhaps she should have let Hegrfahow that she
was coming.



There had been a telephone on the train from Té&kydagoya, and
very probably there was a phone on this train Bad.somehow she
had a feeling that she might be able to find outemaf what was
going on between her parents if her arrival toakfager by surprise.

Not that either of them owed her an explanatiodefprendent-minded
herself, she had always been of the opinion thatyeme was their
own person. But her parents had never seemedd&ate people,
somehow. So much in love, they had seemed as ¢weresalled
their one and only visit home some four years algervat sixteen she
had been studying for her 'A' levels; perhaps stoddeen more aware
then than two years previously when they had lefjl&nd, but she
had seen then, and had been delighted in, theth@yehad for each
other.

She had been a romantic at sixteen, admittedlyy Weely she still
was. Maybe that was why, although never short gtfbiends, she
had been unable to make that same sort of comniiteaene of her
friends made. She had wanted a love like the levgharents had, but
so far it hadn't happened. Idealistic perhaps,Haiting seen the way
her mother had to only walk into the room and with&aying a word,
her father's eyes would say 'l love you,' she wotldettle for
anything less. There had to be a love like thatHer out there
somewhere.

Kelsey's soft brown eyes went dreamy as she thaighat time four
years ago when her parents had come home for @algolnd to see
her and Gran. And she went on to recollect howabse of her 'O’
levels and their concern not to disturb her scimgplihey had left her
with Gran when her father had changed jobs and gah¢o Japan
when she was fourteen. She had watched them go mitled

feelings; aware even then that really they hadneeided a third to
complete their happiness, though for all that, thagl never let her
feel she was being left out. She knew herself Idged— her mother's



moist eyes, her father's arms round the two of taerthey had said
goodbye, were proof enough of that.

She had been going to follow them out when hele\@ls were over,
but that had never materialised, because then there 'A’' levels,
and by then she had settled down happily with G#aml so instead
of going back with them four years ago, she haglestébehind to
study, and to remember, whenever she thought opamnts, the
little things. Small things, like the way one wowldit for the other to
complete what they were saying, even if their amsi differed,

which they rarely did. Little things like the timeer father had
bumped his forehead on a cupboard, and swore, anéyes had
gone wide because she knew the word but didnikisges for some
reason think that he did, and the way her mothérsla&d, 'Shall | tell
you off for swearing in front of the baby, or," bic Kelsey realised
later, 'shall | kiss it better?' She rememberedsohclearly the way
her mother had giggled, giggled like a schoolgetdelf, and she
would have been forty-four then, as her father haggled his

eyebrows comically and said, 'lIt really does huaithough there
hadn't been so much as a red mark on his forefibag.nad gone off
together, their arms draped around each otheiKalsgy had gone to
help Gran in the kitchen.

The dreamy look left Kelsey's eyes as she remerdiberemother as
she had left her in England two days before. Armkpting that since
Gran had died three months ago, loving her as #tie§id, sorrow

had left its mark on them, Kelsey knew it was mitran that that
made her mother permanently depressed.

She wondered, as she had many times, had shedi®dnrielephone
her mother when the doctor had said there wasnthnmope that
Gran was going to make it through her iliness. &eshf her mother
hadn't rushed home, starting her journey the veyt may, the
problems between her parents would have sortedstieas out.



Reason told her she could have done nothing alsee svith Gran
calling for 'Eve' as she lay dying, she had diegp@ace with her
daughter Eve there at the last, holding her hand.

But that didn't stop the twinge of guilt that skellbeen the cause of
separating her parents for the first time in timearried life. Though
in truth, she had thought her father might come én¢wo if he could
manage the time off.

Kelsey recalled how, when the shock of Gran's dbathreceded,
although it was expected, not liking her secrekggltashe had started
to grow hopeful that when her mother returned fmada she might
ask her to go with her. But when two months hads@asand no

mention made about her mother going back, pertualdtelsey was
starting to grow that the telephone wires betweegldhd and Japan
were not red-hot as she would have supposed, alettapposted to

Japan save the one she herself had written télendather of Gran's
death, that, plus the fact that her mother nevettimeed her father's
name, she had just had to say something. Her mettegly to her

guestion about return flights had left her totdllyored and, for

several seconds, totally speechless.

'I'm—not going back' Eve Marchant had said, wherafomoment it
had looked as though she was going to be evasive.

Shattered, Kelsey had stared at the trim, stilub&d woman facing
her, her world going upside down for crazy secasishe fought to
avoid the implication behind her mother's remarkf# as she knew,
her father was contracted to stay in Japan for s@aes yet.

'‘Not—qgoing back?' she exclaimed in disbelief when mother had
nothing to add. 'But—what about Dad?"

Eve Marchant had shrugged, for all the world asigifoshe didn't
care tuppence for her husband, when Kelsey kndwvill that she



did—she had to; theirs was a perfect match. It vwdmd to be—for
years they had been an ideal couple in her mind.

'He knows," her mother replied after a long silence

‘You've told him? You told him before you left thyatu weren't going
back?' Kelsey probed, winded, the first pangs df ggsaulting her
that it was she who had separated them.

'‘Not in so many words. But he knows."

Kelsey sifted through her mother's reply. Her ptrealways had
been telepathic with each other's thoughts, that allapart of what
made them one. Yes, she thought, he would knowowither mother
having to tell him. But if they were still telepathwith each other,
then surely that must mean that there was stilletbimg there? That
they still loved each other!

'‘But why? | mean . . ." Kelsey was flounderingpdan, you've always
been so happy together. Why, you and Dad are . . .'

'‘Are separated—permanently," Eve Marchant inteedipAnd before
Kelsey, her mouth already starting to shape theepting ‘No’, could
butt in, she went on quickly, doing little for Kelgs feeling of guilt
that she had been instrumental in causing the préak been
wanting to come home for ages—and he knew it.'

Henry, Kelsey wanted to say when her mother redetweher father
as 'he', my father's name is Henry. 'But—but cotibu have come
home together? Dad must have some leave due, hadhdsn't, in the
compassionate circumstances of Grandy...'

'l wanted to come home permanently—not for jusbladay.’

'‘But you love Japan! You've said often what a b&dwdountry it is!’
Kelsey could clearly recall letters, beautiful dgsitve letters that



helped her to share in the rapture of scenic wander mother had
written of.

'Yes—I do,' she heard her confess. 'But—well, thihgven't been
going right with your father and me for some tiraegd . . .’

*You never said anything in your letters..."

'I'm supposed to give you an account of everythinag takes place
between your father and me, am 1?' Eve Marchaitiedestaggering
Kelsey afresh to hear an unheard-of before wasmghin her voice.

Momentarily she wondered if Gran's dying had rocked mother's
foundations, for Gran had always been there. Aed ther mother's
tone was softening.

‘We've—I've,"' she quickly corrected, 'hardly seestlaing of you.
We . . ." she bit her lip, 'l missed your adoleseealtogether.’

Kelsey's eyes widened at this new idea that henenatanting to see
more of her was the reason for her parents' brpak-was the first
she had heard that her mother pined for the sigih¢io

'You told Dad you wanted to come back permanergtabnse of me!'

Eve Marchant looked away from her surprised lodke discussed
you—many times,' she replied. 'ls it so unnaturat t should want to
know something of you?'

Kelsey's surprise faded as her mother turned hedt teelook at her.

There was a look of love for her there in her mosheyes, and she
knew herself loved, even while knowing that thatildonot be the

prime reason for her wanting to return to England.



'‘Besides which,' Eve Marchant added with a wry arthbt said her
sense of humour wasn't completely buried, 'theatnout there was
playing havoc with my skin!'

That she did look a little older this time than died four years
previously was no more than a normal ageing prockstsey
thought. But her mother was still beautiful. Thougéver thinking of
her as being a vain woman, she paused then to wobeeg
beautiful all her life, was she now starting ta freat her looks might
be fading? Was that what was at the root of it 8 had said that
things hadn't been going right for them for sonraeti but . . .
Suddenly Kelsey was remembering a conversation Gadrstarted,
when gossip was rife about a woman down the straetveman
about the same age as Eve—who had 'gone off witlara twenty
years younger. Gran had sniffed as she'd set thé teethe
conversation by saying, 'She's at that funny age.'

Was her mother at 'that funny age'? Sudden alarderhar ask the
guestion, 'There isn't anyone else, is there?' Ahdhe blank
expression her mother wore, '| mean—there isn'esotiner man . . .'

The indignant look she received was all the anshkercould wish
for. It underlined for her what she already knelatther mother
would never love anyone but Henry Marchant.

‘Then why .. .?'

‘Your father thinks more of his job than he doesnef—he's proved
it.

'‘Because he wouldn't agree to return permanentiyt?hB's under
contract, isn't he?'

‘Contracts have been broken before.' Kelsey coedd the waspish
note returning. It was there stronger when, a tobitterly, her
mother added, getting in first before Kelsey coutdce her next



guestion; 'And don't think he can't afford it, besawhile | admit he's
sending me a hefty allowance through the bank éach month, he
has a tidy amount saved for when his contract iafficends.'With
her mother starting to get bitter and twisted, ptbat her husband no
longer loved her lying in the fact that when heldowmell afford it, he
would not give up his job and return to Englanéyd#fiore it was clear
that he was putting his job before her; Kelseyidgwher every bit as
much as she loved her father, could not bear tohseaetting so
uptight, and she left the conversation there.

But, in the week that followed, although the subjeas not referred
to again, that did not stop her from constantiyking about her
parents' marriage. How could their marriage be DVehy, they had
always been like two young lovebirds! It pained peratly that the
pedestal she had set her parents' marriage on—elogd for her
own marriage if and when it happened—appearedie baimpled,
the love they had fractured amid the ruins.

It was at the end of that week, coming home fronmkwand finding

her mother looking as though she had spent masieadiay in tears,
that Kelsey knew that she was going to have tmdueshing about it.
Though at that moment she had no idea what.

But on the Monday of the next week, when shelstitl no clear idea
in her head what she could do but give her motletha moral
support she could, her boss, an underhand maneshedliking for,
came bombasting into her small office and triedibggher off a strip
for something that wasn't her fault, and she fosimel had retaliated
angrily and had given in her notice.

And having given in her notice, Kelsey found thditew her temper
had cooled down, she did not regret her actiorlitheebit. And from

there, making her wonder why she hadn't thoughtoaffore, as if the
idea had been in her head all the time just waitorgthe 'fog of



having her parents solely on her mind to clearksiasv what she was
going to do.

The way things were, thousands of miles separd#tieg, her father
staying put and her mother refusing to budge, themy
communication—for no mail had come from Japan—tghothe
bank in the shape of the money transferred to Egévery month,
they were never going to get back together.

By the time Kelsey arrived home that evening she wacaring
whether she was being romantically idealistic drinder refusal to
accept, when marriages were breaking up all ardwerd that her
parents' marriage was over. Though it called fgremat deal of tact
when she explained how, having thrown up her johyiry
previously mentioned how unbearable she had fowmdbbss, she
thought she might take a holiday before she lodkedsomething
new. The sticky part came w hen, in agreement axdrything she
had said so far, her mother heard just what logdbo her holiday
she had in mind.

‘You're going taJapan!'

'l thought I'd go and see Dad," said Kelsey, swatlg down the
‘How about coming with me?' that hovered when hether's mouth
took on a tight look. 'If, as you say,' she went'®ad is staying to
finish out his contract, it will be years beforede him again.' With
her mother starting to look hurt and even moretiigiped it was an
effort for Kelsey to make herself go on. But havga this far, she
made herself continue, 'With Gran insisting onipgtsome money
in my name when | was eighteen, | should have eméaigover my
expenses. And with Gran leaving the house to yod,2ad making
you an allowance each month, you should be allt nghile I'm
away.'



That waspish note was back in Eve Marchant's vascghe snapped,
‘You don't have to worry about me,' and, soundiegvish, ‘Nobody
has to worry about me.'

Though she wanted to put her arms around her, éaesythey had
been apart had Kelsey stifling theimpulse. Thoughthe words, 'l
can't help it—I love you.'

For a moment she thought her mother was goingaokciBut she
didn't. 'I'm glad somebody does,' she replied.tBotigh that waspish
note was still there, Kelsey knew it wasn't theel@f a daughter she
wanted, it was the love of her husband.

She caught herself sighing again as she had thes, gs an
announcement came over the loudspeaker. The ansment was in
Japanese, but having learnt when leaving the kudlietin Nagoya to
transfer to this one that if you didn't look shgqu stood a good
chance of not getting off at all—she could sweartthin was in and
out of the station in one minute flat—Kelsey begarcollect her
things together, suspecting that the next stop avbalKomatsu.

It was. And having exited from the ticket barri€elsey was relieved
to see that the taxi rank her mother had informerdabout was right
outside. Putting down her cases, she handed thedtewer her
father's card, his name and address printed innéapa which her
mother had given her—further proof, since she balll it, that she
loved him.

Kelsey sat back in the cab, her excitement growinipe thought of
seeing her father. She had the same fair hair mmbther, though
nature had thought to streak hers with naturalddamghlights and
wave at the front, so that the style she now wefeHer hair just
turning under below her shoulders and waving ddvensides of her
face. She rather thought she had started wearmnigaiein a topknot
when she had waved her father goodbye, with sop®imdher head,



after hearing her mother call her 'the baby', okilng more grown-up
with her hair that way.

The taxi stopped outside a substantially built st@+{ed house in an
area on the outskirts of Komatsu, and the snapshetfiad at home
came to life, the large persimmon tree in the gardesen and
luxurious in the rain. Nobody had told her aboet tain.

She leaned over to open the taxi door, forgettrag in Tokyo she
had received the same feeling of surprise whenwthiée-gloved
driver had used a switch which had the doors ogeaiurtomatically.

Having parted with some of her yen, she stood luplét the house
for a moment, wondering if her father was in. Thes@s a small
Honda car on the drive, so she rather guesseti¢hass.

Excitement surged up in her as she picked up hexscand went
forward. Excitement, and love, and— hope. Hopeifhre still loved
her mother, as she was sure he must, then she @owwldmething to
get them back together again.

Setting down her cases again, she rang the belgdrs straining for
sounds of movement in the silence that followednsshe heard light
pattering footsteps, and then the door was beimpeqg. But it was
not her father who stood there.

'‘Kon-nichiwa,' said the exquisite Japanese girl of about her o
twenty years. And as the word hit Kelsey and hadskarching her
crash course of elementary Japanese phrases antagonwith the
translation 'Good afternoon' the girl was doing apid
retake—Westerners not being too common a sightamatsu, so
Kelsey's mother had told her—and was smiling asashended with
a small bow, in near perfect English, 'Good aftemoand adding,
‘May | help you?'



''ve come to see Mr Henry Marchant,' explainedskg] smiling in
her relief that the girl could speak English. Skend know yet who
she was, but from the photographs she had, she simeWwad come to
the right house.

'‘Ah, Marchantsan' replied the girl, and smiling still, 'l am afdayou
have come to the wrong address. Marclsamno longer lives here.'

'‘No longer . . .!I" Kelsey started to gasp. '‘But.mgpther gave me his
card with this address on!'

*Your mother?' the girl enquired politely.

'I'm Henry Marchant's daughter .. ." was as fagresgot before the
smile on the Japanese girl's face became a pobgiam of delight.

'l have heard much about you from your mother,'ssté. '‘But please
to come in from the rain.’

It seemed a good idea, for although the rain haddfidown to a
drizzle, she stood a very good chance of gettia¢at if she stayed
outside much longer.

Following suit, Kelsey left her sandals in the lglds the Japanese
girl did, knowing from correspondence with her pasethat it was
unheard-of to walk in anything but socks or baret fen the straw
tatami matting to be found in most Japanese homes. Thohgh
sitting room to which the girl, who introduced hafsas Yukiko
Akita, took her, was furnished in Western style.dAn next to no
time Kelsey found herself seated on a settee,ss gicold wheat tea
in her hand and two of the tiniest of cakes in fraimher.

But as refreshing as she found the tea, she hathémy questions
burning to be answered to want to observe the gf¢ass. For a
start, where was her father? And why on earth, whisrwas the only



home he had known since moving to Japan, had hieslyddecided
to move?

‘You know where my father lives, Miss Akita?' stsiked, when the
black-fringed dainty girl had seated herself opgosi

'Certainly,' she replied. 'But please call me Yokilkknd with another
smile, she added, 'Marchasdris home is not far from here. It will be
my pleasure to drive you there.'

Awash with relief again that she did not have tathup the whole of
the Ishikawa Prefecture, where Komatsu was sitydtedind her
father, Kelsey returned Yukiko's smile. And in turas she
wondered—since it must look odd that she didn'wkher father had
moved—how to retrieve that situation, she invitedt to call her
Kelsey.

Then embarrassed, at the implied lie pride wasirfigron her,
falteringly she said, 'l must have given the taxrer the card—with
the wrong address on it.'

'‘An easy mistake when you have two cards,” smilakiRo.
'‘Marchantsan will regret now, | think, that he has moved intc
somewhere smaller, because this house was too fiardem now
that your mother is not here.’

'‘Because of my visit, you mean?' queried Kelsewlsioslightly
surprised that by the sound of it her father, aagrman, must have
told one and all that his wile had left him.

"l am so sorry,' said Yukiko all of a sudden, hemile departing for
the first time. 'l have not offered my condolenfaas/our loss of your
grandmother. It must have been a sad time for yoluwyaur mother.'



Kelsey murmured that it had been. Then Yukikol stisympathetic
vein, was going on to reveal that Henry Marchans weery bit as
proud as his daughter had thought, when she said:

'‘And so sad for Marcharsantoo, that like most legal matters, it will
take so long for his wife to clear up her mothestate, and that she
will have to stay in England while it is all settle

‘These things—do take time," said Kelsey, her nakahg in that her
father had excused his wife's prolonged absende thvé story that
there were many long-drawn-out legal matters to éatdvith in
connection with Gran's estate.

'‘But you are here now to cheer him.' Yukiko waslisigpiagain, her
words causing Kelsey to wonder if her father wadkilog as unhappy
as her mother was.

Then the Japanese girl was glancing at her em@atysghnd was
offering her some monaugi chaBut when Kelsey smilingly refused
more tea, she said:'"You are anxious now to seefatiuer, | think.'

Hoping she wasn't being impolite, just as she wgsny that her
inner anxieties weren't showing, Kelsey murmuriéd;s no trouble .

Her cases stowed in the Honda, Kelsey was fastingshe had not
been so set on not letting her father know sheasasing. He was
ever a proud man, and it was clear he didn't wayte to know that
his wife was not coming back. Only by the skin ef keeth had she
been able to keep that secret safe. Though to Iet, with her
mother adamant about not returning, it was a sétaéivas bound to
come out in time.

The car drew to a halt outside a small ridged-tibeshgalow, and
Kelsey, determined that somehow some compromisellcghioe
found, helped Yukiko to remove her cases from tre c



'Forgive me if | do not stay to say hello to Manstigan,'said Yukiko
with her warm smile. And, a faint flush coming terlcheeks as
though she was nursing some happy private thoudyhgown father
Is due home shortly, and—I wish to be there wherehans.'

Conscious of the look of excitement that accomphthie other girl's
blush, Kelsey was conscious also that althouglJaipanese girl had
made no attempt to rush her and had been morecthateous to a
complete stranger, she had intruded far too mudieotime. Though
before she could apologise, Yukiko was bowing irevieell and
asking, with nothing but friendliness, which did awwith any
thoughts Kelsey might have that her unexpectedarhad been a
nuisance:

'‘Perhaps | may be permitted to call on you duriogrystay?'

Kelsey also wanted to be on her way. She too watteske her
parent. But the friendliness of Yukiko found an swaering
friendliness in her as, sincerely, she replieshduld like that.’

It was more of a path than a drive to the frontrdobthe small
bungalow, and the Honda was still in first gear wikelsey had
walked up the length of it and pressed the dodr Blebugh this time
she had to wait some minutes before her ring wawared. And the
footsteps she heard when about to ring a fourté ware nothing like
the light tapping of Yukiko, but were ponderousnast stumbling,
she thought.

But someonavas coming! Excitement welled up in her again the
soon she would see her father, the man she hadeeaot for four
years—then Kelsey heard a crash as though the poursiéet had
knocked into something. And then the outer doatiding door, was
being moved to one side in its grooves!



A smile was already breaking from her as the balttasd-pepper

head started to lift from the door catch that sekmeehave some

interest for him. Kelsey was tall, about the samiglit as he was, but
when her father raised his head, so her smilethaltal froze. As too,

did the delighted cry of 'Dad!" that so nearly ledt.

For this man was nothing like the man she had knovaere was
nothing in him to stir the memory of the laughinged, invariably
cheerful man who, when the mood was on him, woegdé¢ her and
her mother unmercifully. His eyes glazed, he was@hg where
never had he stooped before, and what was morgas&anging on
to the doorpost as if needing its support!

He's ill, was her first thought, her hands goingviard to touch him,
to help him, since he didn't look capable of stagdunaided as
hurried words of exclamation rushed to be heard.

But it was her father who spoke first. 'Kelsey!ldtteathed harshly, as
though seeing a ghost. 'Kelsey, ish—it you?'

The fumes from the spirits on his breath nearly dked her

back—and made her quickly revise her opinion tieatvas ill. Made

her quickly realise that her father, a man who digihly was not a
teetotaller, was as high as a kite! Her fatheraa mho never drank
to excess, was swaying in front of her eyes noabse he was ill, but
because he was drunk!

‘Yes, Dad, it's me, Kelsey," she said, sad to sedike this even as
she took hold of his arms, not sure that he wasirltg to collapse.
The unexpected sight of her on top of all he mastehconsumed
being all too much for him.

But he did not want her assistance. And even pledtas he was,
Kelsey had the evidence she wanted that he waslatiply in love
with her mother. For, shaking off her hands antigggsome sobriety



from somewhere into his clouded brain, his firsesfion as he
attempted to stand upright was an eager:

'Has Eve come with you?'

Quickly, because that was the least painful wadahg it, Kelsey
dashed his hopes. 'No,' she said, tears prickmdpdicks of her eyes
that he seemed to crumple as this time he letdma$help him, 'I've
come alone.'

That he accepted without question that she wase tharst, she
thought as she helped him back inside, instinchimgr his feet
towards the sitting room, be all part of the stupemwas in.

Thinking he would be far better off in bed than whlee was, she saw
his glazed eyes search and rest on what little iresdan the whisky
bottle on the table next to him.

'l could do with a drink," he slurred, a shaky hgwihg out to the
bottle. And it was then that Kelsey discovereden & hardness to his
need she had not thought she possessed.

'l couldn't agree more,' she replied, and scoopmthe bottle, on her
way to hunt up the kitchen, 'I'll make you somefeef

It would take more than a gallon of black coffeesdber him up, she
thought as she waited for the kettle to boil. Big hardness in her
that had deprived him of another go at the whiskitleé had fast

evaporated.

Oh, the dear, dear man! she mourned. Was thises@trof her
mother leaving him? Was it all down to his brokearnage that the
oh, so proud man she had known should answerdns door in the
state he was in?



Why, had not Yukiko been anxious to get back hoshe,too would
have seen him—smelt his breath. And sober, if he tha man she
had always thought him, he would have hated that.

She poured hot water into the beaker with the mistaffee, and fell
to wondering what her mother would have thoughta#, he had
hoped, she had been with her. Even the hard fiomthed shown
would have melted, Kelsey thought, and she therenglbered the
way, because of the love he had for his wife, sbmgtin her father's
drink-befuddled brain had had him trying to shaKetlte effects of
all he had consumed.

The coffee down him, he came out of his stupomidgmohe was still
far from being sober. But she was glad to see sdris former pride
was showing in that the first fairly coherent woste heard from
him were a complaint of:

You should have let me know you were coming.'

Belatedly, Kelsey agreed with him. 'l wanted topsise you,' she
said, her eyes gentle on him.

"You—did that all right,' he said, and it was hrdyoreference to the
state she had surprised him in.

Another beaker of black coffee, and he was asKimy did you find
out where | live?' And rubbing a tired hand actusgrow as he tried
for memory, 'I'm certain | didn't write and tellwomother I'd moved.'

As far as Kelsey knew, he hadn't written at al€dlled at your old
address,' she explained, "Yukiko Akita drove mer tneze.'

Henry Marchant thought about her reply for a fewngerous
moments. 'Yukiko's father and | work for the same f he advised
solemnly.



So, Kelsey guessed, the house where her paremtsaukbee was still

a company house. Her father worked somewhere hmlnuhe

export department of Forward Electronic, so vetglir when he had
told them that the house was too large, they hadechan Mr Akita

and his family, and had found this smaller houséiin.

. She looked around the sitting room. It was squsinaped, though
not all that small. It was furnished in Westernestiypo, as also was
what she could make out through the open slidingrsito be the
bedroom.

Again she thought that bed was perhaps the best fba her father.
But this time when possibly he might have accepitedsuggestion,
she saw, with him not watching every word he siat she might be
able to get more out of him than when sober, hidepmight make
him shut her out of anything he considered notdusiness.

'‘Why did you move into a smaller house, Dad?' sked, thinking to
go gradually until she got to the more crucial dguesof what had
gone wrong between him and her mother.

'‘Why?' he asked, as if he was having difficultyremembering.
'‘Why, because | couldn't afford to live there anyren

If her mother was showing a decided stubbornnessfusing to so

much as mention her husband by his first name, ashmas by her
determination not to return to Japan, then Kelsaynd she had
inherited a very stubborn streak herself too, at #ine hadn't come all
this way to be lied to or told to mind her own Imgss. It was her
business and, given that the pedestal she haddpleezeparents and
their marriage on had crashed, she wanted it reghaind. the two of
them firmly up there again. So, intending to getht® very bottom of

it, she probed deeper, playing along with thena he couldn't afford
the rent of the bigger house when, accepting teavdis making her
mother a whacking allowance, she knew darn wetidwed.



'‘Can't afford it?' she queried, still looking fmnse signs of the man
she remembered, a man who had never needed td tedging.
‘What do you mean?' And bringing in her mother,gbener to get
the conversation flowing in the direction she wanteknow you're
making Mother a large allowance, but even if tleatves your wallet
a little thinner, according to what Mother told nyeu have quite a
tidy nest egg saved.'

'‘Nest egg!' he repeated, and there was bitterndsis itone that was
akin to the bitterness she had heard in her mesthieite, as he went
on and shattered any idea she had that he hadyiegrmvhen he had
intimated that he was hard pressed. 'There 13asb eggas you call
it.

'‘No ne . .." Suddenly appalled, for surely he hadiken to gambling
as well as drinking, Kelsey swallowed her fear that mother's
departure had sent him completely off the railee 8iscovered that
she hadn't heard the half of it as she pressed askt

'You mean you've—spent your savings? That the mdhaty was
supposed to give you and Mother some comfort irr yetirement
has gone?'

Watching him, she saw pride trying to struggle tigto the weariness
the effect of the Scotch he had drunk was havingion

‘Yes, it's gone,' he said, a shamed look she cuidrar to see
defeating the pride he was striving for. And, cesfeg the whole of
it, ‘Unwisely, | took the word of a man | thoughtduld trust above
all others.' He seemed then to notice the sympathgr face and he
looked away from her as he told her, 'Had it notrbéor Serle
Falconer insisting we were all on a winner, | woulever have
considered scraping every copper | could lay mydsaan and
making that investment.’



Investment! Kelsey hadn't a clue what he was tglkibout—but not
being as befuddled as he was, she saw that theremipone way to
find out more. 'The— er—investment failed?' sheedsfjuietly, not
taking her eyes from the man who was now evadingihg at her.
As yet she had no idea who Serle Falconer wasrettimigh with a
name like that she was certain that he wasn't ésgan

'‘And how!" said Henry Marchant. 'All my money, eyeent, all the
money Eve and | had saved all these years, hasdypame the drain.'

'‘Oh, Dad! cried Kelsey, shocked. But she was tlabmore shocked,
as she watched, to see his face working and thanpte.

'‘And—d-down the drain with it went any chance | retl@ught to
have of me and E-Eve ever getting back togethanaga

Horrified, Kelsey watched and saw her father, a atahe end of his
tether, suddenly unable to take any more. Saw hiwillation
complete, as he broke down totally.

'Oh, darling!" broke from her, and she was thesedaehim, her arms
going round him, never ever expecting to see hirefaso utterly
defeated and in tears. She shushed him, tears iayks too as she
gently tried to make him feel better by telling hinat he mustn't take
it so badly, that this Serle Falconer must havedgsacket too.

‘Not him," he said, rubbing at his eyes as he tteedet himself
together. 'He was strongly in favour of the investimbut it was only
later that | heard, while shouting the odds abologing a chance of a
lifetime, that he didn't risk one red cent of hignomoney.'

‘You're saying that—that this man—urged you to tieerisk when
he knew all the time it was going to fail?' sheagkkncredulously,
scandalised that her father so much as knew stetthilale person.



She saw him hesitate, but she knew it was onlycoownt of it not
being his way to blacken another man's characted. Aot needing
verbal confirmation to her question, she saved thientrouble of
going against his nature.

'What sort of a man is he?' she asked indignawtiyndering how in
the world her father, as canny as the next onehati¢hought, should
have been so persuaded by someone who obviouslyhieadery
glibbest of tongues.

'He's a man everybody trusts,' he replied, andethakibbing a hand
across his eyes again, as his mind flitted batckédopelessness of
his ever getting together again with his beloved.E®h, Kelsey,' he
mourned, unable to check a stray tear, crucifyiagthat she should
ever see him weep, 'lIt's all because of him thatmayriage is
irreparable. If it hadn't been for him—for my logirverything |
possess—there might still have been a chance far ymther and
me.'

Hugging him as he wept out his reasons for noingimer mother in
England, Kelsey, sharing his heartbreak, experetacsurging hate
for Serle Falconer. If the day ever came, she thowghen she and
that snake in the grass Serle Falconer ever caceetfaface, then
wouldn't she give him a piece of her mind! Wouldih'é just!

She found it almost unbearable that her fatheuggtmg to find the
backbone that had always been solid in him, shbakk gone so
completely to pieces this way. God help Serle Fadcof she ever
met up with him! she thought, wildly furious. Ifahday ever dawned,
it would be touch and go that she wouldn't phy$ycsdt about him!



CHAPTER TWO

KELSEY spent a fitful night, knowing it had nothing todah her bed
being a couple of fold-away mattresses on the ttatamimatting of
the spare Japanese-style room she kept wakinghdorbed was
comfortable enough. But it was no wonder to het #me couldn't
find rest; the sight of her weeping, worse-for-8rfather and all he
had told her had so shocked her, she wonderedhbdtad been able
to drop off at all.

Again she had that mental picture of him as he bbeeh when,
fearing that she was going to break down and wattpham, she had
helped him into his bedroom. He had fallen asledémost
immediately, and would, she thought, be out forreou

He had still been sound asleep when at ten thatimyeshe had
thought to investigate where she should sleep. Wandng found a
spare room, having thought she was mind-weary endnagh her
thoughts to sleep the clock round, she too had gwhed.

But sleep was far from her as light filtered inter toom and she
pondered the hopelessness of her father's posfiimhthe hate that
had sprung up for Serle Falconer rose up in hee anore as she
pieced together the fractured sentences her fatteuttered.

Serle Falconer, on loan from Forward Electroniaibsgdiary in
England, was the only other European, or Westdordhat matter,
working on the Japanese side. From what she catleg this Serle
Falconer was the bee's knees when it came to releatronics, and
altkough wealthy in his own right, he had no nesavork at all, his
family having made a pile in property developmenisome such;
according to her father his first-class brain woliée been wasted
had he not chosen to work, and in the field he had.



Which was a pity, she thought angrily, that a fidass brain for
micro-electronics should not go hand in hand witindsty. For no
matter how garbled her father's version, it cleadyed down to the
fact that some know-it-all Englishman had persudded— though
her father hadn't actually used that word 'persdiag® part with
every penny he owned, in a worthless adventure twhe himself
had no intention of investing in.

She searched for some reason why such a man stielilbeérately

lead her father on. But there was no answer, $ateSerle Falconer
must be some bigheaded, silky-tongued, carelesseswiho had

never bothered to give thought, when shouting tiespthat where
he could afford to lose a packet without it hurirpough he hadn't
lost a bean, had he?—to do so would cripple the wiam, in her

father's own words, trusted him above all other men

She was on the point of going into the honesty-diskty angle of
her summary and deciding that even if Serle Falcefes very
name made her see red!— had persuaded her fattheuivthought
to his financial position, it still made him dishest in the light of the
fact thathe hadn't invested himself, when a sound made itss=dfd
through the thin partitioning of her room.

It was still early yet, but that sound had her héag for her robe,
aware that with so much on his mind, now that tfieces of the
alcohol he had consumed had worn off, her fatherwas having
difficulty in sleeping.

He had his back to her and was making himself aofapffee when
silently by way of a net curtain that screened side of her room,
Kelsey vacated it.

'‘Can you make that two cups?' she asked, anddeltgpear through
her when, startled, he spun round and she sawthioaigh sober now,
he still looked terrible.



'l didn't dream it, then—yoare here!

And suddenly Kelsey was in the arms he stretchétbdwer. Then he
was holding her at arm's length, his eyes searchergface, then
away. And she knew then when he couldn't look attiha he was
remembering the state in which she must have fowmnd

"You could do with a shave,' she said lightly t¢pH@m out, rubbing
her chin that had come into contact with his begstl

‘Coffee first,' he replied, but her light commeathrelaxed him, she
saw. He spooned coffee into a second beaker, théghaly as she
had spoken, he queried, 'So how come you're here?'

It was a delicate moment. To say she had come tehdd she could
to get him and her mother back together again,r therriage
repaired, when in the light of all he had told herlooked
impossible—from his angle anyway—wouldn't, she sb&vof any
help.

'l got fed up with my job and resigned,' she ansder

'Still as hotheaded as you always were?' he aslesining to know
there had been nothing meek or mild about the Wwayhad handed in
her resignation.

'Who—me?' she exclaimed, remembering without rednet
ex-employer's astonishment the last time she hafllyleAnyway,'
she resumed, still keeping it light, 'l thoughtd@ime and pay you a
surprise visit before | started looking for anotjudr.'

