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In the heat of the summer...

Sunny, sensitive and full of life, Blythe Summeldievas adored by
everyone--except her mysterious new neighbor.

Jas Tratherne was the antithesis of Blythe's spitd he seemed
determined to keep her at arm's length. But Blywes equally
determined to free the warmth and passion she ddyedand Jas's
aloof exterior.

She succeeded--more than a little--but despitepbiesuit and their
blossoming relationship Blythe still felt that Jasld secrets he
refused to share, and that if she pushed him towstiat she'd unleash
might be more than she could handle....



CHAPTER ONE

IT wAs the music that first told Blythe the other houséie gully was
occupied again.

When she opened her side door just after sunresgntimg organ
notes reached into the fresh saltiness of the mgyrdrawing her
gaze down and along the gully to the old housegntpty windows
burnished to flax-flower orange by the morning sun.

A classic of New Zealand architectural style, theude was a
no-nonsense weather-board square, the wide froahgla sheltered
by a curve of corrugated iron in need of a cogtaht. The builders
had placed it at the narrow end of the pear-shgp#g near the foot
of a gentle rise, facing the scrubby hills along #horeline where
they dipped to frame a tiny corner of the limitl&sific Ocean.

The melody swelled and soared above the wind-panuka bushes
and tall, broadleaved flax, set the creamy plumishe toe-toe
shivering, and rose to Blythe's white-painted gmtastubbornly
perched on a slope overlooking the gully to one,side sea to the
other.

She was tending seedlings in the plastic-shroudiatel house when
the music stopped. Its sudden cessation in thelenwfda bar made
her pause and lift her head, curbing a loose cogltsof soft russet
hair that had escaped from her carelessly fasteorgtail. When the
lovely sounds didn't resume, she felt vaguelytiorally troubled.

Silly. Whoever had been listening to the recordias tired of it and
had switched it off.

But in the afternoon she made a batch of biscuitapped a small
bunch of dried strawflowers and grasses in a sqpfadark burgundy
tissue and tied it with a bow of yellow-dyed flakre. Then she
walked to the old house, along the sparse, tougissggrowing



between the wheel ruts that formed a rough roaagatioe gully and
beyond.

The silvery wood of the veranda steps was smoottiemurner
sneakers. The uncurtained up-and-down windows wesshly
cleaned and shining. Blythe kept her eyes from tluespite her
curiosity about the new occupants, and tapped @aldior.

No response, even when she knocked again, andhgetefised that
the house was occupied.

She waited a little longer, then laid the bouqued @&he plastic
ice-cream container full of biscuits on the dogrste

She was straightening when the door opened.

Flustered, she pushed back the stubborn curl ggdlaross her eyes. 'l
didn't hear you coming!’

The man who faced her was tall enough to makedstelzen smaller
than her slightly-below-average height, and he haslmved that
morning. His hair, dark but not quite black, lookasl if he'd been
running his fingers through it. Under emphatic bsdvis eyes were
an intriguing deep, deep green with amber fleckaiathe irises, and
an imperious nose jutted above a. firm, masculineutm and

inflexible chin. His loose T-shirt echoed the greémis eyes.

‘You were listening at the keyhole?' he asked wathl enquiry.

'‘No, of course not!" Blythe denied, blinking at hilhbrought you
some biscuits and...'

Flowers seemed somehow inappropriate. She dromregblze to the
pathetic offerings on the step. The reason she 'h&dmard his
approach on the un- carpeted boards of the wide/dnalwas that he



was wearing socks but no shoes with the jeansetizdsed his long
legs.

He looked down but didn't move to pick the things iis head lifted
slowly, his eyes taking in her well- worn sneakel®e bare legs
emerging from crumpled khaki shorts, and the cheéaaton shirt
that skimmed her breasts and lay open at her throat

When he returned his attention to her face he diolok impressed.

Blythe hurried again into speech. 'l live over tief she gestured in
the direction of the cottage. 'l just wanted to c@ehe you...your
family...'

His expression totally closed down. 'l don't havaraily.'

Blythe nodded jerkily. 'l must have been away wigen arrived.'
Yesterday she'd delivered some of her dried floviersetailers in
Auckland, visited her parents and then caught up Wends over
dinner in a city cafe. '‘But | heard the music thigrning—"

'If it disturbed you—'

'Oh, no!" she assured him. 'l rather liked it. Reafny way...
welcome to Tahawai Gully." She smiled at him. Heyuth, she'd
been told, was made for smiling, its generous aosteubtly tucked
upward at the ends. "You'll like it here.' Catchanlgft of his eyebrow
as if he doubted her capacity to foretell his feggi she changed tack
‘Um...are you on holiday?'Maybe he wouldn't staygloShe wasn't
sure she wanted him for a neighbour.

He said grudgingly, 'lI've leased the place fomsonths.'

'Oh, that's nice. I'm glad it's being used ag&he remembered it as ¢
family home—noisy, untidy but clean and welcomiSie held out
her hand. ‘My name's Blythe. Blythe Summerfield.’



His mouth twitched at one corner. 'Of course.'
'What?'

Not answering that, he lifted his right hand andwfed hers in a
hard clasp. 'Jas Tratherne.'

‘Jazz?' She could hardly imagine a less likely neonéhis taciturn,
held-in man.

‘Jas.' He confirmed the pronunciation she'd gived-a-s.'
'‘Oh—short for something?"

'‘My parents saddled me with Jasper,' he said affgause. 'l didn't
care for it.'

Yes, she thought as he released her hand, leawingling from his
hold. He wasn't a man who would put up with anygHie didn't care
for. Including importunate neighbours. He stoothi@ doorway as if
guarding the house from invasion, the hand he'lddséiwn from hers
now gripping the jamb, broad shoulders and tapbosty giving the
impression of filling the space although he wasatt all
overweight—if anything he was probably a bit untherideal for the
size of his frame, which was large but angular.

‘The place has been empty so long,' she saidbultijike some help
to clean it—'

'I've done it.'

'‘Oh—good. Um...I suppose you knew there was no @leconnection
here, but if you need—'

'l have everything | need."'



Go away.He might as well have shouted it.

'‘Right,’ Blythe said with a stirring of indignatioiiNice to have met
you.' ldiotic remark, and a lie too. Meeting himdhaeen distinctly
uncomfortable. Turning, she felt his gaze on hakbas she went
down the steps.

She was walking away when his voice stopped hkariks,' he said,
making her turn again to face him. He had the fieswand the
container of biscuits in his hands. 'lt was a nicight.’

But he'd rather she hadn't done it all the same,gslessed. 'That's
okay,' she told him, nervously flashing anotherlemicnjoy them.’

She didn't look back again until she was halfway¢o own place.
Then her swift glance showed her he'd retreatedshuatthe door.

An unsettling man. He might be a dangerous marhgpsr even a
criminal squatting unauthorised in the house. Quiske dismissed
the thought. If he'd been using the place illegakywould hardly
have played his music so loudly, drawing attenttorhhimself. And

he hadn't seemed furtive or threatening— just uoeveing and

somehow withdrawn.

And good-looking, she supposed—in a moody, Hedflstlisort of

way. She could imagine him striding across an Ehghoor with a
huge black dog at his heels. Wearing boots, shegtiitpgrinning to
herself as she passed the gardens and tunnel tloelsered by the
lee of the hill. And breeches. Glowering at everg/ansight.

She climbed the rough, sandy steps to her littde porch, paused at
the door to take off her sneakers, and paddedarmsdefoot. The old
kauri dresser that served to divide the kitchemftbe dining area
had a mirror back. Her hair was as usual tryinfalioin curls about
her face—the dampness of the sea air made it pedpet
unmanageable—and her cheeks were faintly flushed ddrk eyes,



framed by long, curved lashes, looked large anadus, and her soft
mouth was still touched by a smile, the dimple diespised just
discernible in her cheek.

She ought to be grateful for her looks. A heartapdd face and
natural curls, big brown eyes and an air of yodthfoocence were
just what many women craved. Sometimes, she knba/d gyot
something she wanted or even been favoured unask&dothers
because she was conventionally pretty.

She hated the word. Being 'pretty’ made people jutop
conclusions—that she was a brainless bimbo, orsiatd welcome
the advances of any halfway presentable male whdeadaanother
notch in his belt.

Jas Tratherne wasn't one of those, anyway. Heketbat her and
dismissed her as of no account. 'Of course,' had when she
introduced herself.

Of course, Blythe...

Her name meant carefree, happy. Well, so what? 'Didis—she
emphasised the hard final sound in her mind—Trathepprove of
happiness?

Or didn't he believe in it?

She lifted her cellphone from where she'd lefnitioe kitchen bench
and called her mother.

‘There's someone in the old Delaney place at &s#,'said, after the
usual greetings. 'A man.'

'Oh—is he nice?"

'He's...polite.’



'Is that all?" Rose Summerfield laughed. 'Welleast you won't be
on your own there any more. Maybe we should comer dhis
weekend and vet him.'

'‘No!' Blythe said instantly. 'He's very...private.'
‘A recluse? How old?'

'‘Mm, maybe mid-thirties. He looks...'

'What?'

Blythe struggled to explain. 'He isn't happy. Aribh't think he eats
properly.’

‘Men don't when they're on their own," her motreed sweepingly.
‘Do you want to feed him up?'

'‘He wouldn't thank me for it." He had barely marmhge say thank
you for the biscuits. Maybe biscuits were anotherg he didn't care
for.

‘He is all right, | suppose?' Rose worried.
'l don't think he's an axe murderer, Mum.’

‘Well, maybe we'll come over anyway,' Rose decidkdt to let him
know you're not alone in the world.'

'I'd love to see you, but really there's no need—'
‘Sunday,' Rose said firmly. 'We'll bring lunch."'

* % %

Early next morning Blythe caught a glimpse of hewmeighbour
loping at a steady pace past the cottage. He vigiensMeight track



pants and a navy T-shirt with running shoes, aolldd like a serious
jogger.

In the afternoon she went down to the beach toestga/for pieces of
driftwood and beach grasses.

Only four kilometres along the shoreline from Tahgwalthough
more than ten via the winding, unsealed and bohk&sipaoad, was
the popular holiday settlement, Apiata Beach. At lade it was
possible to walk—and clamber—from one to the othwer, few
people braved the several rock outcrops and sttileydays between
the resort and Tahawai, even in the height of summe

At this time of year, with winter barely giving wag a cool spring,
Blythe rarely saw anyone but the occasional losieeiiman or family
party of locals on the beach. Sometimes surfersetlup to try the
waves, but most of them preferred Apiata.

Jas Tratherne was wearing white sneakers or maigeuhning
shoes—not boots anyway, she noted—and he didrétdawg at his
heels. But he strode along the sand with a logkr@bccupation, his
head bent and one hand swinging a crooked driftvgtiold, the other
tucked into the pocket of a light parka.

He was walking near the water's edge, skirting vingte-flecked
waves thumping onto the sand in a flurry of foans Blythe
descended the sandy slope he looked up.

Blythe raised a hand in a half-hearted wave.
He returned the gesture, then resumed his walk.

Okay, she thought. He didn't want company and Wz fine. She
headed off in the other direction.



That night music drifted in through her barely opedlroom window
with the night breeze. As she hovered on the edgslesp the
poignant notes entered into her dreams, and thenmaxing she had
the feeling that the music had gone on for a lomg.tHours.

When she drove past the house to the store atadle detached
wooden garage was open, what looked like a statimgon parked
inside.

On her return she parked the van in her garage toettte tunnel
house and took her paper, mail and milk up thessaey inside.

Sitting with a sandwich and coffee at the longealnhder the corner
windows, she opened the newspaper. It wasn't waough today to
use the lounger on the high, enclosed deck outside.

After two cups of coffee she folded the paper atdhfed hekete.
She had woven the traditional-style Maori carriag therself. Mrs
Delaney, matriarch of the large, boisterous famiho had grown up
in the house now occupied by the solitary and smtial Jas
Tratherne, had taught Blythe along with her own giiders the
ancient art of flax-weaving.

She pulled on a hooded red sweatshirt as she heft porch,
awkwardly transferring the plaited handles of kieéefrom one hand
to the other and starting down the steps beforenadefully donned
the sweatshirt.

When she looked up she saw Jas Tratherne apprgadhs hair
stirred by the wind. He wore light- coloured cottoousers, sneakers
and the nylon parka.

Fixing a smile on her face, Blythe paused as shehex the foot of
the steps. 'Hi.'



He didn't smile, but nodded. 'Good afternoon—"waitt a glance at
thekete'—Red Riding Hood."

‘Hardly." She parted the handles. 'No goodies,' s&@® saw he'd
shaved today, and the planes of his face were st@mly defined,
adding to the impression that he'd recently losglte

He seemed to be debating whether to continue tineeecsation. After
a moment he said, 'So why are you carrying an etvgsiet?’

'I'm gathering stuff from the beach.'
'Stuff?'

As they were obviously headed in the same directiey really had
no choice but to walk together. 'Leaves, stalksedkeads,
driftwood—'

'Shells?'

‘Mm, maybe. It's not a great beach for shells. urés too rough, and
most of them get pounded to bits. Sometimes | ppck nice piece of
beach glass or some interesting stones.'

They walked on a few steps before he asked, 'So avhayou going
to do with all this stuff?'

She suspected he wasn't really interested bubéhtit obliged to be
polite. 'l make notions.'

'Notions?"'

‘Arrangements of driftwood or flotsam and my owiedrflowers.
For some of them | weave flax containers or waftiges.'

'I'd have thought it would be too sandy here fowgr-growing.'



‘The gully's sheltered from the sea wind, and tileos the bottom is
quite peaty. And,' she added, 'there's plenty afveed for mulch and
fertiliser. The right flowers do very well.’

'Like...?"

‘Strawflowers, statice, lavender—I use some anddbego directly
to florists.'

They went up the little rise between the hills, d@he breeze blew
strands of hair across Blythe's eyes.

‘You're running a business—on your own?"

'Yes"." Half closing her eyes against the wind, sheok back her
hair. 'It's all mine.'

'Yours?'
‘Why not?'

He studied her smooth skin and wide, questionirgseyrou're far
too young!'

Blythe laughed and started down the slope. 'I'mmtyene,’ she said.
Her lack of height, and the winsome prettiness tizdhing she did
with her hair or clothes or even make-up couldesfavas deceptive.

He frowned, and a tinge of colour entered his che®ou live alone
up there?' He glanced at the cottage behind them.

‘Since my grandmother died last year." A shadowsad her face. 'l
moved in with her after Grandad's death, becausensis getting a
bit frail and we didn't like her being on her oWwd.been working at a
nursery and taking night classes in horticultueejtswas an ideal
opportunity to try setting up for myself, and a¢ game time it helped



Gran.' She lifted a hand to peel wind-blown hairagvirom her
mouth. 'Everyone thought | was crazy, trying tovgthings here.'

'‘Really.' He was looking down at the uneven grotmslhands thrust
into the pockets of his parka.

‘Too far from the city, they said, and too clos¢ht® sea. But it's just
over an hour from Auckland, and it's turned outéadeal. Only...the
market for dried flowers is being taken over by &nificial sort. So
I'm trying a new crop this year—sunflowers.'

‘Sunflowers.' He looked at her and laughed. It avéasief laugh and
sounded unpractised.

'Is there something funny about sunflowers?' simaaheled, angling
her head so that the wind pulled her hair away fremforehead.

'‘No." His eyes Ilooked suddenly glazed. 'No— they'
very...interesting.'

She'd been going on about her family history andwark, and he
was either being gently sarcastic or trying hargreetend he wasn't
bored. 'Well,' she said awkwardly, backing from hifil...um...see
you later.’

'Yes,' he said. 'Uh...good hunting.' And he swungyaand strode off
along the sand.

Scavenging the tide-line, Blythe kept her eyes lom $ea-wrack
delivered by the bountiful waves, refusing to allogrself to peek at
her unsettling new neighbour.

When she made her way back to the cottage the taadgrown
wilder and carried fine, stinging rain with it, adds Tratherne had
gone.



The rain intensified, thrown against the windowkytie lit a fire in
the wood stove in a corner of the kitchen-cum-vimmom, and sat
down to sort her new treasures, and wire somesdfidlivers that she
had drying in nets strung from the ceilings of guaom.

When the light started to fade she got up frontalide. Through the
rain-blurred window a glimmer at the other endhaf gully drew her
eye. She could make out a distant square of fagid,a shadow that
flickered across it, then returned and stayed.

She lifted a hand, but could discern no answeregfuge from the
still, obscure figure.

She turned to put on a light and make herself samgto eat. While
a slice of ham steak and a round of pineapple wgeittng she
washed a few leaves of lettuce, added fresh hentbsaasqueeze of
lemon juice, and wondered what her neighbour wasngafor
dinner.

Maybe she should invite him for a meal. It wouldaaeighbourly
thing to do; her grandmother would have donenst thing.

But he wasn't interested in socialising. No dowdtllthosen to lease
the house because of its relative isolation. Hedikis own company,
did Jas Tratherne.

That probably wasn't quite true. He didn't relish tompany of other
people, but he didn't seem particularly comfortabigh himself
either.

The store at Apiata doubled as service stationparsthl centre. On
Friday, as well as groceries Blythe bought dieseltiie generator
that provided her electricity. The storekeeper leandver her mail



and said, 'There's a parcel here for Mr Trathdmé&e old Delaney
place, isn't he? Came in and said he might bengettiail here.'

'Yes, he is.'

'‘Doesn't seem to have a phone. | don't s'pose like'tb deliver it to
him? It's sat here a couple of days already, amaviekend's coming

up.'

Blythe hesitated, although if it had been for argy@hse along her
route home she'd have agreed instantly. 'Yesigall.

When the storekeeper lugged it out for her andisiido the back of
the van she saw why he was anxious to get rideoptrcel. It was a
large carton and obviously not light.

She drove back to Tahawai and stopped in frorite@Dtelaney house.
Long ago there had been a fence, but now only plemf weathered
grey corner posts indicated the boundary of thé@gcand another
bearing a single rusted hinge was all that waolethe gateway.

Through the bare window on the left of the doog shw a big table
with a row of books and a neat stack of papers,@nd what looked
like a portable computer. The office-type chairindht was empty.

The front door was ajar, and music poured out efrtarrow space,
surrounding her as she lifted her hand to knock.

She paused and dropped her hand, hypnotised bycthemellow
sounds.

But if Jas Tratherne found her loitering on his oep he'd have
cause to wonder if he'd been right about her listeat keyholes.

She rapped quite hard with her knuckles, and tloe davung open
onto the broad passageway. To her left the roomthvé desk looked



otherwise empty except for a shelving unit along wall, filled with
folders and more books, and to her right, througbttzer open door,
she saw Jas Tratherne seated with his back totham electronic
keyboard.

He lifted his hands from the keys and twisted rqumsleyes meeting
hers before he stood up, his face darkly flushingthr@nger? she
wondered. Or embarrassment?

He strode towards her across the bare floorboands the
passageway.

Blythe said the first thing that came into her heddwasn't a
recording.’

'‘No.' He stood facing her, his hand on the doof las contemplated
shutting it in her face.

'I'm sorry," she said, not sure what she was aphggfor. 'You play
wonderfully," she told him, driven by her surpriaad genuine
admiration. 'l don't mean to interrupt.’

He didn't bother to deny it. 'What can | do for ybu

'It's what | can do for you," she said, stung big thnfriendly
reception. 'l have a parcel for you.'

His brows drew together. 'More biscuits?'
'l brought you a postal parcel from Apiata.’
‘Do you moonlight as a postal employee?’

'l happened to be collecting my mail and Doug asked drop it off
on my way home.'



‘Surely that's against regulations.’

‘Very likely, but the locals have a habit of igmai city-made
regulations that don't fit country circum- standégou don't want it,
of course | could always take it back, but I'm @oly not going there
again until some time next week.'

Her voice had a decided edge, and her eyes no daibtsparkling
with a rare flash of temper. She was doing the @&davour, for
heaven's sake, and he wasn't showing much appoeciat

He must have realised it too. 'l didn't mean tonsbungrateful. |
guess I'm not used to "country circumstances"”. Wiethe parcel?’

‘In the van. I'll help you get it out.'

He looked down at her, making her conscious thathead was
barely level with his shoulder. A faint twitch udyéhe corner of his
mouth upward. 'It's that big?'

‘That heavy.'

She led the way and opened the back of the vanwBeh she put a
hand on the box he said, 'Leave it to me," anediit into his arms.

She closed the door, and by the time she'd gotieetdriver's side he
had reached the steps and bent to put the boxeoretnda, giving it
a shove across the boards before turning to Hean®s,' he said. 'I'll
be glad to have them.’

"Them?"'
'Books." A movement of his head indicated the box.

'‘Oh...books!" Blythe knew how heavy books could®iee put a hand
on the open door of the van.



'l never thanked you properly for the biscuits,sh&l. Maybe he felt
the need to proffer an olive branch after his stieps reception.
'Home-made.’

It wasn't a question really, but she said, 'Yd®mgde you liked them.'
‘They were delicious.’

Signs of a thaw, Blythe noted with relief. ‘My pat®are coming for
lunch on Sunday,' she said impulsively. "You cowid us if you
like.'

As she'd expected, he shook his head. 'Thanksnitwirude on a
family lunch...'

She couldn't help a small grin. ‘Actually you'ree theason they
decided to come—or my mother did.’

' am?'

'I mentioned you'd moved in and...well, you knaotg, pretty isolated
here. They worry about me.'

‘Understandably.’

He flicked another glance over her and she foughtrge to draw
herself up to her full but hardly substantial he¢ightold them there's
no need.’'

'‘But they want to inspect your new neighbour?'

'It's all right," Blythe said. 'I'll say you're tdamsy to make lunch, and
if they suggest a friendly welcoming visit | promito head them off
at the pass.'



He seemed to be thinking that over. 'lf they'recesned” about their
daughter's safety I'd better meet them,' he sawhizhingly, 'and put
their minds at rest. I'll come to lunch.’



CHAPTER TWO

'I'VE invited the neighbour,” Blythe told her parentsewhthey
arrived. 'He's coming over.'

'‘Not such a recluse, then.' Rose, a petite womamvald passed on
her dark eyes and soft feminine mouth to her daghivas
unpacking a bacon and egg pie and fresh breadsemeeffins and a
chocolate cake.

'He's a very private person,' Blythe said anxiouBlgn't give him the
third degree, okay?'

Her parents exchanged a dana#o, usAnd then they both focused
reprovingly on her. Blythe laughed and gave up. Siepected Jas
Tratherne was quite capable of handling unwantegdtpns anyway.

When he arrived and she opened the door to hinselkened less
aloof, even giving her a smile as he handed owebditle of wine he
carried. She thanked him nicely, smiling back, aadlinked and she
saw his eyes darken, become softer. Surprisee attimistakable tug
of attraction, she stared for a moment before steppack, breaking
the tenuous thread as she invited him in. ‘Comeraeat my parents.’

He asked them to call him Jas, and shared a b#ehwesi father while
he enquired how the traffic had been from Aucklasmmnmented on
the weather, and showed interest in the headlintbe Gunday paper
the Summerfields had bought. He even admired sdnigythe's
floral arrangements that she'd removed from th&tabd laid into
open boxes ready for sale, studied samples of bek tnanging on
the walls and, raising his eyes, noted without ceminthe drying
nets with their delicate, rainbow-coloured burdéflawers.

After they were seated around the table Rose askatihe did for a
living.



‘Teaching," he said. 'What about you and Brian?'

‘We're farming,' Brian Summerfield told him. 'Obetother side of
Auckland, near Wiri. But the land all around isrigeswallowed up in
lifestyle blocks bought by Queen Street farmers—yw and
accountants farming in their spare time. We'rekiinigp of selling...'

Rose slipped in a remark about the children natdaiterested in
carrying on the farm after Brian retired, and addé¢hat do your
parents do, Jas?'

‘My mother died when | was a teenager. My fathkvieg in a
retirement home now.’

Rose managed to elicit the fact that Jas had coome ¥Wellington

before he deftly changed the subject again. Hesldelypth the dishes
and even accepted another cup of coffee, on thie lol@itt to take

advantage of the afternoon sun and the ocean ¥ed/after a while
he took his leave with a gracious thank-you for tBdy and

handshakes for her parents.

'Seems a decent sort of bloke," her father said.

'I'm sure we needn't worry about him," Rose agraétipugh he isn't
very forthcoming about himself.' Looking slyly alyBhe, she added,
‘You didn't mention he was dishy.’

Blythe laughed. 'Dad—did you hear that?'
Rose refused to be diverted. 'Don't you think so?'
‘Personality is more important than looks.'

‘What's wrong with his personality? He was venapémnt, | thought.’



'He was trying to impress you today.' And that wabably not quite
fair. He had simply demonstrated ordinary courtesy.

‘Do you think so? Why?'

'l told him you worry. That's the only reason heesgl to come to
lunch. To...set your minds at rest.’

Brian said, 'Well, that was good of him.’
‘Sensitive.' Rose eyed her daughter consideringly.

Blythe cast her a laughing glance, guessing thectlan of her
mother's thoughts. Of course Blythe had noticed tmer new
neighbour was quite a handsome man. And today...

If she was totally honest she found Jas Trathewngrisingly
attractive, and for a moment she'd seen a spanaohth, of desire,
In his eyes, despite his seeming determinatioepelrboarders.

On Monday she took a load of flowers and notiorte #uckland,
and looked up an old schoolfriend who after a ye@rseas had just
moved into a mixed flat.

Gina's flatmates, a pleasant, casually welcomieg/cnvited Blythe
to eat with them. She stayed late, drank a fewsglasf cheap wine
and ended up spending the night on the sofa. \Wviéryone was
snatching some kind of breakfast-on-the-run nextrning, she
Issued a general invitation to them to visit her.

On Wednesday morning Blythe donned her red swettshar shorts

and shirt, piled sacks into the van, and drove dthershort distance
to the landward side of the saddle. A stormy nagid spring tide had
left an abundance of seaweed on the high-water line



Down on the beach she filled a bag with rapidlyimgyhanks of
brown kelp, tied it with rope, and dragged her kat\back over the
sand, ignoring the sand flurries that stung hee begs.

At the slope the bag snagged on a bit of driftwabdost buried in
the sand, and she turned backwards to pull it frgsned on a tuft of
pingao grass and sat down hard, letting out anpexated swear
word.

'What are you doing?'

Jas's voice came from behind her, and then hetiees aide, looking
down at her.

She lifted her head and squinted up at him agthiestapricious wind
that worried her hair. He was wearing his tracktpand running
shoes.

‘Getting fertiliser." She tugged again at the bag.

'‘Give me that.' A lean hand took the rope-end frmm and Jas bent
and swung the bag to his shoulder.

Blythe said, 'l can manage—' Already beginningryg the seaweed
wasn't heavy.

‘Sure,' he said, and went on up the slope.
Given no choice, Blythe followed him.

He stowed the bag in the van and looked at thegbiEmpty sacks.
‘You're planning to fill all those?"

'It's not hard. Just time-consuming.'

'Right.' He picked up the pile. 'Let's go.'



She gaped for a moment and then followed him upskhge. 'You
don't have to do this.’

'If you really don't want my help you can say so.’

Blythe shook her head. She was actually dangeraleighted. Not
only because it would take half the time to gatiher seaweed, but
because she liked the way the wind whipped Jastsolar his
forehead and then smoothed it back, making him jamaknger. 'This
is nice of you.'

'l can do with the exercise,' he told her as treached the beach
again. 'Besides, | owe you.'

'‘Owe me?'
'For a very nice meal? And biscuits.'

‘You don't owe me anything,' she protested. Held come to lunch
as some sort of favour to her— or to her then unknparents.

They didn't talk much. He just filled a bag, wordia few yards away
from her, and then carried two bags- back to tlmewlaile she started
another.

‘Thank you," she said, closing the door on the &sthem. 'l
appreciate this.'

"'l come along and help you unload.’

She didn't argue, allowing him to climb into thespanger seat as she
started the engine. He slammed the door and brieflyshoulder
touched hers before he raised a hand to smoothhiseknd-tousled
hair, and stretched his long legs as far as tlggyld the confined cab.
He smelled of salt and seaweed, and so, she suhpusst she.



He helped her stack the bulging bags near the csinipias and eyed
the petrol-driven machine standing nearby. 'WHha#s?'

‘A mulcher. I'll put the seaweed through it latexdaadd it to the
compost.’

He studied the toolshed, and the huge stainles$isiek on the rise
between the garden area and the cottage, halfiiodkeggy kanuka
towering above a tangle of smaller native plaiYigsut water supply?'

‘A holding tank. I've got three rain-collecting karbehind that trellis
at the back of the house, and the extra water&dplpown.'

‘That must hold about seven thousand gallons?'

‘Mm-mm. It came from a dairy factory that was ahgsil had to get a
bank loan to buy it.’

He looked at her with what might have been dawmegpect. 'You
must have invested quite a bit of money...all feating, the shade
house...'

'‘My family and some friends helped put up the faenaad tunnel
house and install the watering system.’

‘This is quite an operation for a one-woman band.'
"'l show you round if you're interested."

She thought he was going to say no. Maybe he dadmit to hurt her
feelings, because he said yes, he was interesteldfodowed her
along the rows of growing plants, the 'everlastirfgst, then the
sunflower bed, where even the most recently planted of tiny

blind shoots yearned towards the sun climbing @psty. At noon
they would stand straight as soldiers on paradebgrevening would
uniformly be leaning westward.



