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Alan's mocking words hit hard, underlining the cdete disaster
their evening had been. Lorraine had never feltosely and so
miserable. She wanted to hurt Alan as he had laurt h

"Why don't you leave me alone," she said harshigaven't you done
enough damage, enough to keep you supplied witkr-ditiner
stories until you're an old man? You've had yatieljoke. Now go!"

She watched him walk away--the man she loved akisée she'd
never love another!



CHAPTERI

LORRAINE bent down over the spare bed and tucked in thekbta.
‘What | can't understand,' she said to her motisanhy we need to
take in a paying guest at all.’

Mrs. Ferrers looked a little shocked. 'Oh, we doe#dto, dear. Now
I've got this good job at the employment agency] amh your
salary, we're all right.’

Lorraine studied her mother as she drew the camnchkdvedspread up
and over the blankets. She saw the skill of thednesser in her
mother's blonde hair, from which all traces of ghad effectively
been removed. She saw the eye-shadow and the maschthe pale
pink lipstick. She could not really agree with thay her mother tried
to disguise her age, although the make-up she wsasddelicately
applied. It was against her nature to approve ofnhather's fight
against the inevitable. She wished she would gp¢he battle and
succumb gracefully to middle age like other women.

'l must keep up appearances,' her mother wouldveagnever she
mentioned it. 'At my age and in my job, | must keeyself looking

nice.' She might have added, 'Now I'm a widow, geuer know who
might come along.’

Lorraine's father had died from heart trouble fjgars before, and
his death had left her mother bewildered and gtetken. But

before very long she had come to terms with herowltbod and
eventually taken up her life again with renewedwuigand with the
unfailing optimism which was such an endearing pairt her

character.

Beryl glanced with distaste at her daughter's brehirt, shapeless
white blouse and old grey cardigan. '‘Couldn't youl fsomething



better to wear for once, Lorrie? And aren't youngdb do your face?'
She looked at her watch. 'He'll be here any mihute.

Lorraine frowned. "You know | never "do" my faceuM. So why
should I bother for him? And no, I'm not going taoge.' She looked
down at her clothes and knew her mother wouldn'sden dead in
them. She had said so more than once.

‘And you're such a nice shape, too, dear. You shshubw it off, not
hide it underneath all that bagginess. The troighlgou've got your
father's primness, dear man that he was. You'stifflland starchy.
You want to break out a bit, Lorrie. It shows, deashows in your
face.' She rearranged the flowers on the smalhgiable—they had
made the bedroom into a pleasant bed-sitter—andwdh her back
to her daughter, 'The way you talk, you make itngbas though
Alan's not welcome.’

'‘As far as I'm concerned, he isn't. You know whathihk of
journalists.'

'‘But he's different, Lorrie. He's Nancy Darby's b@hen she wrote
and told me Alan was coming to work on the locatremng paper,
l—well, 1 thought about this room standing emptyah

'‘And you offered it to him.'

'‘Only for a little while, dear,” Beryl said, tryintp placate her

daughter, perhaps falsely so, because she knevslteapersonally

would do her best to make her old friend's son staylong as

possible. 'Only till he finds something more sualShe paused and
drifted reminiscently back to the past. 'l remem&szing him when

he was a little lad, a bit quiet, with nothing muorsay for himself.'

She hesitated, then went on, 'The last time | samcy,' and that was
a few years ago, she told me he'd changed a lot.'



'Is he married?'

‘No, although you'd think he would be at his age.rust be in his
middle thirties, Nancy did say he was one for tims qiow.'" She
laughed self-consciously, as if she were a girlsékéér Lorraine
thought, 'Well, if someone didn't know how old svess, they'd never
guess.' She began to suspect that her mother v@allpadooking
forward to the paying guest's arrival.

The doorbell rang. Beryl Ferrers' hand jerked tohtaer. "That's him,
dear. Let him in, Lorrie. | must tidy myself.'

Lorraine went down the stairs slowly, conscioussimme odd reason
of her total lack of make-up and her general doestn Now she
wished she had taken her mother's advice and ctiaNg&, when it
was too late, something inside her wanted to ingptieis man whose
outline she could see through the patterned glaisecfront door.
Then she told herself not to be a fool. 'He's pgburnalist,’ she
reflected, 'the scum of the earth." And with thettellious thought
gleaming in her eyes, she opened the door.

The man on the doorstep saw her face raised msiyowo his. He
listened to the mumbled and wholly insincere wele@nd waited to
be invited in. The invitation was so long in comthgt he had time to
size up—and down—the girl who stood on the threghwhrring his
way. His eyes did a swift analytical job on hereyhook her apart,
assessed her and put her together again, in the spa few seconds.
As she stood back at last to let him in, she wosdi@recisely what
was the result of that bit of research. She hadd a long time
before she knew the answer.

She told him, her face stiff with dislike, her eydmllenging his, her
voice edgy and grating, 'I'll show you upstairsytur room, Mr.
Darby. Will you please follow me?’



As she climbed the stairs with the tall, dark-h&inean behind her,
she wished more than ever that she had at leasgetiaout of her
laddered stockings and worn her sandals instedwekiobld lace-up
shoes.

On the landing her mother pounced and took ovaralie heard the
warm and spontaneous greeting, heard it returnptbasant, precise
tones, saw the gripping handshake and exchangmitgssand left
them.

She could not join in the general rejoicing. Shailldaot change her
opinion of journalists simply because this one weesson of an old
friend of her mother's. They were all the same, i@ herself,
desperately trying to justify her deep and almastessive dislike of
the 'breed' as she called them. They were shiftlessvy-drinking
rabble, devoid of morals and completely insensito/the feelings of
others.

And this man, in spite of his good looks and prbedring, was no
different. In fact, she toyed gloatingly with theotght, because it
added justification to her mistrust of the man, #ilbse assets
probably made him worse than others of his kinde'@r the girls'

indeed! She remembered the expression in his eyes ldad summed
her up even before setting foot in the house. Skw an her lips

angrily as she thought of the dismissal which wastained in his

glance, almost as if he had mentally lifted hermag put her out of
the way. He had trampled on her with his eyes, tskek herself

furiously as she went downstairs to set the tafhel she, Lorraine
Ferrers, teacher of English at Walkley School fol(3was not going

to be treated as an irritating obstacle to be readdvom anybody's
path, let alone a journalist's.

As she spread the cloth over the table, she heanahbther's voice on
the landing. "Youmusthave a meal with us this evening, Alan, bt
after today, of course, you'll probably prefer & i@ your own room.’



‘Thank goodness for that,’ Lorraine thought, as sheanged
place-settings for three. Her mother came down lagiged her
prepare the salad and slice the cold ham.

'He's such a nice boy, dear,’ she was saying. inersanile<f grimly,

knowing her mother could see only the good in emeeyshe met. 'l
do hope you'll get on well with him. Make die etfdcorrie, for my

sake.'

Lorraine shook her head with decision. She loved ether,
but—make the effort? That she could not, woulddmteven for her.

Beryl looked at her daughter and put her head ensaie as though
she were coaxing a difficult child. 'Lorrie, go add your face.
Please, dear, for my sake.'

Lorraine shrugged. That, she supposed, was sorgethe could do
to please her, without going against any of hemgyples. She trod
quietly up the stairs, tip-toeing past the spadrdem, went into her
own room and closed the door.

She combed her hair, and tied it back again wighsttmall piece of
black ribbon. She applied a layer of powder. Ligd€?iNo, she drew
the line at that. She refused to waste her lipsiichr. Alan Darby.

She turned her back resolutely on the dowdy githie mirror and

went downstairs.

The paying guest was standing, hands in pocketekirlg
uncomfortable. He turned as Lorraine appearededihing-room
door. His raised eyebrows greeted her stony glance.

‘There's no need to wait in here, Mr. Darby. Thare some
comfortable armchairs in the sitting-room.’



'I'm perfectly happy, Miss Ferrers. I've been mgftioo long in the
train.'

*You've come from London, Mr. Darby?'
'l have, Miss Ferrers.'

Lorraine looked at him, suspecting by his tone tleatvas mocking
her deliberate formality. Mrs. Ferrers hurried irthna jug of milk

which she put on the table. 'My goodness me,' altk 'slon't be so
formal, you two. You know he's Alan, Lorrie. Caltrhthat, dear, not
Mr. Darby.' She shook momentarily with distastendAAlan, this is
Lorrie. Lorraine, really,’ she smiled fondly at hé@aughter, 'but
Lorrie's my own special name for her.’

Alan bowed to Lorraine very slightly, and she tut@avay from the
amusement in his eyes.

'l only call my friends by their first names,' Lame threw at her
mother as she went into the kitchen.

Mrs. Ferrers, shocked, stumbled over words as sie& tto
compensate for her daughter's rudeness. 'She tdossan it, you
know,' Lorraine heard her say. 'Take no noticenAla

Lorraine switched on the kettle and made the tea.

'‘Ah now," her mother bustled about as she tooktéagot from
Lorraine's hands, 'put the cosy on it, Lorrie. dgitvn, Alan. Here,
opposite Lorrie. Lorrie, pour the tea, there's arde

Lorraine managed to avoid Alan Darby's eyes fortmdshe meal,
but later, as they drank their tea, having nowletse to look, she
found her eyes wandering to him. She noticed tighair was so
dark it was almost black. She saw how his nostiidkened slightly at



the end of his long straight nose and that hisir@wvas square and
obstinate. He started on a cigarette and, to smodifiture, openly

contemplated her face through the smoke, with thsessrching,

take-apart eyes of his. She straightened her fEmtumto a mask,
giving him little to go on as he silently sortedahhgh her hidden
virtues and obvious shortcomings.

Beryl Ferrers was talking to Alan about his jobliefe was a break in
the conversation and Lorraine smiled slightly @ at him across
the table, 'We'll have to guard our tongues frow oo, | suppose.’
She waited for the eyebrows to rise. They did.

'‘Having a journalist in the house,' she musedf &gking to herself,
'Is a bit like being "bugged"—having a hidden mpmone buried in
the flower vase, or under the carpet. Like,' shatwa, anticipating
with relish the reaction of the man opposite, 'hgva spy in the
family.'

She knew she had drawn blood by the minor explostuoh erupted
momentarily in those keen grey eyes. But she haddtoire the
skilful way he hid his annoyance. It was only hys®that gave away
his feelings. They blazed for an instant like a sldering fire which
had had petrol thrown on it. Then all was as aslbefore. The eyes
narrowed until they could hardly be seen.

‘Miss Ferrers, of course, has known many jourrgiistier time.'

‘Journalists?' Beryl looked at her daughter. 'Yeuever known any
journalists, have you, Lorrie?'

'‘No—er—no, | haven't exactly—known—any." She flusls the
gleam in those eyes. 'Thank goodness,' she addiedwsmile. 'No,
my acquaintance has merely been through their wdhlesrubbish
they fill the papers with.' She settled back in ¢tteair and met those
eyes squarely. 'l spend most of my days, Mr. Dairiyyng to undo



the damage which newspapermen do to the English
schoolchildren.’

She warmed to her subject, feeling not in the lelaied by the frost
in the face of the man she was addressing. 'Theatistic garbage
which people imbibe every day with their morningp@es is so toxic
that it eats at the roots of the English langudgedental decay.’

Her mother gasped. 'Lorrie! How can you say sucdhgdl’ She
looked at Alan, appealing for his forgiveness. &ak notice of her,
Alan. She's a teacher, you see,' as if that exgdiaatl her daughter's
faults and waywardness. 'She teaches English ajitls&school in
the town.' She whispered behind her hand, 'Betweamand me, it's a
bit old-fashioned and stuffy. Needs some new blesgecially at the
top. Time that headmistress retired, she's makirigeateachers like
herself.'

'l doubt,’ said Alan Darby, looking pointedly atrka@ine, 'if the new
blood is needed only at die top.' He rested hisvedon the table and
eyed her with distaste. 'lIt seems to me, Miss Fgrrénat your
approach to the whole subject is much too fastsliaad narrow. |
might tell you that the majority of people, and éam the majority,
like reading that "journalistic garbage", as youl ¢d He smiled
slightly as he tapped ash into the ash-tray.nialy say so, that very
expression smacks of the "journalese"” you so despie seemed to
enjoy seeing the girl opposite him squirm unconaoly in her seat.