‘Some surprise!" he muttered. Then as he handeal ineig of coffee
he did look her in the eye, bravely, she thougitaose she could see
he was ashamed. 'I'm sorry you found me the way gl
l—hm—don't often hit the bottle.’



Going gently, when he took a chair at the tablds&gefollowed suit,
and slowly she said, '‘Got too much for you, didowe?'

He didn't answer, but took a long draught of hifemn But suddenly,
having got her question out for all it had gonensveered, Kelsey
knew that she wouldn't have a better opportunignthight now,
regardless of how dreadful he was looking, to getliout into the
open. She was here to try and help, wasn't she? kWéa was she
likely to be if they went around for the rest of Istay avoiding the
issue?

She waited until he had put his coffee mug backrdopon the table,
then said quietly, 'l know that you're broke, Dad.’

His reply was instant and sharp, his head cominghrpptly. 'Who
told you that?' And when she didn't immediatelylyepe went to
search into what he could remember of the convers#itey must
have had after she had arrived yesterday. 'Dilfl yae | was broke?'

The poor lamb, she thought, wondering if he waagto try to deny
it this morning. 'l know that the savings you wetglding up for your
retirement went on an unsound investment,' shehiohd And as the
thought touched down that perhaps, without her kngw, he had
somehow been in direct communication with his wegfaickly she
asked, 'Does Mother know?'

'‘Good God,no!" he exclaimed, horrified. And all at once he was
very stern parent, sterner than she had ever seerab heatedly he
ordered, 'And don't you dare write and tell her!'

‘But . . ." she tried to get in, only to have hinay:

'It's enough that | know what a bloody fool I'veehewithout Eve
knowing it too!"



Heartbreakingly aware that not only did he lovewaife, but that he
still wanted to keep the respect she had showrifarthroughout
their married life, Kelsey knew it was too importam issue to let it
go there, regardless of how annoyed or upset hegvaaging with

her.

'‘But,' she insisted, 'I'm sure if you told her skheuldunderstand.’
And, rushing on when he looked as though he waurttgpjdown her
throat, 'As it is, Mother thinks you won't leavad&because your job
IS more important to you than she is. She doesp\k . .' She broke
off as a spasm of pain crossed his face. But it ¢ladred when,
coming the heavy father again, he stressed sharply:

'l forbid you to tell her, Kelsey.' And when at baie she just sat and
looked dumbly, never having seen him like this beftie relented a
little, and said, his voice softer, 'l know you éwus both. But it
isn't—just that." And, suddenly confiding, maybecdgse he had
nursed it to himself for too long, 'l don't knowheuch Eve has told
you, but we were having a—few ups and downs befotg phone
call came calling her home.'

‘But you've always got on so well,' Kelsey remembderand heard
then that there had been a lot kept back from Hesnwslowly, he
revealed:

"Your mother had a bout of depression about a ggar' and still
hiding most of it, he settled for, 'lIt wasn't—arsgéme.’

'You never wrote and . . .

'‘We couldn't tell you. Gran had started to beaiti¢l | thought you had
enough on your plate without worrying what was leappg with us.
Anyway,' he went on, 'Eve seemed to get better aftehile, but |
thought it would only send her off into depressamain if she came
home as she wanted to, to help you out. But shiedtepnd on about



it, and | used the excuse of being .too busy akvwarnot being able
to go—for all our upsets, it never dawned on eitifars then that she
would go alone.'

That sounded so much like the parents she had sliwaywn that,
even feeling weepy inside, Kelsey was able to affeunderstanding
smile.

'‘Meantime | began making enquiries into the pobsilmf my getting
a job in England with a salary commensurate witheagnings here,’
Henry Marchant resumed, but with a defeated ldotelt near to
depression myself when | discovered that at fifiyee one is
considered on the scrap-heap when applying for wdykchances of
getting work in the UK, apparently, are nil.'

'‘But couldn't the firm you're with now help you B8uKelsey asked
eagerly. By the sound of it there was still a cleafuz her parents to
get together again. 'l mean, they have a branElmgtand. You could

'‘Not a hope,' he flattened her by saying. 'Althodlgéd branch in
England is a subsidiary of this one, they workrehtiindependently.’
He thought for a moment, then said, 'There is alnes@ on loan from
England, but then he's the head of the departragit,pretty near
indispensable to them.'

That man was Serle Falconer, she knew that. Butighet want to
think of him, it would make her angry. 'But yourigh up too, aren't
you?'

'‘Not that high up,’ he replied. 'Besides, I'm on a contriduett
specifically states that if | leave the companyJapan before my
contract is finished, then | sever all connectiothwForward
Electronic and its subsidiaries.'



‘There must be some answer,' said Kelsey, havimggtit for some
moments, but unable to come up with one.

‘There isn't, love,' he replied sadly. 'If theresylavould have thought
of it. I've spent days and days in thinking unty tmead hurt. I've
sorted through a hundred different ways, all tcamail,' he said; no
need for him now to hide that his dearest wishtwd reunited with
his wife. 'But aside from our domestic differencamst of them

because your mother wanted to see more of you,adubed,

confirming what her mother had told her, ‘what wiowk live on?'

The money he had so unwisely invested would halpebdeshe saw,
anger in her against Serle Falconer having heinmpldown her fury
with him lest she called him a few uncomplimentaaymes and took
her father away from the subject.

'‘What pension I've earned here will be frozen umlach retirement
age,' he went on when she had no answer for hiwhat could he
live on if he returned to England. 'As will the Zem pension | have
from the job | had before | took this one.'

And as Kelsey went back to damning Serle Falcomet his
persuasive tongue, Henry Marchant sighed and btauglhe name
of the man she was learning to hate more with epasging minute.

'l was near to being desperate on the day yourendgft,' he told her.
'l just knew that she wouldn't be coming back. Butas when | saw
Serle Falconer at Komatsu airport, taking the sdimkyo-bound

plane as your mother, that | just knew he wasngttiff to Tokyo in

order to raise all the spare cash he could to makeassive
investment of his own.'

'‘But that wasn't his reason for going?” she adkaalving the answer
before sadly he shook his head, then continued:



'l couldn't take that it might be years until | sBwe again, so back in
my office | reasoned that if the investment wag@sd as it had to be
with Serle dropping everything to go to Tokyo, thignnvested too |
stood to make more than enough for me to followMegy soon.’

Kelsey was right there with him in his thinking,dasad though it
was, she could quite well understand his reasonshfowing his
usual caution to the wind. Though had it not beertat treacherous
Falconer, he would never have acted so rashly.

But her father was going on, and again she founsetfelbiting down
the vitriolic remarks which would have let him kngust what she
thought of the man who, after what he had doneoléd still call by
his first name.

'l wanted to give Eve as much spare cash as | coulthe rushed
circumstances, so | paid her flight by credit camidn't want her to
have to worry about money on top of everything #ise awaited her
in England,' he explained. 'Anyway,' he went ortigg back to the
investment, 'my credit is good, and | had litteuole in getting a loan
from my bank to add to the amount I've saved a$¢hyears.’

Oh lord, she thought, it was much worse than slikethaught. 'So
you invested the whole lot?' she asked, her fdtenfanto the same
unhappy lines as his.

He nodded. 'So you see, Kelsey, even if | threwhanryd in here and
was able to find a job in England— which | very muoubt—I still
wouldn't be able to leave.' And showing what a \ergourable man
he was, he ended, 'There's no chance of me goywghane until I've
settled all my debts here.'

Which fully explained, she thought when, shaven kmaking very
much better than he had first thing, he went offitoffice, why he
had moved into a smaller house with a smaller npnténtal.



Insisting as he was on sending her mother thaty heinthly
allowance so she should not know that anything wasg, he was
doing all he could to not only survive, but to gymething off the
heavy debts that were weighing him down.

Her thoughts that day, as she set about cleanirgghquse that was
sorely in need of a woman's touch, were a mixtéicgter sadness for
her parents and the impossibility of her attemptbtong them
together; and anger that boiled up in her at tlwdght of Serle
Falconer who had led her father into the terrillighp he was in.

A telephone call from Yukiko Akita gave her a ktttespite from
sadness and anger, Yukiko explaining that she wootde able to
call on her for a few days as she and her pareats vather busy.
That Yukiko was sounding rather mysterious mustfrioen her
translating her thoughts from Japanese into Engiistsey thought.

'‘But perhaps,’ said Yukiko, a hidden excitementiognthrough in
her voice, 'l may see you on Friday?"'

'l would like that," answered Kelsey, much as s lefore, and put
the phone down to go back to anguished thoughteiofather.

Why, even the nest egg had gone, she grieved, ggofairly certain
then that had her father not been in debt up teais, missing her
mother as he did, then if he had still had hisrsgsjithat ache for her
would have made him throw a different caution te #inds, and
break his contract and take the risk on being &blénd a job in
England.

He was much brighter when he returned home thatiegeNot that
he fooled her for a minute by the chatty way he wiéis her. But if he
was putting a bright face on it just because shethare, then it was
the least she could do to meet him halfway. Thdoglall that, there



were a few occasions throughout that evening wfarggetful that
she was there, he would let a desolate look coreelus face.

Having told him of Yukiko's friendly phone call, Isey then had to
re-tell him, since he couldn't remember her telling before, that it

had been Yukiko who had driven her over yestertagtily tacking

on that Yukiko had offered apologies for not beatde to stay to say
'Hello'. Which made him embarrassed at the way &ae been

yesterday, and covering it by telling her, "Yuk&dather works at
Forward Electronics too,' news he had already itepar

Kelsey went to bed that night wondering what elsdn&d forgotten
he had told her. And thinking of his embarrassmieistshame at her
finding him in his cups, for his pride's sake, shsolved never to
mention the day of her arrival again.

But it was in conversation with him the followingesing, having

told him she had used 'Gran's money' to make thgettat when he
asked her how long she could stay, Kelsey discovitra where her
mother was concerned, his pride was as great asgyveonestly, she
told him:

'l had hoped you might somehow be able to travet bath me.' And
at the shake of his head, 'Or failing that,’ thoggk didn't want to
admit failure, 'that I'd stay on a while. But lt'sen going through my
mind since that it might be better for me to giwelthe money I've
brought to last me my stay and to take a cheaptfigme.’

'‘No!" His answer was instant and sharp. '‘Apart fremat money you
have being money your grandmother wanted you te hawouldn't

come anywhere near to settling my debts. Besidashwiim not

having your mother wondering why you've returnecgssddenly—

and penniless.' And having delivered his lectuessimiled suddenly
and said, 'Anyhow, | want to see something of yysetf.'



By the time Friday came around, Kelsey had thée ltine-storied
home looking spick and span. She had written tonhether, but,
unable to enter fully into the deception her fatvas practising, she
had refrained from putting any address at the fdponotepaper. If
her mother did reply, she thought she could laudh amy

awkwardness when Yukiko passed her letter oversdyng her
mother must automatically have put the old addoesthe envelope.

Having strolled to the village shops several tingd® was now used
to seeing fields of rice growing along the sideshef road, and had
looked her fill at various shaped and sized houskes;overing
different routes to and from the bungalow she naled home,
passing shrines and monuments on her way.

Yukiko had telephoned yesterday to suggest thé&elgey would like
to do some shopping, she would be pleased to dohait, when they
could look round the shopping area in Doihara-machi

So that Friday morning Kelsey made light work alying up the
house after her father had gone to his office, dmwas ready and
waiting when she heard the *Honda pull up.

In the absence of the wheat tea the Japaneseadidffered when she
had invited her into her home, Kelsey offered Ywkdoffee. And in
town, having visited every floor of the Seiyu dep@ent store, it was
on the eighth and final floor of that building thétkiko suggested
Kelsey might like to rest while they had anotheffe.

By this time, after polite beginnings, Kelsey anakio were getting
on famously. And over coffee in the small but casfe type
restaurant, Yukiko revealed that the mystery Kelsag felt in the
other's voice on Monday was not from any transhatidficulty, but
stemmed from Yukiko being excited because she angdrents had
been busy with negotiations concerning her prob&tacoming
marriage.



'‘Probable?' queried Kelsey, happy for Yukiko, butzed since in
her view one was either going to be married orwas not.

‘The go-between was going to call on Tuesday, e because of
some family illness, he had to put it off to Weditess' said Yukiko,
as though that explained everything.

'Go-between?

*You do not have such people in England?' Yukikermpd in return.

And at Kelsey's shake of her head, she went oxjtaie that after
having seen her photograph, a certain man hadedesimeet her. A
go-between had then brought the man's photogragtefgarents to
see, and after the go-between had revealed the mistdsy, his

social position and so on, her parents had showthbanan's picture
and had asked her if she wished to see him. A fomesting had
then taken place between the man with his parerdgsept, and
Yukiko, traditionally dressed in a kimono, and witler parents
present, and for two months now she had been maglbut' with the
young man in question. On Wednesday last, the ¢wdesn had
come to her parents to ask if the young man coaMe Y ukiko's hand
in marriage, and tonight the go- between would askf&ther for his
answer.

‘The go-between is going to ask ydatherif you'll marry this young
man?' Kelsey questioned, blinking.

‘That is right,' replied Yukiko happily.

Hiding her astonishment, Kelsey knew such a wayoaofg on would
never do for her. When she met and married, she kngould be to
a man she had met independently. Someone whomashmét and
fallen in love with without someone bringing heplhotograph of
some man she had never met, but who was inter@stedr. She



wanted that same spontaneous love her parents cuaml-f-she
would settle for nothing less.

'Is there always a go-between?' she thought to ask.
'‘Oh yes,' beamed Yukiko.

‘But if you do not want to marry this man, you &ay no,' pressed
Kelsey, thinking, while able to accept that theultares were
different, that it would be appalling if one hadnb@arry against one's
own inclination.

'Yes, | can,' replied Yukiko. Though she qualifiégiit if my father
thinks | should marry the man, he can say yes ®exen if | do not
wish it.'

How dreadful, Kelsey thought, though seeing Yukikas still

beaming happily, she said, 'But you do wish to weg?' Her reply
was another excited beaming smile. Though wheneyedisllowed

up and said, 'And your father knows this?' suddéfliiko's smile
began to fade, and all at once she was looking gunkious.

Quickly then she consulted her watch. Then, lookangshade
agitatedly at her companion, she said, 'l did ety father before
he left for work this morning. | know he has a lomgeting this
afternoon when | will not be able to see him." Amdable to hide her
agitation as she glanced at Kelsey's by now emptiee cup and
stood up. 'l am certain he knows my answer is lyas| must go and
see him in case he has got it wrong.'

Obviously, Kelsey realised, she had thoughtlesstygpdoubt in the
other girl's mind. But try as she would to put thatter right, Yukiko
would not rest until she had seen her father.

Back in the car, driving along in the direction feorward Electronic
as fast as the traffic would allow, Yukiko recowtrsome of her



composure sufficiently to suggest that she wouiaduce Kelsey to
her father. But seeing that the discussion Yukikanted with her
parent was a very private one, regretting as stehasing put the
doubt in Yukiko's mind, Kelsey told her that sinoer own father
worked at Forward Electronic perhaps it might bemter if she paid
him a visit.

'Of course,' replied Yukiko straight away, having row travelled
some miles and pulling into the gates of a vasbfgarea. 'What am
| thinking of? | had forgotten for the moment thdarchant-saw
works here too.'

Kelsey smiled in understanding as Yukiko took rerohe of the
buildings that housed many offices, and showedtherdoor to
Henry Marchant's office, before turning with sonpeed to go in
search of her own parent.

Sure Yukiko's anxieties would soon be relieved,skgl allowed
herself a small smile as she visualised her fathedrprised
expression when he saw her.

At first she thought to knock. Then with the thotigh making it a
bigger surprise—he thought she was swanning aroL
shopping—very quietly she opened the door Yukikd painted out.
Silently she pushed the door forward—then stopeeadida welter of
sadness choking her.

For her suspicions that her father's brightnegbialweek was solely
a face he was putting on because she was therealvargtly borne

out. Shaken by the grief in the face of the matingitstaring into

space, entirely unaware that anyone had so sileotiye in, Kelsey
felt too stunned to move.

Then, as quietly as she had stepped across thshtide she backed
out, carefully closing the door behind her. Herrhaas anguished as



the picture of her father stayed with her, the wmetore him ignored,
a look of such pain in him that it had been tooaarable for her to
stay and watch.

Oh, Dad, oh love, she fretted, unable to get thagemof the stark
naked hurt in him from her. Had he remembered ¢laestshe had
seen him shed, he would have been ashamed. Bet tiras were as
nothing when compared to that lost-to-the-world,ted expression
on his face. Her father wasn't just crying insidee-was bleeding!

How long she stood there leaning against the wathware she had
moved nearer the wall needing its support, Kelsdgp'dknow. But
her mind and heart were still with her father wise saw a tall man
leave one of the offices up ahead and, with neveokl in her
direction, go further up the corridor where he pssared into
another office.

Quite when the consciousness hit her that the nh@nhsd just
vaguely seen was not Japanese but was Europeamjasing sure.
But when remembrance got through the deep sorrewvsls feeling,
memory coming of her father saying that the onlyeotEuropean
working for Forward Electronic was Serle Falconéfelsey
straightened away from the wall.

That swine—that swine of a man was responsiblehtar father
looking as if the emotions in him were too muclbéar, she thought.
And as searing rage exploded in her, Kelsey hddink no further.
In five seconds flat she had charged up the caradd was outside
the door she had seen the tall European go through.

And this was another door she didn't knock at eithgithout
stopping to think that it might not be Serle Fakeosoffice, or that he
could be having a meeting, or anything else, she starming
through the door and was immediately facing thevbrbaired man



who looked up as she crashed into what must beffic®, since he
was alone and sitting behind the desk it housed.

Studious blue eyes looked back at her from a brsladuldered man
somewhere in his mid-thirties. But Kelsey wasn'theoéd what his
age was. She had just seen her father emotiongllyled, and it was
all due tohim!

‘Are you Falconer?' she challenged rudely, thedfitemper showing
in her sizzling brown eyes.

'‘None other,' he replied, looking cool where she avéurnace of fury,
his eyes appraising her slender figure, filing avead spending time
on her shapely mouth before he met the fury in dygrs again.
'‘Forgive me, but your name escapes me for the momen

At any other time, his detached air, his pulling e short that she
should blaze her way into his office when they hatlso much as
been introduced, might have had her faltering.H2wing come from
a despair of her own to see her father so patehsiyessed, and
Falconer the cause, nothing he could say then wioaNe detracted
her from her arm.

"You louse!" she shot at him. "You unmitigated &EysAnd uncaring
that though he still looked cool on the surfacedyess had narrowed
at the way she was insulting him, she rushed aow'iith all you
have on your conscience you can calmly sit there .

She broke off. She had known he was tall, fromstadte she had
seen that much. But at her charge of how he caallalg sit there,

Serle Falconer, unhurried and with eyes still naed, slowly rose to
his feet.

And it was the way, ominously quietly, that he caimend his desk
and, tall though she was, towered over her, thdtter that here was
a man it would be most unwise to cross. Why, sledht, for the



moment flummoxed, as mad as she was with himtheastact that he
had moved made her speech dry up!

But she wasn't afraid of him. He had hurt her fethdarough his
persuasive tongue he had hurt her mother too—amrawas
storming through her again as she told herselboéla't hurt her any
more than, through her parents' unhappiness, stiebban hurt
already.



CHAPTER THREE

'WHAT—did you call me?' Serle Falconer asked, just asigh he
hadn't heard her the first time. Just as thougksd¢hought, he was
daring her to repeat it.

'You heard!" she blazed, refusing to let it woreyr lthat he looked
capable of throwing her from the room without botihg to open the
door if she said it again. 'l called you a lousshe repeated
unflinchingly, ‘and in my book, that is exactly vilyau are!

Those narrowed blue eyes that this close she sdav dre icy
look—which contrasted oddly with that crooked custd#l on his
mouth—took on a warmer look as he surveyed herodsri
expression, and noted that she was nowhere nelangatown.

And then suddenly that warmer look in his eyes gledmnto what, if
she wasn't mistaken, was pure and utter devilm&md. far from
throwing her head first from his office, he was allonce rocking
back on his heels, still unaware of .her identiyl again asking her
forgiveness as he went on to needle her into gehHim who she was.

'Forgive me,' he said, his face now solemn, thatecgone from his
mouth, 'didn't the paternity allowance come thratigh

'‘What?' Her anger abated as she tried to catch up.

'You're as mad as hell about something,' he regiedothly. 'And
though | can't remember every female who's—er—ighisseway, if
you'll give me a hint of what | called you the laste we met, I'll try
to remem...'

Fury filled her at his intimation that they had erain together, and
that it was so insignificant to him that he hadfuten her.



'‘Why, you . . ." she cut him off furiously beforgescould take a grip
on herself. 'My name is Kelsey Marchant and we hexesr . . ." His
self-satisfied smile halted the word 'met'.

'l didn't think we had." He cut her off this timdgliberately
misinterpreting her, she knew, as he added, 'l'dicink my memory
was so bad that | would have forgotten having aeyasmshapely as
you in my arms.'

'‘Cut it out!" she snapped aggressively, not catinag his eyes had
gone chilly again at her bossing him around; sltmth@ome here to
be baited but to give him a piece of her mind. Hemry Marchant's
daughterand . . .

‘That much I'd gathered,' he drawled.
'l arrived in Komatsu last Sunday,' she ignored, temd . ..’

'‘Hardly long enough, | see, for the pretty manoédapanese girls to
rub off on you," he interrupted urbanely.

‘And found my father a shadow of his former salfi¢ pressed on,
feeling far from docile as she imagined he thoulght Japanese
counterpart would be.

'Rather a dramatic way of putting it,’ Serle Fakordropped
laconically, doing nothing to quieten her anger by choice of
words. But, serious all of a sudden, he commentedghtfully,
‘Though come to think of it, | seem to remember idnoking a
shade off colour the other day when . ..

‘A shade off colour!" Kelsey exploded. Why, heh&&twas nothing
like the man who had visited England four yearsvionesly. 'He's
worried to death,' she said tartly, her brown eglasing at the man
who was ultimately responsible for her father'snes: 'And it's all
your fault!



'‘My fault?' That took him aback, she saw. And thers m@ a smile
or a hint of mockery there, when sharply Serle éiadc charged,
'‘What the hell have | got to do with the way yaatthkr is looking?'

‘You're trying to make me believe you don't knowf?e sneered
contemptuously.

'So tell me,' he ordered flatly. And that angered farther, because
he knew, of course he knew.

*You know damn well what I'm talking about!" sharéid, and when
he just stared without speaking, his eyes icy anlie face as stern
as ever she had seen her father's, anger thatdstiWansisting on

this pretence had her fairly spitting at him, "Maww damn well that
my father trusts your word over any man's, yet thdh't stop you

from persuading him to invest his life's savingstimck you knew full

well to be worthless!

‘Invest ..." For the first time she seemed to ergethrough. But she
had to own that Falconer was a first-class actwat he actually
managed to look incredulous just as though hisilwais ticking over
and that it had just clicked which stock her fathed so unwisely
invested in. Then, 'My God," he said, looking stxgg, 'Henry never
put his money in .. .’

'‘Why wouldn't he?' she challenged hotly. "You'd toim there was a
killing to be made.'

'‘Because Henry never invests in stock,' she wadlyctdld. 'There
have been other deals when any business man weatltl Ims head
examining not to invest, yet your father never tmeany of them.'

‘Then you must have been more persuasive than-agaathis one,’
Kelsey spat at him.



And the way she was then, Serle Falconer could treacktelling her
he'd had nothing to do with her father losing Hisiatil he was blue
in the face and she wouldn't believe him. It showeder face as she
reviled' him.

'When | called you a louse, Serle Falconer, | mé@érghe snapped,
and her chin thrust forward aggressively at theslinaess that had
come over him. 'Though in my view, louse is too dj@name for
you!'

As angry as she was, it irked her that he justdstbere and made no
attempt to excuse his persuasive tongue. Irkedaner egged her on
to want some sign from him that he was remorseful.

'‘But it doesn't matter a fig to you that my fattsebroke, does it?' she
challenged. 'You're sitting comfy- cosy, aren't yoMr
Shout-the-odds-Falconer!'

Some small satisfaction came to her that his facgdned, but he still
wasn't making excuses, although it looked as thdwghvanted to
shut her up.

'You from your wealthy background,' she jibed, safig to shut up.
‘You don't care that much,' she flicked her fingefsont of his face,
'that my father...'

It came then, the fracture in the armour that slteldeen looking for.
‘Enough,’ he rapped. '‘Be quiet!

'‘Why should | be quiet?' she shrieked. "You caardffo take a loss!
My father is in debt through you. If you hadn't...'

'l said that's enough,' he threatened.

Kelsey ignored his threat. 'Call yourself a gendathshe scorned. 'l
haven't started on the substitute names | have.for



It was as far as she got. To feel that mouth shikHazal to admit
attractive over hers, to feel strong muscled armsiral her—arms
there was no breaking away from—was something lyota
unexpected. And the anger in her went absolutelg \as she
struggled furiously to try to get away from him, shed and
pummelled at him to try and break his kiss.

And at last she managed it. Even if a little vaicgde her head did
give the opinion that she was free only becausde Sealconer
decreed it.

But as he took a pace back from her, and she satvntbcking

satisfaction in his face that where his order taqbiet had not been
effective, he had effectively silenced her by aeotmethod, for
speechlessly she was staring at him, so all hekéoloose inside her.
And even as she was thinking that perhaps shedvaslgbit over the
top in trying to get some reaction from him, sonding rage

consumed her; and her hand went streaking throbghair and

caught him a blow he must surely have been exmgaiithough he
did nothing to stop it.

Her hand stung as it dropped to her side, but egds head jerked to
one side from the force of her blow, she saw Hiehstil that mocking
look in his eyes as he said:

‘That round, | think, was even. Shall we retireneutral corners
before we come out for the next one?'

‘Eat your heart out, Falconer,' she snapped awlimusly. 'Having
seen you once is sufficient for me!'

Mockingly he considered her, then softly he drawi8§ttange though
it may seem, | wasn't asking you for a date."

'‘Which is just as well,' she flared, wanting tohiih again as she saw
him smile, but having to go on even though she khewas aware



he had succeeded in needling her, 'because yba'nety last man |
would consider going out with!

'‘Which means,' he came back, not a bit put owtf fbu may have
rather a dull time during your stay.'

'‘Meaning you're the onlgersonablebachelor around here?' Kelse)
gueried, her tone letting him know that his idegpefsonable and
hers were very different.

'‘Meaning you'd better de-fluff that bit of shelfé Isaid loftily.
‘There's going to be no chance of you getting tofvhile you're in
these parts.’

Utterly infuriated by his snide suggestion that slas on the look-out
for a husband, she knew darn well, with him beimg $ole eligible
european locally, that he was only trying to getsa out of her by
intimating that- she could die an old maid before Wwould
contemplate marrying her. And, aware that it wasumknown for a
Western girl to marry a Japanese man, Kelsey hastaler what on
earth had got into her that, having told him wha thought of him,
she was staying to bandy words with this man.

'You should get to be so lucky,' she tossed acldren | marry it
will be to a man I love!

As she paused for breath, he mocked softly:
‘Well, well, the lady's a romantic!'

Aware too late that she had revealed more to gtig@aman than she
had intended, she knew her only defence was attAckl what's
wrong with that?' she challenged. "What's wrondpartyone wanting
a love that's born on the first spontaneous meeting

‘You have your parents in mind?'



Astute wasn't the word for him, Kelsey thought. Bbe stayed to
answer him then purely because it was importaritrtedher he nor
anyone else knew the present state of her pareatsage.

‘Their marriage is perfect,’ she answered, her thing defiantly,
daring him to contradict her.

'l've always thought so myself," he agreed, whenhsta thought they
would never agree on anything. But he spoilt thetupe she was
trying to convey, deliberately, she thought, wheraldded shrewdly,
‘Though what happens behind closed doors is any®gdegss.' And,
'‘Did your mother come to Japan with you, by the Wine asked.

'l assure you, said Kelsey, determined to leaveromm for
speculation, what with Falconer being British tkopwing that any
matter appertaining to her grandmother's estatiel t@udealt with by
phone and letter, no need for her mother, havingadlyy been in
England for three months, not to have come badk net, ‘that there
IS nothing at all the matter with my parents' nage.'

'I'm glad to hear it,' he replied.

But as she walked to the door, intending to learewithout another
word, so Kelsey found him right there with her, Ih@d going to the
door handle and preventing her from opening it. Wé&img what he
had to say now, she turned to look at him, and'didist at all that
sardonic look on his face. She suspected that wiatewas he had
to say, it would not be without a sting in its tahe was not
mistaken.

'‘Before you leave may | wish you joy in finding tleve of your
life—the man of your life," he amended pleasaritlglsey thanked
him for nothing, and was glad she had remainedtsihen, his
words matching his sardonic look, he added, 'Budllifelse fails,
there's alway®miai."



'‘Omiai?'she queried, knowing she should be knocking hisl fisom
the door handle and opening the door herself.

‘Miai-kekkon—an arranged marriage,’ he mocked. Then, his tc
toughening, 'Few men would put up with a littlemb@gant like you
who steams in to hurl accusations before she ktiosviill facts.' But
the mockery was back as he taunted, "wjai might well be the
answer to your pray . . .’

'‘Go to hell!" Kelsey cut in, knowing very well skieew all the facts if
he was referring to the way he had persuaded hieerfédo make a
worthless investment. 'l would never,' she adddwerently to put
him right,'neverstand for an arranged marriage!" And having put hi
right, 'Though with that shelfou're perched up on getting cloggec
thick with dust,Omiaimight be the only way for you to get any girl tc
have you!'

That she had somehow tickled his sense of humatr lvar parting
shot, for that had been a definite laugh she haddhas the door
closed, further annoyed Kelsey. Swine! she thougit,she had to
take the cross look from her face, because Yukadjast turned into
the corridor, and from the happy look of her, adsnonce more all
right with her world.

‘You have seen your father?' Yukiko asked at once.

‘More to the point, have you seen yours?' she eldade late now to
knock first and then go into her father's officaikiko would only
wonder where she had been all this time—some tidinid Kelsey
that Serle Falconer would not breathe a word ofvt, or of her
father being broke, to anyone. Though why she krnleat she
couldn't have said, other than perhaps it woukhoiv Falconer up in
a very good light if he did noise it around andatne out that it was
thought his advice that her father was on his wpper



Beaming again, Yukiko forgot she had asked a questMy father
understood my wishes all the time,' she repligtiink perhaps | am a
little over-anxious at the present time.'

That evening when Henry Marchant returned from wkidsey took

one look at his face and decided against tellimg &nything of her
visit to Forward Electronic. She had witnessedHherself only that
very morning how despairing he was, and she wasnftrised that
that night, unlike every other evening this weéle, éffort to appear
bright and cheerful seemed just too much for him.

Throughout the weekend that followed, she did lest bo bring him

out of the slough of despondency in which he héidrfabut without

success. So that by the time he left for work om&&y morning, she
was altering her opinion that she had perhaps gaditiee over the top

where Serle Falconer was concerned. She recallechbohand had
stung after that blow she had struck him, but shend only small

comfort in that. All she could hope for was thaever she did meet
him again, the chance might present itself to imt harder.

Towards mid-morning Yukiko telephoned, and the inigb
happiness in her that came through was all Keleeged to tell her
that, though she personally found the idea of aanged marriage
appalling, Yukiko was overjoyed at the prospect.

‘Your father's meeting went well on Friday?' shedskknowing
Yukiko would know she wasn't talking of the lengthneeting she
had spoken of his having with his business colleagu

‘Exceptionally well," bubbled Yukiko. 'l am to beamed in four
months' time!'

In the face of Yukiko's sublime happiness at thespect, Kelsey
squashed her feelings that it would never do fordred gave Yukiko
her warm congratulations—then heard that the Jagagel had a



hundred and one things to do that day, but thatvetidd be so
pleased if Kelsey could spare time from her daycwow.

'‘Perhaps we can lunch together?' Yukiko queriedyté you would
like to see an authentic Japanese restaurant @mtnbt been
Westernised?'

'l would, very much,' Kelsey said eagerly, and aept the phone
having arranged for Yukiko to call at twelve thdwing day.

That night Henry Marchant was as depressed as tiebéen all
weekend, hitting on the head her theory that pexliagp company of
his male colleagues during the day might take hunod himself.

'I'm lunching with Yukiko tomorrow, she telephontds morning,’
Kelsey told him during the evening.

'She's a nice girl,' he commented.

‘Yukiko got engaged at the weekend,' she thoughtelio him,
anything to get his mind off his thoughts, whicle shdn't need any
telling were not. in Japan but with his adored EvEngland.

His grunt for an answer was sufficient to tell hieat she wasn't
making much of a job of directing this thoughtsoinhappier
channels.

'It's an arranged marriage, | think,' she pressedand saw she had
gained enough of his attention for him to tell hjr:

'That's not unusual out here.'

Refraining from putting forward her own views lgstent him off to
remember his own spontaneous joyous meeting wihgtH who
later became his wife, having got his attentionlsEg expressed an
interest she didn't feel imiai-kekkon,and Henry Marchant was



coming away from his thoughts and was telling Heat tmany
Japanese girls, when they reached the age of tweadyphotographs
taken of themselves dressed in a kimono, so as tedxly for when
such time arrived as th&lakddo, the go-between, required a
photograph to take, to the parents who had reqii¢éseNakddoto
find a good girl for their son.

"You mean he takes the girl's photo without heiiigaany idea who

the son is?' she asked, remembering Yukiko telheg she had

received her fiance's photograpfter he had seen hers, forgetting
completely, as her eyes flew wide, that this hadtetl out as an

exercise to lift her father from his despair.

‘Not only that,’ she was told, 'but before it gé¢tat far, the
go-between will have asked around locally into ¢gims character,
and into the mental and physical health of her lfanti's a system
that on the whole works quite well.'

Having got him talking, Kelsey went to her roomtthaght pleased
he had been lifted a little from his depressior. k@ had spoken at
some length about the way a good number of Japdoesd their
life's partner, and not only had she learned l& Iittore, but she had
also learned that he even seemed to think themsystéd quite a few
merits!