'You must have planted some of these very eadgxaliched one of
the taller plants. 'It's barely spring.'

'| started the first batch in individual peat pwotside and planted the
pots out when the soil warmed up.'

‘Why individual pots?’

‘Traumatising an immature root system can ruinagwant,' Blythe
explained. 'Sunflowers are hardy but if they'rgrimw up straight and
strong they need tender loving care, just like hurdaildren.' She
grinned at him and found him still staring at the&rdy young plants.

Then he turned to her and smiled back. "You'd loel ga that.'

She felt herself grow warm at the unexpected geedig in his voice.
Trying not to sound breathless, she answered Yighttertainly hope
so. It's my livelihood.'

In the tunnel house she showed him her early- blogrsunflowers
In plastic pots, the buds tight in fat green pogisdme or two showing
tips of yellow.

'‘How long before they grow to full size?' he asked.

‘These are a dwarf variety, meant for pots. [Keteny first trial batch
to Auckland tomorrow.'

'‘Well, good luck.' He moved, preparing to leave.

'l suppose I've been boring you,' Blythe apologidéat everyone felt
about plants the way she did.

'‘Not at all. I've rather enjoyed myself.'



The faint surprise in his voice assured her heswasere, and a rush
of gladness made her bold. 'After all that exertlmnleast | can do is
offer you a cup of coffee—or a beer. | wouldn't chone myself.'

'‘Beer—you?"'
'‘Why not? I'm a big girl." She grinned at him.

‘No, you're not.' He gave her another of those dahlat made her
conscious of the few centimetres she lacked. Hisitndhardly
moved, but his eyes smiled at her. She saw theaarkes enlarge,
and realised how close she was standing to hinseGdoough to see
the fine lines by his eyes, and the way his nastildened almost
imperceptibly as he took a breath.

Then he stepped back and the humour disappearsdHi® eyes,
leaving them bleak again. 'Thanks,' he said, 'butmust have work
to do. Maybe another time.'

She didn't press him, but turned and picked upobtiee plastic pots.
'‘Here,' she said quickly, holding it out to hint's'lcalled Music Box.
All you need to do is give it water when the stdlrss drying out, and
cut off the spent flowers.'

He took the plant, holding it in both hands. Ifdoaildn't be bothered
watering it, she told herself, it was no great é&cg

'If you want anything from Auckland,' she offeretthe van will be
empty on the return trip.'

‘There's nothing, thanks.'

'l could collect your mail with mine if the storedpen when | get
back. Unless you plan to go yourself.'

He paused. 'If there's mail you could pick it up.’



'‘Okay.' She smiled at him, relieved that he hagimibbed her again.

He nodded, hefted the pot-plant in his hand and, SEhank you. I'll
take care of it.'

Next morning Blythe saw no sign of Jas as she plasisehouse. But
at the end of the day, when the sun was alreadhiog the seaward
hills, she drew up outside and jumped out, a burafldarge
envelopes in her hands.

Jas was seated at the desk in the front room sshe@approached he
got up to open the door.

She held out the envelopes. "Your mail.'
‘Thanks.' He took them, paused and asked, 'Hothdidales trip go?'

Her relief and excitement bubbled over. 'The posiedflowers sold
well. I've got orders for more, and a lot of ingtli@ cut blooms when
they're ready.’

‘You made a wise decision, moving into sunflowers.'

'l hope so. Now | know | can sell them, | should Inore seed, later
varieties. There's one called Autumn Beauty thahde promising.
On the other hand,' she added thoughtfully, 'l glisbouldn't get too
hung up on one crop. Il've been striking some lagenc
cuttings...maybe | could market them directly taileshops, like the
sunflowers.’

She looked at him eagerly, then flushed. He seemgdaloof today,
his expression a politely interested mask. Shepstéfpack. 'Sorry,
you're busy...'



As she made to turn away, he said, 'No, wait.’

Blythe reluctantly faced him again. 'l was thinkihd¢pe went on
slowly, almost as if he'd thought better of it ablg, 'a walk would be
a good idea before it gets dark. | suppose yooreited to join me?'

Surprised, Blythe gave him a wide smile. 'I'm nad. I'-Il put the
van away and meet you.'

She parked the van in the garage and waited otrdbk until Jas
came along. There was no wind, and he wore a Whghirt with
jeans and sneakers.

She'd worn jeans today too instead of her usuatshaith an ochre
and rusty-red shirt that she'd thought smart endogh business trip.

The sound of an engine made them turn. Jas's Haseldcabout her
arm and drew her aside.

A utility truck was lurching along to the beachyle waved and the
vehicle drew to a halt, the engine still throbbagythe middle-aged
driver rested a brawny brown forearm on the windgyening and
grinned at herKia-ora, Blythe,' he greeted her.

Beside him a boy in his mid-teens leaned forwaid.Blythe.'
She stepped forward. 'How are you, Tau—and Shawn?’

‘Good, good.' The man looked behind her to whesestlk stood at
the roadside. "You'll be the new fella in the Delaplace?’

Blythe introduced them, and Jas came to her sidsdhase the big,
callused hand that Tau offered. 'Tau runs a gashgspiata,’ she
explained.

'Fishing's good here,' Tau said. 'You tried it?'



'I'm not a fisherman, I'm afraid.’

'‘Come along and have a go,' the man suggested.
‘How about you, Blythe?' Shawn asked eagerly.
She glanced at Jas. 'We're just going for a walk."'

The boy looked disappointed, and she added, 'Wéatnesigme and
watch for a while.'

'‘We'll give you some fish,' he promised. 'Eh, Dad?"

'Sure, if we catch any.' Tau had his foot on tleebkerator. Winking at
Blythe, he murmured, 'Kid's got a crush on you. $f@e then,' he
added more loudly, including Jas in his glance, egldased the
handbrake.

As the vehicle continued along the track, Jas smh't let me stop
you joining your friends.'

‘Not if you don't want to.'
'l thought we might climb to the headland. But magmother time...'
'Fine,' she said. 'lt's a great view, from there.'

There was a path of sorts between the scrub ardgyrseaside
trees, slippery in parts and uneven. Blythe ledwhg, sure-footed
and unflagging on the steep, uneven slope. Atdpdhe vegetation
was wind-sheared, and a track led to the very tithe headland
above a thrust of wave-burnished rocks.

The sun shimmered over the trembling water. Indis&ance Apiata
sat washed in soft yellow light.



The two fishermen had reached the rock outcropatfaot of the
headland and were preparing their lines. Shawnéedokp and
waved. Blythe waved back.

‘You'd know everyone around here?' Jas guessed.

‘Just about.’ Blythe sat on the wiry dry grasdairtfeet, drawing up
her legs and hugging them. 'My brothers and sestdrl spent lots of
holidays here with my grandparents. Everyone waatgo Gran and
me after my grandfather died—and since she werlbtteds have all
looked out for me.

Jas sat with a forearm draped across a raised Bwew, the
fishermen threw out their lines and within ten mesuTau reeled in a
struggling silver fish.

‘That didn't take long,' Jas murmured.

They watched Tau and his son bring in more fishl, atmired the
changing play of the gradually fading sunlight ba bcean, until the
dazzling disc had settled on the horizon. Thent&tirred. 'We'd
better go down before it gets dark.'

Jas offered her his hand, and although she didad help she took it,
oddly disappointed when he dropped hers immediafrwards.
She wondered if her eyes, like his, reflected tieedf the setting sun.

‘Let's go this way," she suggested.
'‘Down the cliff face?'
'It's quite safe if you know what you're doing.'

She showed him the almost invisible steps in th#, @nd the
handholds she'd known since childhood. Near the dbthe climb
she grasped at the branch of an old pohutukawathendood gave



way. She heard Jas give a sharp exclamation, éettelf slide, and
came to an ignominious landing on her behind iack pool.

Jas was beside her before she'd struggled to étehis hands lifting
her. 'Are you all right?'

Blythe laughed, despite the sure knowledge thatdshave a
thumping bruise by tomorrow. 'I'm okay. Lucky | wasarly down,
anyway. Thanks for picking me up.' She pushed sdoed curl from
her eyes.

‘Nothing bothers you, does it?'

He sounded oddly tense, and she cast him a wakyoliogurprise. 'A
bit of water and a sore behind isn't worth makirigss about.'

Shawn came bounding towards them across the unec&nshelf.
‘Blythe?You okay?'

'I'm fine! Really." Shawn's father was holding tvaals and looking
anxiously towards her, and she lifted a hand isse&ance. 'Just wet.'

Shawn followed her rueful gaze down at her jeapeskad from waist
to knees, and said cheekily, 'Suits you." His amhgidark gaze
returned to her face, and she gave him a primlsorepg look, then
spoiled it by laughing when he looked instantly siizd.

'‘We got some fish for you," he said.

They picked their way across the rocks, and Tawetlito greet them
again. He offered his rod to Jas, and when Jaskdhiedead, saying
he'd no experience of fishing, Shawn cast him & lobteenage
scorn, but Tau insisted on teaching him, while Shaed a couple of
fish together and handed them to Blythe.



Blythe watched Jas's efforts with amused interastl teased him
with exaggerated admiration when he reeled in gecsable
schnapper.

Jas grinned rather narrowly at her as he handek thecrod and
thanked his tutor.

‘Know how to gut it?' Tau asked him.

Jas shook his head. Blythe said, 'I'll do it," axgdertly cleaned and
gutted the catch and attached a loop of twine wlakwatched with
interest. She handed it to him and rinsed her handse of the rock
pools, shivering in a gust of wind coming off tleas

Tau said, "You're cold. Want to borrow my jackét@' indicated it,
lying on the rocks.

‘Mine'd fit better," Shawn offered eagerly.

'‘No, we're on our way,' Blythe told them, 'but tkemAnd thanks a lot
for the fish.'

'‘No problem," Tau assured her. 'We'll have to bekipg it in soon
too.’

Carrying his fish and hers, Jas walked besidedwethere they could
climb down from the rocks, and she paused to rentmreshoes,
ready to walk on the soft sand. Jas jumped downtiamed to offer
his hand. Blythe paused and stared at his palmiechdoy a dark,
bloody scrape. 'You're hurt!

'It's nothing.' He transferred the fish to thatdhand reached up with
the other, gripping her hand.

She climbed down and grabbed his wrist as he sveghyeefish back
to his uninjured hand. "That must sting.’



'l said it's nothing.' He pulled away from her.

"You did that coming after me when | fell?'

'It's not your fault.’

‘You really didn't need to worry.'

'l wasn't the only one. Your young friend's a s#qocious, isn't he?'

‘Shawn?' Blythe smiled. 'I've known him since heswkaee-high.
He's just being a teenager... practising. I'm big@arents don't need
to worry.'

‘Are they worried?'

'He's been running round with an older crowd, boy®'ve left
school. Tau and his wife think they're a bit rouble's got a great
family—he'll come right.’

*You think that will stop him going off the rails?'
'I'm sure it helps. Don't you agree?'

'Oh, yes." His voice sounded flat. 'A caring familiyh decent values
can make all the difference in the world." As stenged at him, he
added smoothly, 'Isn't that what all the psycholbggks say?'

'l haven't read a lot of psychology,' Blythe cosfxt '‘But it seems
plain common sense to me.’

He smiled suddenly, almost indulgently, his eyesmwag in a way
that made her heart skip a beat. 'And you haveaf khat.'

Blythe hoped it was a compliment.



When they reached the sandy flight of steps tatiiiage Jas made to
hand over Blythe's fish.

'‘Come in,' she said, 'and let me see to your hand.’
‘There's nothing wrong with it—'

‘Yes, there is. And | feel responsible." She grippes wrist. ‘Come
on.'

He could have pulled away, but instead he followed up to the
cottage, depositing the fish on the porch, andlgthe lead him to
the bathroom and switch on the light. She inspebtedand. "That
needs cleaning.'

She ran warm water into the basin and poured ittle disinfectant.
But when she made to clean the wound, Jas firnmhoxed the cloth
from her hand and did the job himself.

Blythe found a clean towel and gently blotted thatew from his
palm, then placed a piece of gauze over it. Aslestieed forward to
tape it with sticking plaster she felt his bredihthe tendrils of hair
at her temples. But there was a resistance emgntm him, as
though he hated her touching him.

Not a touchy-feely person, she thought, concentyaiin her task.

As soon as she'd finished he stepped back, alththugle wasn't
much room. 'l hope your conscience feels better,'femsaid, a touch
of irony in his voice.

‘You're going to have trouble making a meal. Whg'tlbcook some
of the fish, and we can eat together?'

'Here? You've had a busy day—'



'l have to have dinner anyway.'

After a moment he said, 'All right. Use my fishdamou can put yours
in the freezer.'

She let him get the table ready, and while shegregpthe meal he sat
on the sofa and looked through a pile of librargksshe'd left on the
coffee table—a book on contemporary Maori art,raantic novel, a
thriller and a biography of the painter Raphael.

'You have an eclectic taste,' he commented.
'l like variety.'
'Mm. So | see.'

In a very short time she'd served them fillets lled with
lemon-and-parsley butter and accompanied by neat@ed and a
fresh salad.

‘That was very good.' Jas pushed away his plagrélhnothing like
fish straight from the sea. Do you want a puddinggh open a can of
peaches—'

‘No. Thank you.'
'‘Coffee, then.' Blythe got up to clear the plates.

When she put the cups on the coffee table he miovib@ sofa beside
her. The cup she'd given him was a hexagon, innalteag bands of
green china and shining gold. He turned it inte@yt examining the
pattern.

‘That was my grandmother's,' she said.

'Tell me about her.'



She looked at him sceptically.

'l never knew my grandparents,' he said. 'Wasikbeybu? Do you
take after her?'

‘Well...she was very independent...'
‘A family trait. And...?"

Beginning hesitantly, she soon launched into fanmigmories,
watching his face for signs of boredom. He slippedccasional
questions, and listened with an expression of alrbsity, like a
tourist in a foreign land, curious about the losaly of life.

At last she said, 'It's a shame you didn't knowrygandparents.
They must have died early?'

'‘My mother's parents did, and | think my fathet just touch with
his.'

‘That's sad. Do you have brothers and sisters?’

He put down his cup. 'l had two half-brothers,5h&l rather curtly. 'l
haven't seen them in years.'

'‘Why?' Her eyes rounded with sympathy.

'‘We didn't like each other much.' He picked upRlaphael biography
and started leafing through it. 'You're interesteBaphael's work?'

Reluctantly, Blythe dropped the subject of his fgmiArt history
was my best subject at school.'

‘Why didn't you go to university?'



'l wasn't sure what | wanted to do, and | was efiea job at the
nursery where I'd worked in the school holidayksehjoyed that, so |
took it.'

Jas paused at a page, and Blythe leaned forwatttekad see what
had captured his attention. The illustration wasoand design
divided symmetrically into panels painted with diént designs. She
read the caption aloud. "The Cupola of the Chingipel."

'It's an intriguing pattern.’

Blythe shifted closer to see, her shoulder brushgegnst his. ‘It must
have taken ages,' she murmured. 'And think whatk m the neck
he'd have had!

Jas's laughter stirred her hair, and she turnsdtle at him.

His face was only inches from hers, the laughtédrisneyes making
them softer, darker, and his mouth curved, creasisgheeks. For
once he looked relaxed and happy, but almost imatelgi his head
went back, his eyes leaving hers and returninghéoliook in his
hands.

He closed it with a snap, and replaced it carefoiiythe table. Then
he stood up. 'Time | left,’ he said, although itsv&ill quite early.
‘Many thanks for the dinner and coffee. Can | ivaillhh the dishes?’
He glanced down at the dressing on his hand. Itany.'

Blythe shook her head. 'There's not much. Don'tyvaoout it." If he
wanted to go she wasn't going to make excuses ltb hm. She
followed him to the door, and watched him descémdsteps to the
road, and then he lifted a hand and walked away.

* % %



Blythe couldn't have said Jas was an intrusivehimgr. In turn she
tried to respect his preference for privacy. Somes$ over the next
few weeks they found themselves on the beach tegatid ended up
strolling side by side. He watched her pick hat&ls-and dry grasses
and gather up the spiny heads of spinifex blowinggthe sand, and
helped her sift through the sea-wrack left by tbe,thunting for its
hidden treasures. Occasionally he arrived at her dath a piece of
driftwood or a bit of sea-worn glass that he thdiglte might like for
her notions.

She had less time for them now. The bigger sunflsewethe open
ground were ready for picking, and she had to wébchthe right
moment, just before the flowers burst from thesuo harvest them
and get them to her markets in Auckland.

One overcast and rain-misted day, Jas knocked oddoe.

He held a bundle of envelopes and a large pard¢e. clouds had
parted on a sliver of blue behind him, but his aas hazed with tiny
droplets of moisture. "Your mail,’ he said. 'Doaglsyou might want
the parcel.’

'Oh, thanks!" A paintbrush in one hand, Blythe talo& envelopes
from him and stepped back. 'That'll be some crafiks | ordered.
Come in.'

She thought he was going to refuse, but he lookéldeapaintbrush
she held and stepped inside.

‘Where do you want this?"

'On the table," she said, hastily clearing a sg@aneng paints and
flowerpots.



He put down the carton and straightened, glancirgeapots she'd
decorated with brightly hued patterns—dots, striged wavy lines,
even bows.

'‘What do you think?' she asked him.
‘Very colourful.’

'l thought plain green pots were a bit boring. kgt batch of dwarfs
I'm going to slip into these. D'you think theydli®"

'I'm not qualified to say.’
'‘Well, put it this way—would you buy one? With anflower in it?'

He picked up one of the pots by the rim, away ftbenwet paint. She
had painted a bright yellow floppy bow on it, wréd polka dots. 'l
might have...once. Yes.' His voice had deepenedi tlza skin over
his cheekbones seemed to tauten as he swallowadsute they'll
sell.’

Blythe put her paintbrush down, reaching acrosgledsm to place
it in a jar of water, giving him a little time.

When he replaced the pot and lifted his head shkelb at him
searchingly but his face gave nothing away.

Then he smiled, a tiny movement of his firm lipou've got a bit of
paint on your cheek.'

‘Damn, where?' She picked up a paint-stained cloth.
Jas took it from her and gently rubbed at her skin.

Their eyes met and she gazed at him curiouslyngeleer own
trustingly upturned face reflected in the dark oesmitas he looked



back at her. His hand had stilled and she was cwrsof his thumb
resting against her cheekbone.

His eyelids lowered, his narrowed gaze lingering tbe soft,
involuntary parting of her lips before he steppadk 'There.' He put
the cloth down.

Blythe stood for a moment, savouring a strange plindp delight.
‘Stay for coffee?"

‘You're working.'

He hadn't turned her down flat. 'Time | took a kre8he moved to
put on the kettle. 'Want a biscuit?'

‘Have you made some?"

'I'm afraid these are out of a packet.' She shavlaircle of ginger
biscuits onto a plate.

He watched while she prepared the two coffees ddddasugar into
his, a splash of milk to her own. She had the ifigetie was keeping
his mind off something.

‘The sun's come out!" she said, turning to thengjidlass doors. 'We
could sit on the deck.’

Jas followed her gaze, then looked back at heit 1&as.'

'‘Can you put a couple of folding chairs out for dsfey're hidden
behind the curtain.’

Jas set up the canvas chairs and took his cupHesnand she placed
the biscuits on the low wooden table, still dangfrthe rain.



The sea was deep blue, stippled with white; a féauds hung
raggedly above it. The wet leaves of the nearbgstwere glossily
shining in the sun.

Blythe breathed in the metallic after-rain smetbles a look at Jas's
hard profile, then sipped at her coffee, cradlmgdup in both hands.
'I'm investigating other uses for sunflowers aneefaler. Did you
know you can make paper from sunflower stalks ayebdrom the
petals?'

‘Are you planning on making paper?'

'‘Maybe. What do you think of handmade swing tag wiy name
on, attached to every pot or notion?'

‘Sounds good. What do you call yourself?"
‘Just B. Summerfield.'

‘Shouldn't you use a catchy trade name like...BlyBlooms
or...Summers Fields?'

‘You could be right," Blythe said. 'It didn't seémnmatter when my
main business was selling dried flowers to floridsit since the
notions took off, and now the potted sunflower8lythe Blooms.'
She gave him a delighted look. 'l like it. | wonddrshould advertise
for mail orders and sell direct to the public?’

‘Why not?'
‘'l have fun trying it out, anyway.'
'I've no doubt you will.’

Blythe bit her lip. She'd been sounding as if lifere a game.



‘What's the matter?' Jas asked.
You think I'm a lightweight person, don't you? Wito...depth.’

Jas's brows lifted. 'l think you're a lucky persdre said slowly,
'who's been loved and cherished all her life. Addwmrdworking one,
and probably too kind-hearted for your own good.’

It wasn't an unflattering assessment, but it didobhtradict her
original assertion, either. 'Weren't you ever loged cherished?’

Jas didn't react for a moment. 'You're getting idezp waters. |
wouldn't advise you to go any further.’

Blythe flushed. 'l had no right to say that. Butigiarted it...'
‘You asked.'
So she had. 'I'm sorry.

'‘He seemed to be thinking, staring at the limithaesv before them. 'l
appreciate your concern, Blythe," he said at 1@stly | can't...satisfy
your need to nurture. Keep that for your plants.’



CHAPTER THREE

HE was letting her down lightly. But at the same timevieg her in
no doubt that he didn't want her prying into his.li

With a small flash of temper, she said, 'You ndqubitronise me!'

'l wasn't. Not intentionally.' He glanced at th@ @o his hand. 'Have |
outstayed my welcome?'

'‘No, of course not. Finish your coffee." She pusties plate of
gingernuts towards him.

He inclined his head, and reached for a biscuit.

Blythe too picked up a biscuit and nibbled it itesce. A breeze
dipped over the hill and ruffled the tops of thees. The clouds were
drifting away, leaving more blue sky in their wakeéhe silvery,
moving mass of the sea, breaking into long, unewe#ars near the
shore, seemed to absorb all of Jas's attention.

‘You have a wider view than | do,’ he commentetastt 'But you
must be pretty exposed.’

'It depends on which way the wind is blowing. ¥ itoming straight
off the sea it can get pretty fierce. But | enjoyrss.'

He looked at her again. 'They can be destructive.'
‘Well, you can't stop a storm from coming.'
'So you might as well get some pleasure from it?'

'Is there anything wrong with that?"



'‘Nothing at all.' For a few seconds longer he sddier, his gaze a
little amused, a little speculative. Then abrugtly turned away.
‘Don't you worry about your plants?'

'Of course. | give them good supports and protemintas best | can.'

Jas nodded, as though he was thinking of some#igsg He finished
his coffee and refused another cup. 'I've kept fyom your work
long enough.’' He stood up.

‘And you have work to do too,' she guessed, thjkirnthe computer

and the room set up as a study with books, foldatspapers. She
rose too, looking at him curiously as they movesida. 'But you're

not teaching at the moment, are you?'

'‘My students study by correspondence.’

She hadn't thought of that. ‘Music2buld people study music by
mail?

‘Not music.' He seemed to be debating whetherparak on that, but
as she continued to gaze at him enquiringly hellyinaaid,
‘Mathematics.'

Blythe grimaced. 'Maths!'

'‘Pure mathematics,' he expanded, and added diytgnts to be a
conversation-stopper.'

Yes, it would be. Was that why he hadn't voluntdéhe information
before? 'Maths was my worst subject at school,ceinéessed.

‘You're not alone, but you probably mean arithmetiRure
mathematics deals with puzzles and patterns anvegal forms. It's
full of mystery and magic.’



Blythe blinked disbelievingly. ‘Magic?'

‘Throughout the ages numbers have been recognsseudystical.
Pythagoras founded a secret society dedicatedeio $tudy and
worship.'

‘They worshippedchumbers?
'‘Uh-huh.’
‘Do you?'She slanted him a questioning smile.

‘They fascinate me.' His eyes were alight and geegn. He glanced
at the nets above them, laden with cold¥ou might appreciate a
comparison made by a mathematician called Barryuxjazho says
that number theory effortlessly produces innumeraptoblems
which have a sweet, innocent air about them—Iikepteng flowers.'

'Flowers?'

'‘Mm-hmm."' The smile in Jas's eyes deepened, antekheer heart
give an odd little skip. 'He also says that it swamith bugs waiting
to bite the flower- lovers who, once bitten, argpined to excesses of
effort.'

'Flowers," Blythe repeated. 'l suppose,’ she saidtiully, 'bugs do
inspire extra effort in getting rid of them to peege the flowers.’

‘And now you know what a party-pooper a mathemeati@an be! |
really am leaving.'

Halfway to Apiata the following Monday, Blythe cani@on Jas's
car, the hood raised while he inspected the endgshe. drew up
beside him. 'Can | help?'



Jas straightened. 'Only if you have spare partshisrthing. | think
there's a crack in the carburettor.'

'l could give you a lift to Tau's garage at Apiata.

‘Thanks, that would be very helpful. Just a minudt#e opened the
door of the station wagon and brought out his lpgimmputer and a
portable printer, then climbed into the van bes$ide

‘Do you go everywhere with those?' Blythe enquicadously. He
was wise to remove them from the car before hatldftit she didn't
think he'd need to worry about his house beingledrg

'l have a problem. | was told the printer is conigatwith the laptop
but they seem to have a difference of opinion.$ wamy way to the
branch supplier in Auckland.'

'‘Want to hitch a ride, then, after we've seen Tlann my way to
Auckland.’

‘That's very kind.'

Tau promised to go out and have a look at theostatiagon, and if
necessary tow it to the garage for repair. AncadasBlythe returned
to the van.

‘Do you work for a correspondence school?' shedaaker driving
for a time in silence.

‘University.'

‘Victoria?' He'd told Rose he was from Wellingtand that was the
only university she knew of there.



‘Yes.'

‘Sorry, it's none of my business.'

It isn't a crime to ask.'

'‘No?' She raised her brows at him.

Jas looked rueful. 'Am | such an ogre?'

'Of course not,' she said swiftly, but couldn'iseadding, "You and
the Red Queen are entitled to your opinions.’

He looked blank.
‘About people minding their own business.' She ggdmat him.

A rare grin lightened his features. " 'If everypadinded their own

business, the world would go round a deal fastar thdoes"? | think

you'll find it was the Duchess, not the Red Quedmg expressed that
opinion. Alice's Adventures in Wonderland’he Red and White
Queens were iithrough the Looking Glass.'

‘Darn! Trust a mathematician to be picky over detdt must be
yearssince you read them.'

‘Not so many.'

Blythe looked at him again. The grin had died. Wted she said to
bring back that chill, sealed look? 'Well, I'm sutrevas the Red
Queen who said, "Speak when you're spoken to!" Mdybhould

take her advice.'

'‘And Alice argued that if everyone obeyed that mddody would
ever say anything. | can't see you sticking tamyhow. Were you
fond of Charles Dodgson's books as a child?’



‘Dodgson's?'
‘Sorry, you'd know him as Lewis Carroll.'

'Of course, he was a mathematician, wasn't he? Whest found
that out | was astounded that a dry old mathemégcisirer could
write such wonderfully imaginative stories.'

'‘Quite apart from the slur on my profession, | heveay Charlie was
only in his early thirties when he wrofdice,and as one approaching
that venerable stage of life | feel bound to prioteshis behalf.'

Relieved, Blythe laughed. 'I've revised my opinddmathematicians
since then.' She wasn't surprised that Jas wagygotiman she'd first
thought.

'‘Have you?' The sudden light in his eyes that sherised when she
turned to him was surely something more than amasem

She kept the smile on her face and her gaze a#dke But her heart
was doing an odd little dance, and she felt shghtiht-headed.
‘You're not such a humourless lot,' she acknowlgdge

‘The Alice books have lots of sly little mathematipkes in them.'

'Really? | must read them again.' She pressedoo¢idbwn to urge
the van up a winding hill. Made bold by his mor@igachable mood,
she said, 'l didn't realise university staff cowark from so far away."'

He didn't answer immediately. 'I'm officially onakee, but I've been
marking a few senior assignments and exam papels wiork on a
project of my own.'

‘A textbook or something?'

'Sort of.'



'l suppose it's highly technical.'

'It deals with advanced mathematical principles.'

Well, that took care of that subject, Blythe dedideefully.
‘Whereabouts is your supplier?' she asked as taed Auckland.

He gave her an address on the North Shore. '‘Bptrdeanywhere it
suits you. I'll find it.’

'It's only a small detour,’ she assured him.

When they found the place, Jas said, 'Thanks. \d¢=aré meet you,
and when?'

'I'm not sure what time I'll be through. Why doné find out how
long this is likely to take?'

The technician listened to Jas's explanation of gheblem, and
glanced at the program disks he'd broyght alongw'ldoon do you
need it?' he asked, looking meaningfully at thesrofwvcomputer bits
and pieces on the shelves of the workroom.

'l need it now.'
'‘Coupla days?' the man suggested.
'l hoped it might not take long. Perhaps you coudt take a look?'

The man shook his head doubtfully. '‘Got a servasgract job, came
in this morning. Can't look at this till at leaktg afternoon.'

Blythe leaned across the counter to fix pleadingsewyn the
technician's face. 'Dr Tratherne needs that compaitdis work,' she



said earnestly. 'If you could just look at it soom-might be a
five-minute job? We're only in Auckland for the dgpu see...’

‘Well...I'll look at it as soon as | can,’ the teidlan promised
grudgingly. 'Come back this afternoon and I'lijeti know.'

Blythe gave him a dazzling smile. "That would beajr Thank you.'

She took Jas's arm and they left the shop beforesamt, 'Dr
Tratherne?'