‘Don't judge others by your own rather snobbishddiads,’ he went
on with a flick of contempt in his eyes. 'We jodisis have to cater
for the rest of the world, not just the likes otuyavith your superior
mentality. Open your eyes, Miss Ferrers, look adoand you'll see
that there are many ordinary people with ordinatgllect who want
to read about everyday things in everyday words.’



Lorraine flushed. 'It's obvious,' she spat out,deoa't speak the same
language Mr. Darby, so--'

He cut in, disregarding her bad-tempered outbM#tere English is
concerned, you can't shut yourself away in an itovwyer and turn
your back on the changes that are taking placendrgu. I'm

horrified that you, as a teacher, should evendrgd so. You can't
keep on for ever speaking and writing in the stiiermal language
of the past.’

For some reason Lorraine could not comprehend;riisism stung
her beyond endurance. She started to clear awagishes. This
discussion is pointless. I'll tell you here and ri®he raised her voice
as though she were about to make an earth-shattel
pronouncement, 'l regard journalists as the higpast unskilled
workers in the county. | rate their job as beingreless important
than road-sweeping. That at least clears awayuibi@sh and doesn't
create it!'

She swept from the stunned silence into the kitchehsomehow she
couldn't take much pleasure from her Pyrrhic vigt&he had an odd
feeling that she had hurt herself as much as sthéaind her enemy.

Lorraine and her mother usually got up late on @yadbut that
weekend they both rose early. They had yet to lderhabits of their
paying guest and until they did, decided to feeirtlway. Lorraine

cooked his breakfast and took it up on a tray.s$bed on the landing
and waited for him to answer her knock. He wasngdressed and
let her in with a brief smile. She put the traytba table.

'l have a message for you from my mother,' she, salking like a
child who had learned the lesson by heart and wasrepeating it
parrot-fashion. 'She insists that you must haveysvag you want



and that you mustn't hesitate to ask for somettiitigere's anything
missing."'

He gave her an odd look and she caught the cofreesmile as he
turned his head away. 'l see. And are you goirggt@s my waitress,
my provider of all that | need?' She began to stisipee seriousness
of his expression. Those take-apart eyes had tuoveards her and
were at work again. '‘Because if so,' he contemglatr old grey
stretch slacks and loose-hanging blouse, 'l sheddna secretary,
full-time, of course; a fact-finder to do backgrauresearch for me
and someone to answer the telephone. Then therealhardhe
humdrum housewifely jobs such as sewer-on of baftsameone to
keep me tidy, do my washing ..." his voice tailéigl 'er—and so on.
Among other things,' he added with a gleam in gsse'Odd,' he
smiled with mock surprise, 'l've almost talked nifygs&o taking a
wife," his sideways glance was intended to provakiing no man in
his right mind should ever do.’

Lorraine knew she was expected to smile, so shebditit was a
tight-lipped affair. His expression closed down aheé knew he had
written her off as a hopeless case.

‘Thank you for cooking my breakfast," he said, ingnaway, and
somehow she felt like a schoolchild being dismis$enn the
classroom.

The morning passed quietly and she gathered herand her notes
for school, and tried to get herself into the rifjfatme of mind to
tackle a new term.

'‘What time is Hugh coming?' Beryl asked when theyemvashing
the lunch dishes.

'Oh, the usual. Threeish.'



‘Going out?"

‘Doubt it. | feel lazy, probably reacting in advario the start of a new
session at school. | always hate the first dajnefautumn term. So
much fuss over details.'

For Hugh she combed her hair, then pulled it bagiktly from her

face and retied the ribbon. She changed into & gkd clean white
blouse and put on lipstick to bring a touch of colto her face. She
peered at her reflection and for the first time waguely dissatisfied.

There was something missing—no animation, thatitya® life, no
charm. Her mother was right, she told herself. pteanness did show
in her face. And she knew that all the cosmeti¢eénworld could not
make up for what was lacking inside her. She ougHte feeling
happy that Hugh was coming. Her eyes should bamghicheeks
glowing, senses heightened. She thought about Hfaghhaired,
stolid, pleasant-looking and comforting. She kndwnt why her
pulses never wavered from their steady beat evemk kissed her,
which was not often.

Alan was in the kitchen, talking. He smiled as laome passed him, as
if offering a peace token, but she didn't smilekbd#vhen Hugh
comes,' she told her mother, 'we'll sit in the gard

Beryl nodded and explained to Alan, 'Hugh's Lorarboy-friend.
He's a teacher at the same school:’

Alan asked Lorraine, smiling and still trying to pnove relations
between them, 'Does he teach English, too, ane stoarr dislike of
me and my kind?"

'‘No,' Lorraine answered, looking at him sourly.é@tstry's his line.’



'‘Ah, then I'm probably not such a villain in hisegyas | am in yours,
with your puritanical approach to your own subjede leaned back
against the kitchen table and smiled irritatingWery respectable
profession, teaching. Unexciting, dull, routine amd times,

soul-destroying. In the end, teachers become hleg tbccupation,
dull and too respectable for words.'

Lorraine swung round to face him. She didn't likenow he had
turned on her those weapons of attack and proarcathich she had
used on him. 'Better to be those things, Mr. Dathgn downright
lying sensationalists like you and your—your brethr Anyway,

what do you know about teachers?'

'l can only go by those I've met, and in my jole lbome across quite
a few. And I'm talking to one now, aren't I? | @ereason to alter my
opinion of them even—or perhaps | should say espgetafter
meeting you.'

It was a statement which was plainly meant to enb#r to anger, and
it succeeded, but she held it in, although someémfist have seeped
through into her eyes because her mother said, 'bidm down,
Lorrie, he's only teasing, aren't you, Alan?'

That smile grew to maddening proportions as he tleétm and
returned to his room.

Beryl chided her daughter, 'You really shouldng¢apto him like
that, dear. He's our guest, after all.'

'‘Paying,' she put in nastily, but her mother wemt o

'‘And he's really such a nice boy.’



'‘Boy?' she snorted. 'Boy?' There was nothing bogisbut that man,
with his too-knowing eyes and his deliberately cghiapproach to
everything.

‘Yes, dear,' her mother went on mildly, ‘once yeti@yer his funny
ways and get through to him, he's a nice boyd yolu before, he was
a quiet lad when he was younger.'

Lorraine shrugged. She went outside to get tharfgldhairs from
the shed and placed them on the lawn facing theShumwas sitting
in one of them when Hugh came. He bent down ars®liser on the
cheek.

'Hallo, Lorraine.' He lowered himself into the ahbeside her. 'Just
met your paying guest. He was going to post arleagd was coming
in. Nice chap he seems. We chatted for a few m#nute

"You chatted? What about?"

'Oh, this and that. Surprising how much ground gano cover with
some people in the space of a few minutes.'

' don't like him.'

Hugh was surprised. 'l can't see anything about tandislike.
Intelligent too—for a journalist.'

Lorraine responded at once. 'l do see what you /n&aa said, eager
to be on the attack and justify her strong feeliogslie subject—so
strong in this case that they even surprised hkey're confidence
tricksters. They're like scavengers. They're alw#ysking for
trouble. They feed on the refuse of other peofiles. They dig up
everything that should be decently buried.’



Lorraine could see Hugh was trying to stop hersis® followed his
eyes and jerked round to see Alan standing behand Hher heart
bumped guiltily, and she tried to read his expssthe couldn't. He
was holding out her knitting.

"Your mother said you wanted this.'

‘Thank you." She hoped she sounded cooler tharfefihéBut she
could not understand her embarrassment, as uatiinbloment, she
had felt no qualms at all about hurting him. Intfabe had wanted to
keep on hurting him and never stop.

Hugh jumped up. 'Sit down, Alan,’ he indicated ¢thsir. 'I'll get
myself another.'

'‘Good heavens, no, Hugh, thanks all the same. Wtiuldeam of
interrupting such a cosy, domestic sort of teteete.'

His smile held a touch of derision and Lorrainevded as he walked
away.

‘Alan? Hugh? First names already?' she asked.
'Why not? He suggested it.'

Lorraine experienced a ridiculous stab of jealoasgrlaid with a
curious sense of regret at having rejected theashtmcall Alan by
his first name like everyone else.

That night, when Lorraine went up to bed, Alan Aaedmother were
on the landing. 'So you were actually in Fleet &®eBeryl was
asking in tones of awe, as Lorraine passed theth®mvay to her
bedroom.

'l was.' He named a well-known national newspdpesra sub-editor.’



'So this new job will be a big change?’

‘It will. A pleasant one, too, | hope, without thieesses and strains
involved in working in Fleet Street.’

‘And what will you be? A sub-editor again?'

'‘No. News editor, so this job represents promotitdiave to feel my
way from the big stuff on the national level to thig-town type of
gossip.'

Lorraine couldn't resist joining in as she stoothatbathroom door in
her housecoat. 'You sound very condescending, Mrby) How, |
wonder, could you lower yourself to cordewnto this level? Why
did you leave Fleet Street? Couldn't you make tadef’

He flushed with anger. 'No doubt you will choosé taobelieve me,
Miss Ferrers, but | couldn't stand the rat race.’

Lorraine smiled patronisingly. uiteunderstand.'

He tightened up at her tone of voice. The look &ieegher made her
whole body tingle as she remembered with a shaidr housecoat
was semi-transparent and that the clothing she waaring
underneath could hardly be described as adequaalied into the
bathroom and told herself that her cheeks werenlbt the steam
rising from the bath-water.

They were still talking when she came out of ththlvaom twenty
minutes later. She called goodnight to them bathphbly her mother
answered.

Lorraine had to go up through her mental geardame herself into
top speed for the new term. After the summer vanait was never
easy to get into the right frame of mind and tarstit seemed harder



than ever. There were other things on her mind obtigem being the
continuing and more than irritating presence ofrether's paying
guest.

She managed to put him out of her thoughts as gifieed into the
school, but not for long. The, first words that fe¥nd Ann greeted
her with in the corridor just after assembly wéelrdgar you've got a
lodger." « Lorraine pretended to wince at her waakirke description
of the paying guest. 'Don't call him that, Ann.d4#&p quality, didn't
you know?"'

Hugh, who was standing beside her, said, 'l dow@tkwhy Lorraine
IS so sarcastic about him. I've met him and | csggtwhat there is to
hold against him.’

'l dislike him on principle. But it's not only thatle's overbearing
and—and rude, and thinks far too much of himself.

‘Now you make me more eager than ever to meet Aim,'declared,
smoothing her lank, too-short hair and whipping dffer
brown-rimmed glasses. 'l may be getting a bit long the
tooth—older than he is, probably, but these dayt, avbit of clever
plastic surgery, what does that matter?'

They laughed and Hugh said, 'l think Lorraine mushg out the
worst in him.'

‘Thanks for the tip, Hugh," Ann replaced her glass&/hen—and
if—I meet the man, I'll remember to butter him uwp anly | can.
Anyway, Hugh, it doesn't sound as though you neeatywl| doubt if
you've got a rival there.'

Hugh laughed shortly; 'No. Pleasant though the israh



Lorraine started to protest, but Ann said, 'Now nowugh went on,
'He's definitely not Lorraine's type, nor,’” he ledk at her
thoughtfully, 'would she be his.’

Lorraine felt absurdly annoyed. 'Why, what's wrevith me?'
‘As far as I'm concerned,' Hugh answered slowbt, viery much.’

‘Not very much?' Lorraine felt bewildered, becathseanswer should
have been 'nothing'. It implied that even Hugh—esatiependable,
undemanding Hugh—thought there was something wwatigher.

‘Alan Darby would want something much more—soptedéad,'
Hugh persisted, 'more—more..." He sought for thghtriword.
Lorraine supplied it.

'‘Polished?"