Perhaps it was because he had spent so many getapan that he
appeared to see the old custom quite acceptal@e¢hshght. But that
did not stop her independent spirit from thinkirmgmatter how long
she stayed in Japan, for herself, she woetgerfind it acceptable.

Thinking of how long she should stay in Japan gawel for other
thought before she fell asleep. Should she, shdgred, soon start
making noises about going home? Sleep claimed &iesha was
thinking that with her father so down, not to mentthe plight he



was in, she didn't really see how at the momentcsid possibly
leave.

The restaurant Yukiko took her to the next day wasire delight to
Kelsey. As restaurants went, it was a fairly sra#lir. But she loved
the cosy look where low tables on a platform forradd-shape, and
where, following Yukiko's example, she had to step/n to shed her
shoes, then follow the kimono-attired waitress &pstip again to
their table. Again copying Yukiko, she sat with hegs bent to the
side of her as they sat on cushions, leaving lietonew friend to do
the ordering.

‘Arigato,’ she thanked the waitress, trying out her smatedh
Japanese when a handleless cup filled with gregnwvees placed
before her.

The meal, when it came, was presented all on thne ¢y, so that
soup, rice antempura—fish, shellfish and vegetables deep-fried in
light batter— were eaten as one fancied, as fahascould gather;
with a drink of soup interspersed with the mainrseu

It was during their meal that Kelsey spotted thanthnd ring
adorning Yukiko's engagement finger. "Yukiko, hogabtiful!" she
exclaimed, and Yukiko extended her delicately sddg@nd for her to
get a closer look.

‘A new custom,' giggled Yukiko a shade self-conssliypuBut one |
like very much,' she said, going on to tell Kelémyv yesterday she
had gone with her fiance to select it.

Talk over their lunch was light-hearted, with theitvess, moving
silently near on haabi-clad feettabibeing a firm-soled type of sock
with the cotton upper divided at the big toe toalthonged shoes to
be worn for outdoor wear.



When the meal was over, Kelsey went with Yukikavteere they had
left their shoes. And for the moment she felt happsh in the

experience of her first real taste of Japan, aesimdvering at the
corners of her mouth.

But when, as she was straightening from donningfd@twear her
eyes progressed upwards, past the lightweightnguiif the man
standing on the small platform waiting for her & gut of the way so
he could occupy her small space and shed his shogsn upwards,
a particularly tall Japanese, she was thinkings&gs smile abruptly
disappeared. For the man was not Japanese atclhex eyes were
meeting full on the blue eyes of the man who hadhad at her the
last time she had seen him.

Her pleasure spoilt, no thought in her but to Itkmough him, her
only idea was to ignore him. But then it was shecaovered that
Yukiko, having seen and recognised Serle Falcooer was now
bowing in greeting not only to him but to the twosiness-suited
Japanese companions he had with him.

Tight-lipped, Kelsey would have stepped onto thetfptm and
pushed past him if he didn't get out of the wayt B2ihad observed
that, the swine, she thought, and not only tha¢ &hund, for it
seemed that he was hell bent on having anothehlatiger expense.

'‘Aren't you going to introduce me to your friendjkko-sar?' she
heard him ask pleasantly. And blocked as she weause his two
companions had moved closer to him, and short afitig through
the three of them there was no way she was goiggtidy, Kelsey
had to stand fuming as Yukiko straight away rushé&alapologising
charmingly for her lack of manners in not introcwgcher.

'‘My apologies, Falconesan May | introduce Miss Kelsey Marchant.
Kelseysanis Marchantsars daughter who is honouring us with ¢
visit." And turning to Kelsey, 'Thisis .. .



Kelsey stopped her right there. She could, sheiderexd, have kept
their war private, but why should she! If he thoughe was meekly
going to shake hands with him when it was he whd haen
instrumental in bringing about her father's finahguin, then did
hehave another think coming! So, chopping off Yokbkefore she
could get any further with her introduction, Kelsggored the large
hand that confidently started to extend to her, #mdwing him a
withering look, and putting every ounce of conterapwhich she
was capable into her voice, she announced coldlgrigone caring
to listen:

'l am very particular with whom | shake hands.'" Agoing on
doggedly, not missing the ice forming in narrowgdse 'And never
would | consider shaking hands with someone | waoudd trust
further than | could see them.'

An appalled silence followed her contemptuouseligibeech, as in an
instant the smooth urbanity of Serle Falconer, hke outstretched
hand, fell away. And in that instant of his expre@ss<hanging to one
of murderous fury, Kelsey knew that in the policeisty of Japan,
not only did Falconer know himself blatantly ingai but his
companions knew it too.

For a moment, as rage she couldn't miss burneckfiem his blue
eyes, Kelsey thought she was going to be on treviag end of that
same head-jerking slap she had served him. Butiddesly as his
jaw clenched, so she saw he had his fury underaoiithough while
she did not feel intimidated that he looked sédrtock her head from
her shoulders—instinct telling her he wouldn't séiout her in
public—it was what replaced that look of white-fuaty that set her
nerves tingling and had her wondering if perhagshetd gone a little
too far. For there was now an ominous threat Hidise eyes that had
darkened, eyes which were refusing to let herg\gd.while it could
not have lasted more than a few seconds, she rebhiamessage
there, a threatening message as those narrowed legksd



menacingly back at her—and that message as clelayasas telling
her, 'Nobody publicly insults me and gets away wiitl'll sort you
somehow, Kelsey Marchant—count on it!'

Kelsey blinked, and the next time she looked at, limat smooth
urbanity was back. And she was then left wondearghe stood
politely to one side and she stepped up and pastihiad she read in
his eyes what she had thought she had read?

With Yukiko right behind her, Kelsey pushed herdheathe air and
marched from the restaurant. But not before shedHgerle Falconer
say something in Japanese to his companions, anbtefore she
heard all three of them burst out laughing at wigahad said.

But when, reaching the Honda, she turned to Yulokiny and make
some apology if she had made her feel uncomfortadui& there, she
saw that Yukiko was not a bit put out, but was srgihappily as if

she had heard what that swine Falconer had saidthetdit had

amused her too.

'‘What did Falconer say?' she asked, her apoloyykiko forgotten
in the face of its looking as though everybody Wwasing a good
laugh at her expense. Though of course she migiitlga being
over-sensitive about anything connected with thatrdad man.

'‘Falconer-saw say,' replied Yukiko, accepting Kgksaise of his
surname as though thinking she was copying thendgspaway, but
had forgotten to ad$an'at the end; this being borne out when st
retold what he had said, 'that you are trying tckpip the pretty
manners of Japanese girls, and instead of wardisgdke hands on
introduction, you wish to bow only instead.'

The names Kelsey reserved for Serle Falconer vedeased with a
vengeance once Yukiko had dropped her off, andwstsewithin the
privacy of the bungalow.



Cocky devil, she fumed, certain she hadn't bowetit@a Though
trust him to come up with that for an answer for tigting him. He
had even turned the fact that—now she recalledhe-hadbent her
head, but only to see where she was going whehathstepped up
on to that platform in order to leave the restatiran

For the rest of the time at her disposal until taglher came home,
Kelsey railed against Serle Falconer and the taat for a second
time he had had a laugh at her expense. But at tthes when her
mutiny against him waned, she was left to remerttiarcold chilly
threat in his eyes that said that somehow, someyherwas going to
get even with her.

She wondered if perhaps by turning the fact it &xbls though she
had bowed to his advantage, he now thought thesdplatre. But try
as she might to forget that "You just wait, my laéyok in his eyes,
Kelsey found that she could not. Somehow, she hatieadful
suspicion that Serle Falconer was the sort of nfamnever forgot an
insult, and that when he went after his pound edtl he would not
settle for less. Though what else he could dowlaatmore diabolical
than what he had done already, she could not lhedimnk.

On that thought, she finally ejected Serle Falcared his look of
enraged fury from her mind. It was just not possikhe thought, for
him to cap what he had already done—so she hadeuto give him
another moment's thought.

Though after their meal that night, and with hehéa in the same
dark mood as he had been the night previously befoe had got him
talking, Kelsey searched around in her head foibgest which might
take him out of himself.

'You haven't asked me how I got on with my firgialaese meal,' she
said in an attempt to tease.



‘Neither | did,’ he replied, for her sake tryindifbhimself. Privately
he would have loved to have taken a drink, but nexs he going to
let her see him again the state she had found emwefore, it had
all started with him wanting justnedrink. ‘So how did it go today?’
he asked.

‘Fabulously,' she replied enthusiastically, admittiThough | was a
bit ham-fisted with my chopsticks.

And | was terrified the leg | was sitting on wasmgpto go to sleep!’

She then itemised all she had eaten, trying tspote humour into
what she was saying. But all too soon she hadhiohdall she could

think to tell him, and as his eyes took on the & look she was
now used to, she blurted out brightly: 'l met S&déoner today,' and
could not be sorry if she had triggered off morenfudh memories,

since that man was responsible for the mess heirwaghen her

father left his thoughts to ask when and wheredimdmet him.

‘At lunch, or rather just after, Yukiko and | wgust putting on our
shoes when he and a couple of Japanese men camehmt
restaurant.’

'He had a couple of Japanese men with him, you' spy?ied her
father, pleasing her that he had come right awamy finis despairing
thoughts by the look, as with his face showingraerest, he said, 'So
that's why a memo went round this morning sayingtoaonterrupt
Serle!" How he could still call him Serle defeatest, but she said
nothing as he went on, 'He's been working on aeptgjist recently
that needs millions pouring into it if it's to geff the ground. And
while I'm near certain he's confident enough of his worgut some
of his own money in, rumour has been rife this tashth that he had
a couple of influential bankers interested." AndileviiKelsey was
already in front of him, he went on, 'I'll bet ttveo chaps you saw
with him were these bankers flown up to have a latolkis project.'



As she lay sleepless that night, part of Kelseygmb, serve Falconer
right! She hoped hdidn't get the millions he was after to back hi
project. That should teach him not to persuade Ipeeho couldn't
afford it to invest in worthless shares—she hopedpht all his
money in his pet projecandthat it all went up the spout.But agains
that was the fact that any project that neededansglbacking it just
had to mean that it kept thousands of people inlemgent. And
remembering the fury in his eyes when in front bbtwshe now knew
to be two very, financially influential men, shediald him she was
particular whom she allowed to shake her hand,tlaed proceeded
to insult him further, she had to see then thata$ no small wonder
that Serle Falconer had looked as though he hacde rhadself a
promise to sort her out at a later date.

Business was invariably discussed over lunch, slee/khat. So she
guessed that that particular luncheon had beetyvitaportant to
him. And she shrank down on her bed then as shéwsdany inkling
that he was untrustworthy, and he would not staitance of his
companions passing over so much as a penny ofithens he was
after!

Being naturally sensitive, Kelsey took a long titogjet to sleep that
night. But as she eventually dropped off, it ocedrto her to hope,
for the sake of those she might have done out gli@ment, that

maybe Falconer's companions hadn't understood dEnginyway.

Though as she surfaced again a few hours latehadhéo know that
they did, or why else had he been so flaming man@, Aecalling

how all three men had laughed heartily, she judttbavonder then,
had Serle Falconer added anything else to thatabdut her

bowing—something which Yukiko had not told her?

Two days later Kelsey had the chance to ask Yulkhet very
guestion. Yukiko had telephoned her just afterchyrand had asked
if there was anything particular she would likedm that afternoon.
Unsure of how long she would be staying in Japad laaving



therefore to be careful with her yen—she had nenitndn of asking
her father for anything from his limited resourcdselsey said she
would like to go for a walk.

As she had given Yukiko some refreshment befong $keoff, it was

later than they had intended when they started wadk. But it was

while they were out, having walked a quarter of ilerto the next

village, the mountains in the distance making aathtakingly

beautiful background to the scene, that Kelsey dotime ideal

moment. Yukiko had paused, causing her to pauseheit, beside a
large impressive-looking two- storied house wheretslteher that

this was where Falconer-san lived.

Trust him to have a bigger house than anyone etad! Kelsey
thought sourly, finding in herself vandalistic tlyhits she had never
possessed in relation to the urge to toss a bhickugh one of his
windows—there had been no rousing her father fioendepression
he had slumped back into last night.

'‘Does he own it?' she asked as they walked on.

'l believe he rents it,' replied Yukiko, 'though frem the company, |
think.'

'It's a nice house," said Kelsey, not particulanierested in the
dwelling. But, unable to hold back any longer, '[3drle Falconer
say anything else on Tuesday when we met him—begslts bit
about me not shaking hands?'

For a moment Yukiko's face went thoughtful as thowshe was
wondering whether to answer or not. Then suddeimyssniled her
warm smile, and replied, 'We were nearly out ofréstaurant, but |
think | heard him say something about English girstending that
they do not trust a man purely so that the manchiise after them to
get them to change their opinion.’



'What!' exclaimed Kelsey, open-mouthed, stunned, at the@hgue
of him, though wondering why she should be, sihegwas only just
so much more evidence of what a smooth talker e wa

'It is not so? | have offended you by repeatinghiquestioned
Yukiko, seeing she was all but gasping.

About to say that it was very definitely not sodamishing she had
given in to the impulse to throw a brick, or prefday half a dozen,
through his windows, Kelsey caught her friend'silled expression,
and since Yukiko would not have said anything & sladn't prised it
out of her, from somewhere she found a smile attteddor:

'‘Our ways are just a little different from yourshink.'

An easy companionship having sprung up between,ttieay forgot
the time as they chatted as they walked alondyatdoly the time they
retraced their steps, it was later than eithehefrt had thought.

'Will you come in and say hello to my father?' Kisnvited, seeing
from her father's car parked next to Yukiko's thathad arrived
home. But Yukiko was running late, and asked teekeused, and
smiling as usual, she got into her car and retuKeddey's wave.

Having spent a for the most part pleasant afternowre pleasant
when Serle Falconer was not the subject under sksan, Kelsey
entered the small house determined to jolly heneiabut of his
depression that evening. She could tell him abeutalk, about the
beautiful dragonflies she had seen, about cicadashad heard but
not seen, about . . . Her thoughts broke off asry®btarchant came
along the small hallway to meet her.

‘There you are!" he exclaimed, his voice soundingheerful, nothing
about him of the depressed man she had expecseeithat Kelsey,
with joy in her heart, just knew something good agpened for
him.



'Sorry | wasn't in when you came home,' she saldlifg-down the
impulse to ask had he heard from her mother asveime with him
into the sitting room. For to her mind his cock-@p manner and her
mother were synonymous. 'Yukiko and | went for dkveand forgot
tEe time.'

With her father grinning like a Cheshire cat, Kglkaew he wouldn't
be able to hold out for very long before he told dat had

happened. And so pleased was she for him thatosheds smiling

broadly, her heart full to see this change in hiomfthe man he had
been, when, as she expected, unable to keep itneli a minute

longer, he said:

'‘Perhaps it's just as well you were out.' And, grat emerging again,
'I've had a visitor.'

Knowing full well his visitor could not have beeerimother, for he
would not so easily let her out of his sight ag&ielsey still thought
it must have some connection with her mother. Binenv he
continued, and told her all he had to tell her,ahtcipatory smile on
her face abruptly vanished.

‘A visitor?' she queried, as yet still smiling. "@# she asked—and
very nearly dropped, when he chortled:Nakodo.'And while, she
stared at him uncomprehendingly, knowing the wor@dmf
somewhere but thinking she must have got her Japanxed up, he
translated, 'A go-between,' and as her jaw drogpeddded, 'There's
been an offer of marriage for you.'



CHAPTER FOUR

‘AN offer of marriage?'Witlessly, for numbed seconds, Kelsey stare
at her parent.

'‘Well, the initial stages of enquiry, anyway,’ HgnMarchant
rephrased it. 'A Mr Saito has been engaged as goebatto act
between you and—er—the interested party.'

Recovering from her utter astonishment, Kelseya@sak that he was
tickled pink that a go-between had called. And wisiee couldn't
think of any Japanese man who might want to magry for in truth
she had barely met any, the indignation that faldwer amazement
was tempered by the fact that just seeing her fathéigh spirits
after so many evenings of seeing him near to beiagpse did her
heart good. And so it was that wanting him to stayigh spirits, she
made no attempt to tell him her views of arrangadrrages, but went
along with him though only because she was posditisehe couldn't
be taking the matter seriously either.

‘This—er—go-between, this Mr Saito, he called fgh®@tograph of
me, did he?' she asked, remembering that thisiveagay it went.

Her father shaking his head made her realise tiatMas something
shehad got mixed up. That was until he picked up an eopelthat
had been reposing unnoticed by her on a small,tabtéhanded it to
her, his face serious, though not depressed aggfoshe was glad to
note.

'‘Mr Saito's—client has not waited to receive a pgoph of you,' he
informed her, 'but has sent his own photographgalon

Kelsey took the envelope he offered, realising sutld and with the
first flutterings of unease, that though the idesameone having her
In mind as a marriage partner had restored heerfatood humour,



he was at heart regarding the matter with evergdbimuch solemnity
as a Japanese.

‘Mr Saito will wait to hear from us,' he said, whaer fingers playing
along the flap of the envelope, she made no moopén it.

Again it was being endorsed for her that her fathas not treating
the matter as lightly as she had at first thougbt. surely, had he
considered the go-between's business at their hightly, he would
not have let him leave the photograph behind wieewdnt!

Having her answer ready before she saw which Japaman was
showing an interest in her, Kelsey took her eyemfher parent as
she pulled back the flap of the envelope. Then ththsnapshot in
her fingers, not a studio portrait as she woulcelthought, still in no

hurry, she pulled the small photo from its wrappténd exploded

with anger!

The swine, she thoughhat swine! For the photograph of the mat
who looked back at her, taken by the use of sorteatic release, if

she wasn't mistaken; a photograph taken that weguse he either
was contemptuous of portrait studios, or did no¢ ¢a have anyone
take his photograph, was none other than thateoftan she hated
above all others.

‘Serle must have taken a big fancy to you wheraley®u the other
day," said Henry Marchant when, keeping her head, Ishe stared
disbelievingly at the snapshot in her hand. Bliisitone, not amused
in any way, Kelsey lifted her angry head.

My God, she thought, hes taking this seriously! His voice had
conveyed that much without that look on his facat $aid he was
fully prepared to go along with the idea.

'..." she choked, but was speechless. And nedthmg for some
sixth sense told her that if she said any of whad wm her mind his



depression would descend like some dark overhangmgd, she
again turned her attention to the picture in herdha

The swine, was all she could think, as ignoring feme that Serle
Falconer was not all that bad looking, she esprég that that was a
definite smirk he had on his face as he'd waitedhfse camera to
click. Damn you, Falconer, she fumed silently asaine to her that
she had not been mistaken when she had read anowsedeoking
threat in his eyes after she had insulted him. &terheant then, to get
even with her— and this was his way of doing itaffftook on his
face said it all. That 'I'll teach you to mess witk' look.

But there was no time then for her to delve anypdeeto the whys
and the wherefores of Serle Falconer doing whatlde Time only to
be aware that knowing as he did exactly how sheeadearranged
marriages, he had sent along a go-between togeftitar his
photograph, as though to say, ‘Now get out of that!

Puzzled that he should think for one moment thatcshuldn't 'Get out
of that', Kelsey raised her head again as her fahquired, to her
alarm in all sincerity, '"Well—what do you think?'

No, no, no, I'd rather die, said her head, 'Er—do&$ more than able
to find a wife for himself— without needing to eropl-a
go-between,' she muttered from that sensitivitgenthat had feared
a breakdown in her beloved parent, who now, howdweked to
have come a long way from the man he had beerVasing.

'‘He must want to marry an English girl," her fatheyplied, offering
for an explanation, 'They aren't very thick ondgheund around here.’

'‘But if he wants to marry an English girl, why atl@ Japanese
method to do his—er—courting?' she asked, tryintpaut actually
having to say so to get him to see that there waway this little
charade was going any further.



'Serle's a very busy man,' he answered, with nbtieeomalice she
had hoped to hear against the man who had so &eadly been the
ultimate cause of his ruin. Which thought had hearh hardening
further against Serle Falconer, and softening tbydor her father,
that the goodness in him bore that dreadful maifi nal. 'And what
with this project he's been working so hard on inghike coming to
fruition, it must mean that he intends to stayapah longer than was
first thought. With him sending Mr Saito here todée expanded, 'it
must mean that he intends to settle in Japan—thatwants to settle
and marry. And since he probably thinks your holidal end soon,
he's had to move this way or lose all chance woiln'y

That Serle Falconer didn't hasaychance with her, nor, as she kne\
full well, did he want one, touched only fleetinglpwn just then.
For, something in what her father said about tbathsome man
intending to settle in Japan made her thoughtstbdlte staggering
possibility of—could it be that her father had ngextion to raise
because, loving her mother so much; knowing heresged desire to
see more of her daughter, his vision was clouded tiny
overwhelming hope that if she settled in Japan ten his wife,
longing to be near her, would return to Japantat very purpose!

'So what do you think, Kelsey?' he asked, his vearaest now as he
waited for her answer.

Kelsey made the mistake of looking at him. Sheisedlthat too late
when, instead of him killing the idea stone deafbtegeit went any

further, she looked up and the pleading in his gg$o her; his eyes
just seemed to be begging her not to dismiss e aadit of hand.

'I—I..." she found herself stammering. And as sl& Bim swallow
on some emotion, weakly, she heard herself shysthink about it,
Dad.’



Henry Marchant's depression did not return thattrighe had
handed it on to his daughter. And alone in her ré@isey just sat
and stared into space as hermind tried to cope théhboggle of
complications that had been growing in her evecesishe had
returned from her walk with Yukiko. For the longdre spent with
her parent that evening, the more it had becommaieand clearer
that he had indeed spent so long in Japan thainiytdid he seem to
be able to accept their customs, but that he sdkingpat all wrong
-in those customs being applied to his daughter too

Of a certainty he did not feel it as incredibleshs did to accept that a
man she barely knew—.as far as he knew their agyaintanceship
had been that of bumping into each other in a westd—should
make overtures of marriage for her. Though of c®lws must have
seen enough go-between arranged marriages imtastre for it not
to appear anything out of the ordinary, but—even H& own
daughter!

Having time she hadn't had before to look intowhele of it, Kelsey

found that she didn't quite believe in her thedrat this vision was
clouded by the hope that his wife would returnapah if she settled
there. And she was on then to thinking of the mameywed—Ilost

money he didn't want his Eve to know about!

Oh dear, she sighed, as a fresh and unwanted thaughbled into
her head. A thought she didn't want, a thoughtregarded as so
disloyal she didn't want to face it. Yet it washaught that had to be
faced as she checked back; was it only that hberfavas now so
orientated to the Japanese way of life that hedriusee anything
wrong in Serle Falconer sending Mr Saito to cali@sW only that he
thought her mother would come to Japan if sheeskttiere—aside
from having to explain about the smaller house aiier issues, a
long shot, surely, even if he was in a cleft stitkation and ready to
grab at any straw? Or was it neither of the two?



Having to face it, much as she didn't want to, Egldell to
wondering about the third and, hating herself fer thoughts, the
most likely possibility—was it that her father, @amn to broken man to
her way of thinking, believed that with the wealtgrle Falconer for
a son- in-law all his money problems would be over?

Hating herself even as she made herself finishhieght through to
the end, Kelsey stifled a groan her father mightehiaeard through
the thin walls, as it came to her that this lagbl@xation for his
jubilation when she had returned from her wallefitfar better than
the other two.

But, disgusted as she was for allowing such disldyaughts, she
again saw that smirk on Serle Falconer's facearsttapshot he had
sent. And all at once she knew that he had thatightout too, damn
him, and that he too had come to the same condsisiat she had.

The swine, she thought for the umpteenth time. dtabolical,
devilish, damnable swine! He knew perfectly welk'shcommit
hara-kiri before she would consider marrying himutBby
approaching her father first, he knew too, sincédut positive proof
how much she loved her parent from the way shegoaé for Serle
in his office, that she couldn't pass the messagk to him to 'Go to
hell' because he too must have seen, and must &re aas she had
told him, that her father was but a shadow of diaer self. And, the
swine, she thought again, acting on impulse antingehis picture
from her bag and tearing it to pieces, he just dehknew that her
father would be pleased to welcome him and hisftea into their
family!

The overbearing, over-confident pig! she fumed,asmit her father
who was in a cleft stick—it was her! Serle Falcokeew her father
was broke- she had imparted that piece of knowlédgself.



She remembered the 'Now get out of that' expressmrSerle

Falconer's face, and she knew he had only donemtke her squirm
and wriggle. He knew damn well she wouldn't go glenth it, she

fumed. And she was hating him with all that washer as she
suddenly saw just how much squirming and wrigglgig would

have to do. Because if she told her father strapghto tell Falconer
to 'Get lost', that would have him losing all hogred, depressed
again, heading nearer and nearer towards that dweak

Swine! she thought furiously. Even if in all proldaip he did not see
her father daily as she did, he couldn't be awajest how down he
was. Serle Falconer certainly wanted his full reyeefor her insulting
him in front of his influential business acquairtas, didn't he?

When Kelsey at last managed to fall asleep, it twadream of blue
eyes gone dark with threat and menace. And waknogn fa
nightmarish dream where Serle Falconer was towenway her and
telling her, "You tangled with the wrong man whem yangled with
me, girl,’ she got out of her bed at dawn, and rdl feel like
returning to it.

‘You're up early,’ said Henry Marchant, coming itite kitchen, a
look of enquiry on his face as though he was askislje had come
to any decision yet.

Alone in the kitchen, nothing seeming quite ashérn the light of
day as it had seemed last night, Kelsey had thaslghivas ready to
give her father the message for Serle Falconedshdy wanted to.
But face to face with him, seeing the anxiety backis eyes, she
could not say, 'Tell Falconer to take a runninggim

Unable to give him the message she wanted toagushe was unable
to dash her father's hopes, she settled for lettimgbelieve that she
hadn't lain awake thinking through half the nighhave a lot to think



about today,' she said brightly, letting him bedieshe was making an
early start.

But as he left for his office, she found that sheswndeed thinking
again, and on the same theme. Perhaps Serle Fatoaking out she
was preferring to act like a Japanese with her bad put the idea
Into his head, she found herself thinking. Pertthps on top of her
saying that she would never consider an arrangedtiaga, had

triggered off this way to get back at her. But Ine\w perfectly well

that she would not so much as contemplate marrgmgopne this

way, she fumed, that of course being precisely Wyhad chosen
this mode of revenge. Not only had he put her position he knew
would make her sweat while trying to wriggle oudrfr, but he had
also meant to give her the shock of her life.

That he didn't want to marry her either was bethidgoint. He... Her
thoughts stopped dead right there. And suddenlaragelic smile
began curving her mouth as she backtracked andt dwelthe
absolutely gorgeous idea that had started with dhnguestionable
truth—Serle didn't want to marry her either!

Oh, it was just too too beautiful. Kelsey was altasiring as she
thought the idea through. Falconer had started-tl@shim be the
one to finish it! And he would, went her thought®e'd be calling it
off so fast, the go-between would be at the litilmgalow again in
double quick time!

Five minutes later, thankful that the home wherefather used to
live still had the same telephone number, becahsemduld never
have found it in the Japanese phone book, Kelsaledi

Almost at once the phone was picked oshi moshi,she heard,
and was relieved to recognise Yukiko's voice, fad someone who
did not speak English answered, Kelsey knew hdrvaalild have

been fruitless.



'It's Kelsey here,' she told her friend. And in tiext breath she was
rushing in with her request and was realising wddtue friend
Yukiko was turning out to be, in that she did naestion, but on
hearing that Kelsey's need was immediate, redledt'be with you
inside the half hour, and will bring the things ywish to borrow with
me.'

Two hours later, Yukiko stood back to view her hamutk. 'l think |
have got it as nearly right as possible,' she saidlying the calendar
portrait which Kelsey had filched from the kitchevall which
showed a Japanese girl complete with kimono, daaking wig, and
a painted face. Yukiko then looked at Kelsey. Y& said, nodding
as she considered her, 'you look exactly like adege girl. Do you
wish to see?"

Sitting on thetatamiof her bedroom floor, Kelsey, her back to he
bedroom mirror, took the hand mirror the other gahded over for
her to have a closer inspection. And as she lookedher
white-painted face, the thin black eyebrows Yukilam painted in,
and the small red Cupid's bow Yukiko had made ofrheuth, all
topped with a black wig that covered her fair haa,the corners of
the rest of Kelsey's mouth curved upwards.

'It's fabulous—absolutely fabulous!" she crowedchwdelight. "Thank
you so much, Yukiko.'

'‘My pleasure,' replied Yukiko. Then, seeming toita¢s, 'But do you
really wish me to take your photograph looking liteat?' And
explaining again just in case Kelsey had not uidedcsher English
the first time, 'It is not usual for a Japanesétgihave her portrait
taken for such an occasion with the white- pairfitee.'

Kelsey had had to tell Yukiko, though swearing tersecrecy,
something, though not all, of what was going ond An hearing that
Mr Falconer had sent a go-between to see her fathadko had



beamed happily for all the world as though, whib¢ mnderstanding
Kelsey's ploy in the restaurant when she had pdetkrshe did not
want to know him, it had after all worked out thaywvaccording to
Falconersan,it was supposed to work.

‘Mr Falconer had chosen the Japanese way by appngaene

through my father,' Kelsey replied, not wantingdeceive her, but
since she was unable to tell her the full truthvitigito go along with
what she had started. 'But | think he will underdtthat | must paint
my face to let him know that | am not fully convamsg with the way
things are done.'

Appearing to be on the point of telling her tha¢ stould willingly
instruct her, Yukiko changed her mind as thoughkimg perhaps the
English girl would prefer it this way. 'If you aready, then,
Kelsey-san,' she said.

And while Kelsey posed, and thought mutinously,WN@u get out

of that, Mr Serle Falconer! for surely he was goia die of a heart
attack when he received her photograph and theagegbkat would
go with it—the last thing he was expecting was stat would take
him up on it—Yukiko got busy with her polaroid.

A minute later Kelsey was staring at the picturekiKa had just
taken. Staring back at her was the most demurddgokace,
Japanese down to the last detail— that was unéllooked at the
eyes. Oh, my word, Kelsey thought, supremely satsfShe might
verbally be sending the message that she was pekpmaccept him
as a suitor, but—she barely remembered what shédwd thinking
of when the camera Yukiko had brought with her tledked—but as
sure as eggs, those eyes were very definitely sgritie message,
‘You can go to hell!’

'Is it all right? Shall | take another?' queriedkiko doubtfully when
Kelsey had studied the picture at some length.



‘This one's fine, just fine,' Kelsey replied, ner@re rewarded. 'But |
really must get out of your costume— I'm roastihged!

Once out of the kimono, the decoratsda removed from around her
middle, Kelsey lost no time in rinsing the make-tgnt her face.

They celebrated their labours with a well earnedafucoffee. But
when she asked Yukiko if she knew where Mr Saitedj and told
her that she intended taking her photograph tohbisse, Yukiko
would not hear of it.

'It is not right,’ she said firmly. 'But if you adesirous of him having
your picture straight away,' she smiled, as if sundigl realising how
eager her friend was that she couldn't wait for faéner to begin
negotiations, 'then | will take it to Mr Saito fgou.'

Of the opinion that Yukiko had done more than erolag her, even
if the Japanese girl had expressed her delighelo, kKKelsey would
have argued. But when she told her that Mr Savtedlithree miles
distant, and that she had to go near his houseeowdy home, the
half mile or so out of her way being neither heoe there in her car,
plus the fact that there was every chance thatitlendt speak
English, Kelsey had to give in.

‘But you will be sure that he understands thatwiting?' Kelsey
asked her.

'‘Be easy in your mind,' replied the other, 'l shadt fail you,
Kelseysan'

After Yukiko had gone, Kelsey went to her room tmk at the
kimono she had left behind. With typical kindne¥skiko had
wanted to give her the pretty kimono, and had ikefh case she
should change her mind about accepting it. I'llegitvback to her
when | tell her that Falconer has withdrawn hi¢, slie thought. And



she went to rinse through the coffee cups and saticey had used,
her mind given over to a mixture of thoughts.

She would have to try and make it up to her fadmnehow, she
thought. For, from the cheerful way he had beenhrdagt, he was
going to be sorely disappointed that the next vistm the
go-between would be to tell him that Serle Falcdra&t changed his
mind.

Her elation on seeing the picture of herself logkiapart from her
eyes, like some demure Japanese maiddrpretty manners was far
from her later that afternoon when she pondered sfe being
cowardly to let Falconer do the dirty work?

But later still, having defended her action by kg he had only
done it anyway to make her squirm, she didn't tlih& was being
cowardly at all. Let him do his own dirty work—wBfould she do it
for him? Perhaps then her father, who already Imaplea proof of

how worthless his word was, would start calling Ikalconer too, the
way she did.

A feeling of satisfaction came to her again as simialised
Falconer's face when Mr Saito told him that theylads willing.
She'd like to bet he would drop dead with the shaiakl

Kelsey's head was still full of Serle Falconer; mmrmally a
vindictive person, she was having happy thoughtetihg him do
some squirming for a change, when her father'sarnome put all
thoughts of anyone save him and his disappointifnent her mind.

As yesterday, he greeted her looking as if he hatigoodbye to the
depression that had had such a grip on him thaabenot been able
to shake it off even for her.



'‘Had a good day?' she asked. But although he aedviar without
that bleak look in his eyes, she didn't miss thstjon they held that
asked, 'Have you come to a decision yet?'

Over their meal they chatted about everything unldersun but her
mother and Serle Falconer. Though it had to be et once or
twice, compunction gripping her, Kelsey very neadyme right out
with it and told him herself that Falconer wasefticus, rather than
let him wait until tomorrow—the earliest, she thauyghat Falconer
would send back word.

But, as the evening progressed, the more and rhertheught about
it, the more Kelsey grew of theopinion that withr iather, after
being led up the garden path about those sharkdoaking up to
Falconer, then perhaps when not losing his redped¢he man for
what he had done to him, might, when a member ©bhin family
was taken for a ride through his worthless wordnthind very little
to respect in the man, and might then see himsrrbe colours.

They were both surprised when just after nine évahing the door
bell announced that they had a visitor. 'Who .Heéhry Marchant
started to exclaim, getting to his feet, for notemluring Kelsey's
stay had anyone called this late.