Blythe gazed at him innocently. 'You don't haveoatdrate?'
'‘As a matter of fact, yes, | do.’

‘All 1 did was give you your proper title." Blythgrinkled her nose.
'You don't want to hang about here,' she saide'téwyou've got other
things to do nearby?'

He studied her. 'l have nothing to do in Aucklan@vnCould | be any
help if | came with you?'

‘You can carry stuff, and make sure the van dog®t'pinched or
towed away while I'm talking to my retailers. I'tf®ught it might be
useful to have an assistant on these selling toys| can't afford it.'

‘Consider me your assistant for the day,' he Jasave you a favour,
anyway.'

‘You're very into repaying favours, aren't you?idh't always
necessary, you know.'

‘Not with you, perhaps.' He cast her a glance eg ribached the van.
'‘But not everyone is as genuinely happy to helemsth

'I'm sure most people are.’



'Fine, you go on believing that.’

He turned out to be useful, handy at carrying tiafygotted plants,
patiently holding them if necessary while she miaglesales pitch or
while the shop owner cleared a space. She intradboa to her

regular clients as 'my neighbour, who's helpingauetoday'. And

exchanged a glance of amused exasperation wittwhiem the male
proprietor of an upmarket new shop she'd decideartet presumed
they were partners and addressed all his remarkasto

‘You'd better talk to Ms Summerfield,” Jas suggksat last.
'I'm—um—just her assistant." And he affected a loblsuch stoic
simple-mindedness that it was all Blythe could doto laugh aloud.

Jas muttered as they left, 'Do you often have taupuwwith that kind
of stuff?’

'l don't usually have a man with me,' Blythe padhdeit. ‘| have to put
up with all kinds of stuff—like men trying to hithome, or people
thinking I'm too young to run a business.'

‘That's below the belt, Blythe.' He gave her aulgiile.
She grinned. 'l don't let it bother me. Life's &hwrt.'
‘An admirable philosophy.'

'‘Ooh!" Blythe assumed a wide-eyed wonder. 'You fjatk like a
professor!’

The smile vanished, the aloof, shuttered expreshimirshe'd come to
dread returning to his face. 'l suppose so,' lle@atly. 'l don't mean
to patronise... again.’

'l was joking,' Blythe assured him anxiously. 'Aadty | like the way
you talk—when you do.’



He looked as though he didn't believe her, thef lmiel of his hp
more indicative of sarcasm than forgiveness.

‘Are you starved?' she asked him. 'l know a godel joat two blocks
away, and | can park near there.’

The cafe was filled with pop music and office wagkend when they
entered Jas seemed a little fazed by the noisé¢, leweking as he
looked about them. Blythe always enjoyed eating ha&lone or with
friends—the food was good and she found the tadatrast to the
quiet of Tahawai stimulating—but now she wondeffeshe should
have chosen somewhere else.

They couldn't talk much, but she noticed Jas watghhe people
around them with silent interest, and tapping imgdrs in time to the
music while they waited for their meal to arrive.

As they sipped coffee afterwards the music becabeauieter, and
she asked, 'Do you hate it—this place?'

Jas looked surprised. 'Why should | hate it? Tlod foas fine and the
atmosphere is...interesting.' He studied her. 'Wdader, though, if
you don't sometimes feel isolated at the beach.'

'l love it there, and | get into the city often eigh. Are you missing
Wellington?"No. But then I'm not like you.'

‘How do you know what I'm like?' she challenged.him

He looked down at her and then laughed. 'It'shaite in your lovely
flower-face, Blythe. Everything you are, everythipgu feel. You
can't hide it any more than a sunflower can hidenfthe day. You
draw people to you without even trying, and thewn'ttaelp but
respond to your warmth, your generosity, that immbevillingness to
be friends with everyone, to open your heart witlgiuing a thought
to the possibility that you might get hurt.' He gavfaint, unexpected



grin. 'l bet your parents were tearing their hainig to get through to
you about stranger-danger when you were a child.'

She almost winced, supposing her chagrin at hismiat least one
nail squarely on the head was probably evidenten dxpression
now. 'Yeah, well, thanks for the character refeegnghe muttered,
not at all sure she liked the portrait he'd pairaédher, 'but has it
occurred to you there could be more to me than sngair rather
jaundiced eye?"

'Oh, yes,' he conceded quietly. 'You're also brand gutsy and
surprisingly efficient." When her head lifted helad, 'No, strike the
"surprisingly”. | admit that was unfair. And youtdrow yourself
headlong into a risky situation to save someonérgdand of. Or a
stranger who needed help.' He paused. 'Even Httheger had told
you to mind your own business.’

‘That,’ she said, looking at him levelly, 'would pdad on
circumstances.'

'Like...?"

'l hope | wouldn't let someone drown or throw thelwss from a
building just because they told me to eff off.'

‘Not even if they were convinced they'd prefer twobe helped by
you?'

Blythe thought about it, then shook her head. 'tyirneer cent of
suicide survivors had changed their minds aftesas too late to stop
the attempt.’

Jas raised his brows sceptically. 'Who told yowha

'l read it somewhere. | don't believe you'd stayditd watch anyone
hurt themselves either.’



‘Exactly my point,' he said enigmatically, and et puzzled stare
with a short laugh. 'Hadn't we better be gettin@' e pushed back
his chair and over her protest insisted on payondifem both.

It took her until they got back to the van to wotk what he'd meant
by his last remark, and as she started the engineheeks burned.
He'd said that she'd rush into a situation withibuhking of the
possible dangers. And agreed that he wouldn't dbgnand watch
someone hurt themselves. He'd been warning heboff't get close
to me; I'll hurt you.

He wasn't a cruel man. He'd been kind despite kigrochined
distance from the world about him. He'd volunteetedneet her
parents because he realised they'd worry aboubffergd his help
collecting seaweed when he scarcely knew her, lieeaghtful
enough to scavenge on her behalf when he tookohislyf beach
walks. And today he'd been really useful, and algammpanion. But
clearly he didn't mean to get involved.

At the computer repair shop the technician expthimaw he'd found
a software problem and reprogram- med the setviqu'll be okay
now, Doc.'

Blythe avoided Jas's eyes as he paid the man akeldoup his gear.

Back in Apiata Tau said apologetically that he'dught in the station
wagon but would have to wait for a part to comarfréuckland
before he could fix it. "Tomorrow," he promisechd8ld be ready
about five.'

Jas climbed back in the van and Blythe drove tkeatthe way to
the gully.



‘Thanks,' Jas said when Blythe stopped the vanisahduse. 'I'm
grateful.'

'l was g—' She stopped herself using the word "@glad substituted
lamely, ‘going in anyway. Let me know if you warltfaback to the
garage to pick up your car.'

‘Thank you again.' He paused, with his hand ordtwe handle, for
once looking indecisive. 'Can | offer you a drink?return of
hospitality is due, | think.'

'There's no need.’

'l didn't mean to make it sound like a duty thihglon't feel like
starting work now. And | could do with a drink. \Mfou join me?'

She turned off the engine and followed him to tbade. When she
stepped past him into the hall he said, 'I'm afth@&furnishings are
minimal—I'm not set up for entertaining."'

He ushered her into the room where the keyboard Wasve some
quite good white wine, and a few cans of beer—auldigou rather
stick with coffee?"

'Wine would be nice.'
'Sit down," Jas invited her, and went off towaittks kitchen.

The only seating was a dark blue sofa facing a,ldogy table
standing on an oriental mat. The table held a alysism, the sun
hanging over the hills striking the glass facetsd ahrowing
rainbow-coloured lights on the bare walls. Besiday an open book.

Sitting down, Blythe picked up the crystal, and eteid the colours
dance about the room as she turned it in her h&efdacing it, she



glanced at the book, saw a complex-looking diagi@md, passed an
uncomprehending eye over the calculations on ttiadgpage.

Turning her attention to the wedge of blue seaabther end of the
gully, she reflected that Jas had been right attmutiiew, although
she'd never particularly noticed before—it was h&dau and
symmetrically pleasing, but limited.

Jas came in carrying an opened bottle, one winggkasd a plain
tumbler. He put them on the table and poured theewtaking the
tumbler and handing her the stemmed glass as Ihesie her.

He hadn't been kidding when he said he wasn'isferientertaining.
Blythe pictured him drinking wine from his one awaily real
wineglass with a solitary meal. But he did seelinawe put on a little
weight since coming here—his face was no longegiigron gaunt,
his shoulders tautly muscular rather than bony.

Afraid of being caught staring at him, she hastimnoved her gaze to
look round her.

'l told you it was minimal,' he apologised.

'l quite like the room this way.' There was a sienglegance about the
sparse furniture and the uncovered windows. 'Aegtism's lovely.'

'‘Here's to sunflowers.' He leaned back into a qoohéhe sofa. 'The
painted pots were going like hot cakes today. Trhagt take a lot of
time, though.'

‘Not too much, and I—'
‘You enjoy it.'

‘Yes, | do. But if I'm going into cut flowers I'Have to travel into
Auckland more often. | hope when | add up my castsme and



petrol that it's going to be worth it. Maybe | shibinvestigate other
ways to get deliveries to the shops—bus or coutier.

‘It wouldn't be as effective.’
‘Why not?'

Jas looked amused. 'I've seen you in action, reraerlot too many
people can resist appealing big brown eyes invaditeface.’

Blythe's cheeks flushed hotly and her temples drachritYou think |
trade on my looks to make a sale?'

'l didn't say—'

I'm a businesswoman, and | make my sales on thé@snef my
products and my reputation for reliability and gtyal don't get them
by...by batting my eyelashes at people!

‘That isn't what | meant."
*What the heldid you mean, then?' Blythe snapped.

He stared at her as if she were a daisy that hadesily displayed
fangs. 'lt was a compliment.’

‘No, it wasn't! It was a condescending, demeanargy& comment
that—'

'‘Believe me, | don't go round demeaning people—wohMéou just
did!’

‘Then I'm sorry. Put it down to...'

‘To what?' Blythe demanded suspiciously, slighttlified but still
bristling.



‘Never mind. | apologise.’
‘To what?' Blythe insisted. 'Don't back off again!'

He shook his head. 'l suppose | was trying in aireéct way to say
that you're a very attractive... girl.'

Blythe gritted her teeth. 'Woman,' she corrected. PAttractive...to
you?'

He gave her an ironic little smile, his gaze skygpover her with
veiled appreciation. 'You can't be unaware of hositp you are.'

That word again. 'Thank you... | guess. But I'd asssoon be spared
empty compliments.’

‘Empty? If you mean insincere—'

'l just don't think that..." She swallowed, themiaiged to spit out the
word. 'Thatprettinesss grounds for praise or congratulation. It's a
accident that I'm stuck with whether | like it astnNot something
I've worked to achieve.’

Jas regarded her silently, and nodded. 'l see:d bBpologised.'
Maybe he did see. Blythe gulped down some wine.

Her eyes lit on the open book before her, and timabje of
intersecting lines within a five-sided shape. 'Ghg exclaimed. 'lt's a

star!’

Jas followed her gaze. 'A star within a pentagdre mystic symbol
of the Pythagorean order.’

'Yes?' She waited. "What's mystic about it?'



He shook his head. "You're not really interested.’

'You mean I'm too dim-witted to follow," Blythe sgairesigned. It
could be true.

‘Not at all! If you really want to know..." He seedhnonplussed,
searching her face.

'Yes, | do. Please.'

'Hang on a minute.' Jas put down his glass to gotie room across
the hall, and came back with a pencil, handing her. His fingers,
briefly touching hers, were warm, giving her anxpected little leap
of pleasure. 'Here.' He sat down, close enoughdoto pick up his
masculine scent, clean and slightly musky.

As he bent to point at the diagram before themslesve brushed her
bare arm. 'You see how the centre of the five-goindétar forms
another pentagon?’

Blythe pulled her gaze from the way his hair hatefaacross his
forehead, and studied the picture. 'Yes. But gsde down from the
first one.’

‘Draw a line from any corner to an opposite cofner.

Blythe put down her glass. 'In the book?' She Idok¢ him,
distracted by his closeness, noticing how darlefiess seemed, alive
and glowing. She saw a muscle in his cheek momégntauten,
before he looked away from her and nodded.

She turned to the book on the table and did asihgtidicted, using
the pencil lightly.

‘Now across to the next opposite corner,’ Jas qaidtly. 'And
again...keep going, that's right.’



She had drawn another star within the central gema-with
another pentagon inside it. If she repeated theceseesin the smaller
pentagon again... "You could go on doing it forréahe realised.

He'd moved back into the corner of the sofa aghim liquid in his
glass glowing pale amber in the fading sunlight [mfinity," he
agreed.

'Infinity," Blythe repeated. 'lis mystical!"
'It's an illustration of the Golden Section.’
Blythe directed a quizzical look at him. ‘Um... yes

Jas laughed, and she felt a small thrill of elati&@ach time you
divide a segment, the ratio or proportion of theolghthing to the
larger section is the same as the ratio of theetgogrt to the smaller
one. The height of the Parthenon in Athens inieab the width is
in that proportion. And the height and exactly it width of the
Great Pyramid at Giza.'

‘The ancient Egyptians knew about this Golden y®@lythe was
fascinated.

‘They wrote about a sacred ratio.' Jas drank soom mwine and
crooked his elbow on the back of the sofa to ditfaaing her. 'Even
today there's a society dedicated to the propaosthat the "Divine
Ratio" is God's gift to the world. The Fibonacajsence—'

'The what?"

'Fibonacci was a thirteenth-century Italian who eaop with a
sequence of numbers relating to the Golden Sectias. paused.
*Your sunflowers conform to Fibonacci's numbers.'

Blythe blinked. 'They do?'



‘The seed florets in a sunflower head are arramgedterlocking
clockwise and anticlockwise spirals, right?'

‘Mm-hmm. When they're small and tight you can kegattern quite
clearly. Sometimes they seem to go one way, anccsoms the
other.’

'If the number of spirals one way is thirty-fourhieh it often is, the
number in the other direction will usually be fitiye.’

Blythe's brow knitted doubtfully. 'Wouldn't they bee same?’

‘Trust me, they're not. Or it could be fifty-fiveach eighty-nine, or
eighty-nine and a hundred and forty- four—all cangiwe numbers
in Fibonacci's sequence.’

‘You've lost me,' Blythe confessed.

‘The sequence is one, one, two, three, five, eilginteen, twenty-one
and so on.' His eyes intent on her face, he waited.

Blythe thought hard for a few seconds, then suggesnhcertainly,
‘You add two consecutive numbers to get the negPon

‘Top of the class.' Jas smiled at her. 'You'raghbgirl. Woman,' he
amended. 'The further the sequence goes, the nesedycthe ratio of
the last number and the one behind it approach®s11618...and
innumerable decimal points—the Golden Ratio oriSect

'‘But if you keep adding numbers, they'd pass it!"

Jas shook his head. Blythe was struck by the eéifiez in him—the
rigidly controlled, reticent manner replaced by heisiasm and
excitement and a patient willingness to share hisstedge with her.
‘With minor fluctuations the ratio between the Fiboci numbers



moves towards the Golden Section and then it resnaiore or less
constant.'

'It does?'

Jas indicated the Pythagorean diagram. 'You sawoiarself, if you
kept drawing stars within the pentagons there weely quickly be
little actual difference between the size of thakast drawings.'

It wasn't easy to grasp. 'You mean, even thoughRbenacci
numbers get bigger, the difference pmoportion between later
numbers gets smaller—until there's practically iffecence at all?"

'Right. Beyond the twentieth number, dividing a femin the
Fibonacci series by the previous one will alwaygega result of
1.618.'

‘Uh-huh." Blythe nodded wisely, and Jas laughednaghe smiled
back, a bubble of laughter rising in her own throat

‘You can do it on a calculator,' he said, 'if yand believe me.' He
finished his wine and poured himself some morendly querying if

she wanted a top-up, but she shook her head. 'Anywvdadn't invite

you in here for a lesson in mathematical theory.'

‘But it's interesting!" Blythe admitted with surgei 'What did you do
with the sunflower plant | gave you?'

'It's on my bedroom windowsill. Living up to itspnatation.’
'‘Reputation?’

"...the sunflower turns on her god, when he seéssame look which
she turn'd when he rose." My music teacher wagisurgly fond of
sentimental Irish songs.'



‘'Surprisingly?’

‘She was a stern lady, didn't appear to have arssmial bone in her
body.'

She wasn't the only one, Blythe thought. 'l hayeeding you don't
approve of sentiment.'

'I'm sure it has its place.'

It was a lukewarm endorsement. Blythe finishedviiee. 'I'd better

be going.' It was the first time he'd invited herand she didn't want
to stay too long and make him regret it. 'Let mewnvhen you want

a lift into Apiata to pick up your car.'

‘Next time you go in will do. Just give me a toot.'

'‘Okay. Thank you for the wine—and the maths les$tingo and
count some sunflower florets.'

She left it late the next day to collect her mard picked Jas up on
the way. Despite the rapport she thought they rsdbbshed, he
seemed as distant as ever, responding to her effmbnversation

with polite but minimal, uninformative replies. kenked her for the
lift, collected his car and went to the store tokpup his own mail,

and was gone before she'd finished chatting with Ta

She didn't think she'd misread the signs. Jasmhider attractive—if
In a detached sort of way—he'd even obliquely aahitt. But he
wasn't going to do anything about it.

Why?



There could be any number of reasons. Maybe heawaased. Now
there was a goody, for starters. If so it was ahladd of marriage.
Perhaps he was separated, and still raw. A dispossibility, she
thought with a sinking feeling in her stomach. Mdém were neither
married nor unmarried, but in that limbo state whesivorce might
or might not follow, were bad news. She'd be crazget involved
with one of those.

For all their rather tentative rapport, she stilelv almost nothing
about him.

Well, maybe she could remedy that.

Next time she saw Jas go down to the beach Blytipped off her
gardening gloves and followed, joining him as helkd along the
sand.

He greeted her with a slightly absent smile as feffleinto step
silently beside him.

Jas stooped to pick up a short piece of whiteniéavdiod. "You don't
want it, do you?' he asked her. It was a fairlyntamesting bit of
flotsam.

Blythe shook her head.

He drew back his arm and hurled the stick intowla®es. It landed
beyond a tossing line of foam, and bobbed on thenvarifting
seawards.

'It might end up in South America,' Blythe saidsuppose you could
calculate the currents and work out the odds.'

‘Oceanography isn't my field.'



'Did you always want to be a mathematician?'

He shrugged. 'I'm not sure when it dawned on meltbauld earn a
living from numbers.'

'‘Did you ever think of earning a living with yourusic?'
'| prefer to keep that for...private moments."'

Because he was reluctant to display the passiaméhput into it? If

he were to mount a concert stage and play as polyeas he did

when he thought himself alone with his keyboardd Ihe revealing

that part of himself that he seemed so determioddde beneath a
steely facade.

He lapsed again into seemingly preoccupied silence.
'Is something wrong?' Blythe enquired at last.

'I've been wrestling with a rather tricky problefat's why | came
here, to be away from... distractions.' He gavealreeful glance, and
for no reason she could discern followed it witsnaall laugh.

‘Shall I go away?'

‘No!" He actually put out a hand and grasped haras she made to
turn from him, then dropped it immediately. 'l megahat's why |
came to stay at Tahawai.'

'‘Can | help?' she offered diffidently.
'It's a mathematical problem.'

Crestfallen, Blythe was silenced.



Perhaps he noticed. After a long moment he samd,Working on

proving a complex theorem that could lead to soingth
mathematicians have been trying to solve for maegry. I'd be
grateful if you don't tell people about that.'

'Is it a secret?"

'l don't want everyone in the mathematical comnyutatknow I've
tried...and failed.’

Blythe glanced at him sideways, guessing that hatd that. 'Have
you failed?' she asked bluntly.

‘Actually | think I'm finding my way towards sucsedut | can't see
the next step.’

‘What is a theorem, exactly?' Blythe knew now tteatvouldn't laugh
at her, no matter how elementary the question.

‘A mathematical statement. A proposition.'
'‘One plus one equals two?"'

'‘Basically yes.' He smiled, making her heart dodw familiar little
flip-flop. 'It's relatively easy to provide proof that.'

'l suppose your theorem is too complicated to erptame?"
‘It would take some time and bore you to tears.'
He meant she wouldn't understand. Well, he wasghmiglyight.

A receding wave left in its wake something smaltl ajleaming.
Blythe veered to pick up a perfect, intact fan-gthphell, delicately
pink and edged with purple. Enchanted, she stotditvon her palm
for him to admire, her back to the water.



‘Watch out!" Jas lifted a hand and dragged her doiwA wave
foamed round her ankles and calves, and she buagsdst Jas, a
hand momentarily on his chest as she steadiedlherse

‘Thanks! Even if it was a bit late.' She grinnedatipim.

His hands tightened momentarily, but he released viighout
comment, and turned away to keep on walking. Blytio&ed after
him for a second or two, then pocketed the sheall@@ught him up,
wondering what she'd done or said to make him watlvdagain.
Maybe he found her silly and feckless, falling imack pools,
standing with her back to the sea, not caring atfreubdd wetting.

Anxious not to make another blunder, she walkedigatside in
silence. After a while she dared to peek at him.

Jas was looking back at her. 'What is it?"
'l didn't say anything,' she protested.
‘You look as though you're dying to.'
Blythe shook her head. 'l just thought...'
‘What?'

‘That | was annoying you.'

‘You're not annoying me. I'm not very good compdrknow. But
that's nothing to do with you.'

'I'm not complaining."'

He stared curiously down at her. 'l have the fggyiou seldom do.’



'l may look like Pollyanna,' she said tartly, 'lyou shouldn't judge
people by appearances.’

'l suppose | must plead partially guilty. | did rtki you were a
teenager at first.'

'‘Well, now you know'm a grown woman.' She looked at him witl
deliberate challenge.

He stopped walking, and his eyes suddenly blazediabe going taut
and dangerous. 'Did you think | hadn't noticedasteed softly.



CHAPTER FOUR
BLYTHE had to stop too, caught by the unmistakable glihis eyes.
She blinked, her lips parting hopefully in involant response.

And then he jerked his head backwards and swungdréo walk
away from her. He picked up a piece of driftwooithdyon the sand,
and hurled it into the water, watching it splashaimail of golden
droplets and then bob away.

He jammed one hand into his pocket and turned to@eming?' he
asked. 'Or have you had enough?’

Maybe she had imagined that split second of seasdegual
awareness, when his eyes had unwittingly revealeat Wwe was so
determined to hide. 'No," she said, keeping hee gadelessly on his
face. 'l...don't mind going further. Unless you wanturn back?'

She couldn't see the expression in his eyes ang.rhkigr was too far
away and the light was dimming.

Jas didn't answer, but shook his head and waitduefao rejoin him.

When she reached him there was nothing in his exfe but mild

impatience. Not wanting him to read her disappoartmn her face,
Blythe stooped to pick up a small piece of pinkvgsad resembling a
miniature, lacy tree. "You were right about the-#ower heads. |

counted some.' She smoothed the salty, wet terabrdently against
her palm.

‘The world is full of numbers—or at least naturaépomena that can
be expressed and described as numbers. That seansduk.’

‘This?'



One lean finger traced the centre stem of the preber hand, and a
tiny shiver of pleasure warmed her. 'See how thendirlets are
spaced down the stem—the ratio between the spaagsnmatch

Fibonacci's sequence.'

A few weeks ago she would have regarded that asetnark of a
man with the heart of a calculator. 'Is that how gee the world?' she
asked thoughtfully. 'As a...a series of numberesyse”

‘Numbers are symbols—just like words. Where a wdgscribes the
world in terms of words, a mathematician uses numbe

'‘Because numbers are more...precise?"

'‘Perhaps.' He shot her a look. 'l think | took tatinematics because |
wanted to impose order on my world. But in natine arder already
exists. All I do is try to define it.'

Softly she asked, 'Why do you feel order is impaf2a

He glanced at her again, and then lifted his gazdhe wide
sea—deep indigo now, turning translucent greent dsoke into
curling waves and raced towards the sand. 'I'mypauehad a happy,
secure childhood. Mine wasn't like that.' His vdnael gone flat and
emotionless.

'I'm sorry. How...how bad was it?'

She turned a troubled gaze on him, but his eyes haet only
momentarily. He shrugged. 'Others have fared mumisev

‘That doesn't help you, though, does it?' she gded$ you want to
talk about it...'



‘The last thing | want to do is talk about it! Irfosee any point in
picking at old wounds. What are you planning to wibh that
seaweed?' he asked her. 'Make it part of your wrafk?'

Blythe had forgotten she still held it. ‘It wouldsf wither and die. |
picked it up because it's pretty, but | don't nehlave a use for it.'
Regretfully, she let it drop back to the sand, dansted damp grains
from her hands.

'You gained some pleasure from it.'

'For a minute.

‘All human pleasures are transient. Some moreaodthers.'
Blythe considered the idea. 'l suppose you're fight

And he had successfully deflected her from theextlpf himself.
Again. He was awfully good at that. 'How long haxe been at
Victoria?' she asked him, returning to the attack.

‘Seven years.'

He was back to his usual taciturn self, probabtreting that he'd
confided in her.

'‘How did you hear about the Delaney place?' shedask
‘Through a rental agency.'

The trouble was, Blythe reflected, that his appiédyewnbliging but
minimal answers forced her to keep asking questiamd that made
her sound like an inquisitor.

She said, 'Mrs Delaney went to live with her daagip north, but |
know she didn't want to sell.



| suppose the family thought they might as wellgmne rent for it.’
She slanted a 0ok at him. "You must find it awfjliet after living
in Wellington.'

'l find it very peaceful.’

'It's that, all right. You must miss your friendStie supposed he was
used to moving in clever, sophisticated circles.

'I've never found it necessary to surround myséti yweople.’

‘Well...neither do I. I've lived here on my own fover a year,' she
reminded him. 'But it's nice to know there are peeygho care about
you, and to be with them sometimes.’

Jas smiled slightly. 'I'm sure it is.’'

Blythe was shocked into silence. He spoke as ditie't know what
that meant. She tried to imagine being without faor friends, and
was horrified at the picture that was conjured up.

The following Saturday a battered car with a cowpleurfboards tied
to the roof came lurching along the track to hetage.

‘We got the wrong house at first," Gina said, givner a hug as her
flatmates tumbled out of the car, laughing.

‘The guy didn't look too thrilled,' one of the ygumen added. 'l don't
know if he even believed we were friends of yours.'

Blythe looked towards the old house and saw Jaxlistgq on the
veranda. She waved, and after a moment he wendeiasid shut the
door.



Had he been checking that her visitors were welG®lee wasn't
sure whether to be touched, or annoyed.

Blythe dug more surfboards out of the basementl@droup braved
the waves. Later Blythe lit the wood stove and msalgp and toast
and scones, and they played Scrabble and toldjskbs until after
midnight.

By Sunday the weather had turned windy, the skiealys sheet of
cloud. Blythe and her friends enjoyed the high,raedjctable waves
for a while, then had a disorganised game of beacket to warm
up. At low tide they all dug for pipis, taking tegellfish back to the
cottage to make into fritters.

It was dark before the group departed, tootinghtbre several times
In raucous farewell as the car shook and rattledvaty along the
gully, while hands waved from the open windows.

Blythe hadn't seen Jas all weekend, though a cafplienes she'd
heard music emanating from the old house.

Near the end of the week, when she handed over swarleshe'd
collected for Jas, he took the envelopes with d wood of thanks
and said, "You have more visitors. It's becomimggular weekend
occurrence.'

‘Twice doesn't make it regular,’ she argued mildBut I'm not
expecting anyone. Do you know who they are?' Shielot see a car.

‘A trio of...young men. They seem to know you. @h¢hem came
over and asked me if | knew how long you'd be gomeuld come
home with you if you like.'

‘Thanks, but I'm sure it's all right. If | have eoblem I'll scream.
Loudly." She grinned at him.



‘Do that.' He didn't smile back.

When she drove to her garage she found a rainbavtepastation
wagon parked cheekily beside it, and suspecteddiity of her
guests even before she found her unmarried brivtloéry ensconced
in the cottage with two of his friends from univigyseating fish and
chips that they'd presumably bought in Apiata.

One was a cousin, but she had never met the laniggedly
good-looking young man who rose to offer his hand.

‘This is Chuck.' Micky waved a casual hand as Wasenfolded in a
warm clasp. 'He owns the chariot out there.'

‘Charles Middleton Holden,' the young man said, exldased her
hand to brush back an auburn curl of his thickutder-length hair.

‘You're American?' Blythe guessed.
‘Guilty. I'm on an exchange scholarship.'

'l told the guys you wouldn't mind us bunking downthe spare
room," Micky said. 'We thought we'd get in a weeakehsurfing.'

'Of course | don't mind." Blythe took a chip frohetgrease-stained
brown bag her brother offered. 'Are you skippinguees tomorrow?’

‘Nah. Well, only one. Tried to phone you.'
'I must have been out of the van. I've just conek i@m a sales trip.'
Micky swallowed a piece of fish. "'Thought that viidsndays?'

'l go to Auckland twice a week now-—>building up anket for the
sunflowers. | hear you've been bothering my neighbo



‘Hoped he might know how long you'd be away. Suspgsort, isn't
he?'

'He's just cautious.' And maybe tired of beingnnieted by people
looking for her.

'Mum said someone was living there. She reckonewvd okay.
Nice, she said.’

'He is okay. Mum thinks everyone's nice—even you.'
‘That's because | am.' Micky grinned.