Hugh nodded and Ann saw Lorraine start to briSlee intervened
quickly, 'Now we're skating over slippery groundnere anything
could happen. So let's veer off it fast before terapise.’

‘Time for my class, anyway.' Hugh left them andrhore and Ann
parted.

All through the day, as Lorraine taught one grotipatoolgirls after
another—qirls in all stages of development, from ylounger ones
who giggled and whispered, to the sixth-formers wthoher relief,

were more serious and intelligently alert—she thwedpout Hugh's
remark and it rankled badly.

'Stiff and starchy," her mother had said. "Yoummess shows, dear, it
shows in your face.'

That evening at home she stared into her dresalrig-mirror. For
the first time ever, she badly wanted to do somethabout it.



‘Twenty-six years old and looking all my years amare,' she thought
with dismay, staring at her unmade-up face anddddgack dark
brown hair.

She studied her features in detail. Firmly archgebeows, not a
badly shaped nose, reasonably good mouth. Andylesf?eBlue with
long curling lashes. Spoilt, though, by a withdraawd lonely look.

Her mother and Alan were out. She went into herhexd bedroom
and picked up her cosmetics one by one. After arfemutes, she
congratulated herself on having used them with cendable skill
for a novice.

The startling result of her efforts made her lobtha clothes she was
wearing. They hardly went with her new image. Tome; she
promised herself, swiftly counting up her moneye sould go after
school to the shops and bring her wardrobe upte da

It was Hugh's remark, she told herself, which hadienher come to
such a decision. It had nothing whatever to do whth man now
living in their house.

Her mother came in unexpectedly early and caughtame the
landing. 'Lorrie, my dear, you look marvellous! ¥dace—you've
borrowed my things?'

'You don't mind, Mum?"
‘Mind? Dear, I'm delighted. Where's Alan?' She é&abpn his door.
'He's out.’

'‘What a pity. I'd have liked him to see you likatthHe was only
saying the other day...'



"'l wipe this stuff off." Lorraine didn't wait tdnear Alan Darby's
disparaging remarks.

Her mother turned on her coaxing tone. 'Leave idear, at least till
he gets home.'

Ignoring her mother's plea, Lorraine went purpo$efinto the
bathroom.

'‘Oh, all right," her mother gave in, 'but you céways borrow my
stuff any time you want, Lorrie.'

Alan came home after Lorraine had gone to bed. I&erd him
talking on the landing. Her mother asked him howiked his new
job.

'Fine,' he answered. 'l feel stimulated insteddhalf dead as | used to
at the end of the day.’

'Lorrie's in bed,' she heard her mother say. Thenlswered her
voice and Lorraine knew Alan was being told abartgession with
the cosmetics. 'How could she let me down like Zh&brraine
fumed, almost in tears, 'treating me like a chithé heard Alan laugh
and gripped her pillow in two soft bulging handfulever again, she
swore, would she put on a speck of make-up, nat égstick. She
had to get even somehow with Mr. Alan Darby.

Nevertheless, the next time Hugh called, she badoaer mother's
cosmetics. She put on a new pair of blue stretabksland a pink
sleeveless blouse and she had to acknowledge libeg tvas a
decided improvement in her appearance. When sheddiugh in
the lounge, his head jerked back and he lookearaas though he
had never seen her before.

‘You're different,’ he said. 'What have you done?'



'‘Nothing,' she answered carelessly and turned 4reay his stare."
She felt embarrassed, encumbered by his interest.die had made
him notice her, she wished she hadn't.

But if she had not done it for him, then who el3e--
Impatiently she grabbed her knitting and droppéd an armchair.

'Did | tell you,' Hugh said, opening the newspaged sitting on the
couch, 'that | met Alan in the town after schodtgeday? We had a
cup of tea together and | discovered he's gotreistor radio to sell.'

'He's out,’ she said shortly. 'He's out almostyeegening. | haven't
seen him for days.'

‘Never mind. If he comes in before | go, I'll haarguick look at it
then. I've been wanting one for months, and hé&kn@squite a
reasonable price.’

During the evening, Lorraine made some tea, thatimmeed with her
knitting. Most of her dates with Hugh were speke lihis, all of them
uneventful and dull. She had never questionedfdrbebut now that
Hugh was apparently beginning to regard her as songemore than
just an extension of the armchair she was occupyhg began to
realise how much was missing from their relatiopshill the same,
every time she caught him looking at her, she vdgberversely that
he wouldn't.

Hugh lifted his head and listened as the front @pened and closed.

'It's only my mother," Lorraine told him, but hetgp and went into
the hall.

‘Hallo, Alan," he said, 'nice to see you. Come in.'



How could Hugh invite him in, Lorraine thought aigrwithout
asking her first?

Alan stood in the doorway and although Lorrainetkap knitting,
she knew his eyes were on her. At last she lookeaha caught his
sardonic expression. She knitted again furiouslgllWhat had she
expected? Admiration?

'I must surely be interrupting--' There it was agdine mockery, the
half-hidden amusement.

‘Lorraine,’ Hugh indicated the teapot, 'would theee. ?'

She put down her knitting and stood up. 'I'll getip and saucer.' She
looked at Alan and hoped her look froze him. 'Swvd, Mr. Darby.
Make yourself comfortable.’

‘You're very kind,' he said, with malice in his #&niHis eyes did a
speedy piece of research all over her. When shenext and poured
out his tea, he was reclining on the couch nekiugh and they were
talking.

Lorraine handed him his cup. 'Sugar, Mr. Darby?'

He smiled his baiting smile and said, 'Oh, plebsds,of it. The more
the better.' Lorraine knew he was not referrintheowhite crystals in
the sugar basin.

Her restless fingers clamped on to the knittinglieseand she did her
best to look relaxed and unconcerned. Those probimgytical eyes
wandered from her to Hugh and back again and aigunasy shadow
flickered and faded as he turned to Hugh and $aadyour subject's
chemistry. How do you like teaching?'



Hugh shrugged. 'I'd like it better if it were a mik school.
Concentrated "girl" gets a bit much at times."'

Alan laughed, 'Now that's something I'd never caimphbout!’

Lorraine thought of her mother's remark, 'He's fonehe girls.' She
made a mistake in her knitting and tutted madlyjctvhbrought
Alan's attention back to her.

‘And you, Miss Ferrers, you've taken to teaching la duck to
water?'

'l chose my career, Mr. Darby. It wasn't forcedroa. | like the
routine, the regularity...'

He nodded. 'The well-ordered existence, the dtoljdsunexciting
approach to life of your colleagues, the pagesadés from which
you never deviate, the unimaginative presentatiogoor subject
which it never occurs to you to vary. Row on rowbafjht kids, full
of potential, all being conditioned to accept wihaty're being taught
without question.'

She flared. He had turned the tables on her. Heangsdoying her
tactics of direct positive attack so effectivelyedklIt she could have
stuffed her knitting into his mouth until he chokgast to stop him
talking.

'‘What do you know of a teacher's life?' she chgkelh thoroughly
aroused. 'We teach children things we know to be &nd accurate
and which will be of use to them in later li@edon't search in life's
dustbins and bring out putrefying matter and fata@own people's
throats like you do.'

His smile was slow and without warmth. His cold €gppraised her
flushed cheeks and over-bright eyes. 'Your critngsare, as usual,



emotional and destructive. Like many people, yoailewed your
opinions to be shaped almost entirely by prejudio@ ignorance.’

He went on, not allowing her to interrupt, althowite tried, "Your
attitude to the press is not uncommon. But what wsua teacher of
English, should know is that reporting is not mgrelriting. It's
highly specialised. It's the seeking out of podesignposts to the
future, in present-day events. It's up to the jalishy with his so-
called "nose for news", to discover such secretd, ihnecessary,
draw attention to them.’

‘What you're trying to say,' Hugh 'said in his skashion, 'is—seeing
tomorrow in today.'

'‘Now that," said Alan, drawing a pen from his pdcked scribbling
on a piece of paper, 'sums up very nicely whatdmie

'l don't care if you are convincing Hugh, you'llvee convince me,'
Lorraine declared, annoyed with Hugh for joininge tenemy.
'Reporters are always searching for "angles" aref-emphasising
trivialities, and this has the effect of distortismrcalled "news" out of
all proportion to its real importance. In other @®rthey're out to fool
the public.’

Alan shook his head pityingly. 'I'm sorry for thiel& at your school.
It's quite unfair to give them such a biased, miesmed teacher.'--¢

Hugh laughed, trying to ease the tension. 'If yoowt careful, Alan,
she'll be throwing something at you.'

'‘What, Miss Ferrers lose control sufficiently tdhaee like a normal,
uninhibited human being? Never!'

Hugh laughed again, but it was an uncomfortabladoivly my, you
two do love each other! And on such short acquag#atoo. Let's



change the subject before you both declare opefargaAbout that
transistor radio, Alan ...

'Yes, of course, Hugh. It's in my room. Come angehalook at it.'

Hugh followed him quickly to the door, almost asugh he were
eager to be out of the hostile atmosphere. 'Be baok,' he called
over his>_shoulder.

They went upstairs, still talking. Lorraine stayader chair, beside
herself with fury. She knew that if she had notrbéerious, she
would have cried, and that would have been ridigstlo

Hugh did not come down again until it was time fom to leave.
Lorraine went into the hall and noticed Alan halfwglown the stairs.
Hugh raised his right hand and said goodbye to mirhis other hand
he held a transistor radio with loving care. Hes&Lorraine's cheek
absent-mindedly. She had the feeling that if heldesh called upon
to kiss the radio, he would have done it with farenfeeling.

She closed the front door and heard Alan callgdftbrraine?’

She stopped in her tracks at the sound of her ndmeame down to
the hall.

'I'm a peace-loving creature. | hate war, espgciaithin a family.’'
He held out his hand. 'Shall we call a ceasefire?'

Family? How dared he insinuate that he was a meopftibis family!
Lorraine ignored his hand. 'Goodnight, Mr. Darl®he walked away.

He took a short, sharp breath and strode up tivs stahout another
word.



CHAPTERIII

LoRRAINE and Alan ignored each other after that. Even & bhd
smiled at him, which she had no intention of doisigs felt he would
have pretended she wasn't there. At least, she hetdelf, they
couldn't quarrel if they didn't even speak.

She returned to her old ways of dressing and tezdhir back more
tightly than ever. She had arranged to go for &wath Ann one

Saturday afternoon. Ann arrived dressed in herstldithes and
Lorraine wore her old slacks and an anorak thasead better days.

‘Where's this lodger you keep grumbling about?'

'Sh-sh, paying guest, Ann dear, not lodger! It'goad thing my
mother's in the garden and can't hear you. Anywey,regards
himself as one of the family now, and so does M8he natters to
him every time she sees him. Sometimes she hap afdea with
him, sometimes he comes down here. When he dgssup to my
room until he's gone.'

'‘My word, he must be a ghastly type if that's tlieat he has on you.
| gather he's out, since you're speaking so fraaktut him?'

'He is out, as usual. When he's not, he spendsshef the time in his
room. Or on the phone.'

'‘Any—er—feminine appendages, any women in hisife?

Lorraine shrugged and struggled with a tight feglinside her.
'‘Dozens, probably. Shall we go?'

Lorraine called to her mother that they were legviBhe was half
asleep in a garden chair and making the most airtbelievably fine
spell of September weather. Ann waved to her aag went out.



The bus stop was only a few minutes' walk away thedbus took
them as far as the entrance to a semi-cultivated grathe outskirts
of the town. The deep green turf gave softly undeir feet and they
wandered between the trees and climbed the hyare at the view.

Lorraine experienced again the buoyant feelingft af the spirits
which that hilltop always gave her. Standing thegy&s sweeping the
landscape for many miles around, she felt a seingeaxe which for
some curious reason she badly needed.

She looked below at the people climbing up and ddo&gain. She
frowned and caught her breath. One figure stood dill,
dark-haired, hands in pockets, head slightly ben¢ffort, came a
man striding slowly, purposefully upwards.

‘There he is,' Lorraine said urgently, her fingempgng from inside
her anorak pocket. There's your man.'