Kelsey had another surprise when her father canck o the
sitting room, bringing a man in with him whom héraduced as Mr
Saito, explaining, as Yukiko had suggested miglihbecase, that Mr
Saito spoke only Japanese.

Konbahnwa,'she offered her '‘Good evening' in reply to hisrial
greeting, her eyes shooting to her father, knowmgat the
go-between's call was all about as Henry Marchamied from him
to translate that Mr Saito was apologising forl#teness of his visit,
but that he had called on his client a short wage, and it had been
impressed upon him that he must come to their heiti@ut delay.



I'll bet it was, Kelsey thought. But she couldr&lgha feeling of

surprise that her 'I'm willing' reply had so pamidk~alconer that he
had sent the go-between to terminate his busioaggit. Somehow
she hadn't thought of Falconer being the panickly sween if she had
frightened the life out of him with the shape of haswer.

But her triumph that she had Falconer running sbaues short-lived,
guashed by the sobering dilemma of—should sheatdyhelp her
father when depression fell on him as he heard tieago-between
had come to say—all hope gone of him being reundt his
Eve—or should she courteously leave the two memealogether?

One glance at her father and she saw that he iasrdeed that their
guest should be accorded all the respect his positn these
negotiations demanded. And she saw then that hemaagh pride
not to let Mr Saito know the devastating blow heal ltelivered.
Politely she excused herself and left the room.

But in her bedroom, Serle Falconer no longer figrin her

thoughts, she was on thorns while making hersaif ptit. She was
unable to make out anything from the conversatios could hear
through the thin walls, but when after ten tormdntainutes had
passed she heard the clink of glasses, she guthsddter father was
keeping up a front and offering Mr Saito some r&tiraent.

Hoping that he would stick to just the one drinkl awot try to drown
his sorrows when their visitor had left, when amotten minutes had
passed and Mr Saito was still there, she had coomedrto the view
that it had been self-indulgent of her to wantddSerle Falconer one
in the eye. Fair enough, he needed his comeuppéantet would
have been better for her father if she had toldnenself.

When at last she did hear movement that indicate®&ito was on
his way, Kelsey was near to hating herself for wieat that morning



seemed a perfect way to turn the tables on Fal@mmake him be
the one to wriggle.

She waited then only to hear her parent come back §eeing Mr
Saito to the door, and she was meeting him in &tle Though to her
surprise, she heard him ask:

'‘Well, young lady, what's this | hear you've beprta?’

She was surprised again as, preceding him intgittieg room, she
saw that he was back again to covering up hisrfgeliSolemnly she
faced him, seeing exactly what a brave act he wisng on. For
there was absolutely nothing about him to show kdown he was
really feeling, when he said:

'l reckon you must have been as smitten with Satléhat first
meeting as he was with you—only you were too shiglloyour old
dad that you were willing.'

Kelsey felt the first faint pricklings of alarm thahile knowing from
Mr Saito that she had sent word she was willingwae smiling. He
should definitely not be smiling, she thought, notv he had the
returned- with-all-speed message from Serle Falcotisat
unfortunately he had gone off the idea.

'Er—Yukiko went and saw Mr Saito for me,"' she owned

'So I've been told," he replied. And waggishly,deg another dart of
alarm through her, 'If we're going to do this thpahese way, you're
going to have to leave more to me, child.'

Kelsey didn't like at all the words 'going to'. fier mind it sounded
very much as though her father imagined there Wgomg to' be
future negotiations. Not speaking any but the nb@sic of basic
Japanese herself, she had to pause then to wondegbod her
father's fluent Japanese was. Surely he had gobitg, for he was



going on while she was batting off fresh spearalafm, and telling
her:

‘Serle really must be keen, that he didn't wantdd until tomorrow
for Mr Saito to call on his behalf.’

That word 'keen' was another one she didn't likel, lkad a whole
barrowload of spears sending their shafts of-pdmmugh her. Panic
she tried to control because she knew full wellrsek given Falconer
something to panic over and not the other way afoun

'l expect he wanted to let you know before . he $ouldn't get the
'before you started to bank on it' out.

‘Before tomorrow, so we don't make alternativeragesments for the
evening,' her father took up and finished for her.

‘Alternative arrangement!" Kelsey exclaimed, coidnsand panic
mingling. 'Arrangements for what?'

If Henry Marchant noticed that she was staringiat\wide eyed and
looked a little pale in her bewilderment, then lesweasily able to put
it down to her lack of knowledge of Japanese custom

'‘Why, for the family meeting, of course,' he reglienlightening her
further by telling her that it was usual, whenglties were agreed,
for the parents of the man and the parents of tHeall) to meet,
together with their offspring, at some public pla€¥ course Serle's
parents aren't in Japan,' and, his face sobermgyrftoment, '‘and your
mother can't be at the meeting either,’ and brigagmin, 'so that
leaves you, me and Serle.’

Very near to choking as she tried to get her wordsall Kelsey, in a
numbed state of shock, was able to utter was, hfean that—you
and—and |—and...’



'‘And Serle,' said her father, having no troublehwttie name that
wouldn't pass her lips, 'are dining together tomarnight.'

'‘B-but. . ." was as far as her protest could getiak all wrong. Her
father must have got it wrong. There must be soma through his
not being so fluent in the language as she hadtiide was. 'B-but.
.. she stammered again.

'l know," he said, on a teasing tone, 'you've gtiting to wear.' Then,
‘Don't worry about it, love. Serle saw you once wh®u hadn't

dressed up specially for him. It's you with youregivways he wants
to see tomorrow night, not what you're wearing."'

Sweet ways! Kelsey thought when, still shatterbd,lsade her father
goodnight, having heard from him the name of tletani@ant where
Falconer had told Mr Saito they were to meet him-telwhmeant,
since he had named a meeting place, that therédwu no error in
language. Heavens she thought, if Falconer cowad ne her mind
half the far from sweet things she was wishing Higig be regretting
having picked up the gauntlet she had been unamnsaif throwing
down!

How long she lay there fuming impotently againstl&é&alconer,
Kelsey had no idea. But to start with she had loé¢ine opinion that
he would have a very long wait if he intended loetutrn up at that
restaurant tomorrow night.

But, independent-minded as she was, angry as slagalvas when
she thought of him, this last episode topping ttes far as she was
concerned, there was that something in her thatguslly rebelled
against being the first to back down.

That rebellion was as strong as ever when she agdkthe next
morning and her eyes caught sight of Yukiko's kim&wanging on
the top of the screen door. Kelsey knew then, asahger against



Serle Falconer went soaring, that she was jusj@iag to be the first
to back down.

So Falconer had come courting Japanese style,é¢atf¢il, so be it.

Her father thought her hesitancy last night hacursgprfrom her

having nothing to wear, but, as her eyes went afgathe kimono,

Kelsey thought she had the very thing. If she hadtgight, and she
was sure she had, the intended bride traditioralllyays wore a
kimono at that first formal meeting. So if she knigwalconer must
know it too, and since he had probably chosentauemnt where he
was well known, then everyone else in the restausauld know

too, when she turned up in Yukiko's kimono, thdtéiaer wanted to
marry her.

Beautiful wasn't the word for it, she thought, antemted smile
tracing her mouth. Falconer hadn't managed to remdiachelor at
his age without putting in some nifty leg work,chebon be backing
down—why, it wouldn't surprise her in the leasth# started his
sprint from the moment he saw her!



CHAPTER FIVE

KELSEY was putting the finishing touches to her costumag¢ ¢vening
when she heard her father's enquiry of 'Ready,ey@lsghrough the
partitioning of her bedroom. 'We're going to belat

Good, she thought, but called back, 'I'll be oniyiaute.’

Taking a look at herself in the mirror that stondhe corner, she was
pleased with her appearance save that Yukiko Heshther black
wig with her when she had gone yesterday, and ker fair,
blonde-streaked hair was waving down about her sleosi She'd
had to settle for her normal light make-up too, wkke would liked
to have given Falconer something more to think abgwvearing the
same make-up she had worn for her photograph. Thebghwas
doubtful if the white make-up was traditional foristhparticular
occasion, and anyway she didn't have Yukiko'stayti&\part from
which, he was good at laughing at her, was Fal¢avidrout the need
for her to turn up looking like a clown to give himore fuel for his
perverted sense of humour.

With the woodergetaon her feet that Yukiko had also left behind,
must, in Kelsey's view, with the kimono, she lefr loom to go in
search of her father, thinking that provided slimditry to go rushing
about anywhere in the wooden clogs, she shoulccowte to any
grief. But then she wasn't rushing anywhere toright Falconer
wait!

‘Serle will think we're not com. . ." Her fatheoke off his complaint
as she joined him and his eyes caught sight ofwhg she was
dressed. 'Good heavens, child,’ he exclaimed, mgolat her in
disbelief, 'you can't go out in that thing, evergamll laugh at you!'

As long as they laughed at Falconer too, Kelseyaragy as ever
when she thought of that man, didn't care oneliihy



'‘Don't be stuffy, Dad," she said, forcing a smaything goes these
days."' And, pretending to be worried at his opirtlwat she would be
laughed at, 'l can go and change if you like, bwtili mean getting
the iron out—though it shouldn't take me too 1.. .'

'Oh, come on,' he said, a stickler for punctualiye're going to be
late as it is.’

Perhaps Falconer will have grown tired of waitirsipe thought
hopefully. Perhaps he had never intended to be thestart with, she
wondered, but had sent the go-between with his agesgist for the
sheer hell of it.

She was in no hurry to leave the car when, havougd a parking

space, Henry Marchant hurried to get them movirgenisuddenly

he was taking time out from rushing her along tokl@t her, his

affection for her showing as he quietly, as if lispected she was
having last-minute nerves and that his remark aleudryone

laughing at her hadn't helped, squeezed her hathtb&hher:

‘You've inherited your mother's beauty, Kelsey lbvdnd, 'That
outfit suits you.'

Feeling choked, because she had never felt theedlo him, she
sought round and found a bright smile, mumblindidiwant to look
my best tonight.'

With slow progress lest she missed her footingengetaand went

sprawling, eventually they reached the restaurdi@re/they were to
meet Serle Falconer, and Henry Marchant steppekl toaallow her

to enter first.

But Kelsey was keeping her eyes low, hoping to ldekure and not
at all as inwardly boiling against Falconer as &ie And it was
Henry Marchant who spotted that not only had thest turned up,
but that he was still in fact waiting for them.



Kelsey felt her father's hand come firmly to hdxosV in case she was
all of a twitter inside with nerves, and as shpped daintily beside
him, he escorted her to where Serle Falconer Ism io welcome
them.

'‘My apologies for keeping you waiting, Serle,' shldnry, far too
affable with the villain, to Kelsey's way of thimkg, 'but Kelsey
wanted to look her best tonight.’

Wishing she hadn't told him that bit, she just tadaise her eyes to
see if he was yet on his starting blocks. Abruptig lowered them.
The swine, she thought, she was the- one whoik&trunning at
seeing nothing in his eyes save a glimmer of amaséthat said he
was far from put out, all that glorious anticipatiof hers so much pie
in the sky.

‘Your daughter is well worth waiting for, Henrytiesheard him say
smoothly.

Anger pricked her, making her not want to run angxeh You toad!
she fumed uselessly, mutiny she couldn't hopede fiashing as she
again looked at him.

Brown eyes clashed with blue. His expression blatithough she
guessed he was reading in hers that it would geretline greatest
pleasure to take another swipe at him.

'How are you, Kelsey?' he enquired with some charm.

My God, he's risking it! she thought, when acconyman his
enquiry, just as though he didn't remember th#heit last meeting
she had refused to shake hands with him, he se@toht his hand to
her.

To find that her own hand was coming out to mest When it had
not been her intention to shake hands with himtpshe thought, be



the result of Gran instilling in her the importarafegood manners.
That and the fact that her father was there anttidmemade to feel
uncomfortable if she ignored that outstretched hesshe wanted to.
It was not, she definitely decided, because ofjthet that had come
to Serle Falconer's eyes when he saw that shedsitated.

She felt his hand close on hers. But when, aftesf lmontact, she
decided she had gone far enough to comply with goadners, and
went to withdraw her hand, Kelsey found that exirassure was
being applied, that extra pressure being appligoutbher up close.
And that far from being put out that she had apgpean her 'let
everybody know what this meeting was about' kimoSerle

Falconer was taking it on himself to remove alhfiatity out of their

handshake, making them look less than strangergldmyng cool

firm lips against her cheek.

Had she been more certain of her footing, Kelseg wertain she
would have aimed a kick at his shin. As it wastinmtd made her push
him away, but only to hear him murmur before heglebf her:

"Your picture didn't do you justice.’

Why she should colour at his remark, she didn'tkrigut her colour
was still high as she took her seat in the Westgre- furnished
restaurant.

From the fond look her father sent her, she knevidtk noted her
heightened colour and was putting it down to a ekgnn her that
Falconer had publicly demonstrated that his intenesher went
further than that of hand-shaking friends. Thenwas launching
without more ado into conversation with Serle Fatre—his way,
she guessed, of giving her a few moments to getlmreshyness.

But she was glad of a few minutes to collect heughts. Swine! she
thought again; she had been so sure Falconer Viaillabart to see



her dressed as she was—that he should be amuseaitgaable. She
wasn't feeling very friendly towards her fathehett that he seemed
to think the kiss Serle Falconer had bestowed ortlheek was only

right and natural in the circumstances.

Creep, she thought, when Falconer gravely asked Bbee had any
preference as to what she would like to eat. Ndotouher mind he
had chosen the Western- style restaurant in deferenber father
who, for all he was a fit man, might suffer the samear dead leg she
had experienced when eating from one of the lovesalAfter what
he had done they didn't want or need his smalltesias.

The menu meant nothing to her, though it was a toe$iee that there
was a photograph of each of the meals listed shptiam as they
would appear at the table.

'‘Might | suggestsukiyaki,Kelsey?' She looked at Falconer, who i
order to help her with her choice had moved hisrdhat little bit
closer to hers. She'd be damned if she'Gelatyakior anything else
he suggested!

'‘We could all havesukiyakj' her father came in, without knowing it
tempering her aggression and making her wondegriahtipathy to
Serle Falconer had caused her to be small-mindetmuch point in
them setting up a hotplate just for one,' he addadonably.

Sukiyakiwhen it arrived turned out to be various bowlsegdetables
and thinly sliced beef which one cooked oneselfrahe heated
hotplate plugged into a socket by their table.

She blamed it on to her kimono that whereas thenten, both adept
with chopsticks, she didn't doubt, were offereddheice of a knife
and fork, that offer was not made to her. And vbtith of them
saying that chopsticks would be fine, it was beméar to request a
knife and fork for herself.



Consequently, while Henry Marchant and Serle Fadcturcked in as
though eating was going out of style, Kelsey, lingtherself to only
the pieces she thought she could pick up withoopping them all
over Yukiko's kimono, ate very little—and once vesarly came to
grief with a piece of mushroom she had selectetittinaed out to be
very wayward, and slipped back from whence shegohdt.

‘This piece, Kelsey?' said the silky-voiced Falcomdro had been the
soul of courtesy and charm throughout the meal.

‘Thank you,' she muttered, her words reaching therawo even to
her own ears sounding totally devoid of any offib&te charm Serle
Falconer had been sending her way. It was herrfatslearp look that
made her dredge up a smile, for him that she puBh&xbner's first
name out through her teeth. 'Serle,’ she added,decentrated on
the mushroom he had expertly deposited into hér. dis

By the time the meal came to an end, she was,dwytdefinitely, out
of sorts. For one thing, wearing the kimono hadclzmistake. Apart
from her not being Japanese, and feeling totalhkernhe way she
thought a Japanese girl would feel on such an @mtashe was
finding that the kimono and all its accessories enaelr feel very hot
and uncomfortable. And for another thing, her fativas treating
Serle Falconer much too kindly, in her view. Whyyas almost as if,
while having concrete evidence of how unreliabke word was, he
was treating every word Falconer uttered as gospel.

Of course, it could be that her father was playsgcthe same way
that she was; that wanting her to marry Falconaevdeeputting to the
back of his mind what he really thought of him. A that, though,
was the knowledge that her father wasn't reallg tikat—, though,
unhappily Kelsey had to face it, her mother leaving had shown
tendencies in his character she would never havbwed to him.
Never would she have thought to see him so druak hie could
hardly stand. Never had she ever thought to seerimmars. And,



remembering the laughing-eyed man he had always, besrer
would she have thought him to be so depressedhérabs next door
to a breakdown.

And there was evidence, too, that he was exhaudledause
although it was still fairly early, and he was amith energy to
spare, she had always thought, suddenly, barelshfirg his green
tea, he was putting down his cup and declaring:

'I'm feeling just a little tired.' Her concernedesyshot to him, but he
was looking not at her but at their host as he, Saiduld you mind if
| called it a day?'

Serle Falconer had risen and had murmured a Bidatat all,’ when

Kelsey went to get to her feet to go with her fatiiédhe hand that
came to her shoulder held her down. 'I'll see Kelsame,' he added,
that phoney charm in evidence again.

Like hell you will' she thought, but found she wg@ng nowhere as
that grip on her shoulder refused to let her ufpeasding his head to
her ear, Falconer breathed, 'Do, Kelsey, allow yfatiner to be

tactful, there's a dear.’

Tactfull That she had contributed little to the eersation she didn't
doubt was being put down by her father to the sbyie thought he
had seen in her. But as Serle Falconer refuseet tgol his hold on

her, only then did she see that 'tactful' was meaparent thought he
was being by professing tiredness.

He thought she wanted to be left alone with thetetyed man!
Almost too late, as she gave another ineffectugkduget free from
the softly smiling man who was instructing her &tho drive
carefully, did she realise she could ruin it alwnd she wasn't
careful. It had to be Falconer who was the firsback down. That



admission to her father that there was never likelype anything
between the two of them had to come from him.

''l—see you later, Dad," she said, when he ewalytiseemed to
notice that Serle Falconer appeared to have apretgctive hand on
her shoulder.

Henry Marchant smiled. Then, 'Don't be too late said, as if seeing
that protective hand had reminded him that he hatltg to be
protective too.

The moment he was out of sight and not likely to tcound and
witness her action, Kelsey shrugged off Serle Fadcs hold. That he
allowed to let her go was, she knew, because theeened small
likelihood of her chasing after the man who had ljefs.

Thinking to give her father time only to get cldafore she took
herself off in a taxi—the rat Falconer was drivingr nowherel—she
watched as he resumed his seat, but inwardly seetldhe had
nothing she wanted to say to him.

Though when she had counted three minutes, intgrtdirgive her
father five, and Falconer hadn't spoken either vg® annoyed with
herself to find she was wondering what it was he wanking. She
annoyed herself further when, suspecting he hadeyes on the
decor, or anywhere but her, she could not reframftaking a flicker
of a glance at him.

He was not looking about or at the decor, but wastrary to her
surmise, looking at no one but her. And he seeraktdpugh the
charm and surface politeness he had shown whilatier was there
had gone, to have been studying her for some while!

Kelsey had had enough. She cared little more fsr detached
scrutiny, for the cool lofty mocking indifferenae the way he looked



back at her—just as if fie was in charge of evengh-than she
cared for him.

Without saying a word, she rose from the table,intakure thaeta
on her feet were correctly positioned before sheari@er daintily
footstepped way across the restaurant floor.

Halfway to the door, she halted and turned to taeeman who she
hadn't missed had risen too, and who had beenbéfhhd her. There
was something she had to make very clear—and migyt

'‘Courtesy compels me to thank you for my dinnée'affered coldly.
'‘But a lift home with you | justion't need."

Her words were greeted with a slightly scandallsed that, together
with the words he drawled, made her long to hamtherliving
daylights out of him.

'‘Would | allow my near-fiancee to travel home unetm? What an
opinion you must have of me, my dear!

She very nearly thumped him then, and knew not frdrare she got
sufficient self-control to keep her hands to herslfhis words
'near-fiancee' let alone the 'my dear'. And ash@ropinion of him,
once she got started on that, it would be midnlgfore she was
finished!

'l,' she said clearly, 'am going home in a taxntdAvhen he shook his
head slowly from side to side in contradiction, hager broke, and
shelvas hissing at him, 'l am not your near-fianEaéoner, nor ever
am | likely to be!" And when he stopped shakinghead and looked
likely to nod it again in contradiction, this tinkelsey forgot that

there were other diners in earshot, and stoppethigiso say loudly,

forcefully, 'The joke is over!'



His reply, the words that came with not a flickérao eyelid from
him, the cool, 'Who's joking?' had her very neaclwbbering him
right there.

Only just did she recover sufficient awarenessaofwhereabouts not
to hit him with some force. Instead, she took omepdand furious
breath and turned about, damning her footwear dswhim that she
couldn't break into a gallop the sooner to be shdtim. She knew
positively—him with his 'Who's joking?'—that he'd start foamirg ¢
the mouth if he thought she was playing this fat!re

Of course it had to be her luck that there wassitja of a taxi in the

vicinity. And when it had been him she had wantedmbarrass, as
she observed several passers-by giving her cuiools as she stood
looking up and down the street in her borrowed kimjoone lady

actually breaking out into a giggle as she passedhs Kelsey who

was left feeling embarrassed.

Her face went pink as no taxi appeared and mor@wsiglances
were directed her way, her hate for Falconer re@chipeak that he
was propped up against a wall not twenty yards fr@m his hands
idly in his pockets as he witnessed her discon#itwith what she
could only think was pleasure.

There was a smile on his face anyway, when borédthe scene, he
at last came over to where she was standing. Aatditin hand was
under her elbow this time, as with the know-itvadirds, 'Taxis never
come down this street,' he turned her.

If she had known her way back to her father's holsdésey was
certain that even with thgetashe had on, she would have attempte
to walk it. But to get lost, probably with Falconeght behind her to
witness her further humiliation, was not to be iiouof.



His car was sleek and smooth, like she knew it ddnag—Ilike him,
she thought. Though she had to own some relief tadide and away
from gently curious and, she remembered, amusesl eye

But though she did not know in which direction dived, as Serle
Falconer directed his car away from the congesifdraffic and into
the rural area, all of a sudden, not seeing anynanks she
recognised, Kelsey began to wonder where he wasgtdler—or if
indeed he was taking her to her father's home.lstully, though,
she wouldn't ask him. The only word she wantedagpote him was
goodbye.

But. she almost broke her silence when the spetteafar slowed. It
took her aback, though why it should she couldhirik, but when the
car slowed down to a crawl and then halted in tte of a country
road, she felt most oddly let down. Somehow, thostyd had never
consciously thought about it, she hadn't consid&adoner to be a
lay-by stop-and-grab sort of merchant.

She still hadn't got her voice when she felt hinvenm his seat and
turn towards her as he crooked his arm along thk bghis seat.

'Who goes first, you or me?' she heard him askendarkness, his
features outlined in what light there was of thghi

‘What?' she asked, startled. This type of openarglgt was one she
hadn't heard before.

'Henry left the two of us alone so we could gekmow each other
better,' he explained, sounding so very serious fthraone crazy
moment she felt panic. Panic that started to getobhand as she
remembered his 'Who's joking?' when she had tefdthat the joke
had gone far enough. My God, ban'tbe as serious as he sound:
she thought. Then her panic was harnessed as sieenteered that
murderous threat in his eyes that day she hadt@tshim. She knew



then that he was playing it for all he was worttattthis was just his
way of getting back at her.

*| think we know each other now as well as we'rergyoing to,' she
replied, belatedly, stiffly, as she felt the fing@f his one hand come
to touch a stray strand of hair that lay over ieusder.

'Oh, | wouldn't say that, my dear," Serle murmursal,sign of the

mocking note she was looking for in his voice.rnblw only the bare

facts about you—I'm sure | have a lot more to ldsmafore we . . ." he
hesitated, a small cough taking him so she knewdiséhe choked on
the words, 'er—plight our troth,' that he was segdier up for all he
was worth.

'‘Okay, Falconer, start the car,' she told him tghoclenched teeth.

‘Start the car?' Her hand was just itching to cloot and his phoney
amazement. 'You can't mean you want me to tak&gme, can you?
Why, | received a very clear indication from Mr ®athat you were
more than willing.'

‘Start the car,' Kelsey ordered grimly, her holdhar temper fast
leaving.

'How can we ever get to know each other if you tdabbw me
private—er—converse with you?' he complained, gcitirup to the
hilt she was positive. 'How can we ...'

‘This has gone far enough,' Kelsey cut him ofth&i you start this
car now and take me home or .. .

'‘But what will your father say?' he asked, soundiegsonable,
though she thought she noted an edge coming tores '‘Henry was
more than tactful, | thought, when he left us tbgetfor the very
purpose of us finding out more about each other.'



'You know all about me that you're going to knowaldéner,' Kelsey
fairly spat, and since he was insisting on bringneg father into it.
‘And you can jolly well tell my father, at the vefiyst opportunity,
that you've gone off all idea of wanting to marrg too!'

She had, she recalled, noticed in him before amsenreto being
bossed about by her. And that, she thought, hée thhe reason for
the way he stilled, let her hair fall from his haamtl was momentarily
as motionless as carved rock.

And when next he spoke, there was a wealth of thekery she had
been looking for. A wealth of sarcasm, as that haoged again and
he trailed the back of those fingers softly dowa ¢iide of her face,
then fairly fractured her, when he drawled silkily:

'‘Now how on earth do you expect me to tell him teateet Kelsey?
Especially when you know as well as | do that yfatiner is looking
so much more cheerful now that I'm to be his solam-*

‘You . .." she gasped, temper, anger, gone fomtbment. 'What
are—you saying?' she struggled, for it was onegtlfon her to have
had the disloyal thoughts she had had, thoughts$hablesuspected
Falconer of having too, she admitted, but quitetlaoto have the
swine bringing such thoughts out into the open.

'You don't know?' he scoffed, hardness coming to imiwith that
mockery. Hardness that reminded her that her fatlasn't the first
parent to try and marry a daughter off to him oroait of his wealth.
'‘Come off it, Kelsey Marchant," he said toughlye thockery gone,
leaving only the stark hardness behind. '"You'reighbgirl. If your
father is as broke as you say he is, what bettgrtavget back on his
feet than to have me in the family?’

Her hand had been itching to have a go at him befand his remark
reminding her what she had told him of her fathenty broke, that it



was only through him that her father had gambled Aill,
notwithstanding, in a corner through having no deéagainst his
charges, Kelsey's only defence was to let go wethtémper.

The near-darkness was no deterrent to the accofdeyr aim as her
hand flew through the air and caught him. In tiensie of the night,
the crack of her hand against his face soundedtmhér own ears,
but as she turned to find the door handle, thanhdidbother Kelsey
one iota.

But if her other aim had been to wrench open ther @gmd storm
away from him—she was too angry then to considat she might
have set off in a totally wrong direction—she wadfibhd that her
second aim was not going to be achieved.

Hard biting hands on her arm yanked her back aeddtior was
slammed shut before she had so much as got onedaott. Those
same biting hands twisted her round so that shedfate him again
whether she wanted to or not. And his voice, ad harhis bruising
hold, was grating before she could recover andibihands away.

‘You're not thinking of going anywhere until you's#kowed me to
even up the score, surely?’

Still not quite recovered from finding she was famting the way only
seconds before she had been heading, not givirtgeto think, she
suddenly felt those hands leave her arms and coomlrto encircle
her completely.

Too slow in realising he was going to kiss her,d¢gl began her
struggles the moment his mouth touched hers. Butasestrong, was
Serle Falconer, as strong as she remembered flagttime he had
held her in his arms. Though she did manage togantous, 'Let go
of me!"' when he allowed her to jerk her head film#,it was to no
avail. For he was kissing her again.



One kiss, for one slap, should have been good énexchange, she
fumed, getting angrier that the gear mechanismhef ¢ar was
preventing her from getting a foot to him since aens were glued
by his arms to her sides. Though she did managettone leg over
the gear system, but her kick was ineffectual arlig esulted in her
kimono coming open when his leg came between loeldotk any
more attempts.

'Stop it!" she shrieked, when as he broke his kispress his
advantage, his body weight over her pushed hemmacds so that he
was lying over her.

‘Like hell," he muttered. "You've been asking fus tsince that first
day | saw you!

Oh God, she thought, he's going to rape me. '‘Dshi! choked, fear,
terror entering as the pressure of his body ovehaelened. 'Please,’
she begged, trapped, powerless to move her arméegado well
secured by him. 'Don't—please don't!" she cried,leer voice was no
longer ordering him to obey, but was begging, &tpgched note of
fear there.

Panic-stricken as she was, Kelsey was ready td égéry scrap of
the way. Then, not knowing whether her terror hatltgrough to

him, or if it had never been his intention to rdy@e, suddenly Serle
Falconer was pulling back, was pulling her to gitight. And when

she heard his voice, Kelsey had the answer torisgyaken question,
it was there in his appalled- sounding:

'‘Good God! What sort of a man do you think | am?"

And at that moment, no thought in her when shedllatie evidence
she needed not to trust him, relief started todlog and suddenly,
shaming hot tears were rolling down her face.



'Y-you—Yyou—scared m-me,' she stammered, trying elesely to
get herself together.

'Oh, hell! she heard him grunt, then as if herd@gere the living end,
Kelsey felt his arm, albeit as if reluctantly, coat®out her. Though
strangely then as he tucked her head on to hidédoand told her, 'l
meant to scare you—but not that much, | don't thistke no longer
felt afraid of his touch.

Ashamed that anyone should see her cry, she batitecher tears.
'I'm all right now,"” she mumbled a minute lateil|l haken, an
apology hovering for crying all over him.

She made a move to sit upright, and felt him maseahm as though
to let her go. Then one of his hands came to tiparpchin to see for
himself what he could of the glistening in her gyas though he
would assess for himself that she was indeed glit rbefore he
started the car.

But it was then that another strange thing happelRedwith Serle
Falconer looking at her, and her looking back at,Hthe moment
seemed suddenly to be a moment suspended in tintehé, as they
sat and stared at each other, appeared then wlreathless as she.
Kelsey knew that she wasn't breathing anyway. Thefdenly his
mouth was over hers, and this time Kelsey wasmniggting.

His mouth was no longer cool and exploratory, larttte, warm and
giving. And when he broke his kiss, Kelsey washnitking at all.
She'd had plenty of boyfriends, had been kissedyntames, but
never had it felt like this.

When he pulled away from her, checked and thehasishough he
had to know the feel of her mouth again, came neae more and
again placed his lips * over hers, Kelsey was ghadd when he



pressed his body to hers, she pressed back, hergoimg up and
around him, as his arms were around her, his fsh\gently caressing.

Again he kissed her, and again Kelsey responded,nei thought of
not doing so. No thought of anything save that ram rehe had ever
met had made her feel this way before.

Though a semblance of sanity returned when hissssrg@ hands
moved to her hip and in moving her slightly thetéeto get closer,

his hand then trailed her thigh and with some slighling of shock

she felt his hand under the parted material okimeono. It was then,

his movements making her clutch on to him as hessa&d the warm
flesh beneath his hand, that inhibiting bells in head pealed to be
heard—nbells she didn't want to heed.

Her hand, going down to rest over the top of hisyesd him before
his explorations progressed to being more intimate.

'No?' she heard him ask, but was unable to answer h

She shook her head, and knew she should be gladdeeceived
what was the right message when he brought his fnammdher thigh,
and cupped the side of her face.

For long silent moments he looked at her. Thengaed sort of
breath left him, and his voice was thick in his#trwhen he said:

‘You're a heady young woman, Kelsey Marchant.'

Had she been capable of uttering a sound, shelihshg might have
said something very similar to him, because no hahever had her
so mindless of the criteria she had set hersetfrbef

But as she started to come away from the emotmmslaught to her
senses, she heard that Serle Falconer, too, had gap on the
passion that had taken him. His voice was no lohgsky at any rate,



when next he spoke, and there was even a touclociing teasing
there as he suggested:

'l suspect you've been kissed before?'

Yes, by you, she thought. But the kisses had nbeen like . . .
Confused suddenly as she remembered his otherskikisses she
had disliked as much as she disliked him, Kelseuldcanot

comprehend how the same man could wreak such havmr when

he tried another tack—or how she could forget foriresstant how
thoroughly disliked by her he was.

'I've—had my share of boy-friends,' was the best@uld come up
with in the shape of any answer to his questiond Ansuddenly
dawned on her that if he thought about the wayhste been with
him, then unless she told him otherwise, he mightrinto that that
there was something special in him for her; thattvéld make her
feel that way, when nobody else ever had, 'Natytalhe told him, 'l
don't sleep with all of them.'

'Only those you're fond of?' he queried, acceptihgt she told him
she saw, but sounding just a touch uptight, noadets.

Had she not known better, Kelsey would have thoughtwas
sounding uptight because he was jealous. But ih\imat, she knew.
It was frustration pure and simple that, havingl teim that she was
as liberated as the next girl, having stirred hondésire her, she had
said 'No'.

'Only those I'm fond of,' she agreed. And startiogget annoyed
again, perversely not liking the easy way he a@zkfiat she slept
around, 'l'd like to go home." she added stiffly.

The key was turning in the ignition before she fimdhed speaking.



Serle did not attempt to kiss her goodnight asehénér off at her
address, but drove away like a bat out of hell. Afelsey went
indoors in a sour mood. She knew just what was gseith him. He
had desired her, but he had had to accept thabkewa loser.

Hadn't she just told him that she only slept witannshe was fond
of—Serle Falconer knew he would wait till hell foover if he
waited for her to get fond of him!



CHAPTER SIX

THE Sunday that followed Kelsey's shattering discotbat against
all her beliefs to the contrary, she had been mgdaof losing her
head over someone she was not in love with—or dit even
likel—was, to say the least of it, not a happy one.

For one thing, she just could not get over the sl had been with
Falconer. It haunted her, made her wonder whatwvasg with her
that, detesting the man, she could react to himvéneshe had.

That she would not be seeing him again was, frorarevilshe was
sitting, the only bright spot on the horizon. Thougpw to tell her
father that, when that morning, having, tactfullyas she rather
thought, been in bed when she'd got in, he wagatd with fairly
cheerful as he asked her how she and Serle Falbadagot on.

Not wanting to kill that look of hope in his eyelut feeling
compelled to give him some hint that this morniogld well see a
backtracking Mr Saito on their doorstep, Kelseyt laside that
Falconer had had her emotions clamouring for more.