'Huh! So give me a bit of that fish you're hoggimdpy don't you?'

Micky and his friends crawled out of bed at mid-rmog, and made
for the surf. On Saturday Blythe commandeered tieerful help to
adjust some plant supports and spread compostlozdiowerbeds,
and in the afternoon she joined them on the beach.

Chuck was a better surfer than any of them, an@émook to coach
Blythe in some of the finer points. He wore a watbut Blythe had
merely donned a one-piece swimsuit. When he rehlsgdee was
getting goose-flesh he urged her out of the watdrfalded a towel
around her, apologising all the while.

'It's not your fault,’ she told him. 'l should hasa@me out sooner.' She
was colder than she'd realised—shivering. 'I'debogib home and get
dressed,' she admitted.

"'l come with you,' he insisted. Waving to thénet two still in the
water, he hurried her across the beach with a wvamabout her
shoulders.



Descending the other side of the saddle, Blythe 3asv coming
towards them. He seemed to hesitate at the sigtiteofi, but then
walked forward, giving her a curt nod as they dotoge.

‘Jas,' she said quickly, 'this is—' She turneddo dompanion and
with a small grin went on, 'Charles Middleton Hald@as Tratherne.'
She completed the introduction. ‘My neighbour.'

'Hi," Chuck said, briefly flashing his splendid An@an teeth. 'Sort of
met yesterday, didn't we? Excuse us—this girl needsiing up.' He
turned the smile to Blythe, rubbing her shoulddmsough the
enveloping towel with his big hands. 'Catch yoeiat

Jas looked sharply at Blythe. 'Is something wrong?"'
'l just stayed in the water a bit too long.'
‘My fault,” Chuck said remorsefully.

Blythe tried to forestall a new round of apologi®&, | was having
fun.’

‘Well, we'd better get you inside." He nodded te dad urged her
along the track.

Turning, she saw Jas looking after them, but tleesmung round and
proceeded on his way to the beach.

By the time the other two trudged back to the gatahe'd had a
warm shower and, in jeans and a sweater, was cupleh her sofa,
drinking hot cocoa brewed by Chuck. On Sunday sufirted to go

with them, spending the day painting pots, butfedehem whenever
they reappeared, and made them soup and a stpekcdkes before
they departed at dusk with much tooting of the hamd shouts of
farewell competing with pop music blasting from tb&r's stereo
system.



That night Jas played an entire concerto on thbdayl, full of great
crashing chords and torrential melodies. Lying ®&d Histening,
Blythe wondered what had made him so angry.

* * %

Over the next couple of weeks Jas seemed morevelusid
preoccupied than ever.

Telling herself there was no point in mooning ogaman who was
patently not interested in anything more than thestmdistant
friendship, Blythe determined to pursue her sddlelsewhere. A
couple of times she stayed overnight in Aucklanthvitiends or
family, even a whole weekend. And when the wedtleeame milder
and summery, she issued invitations to a beacl.part

She went across the gully to knock on Jas's dodrtah him,
‘Saturday I'm having a barbecue on the beach. & auglcome to
come along.'

‘That's kind of you, but I don't think so, thanks.'

'‘Why not?' It wasn't as though he could say he &agrevious
engagement, surely—he never went anywhere,"' oahadisitors of
his own.

‘You'll have your friends.'

'l want to be friends witlyou' It sounded childish, she realised witt
chagrin. 'l thought we were.'

'I wouldn't fit in.'

‘You don't even know who's going to come. My frisradte actually
quite nice!'



'l wasn't suggesting there's anything wrong wigmnthYou must have
noticed I'm not good with people. I've managedfterm even you
more than once.'

Blythe's brow creased. 'You'll never be good witbe if you don't
meet them. Anyway, you were perfectly fine with mym and dad.
They liked you.'

‘They said so0?"
‘Yes. | like you too.' She stared at him defiantly.

'‘But then,' he said gently, 'you like everyone, 'gou?’lt wasn't
quite true, but it was certainly rare for her tsléfe anyone unless
they'd given her good reason. 'l wish you'd comsie¢ said. "You
might enjoy it.'

Late on Saturday a procession of cars bumped #h@ngneven track,
and a train of Blythe's friends and relatives texbpver the ridge to
the beach carrying an assortment of food and badxols, blankets
and guitars, and a ghetto blaster.

A few hardy souls went swimming or surfing whilesttvater still
held the warmth of the day, and the fire, fed byftwlood
enthusiastically collected, blazed well for a whWéhen it died to a
red glow everyone tucked into grilled sausages strdks with a
variety of salads, and potatoes cooked in the esnber

Blythe tried to stop herself from hopefully scargqthe sandy slope
for Jas's tall figure. When he appeared over tigershe jumped up
from the sand where she'd been sitting betweenyiokl Chuck and
ran to meet him.



‘Thank you for coming!" She seized his hand, afred change his
mind, and led him over to the group about the fiflis is Jas,' she
told them. 'You've met—'

‘Charles,' he interrupted, nodding to the young Acaa. 'Yes, we've
met.'

'‘And my brother Micky, and this is Gina...and ChrisShe added
more names and said, 'You won't remember therwlbome and sit
down.'

Micky made room, and handed Jas a can of beer.
'So you're Blythe's brother?' Jas commented.
'‘Didn't | say?'

'I'm not." Chuck hung a casual arm about Blythesuklers and
grinned hopefully, waggling his eyebrows.

Blythe was an expert at dealing with that sorthofd. She'd never
wanted the complication of an involvement with afidaner brothers'
friends. Smiling, she casually disengaged hersetf got up to

balance some more sausages on the makeshift geil the fire.

Before sitting down again, she sent Chuck a meémitgpk, and he
returned a sheepish, good- humoured grimace.

Micky was telling Jas about his university coursas] after a few
minutes someone called to Blythe, asking if thess \eny tomato
sauce. She found it, rescued some sausages franguand handed
one wrapped in a bread roll to Jas. But now awg$ sitting in the
place beside him, chatting to Chuck, and anothdr ofe 'Hey,
Blythe!" sent her to the far side of the fire.

Joining a good-natured dispute on the merits oésd\pop groups,
all she could do was smile across the fire at &&s and then and



hope he was enjoying himself. He didn't seem t@lkéng much, but
was watching the other guests intently, and evergften he would
send her a barely perceptible smile, as if to tgasker that he was
having a good time.

As dusk fell the struggling stars were obscuredloyd, and when
the darkness deepened people piled more driftwataltbe fire and
sat huddled around it, singing and talking.

Micky got up to get himself some more food and Sipged into his
place. 'You seem to get on with my brother," shenmowed to Jas.

'He's a friendly young man. It must run in the figrhi

His shoulder was against hers, and she resistadgento snuggle
closer. Instead she wrapped her arms around ugr&isees and
asked, 'Are you glad you came?’

'Yes, | suppose | am.' He paused and added, "®bhatls ungracious.
Right now—' he smiled down at her although his goias grave
'—I'm very glad.’

Blythe tipped her head, her eyes wide and enquii&rg you flirting
with me?' she asked him hopefully.

For a moment he seemed taken aback. Then he laaglttd and
shook his head. 'l don't flirt.'

‘Maybe you should try it,' Blythe advised him.cén be fun.’
The strangest expression flitted over his facgupipose so.'

Behind her Chuck laughed, and a girl's laughtergdihis—young,
carefree.



Jas's eyes left hers for a moment and looked beymnd then
returned to her face, his own a little stern. Hige lowered to a deep
purr that sent a small, warm shiver through heoul you like me to
flirt with you, Blythe?'

She stared back at him, thinking that stwuld like it, but not if he
didn't mean it. Not if there wasn't any real feglbehind it. ‘Maybe.’

'It, could be risky,' he warned.

'‘How?' Why? she meant. Why wouldn't he allow this fitful,
glimmering attraction between them the chanceawdt?

Tjh not a suitable subject for experimentation shil.

Experimentation? Blythe blinked at him indignantlyhat wasn't
what —'

And then without warning huge drops of rain begafatl.

Jas stood up, whipped the blanket they'd beemgithn around
Blythe's shoulders and set to work with the otigathering up plates
and bottles and other things. Everyone scrambleddcue the gear,
and scampered to the cars. By that time they wewees and Blythe
suggested hot drinks at the cottage.

They crowded into the main room, and while MickythanChuck's

fascinated help, lit the fire in the stove Blytheguced a stack of
towels, then put on the kettle. Spare beer, wirtcesaft drinks had
been salvaged, and soon people were sitting ony esleair and

sprawled on the floor.

Jas wasn't there. He must have taken the chastip tff back to his
own place.



The party continued into the small hours and soooples even tried
to dance in what remained of the floor space. Hie pelted on the
roof, but the noise level inside the crowded catagpgated the
sound.

Chuck had drunk more than he'd meant to and washagrpy, but
when he stood up his legs wouldn't hold him. "Tiesv Zealand beer
packs a punch,’ he admitted as Micky steered himartds a bunk in
the spare room.

When the guests reluctantly left it was obvioud @lauck was going
nowhere tonight. His passengers were distributethe@oother cars
with drivers who had limited their alcohol intalkend they all left
with toots and cheers and waves.

In the morning Blythe made breakfast for the oamst and sent him
blearily on his way. She was waving the car off wishe saw Jas
emerge onto his veranda and start down the stegmbiged on the
overgrown path as the car lurched and groaned tisdam, allowing
it to pass before he swung onto the track.

Ready to climb back to the cottage, Blythe hegitatied waited for
him.

‘Thanks for the party,' he said formally.
‘You left early.’
"Your place is small for a crowd. | didn't thinl be missed.’

‘One more wouldn't have made a difference. | hopedign't make
too much noise.'

‘Don't worry about it.' He nodded to her and wenha way.



She wondered if Jas had enjoyed himself at all-simply thought
her and her friends shallow and frivolous.

He wasn't an easy man to get to know. Yet now aainashe'd
caught a glimpse of warmth, of enthusiasm, evert@xent dammed
up behind that wall of detachment. And of an unwdnsexual
attraction—to her.

Her cheeks grew hot and a prickling sensation nar dier skin.
Surely she'd thrown out enough hints to Jas—evdd kom
point-blank that she liked him. He'd turned thatdaswith a
generalisation and walked away.

He hadn't even said he liked her in return. A treofodoubt shook
her. Maybe he found her a nuisance —offering tohalmgs for him,
collecting mail, running errands, issuing unwantedtations...even
inviting him to flirt with her. She'd never doneatthefore.

But there was that rarely glimpsed glitter in hyg®that he couldn't
hide, the unspoken but unmistakable male-to-femmedssaget find
you desirable.

Despite that, he'd made it patently clear that ida'dwant to get
involved. So if she got her fingers burned she baly herself to
blame.

While she was having lunch a couple of days latstoam warning
was broadcast on the radio. A cyclone sweepingsadite Pacific
from the Islands had veered towards New Zealandwasdexpected
to come howling down the coast during the nighthaldl lost some of
its force and the eye would probably be well outda, but winds of
up to a hundred kilometres an hour were forecast.



She'd need to cut all the flowers she could andesake the rest were
as secure as possible.

She 'was already working in the garden when it mecuto her that
Jas might not have heard the radio warning. DieM&n have a radio?
Blythe wasn't sure. She hesitated only a momentwor before
pulling off her gloves and going down to his house.

His door was open, and at her knock he emerged therkitchen at
the rear, a tea-towel in his hands. 'Hello.’

'Hi." She tried to gauge his expression, and dedcitevas wary.
‘Um...have you heard the cyclone warning?'

'‘Cyclone?’

‘They said on the radio the edge of it's supposdtttus some time
tonight.'

‘Well, as you told me once, there's not a lot wedaabout it.'

"You should probably make sure your windows areiise@nd...you
don't have outdoor furniture or anything that'ljkto be picked up
and thrown through a window, do you?'

'No, but I'll check around the place for anythingde.’
‘Well...I'll leave you to it.'

‘Thanks for telling me." As she turned and stadedn the steps, he
said, 'Blythe?'

'Yes?' She stopped to face him.

'‘Will you need any help to prepare for this? Ydaomers won't stand
cyclone winds, will they?'



She couldn't keep a note of worry from her voikm®.going to pick as
many as | can today and put them into drums of wate

"Your tunnel house—it's only plastic.'

'It's on the sheltered side of the hill and sturtlan it looks. | just
have to cross my fingers and hope.'

'I'l come and help you pick.’
‘But you're busy.’

'‘Not too busy to help out a friend.’

A friend. She was so glad to hear him say that,feshed him a
brilliant smile. "'Thank you. But are you sure—?"'

'Give me fifteen minutes and I'll be there.'



CHAPTER FIVE

BLYTHE showed Jas how to cut the stalks of the buddinf®uers
at an angle. They worked quickly, gathering thensténto bundles
and plunging them into the big drums that Blythd peepared with a
mixture of water and a treatment agent.

Several people phoned to check she'd heard thangaand asking
if she needed help. She thanked them and told gtemhad help
already. Micky offered to bring some friends aldng she assured
him everything was under control.

As she laid down the phone Jas thrust another burfddunflowers
into a drum. 'Had you thought of putting them i tharage?' he
asked her, glancing dubiously at the white plasterhead.

‘They'd wilt in there.' The garage was corrugated and the day was
still deceptively sunny and hot.

Blythe had found a straw stetson that her fatheresiones used and
made Jas put it on. She wore a wide hat herselfadoose sleeveless
shirt over her shorts. Each time she took morerb®to the tunnel

house she splashed a little cool water on herdadeunder her arms
from the tap outside, but she could feel sweatagath between her
breasts.

Jas was sweating too, the back of his T-shirt deeteand damp. At
one point he straightened, removed the hat to ipéorehead with
his hand, and said incredulously, "You normally tds on your
own?"l don't usually harvest so many at once. Ak in the
evening or early morning.'

When a little later Jas stripped off his shirt arsed it to wipe his
forehead again before tossing the shirt to thergtpBlythe took out
the tube of sunscreen she always kept in the backep of her shorts
and handed it to him.



Jas gave her a quizzical look but spread the camms arms and
chest while she pretended to be occupied tying ralleuof stems
together.

He had a nice chest, not too hairy. There was acesitesh on him,
but his upper arms were quite muscular for a mah wisedentary
occupation. Maybe he lifted weights. Or books, titoeight, smiling
inwardly as she knotted the binding about the trsttkms of the
sunflowers. He had plenty of those to heft around.

As she straightened he replaced the cap on theanbdeyave the
sunscreen back to her. "Thanks.’

‘Turn around,' she said briskly, unscrewing theaggun. He couldn't
have reached his back.

He didn't do it immediately, and she repeated,ifaround. It's your
back that's most likely to get burnt.’

Jas turned, and stood with his hands on his hiplewhe squeezed
white goo onto her palm and spread it quickly astbg firm, warm
flesh. She had to stop her hand from lingering, themb from
exploring the intriguing groove of his spine. Itsvdone in seconds
and she stepped back. 'There.’

Jas's shoulders moved as he took a breath. 'Thaekspeated, his
voice muffled. Without looking at her he returnemd dutting the
sunflowers.

When they'd picked all those that were close tavdiong, they
checked the ones that couldn't be harvested y&kinmaure their
supports were secure. Blythe brought out a rofire netting from
the tunnel house and they made a tent over somiaeoimore
vulnerable plants. A whippy wind had sprung up, b@athe first hint
of what was to come, and they had some troublengethe net
secured.



‘Thank you.' Blythe removed her hat to smooth daomts from her
forehead. 'I'm really grateful.'

Jas had picked up his shirt, but held it bundledisnfist, and as she
watched he absently wiped his chest. 'No problamsaid. "What
about your house?' He looked up at the cottageyniray. "You're
very vulnerable." Beyond the hill a low, sooty gsheé¢ cloud
threatened the sun.

Blythe wrenched her gaze to his face again. &lab right.’

A gust of wind came racing down the hill, bendihg tops of the
trees, and flipped the hat from Jas's head, semdspgning into the
air before it fell. He grabbed for it and missedd dahen they both
went after it as it scudded away. They reached the& same time,
their spread hands encountering each other's gsdtied forward
and held the brim flat to the ground.

Jas's fingers lay over hers for a second, and hleeids were so close
together that when she lifted her eyes she coddrselength of his
lashes, and the shape of his mouth, firm and wefihdd.

His eyes kindled and his gaze lowered to her owntmadHer lips
parted on a soft breath.

Then he moved back and his warm fingers left higisyour hat,' he
said.

Blythe picked up the hat and straightened. 'Are ymarried?' she
asked baldly.

She thought he almost winced. His eyes darkenedhantboked
away, just as the boiling cloud reached out aneeduhe sun, and a
shiver passed over Blythe.

' was,' he said.



She probably should never have asked, but in foeray, in for a
pound. Her heart thumping erratically, she keptdaae on him until
he looked back at her. 'What happened?’

His voice was harsh when he answered her, hiddaked in a mask
that gave nothing away. 'She's dead.’

Oh, God. Blythe swallowed, castigating herselfrfot taking heed of
his obvious reluctance. 'I'm so sorry,' she saadi@guately. 'l really
am sorry. | should never have asked.’

‘You were entitled to ask.' It was a tacit acknalglement that she
hadn't been the only one affected by that momengdnysical
closeness. 'I'm not...likely to marry again.'

He said it almost offhandedly, but she knew hewasing her. ‘Was
it...is it recent?' she asked him.

'‘Over a year.'

And clearly he hadn't recovered from it. Maybe kgar would. He
must think that he wouldn't, if he'd decided ageamother marriage.

‘You might...change your mind?' she suggested.

She hoped it wasn't compassion that stirred ireyes then. 'l doubt
it,' he said. 'Most women wouldn't put up with me.'

It was the tired old joke of every unmarried marg ahe searched his
face to see if he believed it, but he deflected dgeze with a wry
smile.

Presumably his wife had put up with him all rightll death us do
part. And death had parted them. His wife couldn't hagen very
old, in her twenties probably. It must have bedmaible time for



him, and clearly he had loved her very much. Tchwisat he hadn't
was a mean, unworthy sentiment.

‘Let me give you a meal," Blythe said. 'After aly help it's the least
| can do.'

'I'm filthy and sweaty. Besides, you must be tir@dother time,
maybe.'

Again the wind gusted down the hillside. The tneestled and blown
leaves scurried across the garden.

Jas squinted up at the sky. 'Looks like it's onigy. Are you sure
you'll be okay here on your own?'

If he came to dinner he might stay. Blythe stilldw wayward
thought. She wouldn't pretend to be afraid jussts® could have his
company, trap him into a situation he didn't wéhm sure. Thanks.'

'Right." He swung the bunched-up shirt in his hamoking down at
it. 'I'll come over tomorrow, make sure you'rerajht.'

‘That...would be a friendly thing to do.’

He gave her a brief, jerky smile and strode awdne Stood for a
minute staring after him, but he never looked back.

She made herself a quick meal, then put on a jank@teturned to
the garden and tunnel house to check that therenwasore she
could do to keep her plants safe.

Her mother phoned, having just heard the storm wwgriMaybe you
should come to us until it's over.'

'l don't want to leave the place.’



‘Well, batten down the hatches—and what about flouers?’

'l heard the warning at lunchtime, so we've beeckipg all
afternoon. Jas came over.'

'Oh, that was nice of him. | suppose if anythingslthhappen you
could call on Jas for help.’

'l be fine," Blythe reiterated.

Feeling restless and tense, she walked to the pbewaeh though dusk
was falling and the wind had risen.

The boom and roar of the waves filled her ears.sHawas a mass of
turbulent white-tossed water, and the increasingdwdrove gobbets
of foam from the wavetips to send them skimmingnglthe beach.

Blythe shook her wind-tossed hair from her eyes mmdonto the
sand, the salty spray in the air dampening her, facel little
whirlwinds of sand salting her legs.

She stood in the water and allowed the incomingesaw foam about
her ankles, keeping a wary eye out for bigger reak

Swathes of brown kelp were already being swishéy ithe lathering
sea, spreading in long tresses, some sucked balckivei receding
waves, others left in wet, glistening heaps onstlred. She dragged
some of them up to the low dunes well beyond tigh hide mark.
Tomorrow she would come down and bundle them iatks. She
had bent to take hold of another hank at the vgagelje when Jas's
voice made her jump.

‘What the devil are you doing?' he yelled almogstenear.

‘What does it look like?' she shouted back agaiesthunder of the
waves and the force of the increasing wind. '"Wastewant not!' Her



hair whipped across her eyes and she pushed it. daa\g hair was
wind-blown too, and the wind buffeted his nylonkat

‘You're crazy! Coming down here now—'

'So what aregyoudoing here?' She laughed up at him, her face c
and tingling and her hair flowing into the wind.

‘Looking for you. You weren't home, so—'
‘You came visiting?'

‘There were no lights at your place. | thought neaybur generator
had packed up or something.’

It was getting dark. Normally she would have hdgjlat on by now.
Did he watch for it every night? 'l just came dofen a walk," she
explained.

Unseen, a wave was rushing onshore, and Jas shat leand and
grabbed her arm, pulling her further up the sdndhis?'

'l told you | like storms! It's not a cyclone yetjust a bit of wind.'
‘Just a howling gale!" he argued loudly.

As if to reinforce his view, a stronger gust swajoing just as Blythe
turned to rescue the seaweed she'd been tryingatchs from the
water. The wind tipped her off balance and sheHeiself stagger,
the seaweed sliding back into the waves. Then d hand closed
about her shoulder, steadying her.

Jas said roughly, 'Time to go home, Blythe.'

'Yes,' she gasped. Her cheeks were almost numihemeyes were
watering. '‘But it's magnificent, isn't it?" She ked at him eagerly,



and then at the rapidly dimming seascape befora,teanting him
to share her relish in the boisterousness of tinel wnd waves.

‘Yes,' he said, watching her.

He still had his hand on her arm, and even thrdhglacket she wore
she felt the strength and warmth of his fingerseWkshe looked up at
him the wind teased her hair again, flinging it otier eyes so she
had to close them. Before she could lift a hand,fstt Jas's fingers
drawing the volatile strands away, his touch lifigggion her cheek.

She opened her eyes and stared straight into theesushocking
blaze of his, and then his hand slipped to her Haipdread bent until
his mouth touched hers, and she burst into briggsperate flame
inside, her lips parting, her body yearning ofaten accord into the
bowed curve of his, her arms twined about his néckd when she
felt the hard support of his other arm go aboutVeast she leaned on
it trustfully and let him tip her head further aegplore her mouth
fully.

He kissed with the intensity of a man starved, Bkdesert traveller
finding water after long days and nights withoufind Blythe kissed

him back with all the generosity she was capahl&ised him as if

it was all she had ever wanted to do. As if shdccbeal every hurt

he'd ever suffered, assuage all the grief and gfaid sensed in him
from the beginning.

He didn't lift his head until another wave cameshrag in, slapping
coldly around their legs, and then he broke the &lsruptly, cursed,
and held her tight as the water swirled about tlzm then was
sucked back into the ocean while their feet satiktime sand.

Blythe laughed, and Jas brought both hands todwr &nd stroked
her wind-blown hair away from it again. 'Blythelyihe.'



He looked...stricken. Her laughter died, and whenrdmoved his
hands to take one of hers and tug her towards tiee sand she
followed him, the delight and excitement of theskiading.

Jas dropped her hand and she wanted to whimpeastesprinstead
silently walking beside him until they reached titker side of the
saddle, where the wind was less powerful and thadof the waves
less intrusive.

Without stopping, without even looking at her, bels'l didn't mean
to do that.’

Blythe said, 'We're both consenting adults." He ldiwtu have
mistaken her response.

‘You don't understand!" The glance he threw herfwhsf rage and
chagrin. He hadn't stopped walking, and she hdulitgy to keep up.
'It was an impulse. | shouldn't have touched you.'

'I'm not objecting.'

'‘Well, you should be!" He stumbled in the darknass tuft of grass
and vented his feelings with a sharp word. 'Or tdgmi mind being
used?'

'‘Used?' Her chest felt tight. He was walking mumt flast. It hadn't
felt as though he was using her—it had felt as ghdwe needed her.

'l haven't had—haven't made love to anyone sifmea. very long

time,' he ground out. 'Then you come along withrymansy eyes and
your rose-petal mouth and your sunflower smile ahdse

smooth-as-honey legs emerging from your everlasimgts...'" He
pulled a long breath into his lungs, and shookhaad angrily. 'l

thought they were bad enough, but the day you vemes and
climbed up the headland in front of me...and them got the bloody
things soaked—'



'l had no idea...' Blythe stared at him, but hes@néed a rigid profile.

‘Well, | finally lost it. It can't be the first tisnfor you. Any man would
react the same way.'

7 don't react that way to any man,' Blythe stublyaiwid him.

He stopped at the foot of her path and hit hislfeael with the heel of
his hand. 'Dammit, Blythe, don't you understand twima trying to
say?'

She did, and it hurt horribly. She made her moesist the quiver
that threatened it, and stood squarely facing hi@r voice was
husky but even. "You're trying to say it meant mato you. Well,
that's okay, Jas, | didn't ask you to declare ymientions. |
understand. And it's all right. So...are we stikmds?"

She held out her hand, and after a couple of sescohdst staring at
her he pulled his from the depths of his pocket gade it to her.
'Yes,' he muttered. He seemed reluctant to lehberd go, scanning
her face frowningly as if dreading what he mightfthere.

Blythe smiled serenely, hoping it was too dark fomhim to see her
eyes clearly, and gave a slight tug on the harttelee He dropped it
as if it burned. Then he stepped back, shovingdmsl into his pocket
again. 'lI'll see you tomorrow," he grunted, swiggaway.

Standing at the window facing the sea, Blythe caad nothing but
blackness punctuated with flashes of moving wrsttha waves were
whipped about. She stood there for a long timakihg. Was it true

that Jas had just been reacting to a long depoivatind the proximity
of a nubile woman?

It could be. Since his wife died he must have nagke closeness of
lovemaking. Did he feel guilty that his sexualitgchrefused to die
with her? And was sexual attraction all he wasifigeivhen he'd



hauled Blythe into his arms and kissed her with desperate passion
tonight?

She didn't believe it. With all her heart she didrantto believe it.

The wind rose to a violent squall and rain splatler against the
firmly closed windows. Blythe rinsed sand from heggs and brushed
her teeth and pulled on the long T-shirt she worbdd, and all the
while the breakers on the beach kept up their thilchder. She turned
off the generator and called her mother brieflyeifishe lay in bed,
anxious about her plants, but enjoying the cosiméshe cottage
while nature raved and ranted outside.

Just as she was about to doze off a sharp, loutkltrg nearby
brought her eyes flying open. By the sound otiea had gone down.

The windows rattled, and the wind whined aroundatmmers of the
deck and the lean-to that held the generator. Songethumped

against the bedroom window, making her jump. She ugoand

peered out into the darkness but could see notReidnaps a torn-off
branchlet. Vaguely she made out the tossing tretised against the
ghostly white of the foaming sea.

She found her bedside torch, padded through theglikoom, and
cautiously opened the back door to check on thaeuhouse.
Sheltered by the porch, she peered down the Hilixas reassured by
the dimly discernible white igloo shape. In thease she could just
make out a steady light, intermittently visibleabgh the driving
rain. Was Jas still up?

Icy rain and a flurry of sodden leaves threw thdueseat her and she
retreated hastily inside.

A sort of muted howling made the back of her nedkke with
apprehension, and the house began to shake, alinkdews rattling
in their frames. She heard the crack and crasinathar tree going,



and much closer came a horrendous screechingndeaoise,
followed by a loud bang, and then another.

Her ears ringing, Blythe let out a small screatmalgh there was no
one to hear her, and instinctively crouched agdimstliving-room
wall.

The tearing and screeching and banging noisesemttifor perhaps
a minute, and then stopped. The rain now seemetétand closer.
Inside.

Carefully she stood up and looked about, then thckethe torch beam
upwards. Several droplets of water had found thay through the
ceiling and the nets of dried flowers and were g onto the
carpet. It took her shocked mind a few secondsgiaré out what
must have happened. Part of the roof had beerofbrn

She put a bucket under the first leak, and thertdvéidd another and
her stock pot to cope with more that had alreagheaped. Obviously
it was a losing battlp.

She rushed to the bathroom and unhooked the sloatarn to drape
it over her grandmother's dresser, hoping to sheesbft, satiny
patina of the old varnish. Frantically sorting thigh a cupboard for
other waterproof material, she was interrupted bgramering on the
door and Jas's voice calling her name.

He didn't wait for her to get to the door, but ketgn, big and bulky
in a waterproof jacket, his hair streaming in thevering light of her
torch, his face leached bloodless.

He had a flashlight too, dazzling her with it befdre said hoarsely,
‘You're all right?'

'I'm not hurt. I've lost some roofing iron, though.



'l heard it." He put a hand on her shoulder, rupitidown her arm as
if he had to assure himself she was telling thehtridre you really
okay?'

‘Not a scratch. I'm trying to find some coverings @drotect my
furniture and things.'

'Have you switched off the electricity? There colld exposed
wires.'

'It's off.'
'‘How good are the foundations of this place?’

'It stood up to Cyclone Bola.' Years ago Bola hatlac swathe of
destruction through the island and was still usedaabasis for
comparisons.

'l was going to take you back to my place, butdlee sheets of iron
and all kinds of things flying about outside. ltut be safer here if
the foundations hold. You'd better get dressed)ghpin case we
have to run for it. You'll need shoes, warm clothed a jacket. That
red thing with the hood and something waterproaféar over it.' He
urged her towards her bedroom.