'‘My man? Tell me where, quick, before he passebyrfer ever.'

'He's coming up the hill." Lorraine looked roundff swith fright,
seeking cover. 'Can't | hide somewhere?'

Ann looked at her queerly. 'Why do you want to Ride he
dangerous or something?'

He was too near now to take evasive action. Hesbad them. What
would he do? Lorraine wondered feverishly. Nod go@n his way?
Ignore them or stand and talk? She saw the flashoofgnition in his

eyes. She willed him to go past, but obviouslywérpower was too

weak. He stopped. 'Good afternoon, Miss Ferrers.'

It was the first time he had spoken to her for d&8ise nodded,
avoiding his eyes. She introduced him to Ann, cibmeeluctantly.



'‘Ann, this is—er—our pay—our guest, Alan Darby.d+4aying with
us.' She stopped, thoroughly confused by the amersieim his eyes,
then realised she hadn't finished. 'Er—Mr. Darhig ts Ann Palmer,
a friend of mine.'

As they shook hands, Ann raised quick astonishetreys. Then
she smiled. 'So you're Mr. Darby? | understandrgoajournalist.'

'l am.' He glanced at Lorraine, a smile hoveribDg. I take cover?'
"Why?'

'‘Don't tell me you can't see my cloven hoof, notntention my
horns?' Lorraine hated the smile which creaseddus. 'I'm sure
Miss Ferrers hasn't minced her words when shedfesdt about me.
She hardly spares me to my face, so | can't belghe is less
uncharitable behind my back.'

Lorraine forced herself to smile sweetly. She knewould give
effect to the tartness of her words. 'What makas sm sure | even
think about you, Mr. Darby, let alone talk aboutiyb

He pretended to shiver. 'l asked for that!

Ann was plainly charmed by him. They strolled aldimg ridge, Alan
between them, and he was saying, 'You're a teatbey, Miss
Palmer?'

‘Yes, I'm one of Them. Unfortunately, I've beertha game so long,
I've grown like Them." She looked at Lorraine. '®atch out,
Lorraine. Make your stay in the profession as saspossible. It sort
of seeps into your bones. Someone called it "theh@f the chalk".
Once you get it, it seems to leave its mark foréve



''ve got it already," Lorraine said carelesslyskAMr. Darby.
I'm—how did he put it?—dull, humdrum and too respbte for
words.'

‘You have a good memory, Miss Ferrers,' the mamedser said
softly.

'‘When things rankle, Mr. Darby, they tend to stidken she realised
just how much she had given away. Dismayed, sHestbap to see if
he had noticed. He had. Victory flooded his eyesafgplit second,
then died away like a light being switched on affdoa dark room.
She felt she hated him more than ever.

By the time Lorraine had recovered her balancay&® chatting to
Ann about modern art. 'lI've got press tickets lherdpening of an art
exhibition in the town. | was thinking of going ak, but I'd be
delighted if you would come with me.'

Ann glanced quickly at Lorraine, but her hesitatwas so slight it
passed unnoticed. 'You know, I'd love to, Mr. DarAye you sure
there's no one else you'd rather take? Lorraimengtance?’

He glanced distastefully at Lorraine and she fldsif@ood heavens,
no. | don't want to be quarrelling all the eveniNg, there's no one
else I'd rather take, | assure you.'

So they discussed a time to meet. 'I'll take yoa toeal. Would you
like that?'

Ann stopped in her tracks. '‘But—but it really ddesmatter...'

He was not listening. He was running through theemof possible
eating places and mentioned one as being espegalbg. He
suggested a time and Ann agreed, thanking him pebfu



‘Not at all. I'm sure | shall enjoy your company.'

He went on his way without a backward glance atdioe, and Ann

turned large eyes to her. 'You little so-and- sseging him under
your hat! What do you mean by telling me all thbes about him?

He's a dish, dear. He's swept me off my feet. Meyeadvanced age,
and with me spectacles an' all"’

‘You're only thirty-three, Ann. Younger than he ise's thirty-six, if
you want to know.'

'‘When you think of all the fabulous females he mbate in
tow—and he asked me out! This calls for a new dress

The tight knot inside Lorraine was there again aothing she could
do would untie it this time. 'l mustn't be jealoushe told herself,
'‘because that would mean | cared, and of coursa't dare a damn
for that man.'

She could not enjoy the rest of the walk. She fouacelf straining
her eyes for a sight of his tall figure and calleztself a fool. She
knew she should be glad he had gone, and had ootdrered them
with his presence for the rest of the afternoon.

While her mother cooked the Sunday lunch, Lorrapesad her
folders and papers over the dining-room table argared notes for
the class she took at the local technical collegerye Monday
evening. She had been doing it for the past twosyaad found the
extra money it brought in very useful. She enjojeddo, liking the
more liberal atmosphere of the college. It waseaghnt change from
the cloistered, shut-in feeling the school gave s@netimes. She
liked the students, who got down to work willinglpd without first
being chided and pushed by the teacher.



Alan usually had his lunch in his room, but it seelthat this time he
was having it with them. Lorraine heard her motheite him to join
them and he accepted in a pleased sort of voice.

Lorraine served the meal while her mother did #tlerig. Beryl was
rarely lost for words and for once Lorraine wasdgleler mother
turned to her.

'Did | tell you, dear, that James is taking medaun this afternoon?’

James Cornish was Beryl's employer. He was a wid@nd they
seemed to be on friendly terms these days. Somém®wdea upset
Lorraine, although she knew it should have made ¢lad.

'Everyone's got someone,' she thought childisklyen Ann now.
But I've got Hugh, haven't 1?'

'‘Are you going out, Alan?', Beryl was asking.
, Probably. There's someone | want to see whoisiomt weekends.'

Lorraine forestalled her mother's question. 'ltevaly day, so I'll sit
in the garden and do nothing.'

‘A lazy afternoon, Miss Ferrers?'

'Yes." She frowned. 'Dull, ordinary, unexciting—andery
respectable, like me.' She knew she sounded dulitythat was how
she felt. She could almost hear his smile, andrgidner teeth inside
closed lips.

She heard Alan leave the house soon after lunclwvhie her mother
was changing, Lorraine took out the two- piece ssuinshe had
bought for her holiday with Ann in the Scilly IsleShe had never
dared to wear it either before or since, becausastbrief, a brilliant
red and, to her, a little too eye-catching. Shd&éaboat it for a long



time, trying to make up her mind. She glanced detsit the warm,
Inviting sunshine and came to a decision. Why ghotthe wear it?
There would be no one to see. The neighbours orsideewere too
old to care, and on the other, too newly marriadiiariove to notice.
She knew Alan was out, so there would be no neadifrom him.

She put it on. The mirror showed her someone stdiyhlenew. She
met her mother on the landing. 'ls it too briefsear in the garden,
Mum?'

'‘Of course not, dear. Don't be so shy. Other giren't. You look
lovely in it. You're really beautiful, Lorrie, whegou take the
trouble.'

She put her arms round her mother. "Your flattelgtsely and
Mum-like. It makes me feel good to hear it.'

'It's true, Lorrie. It's not just because I'm yowsther.'
‘Anyway, you look very nice too. Where are you ggih

Mrs. Ferrers was vague in her answer. 'Oh, a raresdere. | may
not be back until after tea. You don't mind gettyogir own tea, do
you?'

Lorraine told her to go and enjoy herself, thengbread out a tartan
rug on the lawn and stretched out on it, facingnbese, because the
sun was in that direction. Lorraine thought she tmhes/e slept,
because something disturbed her. She opened hey ysed her
head and looked round. She knew the house was emgtgecided it
must have been someone next door closing a windeevpbit on
sunglasses and opened her book. She was so absgorbslde didn't
hear the footsteps until they were almost upon &ke dropped the
book, sat up and stared into Alan Darby's facegtisises masked his
eyes and the expression in them. Lorraine snatoffelder glasses



and promptly replaced them. She did not want hiree® her eyes,
because they would give away her feelings, andatrhoment the
strength of them terrified her.

She wished he would go away. She wished he woyld@aething,
do something, anything to end that stiff hard sieenShe groped
madly for something to say.

'I—I thought you were out, Mr. Darby.'
'l was, Miss Ferrers. | came back.'

She was imprisoned by her embarrassment, the vgblsvanted to
say were impounded by her lips. Then he spoke adrile was
edged with broken glass. The words seemed to dguexzskin.

'‘Dull, Miss Ferrers? Ordinary? Unexciting? And veryery
respectable? Ithat outfit?'

She tried to break the barrier imposed by the dettdenses which
hid his eyes. She failed. He walked away, but anfgw yards. She
saw that he had placed a chair on the - lawn, §athie sun. He sat
down, opened a book and said,

'l take it you have no objection, Miss Ferrers? Yimother gave me
permission to use the garden whenever | liked.'

'l can hardly go against my mother's wishes, Mrrtbahowever
much | might want to. You are, after all, her guest mine.’

His fingers stiffened the merest fraction, as ifwaild have liked to
force her to swallow her words, then he relaxedntnde had taken
off his jacket and removed his tie and his shirswpen to the waist.
He sat still for the rest of the afternoon.

Lorraine turned on her front and opened her boaknag



She tried to concentrate on the words in frontexf but found she
could not put him out of her mind. She read anceest one sentence
after another, but it was no use. She could na sakord of it in.

Now and then she stole a look at her companion.v&sepuzzled.
She could not see in him the loud-mouthed, haidkohg newspaper
man she had made herself believe he was. Thersomaething about
him, a professional quality, an intellectualism, @n of learning

which, she was sure, journalists did not usuallgsess. A quiet boy,
her mother had called him. And there he was, bdgdea quiet man.

Her prejudices, her preconceived ideas, her resgsritagainst him
were all crumbling away and taking her peace ofdhwuith them as
they fell. She knew then what was happening todmet she was
terrified. She had to get her thoughts back undwsrtrol. She
scrambled up, gathered the rug in her arms, picigeder book. He
raised his head and watched her, and the more tohedathe more
confused she became. Her heartbeats had her ligrtded and she
ran. She ran from the garden, she ran from himpimst of all, she
ran away from herself.

A few evenings later, she was making notes for sclahen the
doorbell rang. She thought it was her mother retdgrrfrom a
neighbour's house and wondered why she had nat thkeey.

It was Hugh. 'I'm so sorry, Hugh, | must have fargo--'

He shook his head as he stepped into the hall. Hon't forget,
Lorraine. I've come to see Alan. He invited metfar evening. Didn't
you know?"'

'How could 1? His private life is nothing to do Wwime.'



‘All right, all right. Don't lose your temper!'

She felt a bit ashamed. 'Sorry, Hugh. Do go upmidst be expecting
you.'

She returned to the dining-room and tried to wdhe doorbell rang
again. Was it her mother this time?

'‘Does Mr. Alan Darby live here?'
Lorraine answered the girl on the doorstep. 'Hesdoe

'‘Oh good. | thought so. He's expecting me. My nanhdargot
French. I'm a colleague of his. You must be—Missréfe? He's
spoken about you.'

Lorraine nodded and watched as Margot's eyes skated her,
taking in her plain white blouse and shiny browirtskYes,' said
Miss French, 'l thought you must be.’

Lorraine gathered from the girl's expression jusather colleague
had been saying about her. 'Do go up, Miss Fradeh-he already
has a visitor.'

'Yes, | know. He told me he would have someonestherwanted me
to meet.'

Lorraine opened her mouth like a fish, and shag#in because no
words would come out. Her eyes felt as though thene starting out
of their sockets, but by then Alan's visitor wasiast up the stairs.

Lorraine shook with anger and she scarcely hadcloot her pen as
she tried to write with it. So it was all prearradga cosy little chat
for three. Her boy-friend, Alan's girl-friend—andaf! While she,

Lorraine, sat downstairs alone, neglected and gghd8he heard the



laughter and the talking. She heard the glassekicdlgi and smelt the
cigarette smoke creeping down the stairs.