'‘We—er—didn't get on very well at all, actuallyhestold him—and
was stumped when he seemed to think that was wpiterstandable.

‘A bit stilted, were you?' he nodded. And as itih@ught it mattered
to her, 'Don't worry about it, love. Serle's bessuad—he's a man of
the world. I'm sure he appreciates that my litttéig shy.'

Shy!Oh lord, she thought, feeling pink, if he could/@aeen his little
girl last night—there had been no sign of hangiagkbabout her!
'‘Dad, | don't think ..." she began. Only to bennfeted by his:'Don't
worry, child. Serle will be over to see you sonmeditoday, | promise
you,'



By Monday morning the hopeless look in her fatheyes as, not
wanting breakfast, he sat drinking coffee, tolddegi since there had
been no sign of Serle Falconer yesterday, thatakdehlad to accept
that when she had said things had not gone weldmt them, she
had meant exactly that.

By that Monday too, after her father had left faorky Kelsey was
able to realise that the clinging, pliable way dtae been with
Falconer had come about purely and simply becausevas still in
shock after truly believing he was going to rape Neéhy, loathing
him as she did, she just knew that had she beea hesmormal self,
she would never have allowed him to lay a fingehern—much less
enjoy it!

She turned her mind abruptly away from him and wieahad been
able to do to her, making herself concentrate erfaht that contrary
to her expectations, Sunday had passed without sigfound of Mr
Saito either.

No doubt, she thought, busying herself with thedeowork, Falconer
had been too preoccupied frying other fish to conidr Saito. But
tonight, she knew, her father would be seang hearing from Mr
Saito.

When Henry Marchant arrived home that evening, éelseeded to
take only one look at his face to know that he again heading for
the depression that had only lifted since that firsit of theNakodo.

'‘Work go down all right today?' she asked, fordimgjhtness, when
inwardly she was beside herself wondering whabotfod the best.

'‘Not too bad,' he replied, attempting to smile, lnatheart was not in
it.

Turned inside out when he did little more than patkhe meal she
had prepared for him, Kelsey sorely wanted to tedeye her mother.



She recalled how sternly he had expressly forbidaero do so, but
she couldn't help thinking that if her mother hetaelwhole of it, she
would take the next jet out.

She sighed as, refusing to allow him to help héeh wWie washing up,
she had to reject too all idea of making that waEngland.

Desperately needing his Eve as he did, he woulkecbbpost strongly
to her returning to Japan while he still had a ntawnof debts to
settle. And torn though she was, Kelsey had to kmn@weuld hurt her
proud father more if she breathed a word to hehsroof the utter
fool he had been with his savings.

That brought Serle Falconer and his persuasiveumtg mind. But

hating him as she did, Kelsey then had to face #saproud as her
father was in relation to his wife, were Falcone&r $pn-in-law, he

would see nothing wrong if Serle settled with hisditors for him.

Hanging up the tea-towel to dry, she went into $iteng room,
knowing that she had to set the seal to her fatllespair by coming
clean before Mr Saito arrived.

'‘Dad," she said, going and taking a seat besid®hithe settee, 'l . ..'
she broke off as the door bell chimed, and knewhisi®yes came
alight in the hope that it was Falconer, that she &ready left it too
late. Mr Saito had arrived.

'l go,' she volunteered, but felt her fatheesiti on her arm as he go
to his feet.

'You sit tight,' he said. 'You mustn't appear tagex.'

Oh God, she thought in despair of her own as héd tedet Mr Saito
in, this was absolutely awful!



Her eyes as bleak as her father's had been, shghthavhen she
heard him bring Mr Saito into the sitting room tislte had better
raise her head to offer some form of greeting. Bug was one
occasion, she was thinking, when, bad form thotighight be, she
was going to stay by her father's side while herdheshat the
go-between had come to tell him. Slowly, Kelseykk up—and as
she did, so shock took the bleakness from her eyes.

And that shock left her speechless as she blirkadi plinked again,
and was still unable to believe what her eyes uadliag her.

Quickly she looked from the man who, a bouquetases in his
hands, had entered, her father with a grin fromt@a&ar on his face
behind him. And she was still incapable of speakulmgn, catching
her eye, her father smiled as he turned to thepalffectly at ease
man, even without the excuse of keeping rosessithaind, and then
back to her as, in quite the best humour she hadtsen in of late, he
beamed, obviously forgetful that he had just tad ot to appear too
eager.

| told you that you had nothing to worry about, &}, didn't I?' And
with that grin still splitting his face, 'Serle hasme courting,’ he
announced.

Kelsey's face went scarlet as her eyes met thogeohan who had
almost made her his puppet two nights ago. Andrebggher with a
smile that was all charm, Serle Falconer thrustadises at her.

'Hello, Kelsey my dear,' he said smoothly. 'Doesryaretty colour
mean you're pleased to see me?’

A month later the roses Serle had brought her wetteered and
dead, and Kelsey was having to take long and sestack of what
was she to do about the way Serle Falconer hadi®eeoconstant



visitor to the little bungalow. Though why she wasusing to take
stock she didn't know, for the answer was quitgpm-it was more
than time she put a stop to it.

It was all down to her that she hadn't put a sto before it had
begun, she knew that. But what with Serle at heggrting and polite
best, nothing in his face to reveal that a month tag knew full well
the reason for her 'pretty colour'—there was ngtlwnong with his
memory either of the way she had clung to him tingitt—and what
with her father beaming so happily, she just hadoeen able to say
to the pair of them that this had gone far enoagi,that it was going
no further.

She had been weak, she confessed it, but withatleerf once more
cock-a-hoop, it had been early on that she hadchist@o that small
voice that told her, with him pushing her at Fakgnwvhy not go
along with it? Would it hurt? Whom would it hurth&had no idea
then for how long Serle intended to play it outt Wth her father's
depression an established fact if she didn't gogaieith it, she had
thought then that perhaps a week or so of heruietg she fancied
Falconer might have him back on an even keel anth his
intelligence, able to see his own situation morady. Why, he
might even be able to come up with some answer i
problems—that didn't include Falconer— some answieich had
been lost to him in the fog of his unhappiness.

And so, weakened by thoughts of keeping her fatluspression at
bay, and thoughts of how he would be if she pustaddoner's roses
back at him and told him what he could do with thehe had gone
along with it.

But that week or she had imagined it would be leeféalconer got
tired of his little game had stretched. It seenmedadible to her now
that she had allowed it to go on for so long. Orthat matter, that he
had too.



At first she had thought she knew what it was b8wd. It must be,
she had been convinced, that he was still out\fferyeounce of that
pound of flesh in retribution for her insulting has she had.

Her second thought, when a week had gone by anddwd Serle
escorting her to various places of interest, cudtting in a visit to his
house, was that she was certain his week's 'wak' going to be
concluded with him taking up from where they h&tl o that night
in his car. For she was certain then that haviag iight sparked off
his desire—she turned her backon the thought thatd been a
mutual desire—the only reason he was dating het bauthat he was
a man who didn't like to have his ardour frustrated

But. 'Shall we go?' he had said that night theydal@d at his home
for the tickets he had for a concert but which rented he had
forgotten.

'‘Go?' Wary of him, ready to thump him if he tookmsach as half a
step to grab hold of her, 'Go where?' she ask#ly sknowing did he
have another think coming if he thought he was gtonget her to go
with him to any of those upstairs rooms. True, Adrtt so much as
held hands with her sindbat night—but she didn't trust him. Better
she trusted her instinct that told her he was wngifor something,
that he had been biding his time all this week.

‘The concert,' he had answered smoothly, holdiegtittkets aloft.
And with charm coming out of every pore, a look atbbim that
clearly told her he had read every thought in herdm'Had you
forgotten, my dear?'

To hell with him and his 'my dear'! she had thoughboting off the
wide couch and heading out of his house, not ngstwe grin he
wasn't quick enough to cover as she marched past hi



Last Sunday he had taken her for a long drive naver, she thought,
would she ever forget the truly wonderful scendtguntains of oaks
and firs, deep tranquil valleys—the picture woulalysetched in her
mind for ever, she knew. She too had been feelagqtil by the

time Serle had pulled up at the Tededori dam. Theay stood for

some minutes looking at the marvellous feat of megiing with yet

more tree-covered mountains in the background.

Then she had turned to him, wonder in her eyed aha had seen.
But at the look in Serle's eyes, eyes that lookadandat her with
warmth in them for the first time 'in all these Wwegso her feeling of
tranquillity vanished. He's going to kiss me, dheught, and as his
head came near, and her heart started hammerirg,fasgot
completely what she was going to do to him if hergmh as tried it.

But he did not kiss her. Instead he checked. Ardhieartbeats still
erratic, she realised it had never been his iraarto kiss her as the
fingers of the arm he had looked ready to placaddwer, went up to
smooth the side of her cheek.

‘You've got a smut on your face,' he said. And m@wiped it away,
he turned from her to suggest calmly, 'If you'relifeg peckish, |
know just the place for lunch.’

'I'm starving,' she had lied, for suddenly, whefolkeshe had felt she
could tuck in with the best of them, she had ncetipg

Her appetite had come back later, but not therfgedif tranquillity.

And as Kelsey came near to making her decision litsafarcicial

‘courtship’ had to stop, she realised that neveldvshe feel tranquil
until she had ended it.

Whatever Serle's reasons for keeping on with it—eshddn't quite
remember when he had ceased to be Falconer toti¢raal become
Serle—she could no longer fathom. But to receivetlar "Who's



joking'? type of non-answer should she ask him, enlaer refrain
froip putting the question.

Her reason for going out with him had been to kéep father
cheerful. But now that reason had become obsdteteher father
had come so far from the depression that had dobgedhat his
depression was now a thing of the past.

Oh, he had had an off hour or two last week whigttar for Kelsey
from her mother had been passed on via Yukiko. iHether had
made no mention of him, but because she knew he¢eddn read
what his wife had written but was too proud to akk]sey had
handed it over—he had been down for a little wihilen.

Serle had called for her shortly afterwards, andidtber had been in
bed when he brought her home, but still with treahe courteous
inclination of his head Serle had thanked her elylittor her
company, and had bidden her goodnight.

But Henry Marchant had been his cheerful self abkfast again.
And over the next few days, Kelsey kept thinkingttperhaps all
separating couples went through that same tremeshdbad patch in
the initial stages. But they got over it, didn#y Why, one only had
to look at the second marriages one came acrospdvere to know
that.

Not that it was easy for her to think of her pasedivorced and
married to other people—they had been her ided nathing in her

could make her accept that. Which had her goingraton circles,

because other offspring had to accept that thearpsa were about to
divorce, so why couldn't she?

Realising that the only way out of the quagmiré@fthinking was to
concentrate on positive thought, Kelsey saw, siheee was no way
her parents were going to get back together af@iwas dependent



on her marrying Serle, that she had to take stwmbnow, to put an
end to her father's hopes. He had grown strongengiuhis last
month, but, she suddenly saw, she was doing hinfanours by
keeping up the pretence.

'Seeing Serle tonight?' he asked, his usual quegtlen he came
home.

Yes, but for the last time, she wanted to tell HBut she discovered
that she couldn't yet be as hard as she would teabbe tomorrow
when she would have to tell him that it was allrove

'‘We're going out for a meal,' she said, and mantgegse, 'But don't
worry, I've seen to it that you're catered for!'

With Serle being the same polite, charming mandeeldeen all that
month, as their meal progressed any minor qualmsseke
experienced at the thought of his reaction wheimdaed what she had
to say were negated by the thought that he wowbdally shrug his
shoulders and then, with that same charm and pebte shake hands
and bid her an uncaring farewell.

Not that she wanted him to care, she thought. Goledl that was the
last thing she wanted! Though oddly, when it washsaisimple thing
to say, because of the circumstances no hurt bareside, they had
completed their dinner and were outside the reatdurSerle
courteously handing her into the car, and shehstiin't told him.

There seemed to be more than the usual amourdfb€ tabout, and
he must be giving all his concentration to his itigy she thought, for
usually he could, and often did, talk interestinghout any subject
that came up. But on that drive to her home he agasilent as she
was herself.

I'll tell him when he drops me off, she thoughtitam she wasn't just
delaying the moment. He had to give more thartla attention to the



driving conditions, hadn't he? No point in distragt him
unnecessarily.

But Serle, she was to discover, had already discetnat she. had
something on her mind. For when the car stoppedidmitthe

bungalow, he did not immediately get out and gobto the other
side the way he always did. And while she was qo#tpable of

opening car doors for herself, Kelsey found she twasng towards

him, before she had thought about it. But beforehuld get in and
tell him that this was their last date, Serle wa#rst, his tone even,
as quietly he said:

‘You've had something on your mind all evening,d€g|' and taking
the wind from her sails, 'What's wrong?' he asked.

The ball placed squarely in her court, she suddésitythe oddest
reluctance to tell him that she didn't want tolse@any more. Which
had to be crazy, she thought, and she was angnganeith herself
then not to hold back any longer.'There's not alevhai right in the
way we've been so constantly seeing each othep#sts month, is
there?' she answered snappily.

But where she was sharp, acid coming through intbees, she
realised that Serle was remaining remarkably coisl,voice even
still, as he asked:

‘You've found our outings boring?’

Having never thought about it, she realised thatenénad she
experienced boredom in his company. She found Mmmoyng
sometimes, infuriating at others. But there waree when he made
her laugh, times when after she had been out vimthaimd had gone
to her bed she had been near to forgetting wheatca their going out
together really was—but never had she been bonatdl ré&collecting
what this was all about before he had sidetracleeddime thought he



was deliberately missing the point. And it was theot ready to be
put off by any more of his sidetracking or him lgeideliberately
obtuse, that she came right out and told him wiaat leen in her
mind all evening.

'I'm not going out with you again,' she said,-awsine was being
blunt, but glad she had got it out. Though she swaprised at his
short sharp answer, an edge there in his tone:

‘You're leaving? You're returning to England?"

Still not having sorted out fully why he had stdrte take her around
in the first place, she was niggled that he wgaattaccepting what
she told him without question.

'‘Chalk up a first, Serle,' she said, her irritatfimling an opening in
sarcasm. 'l appreciate that you must find it shatjethat a girl
doesn't want to go out with you—but I'm sorry, hileven have the
excuse of a planned return to England to offer."

In Silence he accepted that she wasn't plannitepiee Japan, and in
silence he took her sarcasm. But when, thinkingwlzes an end to it,
Kelsey would have turned from him and opened the&lcar, she felt

his hand come to her arm to stay her.

Knowing him well enough to know that she wasn'tngoanywhere
until he'd had his say, she angrily shook off asdh Her sarcasm
was going to come bouncing back with a bonus, slegvkhat too as
she moved to sit staring mutinously out throughwiredscreen.

But to her surprise there was no sarcasm at abarle's voice.
Though what he said did nothing to lessen her ageguietly he let
fall:

‘You're not playing the game, my dear.’



It was that 'my dear' that did it. That phoney, 0 'my dear'. He
didn't care a button for her—not that she wanted ta, she fumed.
But it was that insincere 'my dear' that had heketing up from
merely being niggled, into exploding:

‘That's all it is to you, isn't it—some game! Sogaene you're playing
for. ..

'It's more than a game to you?'

His quietly asked question floored her. He was mgkhe question
sound as though it was something personal to hinenwshe knew
very well it wasn't. But she knew all about hisogiongue and then
some! Why, if he'd kept his mouth shut, her po@rdather ... It was
then that Kelsey got up from the floor.

'It's a game that's too cruel to my father,' shehiom shortly—angry
enough not to back away from bringing into the opdrat all this
was about anyway. 'He's up to his ears in debtwatinchim believing
you and | may marry, he thinks . . ." She brokesatfdenly, horrified
at what she was saying, even if Serle Falconekmidv what was in
her father's mind.

'He thinks,' he didn't blink in finishing for héthat with me in the
family, all his financial problems will be solved.'

That edge was back in his voice, she could sweeast And she was
in there hotly to defend, 'Well, it's a" your fathiat he's in the fix he's
in at all. If you hadn't persuaded him to inves kifie's savings in
some worthless scheme, he'd most likely be in Eghow trying to
get my mother back . . ." Again she broke off,laslight from the
street lamp shone on them, aware that she haerd'Sattention.

Oh God! she groaned inwardly, wanting to bite bagte that anger
had made her reveal something he was never me&novto.



‘You parents have separated?'

His question was expected. But she didn't wargthswer. Though as
sadness hit, and sent her fury on its way, sheswesno reply was
needed. Serle was shrewd enough to know anywaywittlather
mother being away all this time it wasn't just kbgal formalities of
her grandmother's estate that was keeping her.

But tears stung her eyes as he waited for his arameeshe recalled
what her parents' marriage had been like, andghesat looked like
NOw.

‘They were always so happy,' she said chokily. il life I've
known them as a perfect couple. They were my idélady-had—had
the sort of marriage | wanted for myself.’

A tear had slipped unnoticed .down her cheek, adden awareness
of its dampness brought her away from that softtiestshad settled
over her. Though she refrained from wiping the &a&ay lest she
brought his attention to it.

‘Things must have started to go wrong for them ieefiive was called
home to her sick mother,"' Serle commented.

'‘My—mother had wanted to return to England for sdmee,' she

told him, guessing his logical brain had sorted tha separation had
not been the result of a'ny solitary squall. Ané slad to agree, "It
upset her that my father said they couldn't go—tklbbeght he was
putting his work first, so | suppose it must havevgn into quite a

bone of contention between them.’

‘These things do rather start to snowball once tetystarted,' he
inserted quietly, his understanding having hertostny thought that
he was her enemy. 'l can imagine it growing intiega sizeable one,
with Eve wanting to be off and Henry wanting toyspat.'



'Oh, it wasn't that he didn't want to go,' sheected him. She smiled
softly. '"He was always so proud of her, for henv#s just that he
simply refused to let her standard of living dreyhjch it would, with
his enquiries revealing that it was unlikely he Vdoget a job in
England. Or that even if he did find a job, the papuldn't equal the
salary he's getting here—he just can't afford toHgpwas too proud
too," she said sadly, 'to want her to know théiftgtthree he's on the
scrap-heap as far as decent jobs go. So proudgrstexd, ‘that he's
forbidden me to tell her any of it.’

Lost as she was to anything save her thoughtsesatiness of her
parents' break-up. Kelsey was startled into awaseties she was
still sitting in the car with Serle, the lamplighlaying on her face,

when suddenly she felt his hand stroke down the sidher face.

'‘Don't cry,' he said softly, and as she felt darspribere again, only
then did she realise that she had shed more thastmy tear.

'I'm sorry,' she mumbled, and ashamed he had giadeker tears,
she would have exited promptly from the car.

Only Serle's arm was suddenly about her, thoughag firm and
gentle as he pulled her towards him. And not suea that her father
wouldn't still be up, and not wishing him to seacts of her tears
either, Kelsey allowed her head to be tucked irtde% shoulder, as
he said softly:

'It's knocked you sideways, hasn't it, to have ydaals smashed to
smithereens?'Dumbly she nodded as she fought Witeha had
against tears that were threatening again. 'lqaist accept—that it's
all over for them,' she said chokily, strains ad thars she was trying
to hold back there in her voice.

'It really hurts you, doesn't it?' said Serle so#ind Kelsey, who had
no answer to make, was suddenly finding comfotthénwarm mouth
that settled over hers.



Her arms went round him purely because she needeetking solid,
secure, to hold on to. And she still needed thelisess of him, the
security of him just then when Serle's mouth leftshand it appeared
as though he would move away.

For Kelsey clung. And it was she who kissed himmvfoe a moment
he pulled back. Then all at once she was expengnitiose same
delights she had experienced with him as the mastee before.
Because, feeling her need, Serle did not pull lzegekn, but for the
first time in a month, he was kissing her, andasvas though he was
making up for lost time.

Her head was spinning from the onslaught of hisdgs Not just
kisses to her mouth alone, but to her eyes, tohneat, to the hollow
between her breasts, revealed when experiencedréindgjd away
with hook and eye after the zip on her dress, agldd¢ just clutched
at him, her hands going to his hair, to his neobyad him, her hands
at the buttons on his shirt.

‘Sweet Kelsey,' she heard his hoarse whisper, sntainds were on
the naked globes of her breasts, his body movingvikeng body so
that they were out of the glow of the lamplighte fbressure of him
thrilling her as he half lay over her in the car.

Her breasts peaked with throbbing excitement asleteringers
planed over their sensitive tips.

'Serle,' she whispered, and was drowning her raeuirh.

Then suddenly, when she had thought his passiomidiag as high

as the passion in her, he was stilling in his meareis1 But there was
all the confirmation she needed as to the passidnim when, his

voice ragged, he told her thickly:

'l want you, Kelsey—nbut not here—not like this.’



She had lost all idea of where she was, his lovamgdkad done that
to her. But his words, Serle putting into words hi®mentary
physical need for her, made shock hit her at tbaght of where all
this had been leading. And the suggestion she titdwegwas making
by his remark of 'not here', had her pushing athest.

That he not only allowed her to sit up, but helped to do so, was
another indication, she saw, that he was suggestery went
hurriedly on to his house, where he would lose inte tin again
getting her horizontal.

With more haste than accuracy as she slid painfldiyn from that
state of ecstatic unawareness, Kelsey attenddtetdisarray of her
clothes. She saw Serle wasn't bothering to do etitons on his
shirt, and cooled another couple of degrees thambst want to
resume with all speed when they reached his house.

His hand came out either to help her with her argp stop her from

doing it up; she was so beset by the thought oft Wieadevil was it

about this man that he could do this to her, tokfar sure. But she
knocked his hand away, wanting to cool down evenigh she was
certain that she was more in control now and tb#ting more was
going to happen, wary of his touch that could igrsitich an instant
response.

Her clothing as straight as she could make it, awhat Serle was
watching her, she sought for some excuse for heaaksing behaviour.
Shocking when she considered how she should be/inghtwards

him in the light of what, through him, had happeteter father.

The thought of her father and the terrible mesw&® still in—all on
account of Serle Falconer— sufficient to bring keglslithering the
rest of the way from the pinnacle of desire Sedd taken her to.
Though, annoyingly, she had to-clear her throafpreeshe was
ready.



'‘As a kiss of farewell, Serle," she said, injectaligthe coolness she
was capable of into her tones, 'that was somegisgagain.'

‘Kiss of farewell!" he echoed, the last thing hpewted to hear, she
thought, dearly wishing she could see his astoueapcession.

'‘Good heavens!' she made herself say, realisingvabestill shaking
inside, though hoping that it wasn't showing. “séowely don't think it
was anything else!'

He moved then, and the light did catch his faced Ais expression
was grim, she saw, as his chin jutted forward, e tvmight, she

thought, beginning to feel better, since this was gecond time he
was going to go home frustrated.

‘You're saying that athatwas, was a pleasaatlieuas far as you're
concerned,’ he grated, that threatening look tinerkis eyes she
should have been wary of before, but hadn't beemvasn't this
time.

"You didn't think . . .!" she gasped, then pautstdhe pause lengthen
into two seconds, and then, never knowing she wah & good
actress. 'Oh, for goodness' sake ..." Then asli¢écting herself,
'‘Really, Serle, you should know better. Why | tptdi myself | never
go— all the way—unless I'm fond of the male in diggs’

He had backed out of the light so she could no dorsge what
expression he wore. But his voice was soundinghtpwen he said:

‘Are you trying to tell me that had | not thougletter than to take you
now, and in my car, you would have been the onestp
our—interlude—before yodid go all the way?’

Her face flared crimson. It was one thing to hdpehink, that she
would have stopped him, but quite another not tmkfor sure. And



she was as angry with herself then, as well as hiith, that she
couldn't be positive.

‘You've been around, Serle,' she said shorthtjigpbut a remark her
father had once made, 'so you must know that | Wasetending

when | kissed you back. But do you honestly beliewene moment
that | would give myself to a man whom | have nolyanot the least
liking for," and whipping herself up into fury alsesthought about it,
'but also to a man who is ultimately responsible fty parents'

marriage being on the rocks!

You're blaming me that your parents can't make afgt?"

His reply had been snarled, but Kelsey had notedisisat he was so
disdainful of wanting her liking that he hadn't lveted to mention
it—though she was sure that didn't worry her, astshe back into
him.

'It's your fault that my father has lost all chan€going to England to
patch things up,' she snapped. 'If it wasn't far @ would never
have invested all his savingadmoney he borrowed. If it wasn't for
you he might have risked going to England and figahe right job.
He might.. .’

"You don't know what you're talking about,' she watsoff bluntly.

‘You're saying you didn't persuade my father test?' she scorned,
knowing very well he had.

‘The mood you're in, | wouldn't dream of tellinguyanything,' he bit.

‘Then I'll save you the bother of saying anythingalh' she said
snappily. And with her hand wrenching the door gps&ime was
through it.



But she was to find that Serle Falconer could midke lightning
when he had a mind to. And that he had a mind ®aok&ious, for he
was there beside her when she had slammed theaaslaut.

‘Goodbye, Falconer,’ she threw at him, finalityantone that had that
threatening glint coming to his eyes.

But he did not stop her from going up the path. Ambors, and in
her bed, Kelsey had the uncomfortable feelingithahs not all over
yet. For though in marching away from him she caowddonger see
the threat in his eyes, she had not missed thet thas a threat in his
voice as he had answered silkily:

‘Sayonaramy dear.’



CHAPTER SEVEN

OF courseit was all over between her and Serle Falconelsdse
thought crossly the following morning, having timeethink now that
her father had left for his office. For one thil8grle just wasn't the
sort to hang his hat up to a girl where it wasrdhted—not that he
had been hanging up his hat, she owned, but he chrtamuldn't
come back for more now that she had said goodbye.

Though having firmly decided that the threat sloeight she had read
in his eyes, in his tone, was all part and partkeobeing all over the
place emotionally; and had she been all over thegpemotionally

last night! she winced, as she knew she wouldfdms hot as she
recalled, that she'd had practically nothing orhauit even knowing

it—well, not on her top half anyway—Kelsey founddbaghout that

day that she just could not get Serle Falconepbhéer mind.

Which was not what she wanted at all, because ahéad to give her
full attention to concentrating on what she shdeltiher father, on
how even though she had been sure he could nowttae should
tell him that she was not going to see Serle again.

But as the day wore on with her going from beirgssrwith herself,
cross with Serle Falconer, alternating with herlifge flat and
lifeless, and angry too when once she had torniyion the head the
oddest of notions that floated through her mindt thaybe she was
feeling flat and lifeless because she wasn't gngee Serle again.
What a ridiculous idea, she scoffed scornfully—wHyshe never
saw him again it would be too soon.

But try as she would he kept coming between herhanrdhoughts

that her father would have to be told. And toldighi, she thought, a
touch of the coward coming to her to hope thatithlad seen Serle
that day, then maybe Serle would have told him.



One look at her father's face that night, not sgdior anxious as she
had seen in the past, but as happy as he couldefeom his wife,
and Kelsey suddenly saw that hope was still aliveim. She knew
then that if his path had crossed Serle's that tthayy Serle had not
told him that he had received his marching orders.

'‘Going out with Serle tonight?' he asked, dashihigeast thoughts that
maybe Serléadtold him but that feeling so much better now, bd h
been unaffected by the news.

'‘Er—no,' she said. And realising the moment wasemto tell him,
she had a sudden vision of how terrible he haddddkefore Serle
had come on the scene. Promptly she got cold fd#etjo and see
about dinner,' she said, and shot from her chairi@to the kitchen,
where she called herself all manner of cowardly esmfor having
ducked it when the moment had been so right.

Angry with herself, she had to admit then, as sitethpe potatoes on
to boil, that she was now not quite so certainh&slad been that he
was up to taking her removing that last hope fram.hAnd as
sadness invaded, taking away her anger, she kreewosifdn't bear it
if he returned to being the way he had been—yedherother hand,
what else could she have done but what she had?atther had to
know some time that he was living in a fool's p&adh the belief he
had that Serle was going to marry her—andMas so much better
now. Stronger than he had been.

On that thought, Kelsey knew she couldn't duckny donger.
Turning the potatoes down to a low heat, she ledt kitchen and
went, determined not to be so cowardly a second, track into the
sitting room where her father sat reading the paper

'‘Dad," she said, and when he looked up and saseti@isness of her
expression then put down his copy of thepan Times;l've got
something to tell you."' And sticking in there whstre saw she had his



full attention, 'l don't want you to be . . ."' Danshe thought, as the
door bell chimed, cutting through the 'upset’ sloeld have uttered,
before she could go on with her, 'But. ..’

‘You're looking very serious, love," Henry Marchatserved. 'I'll
answer the door first, shall I? Then you can teliryold dad what's
troubling you uninterrupted.'

Feeling her strength deserting her, Kelsey wiltdghck as he left the
room. She had the dreadful suspicion that he wiagdo be looking
far more serious, far more troubled than she wagnwtheir
conversation was over.

Anger to hear two pairs of footsteps returning Het flagging
courage returning. If Serle Falconer had calledpigng that last
night she had definitely said goodbye to him, teeen if it had to be
done in front of her father, she was again gointglichim the same
thing—with emphasis!

It was not Serle who came first into the sittingmo And for one
moment Kelsey was left wondering what she was thonlabout to
Imagine he would call anyway. For the next instafhteeing that
their caller was none other than Mr Saito, she igabsing that Serle
had indeed taken her at her word.

'‘Would you get some refreshment for our guest, é&§&ls Henry
Marchant asked. And certain it wasn't disappointnsée felt at the
realisation that, having sent the go-between tanbaggotiations,
Serle, very correctly, had sent him to terminatnthKelsey went
into the kitchen to do her father's bidding.

Though she was quickly back in the sitting roomhvitie glass of
wheat tea she had learned how to make ancwhichihsight the
go-between would prefer. And her glance went qyit&lher father
to see how he was taking what Mr Saito was tehimg.



He couldn't have got started yet, she thoughtjmdathemugi chan
front of their guest along with a couple of tinykea. For though he
was doing most of the talking, she guessed, simrefdither was
beaming broadly, that Mr Saito was going through pleasantries
first.

Probably discussing baseball, Japan's number ame spe thought.
But she was determined then that, unlike the dihe, this was a
time when she was staying. Even if she couldn'etstdnd a word of
what was being said, she was staying. Not thatvaindd need a
translation; she knew well enough what Mr Saito badhe to say
before her father relayed it in English.

The oddest thing was, though, that in the wholtheftime that the
go-between was talking, not once did her fatheajsply look leave
him.

She recalled the threat that had been in Serle's, ¢yat threat that
said she hadn't heard the last of him yet. Butstinegged that away,
the way she had shrugged it off that morningwés over. It was
finished with. It was just that her father, so mbeftter now, was able
to mask any upset he was feeling by a polite smile.

She had her owtsaydnarato say to Mr Saito when finally he stooc
up to take his leave. And while her father saw aut) and she waited
for him to return, she sat eyeing the small whaechment-looking
parcel bound with gold and silver twine in a fastype, and with an
artificial flower in one corner, which Mr Saito h&ft behind.

Perhaps it contained a formal declaration of thification of the

proceedings, she thought, not having an tdea haWw s&rminations
were usually performed. But hearing her fatheep,sshe left such
wonderings and prepared herself to meet any ofgthestions he
would put as to why had he to wait for Mr Saitddt him when she



had seen him at breakfast and in the time sindetidbeen home this
evening.

'‘No wonder you were looking serious, love,' he sa@ming back
into the room, that broad smile still on his fad&u tried to tell me
before our visitor called, didn't you?'

'‘Er—yes,' she answered, her brow puzzled. Somethagywrong,
she just knew it was. She wanted her father hapfpgourse she did,
but he was taking it too well. 'l was afraid—er—aadr you might
be—upset,' she murmured.

And all at once she was on the receiving end ai@se and fatherly
hug from her parent, who kissed her cheek, theyddtack to look at
her, his face unsmiling for a second as he said:

‘Well, no father really wants to part with hislétgirl." And a grin he
couldn't contain burst out again as Kelsey souggpdrately to
discover what he was talking about. 'But | haveangieties about
handing you over to Serle's safe keeping.'

'Serle's safe keeping!" she echoed faintly, hecevaihoked, but
finding he was in such high spirits, that he justswt seeing her
exclamation as being one of surprise.

'‘As soon as Mr Saito passed that over | knew,alek his eyes going
from her to the decorated parcel that lay on thieta

'You knew?' she questioned, and, floundering, 'Vi$hd?' she asked.

'It's youryuing' he beamed, going over to the commercially pregbar
package and handing it to her. Then shatteringchepletely, he
explained, 'Serle has as good as said he wantsatoy gou by
sending that along.’



And she thought she had been floundering beforelgek was

building up in her that she hadn't been mistakbat she hadn't
imaged that 'you haven't heard the last of met gli®erle Falconer's
eyes, and she was still looking dumbfounded endagher father,

catching her expression, to pause and then dedigletwas she was
looking as if she didn't fully understand what vgasng on.

'Of course,' he said cheerily, 'you can't havedeatheyuino.'

'‘Er—no, | haven't,’ she agreed, her right handistato itch to come
Into contact with a certain person—vasup to something.

'It's the custom here,’ Henry Marchant explaireat] 'since Serle has
done his courting according to the customs of thentry he's in, why
shouldn't an engaged girl receive what theyyathofrom her fiance
in advance of the wedding?'

Well, Serle Falconer was going to have it straigdatk, whatever it
was! Kelsey thought. Her father obviously thoudie saw now that
the something she had to tell him was that Serdepnaposed. And if
that wasn't enough to set her hate going—she wels toahating

Falconer with everything she had when her fathertwa to explain

exactly whatyuinowas.

It was money. Money given before marriage by tlaade of the

bride-to-be, in order for her to buy such furnitara fittings as was
thought necessary for their future home. About miBon yen was

the usual sum, so he said. But as Kelsey did @ regdculation and
translated that amount into somewhere over twoséod pounds, so
her eyes started to go wide, and he was ending:

‘Though | shouldn't be surprised, since Serle ltadaed to save his
coppers to be able to raise that amount, that youno, Kelsey, will
far exceed that sum.’



Her yuino! Blisteringly angry, she wished she knew where Mit&
lived so she could take that package straight babtkm.