Jas was right, Blythe knew. A wind strong enougk#r the roof off
might well push the cottage from its foundationse's known it to
happen to others.

Fumblingly she pulled on a pair of track pants #mel red hooded
sweatshirt over the big T-shirt she'd worn to badgd found her
waterproof parka. She picked up her phone. Shobo&l cll her
parents? But they'd only worry, or endanger theveseirying to get
to her.



Emerging from her room, she told Jas, 'My snealgrdy the back
door.' Then she gave a start as another pieceobftooe from its
fastenings.

Jas said, 'I'll get them. Shove a few clothes satmething in case we
have to evacuate. But hurry.'

She grabbed a plastic shopping bag and threw ire samdies and
jeans, a couple of shirts, and was burying the phoramong them
when Jas returned with the sneakers in his hand. sshoped a
couple of framed photos from her dressing table the bag, and
looked at the books on the shelf under her bedasidaet.

‘Come on.' Jas took the bag from her, hauled hertive other room
and stowed the bag in the corner under the old edable.

'I've got rolls of plastic in the shed and the tinmouse,' Blythe said
as she tied her shoes, looking at her "unprotdatadure.

'‘Going down there you could be hit by a flying riarr sliced in half
by a piece of corrugated iron.'

They found towels and an old raincoat and sheatsdal their best
to protect the furniture.

'It seems to be mostly at the back," Blythe notidédnny—the part
facing the wind is holding."'

‘The wind riding up the slope creates a vacuumliftatthe roof on
the other side,' Jas explained tersely.

More drips were falling from the ceiling. Ominouslyas's torch
showed that one panel had begun to sag, almodtitmuthe net of
flowers beneath it.



He took Blythe's arm. 'Under the table. If theiogilcomes down we
don't want it falling on us with the weight of &flat water behind it.
Just a minute.'

He went into her bedroom and came out carryinglthet. "Where's
your phone?'

‘In the bag with my clothes.'
'‘Okay. Come on.’

They crouched side by side under the solid tablgcking off the
torches. Everything went black.

‘Are you all right?' he murmured.
'In the circumstances, as all right as | can expect
He gave a little laugh. 'We'll sit it out.'

With her back against the wall, Blythe couldn't skes, but she
fancied she could feel the warmth of him, thougtytboth wore at
least two layers of clothing.

One sheet of roofing iron was loosened but refusedet go,
shuddering and clanging continuously. The wind wHiaround the
exposed beams, and rain hurtled against the windows

Then the house shook again, everything loosemngttind jiggling,
and Blythe drew in a shuddering breath, clampimgh@uth shut on
a whimper of fear. Jas's arm pulled her into threeof his shoulder.
It's all right," he murmured against her hair.

They both knew it wasn't, but it was comfortinghiar him say it.

Blythe shivered. 'l don't think I'm enjoying thisuoh,' she confessed.



‘What, no more Pollyanna?' He adjusted the duvet their knees.
‘Not tonight. This could wreck my business.'
‘Try not to think about it. Maybe it won't be salda

He was unwittingly giving her something else tankhabout. Like
how good it felt to have his arm holding her, hisdih stirring the
curls at her temple when he spoke, his quiet veateng up a sort of
pleasurable resonance deep inside her.

She swallowed, and lifted her head a little fromrésting place. 'Is
your house okay?'

‘It was when | left. The wind is less fierce dovaere.'
‘That's good.’
'If we have to run, at least we'll have somewhenaih to.'

'For the first time I'm glad my grandmother isrerdy’ Blythe said
sadly. 'She'd have hated seeing her home torrkephlis.'

He gave a little grunt—perhaps of sympathy, Blytheught,
shivering as a gust of wind eddied into their hgdplace. Or perhaps
she'd been sounding "like Pollyanna again. Shiedsitip.

The wind suddenly increased its velocity. The \eehind them and
the floor they sat on shuddered. Jas tightenearhisabout Blythe,
saying something sharp under his breath.

It lasted only a couple of seconds. Blythe discesieshe was
clutching at a fold of Jas's parka, and delibeyatdbxed her fingers.
'It's okay,' she said with relief.



'l hope so.' He switched on the flashlight and shrout into the
room, up at the ceiling. 'That's going to go.'

Even as he spoke, a bulging section of the ceiljage way in a
cascade of dark water, crashing down and carrjri@geétting and the
flowers it held to the floor.

A blast of cold air followed, spinning flowers tlugh the room and
bringing slanting rain with it.

'‘Oh, God!" Blythe whispered. Water spread acrossé#npet, and she
felt it creeping round and even underneath her.Wihd howled into
the room, lifting the inadequate coverings from theniture and
blowing rain, stray leaves and grit into Blytheasd. Shivering, she
huddled against Jas's rock-solid chest. A damp skdped through
her clothing.

Jas touched her cheek, then her hand. 'You're' d@dsaid, and
curled his fingers around hers.

‘A bit.' She locked her teeth together to stop tifremm chattering.

He put down the torch, switching it off, and wragpke duvet about
her.

'‘No, don't!" she protested, resisting. '"You nees itnuch as | do.’

'I'm not shivering like you.' He pulled the billavg cloth about her
again but she pushed it away.

'It's big enough for two," she insisted. 'What wibuldo if you
developed hypothermia? | might need you to get mdi@bhere when
the damned ceiling's finished falling down.'Shet fhls silent
laughter. 'All right," he said, and allowed heh&dp arrange the duvet
around them both.



Blythe snuggled into the warmth of his body anddawe a little
half-grunt, half-moan.

'What's the matter?' She lifted her head, but coudee his face in the
darkness. She wondered if she'd dug her elbovhimicaccidentally.

'‘Nothing.' Jas's voice seemed strained. 'Do yonoktlyiou could
sleep?’

'In this?' She choked on semi-hysterical laughtemu're joking!'
‘Not really." He sounded grim.

‘We should talk or something to keep our minds wfiat's
happening.’

'‘Great idea.’

‘You needn't be facetious.'

'‘Believe me, I'm not.'

'‘Well...tell me some more about mathematics.'

He laughed then. 'That would put you to sleeprigitt.'

'‘No, | like listening to you. Talking about your vkas the only thing
that makes you come alive. That and your musiogkg.'

He was silent, and she said, 'Have | offended you?'
‘No. Until recently that was probably true.’
'‘Recently?' Her heart gave a small, hopeful thud.

'l think you know what | mean.’



‘When you kissed me...?'

His voice was deep and slow, with a hint of mockd8hy sure you
weren't in any doubt that | was alive then.’

‘Do you want to kiss me again?'

Several breathless seconds went by. He was vérastl Blythe was
aware of his breathing, the tenseness of his awiding her, the
rigidity of his entire body. Finally he said, '‘Asr@ans of passing the
time?'

As much more than that, Blythe thought. But she ldwt back
down. 'If you like.'

He sucked in a breath. 'Don't you have any sehse&sked roughly.
'I'm not stupid. And I'm not a child.’

'So you won't mind if | don't stop at kisses? Da ywant to have sex
with me here, in the middle of a storm, on a wepeaunder a table?
Does the idea turn you on, sunflower-face?'



CHAPTER SIX

BLYTHE closed her eyes, trembling with shame and rejeche had

turned her open-hearted, ingenuous invitation sawmething sordid
and meaningless. 'l don't want to have sex,' shtered against his
jacket, feeling suddenly suffocated by the embtheé had been so
comforting—and so warmly arousing. She had wartdektclose to

him, to experience again the emotions she hadifethe beach, the
feeling of reaching out to something in him thatum yearned for
her. What she wanted might have led further, iretiamot to 'having

sex' but to making love.

‘That's what | thought,' he said flatly. 'So damite what you know
damn well you don't really want.’

Shocked, Blythe remained dumb. He thought she wease. A shaft
of anger hit her. '"You're not being fair." Shedrte pull back from
him, but he held her in a steely grip inside theadu

‘Since when were relationships between men and wdane'
‘Since when were you an expert?' Blythe flashed.
There was a curious silence. 'Areu?'Jas countered unkindly.

Blythe opened her mouth to reply, and was stoppeaidzreech from
the loose piece of iron that still clung to itsteasng. She stifled a
small shriek and automatically ducked her head.

'It's all right," Jas said. 'So far.’

She held her breath until the screeching returaesd more subdued
level.



It was silly to be fighting when they were physigado close. And
when they might be fighting for their lives any mia. Casting round
for a safe subject, she tried, 'Where did you |eaunsic?’

She was afraid he wasn't going to reply. But adtevhile he said
slowly, 'When | was a kid there was a woman livaggoss our back
fence. She had a piano and | used to listen telagr Sometimes |
climbed over and peeked through her window. Gaveaheell of a

fright when she caught me.'

‘What did she do?' Blythe had visions of Jas asuag boy hauled to
the police station, accused of being a juvenilegrtr

‘After giving me a royal tongue-lashing she reaisgvas telling the
truth when | said | just wanted to watch her pldgxt time | sneaked
over there she was about to go out—to practiséherotgan at her
church. She played there every Sunday. | persubadetb take me
along, and...I'll never forget it. | was blown awaythe magnificence
of the instrument. It was a real, old-fashionedepmpgan, and if you
put your hand on the pipes you could feel the mudiclittle while
after that she offered me music lessons in remrmbwing her lawn.
| jumped at the chance.'

''ve read that mathematical ability and musicigmsbiten occur
together.’'

'So they say. The Pythagoreans believed that tloéevai heaven was
numbers and music.'

The Pythagoreans. He'd told her so much about tkertiitle about
himself.

'Why don't you like your half-brothers?' she asked.



'It was mutual,' he said after a moment, into thkkdess about them.
‘They resented their mother marrying my father, quite naturally
when | was born they resented me too.'

'‘How old were you when your mother died?'

'Fourteen. Social Welfare put me into foster camd amy
half-brothers left home.'

'Why couldn't you stay with your father?'

She felt the movement of his shoulder as he shaduggte was a
long-distance driver. Away a lot.'

It crossed her mind that he could have changegbhjsbut perhaps
that might not have been easy. 'What was he likd?/8u get your
mathematical ability from him, or your mother?’

‘Neither, as far as | know. He did play a guitazasionally but he had
no time for classical music.'

'‘He didn't mind you having lessons, though?'

'‘As long as it didn't cost him anything he didr@itecone way or the
other. He thought it was useless and a bit sisgytypical.'

‘Typical?' What did he mean by that?

Jas explained on a note of cynicism. 'He'd havedlia son who
played rugby and could stick up for himself. | negrjoyed fighting
particularly—my half-brothers always won anyway.'

‘They must have been bigger than you!' Blythe sadignantly,
tipping back her head and trying in vain to see félse in the
darkness. 'What did your parents do about it?"



‘They didn't believe in interfering in sibling quals unless the noise
level irritated them.’

Blythe ached with sympathy. His family life seenaedtark contrast
to her own loving home. If Jas found it hard to regs his feelings,
perhaps it was an inherited trait. 'Still,’ shedsadne sent you to
university?'

The sound he made might have been a crack of layghat the
banging and scratching of loose bits of roof maddifficult to be
certain. 'l got a scholarship. The head of mathismaat my
secondary school and Miss Paige—my music teacheanr@ed an
application. | have reason to be grateful to her.’

‘Do you keep in touch?'
‘She died a few years back.'

The cottage shook again and something creakedwitthed on the
torch as another piece of ceiling tore away from ltleams to hang
dangling in the sweep of light. He waited for a fawnutes, then
switched it off again. 'Don't want to waste thetéat'

There was another question burning in Blythe's mamdl but for the
dark and the extraordinary circumstances she'drriiexes dared ask
it. 'What was your wife like? Where did you meette

He was silent for a long time, and then he saiéfodly, 'We met at

university. Shelley was vivacious and pretty, amtyvpopular. |

couldn't believe that she was actually attracteth&' He paused.
‘She told me later | intrigued her because | disi&m interested.'

‘Were you?'



Again she felt the hunching of his shoulder. 'Olurse | was
interested. | had no experience of women but mynboes were as
active as any young man's. And she was...wellsagll..'

'So..." He'd fallen in love. Blythe tried to dissithe hollow feeling
around her heart. She felt chilled and oddly tiféée weren't taking
the same courses, but somehow we often bumpedatoother. She
made a point of teasing me, even when she wasseitteone else.
Flirting. | thought | amused her. When she pradiicasked me to
make love to her | assumed she was setting merigofoething, so |
turned down her...offer, the first time.' He moveslhand and Blythe
felt the duvet slip, but he quickly pulled it bawker her. 'l didn't hold
out for long. Three months later she was pregraartt,when | asked
her to marry me she surprised me again.'

‘Surprised you?'
'‘She said yes.'

Blythe swallowed. She supposed he'd been thriled. it was futile
and mean-minded to be jealous of a dead womaap#&-k-'

Before she could choke out the words 'l hope yotewery happy'
the section of roof that had been flapping for dgesly tore loose,
making her gasp, and the floor vibrated.

Then the sound of the wind became muted, as thituglght have
had enough for a while. Even the rain stopped wigivinto the room.
Blythe lifted her face, trying to sense the storimtensity through the
darkness. She was shivering less, but still cold.

Jas switched on his torch just as another secfitimecceiling peeled
away and hung into the room. 'If we stay here nmaonger we won't
be able to get out in a hurry. I'm not sure thenftations are holding,
and it's getting very cold.’



"The wind seems to have died down a bit.'

‘They said we're supposed to be at the edge ofyblene, didn't
they—not the eye?'

‘Mm.'

‘Are you all right?' Jas touched her face and hagds. 'Talking of
hypothermia,’ he muttered, and started rubbing @nker hands.
'‘We'll have to risk it. We're getting out now.' Rielped Blythe up and
grabbed the plastic bag.

The wind hit them as they struggled out through dloer and it
slammed shut behind them.

Down on the gully floor it wasn't so bad, but stiie was glad of Jas's
arm about her, holding her relatively steady ay tretled with the
wind that tried to push them from their feet. Tieund was soggy,
and when Jas finally ushered her into his darkematvay and
forced the door shut, she shone her torchlight dower muddy,
wet sneakers and said, 'Sorry, I've dirtied yooorfl

'That's the least of our troubles.' He shoved atank of wet hair as
she raised the beam. 'You'd better have a hot dmaoka bath. You
can sleep in my bed. I'll kip on the sofa.'

'I'm much smaller than you. You couldn't possildgep on the sofa.’
She bent and pulled tiredly at the laces of heeshier fingers were
numb.

'l don't sleep much anyway.' Jas knelt on the feoat tugged off her
shoes for her.

'Is that why you play your keyboard at night?'



Jas was slipping his jacket off. Under it he waans and a T-shirt.
'I'll get you a towel. Come into the kitchen.'

In the big bare kitchen he hauled two towels outh& warming
cupboard, handing one to her before lighting a eme lamp. He
rubbed his face and hair with the other towel, thleing it round his
neck.

Blythe ducked her head and began rubbing her oum 8he felt
warmer already. Jas had left the old wood rangeibgr

'I'll run a bath for you,' he said.
‘That would be lovely,' she admitted, 'but | céakte your bed.'

Although he argued, there was no gainsaying thettiat she would
be far more comfortable on the sofa than he. Inetit she had her
way.

Blythe woke to light and the subdued sound of bigte opened her
eyes and remembered with dismay where she was laypdTe rain
had stopped, but outside the window a tree shivieréte wind.

Tossing off the sheet and cosy wool blanket Jasfbiaad for her
while she warmed up in his bath, she hurried toatimelow.

Her cottage was still there, squatting on the sidthe hill under a
grey, ragged sky, but half of the roof was gonee fldof—

'Oh, no!" she wailed aloud, her hands going tocheeks. And then,
on a quieter note, 'Oh, no.'

From the doorway Jas said, 'lIt's a mess, I'm afraid



She turned to look at him. 'The tunnel house!'ssheé tragically. 'The
roof—' Some of the missing sheets of roofing hawléd on the
tunnel house, slicing through the plastic and legviorn, jagged
holes and twisted supports.

'l saw it when | got up.' He came across the roamna, put an arm
about her shoulders.

Last night seemed like a bad dream. Gratefullylgyturned into his
embrace, her head against his chest. 'Oh, damn!didhirey have to
fall there?

Jas put a hand on her tousled hair. 'Why does mgyth this crazy
world happen? One thing | know—you don't deseri®'th

Tears pricked at her eyes, but she kept them awiiayan effort of
will. Crying wouldn't help. She sighed, and reluntha eased away
from him. He was willing to be nice to her, to effmmfort, but he
didn't want a clinging woman. 'Thanks,' she saidkiy. ‘Well, |
suppose it could be worse.'

‘You're alive and unhurt,' he agreed. 'Last nighas$ afraid...’

He'd been worried about her. The glow of warmth e was
unwarranted, she told herself sternly, especiallyhie light of his
later rejection.

But she recalled the stark fear in his face whéd pashed open her
door. 'Did your wife die in an accident?' she astpeietly.

His answer, when it came, was curt. ‘A car crash,'y
‘Were you...with her?' If he'd been driving woukdldlame himself?

Jas's expression took on the familiar icy aloofndds. | wasn't
there." He stirred, shoving a hand through his.hHdm making



breakfast. Is beans on toast all right? If you didce them [I'll rustle
up something else.’

‘Anything's okay.' Obviously confidence time wagowWot that he'd
told her much.

She used the bathroom and put on jeans and alshigr haste last
night she hadn't thought to grab a comb but, lapkanound the
spartan but spotlessly tidy bathroom, she saw gigg lon the

age-crazed porcelain basin.

'l hope you don't mind,’' she said, emerging in® kiichen, 'l used
your comb.’

'Feel free. Let me know if there's anything else geed.’
' will. Thank you.'

He was being very kind to her this morning. Didragret his verbal
savaging of her last night?

Blythe went into the front room to call her parentédter she'd
reassured herself that they'd suffered only the tafsa couple of
trees, she told them what had happened.

'‘We'll be right over,' her shocked mother promisad.soon as we
can.'

She wasn't sure if she could eat breakfast, ndtowtt knowing
exactly how much damage had been done to her HOméhe other
hand one part of her wanted to delay the inevitaselong as
possible.

Back in the kitchen, she sat as Jas directed dabte in one corner.
'‘What about you?' she asked. He had given herrtlyechair.



‘Don't worry.' He left the room and wheeled hisrgpchair down the
passageway and set it at right angles to hers.

Going to the stove, Jas spooned some baked beansato sauce
onto a piece of toast and slid the plate over tothen did the same
for himself.

She couldn't quite finish the meal, pushing it a@wpglogetically.
‘You don't like it?'

'l usually just have toast and a spread.'

'How do you do physical work on that?"

'It's not so physical. | have a rotary hoe and mmatec watering
system. At least | did...'

'‘We'll go and have a look," he promised. 'Coffest®
Miserably, Blythe shook her head. '‘No, thanks.’

‘All right." He swallowed a last mouthful and thsimoved back his
chair and stood up, holding out his hand. "You magwell know the
worst.'

Dreading what she might find, Blythe took his hand clung to it all
the way back along the gully. The wind worriedregr in nasty little
spurts, but the fearsome force of last night wassp

One end of the tunnel house was misshapen and tmadlyand two
sheets of corrugated iron had gone through theiplasland on the
growing plants inside. But other plants had surdj\end most of the
drums of newly cut blooms were still in good shape.



Blythe's van and expensive machinery were intat,athough the
garden had taken a beating, and one piece of didanl crushed the
part that she and Jas had so carefully covered metling, the

majority of the plants, Blythe thought, would reeov

"You have insurance?' Jas asked.

'Yes, of course. I'll have to get on to the insaecompany right
away. I'd better see how bad it is inside the getta

‘You're not going in there on your own. You havadea if it's safe or
not.'

'l be careful.'

But Jas insisted on checking the foundations, aed ¢hen he went
inside first, testing the floorboards before thégnioered over the
debris of the ruined ceiling, mixed with nettingdasodden flowers.
Blythe winced. 'All those will have to be thrown ay

‘You can't redry them?'
‘They'd get mildew, for sure. | suppose | can coshpieem.'

The telephone rang several times. Tau and hiscarfiee over, having
sent a reluctant and glowering Shawn, Tau said avithuckle, off to

school. Jas, Tau and a couple of other locals Yerey temporary

plastic roofing when her parents arrived and hetherogave her a
comforting hug.

When the other volunteers had left, with promiseseturn if there
was anything more they could do after the insuraassessor had
been, Blythe's father shook Jas's hand. 'Thankselping our girl.'

Rose beamed a smile in his direction. 'Yes, hokyshe is that you
were here!'



'l couldn't have left her in a roofless house.'

The insurance assessor inspected the damage, poledh the
debris, and crawled about the foundations.

‘They could do with a bit of reinforcing here aheite,’ he informed
them, 'but it's a soundly built little place. Geiotes for repairs, and
you can go ahead. As long as it's not too far fommassessment you
should have no trouble with a claim.’

'It's not really habitable,’ Rose said when the imat gone. 'You'd
better come home with us.’

' can't. | have a business to run.'

Jas turned from helping her father shift some @ect ceiling.
‘Blythe could stay with me.’

Blythe's mouth dropped. Her father cast a shrewak lat him,
obviously trying to sum up his trustworthiness, &wabe too seemed
a little dubious.

‘Until her house is fixed.' Jas was speaking tairlJ have a spare
room. If your bed has survived—' he looked at Bdyth-your father
and | could shift it in.'

‘You don't want a boarder," Blythe objected. Jaadged his privacy
so zealously, he couldn't relish the thought ofifigwer in his home
any longer.

'You won't be a boarder. You're a neighbour whaleeebed for a
few nights.’

Rose turned to Brian and raised her brows venhsjign a silent
question. His answer wasn't discernible to anyamehler, but she
must have been satisfied with it. "That's setttedn.' She beamed,



turning to Blythe. "Your father and | will be mudblappier if you're
with Jas.'

'‘We might as well shift that bed now.' Brian movaarposefully
towards her bedroom.

Rose said, 'The mattress is soaked—we've put ibouhe deck. |
don't think it will be dry by tonight. It might baiined for good.’

‘Then | guess it's the sofa again,' Jas said, hgo&i Blythe.

‘There's a mattress on one of the lower bunksstbams dry," Rose
said brightly. "You could use that.’

Blythe tried again. 'l can't trouble Jas to—'
'It's no trouble,’ Jas said politely.

Rose gave him another smile. 'That's nice of yasl, Will a mattress
on the floor do, Blythe?'

‘It would do fine, but Jas doesn't want—'

No one listened. Brian said, 'Right, we'll get thattress over there,
shall we, Jas?'

As the men disappeared into the bedroom Rose paind on her
daughter's arm. 'Don't throw his offer back infaise, dear. It's very
kind of him—'

'l know, but—'
‘Just say thank you nicely and be a consideratsehguest.’

Mentally Blythe threw up her hands. Her mother, dtirher sweet
face and gentle manner, was very good at gettinaf wie wanted.



Not that she was selfish. Her most determined &fiwere directed at
helping other people. Giving in, Blythe said, 'Henkt even know I'm
there.'

Rose volunteered to phone for quotes, while willvadpers cleaned
up the mess, and Blythe loaded what was left ottlidlowers into
the van with Jas's assistance.

‘You've spent enough time here,' she told him wiheroffered to
accompany her. 'l feel guilty taking you away frgaur work.'

She managed to offload her flowers in Auckland |éiséfew bundles
very cheaply, but by the time she headed back teawai the
afternoon was elderly.

Her parents had gone home for a late milking, &edspent the short
time until dusk sorting through the wrecked plantshe damaged
part of the tunnel house for any that could be dave

'I'll fix the meals while I'm here," she told Ja&er making up her bed
on the mattress in his spare room. 'lt's the leeah do considering
all the time you've lost helping me out.’

'It's not necessary.’
'l don't want to impose. It will make me feel bette

He shrugged. 'All right. But don't bother aboutdanl’ll get myself
something when I'm hungry.'

She'd brought a couple of boxes of food with hed atowed the
perishables in his refrigerator. There was pleritpoom, and when
she remarked on it he muttered vaguely, 'l suppiséme | got
some supplies. There's still some tinned food.'



Blythe opened a cupboard and found more tins okedabeans,
spaghetti, fish and some fruit salad. 'Have youndagng on this
stuff?' she demanded.

'It's handy when | don't want to cook.'

She made a chicken casserole with rice and wasrdedaby
watching him demolish two helpings.

"'l wash the dishes,' she said. 'l can't do amyevat home now it's
dark.'

"You must be exhausted.’
'‘Keeps my mind off it." Blythe started removing thlates.

But he insisted on drying. Hanging up the tea- tphesaid, 'I'll be in
my workroom.'

'l have an early night, | think. Maybe read farwhile in bed.
Um...do you have any books that aren't about achdhn
mathematics?' Some of her favourites had, she é#uarod,
survived, but the few that remained unread wer@eb@\saving.

Jas laughed. 'In my bedroom. Help yourself.'

Jas's bed was a single one with no headboard, opadéh military
precision—sheets, two pillows, and a duvet witreargetric design
in black, grey and dark blue.

A chest of drawers against one wall had a smalbraplmirror

hanging over it. The built-in wardrobe was firmlp®ed. Near the
bed stood another set of drawers doubling as & tapke, bearing a
functional reading lamp and a paperback book lypgn with its

cover upward.



The walls were bare except for a large map of tbddyyellowed
with age and held by four rusted drawing pins.dswa safe bet that it
had been there for years. The only hint of Jassopal stamp on the
room was the design of the duvet—and the bookskalveler the
window.

A green plastic flower pot stood on top of the bxade, bearing one
bright yellow bloom turned to the sun.

Blythe went and touched its petals, put a fingeth® moist earth
around the base of the plant. She could see wlerera dead
blooms had been snipped off. Jas had looked aftezll. Feeling for

some reason lighter and happier than she had ylistie stooped to
the bookcase.

Even here almost half the books were obviously erattical,

philosophical or scientific. But there were also cauple of

best-selling thrillers, somiational Geographianagazines, several
well- reviewed New Zealand novels, and a populapnkb@n

relationships.

She chose a magazine that promised an article aneranimals, and
one of the thrillers. That should keep her mindtbiffigs.

But she found it difficult to concentrate. Outsitlee sea was hushed
by distance, and a lone more pork called mournfutign somewhere
behind the house.

Later, muted organ music filtered through from ¢iiéng room, and
she resisted the urge to go and join Jas. Afteickimig off the room
light she lay wakeful, until the music ceased ahd keard soft
footfalls and then the hurry-hush of running waterd a few minutes
afterwards the sound of Jas's bedroom door qukising.

She sighed, turned over and went to sleep.



Once the initial clean-up was accomplished, budd@erived in a loud
flurry of truck engines, transistor radios and chddbanter, and set
to work. A carpeting firm removed sodden floor congs and took
measurements for new ones. Other workmen startquhtich the
ripped skin of the tunnel house.

It could have been much worse, Blythe told hersilfowing a
bundle of sodden gardening magazines into a bagpfoposting.

Her parents had brought sandwiches and a flasiftde; and they all
picnicked along with the workmen at lunchtime,isgton the deck.

The foreman, a burly, tanned and fit man with ayesamile and bold
blue eyes, seemed to think that Blythe would ndesking up, and
made it his mission. She was laughing at one o$teiady stream of
jokes when Jas appeared in the doorway.

'I'm sorry if I'm intruding,' he said stiffly. 'lid knock but—'

'It's all right." Blythe stood up, a half-eaten darch in her hand.
‘We're just having lunch.'

‘Then I'm a bit late. | was going to suggest yoghhiike to bring
your parents down to the house for it.'

‘We brought a picnic,’ Rose explained, 'but thas wanice thought.'
She held out a plastic container. 'Have a sandwiab, Salmon on
this side, tomato and ham over there.'

‘Thanks, but | won't stay. I've got things to do.'

Rose looked disappointed. '‘Oh. You will eat, thqugbn't you? You
shouldn't skip meals, you know.'



Jas seemed faintly startled, as though it surprsedthat anyone
was concerned for his welfare.

‘There's plenty here,” Rose coaxed, 'and it'll sgga making
something for yourself.'

He gave in, moving onto the deck and taking a safdw hank you.'

Rose gave him her sweetest smile. 'You need feeginglythe was
right.’

Blythe nearly choked on her salmon sandwich. 'eneaid that!'

‘Well, something like it," her mother insisted selg. 'She's a good
cook. You should take advantage of her while skigtsyou.'

Brian said in amused tones, 'Maybe you'd like pirase that, Rose.’

She cast her husband a reproving look. 'Jas kndwas Mmean. Don't
you, Jas?'

Jas was looking at her fixedly, but he nodded adl, 4 believe so.
Actually, Blythe's already offered...'

‘To do the cooking,' Blythe put in hastily as heiged there. Her
cheeks flaring, she glanced at him and saw his Imquirk slightly
while his eyes held hers.

Rose said, 'Yes, of course, dear.'

Jas was still looking at Blythe, and she saw anequession cross
his face, a hint of surprise followed by resolutiaa though he'd just
made a decision of some sort. He said, 'I'll bérgesupplies from

Apiata this afternoon, so I'll pick up your maihdaif there's anything
| can bring back for you...?'



Blythe considered for a moment. 'l don't thinksat, thinks.'
Brian said, 'Blythe, pass me a piece of that frake, will you?'

She obliged, and offered Jas a piece that he @ekclBoon afterwards
he left.