She remembered how she had looked, the girl clergot. Not too
tall, slim and elegant to her fingertips. She harowearing a
flowing white and black checked cape which almasteced a smart
black dress. A small black hat half revealed hdxaw hair and her
face scarcely needed the skilful make-up she hptiealto enhance
its beauty.

Beryl Ferrers returned and heard them talking. &&wded to make
'the dears' some coffee. 'I'm not taking it up. Murarraine told her.
'‘Hugh's up there.’

'‘Don't be like that, dear. It's only Alan beingefrdly. If you were
nicer to him ..."' She saw the fury on her daughfece and stopped.
She took it up herself and stayed with them forédse of the evening.

At last she came down, followed by the others. Beafled out,
‘Goodnight, Hugh.'

Lorraine went into the hall, thinking she wouldttie same. She was
just in time to see Hugh disappearing into the desk with his arm
round Margot's shoulders, his ' face laughing dowm hers.

They drove away together in Hugh's car. Lorrairekém up to the
landing. Alan was standing there, smiling his slowating smile.-

'She's attractive, my girl-friend, isn't she, Misrers? You'd better
watch out, or your boy-friend will be losing hisdmeto her, and then
you'll be losing him.’

Lorraine took a deep breath to steady herself. ififris feelings
about me are as fickle as that, then—then she @aa lmm!" She ran
back into the dining-room and to her horror, shesbunto tears.



Later, when the house was quiet, she dragged herséb bed. As
she passed Alan's door she acknowledged in herrtheait was not
Hugh she had been crying about.

Alan soon bought himself a car. He told Beryl hd kald his old one
before going to live there. When he knew they hgdmage, he had
decided to buy another car.

It was long, low, cream-coloured and fast, and Aas the first to
sample it. Alan called at her digs to take hehw®adrt exhibition and
she told Lorraine afterwards that the car was braswl.

Lorraine heard her voice in the hall when he braouggr back with
him. She went out to greet Ann and saw how attracthe looked.

'‘New dress, Lorraine." Ann turned like a fashiordelo'Had a super
meal,' she whispered. 'Now he's giving me adripke gave a broad
wink. ‘Coming up?'

' haven't been invited,’ Lorraine answered, heicevoflat, and
returned to the lounge to watch television.

She watched, but she didn't see a thing. Her thsugére clattering
around her head like beads in a baby's rattle.cBbkl see his plan
now. She had refused his offer of a truce and rfeewes paying the
penalty. One by one, methodically, sadisticallywas taking away
her friends.

The television swam and distorted in front of hges and she
switched it off in despair. She said goodnighteéo tmother and went
to bed early. She didn't even hear Ann go home.



Next day at lunch-break, Ann told her all abouTtie meal had been
wonderful, the art exhibition fun, but most of sitle had enjoyed the
chat in his room.

'He's so entertaining, Lorraine. You should ask hinout his job
some time. Have you seen a copy of his paper &tely

'l never read it. It's arag.'

‘It isn't now. He's done wonders. By the way, Hé toe there'll be a
photo of him in it today. You know, new boy and thiat, hot from
Fleet Street.'

Lorraine made a silent note to avoid all eveninggpasellers on her
way home. Ann's next words nearly sent her skatargss the room.
'I'm going out with him again, Lorraine.' Ann loakguilty when she
saw Lorraine's face. 'Sorry, dear. Would you ratheéidn't? Am |
letting the side down?'

Somehow Lorraine managed to smile in spite of #ieqgf almost
physical pain which hit her body like a bullet. €furse not, Ann. Go
and enjoy yourself. Where's it to be this time?'

'He's got four tickets for an audio fair in Londdéte's invited Hugh,
because he's keen on radio, and a girl called Margoming, too.'

Lorraine's pain turned into searing anger, butrshraged to mask it
until Ann had gone. That afternoon she swept irgo ¢lass and
turned in scathing fury on anyone who stepped olme by making
the most insignificant mistake or making the slegttnoise. The girls
curled up under the lash of her sarcasm and theéynbaer scurried
out of the classroom so gladly as they did at titeaf her lesson that
day.



On her way home she bought a copy of Alan's p&ber took it up to
her bedroom, tugged the pages over one by oneslnetisaw his face
looking up at her. She seized some scissors, slioedd the
photograph and lifted it out. She was on the poinscrewing the
piece of paper into a tight ball when unaccountaiblg stopped. In
spite of herself she gazed at his face, saw theedreyebrows, the
good mouth, the strong jawline and the keen eyssh& looked, she
saw again the elusive quality which had tormentdlimat day in the
garden. The quiet man was caught by the camestikl unsmiling
and tantalising in the integrity of character whithevealed, and
slowly, surely, her anger died. Gently and withniré care, she put it
into a drawer, deep down where no one would find it

It was Lorraine's turn to do the cleaning. Sheatdidrotation with her
mother, but somehow she had always managed taigef oleaning
Alan's room, either by ‘forgetting' it so that nesther had to do it, or
by refusing outright to go in there. That evenimg mother went out
so she had to face it.

She put on slacks and an old blue sweater anddappdlan's door.
She willed him' to be out. He was in. He openeditha and scowled
when he saw the cleaner.

'If it's not convenient--' she said, and turnedyawa
'‘Oh, come in and get it over.'

She dragged the cleaner into the room and lookaadrdOh, it's not
too bad. Not as untidy as | thought it might'

‘What did you expect? Empty whisky bottles all ovee place?
Ash-trays piled high with cigarette stubs? Womemwatr the floor?'



'Yes.'

'Sorry to disappoint you. Next time give me notdearrival and I'll
see what | can do.' He shrugged into his jacket.gbing out to my
car.'

Lorraine dusted and cleaned and tidied up generAllyshe was
leaving, Alan returned. 'Finished? Thanks.' He dlimmself into a
chair. His smile was deliberately provocative. 'Ni@xe, before you
come, I'll fill the room with women.'

‘That shouldn't be difficult for you.'

'‘No, it shouldn't. My diary's full of their namesdaddresses.' He
leaned his head back and looked at her throughldwa#red lids.
‘Women,' he mused, 'shall | tell you what | do witem?' He dragged
out his words for greater .effect. 'One at a timket them into my
garden, through the little gate. | let them grohitaand flower a bit,
then, when they're in full bloom, | pluck them oulte - made a
pulling movement through the air with his handd'ahrow them
away, like weeds.' He dusted his hands and liftedhtto clasp them
behind his head. With sardonic eyes he watcheddagtion.

One by one her muscles tightened. She said, thrstiifiLips, 'Oh
dear, | shall have to warn Ann, won't I?"

He frowned. 'Ann? You'll do no such thing. Ann andnderstand
each other perfectly.'

'So,' she thought, 'another door has slammed shuoiyiface.' She
knew she was asking for trouble, but she couldogt Berself saying,
in an uncertain sort of voice, 'What— what woulduydo about
someone like me?'



His face grew into a papier-mache mask and his elgsed down.
*You?You?l wouldn't even let you into my garden.’

By the time he had finished speaking, she had cahgown on all
her muscles. The only thing that slipped the net laax bottom lip,
and that trembled uncontrollably. She turned andtveéndly from
the room.

The following evening, Hugh called. He seemed tadioe to have
been avoiding her at school, but when she invitedhome that day,
he accepted at once.

The evening followed the usual pattern. Lorrainettéd, Hugh
skimmed through magazines. They talked now and dheweryday
matters. She felt the heaviness between thematheof spontaneity,
the absence of even a single spark of feeling. Bhenremembered
his expression as he had looked down at Margogvkaing he took
her home. She recalled his response to the gntl®wbted charm,
saw again his arm round her shoulders, even thbadtad only just
met her. 'He's known me for two years,' she thoughkerably, ‘and
I've forgotten the last time he kissed me on thetmo

She knew then that it was over. She put down hetirkgpp and told

him so. She spoke haltingly, stumbling over the dsoiShe spoke
with humiliation, knowing that in having to say thet all, she was
really admitting to herself that, as a woman, she @ dismal failure.

At first, Hugh seemed upset, then relieved. Logaimade some tea
and they drank it. Then they shook hands and HeighShe sat for a

long time staring at the hearth, seeing nothingabse her eyes were
turned inwards in a searching, ruthless attempéklitexamination.



There was a tap on the door. Automatically and eutimoving her
limbs from their lifeless droop, she called, 'Camé

Alan opened the door and stood there regarding@RBr.I'm sorry. |
thought | heard Hugh's voice.'

‘You did. He left ten minutes ago.’
She knew the bleakness was still in her face.

Alan frowned. 'What's the matter? Has somethingegomong
between you?'

Lorraine answered dully, 'There was nothing to gong. We were
friends, nothing more.'

He sat sideways on a chair and contemplated heowlgr 'Yes, |

know what you mean. Every time he came, you sat lamited,

invincible, inviolate, with as much warmth and matism about you
as a piece of marble, while he sat and read therpAf purely—and
| mean purely—platonic.’

Her sense of failure deepened as she listenedrt@ahd she curled
her toes to trap the tension which gripped herhat ftightening
accuracy of his words. She answered sullenly,dlf ynust know,
yes.'

He said softly, cruelly, his words as toxic as poed arrows, 'And
you should have seen him responding to Margot.'

She picked up her knitting and flung it down agadiere's no need
to rub salt in the wound,' she choked. 'No neexdl At

He ignored her anger and went on as though shedtapoken. ‘And
now you're all alone.' The exultation was unmistéé&a'No man in
tow, no--'



'Yes, all alone,' she cried out. 'All alone. Thatswvhat you wanted,
wasn't it? What you were aiming for? Well, now yauSucceeded
youcan leave me alone, can't you?'

He could hear the tears in her voice and see tipelbssness of
failure in her eyes. Quietly he closed the dooriehim.



CHAPTER 11

BERYL's friendship with her employer, James Cornish, seetode
blooming.

'‘He'd like to meet you, Lorrie," she told her daeglone day. 'You
don't mind that I'm getting so—friendly with him?'

‘Mum,' Lorraine kissed her cheek, 'I'm delighte@t &s friendly with
him as you like. Only give me good warning when yaant me to
move out and find myself a flat, won't you?"

'‘Don't be silly, Lorrie. I'll always want you here.

But Lorraine knew there would come a time whenwbaldn't. As

the days went by, she felt increasingly isolatéflietyone has
someone,' she thought petulantly, ‘except me.vi&seglad she had
her evening class at the technical college to kespnind occupied.

One evening in October, her class at the college eli@nged to a
different night for one week. As she took thettifthe third floor, she
tried to remember the number of the room which Ibeeh set aside
for her class.

She collected the class register from the heacepfdment's room
and walked along the corridor peering through tasgpanels of the
doors, hoping to recognise her own , students.cahee to the end
classroom and glanced in quickly. She looked arsgdone and

caught her breath in disbelief. Surely it wasnam\Darby lecturing

to a class of students! 'lIt's my stupid imaginatishe chided herself.
'I'm haunted by him wherever | go.’

Then, to make quite sure, she looked again and khatimhis time
there was no doubt about it. He was there, he @asand judging by
what he had written on the blackboard, he was tegcEnglish.



English! Only propriety pre-vented her from thrusting oplea@ door
and bursting into the room to denounce him as @ostor in front of
the students.

Anger snapped at her heels like a bad-temperedlitte way back
along the corridor. She found her students andoggs®d for being
late. For the remainder of the evening, her mind gyt in two. Half
of it gave a reasonable, if mechanical lectureherfinglish language.
The other half seethed with indignation that théege authorities
had been fooled into taking on to the part-timéf stanan who was
completely unqualified to do the work he had beegaged for, a
newspaperman, a journalist who was incapable dindelthe
difference between good English and bad.

It did not occur to her that she might meet him whksses closed,
so she was quite unprepared for the sight of hintha head of
department's room when she returned the classteegide was
pulling open a drawer in the desk and pushingdusster inside.

Lorraine's instinct was to turn and run, as thoslga were the one
who had no right to be there, but he lifted hischaad saw her. Her
heartbeats seemed to halt for an agonising monfemt raced crazily
as his surprise turned into something else—disdarefj perhaps, at
having been found out?

'Hallo, Miss Ferrers.' His voice was even, congwllHe seemed
guite unabashed.