‘Aren't you going to open it?'

She was brought away from her outraged thoughtseatfather's
guestion. She looked from the package in her hahdsword 'No'
there, then the word died on her tongue. Becalisdes rigid, she
could see that he was not looking at her, but atpilickage. And
much though she didn't want to believe what hesayere telling
her, as clearly as if he had said it, she was ngadihis eyes the hope
that some of what the package contained wouldrzkny its way to
him!

'‘Come on, love, don't keep me in suspense,' heduayed it was
obvious that he was in suspense to see how muoh waes for him,
not her.

' don't. . ." she tried.

Then all of a sudden, her heart softened. The pear love, she
thought, he wasn't avaricious, she knew he wagti'tthat was
driving him, all that was making him forget thaétmoney had been
sent for her, not for him—if indeed the package tamed
money—uwas his burning need to be reunited witmiaher. And all
he could see was that maybe the package contdieeddans of that
reunion being accomplished.

Hardly aware of what she was doing, Kelsey slipthexl gold and
silver band from around the parchment— the ar&fiiower falling
unheeded to the floor. Then piece by piece shedusaith flap of the
parcel until she was holding in her hands the b@kyelope at its
centre. Having gone too far then to flinch now, sipened the
envelope and extracted the contents.



Minutes later both she and her father were stiling) on the settee
where first one and then the other had slumpetthi¢ononey in a pile
between them.

‘Twenty thousand pounds,' said Henry Marchantwhg he had a
couple of times since the envelope had been opémmagh his voice
sounded less hoarse this time.

And he was then giving her the broadest of hirgsloaking away
from her, as though slightly ashamed of himself, s need of the
money far greater than hers:

'l've been to Serle's house a time or two, as ywjhhae said quietly.
And as Kelsey looked down and saw that his knuokie® showing

white, 'Serle has a houseful of beautiful furnitaheeady, hasn't he,
love?'

‘Yes,' she agreed on a whisper, being torn in twale. She should
tell him that that money had to go back, that thess not the
smallest likelihood of her and Serle marrying. Sheuld tell him,

and now, she thought, that only last night shetbltiSerle that she
wasn't going to see him again. But as she lookathaag his white
knuckles, she heard too the unbearable tensiaminthe strain in his
voice, as he said:

‘Then don't you think thguino he has sent for you must be Serle
way of saying he wants you to have the money & sopal gift from
him to you?' No, no, she didn't think that at slfle wanted to tell him.
But he was pressing his theme, 'The type of packldgaito brought
Is always the sort used when money is presentadyds By sending
a gift envelope, Serle must mean for you to do with treney
whatever you wish.'

'‘Dad,' she croaked, wanting to tell him he coultiave it, that it
wasn't hers to give. 'Dad," she said chokily agamadl, would then, she



thought, have been able to deny him his happindssuld, she

thought, have been able to, had he not chosepitbeise moment to
take his eyes from whatever object across the roloey were

focussed on and turn them to look at her.,

And what Kelsey saw there in those moist pleadyegavas the look
of a man about to die if she took this last-chameagygdrom him. And

it was her hands which were clenched then, herldasavhich were
white as she fought to deny him the chance to éigainst what
everything else inside her was screaming—that tbeey was not
hers to give, that it should be sent back to ite@vwvith all speed.

She was not conscious of having made a decisiahapicked the
money up from the settee. She was conscious oatyhéhwould be
able to accept it with less shame, if he thougletwhs giving it to
him willingly.

‘What the heck do | want with twenty thousand paMdhe said, a
smile on her face that was at odds with the deé@ppiness inside
her, as she pushed the money at him.

'Oh, Kelsey—oh, love,' he said, a proud man whodwade near to
the bottom. 'What can | say?'

‘Just be happy,' she told him, and there were s&kmneng in her eyes
as she added, knowing he needed a fillip to hdeprfiWhat's twenty
thousand between friends—you're a great dad, yowk\nd when

for the second time in her life she thought she g@ag to see him
weep, and she just couldn't take that, brisklygltly, she asked,
'‘Now, who's going to ring Mother, you or me?'

Once she had mentioned her mother, all other tholeghHenry
Marchant but to break the silence with his wifet tbeemed to have
gone on for ever.



Kelsey busied herself in the kitchen while he tetaped. She guessec
their conversation would have no room for her, tffoshe could
speak to her mother another time. Serle Falcoherioney he had
sent, both tried to get into her head, but she'tu@me allow herself to
think about him or his money. The die was cast)at®to wonder if
she had done the right thing!

Her father coming to find her in the kitchen haiflzour later—that
phone call was going to cost a bomb!—his eyes syihke those of
a small excited schoolboy, were all she neededchtavkthat Serle's
money had been well spent and that her father'sgball had been
well received. Though for all, in her father's eagss, he had
forgotten about the time change and he had be&y tacatch Eve in
the middle of the day. Then he was slapping hieHead, an
indication that he had forgotten something else too

'l didn't say a word about you and Serle!" he subjdemembered.

'l should be surprised if | got a mention at &lklsey grinned, in the
face of his utter and sublime happiness. 'Is a aka@ughter allowed to
know what's going on?' she enquired, able to tealske, for the
moment to keep the door tight shut on thoughts wWeae going to
have her sleepless when she let them in.

'Like what, for instance?' he replied, teasinguimf suddenly, all at
once, the laughing-eyed father she had always known.

'Like are you going to be welcomed back into tHd?b

'l wondered about that myself before | phonedsdid seriously, and
confessed, 'lI've been terrified Eve would have dbsomebody else
before | could get to her.’

'‘Oh, Dad!" she reproached him, though realisingalihough she had
asked her mother herself if there was anybody éhee,her father,



not seeing the two of them through her eyes, mast rhad all
manner of such thoughts going through his head.

'l know," he said. 'Crazy, wasn't I? Anyway, | siynjold Eve that |
couldn't live without her any longer.'

‘And what did she say?'
'‘Want to know it all, don't you?' He was back tasieg again.
'Only the uncensorable bits,' she said cheekily.

'Remind me to give you a talking to some time,chme back, but
went on to reveal that Eve had told him it was alvooe he realised
that she had more charms than his stuffy office.

With Henry Marchant in top form now that all hisges were to be
realised, their delayed meal and the rest of tlemieg passed with
him at his most talkative. In a serious momenoie Kelsey that, life
being no life at all without her mother, the stamdae had set himself
had paled, so that had it not been for the delats wlere hanging
around his neck—it had made a difference that Eae ihherited
Gran's home, since the headache of where wouldlitreeyand how
much such accommodation would cost, relieved—heldvbave
given serious thought to leaving Japan and takisgchances of
being able to find a decent job when he got to &mgjl

On the one hand overjoyed for him that Serle's movmild settle all
his debts in Japan and still leave him a tidy soitde him over until
he got himself sorted out in England, Kelsey at Veesnt to bed no
longer able to hide from facing all the terriblennses on the other
hand.

With no thought in her head of going to sleep sh@ressed and lay
on top of her mattresses that hot night; and wais Bfombarded by a



whole host of questions, that started with a vergreous first one.
What had she done? Just what dreadful, dreadfu thad she done?

Her heart went bumping wildly at the insane thougtitd Serle
really want to marry her; was that why he had gkatyuino? Of
course he didn't want to marry her, came back tissvar; and her
heart settled to a dull thud as she realised thk tf that reply.

So why on earth had he sent Mr Saito with twenbusand pounds?
Not chickenfeed by anyone's standards, even heswsjuld have
thought. Oh, why, why, why had he sent it?

Kelsey was still searching for an answer the nayt @hat her father
had spent a sleepless night too, though it had beepy excited
thoughts that had kept him awake, she knew, wateaeed by his
tired though at- peace-with-the-world eyes.

‘Morning, love," he greeted her, coming into thtetien and yawning
widely.

‘Sleep well?' she asked, finding a teasing nota somewhere.

‘Too much on my mind," he replied happily, andKglsad a feeling
then that, up there on cloud nine, should one dfida not infrequent
earthquakes happen today, he wouldn't even natice i

The light-hearted manner she tried to keep up t@imiais, even the
prospect facing him of telling his employers thatwas breaking his
contract not daunting him, fell away from Kelseg thoment she had
waved her father off. And she was again in thelswimightmare of
thoughts that, contrary to her hope, hadn't lighteat all with the
coming of day.

It was less than useless to repeat what had gooegih her head in
the dark hours of the night; that she had comeafmd with the
specific aim of doing something to get her pardydsk together



again, and that having achieved precisely that &mjas no use
crying about the way her aim had been achieved-e%aiconer was
twenty thousand pounds the lighter!

Oh lord, why had he sent that money? Why had héhatitemptation
in her way? And again she was plagued with theghguvhy, why
had he done it?

Over the past month she thought she had grownadw lenittle about
him; but suddenly she found she was asking hersied
guestion—could Serle have learned to know a Hitleut her? Had he
seen in her that something that in view of whatsde told him the
last time she had seen him made him realise tleatvsluld give his
money to her father! She stayed with the thought.

She had, after all, told him it was his fault that father was broke,
that he was the cause ultimately of her parenpgsira¢ion. Had she
perhaps got through to his conscience? Did he,aot, fhave a
conscience?

Oh, grief, she thought, her mind cavorting likeocarrdabout, what
was the answer? Was Serle not feeling any compmeti all for
what he had done when he had persuaded her fathmaake that
unwise investment? Or was this Serle's way of ltathe last word?
Was he perhaps angry that, possibly for the fims in his life, some
female had been the first to say, I've had enoumgtt,lte had chosen
this way to make believe it was he who was conalgidine episode,
this his way of putting the final seal to it? A as$ally expensive final
seal, surely?

By the time her father was due home from his officat night,

Kelsey had run herself ragged. All through the dlag had tortured
herself with trying to find the answers to quessiémwhich there just
were not any answers—not unless she went to sée &wt got the
answers from him. Which raised yet another questiomas Serle



expecting her to get in touch with him? Kelsey wlasn assaulted
with new thoughts she didn't want— surely it wagaper to go and
see him, or, alternatively, up to her to send thaney back.

When Henry Marchant, as cheerful-looking as he hadn that
morning, walked through the door, Kelsey's mind juatllit again on
the absurdity of the thought—it would look wellderle had sent the
money because, intending to stay on in Japan, héedian English
wife; and intended to martyer! So she was more than pleased to s
her father, because his presence there preventedldemaginings
from going any further.

'How did it go?' she asked. 'Were they angry with jor breaking
your contract?'

'‘Polite and inscrutable as | expected,' he told Aed with his grin

showing, making up for its sombre replacement wéles had first
arrived, 'But guess what?' Kelsey shook her heddaated, having
no idea. 'Because | tried to stick to the truth rekier possible, and
told them | must return to England because as laifligas my wife

finds Japan, she wishes to remain in England, hatitherefore |

must join her; I've been told that while they'ret nomising

anything, they'll look into the possibility of acancy for me in the
U.K. branch.'

'‘Why, that's marvellous!" Kelsey exclaimed.

They're not promising, mind," he warned. 'Though thint was
dropped that it wouldn't be a bad idea to have soim&vho can read,
write and speak Japanese at the other end. Mearatimdan view of
me not wanting to blot my copy book any further,entthey asked
me to stay on for a month, | said | would.’

‘You'd better ring Mother," said Kelsey, seeing thher mother was
getting excited at the idea of him being home withie week, as had



been the way he had been talking last night, therosight to be told
straight away.

''ve done that already. | rang her after I'd ngpppait to make my
flight arrangements," he said making her aware that twenty
thousand had already been dipped into for his ticked then, as if
he was looking for plusses, he told her, "The feireeveeks will give
me more time to settle my affairs here.' By tha& ghessed he mean
his creditors. Then came the question she had heaing for.
‘Seeing Serle tonight?

'He rang,' she lied, a chink already appearinganitnoney; there was
no point in giving her father food for thought thatt to see her
intended two nights in a row looked peculiar, esgdgcwhen Serle
lived only a quarter of a mile away. 'He's got sdrueiness he's tied
up with at the moment and can't get out of.'

'He never stops, does he?' said her father adryirimgcepting
without question what she had told him.

The following day saw Kelsey again chasing for arswshe had
sought all the previous day. But on top qf that wlas greatest
agitator of all, for that question her father's dlyn arrival had
stemmed was there again in full force to haunt D&t .Serle mean to
marry her?

Sure that he did not want to marry her any more ste wanted to
marry him, but getting panicky nevertheless, Kelgaye thought to
returning to England with her father. But it waenlfthat in deciding
to return to England with him, she came up agangigantic brick
wall in opposition to that idea.

For, with him taking that money from henlybecause he thought she
was going to marry Serle, hawuldshe return to England with him?
Her father's pride would never surface again ifrsbw told him that



she wasn't going to marry Serle! Why, what withydaiterest rates

being what they were, in all probability her fatihed spent some of
yesterday in not only booking his ticket home, ibutisiting his bank

and settling with at least one of his creditors!

A groan she couldn't stifle broke from her thenr Bb at once it
became startlingly clear to her that with the twahbusand already
broken into, if she told him that Serle was notngoto be his
son-in-law, then her father would look on Serleaasther of his
creditors. And that far from achieving her aim ongng to Japan, all
she would have succeeded in doing would be to gefdther yet
deeper into debt than he had been before!

Believing she'd had enough on her mind to be gomwith, Kelsey
discovered there was still more that could go wrdtay it was over
their meal that night that her father told her @&l lbeen along to
Serle's office that day for a ‘chat’, only Serle baen tied up with
some bankers.

"'l see if | can catch him tomorrow," he addethcdugh with his
negotiations on the boil, | may not be lucky.'

That he had not asked was she seeing Serle thdt agguming she
guessed that Serle was still busy with the busiekeshad invented
that had kept him occupied last night, was a rétigfer. In truth her
powers of invention were fast drying up, as she eglath the

guagmire of how was she going to prevent her fativenen he

worked in the same building—of seeing and talkiogerle before
his plane took off on the first leg of his jourrfey England. And not
onlythat—how, for goodness' sake, was she goiegtase Serle not
coming to the house, or her not going out with &fat the remaining
weeks before her father left?

The idea occurred to her of taking herself off eaigint and coming
home to say she had been out with Serle, but tee thd to be



scrapped; there was little chance of it workingt fagher was bound
to think it funny that not only did Serle not papfor a moment, but
that he never heard his car—and there was stipthielem of the two
of them working in the same building. It was unlikeeven as busy
as Serle was, that with his office only up the iam her father's
they wouldn't bump into each other accidentallyerewithout her
father going to seek Serle out.

Her problems were occupying her so thoroughly Kelsey nearly
jumped out of her skin when the telephone rang.

'‘Answer that, Kelsey, will you?' called her fatherthe middle of
having a sort out in his bedroom in preparationhigrpacking. 'l've
got my hands full at the moment, but I'll be thiera tick.'

It went without saying that the call would be famhbut it would let
the caller know that someone was at home, evemheay didn't
understand her English when she asked them toamold

But Kelsey was to find that not only was her Erglimderstood, but
that she didn't have to ask anyone to hold on wielefather came to
the phone. For the telephone call was not for bum for her.

'l know you were going to give me a ring some titmeight,' said
Serle, his brand of sarcasm as fine as ever anthdhdner eyes
flicking to the clock that said it had gone ninéth 'but | thought I'd
save you the trouble.’

Colour rushed to her face, ashamed colour thatpadth she had
taken his money, Serle obviously thought it a shaffléhat not so
much as a thank-you had he received.

'Er—hello, Serle,' she stammered, embarrassedjritar the collar
that her father had come into the room and wasdstgrwatching
her.



There was silence at the other end which made ¢ge her father
thought that Serle was saying something, for nepared for this
moment, though belatedly realising that she shbake been—her
brain had seized up.

'It occurred to me," Serle went on when the polssilaif her standing
there mute clenching on to the phone for the réshe evening
looked likely, 'that a serious talk between us wlatilcome amiss.
Tonight' he added in a voice there was no arguing with.

Panic in an instant made her nerve ends jandlecithe round,’ she
said quickly, her anxiety rampant that he and atrefr would meet.

'l have no objection to coming to see you.'

Swine, she thought, he knew damn well she washitua funk! 'l
fancy the walk,' she managed, keeping her tonetswee

But her rebellion disappeared, as did her cololnemthe line went
dead. Her father was looking at her with that pdedsok in his eye
that told her he thought it only natural that Seheuld ring her the
moment that his business was through. That he titougnly natural
that they should want to see each other whateeehdlir. Oh, help
me, somebody! she cried inwardly. Serle was imgjstit had been
there in that unarguable withdnight.'

Blue funk wasn't the word for it, she thought, be sealised that if
she didn't get her skates on, Serle would notédtesib come to seek
her out for that 'serious talk'. Oh God, she thoughnic-stricken,

what the dickens was she going to do if he askelisomoney back?



CHAPTER EIGHT

KELSEY's insides were all knotted up as she stood waitingerle to
open the door in answer to her ring. All the wapi®home the one
major thought that had dominated was the samelatehtid rocked
her when she had replaced the phone after his gabwhat was she
going to do if he asked for his money back?

‘You didn't hang about, | see,' he said for opersshe stood back
from the door to let her in.

'l never was one to dawdle," she replied stiffiggis/, not having
been able to outrun her thoughts no matter howhatdéhurried.

Serle led the way into the large airy sitting roshe had been in
before, her eyes taking in the well furnished roam,endorsement
there that apart from perhaps a few feminine tosictieere would be
no need to spend any of that twenty thousand othanastick of
furniture.

Not that the money had been sent for that purpsise, thought
angrily, when she had decided on her way herestiatvasn't going
to get angry; that she wasn't going to get uptater.

'Drink?"

Unaware he had been watching her, Kelsey glancedchtwe Serle
stood over by a drinks cabinet. She saw he wasrigatool and at
ease. And why wouldn't he be at ease? she thooghi/sthe deck
was stacked in his favour.

'‘No,' she said shortly, adding, 'thanks," as arthtbught. She wanted
this interview over and done with quickly.



‘Then may | invite you to take a seat?' he enquinesl eyes still
watchful as, deciding against a drink for himshk#, left the cabinet
and strolled casually towards her.

Swine, she thought again, and she was as angrnjhertielf as much
as him then. For as he neared her and she lootedisstrong face,
looked into those ever watchful eyes, her heartdenly set up a
thunderous beating. And for the first time eveeréhwas no heat in
her when thinking him the swine he was.

Abruptly she turned, confusion rioting in her, assibn that had
started up from just looking at him.

‘That money,' she said, and her voice was sudderslyy as she came
blurting out with the crux of her visit, when maylievould have
been better to have arrived there more slowly. &elswallowed
hard, then thought she had herself under contmdl Having got the
ball rolling, she turned to face him and asked powmt blank, 'Did
you send that money because you wanted the lastAvor

‘Last word?' he repeated. But she wasn't fooledhtealidn't know
what she was on about. And she was glad of ther éingiereturned to
her then, because though she hadn't wanted it dsefuyw she
needed it.

‘You've been trying to make me pay ever sincelulted you in that
restaurant that day,' she challenged hotly. "Yatt ceeny it.'

Her remark, her challenge, had irritated him. Shddtsee that by the
way his mouth firmed and his cool air deserted HBut he wasn't
denying her accusation.

'l never was one to leave accounts unsettledgplesd shortly.

'So | was right,’ Kelsey challenged again. 'The accountsewer
balanced, to your way of thinking. | was the onewht an end to the



farce of our seeing each other.' Kelsey saw fraamérrowing of his
eyes, from the coldness in his look, that she shstalp there. But she
was too wound up to stop until she had finishedu"¢ent Mr Saito
with that money purely and simply becayseiwanted to be the one
to end it. You wanted me to squirm, didn't. . .'

'Squirm?’

He sounded surprised at her use of the word, utstsn't fooled.
‘You sent that money hoping | would spend it, jiostthe pleasure
you would get of seeing me wriggle when you askedtfback,' she
flared, in the heat of the moment bringing out@utiht that had just
occurred to her.

Though had it been his intention to see her wrigtken she was very
sure she wasn't going to, and in answer to higtéy®u sound as
though you have spent it?' she didn't flinch eithleen smartly on the
heels of that, he asked bluntly, ‘Have you spént it

Hot all over as she felt, Kelsey just refused tdlen see her squirm.
‘Your money has gone,' she told him outright.

But she came near to hitting him a third time as sw the way he
received her stony offering. For she could haverswshe saw
triumph in his eyes, masked though that triumphckjui was,

concealed as it quickly was as he changed his atodt having that
drink and, without commenting, wandered over todheks cabinet.

Kelsey had control of her urges, when, holding at&ctin his hand,

taking her at her word that she didn't want a danll not repeating
his offer, he returned to scan her face thoughtflhough she still

wasn't of a mind to start squirming when his questame, as she
knew it would, of how was she going to pay him back

But to her surprise, though it was a question hliegher, that was not
what he asked. Though before asking anything, @gain, he took a



swig from the glass in his hand. He raised his éy&®r defiant face.
Then quietly he dropped out:

'‘When is your father leaving?'

'l. . ." she stumbled, shock hitting her that hevkmwithout asking on
what the money had been Spent. Hastily she pulteself together.
'‘My father hopes to have his affairs settled witthe month," she
replied— and was back to hating him, as he tookharswig from

his drink, his expression no longer cool, but steard, and not very
likeable, as he questioned:

'He has some idea of you going with him?'

Her father hadn't given the idea any thought wleatsg though,
loath though she was to say so, Kelsey saw thatirties had gone
when prevarication would have fitted.

'‘Well?' he barked, making her more uptight to beksp to that
way—Dby him—even if he didn't take kindly to beingpt waiting;
the inquisition was his.

'He hasn't asked me to go with him," she saidytaéitid, angry lest he
thought it a strange state of affairs, or thatfa#grer didn't love her,
'He thinks I'm staying behind to—to marry you.'

Serle finished the rest of his drink in one swalloWihen he was
looking her full in the eyes as silkily, after a ment's pause, he
murmured, 'And you, Kelsey— you think that you'c#t\

Colour flooded her face. But she wasn't sure thahher colour was
all from the fury that surged through her at theared-mouse game
he was delighting in. But suddenly her emotions—eae gigantic
see-saw ever since she had arrived in Japan, oritso
seemed—erupted, and everything in her went wildd fanher utter
consternation, she heard herself yelling:



‘To hell with you, Falconer! Tell me plainly—do yeant to marry
me or..." she broke off, gasping. She had meacttaienge what the
hell did he mean by '—you think you're not?' Bainsed by what
she had just asked, she was still gasping whehesdrel him laughing
at her!

He had laughed at her before, but this time it pysistoo much. This
time she really couldn't take it. And it had goregdnd wanting to hit
him—Kelsey was on her way even as the pleasuranmatated
sufficiently for him to reply sardonically:

'‘Now that's a nice a proposal as I've ever had.'

As she had told him, she never had been one toldaaad with his
mocking words still ringing in her ears, Kelsey Isaimmed the front
door shut behind her, her feet sprouting wings.

Her feet flying, she was near to tears that shddcoat escape the
thoughts that chased after her. Oh God, she thpaoghGod! When
Serle had only been tormenting her about marriaigegngaging Mr
Saito being just his way of getting even with hehat had she
done—even if it was in temper—she had only asked dutright if
he wanted to marry her, that was all!

A stitch in her side, tears blinding her, Kelsed i@ slow down. But
she was still sorely mourning what she had said.h&o way of
thinking, it wouldn't have hurt half as much to baver proposal
laughed at if only that night—if only that night Berle's house she
had not discovered that she—was head over hekigenwith him.

'You're soon back!'

Her father's greeting made her aware that she badjiwen one
thought to him since she had rocketed from Sehleisse. Had she
done so, she might have thought to put on a bfaytde before she



went in. Too late now, he had seen her flusheddadepink-rimmed
eyes, and he was coming over to her and exclaiming:

'‘What's wrong, love? You've been crying!

'—er—had a row with Serle." The admission was loefore she

could stop it. And that didn't surprise her eitlier,never had she felt
so confused in her life. How could she be in lovina man who was
resporfsible for all the suffering her father hagtb through?

"'l make you a cup of tea," said Henry Marchant.

And Kelsey wanted to cry again that he should thivgk a cup of tea
would put everything right.

She was still in a confused state when, pattingiepathetically on
her shoulder as he passed, her father placed afdep in front of
her. It did nothing to lift her confusion when rads

'‘Don't fret, love, Serle will soon be round to makap.' She didn't
answer—she doubted if Serle would stop laughing lenough to
remember where she lived. ‘Come on, chick," heaahagheer up! |
know you love him and that you're upset now, buhe checked, but
only momentarily as he saw a spasm take her, daukgow you can
trust him not to .. .’

‘Trust him!" was jerked from her.

'Of course—trust him,', he replied. And, still trgito tease her out of
her unhappiness which he saw as nothing more teabding upset
after a lovers' tiff, ‘Do you think your old dad wd let you marry
him if he didn't trust him too?'

Grappling with her confusion, it came to Kelseytttae could not tell
him that she wasn't going to marry Serle, noté& glidn't want all her



father's plans to go up in smoke she couldn't. Btitl, highly
emotional, she just couldn't refrain from sayintdoly:

'l just don't know how you can still trust him aftehat he did to you.'

'‘What he did to me?' His exclamation made hehéfthead to look at
him. And she knew yet more confusion that he amukas astounded
as he had sounded, as he asked, 'What on eastbiatalking about?

Why, I've never come across a more highly principfean than

Serle. His integrity is second to none.'

High principles? Integrity? Serle? 'But. ..' sheladd, remembering
that day she had arrived to find him hitting thétleo 'it was Serle
who persuaded you to put everything you could iat thnsound
investment! He persuaded you when he knew alithe that itwasn't
worth a light." In the face of her father's uttetamishment, her voice
had started to peter out. 'You told me so youtsdtie managed to
add, her voice taking a higher note. Her confusi@s complete
when, forcefully, her father replied:

"That| never did!

'Yes, you did,' she argued quickly. "You told mattihay | arrived that
you had Serle to thank that you no longer had yest egg.’

She saw he was trying to remember back to thatwllagn, being the
worse for drink, he would have been incapable wéiming untruths.
And she guessed when, his memories as completewsver would
be of that day, that he was only trying to whitelw&grle because he
wanted her to see only good in the man he thoughivas going to
marry, when he at last said:

'l was at a low ebb then and, unfairly | admit noeady to blame
anybody but myself for my own stupidity.'

‘You were desperate then, not stupid,' she remihdad



'‘Desperateand stupid,’ he amended. 'But Serle didn't know amgthi
of my personal circumstances. Had he any ideaithatder to get

rich quick | would invest my all, and then some, weuld have

telephoned me immediately, the way he did the sther

She didn't believe him, but found her curiosityrstg sufficiently to
ask, 'What others?’

'I'll start at the beginning,' said Henry Marchastiserving that her
confused look wasn't being helped any by her hatarigy and fill in
the blanks he had left out. 'l suspect the verksgave you before was
slightly—rambling.’

‘A little,' she agreed, minimising the way he haem, for his pride's
sake.

‘Well, to start with, | heard whispers of this isment which
everyone with an eye to business was considering.eBen with
your mother wanting to return to England and tHasgng no way
financially that | could manage it, | was too caus to want to invest
myself.'

That sounded truthful, more like him. He was notna very
cautious man. That was why she just knew someaeehald to be at
the back of his ignoring that steady caution.

'‘However,' he went on, 'that didn't stop me keepmygears open. By
then we'd had your letter about Gran getting waoaseé, | could see
what was going to happen if the next thing we had w phone call.’

‘That Mother would go to England, and might not edsack.'

'‘No might about it,’ he said, and resumed. 'Anywg, next day
rumours about the investment were hotting up, andas then |
began to wonder if | was being over-cautious—I dacgrtainly do
with a quick return for my money, | thought. .." Was reflective for a



moment, then he continued, 'l think | must alreddhve been
teetering on the brink when after some businesstifum with all the
top brass there, 1 overheard Serle, whose judgetiventalways
valued,' he inserted, 'telling the top brass tlealvas going to invest.'

With all her heart Kelsey wanted to believe that thas all the extent
of Serle's involvement had been, that that wakialpersuasion had
been. But even with her father now looking so sia¢kat she had to
know he was speaking the truth, she just had tstipre

'‘But you told me that he'd let you invest, yet hadintention of
investing himself?'

'l can't remember now exactly what | did tell ydwe'replied, looking
shamefaced in apology. '‘But after hearing Serlengdye was going
to invest, | was so busy wondering, should I, stiottll, and from
where could | get the biggest loan to make my itzaest larger if |
did—I wasn't in the group he was with, remember-+tithdn't hear
him tell the others that in view of the whole thingving to be kept
quiet, he intended to fly to Tokyo the next dayrtake a few discreet
enquiries.’

‘That same day as Mother flew out from Komatsugd $&elsey,
remembering him saying Serle had taken that saameepl

‘That's right,’ he nodded. 'The night before thenghcall I'd been
dreading came through from you.' His face wentlbfeaa moment,
but not for long as he remembered that in a mohthé&she too would
be in England. 'Mistakenly, when | went to see ymather off and
saw Serle at the airport, | convinced myself tleawdas Tokyo-bound
to release as much of his private capital as hé&dcand at the same
time be on the spot to get in on the ground flodthvihis own
investment.'



'Oh, Dad,' Kelsey cried, seeing it all, 'you muavé been horrified
when you heard you'd lost all your money!

Horrified was an understatement as he went on teatehow

distraught he had been, with Serle back in Komatshear some of
the directors warmly thanking him for his tip-ofhgne call from

Tokyo advising them not to touch the investmentickly he had

tried to disguise how he was feeling, but Serle suztlenly spotted
him, and noticing how sick he was looking had cawer to ask if he
was all right. He had said he was fine, but haokeén able to stop
himself from remarking that he had thought he haerlveard him

saying that he was going to invest.

'If I'd heard that, Serle told me, then | must hheard-him add "but
only if it stands up to my private enquiries".’

'‘But you didn't hear him add anything?' promptets&y, not needing
his shake of his head.

'‘My mind had taken off to wonder why, with Serlargpfor it, was |
dithering when | should be acting while the goiregwood. Anyway,
Serle was then looking at me in some astonishnagwltywas asking,
"You didn't go in, did you?"

Kelsey remembered her first meeting with Serle tteyt she had
charged into his office. He had looked incredulthe too when she
had told him that her father had made that investmand she had
thought his incredulity all so much sham! Groaning/ardly, she

knew the answer to her next question too beforeasked it.

You told him you hadn't?’

'‘My money had gone—too late to do anything abault tvas one
thing to know myself for a fool, quite another ¢b &nyone else know
it, especially Serle, for whom | have the greatespect. So | told him
no, and excused the way | knew | must be lookinthenworry | had



on my mind about what was happening in England &ita's mother
being so ill.'

'‘And Serle accepted that?'

'It was logical. He'd journeyed on the same plaith fve as far as
Tokyo—they'd probably spoken about why she wasgybin

Kelsey looked sadly at her father. "'Thank you &llirtg me all that,’
she said simply, quietly, he squeezed her handtaifately, as he
said:

'So you see, love, the man you're going to marryensirely

honourable, entirely trustworthy." And, smiling n@s he tried to
encourage a smile from her, 'Had Serle any inkivag cautious old
Henry Marchant was so much as thinking of investitegwould have
told me too to hold fire until he'd made his enmgr And | too would
have received a telephone call from Tokyo.'

Lying sleepless that night, Kelsey saw she had wafulalot of
apologising to do to Serle Falconer. Oh, how rigat heart had
been—how wrong her head.

Would he laugh at her again if she apologised? ikntembering the
last time he had laughed at her—how could shefagerhim again to
so much as begin to apologise!

Kelsey spent another fitful night, her problems nseg
insurmountable. For she still had the problem yihty to keep Serle
and her father apart for the next month. And astwarthy as she
now knew Serle to be, she just couldn't face goeangim with the
only solution that presented itself—that of askinign to play along
with her for the remainder of her father's timgapan.

Sighing deeply as she got out of bed to start amatlerve-tearing
day, she saw that if the problems she had chewediowner waking



hours weren't enough, she just didn't have thé riioion how she
was going to repay Serle the twenty thousand posined$iad as good
as stolen from him.

Somehow she got through the day with Yukiko popping
unexpectedly for nothing more than a chat, givimy tormented
mind a breather. But her anxieties were back folté when her
father, not long home, commented in a by-the-wayidash

'l expect you and Serle will be married beforeltow.'

'Er—what makes you say that?' she asked, head dsvshe
concentrated hard on the button she was sewingherbhis shirts,
seeing that any notion she had of extending Heémith Serle until
her father was safely back in England wasn't gtonge swallowed.

‘Common sense,' he replied, and not having anytidednis daughter
had much more on her mind than she could handlsptled as he
told her, 'With Serle having that big house uprtied all to himself,

it's only logical that you should move in with hivhen | go." And

unconsciously delivering the straw that broke tamel's back, 'The
Company will want this house when | move out—it Vaoloe daft for

you to look for somewhere else to live when | leave

With deliberate movements, Kelsey put down her sgwDad--' she
began; it was on the tip of her tongue to tell lewerything. It just

hadn't occurred to her that she would have to ldaéungalow, and
she just didn't think she could take something gtsag wrong. But

when Henry Marchant looked up, with not a sign@préssion about
him, as there would be if she told him the wholet@nd revealed
how much further he was in debt, Kelsey just cotildimit. 'l've got a

headache,' she invented, when patiently he wadedtdr to finish.

'‘Would you mind if we had dinner late? I'd likego for a walk to see
if | can clear it.'



How long she stayed away from the bungalow trym@dcept that
this last blow was not, when compared with evenghelse, such a
hammer blow, Kelsey had no idea. But dark had dekexk by the

time she had herself in hand again and had detidgdooking for

fresh accommodation for the remainder of her stegr &er father

had left was something that would just have todsted out when he
was safely in England. As would what sort of stsing could concoct
for when, unmarried, she arrived home shortly affien. For the

moment she had more than enough to try and coge wit

Believing herself to be more composed, she turméal the short
street where she lived. It was a hot night, andkivglup the path to
the house, she could easily see that her fatheslithdack the outer
door to let as much air as could be found circutht®ugh the
entrance and small hall which were not air-condeiw.