CHAPTER SEVEN

BLYTHE spent the rest of the day tying up wind- damadadtp and

discarding those that were beyond help, puttindeaany parts that
might be useful. Maybe she could use the stalks fsome of her
ruined sunflowers to make paper.

Late in the afternoon she made her way back albagutlly to the
house. Entering the passageway, she hesitatec aipdn door of
Jas's workroom.

'‘When I've cleaned up I'll cook us a meal,’ shened. 'I'll call you
when it's ready.’

Pushing away her plate, Blythe asked, 'Coffee?’
I'll fix it." Jas made a staying gesture.

She watched him do it, covertly admiring the econpamd efficiency
of his movements.

He turned with two steaming mugs in his hands.er&r we could
go outside on the veranda. There aren't any gbatggh.’

' don't mind."

'‘Okay.' He led the way, leaving the door open bethirem as they
settled on the steps.

The air was warm but pleasantly fresh. Throughgdye in the hills
the sea had turned a silvery pewter, the waveszyaand demure one
would have thought they'd never seen a cyclone. péie evening
sky shivered through the moving tops of the traad, near the house
the long grass curved and straightened, seedheasiiig against
each other.



Jas handed Blythe a mug, as both leaned againgéthrda posts.
‘There's a lot of seaweed on the beach,' Jas cotadien
'l hope it won't all wash away before | have a deaio gather some.'

'It's not quite dark yet. If you have the energycmeld go and fetch
some now. Or | could get a few bags by myself.\Mem& had much
exercise today.'

‘You've had plenty since the storm. I'm really gfalt Jas.'
'‘Glad | was able to help.’

Blythe ventured a faint grin. 'Thatisyline!'

He smiled. 'l just borrowed it, okay?'

Jas was welcome to borrow anything of hers, esipeciden he
smiled at her like that. To keep it, if he wantEden her heart...

No use denying it, she was in love with the mand Ae didn't want
to know.

'What is it?'

She looked back at him, slightly bemused by thele#ion she'd just
made to herself. 'lIt's been a pretty tough coupags,’ she said. 'l
wouldn't mind going down to the beach to collectveeed.’

Blythe held the sacks open while he scooped upacauis! of the
tangled, sandy weed and crammed them in. Afteriatpthe bags at
her place, they walked' back in the growing darkniedis.

'‘We should have brought a torch,' Jas said.



'l can see all right.'! But almost immediately shensled on an
unseen stone and lurched into him.

His hands closed on her shoulders, and her cheskagainst the
warmth of his shirt. "Yeah?' he murmured.

'Sorry." Her heart was pounding in a quite ridicglovay and she was
breathless. She tried a small, airy laugh. 'l seemake a habit of
throwing myself at you, one way or another.’

His voice low, he said, 'But is it only me?’
‘What?' Blythe lifted her head to stare at him.

'Forget it," he said abruptly, and released hegimgoon. 'It's none of
my business.'

'‘What?'she demanded of his retreating bdd&s!" She hurried after
him.

He glanced round and waited for her, but as so@magsaught up he
kept on walking. 'I'm sorry," he said.

‘Well, it might help if | knew what you're apologig for!" She forgot
to keep her eyes on the ground before her and tédugghoe on a
tussock of grasDamn!'

Jas thrust out his hand and took hers, holdingattight, warm clasp.

Damn again, she thought despairingly. The shivetetifjht that his
simple touch gave her was enough to scatter hemgtite entirely.
Determinedly gathering them into some sort of ardee said, 'Were
you insinuating that | throw myself at men reguiatl

'l didn't mean to imply that.'



‘Well, then, why say it?'
''ve apologised. Can't we just leave it?'

Blythe thought about it for two seconds. 'No," sleeided. 'l don't
think so. There must have been some reason behiathark like
that.'

'I'd have thought you'd have guessed at the réa3as, muttered
grittily. '"You're surely not so naive you don't ogoise simple
jealousy.’

JealousyJealousy?l don't believe it,' she said flatly.
He shrugged.

'l don't believe it," Blythe repeated, beginningféel a simmering
anger. 'You don't have ampauseto be jealous.’

‘You mean | don't have any right. I'm well awarelgit.'

She wouldn't have minded giving him the right, dméydidn't want it.
‘You mean, that would make you a dog in the mahger.

He gave a bitter little laugh. "That just abousiite nail on the head,
| guess.'

Blythe pondered for half a minute. 'Even if you digve the right,’
she said as they neared the house and passect#yndefence-post
that had once marked the gateway, 'l still dorétwbkat would have
made you say—imply—that I'm promiscuous.’

He turned, one foot already on the lower step. mlben had risen,
and in its faint, colourless light his eyes seemi@tken, his mouth a
thin dark line, so that his face looked almost l&k®ierrot mask. 'l
never suggested that.’



Not for the first time while having a conversatiith him, Blythe
felt like stamping her foot. Instead she countefivie and kept her
voice, at least, calm and reasonable. 'Then whate weu
suggesting?"

Dragging the words out, he finally said, 'After yqarty...'

'Yes?' she prompted as he halted there. If thedame damage put
her out of business, she thought, she could apmiyafjob with
anyone who wanted blood extracted from stones. @oaapwith this
it should be a doddle.

'‘One of your guests stayed the night."'
Blythe blinked, her mouth dropping.
"Your American...friend," Jas said doggedly. 'lugbt... maybe...'

Indignation bloomed like a red cactus flower in lodest. 'You
thought...youassumed...!

‘No!

Blythe drew a deep, painful breath. 'Aren't mathierans supposed
to requireprooffor their theories?' she asked scornfully.

' may be a mathematician, but I'm a man, not ahna¢ | do have
feelings, like other people!

He sounded goaded. Yet he still held himself in.

She could feel the fight for control in the tensiohhis fingers
gripping hers. Losing patience, she said, "WeNoidi have feelings,
for God's sake why don't you let thesmow?'



'Is that what you want?' The words came throughatied teeth, as if
uttered against his will, and Blythe guessed hiblsdbrn mastery of
his emotions was reaching breaking point.

She felt a leap of exhilaration, similar to the tame of fear and
excitement and heady stimulation she had oftenrexpzed during a
rousing storm. She could push him over the edgeksbw it, and for
one moment she hesitated, knowing too that whatusteashed
might be more than she could handle.

But she'd never backed down from the challengesthfew her.
‘Yes,' she said, and looked straight into his elyesface upturned to
the moon's illumination so that he could see shanti. 'Yes!'

She heard the breath suck into his lungs, andhieface changed,
became fierce and aroused, and his free hand cab@at her waist
and jerked her towards him. His mouth came dowrens with a
punishing ferocity, tipping her head back, partingr lips and
aggressively demanding her response.

Which she just as aggressively gave. He wasntirtheone who was
angry, and hurt. All their fury and frustration, tviits sexual
undertones, went into the kiss, translated to pasand mutual
desire.

He still held her hand tightly in his, his knuckj@®ssing against the
side of her breast, making her heart triple itstb€aen he released
her fingers and slid his hand over the softneskfbahd, and covered
it, and she moaned in her throat and clutchedsastmulder to keep
her balance, because her knees were giving waglemdias dizzy.

Jas must have recognised the response she cdutin'tHe broke the
kiss off abruptly, leaving her mouth bereft anaging, but his hand
didn't move from where it felt so possessive anaxsating. 'You
should slap my face,' he said, his voice harshuaeden.



'l should,' she agreed huskily.

‘Do you want to do it?"

‘No.'

‘Should | apologise again?'

'‘No.' The time for apologies was over.

'‘Good.' He bent his head and kissed her agaire glifterently.

It was just as passionate, but this was a sweeganite exploration,
a question and a promise, and deeply, deeply watsfExcept that
she wanted more. .Not to stop.

When he did pause she had both arms locked ab®uebk, and his
hands had found their way inside her shirt, onaysa on her back
and the other curved under her breast, his thuitnidimg inside her
bra to caress the bare skin. She had snuggledse & him that she
could feel his arousal, increasing the hot melahlger own yearning
for him that overwhelmed the tiny, alarmed voiceafition.

He moved his thumb one inch further, and she invaluly arched
her back, her lips parting on a breathy moan atjdelher eyes half
closing.

‘You're gorgeous—Iovely!" His voice was low andmasBlythe...am
| giving you pleasure?'

"You know you are!' Did he need her confirmation?

His mouth met hers again, urgently, open and sérseeking,
giving, partaking.



She leaned into him and joyously returned the kisent and honest,
letting him have her mouth, the warmth and softés$eer body, her
very heart.

Jas shifted his hands and picked her up like a,badoyying her up
the steps and into the dim passageway, his moigfiydeaving hers
as he kicked the door shut and carried her todaisr

On the bed he kissed her again, and undressetbbehed her, his
hands stroking and his lips branding hot, devoukigges on her
skin, his teeth making tiny nibbles at her earlobes shoulders,
breasts, toes. She was both nervous and unbearalbiged.

‘You," she whispered, tugging at his clothes in.tur

‘Yes.' He let her pull off his shirt, then impatigrshucked his jeans
and underpants himself. She felt suddenly cold—hasnit touching

her, his warm, hard body withdrawn. A worrying tgbtiintruded.

She heard Jas open a drawer, and in the darkne$swsid his thigh,
with its intriguing wiry curls of hair, and stroketodreamily.

He returned to her side and reciprocated the calBbghe, my
sunflower girl..."

She smiled and put her arms about him again asédisis shoulder.
You knew this would happen?'

'Only in my dreams. But...in case dreams came.trield myself |
was crazy to even think it... Maybe | was... If Kireaming again,
please don't wake me...'

‘This isn't a dream.' She moved against his rokengd, and let out a
luxurious, shuddering sigh. 'Please, Jas...'

‘You're ready for me, sunflower girl?'



'Oh, yes,' she moaned. 'Yes, now...please.’

When he first entered her she caught her breagim teliberately
relaxed, her body welcoming him, accommodating hii®.paused,
whispered, 'All right?'

‘Yes,' she whispered back. 'Yes, | want...all dfwant you, Jas.'

Then he gave himself to her so gently and fullg kfst any residual
anxiety and sighed again with the sheer blissfaioést. He held her
securely in his arms and she wrapped herself arbumdo that they
were no longer two people but one entity, his pleasers, and hers
his, neither of them knowing where he ended andsian.

It was wonder, it was excitement, it was ecstasg,at the end it was
the annihilation of self into the other, a blindiegjipse with dazzling
edges.

Afterwards they lay in each other's arms, exhausyettie cataclysm
of their lovemaking.

'l didn't sleep with Charles,’ she said, turningtresad slightly, loving

the feel of his cheek against hers, the faint cdspon her skin. 'l've

never slept with him. He'd had a couple too marervand we made
him go to bed rather than drive home. He's my lerHriend, that's
all.’

His fingers idly caressed her hair. 'I've been iglyptormenting
myself ever since | saw him drive away, and yodiagiafter him.'

"You could have asked.'

'‘No, | couldn't. I had no claim on you. You'd hateught | was
setting myself up as a guardian of public morals.’



She kissed the angle of his jaw, and the pulse dighe base of his
throat, damp and salty. 'You don't look much like mow.’

His chest shook with silent laughter, and she siralled kissed him
there too, then turned her fascinated attentidngmipples.

'Blythe..." he gasped, and, as she took no ngroaned quietly. ‘Do
you have any idea what you're doing to me?"

Blythe hooked a leg across both of his and sattirk so.'

He grabbed her hair and turned her over, his thigtiged between
hers, and looked down at her face. 'This bedrsalty big enough.’

It is,' she argued, 'if we just stay close to eaitler.'

'l don't mind doing that,' he answered her, 'if goun't.’

She moved against his leg, slowly. 'Is this classugh?'

'‘No." He dipped his head and kissed her again. Hdatrly close
enough,' he said, trailing his lips down her thraatl across her

shoulder. 'Is it?'

‘You're right,’ Blythe agreed. 'What are the mathiral chances of
repeating what we just did ten minutes ago?'

‘They're infinite,' he replied, and proceeded twvprthe hypothesis.

Blythe was woken by the sound of a truck passieditiuse. Her eyes
flying open, she found herself looking at Jas'sleg face. One of
his arms was underneath her, and the other hatetires her hip.



She studied him, saw how long his lashes were hamdthe bones
beneath his skin defined his features. His cheetie iuzzed by
morning stubble, and his mouth had softened irpskde lips slightly
parted. Unable to resist, she put her lips to hid slid her tongue
between them.

For a moment there was no reaction. Then his aghgenhed and he
drew her tongue fully into his mouth and his haridegl to her
behind, hauling her close. His eyes hadn't opened.

She removed her mouth from his to ask him, ‘Do koaw who
you're kissing?'

‘A sunflower,' he mumbled, and opened his eyes, 'Yknew it.'

Blythe smiled. 'l have to get up,' she said regtigtf ' The workmen
are arriving.'

He looked at her in a slightly bemused way. 'l Hidream last night,
then.'

‘Are you asking?'

He nuzzled her cheek, inhaled. '"You're real. Yoelkhike a flower.
Look like a flower, feel like a flower. You're aracle.’

'l have to get up,' she said again, not very canngty.
‘Blythe..." He looked troubled suddenly. 'Have gome this before?"
She kept her voice light. 'How did you guess?'

He searched her face until she had to drop herlssfese the stern,
enquiring gaze.

'‘My guess,' he said heavily, 'is that you haven't.’



She'd led a pretty active life. She didn't thinkrhwas any physical
evidence. But she wouldn't lie to him. 'l told ybnoever slept with
Charles,' she said, and raised her eyes to hinuaflg I've never
slept with anyone.'

Jas closed his eyes. "Your parents trusted me.'

‘They trusted you not to attack me. Last night mgschoice. | don't
need their permission.’

He opened his eyes and propped himself on one elboking down
at her. Smoothing her hair away from her face, hdtered, 'You
look so damned young. It's difficult to believe yknow what you're
doing.’'

'l know what I'm doing,' Blythe assured him firmly.

His eyes were still troubled. "You're too...trugtitYou know almost
nothing about me."'

'So tell me,' she urged.

Another vehicle came rumbling down the track. #&ased his head,
listening. A pop tune blared in the distance antheme began
hammering. 'The world's a busy place. You're rigig\d better get

up.'



CHAPTEREIGHT

BLYTHE worked with a song in her heart, wondering if das as
distracted as she was. The damage to her home—teyesetback to
her livelihood— seemed somehow less importantrtiaaning.

The day was warm, as if summer had really comeast. |At
lunchtime she went back to Jas's house, and hediaak through the
open window before him and smiled.

He met her in the doorway.
'l didn't mean to disturb you.'

''ve come to a dead stop anyway.' He stood lookinger but not
touching, as if he didn't yet quite believe she wed. But his lips
were curved in a hint of a smile.

'Have lunch with me, then.'

They carried sandwiches and coffee to the verandasat side by
side, the sandwiches between them.

'l thought you'd be lunching with your builder figs.' Jas bit into a
sandwich.

'‘Couldn’t keep away from you.' She slanted him iéedoefore she too
began to eat.

He swallowed and smiled back. 'Oh, yeah.' His vauas gently
mocking. 'What have you been doing?'

'‘Chopping up seaweed, and the plants that wereduy the storm.
What about you?'

'‘Just a lot of calculations.'



‘Can't computers do it all now?'

He smiled. 'Number-crunching. Original theoriesd&w be checked
pretty much the old-fashioned way.'

Blythe finished her coffee, put down the cup anttkéd a dog daisy
growing by the step, twirled the flower back andhdetween finger
and thumb, and decided to try a new tactic. 'Sot\wbtual use are
mathematical systems?' she asked, deliberatelypative.

"You use them all the time.’

'l do?'

'Ever heard of Karl Friedrich Gauss?'
Blythe shook her head. 'Who's he?'

'‘Was." Jas sipped at his coffee. 'Possibly thetggeanathematician
who ever lived.' Directing a grin at her, he add&huss said that
what is important is not notations, but notions.'

Blythe looked suspicious. 'Not the kind of notidmsake!"

‘It isn't so different. When you design your arramgnts, you don't
just grab a handful of flowers and shove themredis they come, do
you?'

'Of course not. | choose them and place them \egfally.’

‘Exactly. Until you create a pattern that pleasms ypo you plan how
it should look before you begin?'

‘Sometimes, but that can change as | go along.’

'So you experiment with different effects.'



'‘Mm." She cocked her head to the side, intrigued.

‘You hardly ever use two or four flowers of the sazolour. You use
three and five a lot.’

He'd noticed that? Yes, she thought, smiling inlyartie'd have
counted them. 'Odd numbers give a better balance.’

'‘And you cut some stems shorter than others?’
‘They have to be in proportion...'

Jas smiled. 'And if the design doesn't live up ¢aryconcept, you
discard flowers that don't fit and try somethingeelit's exactly what |
do with numbers when I'm testing a hypothesis.’

Blythe's eyes widened. 'Mathematical theory is liKewer
arranging?' she asked incredulously.

‘And arranging flowers is an exercise in mathensattaumbers and
proportions and patterns.’

'Good heavens!'

He smiled at her and then glanced away. 'It's takesto start me on
that.'

'l told you, | like listening to you.' It was thaly subject on which he
was eloquent. The rest of the time he might haea laeclose relative
of an oyster.

A seagull had settled on the solitary gatepost,ingyethem
expectantly. Jas tossed a crust onto the grassharird scooped it
up. 'Women usually find it the most boring sub@ctearth.'



'Haven't there been women mathematicians?' Blyettebbund to
defend her gender.

‘Very good ones,' Jas admitted. 'Sophie Germain lveas in the
eighteenth century and she's still remembered évrtheories on
acoustics and electricity. Without her and otherthmmaticians
radio, TV, your cellphone, might never have beeveimted.' Jas
pushed the sandwich plate towards her. There wasetn

'l don't need any more.’
'Sure?' He hesitated, then picked it up.

‘Your notions are going to last a lot longer than mirghe
commented, resting her chin on one hand as sheddanward and
turned her head to him. 'If you crack this theordmgours, will you
be famous?'

Jas gave a small laugh. 'Perhaps, among my colsaguesent and
future. That doesn't make yours unimportant. | tdahink
mathematics has yet found a way to measure the \@ltransient
human pleasure.’

'Or of emotions?"

He smiled, and reached out his hand to tuck a swaybehind her
ear, his fingers lingering against her skin. 'Right

Blythe tilted her head so that her cheek nestléal s open palm,
and placed her own hand over his. 'You weren'tglamathematical
calculations in your head last night?'

Jas laughed again and shook his head. 'Were yomiptaa floral
arrangement?’ He moved his hand to tip her chin lanay her
towards him as he leaned over and lowered his ntouters.



It was a brief kiss, but full of promise and expgicn. When he drew
away Blythe felt warm and sparkly all over, and \kneshowed in

her eyes. 'l suppose I'd better get back,' sheregrétfully. 'There's
lots still to be done.’

‘Do you need help?' Her parents hadn't come taslas/d told them
she could manage now.

It was tempting to say yes, just to have him by $ide. He even
looked quite hopeful, she thought. But she hadigiat to take him
from his own work. 'I'm getting there,' she toldnhi'You go on
solving the riddles of the universe.' She leanedsscand kissed his
cheek, where an intriguing little crease had byiefipeared, then got
up to collect cups and the plate.

'l do those,' he said.

'‘What would you like for dinner?'

‘Whatever you want to cook is fine by me.'

‘You're an easy man to please.’

'l am," he said, squinting up at her, his gazesigpover her with an
intimacy that brought a faint flush to her cheeéksen it's you doing
the pleasing.’

Blythe laughed at him and went away.

Before going back to Jas's house that evening 8lytant to pick
grasses on the beach. As she was leaving a cobpi®torbikes
came noisily down the track.



The riders wore black helmets and leathers, andhaikea pillion
passenger. Blythe kept walking, lifting a casuahdaas they
approached.

The bikes suddenly swung from the track, circlingr,hand she
stopped dead, apprehension rising in her throat.SRidded to a halt
in front of her, and the other bike was behindieen the engine was
cut.

'Hi, Blythe.

She swung round, saw the pillion rider getting @émoving his
helmet, and almost choked with relief. 'Shawn! goys scared me!'

He gave her a sheepish grin. His companion kickedstand of his
bike into place and swung his legs to the grouerdnihg on the
machine as he pulled off his helmet. He looked @apt= of years
older than Shawn, broader and stocky, and Blytiféerséd and
flushed under his insolently sexual stare. Insitnety she glanced at
the other rider, still astride his machine. Throudle visor that
darkened his face she could feel his gaze, hopesdhatory.

Her head went up. 'Introduce me to your friendsav8h)' she
suggested.

Looking bothered, he muttered, 'Vince,' indicatihg one beside
him. 'And Bruiser.'

Bruiser. Great.

Vince hung his helmet on the handlebar. 'Shawn gayslive up
there.' He jerked his head. 'On your own.'

The back of her neck prickled. Cautiously she saibt at the
moment. It was damaged in the cyclone.'



‘Yeah,' he said. 'Reckons you're his girlfriend.’
'‘He—'What?'Shawn?' She looked at him.
Shawn gave her a sickly grin, his eyes pleading.

Oh, lord. How to get out of this without humiliagirthe silly boy?

Taking a quick breath, she said briskly, ‘Welltthaur business. I'm
working tonight, I'm afraid. I'll' see you anoth@ne, Shawn,' she
added, warning him this wasn't the end of it.

Purposefully she made to walk past, but Bruisesdtg and stepped
in front of her.

She froze, standing her ground but frightened. Timenfirst rider
joined his friend, shoulder to leather- clad sheuldWhat's the
hurry? You could come with us,' Vince invited, grimg down at her.

'No, thanks.'

'‘Aw, come on." Vince's closed, tattooed fist rubbgdinst her cheek.
‘We could have a good time.'

She forced herself not to flinch. 'No.'

'Hey, guys..." Shawn said uncertainly.

Vince looked past her. 'We're your mates, Shawn.'
'Yeah... but—'

'‘Mates share,' Vince said flatly.

Blythe went cold all over. She heard Shawn say somg and then
felt his hand on her shoulder, his arm about herwds trembling.
'‘No!" he said, his voice cracking. 'No, you can't—'



'Is there a problem here?' Jas's deep calm voote . 'Blythe?'

Vince and his companion swung round. Shawn fellkbacstep,
taking Blythe with him.

‘Any of your business?' Vince demanded.

'‘Possibly.' Jas stood a few feet away, his handsermpockets of his
parka. He looked even taller than usual, his sheysldider. 'Blythe?'

His eyes beckoned her, and she slipped out of Shaslackening
hold and walked towards him.

Vince moved, and Jas took his hands from his psckde met
Vince's eyes with a steady stare until the youmgan dropped his
gaze and shuffled aside, allowing Blythe to pas&&en him and his
friend.

She reached Jas, her heart thumping, and he lajttenold on her
arm.

'‘Shawn—' Blythe turned, not wanting to leave hinthvihese thugs.

He hesitated, straightened his shoulders and bdugisest his
erstwhile friends, ignoring Vince's sneer.

'‘Hadn't you two better be on your way?' Jas sugdegith cool
authority. 'There's nothing for you to do here.’

He waited until the two had swaggered with empgvhado back to
their bikes and set off with a roar back the wagytbame. Then he
said, 'Come on, Shawn.' And, with an arm aboutH&yhe led them
back to the house.

Blythe never knew what he said to Shawn behinclbged door of
his study while she phoned the boy's father. Bidreea grim-faced



Tau turned up to take his son home, the boy apssaigio Blythe and
said, 'l didn't know they were like that. I'm netnging out with those
guys any more.'

'‘He was stupid,' Jas said later, still looking Isig austere. 'But he's
basically a good kid.'

'He was brave, though. I told him that. How did ymuit?' she asked
him. 'Face those two down.’

Jas seemed surprised that she had to ask. 'l teatnegival skills
early in life." Wryly he added, 'They're youngearthsome of my
students. I'm used to dealing with stroppy teersaager

When Blythe's cottage was ready she asked Jasre fr dinner on
her first night home, and afterwards they endethuper bed. In the
morning he used her bathroom and said he was goijog) down to
the beach and go for a swim.

‘Can | come?' Blythe asked him.
‘Sure, if you like.'

They ran side by side over the ridge of the sadaihel along the
beach. The morning air was sharp and cool, bustimepromised a
hot day to follow.

When they reached the high rock outcrop that bodirile beach
Blythe turned and leaned back on the hard, wavervsurface,
panting. 'I'm not used to this.'

'You don't need it like | do.' Jas leaned his hardsither side of her
and grinned down at her flushed face. "Your woskegiyou enough
exercise.'



‘Do you jog in Wellington?'

'‘When | can. It's pretty well proven now that kegpa fit body helps
to oil the wheels of your mind. | try to keep innclation.'

‘Do you do sports?'

‘Tennis and squash, sometimes.'
‘Singles,' she said involuntarily.
'Yes.' He looked at her. 'Witch.'

Blythe smiled. It fitted. He'd be competitive, dt a team player.
‘There are tennis courts at the motor camp neattie. You can hire
a court by the hour.'

Jas cocked his head. 'Want a game some time? t ldave my
racquet with me but | could buy one.’

‘There are some at the cottage.' After her grandenstdeath she and
Rose had left the basement cupboard almost untduthe tennis

racquets and baseball bats, board games, card packgigsaw

puzzles, a legacy of family holidays, kept in trdst the next

generation. 'We used to walk to Apiata along thedssometimes

when the tide was right.'

‘And then play tennis and walk back?"

‘Unless we could persuade Dad to come and fetchshis,agreed.
‘They were good times.’

He stared at her broodingly. "You were lucky.'

She gazed up at him and raised a hand to histac¢humb stroking
the morning roughness of his skin. 'What happeasgat?'



He looked away.

‘Jas? You said | hardly know you... How can | iliydon't tell me
about yourself?’

He took a breath and let his eyes meet hers. Sluglh he gave an
infinitesimal nod. 'My mother married a second tibexause | was
on the way. And regretted it. Her first marriagediitt been
successful, and hpr second was no improvement.| Avas$ the root
cause.'

It didn't sound like a happy situation. '‘But shesimbave loved
you...?'

Jas gave a short, harsh laugh. "You can't imagimeotner who
doesn't love her child, can you?' he asked alnmokstigently. 'If she
ever did she never showed it. She would have l&kgatl, but when |
turned out to be another boy she wished she'ddjof me.'

‘Shetold you that?' Blythe was horrified.

‘Several times. Abortion was illegal back then &lue'd have found
someone, she said.'

Tentatively, she suggested, 'When people are ahgny often say
things they don't mean.'

Jas shook his head, something that wasn't a sraikengn his mouth
curl. 'When she was angry she had much worse thinggsy...and do.’

Blythe's breath momentarily paused, her templesbtiing. 'Did she
beatyou?'

'l learned to dodge. There's no permanent damage.'

Her blood chilled. 'She must have been mentallyalos!



'‘Because she hated me?' He smiled bitterly. 'Sieed trapped into
marrying a man she came to despise, who left heaise his child
and her own two alone most of the time and waaithful to her. He
was hardly ever there so she took out her frustrain me.'

'‘Oh, Jas.' Blythe slid her arms about his waist.

He dropped his hands from the rock and held hercheek against
her temple. 'l survived,' he said. 'I've alwayymsad.' He lowered his
head further to kiss her. 'Are we going for a swim?

They stripped to the bathing things they'd wornairrttieir clothes,
and ran into the cold chill of the water. It sooarmed, and she
teased him and splashed water at him until he ctee her. They
played about, laughing, then waded out hand in hand

Jas stooped to pick up their clothes, lying in aghogether on the
sand.

Blythe pushed back her wet hair. 'Race you to #uklle.'

She broke into a run, taking an unfair start, lusdon sprinted ahead
and easily won.

It was childish, but then he'd never had a propédicood. Gasping
for breath, she caught up and collapsed against3iea felt the deep
rise and fall of his chest, and the rhythm of leaith thudding through
the thin wet fabric of her swimsuit. "You have lendegs than | do,’
she complained.

They walked along the track with their arms ab@aheother, and he
kissed her again before he left to go back to bissh.

When she tried to bring up the subject of his eliidyagain—while
they were lying together in her bed—he deflected bareful



guestioning, saying it was all in the past and && s0 point in
talking about it.

‘Well, I hope your wife loved yoa lot' she said fiercely. 'l hope she
made you very, very happy!

Once she'd been jealous of the woman he mourndahdBushe just
wanted Jas to have had some of the loving andsttieg he'd been
denied in childhood.

‘You are the most extraordinary woman,' Jas said, tas hands
cradled her head as he kissed her almost violeBtg. wound her
arms about him and kissed him back, and there wasane talking.

In the morning she woke snuggled against him, whik hand
stroked her hair. She turned her head slightlydmogped a kiss on
his shoulder. 'lt's December already,' she sai@. WAve Christmas
lunch at my parents' place. My sister will be therd her husband
and kids, and my other brother with his wife dhéir children. And
Micky, of course.' She looked up at Jas, kissedchis. 'Will you
come? Meet the rest of my family?'

He didn't move and yet she felt everything in hinthdraw, as

though his skin was shrinking over his bones. Betoe spoke she
knew he was going to turn her down. 'l have otHang' he said.
‘Sorry.!

‘That's...all right." She swallowed disappointmelit. probably fly
down to Wellington.'

Probably. He didn't have any firm plans, but wasgisg the excuse
not to spend the holiday with her family. Embareakssshe shifted
away from him, laying her head on the pillow. Dl think she was
trying to push him into some kind of commitment?