'‘Good evening, Mr. Darby,' she replied levelly.

She walked over to the desk and he moved backii§lighallow her
to push her register into the drawer on top of firen they looked at
each other as if uncertain what the next move shai!

Alan broke the silence. 'Would you like a lift haPhe



No explanation, no apology, just a casual offea nfle in his car. His
self-possession and his impenitent attitude algoatied her into an
angry refusal, but she changed her mind.

‘Thank you, yes,' she answered, making her togeradescending as
possible. He raised an eyebrow and a flick of ammesé touched his
mouth as they left the room together.

They walked in silence down three flights of stairgl out into the
college car park. They drove home without exchampgirword and
when Alan drew up in the driveway, they both got ofithe car
together.

Lorraine took out her key and opened the front dédéan followed
her into the hall. Then he spoke.

'‘Well, Miss Ferrers, your silence has been eloqueat with it. It's
obvious something's eating you. What crime haweamoitted now?'

'‘Crime? You're so right, Mr. Darby.' Her eyes, tgdiby the strength
of her feelings, blazed into his and she becameaous at the same
time of a feeling of relief that she could at lésk her anger out.
'‘What | should like to know is this. Are the cokeguthorities aware
that they have on their part-time staff an impqgséoteacher who is
completely unqualified to do the job for which gaod faith, they are
paying him? Someone, in fact, whose sole qualibocafor the
subject he is teaching is that he earns his liggdabbling in
journalistic trivialities and petty gossip--'

He took her up, brows lifted, contempt and amuserhghting for
possession of his eyes, 'And whose prime occupatidife is to
pander to the uneducated majority of the populatmal in so doing
reduce the English language to the level of inesiéind words of one
syllable? lii other words, me?'



'Of course. Who else?' She tried not to be frighddoy the crouching
anger which sprang, tiger-swift, into his eyes.

'So what do you intend to do about it? Turn infarPi@enounce me?"'

She attempted to meet his challenge, but her egeered and fell
beneath the derision in his. Then his eyelids dedognd his voice
became liltingly soft. "You really are a first-ctalsitle bitch. There's
no other word to describe you.'

She raised her head and saw the relish in his silleight, Miss
Ferrers, go ahead, do your worst, then report backe. I'll be
interested to know what the college authoritiesehiavsay when they
hear your denunciation of me.'

He strode up the stairs, stopped half-way and conan again. ‘No,
I've changed my mind. I'll save you the trouble.’

'You mean—you'll tell them yourself? You'll resign?

‘No, | will not resign. I'll tellyousomething instead. Stand here, Mis
Ferrers.' He grasped her arm and moved her foraibtler the hall
light. 'Here, where | can see your face.'

She was puzzled by his gloating expression, theipation of
pleasure on his face. She was not puzzled for long.

'l, my dear Miss Ferrers, am better qualified tixan are.’

As Lorraine opened her mouth to protest, he heldisghand. 'Be
quiet, please, | haven't finished.' Her frown dewokas he continued,
speaking each word with loving deliberation, 'Fouyinformation, |
hold a University degree. If | chose to do so, Liddbe entitled to put
after my name, every time | wrote it, M.A. (Oxoin)other words, |
read English at Oxford University, graduated withtfclass honours



and stayed on to qualify for my higher degree.' dt@led with

diabolical satisfaction. 'Yes, | thought that woblahg the colour to
your cheeks. That's why | wanted to watch yourtreacl wanted to
watch you squirm with embarrassment, as you're doimg.' He

advanced towards her, hands thrust into his jgqoekets. She tried
to stammer out an apology, but he did not givetherchance.

He stood, rigid and menacing, directly in frontef. 'l ought to force
you to retract every single charge you've madenatane, every
miserable calculated insult and accusation youik@an at my head
ever since | set foot in this house. In fact, |loitg make you grovel,’
he growled out the word, 'at my feet and pleaddagiveness.'

She opened her mouth for the second time to aEspgut all that
came out was, '‘But—but why...?"

'‘Why keep it quiet? Why not tell the world? Because my
profession—yes, I'm talking about journalism—in profession,"
he ground out the word for greater impact, 'it waotl do at all to
flaunt my academic achievements in front of my&adjues. They'd
either look upon me as an insufferable bigheadioomd me out of
my job as an inexperienced, unqualified academasing as a
journalist and,’ he narrowed his eyes dangerousligeaquoted her
own words back at her, 'quite incapable of doirggjtip for which, in
good faith, they are paying me.' He smiled nastitgnic, isn't it?
Paradoxical, almost, considered in the light ofyall've said about
me. So | play it down, that University backgrouridrone.'

Conscious now that she was at a complete disadyaatad that he
had undoubtedly gained the upper hand in theirttioglship, she
stammered, 'But why—why, with such a good degr&kyau...'

He cutin, 'Why did | become a journalist? Why didipursue a more
learned occupation? I'll tell you.' He took outigacette, and with
irritating slowness, kindled the flame of his lightand drew on the



cigarette before he spoke again. She watched ki @movement,
still unable to believe all he had told her. Henleh sideways against
the end of the banister rail, and contemplated hisr,expression
revealing that he was still enjoying her look ofiildered defeat.

‘Straight from University, | went into teaching. ¥’ Ithought that
would surprise you. But after a couple of yearglaily grind and
keeping naughty little boys in order, | couldndrdd it any longer. |
couldn't stand the stifling, restricting atmosphefean obsolescent
school whose very building was an anachronism.uldiot tolerate
the narrow outlook of my colleagues—people like \Wdiss Ferrers,
who didn't hesitate to moralise at length on subjeite beyond
their knowledge and comprehension. People whoylke refused to
let the fresh air of new ideas into their subjectd teaching methods.'

He lounged against the banisters and watched heswig as she
groped for the support of the wall behind her.

'‘One day, Miss Ferrers,' he blew a cloud of smotatds the ceiling,
"'l give you a lesson—in how to teach Englishe tnglish of the
latter half of the twentieth century. In fact,’ $mmiled and his mind
stroked a pleasing thought like a hand caresskigem, 'in fact, you
could come to the college next week and sit inhenécture | give to
my evening students. You might pick up some vakiiots to help
you, not only to improve your own knowledge of Esly) but also to
enhance your own teaching performance.'

He swung round and was up the stairs in a few esdrideaving
Lorraine limp and stupefied, leaning sideways agjaime wall.

Lorraine said to Ann in the staff room, as they eveating their
sandwiches during lunch-break, 'How's your heart?'



She started. 'My heart?' She searched madly roendls, pressed
her fingers left of centre and sighed with relidfs still there,
hammering loud and clear. You had me worried, love.

Lorraine said, long-sufferingly, ignoring her ldtjoke, 'Perhaps |
should have asked, how's your affair going?'

'‘Now you've got me excited, and that's bad for ragrh Tell me,
what affair, and who with?'

‘Alan Darby, of course.'

Ann hooted with laughter. "You can't be seriouser€s nothing in it,
love. Discount all rumours.'

'‘But he told me you understood each other.'

She frowned, considered Lorraine's words, then, sldich, I'm not
sure, but | think | know what he means.'

'S0 you're just good friends?'
‘No, not even that, dear.’
‘Then why does he keep asking you to go out with?hi

Ann stuffed half a sandwich into her mouth and adlkhrough it,
fluffing out crumbs all over her skirt. 'To be hahel suspect
I'm—er—a sprat to catch a mackerel, as they s&g'Bushed the
crumbs away thoughtfully.

'l suppose you mean you're the bait to lure MaFgench into Alan's
net?'

Ann swallowed hugely and reached for her vacuuskfl&Could be,
could be.’



Lorraine persisted, 'So he's using you to make btgeglous?’

She couldn't keep the dullness from her tone aml ldoked at her
shrewdly, but all she said was, 'Could be' threesi over.

'Incidentally, Lorraine," Ann went on, 'you knownl'going to the
audio fair in London tomorrow? It'll be an intrigng situation. | don't
know whether I'm supposed to tag along with Huglpantner our
tame Lord Beaver- brook. I'll have fun watching ttveo men
scrapping over the fair Margot. I, no doubt, wid landed with the
boy who didn't get the girl.'

‘Do you mind?'

‘Mind? My dear girl, I'll relish it. I'm fire-procit my age. | never was
the marrying kind, you know that. | love the odahpp boy, and
adore handsome men in the flesh, but my adorationldvnever
stand the test of marriage. So don't worry aboutAliehe same, I've
bought myself a new outfit. I'm damned if I'll Itadam Margot
make me feel like a left-over from a jumble sadé eyed Lorraine.
‘Incidentally, go thou and do likewise, love. Trgaurself to some
new clothes. Take advice from Auntie. Don't let igalf turn into a
frump, Lorraine. You might regret it all your lift. takes a woman
like Margot to make us also-rans conscious of @wdiness. | mean
it." Her face was serious.

'If you say so, Auntie, | might do just that.'

'‘Good.' She stood up and crumpled her sandwichr paipeed for the
waste-paper basket and hit the target. 'The sdbadyetter. I'll make
sure you keep your word.'

That evening James Cornish, Beryl's employer, dalethe house.
Lorraine met him in the kitchen. She judged thatMas in his early
fifties, perhaps a year or two older than her motHe was slim and



his greying hair sprang spikelike from his scalfs fdce was creased
with laughter lines and he seemed to possess ar@dity which
encompassed and cherished whoever came into comitichim.
Lorraine was not surprised that her mother had grismd of him.
He took Lorraine's hand and refused to let it gbl she had kissed
him on both cheeks. Then he kissed her in the szameHe held her
away from him, praised her lavishly and with blatiattery and put
his arm round Beryl's shoulders.

‘A daughter to be proud of," he said, and they amgbhd warm smiles.

As they left the house, their pleasure in eachroiltaes there for all to
see, and Lorraine had to quell a rush of selfgitgtrong it made her
sway like a tree in a gale.

Ann was the first to arrive at the house next ngnit was Saturday
and she was going with the others to the audio e went into the
dining-room and showed Lorraine her new pale bluie s

'New shoes too?' Lorraine asked.

‘Yes, dear. And gloves and handbag. And | wontt wasil you get
yourself something decent to wear, too. Just Idokoa, all frump
from chin to the end of your big toe! And why you pull your hair
back like that, Lorraine? Wear it loose, do youradavour.'

Lorraine drew in her lips. 'Not on your life, AnNot even for you.
My hair stays as it is. Who is there for me to makeself nice for?'

'You'd be surprised," Anil muttered cryptically,igg into the hall.

She went upstairs and soon after that Margot afridellowed
closely by Hugh. Lorraine heard them upstairs lauglover their



drinks and it was half an hour before they camerdd®he stood in
the hall and watched them, unaware of the wistikgne her eyes.

First came Margot, impeccably dressed, tiny whtetbpping a trim
green and white outfit. She turned at the foohefdtairs and put out
her hand to Hugh who was following her. Then cama And, last,
Alan.

He had something in his hand and he crossed thlshnd in front
of Lorraine. She looked at him questioningly anddoed her eyes.
He was holding out a book which appeared to behert@¢aching of
modern English.

'‘Occupy yourself reading that, Miss Ferrers. Inotd#y, it's
returnable.’

She took it from him as though he were handingtherkoh-i-noor
diamond. She thanked him and hoped that he coeltheegratitude
which she tried to put into her eyes. She thoughtiast have done
because when he turned away, his smile was—almastiyk

As they proceeded down the path to the gate, Mavgstholding one
of Hugh's hands and one of Alan's. Her sophistica@ivete left
Lorraine breathless with admiration. 'How does sleit?' she
wondered, battling with a feeling of inadequacy athithough
usually dormant, had been prodded into wakefuligs#largot's
overwhelming self-confidence. She felt intenselgrtiiner own lack
of charm, her too-serious disposition which couklier hope to
attract the interest or the love of any man.

She took a crumb of comfort from the wry look whidhn threw
over her shoulder. She saw the broad wink and yles éurned
upwards, but in spite of that mock despair, Lomamew that Ann
was enjoying herself. She closed the front doankhad to be the odd
one out at home rather than tagging along behmatiners like Ann.