But her composure was to go streaking the momentraised her
foot to step up from the entrance area and ondddll floor. She

froze,a short strangled sound leaving her—for her fathas not

alone! And simultaneously, or so it seemed, ashglaed the clink of
glasses that suggested he was offering their gaédsishment, she
knew, as her father began to speak, exactly whovtsgtor was!

‘Since you tell me you've done away with the gowken's services,
Serle, might | guess that this personal—matter—hags you here
Is that you've come yourself, in true British fashito ask for the
hand of my daughter?'

Scarlet, gasping for air, Kelsey found she hadiedraway from the
house. 'Oh, my God!" she groaned out loud. Shedpageand down
outside her home. Serle must have walked over, ghessed,
otherwise the sight of his car would have tippeddit And had she
not deliberately chosen to take her walk in an sgpalirection from
his house, she could well have bumped into him!



What was going on in there? What was Serle saymg® he
laughing his head off at her father's suggestia tie had come to
formally ask for her hand?

Oh God, she thought, and knew she should go irbesak it up. But
she found she just did not yet have the courage.

How could she face the man who last night had tbasiéh laughter
at her heated challenge of did he want to marry k&w could she
again face that laughter her father had brought byn his

old-fashioned question?

For nail-chewing, hair-tearing minutes she triegjéb herself under
control. But when perhaps only ten minutes hadsaldpalthough it
seemed like hours, it suddenly came through henhhiggitated
thoughts that her father might, right at this meydtte in the depths of
despair if Serle had merely called to ask for #tem of his twenty
thousand pounds.

It was that thought that got her moving. With heatt hammering,
Kelsey forced herself to approach the house. Tagishe turned up
the path, again she froze. For ten minutes, it sdemas all the time
Serle Falconer had needed to flatten her fatharhEovas coming
away from the house—and he had seen her!

Slowly Kelsey was released from her frozen immaopiBut by then
Serle was only a few yards from her. Taking ot aprint, she would
have dashed past him and into the house—only she&t djet the
chance.

A hard hand on her arm was hauling her back mightflas she went
to pass him without a word. Her cheeks scarletradhere were no
words in her either as she found herself being hett@away from the
path and round into the lamplit street, and backgainst the high
shrubbery.



Seeing she was making no move to get away, indeé&seiwas now
feeling too winded to think of escape, Serle lehgoarm. And there
in the diminished glow of a street lamp he revedled, when she
couldn't remember having made a sound, he had d&&are of her
arrival home the first time.

'How much did you hear?' was the first questiorpbeto her, his
voice even, level, which made her hope hers wgeirify to come out
sounding as staccato as inside she felt.

‘Not—very much,’ she managed to answer. 'l think-auist have
arrived on your heels.’

She had nothing more to add. But he was waitingnfore. She
sensed tension in him, and knew her nerves weretslpeces that
she should imagine he was tense in any way. It shk@swho was
tense, embarrassment swamping her again as hedwséitgo have
his answer to the question of how much she hadlhear

‘All I heard,' she said, made to go on by his \&#ignce, but having to
swallow as, hoping he had done with laughing, sbedht out, ‘was
my father asking—if you'd come to—ask for my hand.’

‘That was all you heard?' he demanded to knowtlzatdough note
that entered his voice as he sought to find osh& was lying gave
her, fortunately, sufficient mettle to snap:

'l didn't stay around to hear you tell him it wlssame—some game
you were playing for your own amusement!

As swiftly as it had come, her flare of anger délde wouldn't look at
him, but she saw him move back on his heels, awlslte
drawled:'Rather a pricey game, wouldn't you say?"

And she had thought she had done away with ang& position to
let fly, just his couldn't-care-less tone, apaoinfrwhat he said, had



the turmoil in her that had been looking for anetublasting its way
to the surface. And Kelsey left her launching pad.

'So thatwasyour reason for coming!" she rocketed, in orbttheut
needing to think about it, red the only colour sbeld see, her fury at
what he had done to her father sending tensioneantthrrassment
scattering, her eruption instant and furious. "¢ame to ask for your
money back!" And, having been ripped apart all lo\ayer thoughts,
she had suddenly come to life as, too angry a@hae to let him get a
word in, she did look at him as he was about terrpt. 'Well, | hope
you're satisfied, Falconer. | hope it makes you §e®ed inside that
you've just finished off my father!

'Finished off. ..'

Kelsey still wasn't in any mood to let him intertujyes, finished off,’
she stormed on. 'You've just taken away the vestyHape he had of
getting back to England, of getting to my mother!

'How have | done that?'

'How? You know damn well how!" she hissed, not likinga#lthis
cool, reasonable-sounding tone when she was sanflamad. '"You
knewl'd give him that money,' she charged, tremblinthwemper,
her own hopes that her ideally suited parents wbaldeunited now
in ashes. 'Just as you knew he would straight gwaghase an air
ticket and settle with his creditors, making himreno debt than he
was before. You know him well enough to know thatwon't leave
Japan now—not now you've told him that money waenmtended
as a—qift to me.'

She could feel her anger draining away, and knehsll the thought
of her parent thinking the money was a bridal gifthank for that.

But her anger spurted again when she saw his hame ©out as

though to take hold of her.



'‘Don't you touch me ever again!" she flared, figrdenocking his
hand away. In the lamplight, she saw his expressionhostile, his
features a chiselled mask. And knowing the weakhes®uld wreak
in her, she was having to make herself rememberheviather had
trusted him—and look where it had got him! She ffedtl fury again
as she spurned, 'My God, | was right not to trast!'yAnd believing
it for those few seconds, 'Not only do | not trysti, you swine, |
hate, loathe and detest you!' she reviled him.dagrstill, she would
have gone streaking away from him, had not cruehdifingers
snaked to her arm and jerked her back to face him.

It was a mistake to look into his face. For griraugh his expression
was, coldly furious as his face was, just the etaat stance of him
telling her that nobody called Serle Falconer namad got away
with it, she knew what a pathetic lie it had beesdy that she hated
him. But loving him as she did, Kelsey was madstefner stuff than
to wilt because it looked as though, having letdedrall her days and
nights of impotent searching for a way out reledsaioh her system,
the culmination being the big bang of her fiery lesmpn, she still
wasn't going to be flattened without a fight.

'‘Want more?' she scorned snappily, refusing toihetsee his hold on
her was hurting.

'I've heard more than enough,' he returned id&lyt Just to keep the
record straight,'—oh, how he loved everything gtigididn't he, this
man her father had called highly principled—'thejsat of money
was never under discussion in my talk with youlnéat

Her reaction was immediate, and open-mouthed. 'Neé¢eussed?'
She didn't believe him. That twenty thousamaist have had a
mention. 'l don't believe y .. .' she stopped, shdden increased
pressure on he: arm cutting off the blood supplido hand as she
saw that he didn't take it very kindly that on td@ll she had hurled,
she was now calling him a liar.



'‘What was under discussion,' he told her grittdppd not at all
charmingly, ‘was our marriage.'

‘Our—marriage!' Her heart suddenly thundering,légs threatening
to fold, Kelsey sifted her stunned brain and foarzhoky, '‘But—but
we aren't going to—be married.’

His reply, as charmless as before, had her swalpwand trying to
get her head to wake up as she saw only the cacticadof what he
said, in relation to him throwing her arm away frbim as though it
offended him to touch her.

'l want you," he told her shortly, and only thed dhe perceive that
where her temper had been red-hot when she hadfgohan, his
anger, more controlled, had been quietly simmeridgly then did
she see that Serle Falconer was now in a positsedfhing rage.
‘And I'll have you,' he bit in a tone there wasanguing with. And his
voice was then ice cold, sending a shiver downdspane, 'But by
God' he vowed, 'you'lerawl to me firsbefore | take you!'

As those vehemently cutting words hit her ear¥Kealsey saw then,
how dreadfully she had insulted him by her heatdkl of loathing
him, of not trusting, of calling him a liar. Wheheshad full past
experience of Serle not taking insults from thegilof her without
squaring up accounts—she had done it again!

But marriage! Was he meaning to make her pay—ime tby
making her marry him—this man she had told not fiMautes ago
that he was hated by her? Even he wouldn't goféindd get redress
for an insult, would he?

Kelsey found herself in more confusion. For lovimgn there was
nothing more she wanted than to marry him—But agjdirat was the
ideal she had set herself—and how could marriagkisanan, who
looked now as though hitting her would be prefezdblbedding her,



turn out to be anything like the sort of marriadge frad always
dreamt of for herself?

That Serle was silently watching, waiting for hesaer, told her he
was confident she had no answer for him but toeagre wasn't
pressing her, was he? But then, he had no needeadinew, she
thought, her anger against him not done with ydteasndependent
streak broke cover, that if she said no, her fatleerd not be making
his eagerly looked forward trip to England.

'So it does all boil down to the money,' she sditast—making
herself go on when his eyes narrowed as thoughgeeiother insult
coming his way. 'What you're really saying is tyat want my body
and that you're prepared to pay for it.'

She heard his sharp intake of breath—saw that argdd were
clenched. And for one terrified moment as the licgnight his jutting
jaw and showed a fierce glitter in his eyes, Kelaag sure he was
going to resort to physical violence and not conkemself with just
looking as though to slap her would give him no lsplaasure.

But when a few taut seconds had passed and siheidieel the sting
of his hand across her face, all fear of him, aredyeother emotion in
her, subsided. Every other emotion that was exoegt And it was

that hurt, when Serle had never pretended to leveyet confessed
to wanting her, that had her goading when commasese/ould have
told her, since she had no option, that she shjogkdquietly agree
and not risk the snapping of that tight controlnes exercising:

‘You've said you want me, Serle, but surely in tfag and age you're
not thinking you have to marry me to get what yant?'

The hurt in her was growing, egging her on whenahéd see his
control was on the point of fracturing. And, flipgaoutside to hide



that she was breaking upinside, she even mandggd lugh as she
tossed airily at his silent watchful figure:

'For a sum like twenty thousand, you don't havedory me to get me
to crawl!’

His fury broke. But he did not hit her. Kelsey wened if it would
have been better if he had—that pain might easgdie that was
going on inside.

'‘Damn and blast you Kelsey Marchant!" he threw ise&thing,
furious undertone. 'To hell with the money! Anchil with you and
your propositioning me! You'll come to me, andhdlve you—but on
my terms.’

'‘Wh-what terms?' she dared to ask, flinching backfthe violence
she saw in him.

‘You will give yourself—I'm not paying,' he roared, gone was h
control on his temper. 'For a start you are gomgarry me as soon
as | can arrange it.'

'‘But . . ." she tried to intercept.

'‘But,' he ignored her, 'l shall only make you myamvhen you come
to me voluntarily:' And if she hadn't understoodt{i'll have none of
the "lie back and think of England" nonsense. W§ymincome to me,
it will be because you want me as much as | waat'yo

Kelsey wasn't defeated yet. 'And money doesn't coneeit!" she
scoffed, trying to let him know that she wouldn@amy him unless
she was forced to—she had pride too—it would jostua sink her if
he ever suspected that she loved him.

Serle took a pace back from her—and she guesskddecaptured
his lost temper that her ears weren't singing &rjibing. But there



was a threat in voice there was no mistaking whegdve her her
answer.

'‘Only so far that if you don't marry me,' he regli@a silky edge
coming to make his threat sound even more omiribaye it in my

power to see to it that your parents never get thaince to get
together again.’



CHAPTER NINE

WITH her independent spirit outraged to be forced toryn&erle
Falconer, her years of dreaming of the ideal mgerehe would have
gone for ever, it was an outwardly smiling Kelsdyomwvent through
a simple marriage ceremony with Serle Falconeethreeks later.

Without knowing quite how, she had kept a smilenpohto her face
throughout the sham of the celebratory meal, arehkas the meal
drew to a close that she had convinced her fatheryakiko, their

two witnesses, that she was every bit as happlyeawas meant to be.

But now, with the meal at an end, her glance catlgitof the man
she had married, and momentarily, as the hatretiatherummed up
against him took the smile from her face, Kelsegwrthat he was
one person who had seen through her phoney smiés. @yes steady
on each other, war being declared in hers, hisisgtihck a mocking
'l should care!" she knew that he hadn't been fbfile a minute by
her too ready laugh at any quip her father made.

'Ready, my dear?'

How she hated that 'my dear'! Kelsey stood up,shafe back in
place as she turned to her father, who was goindyite Yukiko
home.

'I'll be at the airport to see you off on Saturtalye told him, wishing
with all her heart that she was going with him.

'‘We'll both be there,' chipped in Serle, making fiather beam that
Serle was making it sound as though he couldntttodat her out of
his sight, when Kelsey knew he would only be accamymg her to
see that she didn't get on that plane too.

Want her he might, she thought mutinously, as shéeaside him in
the car being driven to her new home, but he wasrsting her an



inch. He wasn't so slow that he hadn't alreadyréidwout that as his
wife she could claim half of everything he owneddawith his

wealth, the twenty thousand he had given her wagr@ nothing if
she absconded and he tried to take her to courtitove

Not that she would abscond, she had more honourhbacredited
her with. Married to him, the deed done, Kelsewkitevas, for her,
a commitment for life. Though what sort of a lifevould be, heaven
alone knew, because while Serle might want hée ivas waiting for
her to crawl to him before he took her, then woltlda have a long
wait!

'‘Are you going to sulk for the rest of the day?'

Serle's short-and-to-the-point question broughs&ghway from her
mutinous thoughts. 'Of course naty deay she replied acidly. And
not liking to think that her sarcasm had amused, lihe dug in
further to knock the grin of his face, 'As soon'asout of this car and
where you aren't, I'm positive | shall return tonigemy old sweet
self!'

She felt better suddenly to have scored a few poin@ wasn't smiling
any longer, anyway. And that grunt she receivedaviasr indication
that his wedding day wasn't all he might have wasfoe either.

Thank goodness he'd had the sense to do withoome&ymoon, she
thought, as the car stopped outside the houseashedt stepped foot
in again since that night she had rushed from wWeoed in
mortification that she had asked him if he wantecdharry her.

Tears pricked her eyes as the love she felt forthed to get past the
barrier of hatred she had erected.

'What's this?'



She hadn't been quick enough to get out of theaca she was back
to hating Serle, who had come round to her sidestTmim to notice
the glisten of unshed tears in her eyes, she thpaggry with herself
for being so weak, angry with him for being so olaat.

‘All brides weep on their wedding day, didn't yawolw?' she replied
flippantly, and stepping out of the car, she justldn't resist another
squirt of acid. 'With joy," she added with heavdged sarcasm.

She had expected a soured grunt but, for her paosived a laugh
that didn't endear him to her at all.

'‘Poor little Kelsey,' he said softly, and she coliée knocked his
legs from under him at the underlying mockery théfeu are the
romantic | once called you, aren't you?'

'l don't know what you're talking about,' she sre@and would have
walked past him had he not halted her by the siregfgdient of
taking hold of her by her chin and tilting her faweshe had to look at
him.

'You'd dreamed of orange blossom, with birds siggmthe trees. A
proposal in the moonlight, with...'

'‘With the chance to say no, if | wanted to,' shierted hotly, then saw
the gleam of humour in his eyes that without tocmeffort he had

got her away from the coldly sarcastic female she lecome these
last three weeks. Kelsey wrenched herself awaynaardhed to the

front door.

At a more leisurely pace, he followed, deliberatkBeping her
waiting, she thought, since she couldn't go inlumd came and
opened up.

'‘And since I'm going to have to live here, I'd likg own front door
key,' she snapped, the acid returning.



'‘How about a key to your bedroom door?' Serle caaoé.

The door open, Kelsey flounced in. 'l thought | vitees one who had
to do the crawling,' she threw over her shouldealising strangely,
that contrary to what she had told him, she didtthum and did not
have one single qualm that he might take it ineoHaad to take her
against her will.

‘Crawling was perhaps the wrong word to use,’ &ede when,
because she wanted to go to her room and as yetdatka which
one he had allocated to her, she had stopped wherstood.

But as what he said made her heart pound, and hedspin round,
as the thought occurred that she might be wromigugd him, she just
had to ask, her eyes going wide:

'‘Wh-what do you mean?'

As he observed the sudden panic in her eyes, pression suddenly
hardened. 'Obviously not what you're thinking,she&l grimly—and

turning her about with a none too gentle handi shibw you to your

room—your private room.'

Her heart steadying, Kelsey began to climb thesstaith him. They
had reached the landing before Serle spoke agaihhia voice was
as terse as it had been before when, stopping etobithe doors
before leading on, bluntly he told her:

‘This is my room." Silently, solemnly Kelsey lookatdhim. 'This is
where you will come when you're ready.’

And that will be never, she thought when minutésr|daving shown
her to the room that was to be hers, the casehathgpacked and
given him standing in the centre of the carpehat left her to it.



Her unpacking did not take all that long, thougtihva few hours to
go before she could plead tiredness and climbhath Kelsey found
that having thought she would be glad to see tlo& bé him, her
treacherous heart had her wanting to be in his eoyp

What for? she made herself ask. For, before hewiambssed her
panic at the thought that he might force her iregd ith him he had
treated her for the most part lightly—as if he hautlerstood her
sadness that her ideals of what her marriage shioeldvere so
different from the reality of what it was—but hedhaince that
moment been terse and cold with her.

A romantic, he had called her, she recalled, ana weer to where a
bouquet of roses had been placed on the dresdiey Tears filled

her eyes again, as accepting that the gesture amlildhave been his
guaint sarcasm at work—he had come calling that filay with

mocking roses in his hand—it could equally well édeen that he
was trying to put some of the romance he thoughstal craved into
a day that should have been romance-filled.

Two weeks later, her father now back in Englands&gknew it had
been Serle's quaint brand of sarcasm at work wieehald placed
those roses in her room. He hadn't got a streadnoednticism in him,
she thought, trying to get cross about it, butigdhat two weeks of
living in the same house with him had weakeneddé¢iezllion and left
only sadness there that he would never love her.

On the surface polite, his sarcasm could be cuttimgn occasionally
in that first week some perversity made her trgg¢edle him. Or was
it perversity? Having admitted that her hatred eing forced into
marriage was a weak emotion compared to the atiswming love
she had for him, she had to think then, was itpgoversity, but that
she wanted to prick him into noticing her as a @erand not as
another piece of furniture he came home to eadttig



Perhaps that was a little unfair, she mused. feal, with her as Serle
was, he usually asked how her day had gone. Aneraletrmes in
these last two weeks he had taken the troublééottar out to places
he thought might amuse her. Though he had madeantion of any
plan to take her anywhere tonight, so sighing dedf#Isey took her
mind off the sadness of her thoughts, and put led to what sort of
meal she should prepare.

'‘What have you done with yourself today?' Serlecdsbleasantly,
having politely complimented her on tinearchand de virshe had
laboured over to get the sauce just right.

This evening was one of the few stay-at-home evenivigen Serle
hadn't found his work in his study more appealihgnt spending
more than a few after- dinner minutes with her.rnlfyosome feeling
of companionship was there, Kelsey found hersetfkthg, then
maybe their marriage might have a chance to gehefground.

'Oh, this and that,' she shrugged from her chamospe him in the
sitting room. And feeling stilted by their lack ebmpanionship,
"Yukiko rang and we went into town."' And hastiMr$ Kaido, as you
know, takes care of the housework.'

'‘Good God, you don't have to make excuses for @iogthere every
hour of the day!" came shooting from Serle.

'‘Perhaps you would rather | wasn't here at ak ‘fitred. 'Perhaps .. .'
she stopped. Oh, dear heaven, so much for heritiginlvhen he

hadn't departed for his study, that there mightabehance for

something to grow!

'If you're hinting at divorce,' he said darkly, &g to his feet, 'forget
it.'

'‘No chance?' Her pride made her put it as a questio



Serle favoured her with one of those grim looks\whe getting used
to. 'Not one in a million.’

'Fight the good fight, eh?' she questioned, andghbhe was going
to flatten her, until his sense of humour won tigiou

''d sooner be in the ring with you than anyone said drolly, but she
didn't miss his grin, and it heartened her.

‘Steady, Serle,' she mocked, 'that was nearly gplooent!’

Guessing, since he had not resumed his seat, ¢hlaadh decided to
work in his study after all, she got up, in an enarir to be first to
leave the room.

She had drawn level with him when Serle's voice enfagr halt. 'l
haven't complimented you very much, have 17?'

She turned to face him, her heart suddenly pounmirsge that there
was none of the coldness she had witnessed inybis fer her so
many times.

'I'm not - interested in insincere compliments,' shal, her voice
grown a little husky.

'l wouldn't dream of offering insincere complimehke said, a smile
lurking at the corners of his mouth. 'But you dedaidden talents,
Kelsey.'

'l can cook,' she said her feet refusing to moweenfthe spot when
Serle took that step that brought him right up elwsher.

'You can cook,' he agreed. That smile broke safélyxe ran a finger
down her nose. 'l never realised what culinarygied | was letting
myself in for when | married you.'



'l—er—Ilike cooking,' was all she was able to get; bis touch, just
that one finger on her nose, drifting down to tbener of her mouth,
setting off a weakness in her. She cleared heathiloused to cook
for Gran before .. .

'‘And you're beautiful too," Serle interrupted softDid anyone ever
tell you that?"

Just one hand to her face, and Kelsey felt as &f whre being
seduced. Was that what it was? Was Serle tryimggtce it easier for
her to go to him? 'Er— they—might have done," shid,sbarely
remembering what the question was, let alone whanybody, -had
told her that she was beautiful—and then she thioiingth maybe all
she had to do was kiss Serle. Maybe he wasn't ergdwer to visit

him in his bedroom, maybe—maybe, if she kissed hime-would

take her to his room.

'Serle,' she said his chokily.

He did not move away when she had nothing to aatdyhs waiting,

a sudden fire lighting his eyes. | should kiss hstme thought. One
tiny step forward that was all that was neededbfmty contact. He
was waiting for her to kiss him, she knew it, jastclearly as she
could read that look in his eyes that said, '‘Camaé.'

She opened her mouth, she wanted him, wantedltbitelthat she
wanted him. But before the words could leave herteqwithout
warning, unexpectedly, and never thought of, sulydeealsey found
that she was in the grip of the most overwhelming &opeless
shyness she had never experienced.

Drowning in a vortex she was unable to surface frele was then
trying to force out other words. Other words to,skElelp me—I've
never been with a man before." But gripped as sag, whyness
having a strangle-hold on her, those words woutdeave her either.



She saw traces of puzzlement enter his eyes, leutrstw he could
not be expected to translate what her eyes wergngadkm to
understand, since she had given him the clear ssme that she'd
had several lovers.

Then it was too late for her to find the words sk for his help. For
his hand had fallen from her face. But he stillostdacing her; not
moving when she wanted that hand, that arm aroend-anything,

anything to help her with this unutterable shyrteashad come from
nowhere to take charge of her.

But that arm did not come around her. And thougtt thome to me'
message was back in his eyes, Kelsey knew thémglaly principled
as her father had said he was, that Serle havatgdsthat he would
only take her when she did go to him, he was notggto make that
first move.

She saw the corners of his mouth start to picknuphat could have
been a smile of encouragement. But suddenly, bogipech by
unthought of modesty as she was, Kelsey found beres were
getting to her. She knew a deal about Serle, lmretivas a deal she
did not know about him. Suppose, she thought, dmérgging with
that dreadful shyness, suppose that all along Sarlenaster at
deviousness, didn't want her at all! Suppose thmg®ls she thought
she was reading in his eyes were not the signasrsbught they
were!

Having been spellbound, fastened to the spot fanitess seconds;
having stood rooted, locked, silent, while tryiongéad his eyes, she
had the mortifying thought—was Serle only drawingr hon,
encouraging her, in order to—reject her?

That humiliating thought was enough to have heppimg her eyes
from the hypnotic hold of his. And, the spell brok&elsey would
not look at him again.



'I'm going to bed,” she mumbled. And with raggedality,
'‘Goodnight,' she said, and she was in no mindtihéang around for
his answer.

She had her answer, though, when up in her rodathtretnbling
from the encounter, she heard his frustration beasgd as the study
door was crashed shut with an angry slam. Thougbthven his
frustration stemmed from the fact that for a thirde he had been
near to taking her, and hadn't, or whether it wamsfthe frustration
of not being able to tell her 'No, thanks' when sffered herself,
Kelsey was still too mixed up to be able to fath&@he did not sleep
well that night.

Reasoning that he had been able to cook his ovaktast before she
had moved in, Kelsey stayed in her bedroom ungl lskard Serle
leave for work. That he had not come to her doasio was she all
right, or to tell her he was off, was sufficient foer to know that
beautiful, though he might have called her, he wasning for sight

of her that morning.

Nor was he pining for a sight of her when he camad that night,
for no sooner had his meal been eaten than hehdhisnself away
in his study. And by the time another couple ofdlagd passed with
Serle being on the surface polite, but with a cesénseeming to be
growing in him towards her, Kelsey was owning tosed that she
was very definitely beginning to find his coldnég$some.

It did no good to remember the fire she had seérsiryes for her the
other night, for as another couple of days passét,a remoteness
about Serle she found disconcerting, Kelsey was avethe way to
believing she had imagined that fire.

Pride made her pretend that she didn't care artinkass that their
meal times together, about the only times she sawtlhese days,
were spent with barely monosyllabic conversatiamkeen them. But



Serle's withdrawal from her made her face the ttzatt even though
he was often sarcastic, she missed the warmtrsafdmversation.

By the time a week had passed with them living skangers in the
same house, a state of affairs she would have weldoon her
wedding day, Kelsey admitted she had no more pshatied in her
heart for him.

With that word hatred in her mind, she was badletalling how she
had told Serle that she hated him that night hebhaatly said, 'l want
you.'

Want her! It looked like it, she thought, as hig kethe door told her
he had returned home from his office. She made ovento go and
greet him, but then she never had done, but staythe sitting room
thinking he knew where to find her if he wanted. her

That word 'want' again! she thought dismissivelyrert found that
the word wouldn't be dismissed. But it was whendiBeovered that
she was teaming that word ‘'want' with the wordehaind following
on, the memory of her telling Serle that she ongrevent to bed
with men whom she was fond of, that sirens staesbund inside
her.

No, she thought, trying not to get excited at thesv and latest
thought that had come and would not be ignoredcoaldn't
be—could it? And she was then trying to stay cadnslae analysed
that what with Serle being the very high-principleerson that he
was, could it be that he—didn't want to take hetlevhe thought that
she hated him! Was he, in fact, biding his timeihgghat by living
in the same house she might learn to grow fondrof h

Rot, said her common sense. Serle had gone roked Ibear with a
sore head all week, barely talking to her unledsdtkto. Was that the
action of a man who wanted her affection? And aryywame cold



icy logic she didn't want, to suppose that Serlate@ her affection
had to mean that Tie was just a teeny bit fondeof &iidn't it? As she
thought of the cold way he had been with her aékyéer theory was
knocked firmly on the head.

Though that didn't stop those same thoughts framrmeg when

later at a dinner she sat opposite him. He workshtard, he looks
tired, she thought—and went on to thinking that mte this week
had he asked if she had had a good day. Unhaplyesalised how
much she missed his ordinary enquiry, then fourtdienly that she
was thinking that if he wanted to remain a tacitorate, then, as his
marriage partner, she had certain rights. Thatdte dertain rights
too, but seemed to have gone off the idea of clainthem, was
starting to niggle her, she had to own.

'I've had a good day today,' she found herselitinlgiout a propos
nothing. Strung up within herself, she refusedetel fa fool that he
looked down the length of the table at her as thdagsay, 'Bully for
you!'

'I'm pleased to hear it,' he said suavely, but'tlidhe noticed, bother
to ask what she had done—which, while she realtse@s just as

well since she had done nothing out of the ordinamypoyed her just
the same.

Irritably she pushed her coffee cup away from hrea moment Serle
would stand up and politely ask her to excuse lirmehad work to
do. She wondered what he would say if she saidshe,wouldn't
excuse him. Probably give her one of those harthgtiooks and say
‘Too bad' and go just the same.

Rebelliously, Kelsey stared at the wedding ringhen hand. A fine
marriage this is! she fumed, and heard the scrapesahair. And
from nowhere came the words, 'Just for the redéattoner—I don't



hate you.' Oh God, she thought as soon as the wegds out, was
she mad? Where was her pride?

It was pride that made her tilt her chin defiarithylook at him. Her
words had stayed him from going anywhere, she sawshe was
made to suffer his long and inscrutable stare.

Then softly, his eyes never leaving her face, thoogt revealing a
thing of his thoughts, he drawled slowly:

'l didn't think you did.'

Swine! she thought, her reasoning that that was lrehigadn't taken
her just so much wishful thinking. Well, if he wasiting for her to

tell him she was fond of him, he could go on watiBut as the
terrifying thought came that maybe, just as he kaolvn that she
didn't hate him, he likewise knew that she wasowelwith him,

Kelsey, since Serle was waiting for what other gémhad to impart,
was left to fall back on heavy sarcasm, which soak the look of
interest from his face.

‘Just thought I'd mention it,' she remarked cagudltan see you've
been losing sleep over something.’

'‘Not over you, my dear,' was slammed back at hegisgly, ‘Never
think that.'

In bed that night, it did no good to know thatredlever thought about
was work—that it was work he was losing sleep dKelsey gave
way to weak tears. He wants me out, she thoughhidg at her eyes.
But having kicked all the way against marrying himaying come to
live with him, she knew, however unbearable livimigh him was, it
was preferable to living without him—that she didmnt to go.

Her sleep that night was of the patchy variety. 8bke again about
three in the morning, and alarm rocketed througtaliet once. Her



first thought as the room seemed to tilt was tiat was about to
faint. Then when she didn't black out but defimitélt the room
move, the word 'earthquake' shot into her head.

In a flash she was streaking for the door, Senteohly thought. She
must get to him! Her first grab, in her panic foetdoor handle,
missed it. But she got the door open in her ndgtgit, and was out
on the landing to see Serle, a robe hastily thramamd him, coming
towards her.

'It's all right," were his first reassuring wordsad the fact that his cold
tone had gone was of more comfort than words.

Is it an earthquake?' she asked fearfully, andrfeite comforted
when he placed an arm around her trembling shaalder

'‘We'd have known about it for sure by now if it wée said easily,
turning her to the head of the stairs. 'More likelymall earth tremor,
but we'll go downstairs for a while, | think.'

He's worried, Kelsey thought, as with his arm stilbut her, together
they descended the stairs. Although his voice s che's worried.

The tremor, if that was what it was, had woken tom so unless he
was already awake as she had been, it must haweald@g one, not
the small one he had suggested.

With the comment, 'Fancy a cup of tea?' Serle é&drtto the kitchen.

'l—wouldn't mind," she replied, her mind going aff a tangent to
wonder if he should be using electrical appliarszeh as the kettle in
the circumstances. Perhaps he's taking the rigkassure me that
there's nothing to worry about, she thought, hatiainpanic
subsiding, but her insides churning.

Serle sat her down at the kitchen table and rembisedrm. Straight
away Kelsey wanted his arm back. And she couldstrain a shiver



as Serle, having filled the kettle and switched toming from the
kitchen unit.

'‘Cold?' he inquired; when it was a warm night,gyss flicking over
the look of her in her short cotton nightdresd. dffer you this,' he
said, plucking at his robe with a couple of fingeasd a most
charming grin coming out, 'only | ain't, decent anteath!'

Kelsey managed a light laugh, though she couldsft Beeing the
faint puzzlement in his eyes that she, a girl wheptsaround
occasionally, should blush to know that he hadn'stich on
underneath.

'I'm—not cold,' she got out, feeling suddenly hibioaer to realise,
when it hadn't dawned on her before, that she haeh too
panic-stricken to think of snatching up her rob&amsit.

Casually, as he placed a cup of tea in front of Kelsey crossed her
arms over her breasts, aware as she was that tkeigk of them
must show through the near-transparent cotton atieh.

Serle brought his tea to the 'table too. Feelimiglsnly tense, Kelsey
searched for something to say, and found it inagh@ogy that was
long overdue to him.

'l never did get round to saying sorry for all taareadful things |
accused you of—those dreadful things | said tothai night

‘That night | asked you to marry me?' he filledon her when her
voice faltered.

As the remembered it, there hadn't been much asiwogt it. But

suddenly, as tension emptied out of her,., forfitlse time she felt a
sense of real companionship with him. Whether & juat because he
had seen her panic and had lost that coldnessdgiled to reassure
her that it wasn't an earthquake, she didn't krigwt.all at once, she



had lost her loneliness of spirit, and it just wasmportant any
longer that she had been pressganged into marnyimg

‘That's right,' she replied. 'l meant to apolodpstore, only . ..’

'Only we never stopped fighting long enough?' heggssted, with a
charm, a warmth about his mouth that made herdieelcould tell
him anything just then.

‘Something like that,' she agreed. "Though | hiyektl believe at
one stage that you'd persuaded my father to imvesscheme which
you knew full well to be worthless.

Feeling not the least disloyal to her father naaalising as she was
only then that Serle had the first call on her lyydelsey explained

the circumstances she had found her father in whernad first come
to Japan. Telling him that, knowing her father éodcautious man,
only underlined everything he had said as being,taven if the

worse for drink when he had told her.

'l didn't get to know the real truth of the mattdat led by him, my
own interpretation was widely off course, untileaft'd given him the
money you sent with Mr Saito,' she ended.

'‘But instead of apologising, you lost your temped #ld me that not
only did you hate, but that you didn't trust mdei®' put in Serle.

"You—know | don't hate you,' she said, and daritgpé at him, saw

that his eyes were holding a warm look for her. Skallowed as his

gaze travelled to where, while relating all heh&thad said that first
day, she had forgotten to keep her arms in froheof'Just,' she said,
having sudden difficulty in breathing as her breastemed to hold
some fascination for him, 'just as you know | trysa.'

Her telling him that she trusted him, caused himreg his eyes back
from the darkened areas thrusting at her nightdress



"You—trust me?' he asked, and she wondered ifwthata thread of
hoarseness she heard in his voice, as if—he wagtidgthimself his
own trustworthiness.

‘Yes—yes, | do,' she replied, fighting against ach fold her arms
across her again.