After breakfast she went off to the garden andckéd the task of
weeding the beds with unusual ferocity, still simgrfrom what she
couldn't help feeling was a rebuff. For the fireté¢ she wondered if
she'd made a mistake in becoming Jas Trathernes lo

Her parents had brought her up to respect her Andyto appreciate
the power of her sexuality, and they'd given herekample of a long
and faithful marriage. She'd always had plentyaafdyfriends of both
sexes, and an inner conviction that one day shédwuoaet the man
who would share his life with her.

Was Jas that man? Sitting back on her heels, stdopun her garden
fork, removed one glove and wiped her forehead t&hhand.

She wanted Jas to be the man she'd waited fohd@had opened her
heart, her mind, her body to him, hoping to melagithe outer shell
that she was certain concealed a warm, loving patigp. But he had
not reciprocated.

Firming her mouth, she put the glove back on atatlkéd the weeds
with renewed vigour.

She worked late that day, and while she was wastenands by the
tunnel house Jas came looking for her.

Her heart gave a little skip of surprise and delighen she saw him.

'l thought it's time | gave you dinner," he sdith ho great cook, but |
could go and get us some fish and chips from ApM#taat do you
fancy?'

‘Scallops,' she said. 'But do you really want toafjahat way and
back? There is a restaurant at the takeaway sktbpugh it's a bit
noisy sometimes.'

'If you'd prefer that,' he said, but he soundetirdily unenthusiastic.



'‘No,' Blythe denied hastily. 'And you'd still hate drive there and
back. Shall | come with you?'

'If you want. We could try the tennis court and lmwy dinner after
that. And maybe take togs for swimming—we'll neddol off after
a game. Or are you too tired?'

'I'd like that. Great!" She was tired, but justisgenim had brought
her singingly to life.

While Jas went home to change into shorts for gBiythe fished in
the basement for racquets and balls. Then she khdveer, brushed
her hair and tied it in a ponytail, and donned &hand a white top
before digging her tennis shoes out of the bottérhen wardrobe.
She did them up and straightened, glancing at lhens@e mirror.

The delicate flush on her cheeks might be the refldending to tie
her shoes. But that didn't account for the softidnice of her eyes, or
the unmistakable, expectant curve of her lips.

She looked like a woman going to meet her lovee ®ished her
face wouldn't so clearly betray her emotions—it niafgir when Jas
was so very good at concealing his.

Jas was a careful and competent driver, avoidiaditigest ruts and
making the ride as comfortable a& possible. Onegy tleached the
sealed road he drove just on the speed limit.

After purchasing a ticket at the motor camp oftloey had to wait for
what looked like a family foursome—two adults, tte@nagers—to
finish their time on one of the courts. Jas andtidyplayed three sets
and he beat her six-one, five-seven and six-love.

'I'm not good enough for you,' she said as theythef court. "You let
me win that second one, didn't you?'



‘You're good enough.' He took her hand in his, guaig it lightly.
'‘Men are generally physically stronger. You werayplg at a
disadvantage.'

Yes, | am, Blythe thought—and not only in this garbat in our
relationship. She curled her fingers about his.yWhb they call a
nought "love" in tennis?' she asked idly. "You kravout figures.'

'It's from the FrenchHoeuf. A corruption.'

‘The egg?'

'For the shape, | guess.'

'Hmm, | suppose a nought is roughly egg-shaped.

I'd forgotten that tennis was derived from a Fregaime.'

They stowed the tennis gear in the back of the jmaned the
swimmers in the water for a while, and after dryaffjand changing
strolled to the takeaway.

‘We'll wait outside,' Jas said after ordering, pogtlthe screen door
open for her. It was stuffy and crowded in the $isiadp.

The bench seat against the wall was occupied leg tteenage boys
wearing baseball caps and baggy shorts, joshing e#twer and
giggling. Across the road a wide grassy bank riesa the beach.

'Let's wait over there,' Blythe said.

They stood on the bank, watching windsurfers skimwaves, and
several swimmers nearer to the shore.

A man came from the water and walked up the beadihriy the
hand of a chubby little girl of about seven or ¢igkaring a frilly red



bathing suit. Her two wet ponytails flicked watereo him as she
shook her head, and she laughed up at him.

A woman reclining on a towel just in front of Blgland Jas put down
a magazine, sat up and waved, and the girl wavek, l&r plump
hand flapping up and down as she stumped towardadther with a
huge smile.

The child had Down's syndrome, Blythe realised aifrang, noting
the small features and toddler-like gait.

The little girl hurried forward, proclaiming, 'Murhthwim!'

And her mother held out her arms and said extraufgdl saw!
What aclevergirl!'

The ponytails bobbed. 'Yeth. Clever." She raised small fist,
tipping back her head in a sort of silent laugheaatfather as he joined
them.

Blythe smiled at the girl's pride in her accomphent, and glanced
at Jas to share her feelings.

His mouth was drawn tight and his brows were lowradvis eyes.
Even his skin seemed to have paled.

‘Jas?’
He didn't respond, staring at the family below.

‘Jas?' Such an intense scrutiny was beyond thedsafrpoliteness.
The father looked up, and Blythe began to feel mfoatable. 'Jas.'

‘What?' Jas made a slight, jerky movement of hedhand then
turned to her.



She searched his face and was quite unable towkatiwas in his
eyes. 'What's wrong?' she asked.

‘There's nothing wrong," he muttered. She sawyas slide sideways
as if he couldn't help taking another covert pdéien they flickered
quickly away and he swung round and took a hasfy stwards the
road. 'We'd better see if our fish is ready.’

It was much too soon, but Blythe didn't argue. ®hs disturbed by
his reaction to the family on the beach. He'd stared then...ran.

There was nothing ugly about the little girl's bleyes, button of a
nose, and happy smile. And surely he'd seen childce her before?

The shop was full but the teenagers had vacatedgdhe outside.
'‘Wait here,' Jas said. Til get it.’

Blythe sat down and tried to put the incident duter mind. Perhaps
Jas had been mentally working out some mathematichlem, not
even noticing the family on the beach.

Wanting to seek the reassurance of his smile |bs®ness, she stood
up. Her reflection looked back at her from the vawdbf the shop.

She paused, taking a long, critical look at her&+e might yearn for
manageable hair, for a few more centimetres ofttigigr a face that
was classically oval and serene rather than hbagesl and dimpled
and conventionally pretty, but she knew perfectlgllvthat many
people found her looks everything a girl could wish everything a
man could desire.

But did she have any attraction for a man likeaJzst from a pretty
face and the fact that she was willing to listehito expound on his
favourite subject? Would he have desired her aifahe hadn't
conformed to society's view of female attractivexes



She shivered despite the warmth of the day, amu Jae came out,
the screen door flapping shut behind him, and shateher.



CHAPTER NINE
Jas hooked an arm about her waist, heading for the car

'‘We could eat on the beach,' Blythe suggested|ewvithe food's hot
and fresh.’'

'In ten minutes we can be home. It's crowded here.'

She held the parcel of fish and chips while he drahe heat
penetrating through the paper strangely comfortAiter they had
cleared the town she said carefully, 'The littie gn the beach—'

'‘What little girl?'

‘The one with Down's syndrome."

A tiny muscle in his cheek flickered. 'What aboat™
'‘Did she bother you?'

'‘What do you mean?' He sounded almost aggressive.
‘The way you looked at her—you were staring.'

He frowned, and his hands tightened on the steariregl so that his
knuckles showed white. 'l was thinking about sonngtlelse.’

Light dawned. He'd seen a happy family—a lovindpnéat a mother
who hugged and praised her child for small accashpients, a child
who was secure and happy and surrounded by affieand pride.
And the fact that she had been born ‘different'iwakevant. What he
had seen was not an abnormal child but a lovedl-€Hike all the

children he must have envied in his own unlovedtitioiod.



She looked at his harsh, enigmatic profile, anetstred out her hand
to take one of his from the steering wheel intowsarm clasp.

For a moment his fingers resisted. Then they cualealit hers and
clung as if she'd offered him a lifeline. They wah@most home before
he relaxed his grip.

Jas tipped the food onto plates and they took thatside. Indoors it
was quite muggy, but on his veranda the air wag plerasant.

Blythe scorned a knife and fork, saying that wasmay to eat fish
and chips. When she'd finished she said, 'l'd bgtieand wipe my
fingers,' but Jas caught her wrist and made heghlday licking the
grease away. Then he began kissing her fingeraangialm, and the
laughter died as her eyelids grew heavy with passio

In his bedroom she said, 'lt's too hot in here.'

‘You want to go back to the veranda?' he queriednyone came
along the road...'

'Out the back, then? No one will see us there.'

He made a bed for them in the long, soft gras®asjing blankets
under the old plum tree that Blythe remembered fr@mchildhood.
The grass beneath cushioned their naked bodieshanthll, pale
standing stalks curtained them.

The moon rose beyond the branches of the plumaneecast a
pattern of shadows. Blythe's skin felt cool andasensitive in the
open air, every nerve responding to the lightasthoof Jas's fingers
as he traced the contours of her breasts, a liygla



Her head on a white pillow, she looked up and sasy lis shoulders
limned with moonlight.

His wandering hand reached her foot, and he kodist the arch of
her instep, making her laugh softly. One finger sthed along the
length of her leg. "You have such beautiful lelgs,5aid.

'l always wanted them to be longer.'

'‘Why?' His hand shaped her hip, and his thumb fotlved little
indentation of her navel, making her catch her tredrou're
perfectly proportioned. | bet," he said, 'if | maesl your height and
compared it with the height of your navel, it wolbld in the Golden
Ratio.’

Blythe giggled; she couldn't help it. 'Whatever magebu think of
that?'

Jas shifted his hand to her breast, leaning oveiTihere was a smile
in his voice. 'An imaginative member of the FibariaBociety
suggested the men in the group should test it @in wives.'

‘We must try it later! But if | don't measure upliwyou be
disappointed?’

'‘Never.' His voice was muffled against the heated sf her throat.
‘You couldn't disappoint me.'

She touched his hair, and his shoulder, ran het dawn his arm and
guided his hand to where she wanted it, letting ausigh of
contentment as he obeyed her silent signal. Shetsagleam of his
brief smile, and then he shifted closer and higileant towards her.

'l love you!" she whispered, just before his magme down on hers,
tender and fierce at the same time, waiting forresponse to him



before he deepened the kiss, eager and hot andgnattering, his
tongue and his fingers bringing her to a breathtakielight.

She came to a climax so quickly she had no tinveata him, and he
kept kissing her and holding her until her litteesging cries died and
she lay quiescent in his arms, her face hiddemaghis shoulder.

'I'm sorry,' she whispered.
'Sorry?' His hand moved over her hair. 'Why?'
'l...I couldn't wait for you.' «

'‘Don't be silly. It was wonderful. Knowing | had i that for you
was exciting for me. Feel that.' He gently took hand and closed it
about his velvety hardness. 'Or on second thoudmsmuttered,
‘maybe you'd better not.’

She felt him surge against her palm, and smilégloli can do it for
me...'

'‘No,' he said. 'lI'd rather be inside your sweetyhatithat's all right
with you.'

'It's all right,’ she said, parting her thighs fom to rest between
them. 'It's always all right.’

She hadn't expected to reach the crest again,hmr ive got there she
was right with him, while the stars spun down frma sky and the
world dropped away to dark space where they hagleath other to
cling to while they floated slowly back to reality.

It was a time of wonder, of shared delight in thamysical world.
They walked barefoot on the beach, letting thevgash over their



toes. With sand-coated feet, carelessly rolledseosi dampened by
the waves, his hand curled about Blythe's andyes emiling "into
hers, Jas was a different person.

They dug for pipis at low tide and Blythe taughs Baw to eat them
raw from the shell. They fished from the rocks dadbecued their
catch on the beach. She persuaded him to play dor.lHting
melodies, passionate sonatas, even light love samgjshe old Irish
ballads that his music teacher had been fond @& dSturl up on the
sofa, resting her chin on her arm along the baak pfaying with the
crystal prism, and entranced by the music and byilihof his head,
the movements of his hands, and the way the mustlas back
rippled under his shirt.

Flicking through some of his books, she found b&#udiagrams

that she adapted for the decorations on her patd.ifAJas struck a
mental wall and needed to clear his head, he workidher in the

garden.

He helped her repair her rotary hoe, and she séd@spect, 'You're
pretty handy, aren't you?'

He grinned at her. '"You thought | was a geek. vkmay way about
this kind of machinery pretty well. When | was ad ki had a
lawnmowing round.'

'‘Miss Paige's was the first?'

'You have a good memory. She recommended me taplecof
people and it grew from there.’

"You never mow your lawn here.’

'l like the grass.' He gave her a laughing loolemduiry. 'l thought
you did too," he said softly. ‘Do you want me toic?i



'l never said that. It just seems...surprising.’

'For me?' He reached out with a damp hand to hebled hair,

watching a curl spring free and gently wrap higgén 'l want to

understand nature, not tame it. Although...if Iced in proving my
theorem, eventually we may be able to predict areh aalter the
course of natural disasters.' His gaze shiftedeégteaming new roof
of her home. 'Like cyclones.’

A small black butterfly floated between them, Hyiefighted on
Blythe's shoulder and waved its orange and whibéteg wings.

Jas gave a soft laugh. 'It thinks you're a flower.'

Blythe laughed too, squinting after the butterféyideft her, dancing
and dipping in the soft summer air. 'It's confused.

'l know the feeling. It was a natural mistake.' ftalowed her gaze.
'‘Can you believe that it—or one of its relatives—ynieve caused
our cyclone?'

‘What?' Blythe's bemused gaze returned to his face.

‘The effect of a butterfly's wings on air curremigght begin the
process that ultimately builds up to a hurricane+#kaps on the other
side of the world. It's a proposition that cropsimphaos theory.'

‘That's a theory that there's no logic in nature?'

‘Not at all. Chaos describeapparently patternless behaviour.
Everything has its own logic, its pattern, if weutmb see it and
measure it.'

Adjusting the wide-meshed horizontal nets suppgrthre stalks of
her bigger plants, Jas asked, 'Some of these havenany
flowerheads-—will you cull them?'



'Oh, no. The ones that are left miss their siblinggey'd sicken or
even end up malformed.'

He regarded the plant with sharp interest. 'l wondgy?'
Blythe laughed. 'The story of your life?' she tekisien.

'l told you they were very interesting flowers. Téare scientific
journals and conferences entirely devoted to shglthem.’

'l thought you were being sarcastic.'

He caught her about the waist with both hands. tdlgbu. It would
be like pulling petals off a flower.’

Blythe looked into his eyes and saw desire tharealso something
disquieting, something intense and almost frigimeni

Uneasy, she stirred in his hold. 'Let go," she $aiskily. 'I'm all
dirty." She was wearing her gloves and they wevea in soil, her
clothes smudged with it and probably her face too.

'l don't care.' Jas hauled her close, kissing befiescely that her
mouth felt bruised.

When he released her Blythe stepped back with éed ko her lips,
her heart pounding and her eyes indignant as thaytine glazed
expression in his. « He closed them and shookdasl Islightly before
opening them again. 'I'm sorry,' he said. He redhadhd a hand to
touch her face, then withdrew it, grimacing. 'lifthfy too.'

She took another step back and he winced. 'Blythe.a crass,
thoughtless swine. Next time I'll remember how swoitl tender your
mouth is...promise.'

'It's all right. | forgive you.'



He leaned over and kissed her cheek. 'You shouhirt'thank you.'

The sound of a car disturbed them. Blythe turnbddimg her eyes.
'It's Mum and Dad!'

‘'l go away,' Jas said instantly.

'‘No—they'd like to see you.' Other times they'drbaeund since the
storm he hadn't been here, but in his own housenti#g have seen
their car, and she assumed if he'd wanted to rheeb again he'd
have come over. But she wasn't allowing him to psceow.

She stripped off her gloves and took his hand addim over to the
car, not letting go until she went forward to huay parents.

Rose cast her daughter a smiling look of specuiatemd Brian

directed a penetrating glance at Jas. Later, gstiteon the deck with
cups of coffee and slices of the cake Rose hadgbtptRose asked
Jas what his Christmas plans were, adding thatdsewelcome to
join their family for the celebration.

Blythe clutched her coffee cup and kept her eyetherfaint steam
rising from it, willing Jas to accept now that hedha direct invitation
from her mother.

‘Thank you," he said, 'but I've made my plans.’
Blythe said, 'Jas is going to Wellington.'

Rose nodded. 'Oh, your father's there, | supposmi ¥ouldn't
disappoint him.’

Perhaps Blythe was the only one who noticed thatliin't answer.
Instead, he reached for a second piece of cakenmutk some
comment on how nice it was.



* k% %

The Summerfields' Christmas was the usual organcems. A

stranger would have been hard put to see the pdttat the family

understood by instinct. They all knew which spediah they were
expected to provide and how to get the meal orddahle— and that
lunch would begin half an hour later than the tispecified, after
which the presents would be opened by excited @nldcattering
wrappings all over the floor, and her father wauédre a postprandial
nap before playing noisy games with his grandcéiigwhile the rest
of the adults caught up with family news.

It was all predictable while appearing to be random

On Boxing Day the family travelledn mass¢o Tahawai and spent
the day at the beach. And when they left, threth@tchildren stayed
behind, ecstatic at the idea of a holiday withrtFerourite aunt. Felix

was eight, his sister Lisi and cousin Tess both six

Each day they enthusiastically helped in the gardesstly pulling
weeds, and after an hour or two raced to the beachuild
sandcastles, slide down the dunes and splash mtbetshallows, or
explore the rock pools on the headland. At luncatigtythe took
them home until the sun was less fierce, and theyid take another
trek to the beach. When the air cooled in the exgshe'd return to
the garden while the children played in the gulithin sight.

On the third evening there was a tap on the daumd, Jas called,
‘Blythe? Are you home?'

The children were quiet for once, hoeing into th
sausages-in-blankets that she'd served them. Tdmdhthem turned
to stare, their cheeks bulging. Blythe stood byt#ide with a bottle
of tomato sauce in one hand.



The door opened and Jas stepped into the roonsatr@sjeans and a
chambray shirt with rolled sleeves. He stoppedtskiben he saw the
visitors, and Blythe saw the fleeting shock on faise before he

managed to conceal it behind a stiff mask.

She put the sauce on the table and said, 'Jad..myerephew and
nieces. Lisi, Felix, Tess—this is Mr Tratherne.’

Felix swallowed his mouthful of bread and sausagksaid politely,
'Hello, Mr Tratherne.'

She thought Jas was going to ignore the boy, btareehis attention
from her and nodded curtly. 'Hello.’

‘We've been to your house,' Tess informed him.

Felix chipped in. 'Only the outside. Aunty Blytredwe had to stay
on the veranda.’

She'd checked on the house each day, taking thdrerhialong, of
course—they were too young to be left. 'Everytlintyie,’ she
assured him. 'There've only been a few people ernbdach since
Christmas. Welcome home, Jas.' She walked ovét tel face and
kiss his lips.

They were unresponsive, and she stepped back. Magbwas
embarrassed by the presence of the children.

Of course a full-blown sexual kiss wasn't apprdptiaut he could at
least have made a token gesture of reciprocatioa.sgiled at him
and took his hand to draw him forward. 'Stay artdatn us?'

'No." He tugged his hand from her grasp. 'Thanksv kbng are they
going to be here?"



‘Until New Year. They're having a wonderful timeor@e to the
beach with us tomorrow?’

Jas shook his head. 'I've lost enough time. Keem tiway from my
house, will you?'

It was as if he'd thrown cold water in her facesdoncerted, she
simply gaped at him.

He turned to wrench open the door.

‘Jas!" Blythe went after him before he could shuShe pulled it
almost to behind her, closing them out off the dadd porch, and
caught at his arm. 'By nine o'clock I'll have tlndldren in bed,' she
said in a low voice. 'Will you come back later?'

‘To share yours?'
She hesitated. 'To talk, at least.’

He moved and her hand fell from his arm. 'l do needet back to
work. And obviously your hands are full. How caruymanage your
business with them around?’

‘They're quite helpful. They're good kids, Jas.’
'l don't doubt it," he said politely.

'‘And there's not much happening between ChristmddNaw Year.
I'm taking a break from deliveries.' Dismayed, abked, '‘Don't you
like children?'

‘It has nothing to do with not liking them," he csadgily. 'l told
you—'

‘You're busy. Well, we'll try not to disturb you.'



She sounded more than a trifle snappy, Blythe knew.

‘Thank you.' He paused, put a hand under her ctaniféed her face,
kissing her with a peculiar kind of controlled ferty. Without
another word he was gone.

She waited up until eleven, but he didn't come back

Next day she was on the beach with the childrespanting a

jellyfish they'd found washed up on the sand anghting the dark

red spots in its transparent body, when she loolednd saw Jas at
the top of the saddle. She straightened and lfezdhand to wave and
invite him to join them, but before she could dohsowheeled and
disappeared back the way he'd come.

Blythe stood disbelieving, her hand half in the air
‘Aunty Blythe!" Lisi tugged at her shorts.

Blythe dragged her gaze from the spot where Jabéanl, and turned
her attention to her niece.

‘Aunty Blythe, can we take it home?'

'‘No,' she said. 'We'll put it back in the sea whebelongs.'

'Is it alive?' Felix asked her.

'l don't know," she admitted, 'but if it is, takingway will kill it, and
g;ii_'dead it will go stinky. Get your bucket, 3% and we'll put it

When the children had gone to bed she stood opdreh and stared
frustratedly along the night- shadowed gully to'sldsuse. She



couldn't leave the children alone. Maybe he wowlche up tonight?
But even as she tried to reassure herself, she kieas a false hope.

Bewilderment and resentment built into a simmesmanger. Did he
think he could just pick up and discard her at™ilVas he tired of
her? Had he met someone else in Wellington...aflaae, perhaps?

Common sense and her knowledge of him told her indikely that
was. He'd come knocking on her door as soon astieagk, after all.
He'd kissed her with passion, if only briefly. tilg he'd had a phone,
she could have rung him and demanded an explandtionas
ridiculous the way he kept himself so isolated frihra world, and
from everyone in it. Except her.

She'd thought that made her so special...

Like a worm wriggling into the heart of a rose, lought—a
memory—intruded. Jas, only minutes after he'd fkistsed her,
asking harshly, 'Don't you mind being used?'

She had told him she understood. Understood tkdtis had meant
nothing, that he was in no way committed. And |&tet night, at the
height of the cyclone, she'd invited him to kissdugain, incurring his
brutal rejection.

Why hadn't she learned her lesson then? She'd gdanteuntil he
admitted his jealousy—the jealousy he had no tighear—and still
it hadn't been enough. She'd pushed him to the Watlg a brazen
challenge at him—practically dared him to make lavéer.

And he had. She closed her eyes, remembering $sopaand the
sweet violence of it, her fear and excitement dred drescendo of
feeling that had ended in blinding, white-hot esgta

All that she'd asked for, he'd given her. Andlsheéasked for it. If he
had used her—if he wanted only sex from her, note lor



permanence or the minor inconvenience of havinigetmice to her
family or of being normally sociable to her guesthe had only
herself to blame. Because she'd ignored every wgyevery refusal.
He'd have had to be superhuman to keep sendirgwasr when she
was so determined to rush headlong to her ownudztn.

After she'd finally gone to bed, she heard the mudistant and
barely audible in the still night air. A few cleaotes, then a bar or
two that sounded lost, lonely, like her own mood.

On the children's last morning Lisi came into B/throom, leaning
on the dressing table where Blythe kept picturdseofgrandparents.

'That's Great-Grandma. | remember her.’

They studied the photograph together. Blythe woedlevhat her
grandmother would have made of Jas. In her dapseside marriage
had been frowned on. Maybe there was something &ala for that.
If she hadn't become so intimately involved witmhi

Blythe might not have been feeling quite so keehly sick dread,
this tearing ache in her heart.

After the children's parents had picked them upy gmide and a
mixture of resentment and fear prevented her fnanming along the
track to Jas's place and throwing herself intoaniss. Instead she
pottered about tidying the cottage for half an had then went to
the beach. Sooner or later he would come.

When he did, she stood up from where she'd beemirtyaaimless
patterns in the sand under the fragmented shade olverhanging
pohutukawa tree, and waited for him to join her.

As he approached she looked at him gravely anddppead before
her, leaned closer and kissed her cheek. She g&vgdgtill, but didn't
offer to kiss him back.



Jas stepped back. '‘Are you angry with me?'

'‘No." She had gone past anger, into a state of adndpoead. She
wanted to ask him questions, but was afraid obtievers.

‘Then let's walk,' he suggested, and held outdmsl ho her.

She hesitated for a moment before placing her fsgehis.

'Did you see your father?' she asked him.

‘Yes.'

'How is he?'

‘Neither of us enjoyed it much. | don't want tktabout that, okay?'
'‘What do you want to talk about, then? Apart froatmematics.'

His whole body stiffened. 'l know | can be tediaumsthat subject—'

'l didn't mean that! It's just that...you never tdtk—I mean really
talk—about anything else.’

'‘We've talked about a lot of things,' he argueduifflowers, music...'
‘Those aren't real, personal things,' Blythe iesist

'l described my childhood traumas to you, Blythkks' voice was full
of self-mockery. 'lI've never done that before. Whettre do you
want?'

Your love, she thought. Sometimes she'd thought Isd that,
although he'd never said it in so many words. Bendf he did love
her, could she be happy with a man who would demychildren?



There were plenty of very happy childless coupleshe world.
Blythe knew that, only she hadn't envisaged beipgraof one. And
she was very fond of her nieces and nephews. Wa&seno way she
could cut herself off from her family; it would ike culling blooms
from a sunflower stem, a perversion of nature. Waas expect her
to do that? Try to isolate her with him in his opwivate, closed-in
world?

That was taking a lot for granted, she realisedvidould she ask him
to spell out how he felt about having a family whes had never
suggested that their relationship had any permatewhat right did
she have to challenge his refusal to have anytioinlgp with children

who were precious to her but nothing at all to him?

She hadn't answered his question. What did she efdanin? There

was no answer she could give without begging farething she was
afraid he could never give her.He tugged her cdwskturned her face
up, looking into her troubled eyes. 'Anyway,' hielsd don't want to

talk. | have a much better idea.'

His kiss was gentle, yet compelling, and she fduegelf giving in to
him, temporarily drowning her misgivings in a tiolefeeling, kissing
him back as if they'd been separated for montierahan days.

Reluctantly relinquishing her mouth at last, heegasigh against her
cheek and said huskily, ‘'It's been too long.'

'It needn't have been.'

Blythe felt his withdrawal before he physically nealvaway from
her. She saw his closed, austere expression. Daseicouldn't just
let it go. 'Are you scared of children?' she deneand

He blinked once, almost as though flinching. 'Sdaréhe asked
warily.



'l don't suppose you've had much to do with thesimg guessed.
‘They're just people, Jas—' Remembering that lugtdteed he wasn't
‘good' with people, she hastened on. "You mightyebging around
them—'

'‘Enjoy—"' It was like a snarl. 'Shut up, Blythe!" he sadghly.
She drew in a shocked, choking breatihat?'

He made an impatient movement and raised his eyedshomugh
looking for inspiration, then returned them to liace. 'That was
rude. | beg your pardon.’

'Yes, it was! And | don't see—'

'‘No, you don't!" he interrupted. Sucking in a bineathe added, 'Why
should you? God, you're hardly more than a chilgrself.'

'| take exception to that!" she snapped.
'You wantanotherapology?' he asked wearily.
‘All right, you've got it. Now can we talk aboutrsething else?’

He took her hand and began walking along the beanbry and
exasperated, she stalked alongside him in silence.

They reached the rocky outcrop that marked theoétige sand, and
instead of turning back Blythe let go of Jas's hand clambered up
the side to the relatively flat hard surface, stdit from the receding
tide.

'Feeling adventurous?' Jas had followed her, arsdaeking down at

her with an edgy smile. « Not smiling back, Blyttarted across the
slippery, uneven plateau, skirting rock pools @llisith seaweed and
anemones and lurking crabs.



'‘Be careful,’ Jas warned as she jumped acrossfohe bigger pools.
But she landed safely and went on until she stbdiaeasteep edge of
the rock, watching the incoming sea swirl and f@diis base, tasting
the salty spray that left dark spots on her T-snd shorts.

Great swathes of brown seaweed were tugged intoraébeding
waves, only to slap back against the rock whennt incoming
wave hit. There they remained stubbornly fastepetie land, even
while yearning towards the sea.

Strong arms wound about her from behind and Jakisédier ear,
‘You're too close to the edge.' He stepped bakingder with him.

Too late, Blythe thought bleakly. She had alreadtyggover the edge
and fallen headlong in love with a man who was \gréor her in
every way.

She put her hands on his and prised them apgypesliout of his
hold, then went away from him back the way they bacdhe. Her
eyes stung, and a couple of tears mingled withstiedroplets of
spray on her face. She shook them away impatieamtty climbed
down to the sand.

When Jas joined her he put an arm about her shsuldee you all
right?' he asked.

She turned to him without looking into his eyed.c¢Gurse.'

But when they reached the steps up to the cottiageslled away
and said, 'Goodnight, Jas.’

‘Goodnight?'

She looked at him fleetingly, then dragged her gazay. 'It's been a
hectic week.'



‘Are you punishing me?'

Shocked, she looked at him again. 'Of course Bat''she needed to
think, without his distracting presence to muddbe imind.

He was regarding her with a sombre, thoughtful gaderight,’ he
said, and put a hand behind her head, kissingutigran the lips, his
mouth questing.