That afternoon Lorraine went to the town, drewrgéasum of money
from her savings account and ransacked the departsteres for
new clothes.

The following day was Sunday and Lorraine feltinge to get away
on her own. After lunch she called from the froabd 'I'm off to the
park, Mum.'

Beryl came from the kitchen. 'You look nice, dddike those pink
trousers. And your jacket. It's chunky-knit, isittt They're a good
match, Lorrie. Where did you get them?"'

Lorraine told her the name of the department store.

‘How much?' her mother asked and when Lorraine b&ld she
whistled. 'My, when you make up your mind to do stimng, you do
it big, don't you? But I'm glad. It's more thaméi you had some new
things.'

‘It was Ann really,’ Lorraine laughed. 'She madeasieamed of my
old things. There's not much left in my savingsoaicd, though.'

‘Never mind, you'll soon build that up again.’

A door closed upstairs and Lorraine realised Alaistrthave heard all
they had been saying, but for once she didn't care.

' 'Bye, Mum. Have a good time with James.' She watand closed
the door behind her.

Lorraine was glad to find that the park was almestpty. She
climbed the hill and walked along the ridge, bresghdeeply and
filling her lungs. This was good, she felt, thissveeedom. This was
fresh air she wanted to toss down her throat likéage wine and



imbibe to the point of intoxication. Her eyes dramkhe rise and fall
of the distant hills, drew back nearer home to itezdittle at the
creeping menace of urbanisation.

As she stared around, hands clasped behind hair@aft flying
overhead droned its long-drawn-out and unmistakalgigesage. "You
are a-lone," it seemed to say, 'a-lo-one for tkse éyour life." She
walked, hands pushed down hard into her pocketkirg idly at odd
tufts of grass. She knew she had to face it, sedgrow reconciled
to the fact. Others had—Ilook at Ann: She seemegréber her
solitary state now. 'The difference is,' Lorrain&ltherself, and the
thought struck her like a sudden blow, 'l love aarhBut other lonely
people might have loved at some time, too, hopglessourse,, like
her. If they had recovered and become resignessmd, never
winning, against more attractive women, then sdccshe.

It was the end of October. She lay down under & teafless now,

stark and stiffly branching to the sky. Despitedfternoon sun, weak
and dull gold, the air was chilly. She rolled orhir front and bent
her legs behind her, kicking them up and downdilohild. She took a
few dead leaves in her hand and crushed themmdedtiem fall in bits

to the ground, brushing off the last clinging pedeom her palm.

Then she raised her arms, folded them to formlewpénd rested her
cheek on them. She lay there for a long time ifggépeace.

Footsteps were climbing the hill. The tread washfand deliberate.
Those feet knew exactly where they were going.\@lied them to

go past and leave her alone again. She wanted mparty but her
own. She could have cried out when they stoppedibéer.

'Miss Ferrers?"

It could not be, it mustn't be ... Her head jerkeandlike a puppet's
and she took in the heavy shoes, casual trousdnoagh jacket, the



high-necked sweater and the face above them athuse unsmiling,
looking down at her.

‘Nice day,' the lips said. She nodded. 'Warm ferttime of year,' the
lips persisted.

She shivered and nodded. Anything to make him iggthang to stop
him shattering her hard-won peace of mind, anyttongake him, of
all people, stop tormenting her and leave her alone

He threw himself down beside her and rested ondimw. She
rolled away from him and tore at unoffending bladégrass with
restless, sadistic fingers. Her tongue was ropetlegtight, never to
move again. She felt her inadequacy more than #wem, her
inability to communicate with any member of the ogipe sex,
especially this one. She had nothing inside hehtrm a mail with
her talk, to move him to laughter at her empty @raino way of
looking at him to make him want to touch and loee.h

As she lay there with Alan beside her, she expeedmgain that
desolate feeling that, as a woman, she was a rhisefalure. She
had nothing to give any man. He must surely seé nba, she
thought, so why didn't he go? She heard a movebesite her and
stiffened, but he had only moved to he full lendthey were still for
a long time.

'‘Why are you treating me as though | were invistble
She rolled round to face him, eyes open wide. 'Vdbatou mean?'
‘Aren't we on speaking terms?’

She shook her head. 'l just couldn't think of amgho say.'



'Oh, | see. Well, let me rack my brains for inspa. I'm not usually
lost for words.' He scratched his head elaborataly, | know. Did
you have a look at the book | lent you yesterday?'

'Yes, thank you, | read it.’

He raised his head. 'You mean you finished it, fomwver to cover?'
'‘Well,' she felt defensive, 'l had nothing elsel®o

‘You were on your own all day?'

'‘Except for going shopping, yes.'

He was silent. She couldn't tell him that she hadttyp well
re-stocked her entire wardrobe, using the savings &ad
accumulated so painstakingly over the years.

'‘What did you think of the book?'
'l liked it very much.’
'Good. We must talk about it some time.'

Lorraine knew he didn't mean it. She knew his psamwvas a thing of
the moment, that he had no intention of keepinghere could never
be any interchange of ideas between them, becaubkadshut her
out. 'You?' he'd said. 'You? | wouldn't even letiyon.' His 'garden’
was so much out of reach, it might as well havanbed=den.

They "lapsed into silence again. She lay back ledsiih.
‘Your turn.'

She turned her head in inquiry.



"To talk.'

'Oh, | see." She laughed. 'Well—er—how did you erifte audio
fair?'

'Fine, thanks. Ann walked so far she said she waatéake her feet
off.'

Lorraine laughed again. 'Yes, that sounds like ABhe paused, then
asked, 'Margot?'

'Oh, she would enjoy anything. She has that treimesndapacity for
giving, and in life you usually only get back whatu give, in the
long run." That was so true, it silenced Lorraithdnave nothing to
give,' she told herself, 'so | get nothing back.'

‘Half-way through,' he went on, 'we swapped pasther

She laughed.

'‘What's so funny?'

‘Next best thing to swapping wives.'

'‘Ah yes.' He rolled over towards her, and shetlfgt his face was far
too near. 'Does that idea appeal?'

'‘Wife-swapping?' She shook her head emphatic&lfinitely no.’
'So if you ever married, you'd stick to your manlite?’

'If he was a good man, yes. But the problem willare arise with
me. I'm a hundred per cent certain I'll never mdiny not composed
of the necessary ingredients.’



He stood up. 'lIt's time we went.' He took her hand hauled her up.
She would have moved away, but he stopped herh&hss rested
Lightly on her shoulders and she wondered what && gwoing to do.

He looked at her face, devoid of make-up, then bead his hand to
the back of her neck. With a quick flick of the strhe had untied the
ribbon which was pulling her hair tightly back frdrar face. Her hair
fell down to her shoulders and over her cheeks pBhap an agitated
hand to push it back, but he stopped her.

'‘No, no, don't touch. Leave it like that. Permahenitie pushed the
ribbon into his pocket.

'Please let me have that back.'

‘Not on your life. No girl should be as unkind terelf as you are.’
They walked down the hill. There was nothing marsdy.

‘You aren't exactly a chatterbox, are you?'

She took offence and showed it. 'If you don't kg company, you
can do the other thing. I didn't invite you to &gng.'

'‘Prickly as a hedgehog, too.’

'I'm sorry | can't produce the scintillating corsegron you desire to
amuse you and keep you charmed and interestet¥lakgot does.’

He said nothing, but Lorraine was sure he was sgjilivhich goaded
her still more. 'You forget I'm just a dull, respdde old
schoolmarm...'

A hand was clamped over her mouth, and she neiiytd it in her
fury. Instead, she prised it off and ran away.



As soon as she arrived home, she searched in adfawanother

ribbon. She found a red one and pulled her hak bgbter than ever,

trying it securely into position. She sat on het,lieying to gather her
scattered wits. She felt disturbed and restlesatWhs happening to
her? Where was that peace of mind she had disabwdriée she was

on the hill?

As she went on to the landing, Alan reached theotdpe stairs. He
looked at her hair and narrowed his eyes. Shedyjaadds him to get to
the stairs and he allowed her to do so. There was\vement at the
back of her neck and her hands shot round in @gtige gesture. The
ribbon had gone again. Furious now, she turnedhbhgrswinging
round her cheeks.

'‘Give me back my ribbon!'

He held it high and out of reach. 'lt's mine,' &gnted, 'my prize.'
The blood in her veins was scalding her. 'l shally &ind another.’
'I'll take that, too.'

'I'l—I'll pin it back into a bun, with hairpins.'

‘Then | shall just have the pleasure of removirattone by one.’
She blazed, "You think I'd just stand there angadet?'

"You wouldn't be able to stop me. —er—have my rod#h' He went
on softly, 'And who said anything about standing?'

His malevolent grin roused her to a fury she hackenéelt before, a
fury which took possession of her and was beyondcbetrol. She
moved up to him, raised her clenched fists andestao pound his
chest. He gripped them and held them away fromamcdlaughed in
her face. She wanted to use her teeth, her feat, @l him with her



fingernails, anything to get even with him. Shedrto free herself,
but the more she struggled the tighter his holdabec Tears of
frustration blinded her.

Then she came to her senses. She drooped. He rlegoheShe

mumbled an apology and walked down the stairs.kBbev that she
had almost crossed the threshold into unchartesl aed she was
terror-stricken at the strength of the emotionh&e aroused in her.
He went into his room, her ribbon still in his hand



CHAPTER IV

LORRAINE was marking essays in the dining-room one evewimgn
Alan walked in uninvited. 'Busy?' he asked.

‘That's obvious,' she snapped.
'I'm very welcome, aren't I?'

He stood beside her and she grew taut. He bentheveshoulder and
started reading the essay she was marking. Shgivan it almost
full marks. As he read, she felt a hand moving dwar hair which
was hanging loose round her neck, because sheinad gp the
fight.

She shook the hand away violently and he lookedndatnher and
laughed. He knew exactly what he was doing. Sheeska change of
tactics on his part. She guessed that the phaselafing her from all
her friends had passed. 'Now," she thought bittérl/s tormenting
me at every opportunity.’ To have him close wasrtte in itself. It
was a feeling so new and so worrying that she dicknow how to
handle it. Every time he approached she becantahle and there
seemed to be nothing she could to about it.

‘That essay—you've given it a high mark.'
‘Yes, because | think it deserves it.’

‘Who wrote it?'

‘A girl in my class.' She named her.

'‘Know what I'd do with it? I'd get a pencil—thusé took hers from
her fingers and ran it through half a dozen wolasq thus,' before
she could stop him, he had done the same to twiree sentences,



‘and I'd hand it back and tell her to rewrite ke flung the pencil
down. 'I'd sub out the lot. It's atrocious.'

Her hand was shaking with indignation. 'Now lookiet mess you've
made.' She took up a rubber and tried in vainasesthe thick black
pencil marks. 'l wish you'd mind your own business.

Instead of taking offence, he drew up a chair. 'Wliseanother one?'

She put her arms protectively round the other éxeltmooks. 'You've
no right to touch these. It's my job to mark thewt, yours.'

‘All right, | promise not to put pencil to paperlth@ugh the
temptation to do so will be overwhelming. Now wiylbu please let
me look at them? It's years since | read adolesmatpourings like
this. It'll be good for my soul to refresh my membHe held out his
hand pleadingly. 'Please? I've promised.’

With considerable reluctance, she passed the fideaks to him. He
drew his chair nearer the table and closer to lioefs. She moved
away slightly, but he merely closed the gap. Shexkine was doing it
for the purpose, so she gritted her teeth and rmadeelf stay put,
with his arm pressing against hers. When she ctusdand his
nearness any longer, she started to inch away .a8atrhe hooked
his foot round the leg of her chair and she wasrisoped on that
spot.

'‘Keep still,' he ordered. 'l can't concentrate witlu fidgeting like
that.' He read on. 'Ah, now this effort is gooce'tdrned the page and
saw the low mark she had allotted to'What?You're out of your
mind, woman. This is good stuff.’