But she soon saw that she had no need to feebsty,feel in any

way that it was in Serle's mind to remove that oatevering from

her. For all at once his chair was grating backnftbe table, and he
was saying:

'It's over half an hour since that first tremor—=sare it's safe for you
to go back to your bed.’

Confusion hit her that she couldn't have read wshat had thought
she had read in his eyes—that she had misreadothlathat she'd
thought said he still wanted her. And Kelsey left bhair and was at
the kitchen door before her confusion cleared sigffitly for her to
wonder, was Serle sending her to her chaste lhigtealone because,
because she had told him that she trusted himh®wlant her—but
was that word 'trust’ now getting in the way? Cagefll again, she
went to open the kitchen door. But something wagshg her from
making that final action to leave.

Courage she had never thought to have, pushed trelespairing
feeling that never might she ever be as close dg&terle as she had
felt this last half hour, made her say:

‘Can—can | come to—your bed?'

Her back to him, she refused to wilt as the brazends she had
spoken bounced back to her ears. Then silencesgrbet—a silence
that went on too long and had her face burninghabshe was glad
he could not see it. Then his voice came, tersé&jehdliness gone.



'‘Because you're afraid there might be another rgmo

Kelsey wanted to leave then, but still that samenetbing from

before was keeping her prisoner. 'Because |—wahslte said, and
yearning, she waited, wanting with all her hearfeil his two arms
come round her.

But Serle's arms did not come round her. Kelseyndidhear him
make so much as a step towards her. 'lt's takezagh tremor to
make you realise that, has it?'

She didn't want him analysing her reasons. Didalttwo hear !%at
note in his voice that said he did not believe whated to be in his
bed for any other reason than that she was scdifédhst the

building might shake again. Why she didn't justroffgat door and
leave then, she didn't know. Though vaguely she amare of
something trying to get through the confusion éffect that if they
were ever to make anything of their marriage thesrd had to be
some giving on her part.

'I've known for—some time now,"' she forced outattlh—want you,
Serle." She heard his short intake of breath, aed to go on.
‘But—but...'

‘Don't stop now.'’

Was he being sarcastic? Aware her ears were reguighk up every
nuance, even those that weren't there, Kelsey meae|f turn and
face him, hoping, if her ears were playing herdalthat she might
read more from the expression on his face.

But his look was shuttered, his eyes telling hehimg, as he insisted,
'‘But—what?'

'‘But—I wasn't sure about you.'



That shuttered look went taut, as he rapped, 'Dagl'tNot at
this—fascinating stage.'

'I'm not lying!" The words left her hotly, prideeite, shame there that
she had offered herself and looked like being tegtas she had once
thought. 'l . . .

'You know damn well | want you," he cut through heughly,
.sounding not in the least lover-like, to her mind.

‘You've got a very peculiar way of showing it," Smapped.

'l could take you any time | care to, and you davefi know | could,'
he started to fire back, and she recognised thk @lthat remark
from the two occasions she had been in his armsn Hbruptly he
was checking his temper, and appeared to be gikimngonsideration
she wanted to her comment that he had a peculigrofvahowing
that he still wanted her. 'Okay, so maybe | havsein going around
tearing your clothes from you,' he said thoughyfudind paused then,
before he said, 'So if I'm to believe you, thasit't just that you're
frightened to sleep alone for fear of another treraehy not let it all
out and tell me why you haven't said anything abeabnting me
before this?'

Nerves, fear that he would laugh at her if she tulth she had
discovered a shyness in her, fear that he wouldhisdnead off if she
told him that she was a virgin, made Kelsey stiffen

You'll—laugh at me," she tossed at him angrilypuYe good at doing
that.'

His look was mocking. 'l could do with a laugh,'tbesed back. And,
his expression going harsh, 'If memory servesyeha had a good
laugh in all the short time we've been married.'



And to Kelsey, that was it. She had offered, he diagected. But to
give herself to someone for the first time, andhdve that someone
hardly able to kiss her for laughing, was more thash and blood

could stand. Without needing to think about it, gireed to the door

and threw it open. He wanted a good laugh, did hel~let him
laugh this off in his frustration!

'‘Go to hell, Falconer!" she yelled, and was throtighdoor and was
storming up to her room—>but no laugh followed her.



CHAPTER TEN

IT was one thing to go charging up to her room, antegnother to
find rest, Kelsey found. But it was not fear of Hrey earth tremor
that kept her pacing the floor—for in truth therasano room in her
head for anything save thoughts of Serle and these of a marriage.

Farce was the right word for it, she thought, rit#grapting to get into

bed, her thoughts too mutinous, the scene sheusadaced from too
vivid in her mind. Yet what was to be done abd2She didn't want a
divorce, no matter how angry she was with him, radten how many

times she mentally called him a swine—and if Seves to be

believed, he didn't want a divorce either.

For several minutes Kelsey fumed over her marrthgé wasn't a
marriage. Then she thought of her parents' maraagehow happy
they had always been in their married life, andensgain now.

She sighed, her anger departing, and with her agmes, she found
then that her thinking was stretching further thtahad ever been
before. Found that she was pushing on to wonder hea parents'

marriage been blissful from the word go? Or hag tied to work at
it?

And then, quite suddenly, she realised that happyriages didn't
just happen overnight! That marriagesd to be worked at before
they could be called successful.

That it would be uphill work all the way if she exayoured to work
on the little she and Serle had going for them moest the
understatement of the year, not to say a daundiag. iBut, knowing
all at once that she had grown up a lot since cgrarJapan, Kelsey
saw that she did not want a carbon copy of hempsirmarriage; that
her parents' marriage was special to them, andlieat-she wanted a
marriage that was special to her—and Serle.



For long moments she thought of the gigantic tagkould be if she

tried to make something special of her marriagerevk®ve lay only

on the one side—hers. Did she want to try? She khevanswer to
that without thinking about it. Just as she kneat tthe and Serle
would never have a chance of resolving their diffiees while she
was holding back on getting their marriage startadjl she had

made a start on resolving those differences andrbagting—Ilike a

wife!

A trembling started inside her as she faced thajfusdt didn't have the
nerve to go along the landing and go through tledrdom door he
had shown her as he had told her 'This is wherdlymme when

you're ready.’

Her eyes went to her chaste, lonely single bededthat shouted at
her that she would never be the wife she wantée tio Serle, never
have any sort of a marriage at all while she refusdake those few
short steps along the landing it now seemed thd¢ 3&s insisting
on.

And suddenly she was angry again. Angry with Skerlenaking her
go to him. Angry with herself and her fear of takithose steps. So
what if he laughed at her? So what if he rejec&® I©ne thing was
for sure, she couldn't go on like this for very mmlanger. Not giving
herself time to think further Kelsey had left heom knowing if she
didn't go now, she would never go.

But on reaching that all-important door, the thinelof light showing
that he was not yet asleep, nerves attacked ena¢dlby the sound of
his door opening, Serle would be watching her asngimt through it.

'l should have put my robe on,’" she thought agitgtéd hat thought
followed by the trepidatious one of—I can't do Then she was
forcing anger in that having made it this far sles\getting cold feet.



And she was glad of that anger. Glad of the thoofhte's seen me
in my nightie before. She had her hand on the daadle, and was
turning it before cold feet could attack again.

Anger was her ally again when in the second of rseguhe door
behind her, she saw that Serle, sitting four-squmatiee middle of the
bed, having seen her, was observing her with dytai@ol expression
when with just the sight of his naked broad marilgst above the
covers, she had never been in such a lather.

Swiftly, more to get her shape out of the lightrtlaaything, for she
guessed that her nightdress was revealing too naheh,marched
over to where he half sat, half lay. If he said prge sarcastic word to
the effect of 'What do | owe for the privilege auy visit?' then she
knew she was going to hit him.

But Serle was saying nothing. Though he wasn'ntakis eyes off
her either. And desperately striving for words, ampught of
repeating the 'l want you' which he demanded, weattering from
Kelsey. What she did find to say was an angry:

‘Do you wantall that bed?’

Not a glimmer of a smile or a welcome about hing shw him
obligingly move to allow her some space beside Wmd instantly
her nerves knotted together. Hesitating, when is W late for
hesitation.

But obliging still, and in invitation, Serle waslg back the covers
on the side he presumed she was intending to ocdupyas an
invitation Kelsey needed.

The thin covers felt cold to her skin on such arwarght, as she too
sat waiting for him to carry on from where his itation had begun.
But when, tense seconds ticking away with Serleati@mpting to



touch her, Kelsey was left staring and was baakanoting to thump
him, as with his voice cool, like his expressioa,asked:

'What next?"

'You tell me,' she flared. And when he wasn'tiigliner anything, but
just propped himself up against the headboard,raamyeted again. It
was that anger, anger mixed with nerves, that leaddvealing that
which in her anxious state she knew would have ftaring with
laughter. 'l've never done this sort of thing befoshe snapped.

'Interesting,’ Serle remarked, his eyes gone cHhillyough you can
spare me the details of where you usually do "de #ort of

thing"—that is,' he said laconically, 'if my instis are right about
what you are here do.'

Insufferable devil! Kelsey fumed, anger fightingkyjumping nerves
that he hadn't understood what she was telling that, he seemed
more annoyed at the thought of the sordid littfaied she was telling
him of than listening to what she was trying td béan.

'If you laugh at me,' she said heatedly, when tdete't look to be a
laugh in him, 'l swear I'll hit you!'

'‘Who's laughing?' he asked stonily.

'‘Well, shut up and—anlisten' she snapped. And she was in a lath
again as she sought for the right words. 'l liegida,' she managed
after a moment. 'l— there haven't been any—er—atiean.’

'I'm not with you," was the reply she got for heuble.

'Oh, for God's sake!'" Kelsey exploded, at the ehdear tether,
ignoring the fact that his eyes were narrowingeattbne. 'You asked
"What next?" I'm trying to tell you that | don't tw—"what next"
because I've never . ..



The shock in his eyes made her break off. Thatesudtarp look that
came over his face told her that he was receivargrtessage, that he
was dissecting it by adding the memory of the blhsit had covered
her when in the kitchen he had told her he was dhddemeath his
robe—this way the answer to his puzzlement atHlep' me' plea he
had seen in her eyes that time.

'Good God!" he muttered on a shattered breath. dnd still not
believing her, 'You're nota .. .’

Defiantly, she cut him off, 'Yes, | am, and if ylaugh at me, I'll . . '
‘Laugh at you!

'‘Oh, shut up,' snapped Kelsey, and feeling a fdidlthe only thing
she knew to do to get him to shut up if he was gamlaugh or,
alternatively, get tough because she had liedrto 8he leaned over
and she kissed him.

To feel his mouth unresponsive beneath hers gawvedge to the
thoughts she had had that he had intended all aboregect her. But
on pulling back from him, her face scarlet, she sagve were still
traces of shock in him from what she had told ot the fact that he
wasn't roaring with laughter now he had the chanwg]e her stay
and hope it wasn't rejection that had kept him fretarning her kiss.

‘There,' she said, swallowing down fresh nervesu'how now why
I—haven't said anything about—er— wanting you befor

She thought his mouth was starting to turn up atdbrners, and
hastily, expecting that now she would hear hisdvelbf laughter, she
looked away. But the laugh she was expecting didcome. She
waited another second, and then seeing no laugjiee had the
courage to go on.



'l discovered | was—sh-shy,' she brought out pdinfand when he
still didn't appear to be amused, 'l know | sholilde after the
way—the way . ..’

‘The way we've made love before?' he suggestedigphesoftness
there in his voice she welcomed, because suddeniyas sounding
sensitive to her, sounding as if he—understood.

She nodded, but she still wasn't looking at himkriow it's
ridiculous,' she said, 'but | can't help feelindithe—er . . .' she
searched for a word, and brought out, 'nervous.’

'‘Not to say downright scared,' Serle put in quiefind, his voice
gentle, or so she thought, 'No wonder it's takensgmlong to come to
me!'

Relief started up in her at his quiet understandiAgd when
rejection no longer seemed to be likely, her nestasted to jump
again as she started to confess, 'l just knew youldvleave
me—ifloundering, if | came and you didn't—didn'teéake up on my

Her relief was short-lived. For on Serle comingaroffer the word
she was seeking, Kelsey knew for sure thatwae laughing at
her—and in laughing at her, rejecting her afterallhen teasingly,
though she didn't see it as teasing, he suggested:

'Overtures?"

That put an end to it as far as she was conceWghd.all manner of
emotions rioting through her, she tried to scranifdm the bed. The
devil, he'd been stringing her along all this tirdéhy, the minute she
slammed that door he'd be laughing his head offl. gkre'd thought to
start a marriage! To save a marriage! Like helldshg to save it!



Why Serle was holding on to her so she couldn'trgetof the tangle
she was making of the covers over her, when he amigibe waiting
for her to be gone before he cracked his ribs lagghunexpectedly
polite of him, since he had never waited for hds¢mut of earshot, to
laugh before—Kelsey couldn't fathom. But hold omés he did, and
even had the audacity to ask:

‘Where do you think you're going?’

'‘Back to my own bed!" she stormed, hitting at tleds that were
holding her. And, panicking that she couldn't' [yeeé, 'Somehow or
other this farce of a marriage is going to be alexdll

'‘May |, as the mere husband, ask what grounds yopoge to use?'
he enquired, quiet where she was violent.

Wildly she sought for an answer. 'Non-consummatieh& spat at
him. But she was then having to fight the treacheryer as well as
him, for he was taking his firm hold from her arraed just as firmly
he was placing his arms around her and drawinglbsee, his mouth
close to her ear, as he murmured:

'Oh, | couldn't allow that."

At the implication behind that remark Kelsey turnidzen, stunned,
to stare at him. Then the next thing she knew,eSesms taking
advantage of her being speechless, for it wastti@ngently, he laid
his mouth over hers. Her heart beating like a whidg within her,

Kelsey suddenly lost her fight to be free. WithI8eently kissing
her, she no longer wanted to fight.

The trembling that had started up in her couldosohidden. And she
knew that Serle was aware of it when, taking hisittmdrom hers,
only warmth in his eyes, softly he told her:



'l know that you're scared. And | know that yourves are in uproar
so that you hardly know what you're saying, butdnwto stay
married to you, little Kelsey.'

Having delivered his message that in his bed wasrevishe was
going to stay, he gently kissed her again. Andaswently that he
moved her until she was lying with the pillow bettelher head, his
hands coming to the sides of her face, soothingeakeart pounding
wildly, he made no attempt to take up his advangmgeed on having
quieted her.

'I'm not an ogre,' he continued softly, such warimtlhim that she
wanted to tell him that she wasn't afraid of hingrea—nervous of
uncharted waters, 'merely a man who wants you Ilsecau .' He
broke off, and was kissing her again, and Kelsegdh as his kiss
gently deepened, that he had not told her why heedaher.

But there was no doubt that soon she would hawvgoands for that
annulment.

'I'll take you as gently as | can, little love,'$ead, pausing to kiss the
two bright flares of colour that suddenly appeaoedher cheeks.
'‘Don't be afraid of my touch where no other mamgh has strayed.'

She felt his hands gently caressing her, poethysimovements as he
eased the thin straps of her nightdress away aokkst her pulsating
breasts. The thought of holding back never entdrerghead. Kelsey
knew only that she wanted him. Even while she baggret that he
did not love her, Serle was stirring a passionan h gentle passion;
for that was the way he was arousing her to want And that being
so, when she felt his hand warm, tender againstaked skin of her
hip, her small involuntary start beyond her contrat stilling him,
causing him to look steadily into her eyes, shddacda no other than
let him know that she had no objection to his hdmelag anywhere
he cared to place them.



'I'm not afraid, Serle,’ she said shakily, and iatdlow smile that
saluted her half lie, 'l want you,' she had to essf the moment
before he kissed her.

‘There's no hurry,' he said quietly, his mouth ileg\hers to plant
tender kisses on her innocent eyes.

Kelsey smiled softly, and opened her eyes to sesdselooking at
her so tenderly that she just had to whisper, Kok | wish . .." She
choked back the rest of it, that she wished he evtndk at her as
tenderly when they were not making love.

'What is it you wish, sweetheart?' he asked, makergvant to deny
that she wished for anything when he looked at liker that, as
though anything in the world she desired he woeldfgr her.

She father suspected that in the heat of passmmever gentle, a
man might promise anything. But this was sometldade could not
get for her, because she wanted his love, andokies for her was
something that just could not be conjured up bexahs wanted it.

But, 'What is it?' he was asking again, makingwant that she had
not said anything. '‘Can you not tell me?' he pikssély.

'You—said | was a romantic,' she excused, and alidhink of lying
as she saw he would not be satisfied until he kmbat it was. 'l just
wish,' she said, and swallowed as his hand strgkedtly down the
side of her face and had to look away from hinat'tithat you loved
me a little.'

She thought, as that hand ceased caressing, thaadhust killed the
desire in him stone dead. And, wanting him so \s&gly, she could
have cried that instead of accepting this timesafierness with him,
she had wanted more than he could give.



But then that hand was on the move again, and thehg could feel
the tension that had filled him, his hand had takeld of her chin,
and he was making her look at him.

'It's important to you," he asked, his eyes seagcher eyes,
'important that I—love you a little?'

Dearly did she want to deny it. But when she fotimedlie of ‘No' that
it was not important in any way at all, with Seslsincere blue eyes
seeking nothing but the truth, that lie refuseteaattered.

'Y-yes,' she whispered after a mighty struggle.

'‘Because you need love to be there—this first tiofiegiving
yourself?' he probed, that tension still taut im hi

Again Kelsey wanted to lie, this time wanting toes 'Yes'. But
Serle seemed to be searching into her very sodislaa found, sadly,
that she could not answer him at all, save tolpsk back at him,
tears she despised herself for coming into her.eyears which
Serle, never taking his gaze from her, could nasmi

And suddenly that tension she had felt in him whasirging to
breaking point. She could feel it, almost touchdthe went to look
away from her glistening eyes, but she did notabse he seemed
unable to. Then all at once that tension in himshidp, and she was
left staring at him when, with a groan that sountleel a groan of
defeat, he said hoarsely:

'Oh God, Kelsey, | can't hold out any longer—-nbew you look at
me like that!" And while she had not an earthlyaidd what was
coming, he was cupping her face with both hand$yaas telling her,
"Your wish is granted, my darling. There is morartfa little love in
me for you." And as she stared transfixed, his apeéseaving her, he
told her tenderly, 'l love you to distraction, mgedest one.’



Thunder in her heart, a whole tropical storm gangnside of her,
Kelsey looked back stupefied. 'You— love me?' sheked on a
thread of breath, and for all of five seconds atheut a smile,
seriously he met her look, she was a mass of haghszblime belief.

That was before she fell to earth with the mostriliker,
heart-wrenching thud. She had learned to trust Sauteto have him
lie to her, of all times now, scattered all thedom her. Not trying to
comprehend how she could be so warm and lovingino dnly
seconds ago, yet now, feeling betrayed that hedcbelto her,
thinking she would want such dishonesty, Kelsey seazed by such
a sudden coldness of feeling towards him that gatedd instantly
everything that had gone before.

Her tears dried, the only tears were those inseleheart as she
pushed at his chest over her. 'There was no nebkd to me!' she
cried, her voice fracturing as, seeing she wascparg to be free,
Serle allowed her to sit up. 'l don't want or néed from you,' she
told him chokily.

His arms firm about her prevented her from goingndrere. Or was
it the hope in her heart that refused to know wihevas beaten that
stayed her when, sounding never more sincere, sl tover her
shoulder:

'l wasn't lying.'

As frozen as she had suddenly become inside, Kétaayd that
hope, that still unbelieving hope, made her turmisnarms so she
could see into his face.

'Yes, you were,' she accused. But there was nagtlrein her
accusation, because Serle was looking as sincdre bhad sounded.
Though she didn't miss the thread of steel thattivare as he said
clearly, his eyes not looking anywhere but intcsher



'l am in love with you, Kelsey Falconer—believé it.

Wanting to cry, to laugh, to allow the joy in herlireak forth, she
knew that Serle telling her he loved her just hadbe too
unbelievable to be true. Though since she didiketdt all that his
gentle look for her had gone—perversely as thendeer started to
melt as suddenly as it had formed she wanted mfeymok back
again, and she was less forthright than she had bdwn she
guestioned his declaration.

it wasn't just—lovemaking talk?' she asked, herculdus heart
playing havoc within her.

'l have never," he replied, 'undamy circumstances, told any womar
that | loved her.’

Nerves had her fingers going to her chin, hopeisg#o hear that no
matter how much he had been involved before, she the first
female he had ever said those words to that meamush.

'You mean it?' she asked huskily, her hand comwmgyafrom her
chin, that hand wanting to touch his bare shouleplead with him
to let it be true. There again, were tears in hasebut not from
sadness this time. 'You really mean it, Serle?' Isbgged, and
pleaded without touching him, pride having no planog more, 'You
really—love me?'

For long unspeaking seconds Serle looked backratahe Kelsey
felt tension in him again the longer he looked. M hbkat harshness in
him fading, slowly, he was saying:

it sounds of some—consequence to you." And witheyiss still
searching in her, quietly he added, 'Of more comsece than |
would have ..." He broke off then suddenly, tenseéywas gripping
her naked arms, the pressure increasing as, nohgptor lies either,



he asked, 'Justowimportant is it to you, Kelsey, to know that | &ov
you?'

For ageless moments she stared into those shagyds. Then with
the sound of her heart roaring a crescendo in &ey, she saw the
traces of a smile touch the corners of his mouthd Alindingly
clearly then, she saw that Serle was not goingugh his head off if
she confessed just how important his love was tplhé that, with
that gentleness she had discovered in him lurkingd the corner,
his smile was a smile of encouragement. And thaldconly mean,
she thought, her heart threatening to burst, teavdnted to hear of
her love, that he—wanted her love.

'‘Oh, Serle," she cried, her hands going up to lnsilglers, her joy
knowing no bounds at the feel of him, 'l love yaunsuch, and have
done ever since .. .'

It was as far as she got. With a roar that washatgh, Serle hauled
her against him. And though perhaps it was not i@rgr-like to be
called a wretched woman as he told her she hadipuihrough hell,
to Kelsey, locked in his arms, it was the most notaathing she had
ever heard.

'l still can't believe it,' she breathed, not womag how she now
came to be lying down, Serle propped up on an elipging down at
her. For as he looked adoringly at her, forwarsh@rshe could not
refrain from telling him, 'I'm so glad | found tle®urage to come
through that door tonight."'

'‘Had "you not done so, my beloved Kelsey, | woudddrcome and
fetched you,' he confessed, owning when she statedim in
surprise, 'l was planning to give you only anotiwey minutes, when
the door was - pushed open and there you weresniied as he
remembered. 'l didn't need any second invitatidrtanbog all of the
bed to myself, did 1?'



Kelsey blushed, and was kissed for her blushesshasin turn
confessed, 'l had to make myself angry before Idcooame through
that door.'

.'I now realise why, my love,' he told her tengefry not to think of
me as such a swine for wanting you to make theris/e. But I've
never been in love before, and it knocked me aladfieap,’ he
explained. 'lI've suffered agonies of jealousy tlmgkof you with
other men, yet even married to me you didn't t@nkugh of me to
come to me.—Yetou had to come to me because you wanted to.'

'‘Oh, darling,’ she whispered, his pain her paididh't know." Then
she smiled as she saw he need have no reasoreaides now, had
had no reason to be jealous then. 'I'll neverdigdu again,’ she
promised.

When that promise had been sealed with a kiss,enbrfor the
moment just to be able to look at him with operelehowing in her
eyes, it occurred to Kelsey that Serle hadn't lskethat open with
her either.

'You've been a little—er—not so straightforward ssmlif, as | recall,’
she murmured, loving the way his fingers were tgdoackwards
and forwards over her shoulder.

‘More than a little," he admitted with a wry griifo start with there
was this pert, beautiful English girl who stormedfiom nowhere
one day and tore me of a strip over something wihi¢tad no
knowledge of.'

Kelsey tried to look shamefaced as she recalleditnashe had gone
marching into his office, but with a smile on herouth the
shamefaced look didn't quite come off.



‘Then,' he teased, 'the next thing | know, the spem female is
trying to make me look about two inches high imfrof some V.I.P.s
whom the firm need to have confidence in us.'

‘You looked murderous,' Kelsey murmured, her sgolee. "Will you
forgive me?"

'I'll forgive you anything providing you'll alwayeve me,' said Serle
tenderly.

He kissed her again then, a long lingering kis=, legft her breathless,
and tingling, and wanting more. And when he toak mouth away
from hers she could see from the fire that wassrelies that it was
the same for him too.

Though when instead of taking up the invitatioman eyes he pulled
back to again prop himself up on his elbow and éab&t her, she was
remembering his, "There's no hurry,’ from befotee Saw then that
there was still a lot to be said between them,gbldsts to be dealt
with, and that while his eyes were telling her thatwvas as eager for
her as she was for him, Serle was not a grabyfpstdf man, her heart
beat erratically as she suddenly realised thaieSeanted to set a
gradual, easy pace for this first time for her.

'You were—er—saying,' she reminded him, trying @eafely hard
to remember what it was they had been talking glamitshe tried
equally hard to control the yearning he had agaygered off in her.

'‘Was 1?' he murmured teasingly, letting her knowatempt to keep
cool was not fooling him for a moment.

'‘About—about that time—er—Yukiko and | saw you ihat
restaurant,’ she recalled, giving herself full nsark

'So | was,' he grinned. 'Well, luckily I was able ¢complete the
business with my luncheon guests satisfactorilyt, Bat to put too



fine a point on it, | really thought then that iasvabout time you
learned a few manners.'

Having asked his forgiveness once for her appabglgaviour, about
to do so again, she remembered the way he hatl@gtt@aching her
a few manners, by sending the polite go-betweae¢oher father.

"You remembered what I'd said about an arrangedagardefinitely
not being for me?' she asked instead.

‘It was all too perfect,.' Serle recalled. 'l kngau'd be as mad as
hell, but,' he confessed, 'l was as mad as hell$omidenly a grin he
couldn't control was breaking from him as he rechll'And did |
have proof that you were mad! "The daughter of Mantsan is
willing," Mr Saito told me, and then he handed ime picture you'd
sent.'

'l—er—was a little cross,' said Kelsey demurely.

‘A non-starter in understatement,’ Serle smilechu"¥night have
passed the verbal message back, "I'm willing", thete was no
mistaking the more truthful "Get lost, Falconerblkoin your eyes.
Forgive me-, my love, but who could resist the @rale in your
flashing eyes, who could resist trying to stringiyaong?"

‘Not you,' she answered happily, when no answemaasssary. 'So
having received my reply, you took up the gaundlat arranged that
restaurant meeting with my father and me.'

'‘And what a meeting! | didn't know how | managekésp my face
straight, with you trying to keep it from showingat you wouldn't
mind going in for knife throwing."'

'l thought | did rather well," Kelsey commentedd aemembered,
‘You kissed me that nightand . . .'



‘And began falling in love with you,' he said spftl

‘Then?' she exclaimed, thinking of all that hadegon, all the time
that had elapsed and she hadn't known!

'l felt some strange something happening to me whead you no
longer fearful of what | was going to do to yododked at you and
found that | couldn't breathe. | think | was in soshock myself,' he
admitted. 'Andthenl kissed you, and your response was somethi
else again, and | knew that this thing called lbgeneard about but
had never before experienced—didn't fully belieng he owned,
'‘was on the lookout for another scalp.'

Wide-eyed, Kelsey still could not credit that he kadwn so long.
‘You knew then!" was all she was capable of gasping

'l told myself | was wrong,' he replied, ‘and spalhtthe following
Sunday trying to get you out of my mind.'

'Oh," she said softly, her brain waking up as streecaway from the
startling surprise he had given her. 'Is that whiien you come
calling the next day, you came with roses in ycamd®"

'Sorry, my darling," Serle confessed gently, ‘iswaquite like that.
The roses were meant, but as a cover.’

'Cover?'

'l was knocked all of a heap, like | said. In alt edult life I've never
been so unsure of myself. | needed to cover this theng that had
happened to me. The roses were a last-minute iddazew you
wouldn't take me seriously if | came calling witbses in my
hand—that you would think | was just hamming itfop all | was
worth. I've been covering up ever since,' he ended.



'Oh, Serle,' she murmured. 'To think you've knowu ppve me since
then, and that I've known | was in love with yonca that night you
rang and said you thought we should have a setmllds and yet
we've . ..

'You've known since then?' It was Serle's turn ¢oircredulous.
Then, he was kissing her gently, then drawing blaekpo mourning
the time they had wasted as he went on to telbheroments when
he had thought she had seen through his cover aRegé¢hat the day
he had stood with her at the Tededori dam, wherhaddooked so
adorable and trusting that he had wanted to kissahé ask her to
marry him, but having been trying to gain her cdefice, he had seen
almost too late that the time wasn't right. Tellmgy how when she
had told him she wasn't going to see him again lnetto think fast,
he tried to find out if she felt anything at all foim when he'd asked
her if it was more than a game to her, and gethatjsame response
from her when again he had kissed her, he had ti@igending the
money hoping she would give it to her father andsend it back.

‘You meant my father to have it all along?’

'It was a small price to pay if | could keep yowapan.' And while

she was faintly staggered that he could dismisdweaty thousand

so lightly, he was saying, 'l needed a hold on ¥Yaisey my darling.

You were just as likely to take it into your headl¢ave Japan as
stay—I wanted you to stay.'

'Oh, Serle,' she whispered, 'and | never knewtl#dt time you were
covering . . .'

'‘And nearly had my cover blown the night | calleésk your father if
he had any objection to my marrying you,' he browkéo tell her,
which made her remember:



'You asked me then if I'd heard more than my fagsking if you'd
called to ask for my hand.'

‘And | was sweating like a schoolboy on your ansvirr said, to her
amazement.

'You were?'

'l guess I've been as scared of you finding coneédl you as you were
scared | would find out how you felt about me, onened—then told

her, '"Had you been in earshot before then, you avbal’e heard me
telling him that my love for you was too persomwagnt too deep, for
me to want a stranger to act on my behalf any Inhge

'‘Oh, darling!" Kelsey cried, and whether Serle \ednto pace their
lovemaking slowly or not, she could no longer sfiapm stretching
up her arms to him.

Serle must have decided that any .other explarsatioald wait, for
he needed no second bidding to gather her up elodédold her as
though he never intended to let her go.

It was broad daylight when Kelsey awakened, theati@ady well on
its way. But even not fully awake yet, she seeneekinow that the
lateness of the hour didn't matter—that today wamething
different.

Serle! As Serle jumped into her mind, she was fallyake. She
turned on her side, her heart pounding with featr she had imagined
all that had happened.

'‘Good morning, my own sweet love," said the mampped up on an
elbow beside her, watching her as he had last.night



'Hello," she said huskily, searing hot colour cawvgevery part of her,
knowledge there that though she was his wife ndwe, sill felt a
shyness that could make her crimson when she thaighe way
they had been.

'l thought you'd never wake," Serle said softlpaad coming out to
gently brush a tousled strand of fair hair backfieer face, that same
hand stroking understanding”™ down the blush ofcheek.

'H-have you been—awake long?' she stammered.
'‘Not nearly long enough to have my fill of your beg' he murmured.
'‘Oh, Serle,' Kelsey cried, 'l love you so—yet'. . .

She didn't get to finish, for suddenly she wasigdims, against his
heart, it's all right, my darling,' he shushed MHaon't . ..

it's not all right,' she wailed, scalding tearsifigl down her face. And
urgently, so he must know how much she loved hi'h,thought
several times that you might reject me—I just—ijatin't given a
thought— th-that | might try to reject you.'

‘It was the pain | caused you my darling, not ydwe' soothed,
cradling her, so understanding of her; of those smmof searing
pain that had seen her trying to push him away,chies of 'No'

stiffed by his mouth gentle pn hers, by tenderly romuwred

endearments until the pain had gone and she h&agdh®h, darling,
I'm sorry," and had moved to him, only to cry ogdia and try again
to reject him as she felt new pain.

'l love you so much, Serle,' she said, her facemgout of hiding as
she lifted it up for his kiss.

'l know you do,' he assured her tenderly. 'Jugbasnow | love you.'



Kelsey nodded, and felt his fingers, tender ssifhooth away her
tears. Then gently he was kissing her, his kissin@ny more urgent
as she pressed her naked form against him, watttiggt nearer to
him, not starting with shyness this morning ashi@sds on her bare
hips pressed her still closer to him.

An ache was being fired in her to feel him yet elpsnd feverishly
now her hands roved him as if she would make ugherdreadful
time it must have been for him last night.

The feel of his strong muscular back beneath haed$bad her crying
softly, 'l won't reject you ever again,' that aaihéer to feel him with
her once more.

Gently Serle moved her until her back was agamstnattress, his
mouth pressing her as he came to lie half overS$tez.saw the flush
of desire on his face, and her panicky feelingstha had driven him
from wanting her by the way she had been before \gareted when
softly, his voice husky, he breathed:

'Oh God, Kelsey, you're so wonderful, | never ksensh joy could be
mine!'

And joy was hers too, when treating her as gerglz@had before,
kissing her, tenderly caressing her, Serle atkaste to her again. But
this time there was no pain to stop her need te gin her all—and

as passion mounted, stretched higher and ever rhighards that

topmost peak, Serle was wringing from her a passimh as she had
never had a hint that she possessed.

'‘Oh, how I love you, my beloved wife,' he said, whater they lay
with her head on his shoulder, her breast benaathdnd. 'You're
just too . . .' there wasn't a word that would ‘fmarvellous,’ he
short-listed.



Kelsey, basking in the wonder of his lovemakingthe wonder of
him, in the wonder that he loved her, stirred bediadn and turned
her head up to look at him.

The love she saw there for her in his face madesthvatlow, and
careless of time, she asked, ‘Do you have to gwt& today?'

Serle moved her to her side, the front of her dading him, wanting
her that close for the pure togetherness of it) gtee saw him grin
broadly. 'What—work on my honeymoon?' he teasetsd§esmiled,
her right arm going over his shoulder, the tipb@f breasts pressing
against him. 'I'm glad Mrs Kaido doesn't come #aal today,' she
gurgled. She was positively chuckling, her breasiging against his
chest, when, nibbling her ear, Serle broke offatpis a low growl:

'I'll send word to tell her not to come tomorrouwher.'