Her response was stiff. She was afraid her emotionght
overwhelm her common sense.

Jas drew back, looking frustrated and angry sé# you tomorrow.'



CHAPTER TEN

BLYTHE was rather glad she had a sales trip the nextgiapng her
something to concentrate on other than her relgtignwith Jas. On
her return she left the van in her garage, tookepdreath, and went
along the gully to knock on Jas's door.

He was unshaven again and looked as though hefddsteep, his
eyes reddened, his hair ruffled. Trying to smoobthith one hand, he
said, 'Come in.'

‘What have you been doing?'
‘Doing?’

‘You look awful," Blythe told him. But when she lam again she
could see that his bloodshot eyes held a glitténaden excitement.

'l didn't get to bed last night. I've been catchipgon some sleep.' He
led the way into the front room and vaguely wavethe direction of
the couch.

"You worked all night?' Blythe didn't sit down.
‘It was worth it." Jas blinked. 'What time is it?"
‘After five.'

'In the evening..."' He rubbed a hand over his eyesed a shower,'
he said. 'Wait for me.’

He disappeared, and Blythe looked about the robem went to the
keyboard against the wall, tentatively trying a festes, then picking
out a tune.

Jas came in, freshly shaved and with his hair damp.



Blythe turned and said on impulse, 'Would you gayme?’
‘Now?'

'Please,’ she begged.

Jas hesitated. 'All right.’

He sat down at the keyboard and launched into arbexant
rendering of old hit tunes, ending with 'Fly Me The Moon', before
segueing into Beethoven's 'Song of Joy', the swhlirepeated
phrases finally building to a triumphant climax.

Blythe quietly moved to the window, while the muswelled about
her and filled the room. She could feel it vibrdteough her body as
she looked from the man at the keyboard to thewdlist’hite waves
rolling ceaselessly to shore.

The last magnificent chords died away, and Jasaletv on the
stool, facing her across the room.

‘Thank you.' Blythe's voice was hushed. 'That wasderful." A man
who played like that couldn't possibly lack real ations, deep
feelings. Could he?

Jas inclined his head. "Thapéu.'

Delaying the moment of truth, Blythe asked, "Whegened today?'
‘Today?'

‘Last night. You've had a mathematical breakthr@ugh

Jas stared at her, and a tinge of colour darkeisethkeks. 'Yoarea
witch.'



'l can always tell what mood you're in from whatiygay—and how
you play it.'

Tirt>e damned!" he muttered. 'Actually, you're tigHe was trying to
sound calm and casual, but she caught the fireisnepes, the
bottled-up elation in the way he held himself, tifletale crease in his
cheek that denoted a hidden smile. 'If my colleacagree with my
proofs, then I've done what | came here to do.'

‘That's wonderful, Jas.' Her voice sounded oddHiothoin her own
ears.

He came over to join her at the window. His hanel én her
shoulders, but in the act of drawing her to himphesed, a frown
appearing between his glittering eyes. 'What'sithter?’

Blythe touched her tongue to her lips. ‘Nothindpé £ouldn't bring
herself to spoil his success. For a little time sbeld pretend. 'I'm
really happy for you. You must feel great.' She agged a convincing
smile. Meaning to give him a quick, congratulatpegk, she reached
up to kiss him, but the instant their lips met &ims came about her
and his mouth parted over hers, coaxing her to ageno him,
allowing her no chance to withdraw.

Blythe closed her eyes tightly against threaterteays and sighed
into his mouth, her arms sliding about his neck. trfEacherous body
was warm and singing, even while her heart toretapside her, and
when he lifted her in his arms and carried heh#&ltedroom she told
herself that one more time wouldn't do any harmat e could give
him this much in his hour of triumph.

He came to her like a conquering hero, his lovekingainfused with
a new, sizzling exhilaration, overwhelming her withweet
excitement.



And she returned it in full measure, wanting to mékis a night to
remember—for him as well as for herself. It migktthe last such
night they had.

It was quite dark by the time she eased hersely &nwan his sleeping
form and gathered up her clothes, quietly slipping them.

The moon was high and round and coldly mercilessnnghe made
her way along the ghostly-lit track to her cottage.

She didn't even try to sleep, spending the retkteofhight on her deck,
watching the stars' remote scintillations, andrtiwon's pale patina
on the restless sea, and trying to persuade hdrstlfone broken
heart didn't mean the end of the world.

The stars would still be there tomorrow night, déimel moon would
wax and wane, and when the sun appeared each mahemows of
sunflowers in the garden would turn their face t@and follow its

progress across the sky to its resting place imé, and then fold
their petals until the cycle began all over again.

To every thing there is a season... A time to love.

And a time to weep. There were no tears in her,dyasinside she
was crying, her heart a huge aching void.

At dawn she got up stiffly from the lounging cheirwhich she'd at
last dozed off, and went down to the beach.

Jas found her there, sitting on the soft, cool seitiiher knees raised
and her arms wrapped around her bare legs. Blytleg kvhen he
approached, and when he sat down beside her, bltegh her gaze
on the white-edged waves racing to the shore. Sihe'dn
compulsively counting them, trying to discern thegttern in their
apparent chaos.



Somewhere she had read that love was the chaog/ tbEbuman
emotions. So there must be some kind of, logiaalitability in her
relationship with Jas, some pattern set up at firsir meeting that
had brought them to this point.

' missed you," Jas said. He touched her hair, vwignd curl about one
finger. 'What are you thinking about?'

'I'm thinking about us...and chaos theory. And hsmience hasn't
found a way to measure human emotions.’

‘And?' The curl unravelled from his finger as hmoged his hand
and lowered it to the sand to steady himself. hgechhis knees and
laid his other arm on them, twisting to look at.her

Blythe took a quick breath. 'You said once thatpdlasures are
transient. You never expected this to last, didyou

.'No," he said, after what seemed like an eterily, | didn't.’

You asked for this, she berated herself, clenchemgeeth against a
cry of protest. Until this moment she hadn't realifow much she'd
hoped he would contradict her, say he couldn'tdéear, tell her that
he loved her.

It solved one problem, she told herself with savagay. The
question of children needn't have concerned hailt.at

She gave a small, fierce nod. 'Yes, well...it'steeShe started to say
'nice’ but substituted, 'fun." And despised herfselthe feeble effort
at preserving her pride.

'Fun,' Jas echoed. 'Yes.'

Blythe swallowed, hurting her throat. 'So whene you leaving?'



Again there was a pause before he answered. Wheaithat last,
'‘Can't wait to see the back of me?' his tone widsrlyi amused, with
an underlying rasp.

She gave him a look of outraged anger, saw his satfen with
shock, and without thinking shot to her feet, tgkancouple of steps
away from him before she rounded on him even asdwal up. 'What
do you think?' she demanded hotly. 'Of course 't et to see you
go! | onlyloveyou!" She gulped, hearing herself shout it at Wwinen
she hadn't meant to say it at all, knowing he didaht her love, that
he had never reciprocated it. Hadn't even pretersaskpt with the
tender light that sometimes showed in his eyesgémtleness of his
hands, the passion of his lovemaking... He had meaiel he loved
her.

Horrified at herself, she backed from him, sayingriedly, '‘And if
you think I'm going to sleep with you until youhesady to go, you can
damn well think again!'

She turned, bolting across the sand, knowing $aédi miserably to
hold onto any dignity at all, longing to get homedahut herself in
and never, never come out. At least, not untilias long gone.

'‘Blythe—Blythe!"

He'd caught her arm. She pulled violently away, timgnonly to take
her hurt and humiliation well out of his sight. Bu# grabbed her,
wrapping his arms about her and trapping hers wielsaid in her
ear, 'Blythe, listen—'

She thought of all the times she'd been willing aaber to
listen—and she'd had to drag every unwilling waxhf him. 'No!'
she panted. 'Damn you!'

Kicking at him, she bruised her bare foot on hisdhshin, and
unbalanced them both so that they fell on the ygldand. She was



sprawled on top of him, but he rolled over and pohier beneath
him, and when she fought her hands free he seieedvhsts and
grappled them back to the sand.

They were both breathing hard. Blythe could feel thpid rise and
fall of his chest against her breasts, and his Vegye tangled about
hers, keeping her prisoner.

There were tears on her cheeks, but she'd stopyed) cow, and
glared at him with hot, furious eyes.

Jas looked back, his gaze dark and troubled. h'didean to hurt
you,' he said.

She said through her teeth, 'Then get off me! Y¥oo&gavy.'

‘You didn't complain last night.' He moved, taksame of his weight
on an elbow, but not releasing her. 'Blythe...wy@i yelled at me
just now...?' « That she loved him. 'I've saidatdre,' she reminded
him resentfully.

'‘While we were making love. | couldn't believe yeally meant it.'

‘Well, you don't have to believe it now,' she saikkily. If he wasn't
able to return the sentiment why should she barebhésed and
bleeding heart to him?

'l just thought that...'
'‘Whatdid you think?' she snapped as he paused.

His voice was low and his lips hardly moved. 'Thlatving is easy for
you...'



In an instant, white-hot rage consumed her. Shardegl him with
fierce, wounded eyes, shaking with aroused tempeyu don't
believe you were the first, either?'

His brows drew together. 'Of course | belieat! What | can't

believe is that I'll be the last." He said jerkillyshould never have
allowed it to happen. If I'd realised you were@gwi before it was too
late... And maybe it wouldn't have stopped meadmitted. 'l could

no more resist the chance to have you in my armsyi bed, than |
could resist the sunrise. But | never expectedtgdave me.'

Blythe bit on her lower lip and looked away fronmhagain. 'Don't let
it bother you. I'll get over it.'

‘Then you're luckier than | am.' His voice had admrim. 'I'll never
get over you, sunflower-face.'

Her gaze returned to meet his, her eyes narrowedliatrustful.

Jas said, '"You brought warmth and colour back nmydife—at least
for a season. If | never see you again, I'll remenyou for the rest of
my days.'

Oh, that's nice, she thought bitterly. He'd chetiehmemory—when
he could have had the real live woman.

'I'd never met anyone like you,' Jas said. 'So $toaed open and
bright, like a flower that had just unfolded itstgde to the morning.
Pretty and perfect and confident of being likeaveld. And you
kept...coming back—even when | tried to stay awssnd you
away—-with your smile and your trusting eyes anal tivondrous
look you get when you discover something new, shtieething you

didn't know before.’

Blythe winced. 'Like an unwanted puppy,’ she metieresentfully.



A flare of surprise entered his eyes. 'Not atiké that! Of course |
wanted you! The sun came out whenever you werendtbHe bent
his head and his face shadowed hers, and insihgctihe closed her
eyes, shuddering as his lips gathered the spamstfrean her skin.

'Don't!" she choked.

Jas murmured something, and he lifted his heafljgneade a small,

gruff sound, and kissed her, at first with heaopping tenderness
and then fiery passion. He released her handghegaer to him. his

thigh pressing between hers, and she brought &ed farms around
him and clung despairingly, until he felt the reme\ears on her face
and pulled away. 'Shh," he said. 'Blythe, don¢age.’

She tried to dash the tears away, and Jas turnedhaiback, still
holding her, raking his fingers gently into herrtemd letting her hide
her face against his shoulder.

Blythe sniffed and said belligerently, the wordsffieadl in the folds

of his shirt, 'l don't want you feeling sorry foethThis time when she
pushed against him he allowed her to sit up anel &&eay from him.

Sniffing again, she wiped her eyes with the bactref hand, gazing
out to where the blue sky met the sea in a linadifo.

'I'm only sorry for hurting you,' he said. 'Andwsned that you care
so much.'

‘Yes, well...you've never taken me seriously.' Staeed down at the
sand, still smarting from his belitting of her begs. 'Why start
now?'

‘That isn't true,' he said. 'l take you very sesigubut...l always knew
that some day you'd move on to some more excitiner!’



'‘Whatis it with you?' Blythe said crossly, throwing hinsaowling
glance. 'Do you think I'm too brainless to be iagted in a man of
your intellect?’

lNO_I

' might not be able to follow all your mathematica
formulas—formulae,” she corrected herself punctglg, 'but if
anyone's bored, surely it was you, trying to explaomplicated
principles so that an idiot like me could follow.’

‘You're not an idiot!" he said forcefully. "Youirgelligent and brave
and determined, and achingly pretty—' Ignoringilréated snort, he
went on, 'And | couldn't believe you'd ever lookdgvat someone like
me.'

'‘Well, | did!" she snarled at him.

He frowned and pressed his hands together anddstianen at his
interlocked fingers. 'Yes, you did. I'm sorry, Bigt' he said. 'l never
thought it would go this far. | had no right to {&tu love me.'

'‘No, you didn't!" she cried. 'Not if you can't lore back!
He looked up again, and shook his head. 'You dmaferstand.’
‘Somakeme understand! You owe me that much at least!

He looked startled, and then he gave a slow nodaidfumblingly,

'l never meant to...act on my feelings for younéw it wouldn't be
fair. | tried my damnedest to keep away. Only.. wheu reached out
to me, | felt as though I'd been living in darknasd suddenly the sun
had appeared and filled my world with light. Onlyeoother person
has ever made me feel like that.'



"Your wife." She had always known deep down thatilegrieved his
loss. How could she have thought to replace hss éind only love?

'‘No.' He took a breath, paused, and said as ivtiteds were dragged
from him, 'My daughter.'



CHAPTER ELEVEN

BLYTHE had the oddest feeling, as if she was briefly Wwiégs and
spinning in space. "Yourdaughter''He had a child?

'Her name was Donna,' he said abruptly. His voarshn he added,
'She was in the car with Shelley...with my wifehem a drunken
driver crossed the median on the motorway and sedkisiio them.'

Blythe listened, unable to speak.

'Shelley was killed instantly." He turned from hargsenting a rigid,
expressionless profile. 'Donna died a few days,latemy arms.' He
heaved more air into his lungs, his eyes unblinkirfixed on the
horizon. 'Some people tried to tell me it was fa best.’

Blythe made a small exclamation. '‘Because she whsdly hurt?'

'‘No." After a long pause he went on. 'Donna was lvath Down's
syndrome. Of course that shocked us. But wherdl inext for the first
time...my daughter, my flesh and blood...so timg go...flawed...I
loved her from that moment."

A tight band of dread that had been closed aboythBls heart for
days began to unlock its grip. She hardly daredthee

Jas passed a hand over his face, kneading thestofdgs nose for a
second. His voice became flat and very even. '‘&nelbuldn't bring

herself to look at the baby at first. She didn'niv@ feed her. She
said we should put her in an institution, try againa normal child,

because the doctors could see no reason for u® et able to do
that. But I...couldn't abandon our baby.'

'‘She must have changed her mind?' Blythe ventuheshuhe silence
lengthened.



'‘People talked with us, told us how much help waslable and...|
had my way—we took the baby home.'

Blythe swallowed. 'And your wife...?'

‘At first | think she was angry that we'd produe@edaby that wasn't
perfect in every way, and angry that | hadn't agisee should forget
we'd ever had her.' He dropped his frowning gldra® the horizon.

'l never meant to tell you all this.’

He'd never felt close enough to her, she thouglatdhy. She had been
a distraction, light relief, someone to turn toespite from the rigour

of his profession, perhaps to help him forget ftinee the tragedy in

his past. Not someone to whom he could open theed¢eecesses of
his heart, with whom he could share the pain ofdss. 'Go on,' she
said softly.

'‘Are you sure you want to...?"
‘Go on!

'‘Once she got over the initial...resentment,’ he gakily, 'Shelley
did wonders with Donna. She expected a bit muchhought
sometimes, but she was used to getting what sheeddanom
people—and with Donna she was remarkably patieptthg time
Donna was six she could dress herself and toilselfeand was only
a couple of years behind "normal” children. She.wdde paused,
and cleared his throat. 'She was a happy child avgreat smile, and
very affectionate. We both loved our daughter.’

It must have brought them even closer togethethBlyhought.

'l think making a success of a...a difficult chilelcame Shelley's way
of compensating.'

‘Compensating for what?' What was he talking about?



'For the fact that she was disappointed in hercghof husband.’

Blythe's breath stopped. 'Disappointed? She ymdand she was
disappointed?' ' He gave a wry near-smile. 'Perlfapsu'd lived
with me for a few years you'd be fed up to the kdaekh with me and
my obsession with numbers too.’

Blythe stiffened. 'She said that?'

'‘Often. My conversational ability is limited—you éw that. My
home hadn't been one where children were encourtmdthve
opinions. I'd retreated into the world of numbarsg that's of interest
to hardly anyone.'

‘That's not true!" She was sure that her own fanuligose lively
curiosity and eagerness for new ideas or expersmae always been
fostered, would be as fascinated by Jas's vieiwsohvorld as she was.
‘And youlovedher!" How could Shelley have been so cruel?

He sat unmoving, as though he hadn't heard, fagraégeconds. 'l
admired Shelley. You couldn't help admiring her.alwe met, |
didn't know what love was.' He dug a bare toe atsiénd. 'She was
the first person who had ever told me she loved me.

And he'd been starved of love. He would have reolue eagerly to
anyone who offered it, or an approximation of it.

Jas dipped his head, rubbing a hand over his #agouple of my
classmates got high-powered corporate jobs so@n gfaduating,
and Shelley expected I'd do the same. The acaddéeiielecturing,

writing papers for fellow mathematicians and regdimeirs, getting
excited over a new theory—that was all deadly tarlher, and so
was .’

Blythe opened her mouth to hotly dispute that, leitwas already
continuing. 'She kept up with her more succesgsiehils, people



who'd moved into the business world, public reladio even
entertainment. God knows she deserved a socialsimething to
take her away from the strain of caring for Donna.’

‘And you?'

'‘Usually | stayed home to look after Donna. Shelldyn't
mind—when we did go anywhere together, or she leagle round
to our home, she'd warn me not to bore everyonatabyg work.'

‘You're not a bore!" Blythe burst out. "You've nelgered me for an
instant!’

He looked at her searchingly, a sardonic twist @ lips. 'Last
night...?"

‘Last night?' When he had made love to her so phantly?In bed?'

'‘Not-- then. Before... when | told you about my dk#rough in
number theory. It seemed you had to force yourselpretend
enthusiasm. After we kissed, you were so giving smd.loving...I
persuaded myself I'd-imagined it. But this morniygy'd left—'

‘Jas...'

He didn't seem to be listening. 'Shelley often sayowork was more
important to me than she was.

And...in a way she was right. | did find more dait$ion in it. |
wantedto care—to love. | envied lovers. For years | \watt other
couples, families, to see what love was all abéuead books about
it. But | thought maybe—because of my upbringingupposed—I
wasn't capable of real love, only of sexual passford that didn't
last. Not for either of us. Shelley, | think, foutight with other men.
Perhaps a measure of love too. | didn't really geutlito her. I'd tried
to love her, and failed."



‘But you loved Donna,' she reminded him.

He looked at her again, a spark of animation comimg the
starkness of his expression. 'l would have donéhamy for her.’

‘Would you have given up your work?'

He answered instantly. 'If it could have helpgés!In a minute. |
offered to stay home if Shelley wanted to make éléescareer, but
she—'

‘What?'

'She thought | was trying to get out of providimgahcially for her
and Donna, to make her the breadwinner.’

Blythe made a small, disbelieving sound.

His eyes had a faraway, saddened look. 'And bessthesd made a
career of mothering Donna. She threw all her enargydedication
into making her child as normal as she could lkink in a twisted

sort of way she felt | was trying to take that aviom her, as I'd

taken everything else. She'd never forgiven me.’

'‘Forgiven you? For taking Donna home? But...'

‘She felt trapped. The trap, by then, was hertov®onna. We didn't
have a good marriage, but neither of us could leawechild. And
then...'

Then the accident happened. Blythe felt hot telansing her eyes. 'l
wish | could do something..." She wanted despsgr&tetomfort him,
although she knew there was no way to make upifodéughter's
death, for a marriage that had not fulfilled higpés for love and
happiness, for all the cruelties of an uncaring.fat



‘You have.' Jas turned to her. 'You taught me khatcapable of
genuine sexual love. Not just passion and desirg-albthat's in the
song.'

‘The song?' He'd lost her now. 'What song?'

'‘Believe me, if all those endearing young charims,uoted softly,
not singing it.

‘Which | gaze on so fondly today,

Were to change by tomorrow, and fleet in my arms,
Like fairy gifts fading away!

Thou wouldst still be ador'd as this moment thay ar
Let thy loveliness fade as it will,

And, around the dear ruin, each wish of my heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.'

He paused. 'Old-fashioned sentiment,' he admittgtiywbut it says
it better than | ever could.’

Blythe fixed her gaze painfully on his face. 'Ja&te you saying you
love me?'

He hesitated, and her involuntary movement towdnids halted,
doubt creating fear.

He said soberly, 'The sun rises and sets with you.'

A cliche, yet the words sounded like a simple, irtatle truth
spoken straight from his heart.

Blythe held her breath. Inside her something wana @wonderful
was slowly unfolding, like a new, tender bud segdime coming of

spring.



Jas said, 'l swore to myself | wouldn't try to hgtl...' He stopped
there and seemed unable to continue.

Why?"

'‘Because tying you to me would be like keepingrdlewer in a dark,
cold room.’

‘Jas, that's nonsense! What could make you thamii'th

'l had all this...baggage in my past. And...| thauglidn't know how
to love a woman, that I'd never be any good adidn't want to dim
your brightness.’

'Oh, Jas!'

''ve never been able to open up to people theywaydo. When you
hardly knew me | made you sad just mentioning Lithtin't have a
real relationship with my half-brothers. You undecgl more about
me than | did myself. | know you grieved for yowagdparents, that
you're not immune to sorrow, but you were stiBlythe. Sunny and
warm and loving. And | had no right to burden yathvmy grief and

pain and rage—'

'‘Rage?’

'l had so much of it—even anger at the innocenisdd to look at
children and think, Whynychild? Why Donna and not one of them”

Her lips parted in horror.
Harshly he said, 'I'm not proud of it.’

'It's all right, | understand." She breathed inckiy. ‘Is that why
you...why you didn't want to see my nieces and aepfHe cast her a
dark glance, turned aside and said, 'l've got thedt'



His mouth closed firmly, and she felt him going gM@m her again,
although he'd hardly moved. Her hands tightly kngtttogether,
Blythe prayed for him to come back. 'Why, then?'

One shoulder rose briefly. 'lt's stupid.’
'l need to know, Jas," she insisted. 'Please...'
‘That day we went to Apiata,’ he ground out. Ttike Igirl...'

'l remember.' The Down's syndrome child. ‘It mustéhbeen painful
for you.'

'l was so envious of those people...blackly jealous. | knov
that's...contemptible.’

Blythe scooted across the small space between déinelhput a hand
on his shoulder. 'Jas—they would have understood.’

'‘She was...so happy...so lovable...and sweet, iswa?"
‘Yes.' Blythe laid her cheek against his.

'l thought about her a lot that night after we'ddséove. You'd been
so beautiful to me, and | felt...so blessed to Hauad you, and loved
you—even though | knew one day you'd go away froe) hke a
butterfly that alights briefly and moves on. It h&tdl been worth it.
And having Donna, loving her, had been worth tha p&losing her.
| think that's when | began to stop being angratirilg other people
whose families were well and alive.'

Blythe's teeth sank into her lower lip. 'But...'

'l know. When you asked me to join your family foinristmas, | felt
as though someone had cracked open the gate terheeas inviting
me in. But then | panicked.’



'What about?"'

‘About being around kids, partly. | wasn't sure hitdreact—how
they'd affect me. And also...| was still kidding $e¥f that I'd survive
breaking up with you. And | knew that getting toolknyour family
would make it much harder.'

'So seeing your father was just an excuse.'

'‘Hearing about your Christmas made me feel gumnder if he'd be
hurt if I didn't turn up. | still don't know if inade a difference. | just
wanted to come back to you, and then | bargedyiotw cottage and
found those children...looking at me with theirghti eyes and
innocent faces—do you know how much the dark Igttelooks like
you? | hadn't expected it and...'

‘And...?" she whispered, lifting her face away filoim to see his.

Jas closed his eyes tightly, and sucked in a sluadering breath. It
was all | could do not to break down and howl.'

Light burst in her brainThat'swhy...?'

'I'm sorry, | know you were hurt. | was deathlyaadr of making a
total fool of myself. And probably scaring themhsilThe next day
when | saw you all go down to the beach, | followBdt just looking
at you with them...I didn't dare go further.’

Her smile was dazzling through residual tears, la@darms went
around him. 'OhJas!l was afraid you hated them!

With suppressed violence he said, 'How could | fzatgone who
belongs toyou?'He lifted his hand, closing a fist about her hair.

‘Why didn't yousay...?But he had never meant to tell her all this, c
course. Because of some silly idea that she netdbd protected



from even second-hand knowledge of tragedy. 'Yaudcbave told
me before,' she reproached him. 'And as for bundeme—you said
| was a sunflower, not a bloody African violet! Slowers are
strong!

He gave a strange, choking parody of a laughpibsse deep down |
was afraid you'd despise me.’

I'd never—'

‘I know. | know it, really. And intellectually ofourse | know too that
crying is a healthy emotional outlet. But in myaufily, tears were a
sign of weakness, and weakness was an invitatiomaience. |
learned early never to cry.’

‘Yes,' Blythe said. 'l see.' Gravely she addedarikhyou for trusting
me.' She realised it hadn't been easy for him, eean 'And Jas...'

'Yes?'

She drew in a deep breath. She knew now it was sabaly she
could convince him. 'l lied when | said I'd get pleving you. | never
will. You taught me what infinity is—I understandnow perfectly.
It's my love for you...for ever and beyond, withlmoits.'

He was very still for a long time. Then he touched cheek with his
hand and looked into her eyes. 'l told the trutermvhsaid I'd never
get over you.' He shifted both his hands and heldféce between
them. 'If you really do love me...that way...coylou stand being
married to me, do you think?'

Her smile was enough to warm the world. 'Yes! (ds!y

He caught her shoulders. His voice was unsteatifh®—you have
to be sure about this. I'm not very good husbanie mad'



'You arewonderfulhusband material—and father material. | car
wait to marry you, and have your children. I've exelveen more sure
of anything in all my life." She hesitated. '"Youwant children, don't
you? | mean...I know you had Donna, but...'

'l would loveyou to have my children, Blythe. If you promisedo
that I'l be delighted to meet all your nieces andphews
properly—in fact | can't wait. And I'll be much td@mppy to weep
over them.’

She hung her arms about his neck, and he smoo#uoichler hair and
let his hands settle at her waist.

‘You'll have to go back to Wellington, won't yoaRe asked him. 'To
present your theorem. That's why | asked when yoerew
leaving—not becausewantedyou to go.' She shot him an indignan
look.

‘Well, what was | supposed to think?' he askedoreatsly, ‘when you
said you'd been thinking about us, and then hituitie, "You never
expected this to last, did you?" | thought you wgetting ready to
break it off. | don't have to go anywhere yet. IAleed is a cellphone
and | can contact my colleagues worldwide by e-nmal the
computer.’

Blythe felt foolish. She hadn't thought of thatot¥re not actually
against having a phone?'

'Of course not. There just didn't seem any pointniturring the
expense when | didn't want interruptions and theas no one |
needed to talk to. Now it's different.’

'‘But eventually? You have a job down in Wellington.

"'l have to go back there for a while, yes. Armlycan't leave your
flowers, | know. Let's not worry about it yet. Iudd look for a job in



Auckland. Or.. .if you want a partner in the busse-'He'd worked
at her side, off and on, for weeks. But was heossf? "You could still
work at your theories, in between weeding and rigllbugs and
picking flowers?' The idea was attractive, butsias doubtful.

'With modern technology anything's possible. | rbayable to split
my time between here and a university. All | kn@xsomehow I'm
going to be with you.'

He tugged her to him and she tumbled into his atdis. mouth
descended, but she put up her hand and placedrihas/parted lips.
‘Jas?'

His tongue was making little darting movementsha tup of her
palm, and she felt her pulses quicken. 'Mm?' he hedn

"You do know how to love.'

His eyes alight with tender passion, he gently negdoher hand. 'l
know how to loveyou' This time he brought his lips all the way tc
hers and kissed her until she was dizzy and bessgh\When he lifted
his head at last she touched her lips to his cheglchin, and ran her
fingers through his hair, and pressed a kiss irgdhand and rested
her head against his shoulder.

He said unsteadily, 'l want to make love to you.'
‘What if someone comes along?'

'‘Does' it matter?'

‘Mm, | guess so.’

He sighed and nuzzled her hair. "Your place or Riine



Blythe smiled, demurred, teasing him a little.di/b flowers to attend
to.'

'So do I. One flower, anyway. A sunflower.'
Blythe laughed. 'My place,' she capitulated. ditser.’

But when he'd helped her to her feet she broke dway him, ran

down the beach to where the sand was firm and dangbent to
trace something with her finger on the smooth se;féghen stepped
back to survey her handiwork.

Smiling, puzzled, Jas strolled over to join heodimg his arms about
her from behind and breathing in the scent of la@r. h

'l have a new theorem for you,' she said, leanaukb

Jas looked down at what she had drawn, and thretltna head in
joyous laughter, then pulled her close against Rensaid, 'I'll spend
the rest of my life proving it.'

'‘No need,’ she promised him, turning in his arntslassing his chin.
'l know it's true.'

He smoothed back her hair and smiled into her edmeghing face.
‘Yes, you're right, Sunflower,' he said. 'It's triisvill always be true.’

Etched in the sand she had written:
1 + 1=0

One plus one equals love.