'‘Good? It's terrible. The grammar's shocking, tlaag must have
originated in the gutter, she breaks all the rules.



, , 'But look at it. The language is good up-toedatingent stuff. It's
written in the modern idiom and it's language ewagyis using all
around you, only you're too deaf—wilfully deaf—tednr it.'

'‘But everyday speech is not the language of Engistays. The
construction is far too loose, too slovenly--'

'l tell you, this is good. It's not stilted andigfred bare of originality.
This girl's obviously resisted with all her stremgite deadly hand of
the orthodox teaching methods you must have beginglthem with

like out of date medicine. I'd give this girl a jab a junior reporter
any time she liked to apply.'

He began to read another. 'That statement is iecioior a start. Don't
you teach them to get their facts right? It's ohéhe first rules of
reporting.'

'But teachers of English don't deal in facts. Wal eéth imagination,
well-expressed opinions--'

'‘Opinions? But you have to give them the facts teetioey can begin
to form their own opinions.'

She shook her head, now quite out of her depthbtifjhten up their
work too much, if | give them ideas which are tdmltenging and
essay subjects that are too thought-provoking amuicdl, their
parents would want to know why. They would cal decline in the
school's educational standards, and twist thingsd@omehow so as
to cast doubts on the teacher's morals.’

‘Then you'll just have to educate the parents, wani?' He read a
few more essays then pushed the pile aside. 'Yeatment of these
literary efforts tells me all | want to know abopdgur prowess as a
teacher of English. It's nil. You've obviously reaé rule book from

cover to cover and you haven't got the guts to bddgn those rules



one iota.' He turned and looked at her flushed &saough she were
an interesting exhibit in a museum. 'You're on¢hofse creatures |
left teaching to get away from, because | coulstiaihd their bigoted
unreasoning minds.'

She banged her fist on the table, unable to erfdsgrovocation any
longer. 'Will you go out and leave me alone?' Hdfrsonfidence was
ebbing fast, her well-established ideas on thehiagcof English

were losing their identity and being churned up indwn about like
ingredients in an electric mixer.

'‘When I've finished.' He smiled at the hostilityhar eyes and saw
something across the table. He stretched out hid &ad picked it up
before she could stop him. '‘What's this? An arficlde saw the
writer's name and grinned diabolically. '‘Ah, a pidry the English
teacher herself. Now,” he rubbed his hands, ‘tlisuld be

interesting.'

‘That's my contribution as editor of the school amge.' She tried to
snatch it from him, but he caught her hands and telm prisoner.

Then he threw back his head and laughédu—the editor? That's
the story of the year.'

She tried to tug her hands away. 'l haven't givam yermission to
read it.'

‘Haven't you? Never mind, | didn't ask.'

He started to read it and she slumped beside hanteléased her
hands immediately. She held her breath while he it¢a the end. He
put it down and she looked at him , expectanthell®/

He turned sideways and hooked his elbow over thk bahis chair.
‘Well. What can | say?'



'Is it—is it terrible?’
He laughed at her anxiety, her child-like plearfassurance.

'Yes,' he said, reaching for her pencil, 'it'sibder But that's only
what | would have expected. But,' he offered hemuanb of comfort,
'some of the ideas are good.'" The pencil hoverezt tive first
sentence. He looked at her, eyebrows raised. 'May |

She nodded, holding herself in and wincing in adeaat what that
pencil would do to her precious editorial.

'Yes, you need to be worried,' he said, withoukilog at her. 'When
I've finished with this, you won't recognise it.'

She watched him work. She watched his professemalsaw the
pencil delete, write in, alter the order of worslsprten sentences. She
watched the operation like a patient undergoingesyrunder a local
anaesthetic. She felt numbed and as she watchemrdbsings-out,
the cuts and the rude remarks he wrote in the mastie knew he
must be hurting her, but she didn't feel a thing+tiime pushed the
finished article across to her and the anaesthatre off.

It was almost unrecognisable, but she knew thetdtbeen improved
beyond measure. She turned her eyes full on hiimaatdhis gaze,
which was drawing back from hers with mock-anxietym |

forgiven?' He got up and went to the door. 'On sddhoughts, I'd
better get out of here before | have to ward ofither onslaught on
my person. I'm considering suing you for assautt laattery as it is.'

He grinned provocatively and went out.

* * %



Lorraine was getting ready to go to Ann's digshédp her with the
hem of a dress she was making. She was wearing/ dan&an skirt
and a white roll-necked sweater.

Her mother appeared at the bedroom door. '"Youdomice, Lorrie.

| told you you were a nice shape. That jumper shivedf." She

turned on her cajoling tone. '‘Borrow some of my exak, dear. Go
on, make the best of yourself while you're young.'

She didn't wait for an answer. She collected hamndation,
eye-shadow and mascara and took k to her daugidgerns Lorraine
used some of it—the eye-shadow and a new shadest€k. She let
her mother pencil in her eyebrows. Alan openeddb@ and Beryl
called to him,

‘Come in and see my beautiful daughter now, Alan.’

‘No, don't, Mum,' Lorraine hissed, but it was tatel He sauntered
into the bedroom and stood with a half smile watghier run a comb
through her hair.

‘Turn round, Lorrie, and let him see you propef®hé gave Lorraine
a gentle push and she turned.

His expression brought back to her the day he haddson the
doorstep for the first time. He looked her overtumghly, took her to
pieces and put her together again in the spacéwf aeconds. Those
take-apart eyes were hooded and unreadable. Lerfshed and
turned back to the mirror. She watched his refbecand he nodded
slowly. 'A metamorphosis,' he murmured.

Beryl looked at him uncertainly. "You mean sheanged a lot?'

'‘Beyond recognition.' He inspected at one glaneectintents of the
room, including the bed. 'Going out?' he askedalfsu



‘She's going to Ann's,' her mother answered far her
He looked interested. 'Give her my love, will yodH@ wandered out.

Ann welcomed her with a sweeping bow and praiseédppearance
lavishly. 'My word, Lorraine, you're a differentrgen. | hate to say "I
told you so", but I'm saying it all the same. Yeuaven a match for
our Margot nowadays. | mean it, Lorraine, so stogksg your head.
Any reaction from—er—certain quarters?'

Lorraine knew whom she meant and flushed.
‘Come on, tell Auntie. What did he say?"
'He called it a—metamorphosis.’

'He did?' Ann's face glowed. 'There you are. ldvé to, say it
again—I told you so."

‘Coming from him, it doesn't mean a thing, Annoudt if he's got a
streak of sincerity in him." As she made the stata@rshe felt a twinge
of conscience, because she knew it was not truépbsome reason
she desperately wanted to convince herself it iRayway, let's get
on with your dress. That's far more important.’

Ann stood on the table and turned slowly while bore pinned up
the hem to the required length. They had a cug®fand Lorraine
went home, leaving Ann to get on with her sewing.

She let herself into the house and heard musicrapifinom Alan's
room. She stood on the landing and listened. It thadNew World
Symphony by Dvorak and it was one of her favourifése stayed
there a long time. It was during one of the quiasgages that a
floorboard creaked under her feet. She held hethydoping Alan



had not heard but his door was flung open. He Id@®oyed. 'What
are you doing there?'

'I'm sorry, | was only listening to the music.' Steked away, but he
was after her and pulling her into his room bekire knew what was
happening. He closed the door, pushed her intoraohair and said,
through tight teeth, 'Now shut up and let me listen

Alan closed his eyes and Lorraine watched him.fbit® in repose
was serious and wholly good. He was there agaat gihiet man, the
man who disturbed and aroused her more than anyshehad ever
met. He opened his eyes and looked straight adiéhe were trying
to read her thoughts.

She turned her head away, resting her cheek agaitisthion. She
wanted to close the gap between them and throvelfiengon him
and tell him he must never let her go. She gripipedarms of the
chair and moved restlessly. The music was comiragntend and she
tried to lose herself and her wayward thoughts.in i

He turned off the radio and she started to rise,. tdn't go," he said. 'l
want to play you a record.' He pulled out his relqaayer. 'It's a very
different piece of music from the last. It's callddly love's like a red,

red rose". You probably know it." She nodded and/&et on, 'Robert
Burns wrote the words and | want you to take paldicnote of them.’
He smiled oddly. 'Their message should hold a speppeal for

you.' He lowered the disc on to the turntable atdtgoing.

The song was sweet and haunting and Lorraine éstertently to the
words.

'Is fair art thou, my bonnie lass, So deep in lowvela'

The strong clear voice of the singer filled thermoand Lorraine
closed her eyes, gripped by a longing she couldihaear.



‘And | will love thee still, my dear,
Till be the seas gang dry.'

She looked across at Alan and found that he waslsag her face

with a curiously intent expression. As she metdyiss, the strength
of her emotions shocked her. Swiftly she foughteagain control.

The song went on,

‘Till be the seas gang dry, my deatr,
And the rocks melt wi'the sun;

1 will love thee still, my dear,
While the sands of life shall run.’

The music ended, the playing arm lifted. The roass wtill. Lorraine
looked at Alan and found that he was looking at iéeir gaze held
and her heart turned over.

He broke the spell with the cynicism which stairesl next words.
'‘An example of your sort of morality. Devotion fde to the man you
marry.' He leaned forward. 'Let me hear you sagdin.'

Obediently and without understanding why, she regaethe words
he had put into her mouth that day on the hill.

'If | ever married, | would stick to my man ford#— provided he was
a good man.'

Alan nodded and sank back, satisfied.
'‘Why did you want me to repeat it?'

'‘Why? Partly because it's so rare to hear it fropo@ng woman in
this decadent age, and partly'—he paused —'soith#ie years to
come—if I'm still acquainted with you—I can remigdu of it and
keep you to it, when you're married to the manafrychoice.’



'‘And you're still tending the flowers in your gandéAnd plucking
them out when they're in full bloom.'

'‘As you say,' his eyes narrowed, 'plucking themiodll bloom.'
She lowered her voice. 'I'm glad I'll never beocaviér in your garden.'

His voice was equally quiet. 'No, you'll never hatt Obviously our
moralities don't dovetail at all." He smiled. 'Bubat else can you
expect? I'm a journalist, after all, and as eveeykmows, journalists
are immoral devils.' He grinned broadly.

She pulled herself quickly out of the chair, butdsne over and
pushed her down. 'Have a drink.’

‘Well, |--'

'‘Sherry?' He opened a bottle, poured from it artdapglass into her
hand. 'Don't look so scared. | haven't got desigms/ou—at the
moment.' His eyes were lazy. 'The idea appealsigthb He drank.
‘Just imagine the headlines—banner headlines—"Lrodgernalist
seduces drunken Girl Teacher". My word, what ay$téte became
serious. 'Tell me about your school.'

She told him, with only half of her mind payingeattion to what she
was saying. The other half was wide-eyed with askonent that she
was sitting there in his room, chatting to him asfniends had done.
And what was more astonishing, he actually seernedant her

company. No doubt he had been forced to choose ebetva

thoroughly boring, lonely evening—and his landladglaughter.

Obviously the latter had been the lesser of twisevi

'The school is ancient and traditional in outload)e told him,
'‘housed in an equally ancient building. Doctrinai@thodox



headmistress and almost' as old as the place'itdelfaughed. 'Girls
beautifully drilled--'

'‘Mentally as well as physically?'

‘That's right. Head girl who has toed the line tak way up the
school--'

'Not an original idea in her head?'She noddedo@dliscipline rigid
and unchanged for half a century--'

‘And likely to remain so for the next half century?
‘Yes again. Teachers with narrow outlooks--'

'‘No vision?'

'Yes, they all seem to come from the same moulld, al
petty-minded and--'

He broke in, 'M'm. Just as you used to be.' Sharbemgget the drift of
what had been happening. Those ideas she hadXpstssed so
lucidly, were they really hers? She realised thamh some
annoyance, how cleverly he had been egging heputting words
into her mouth ... '"Asused to be?'

'Yes, before | got to work on you. I've woken yqu mnade you aware
that time inevitably moves on and changes things.hBnest, I'm
right, aren't 1?"

She didn't care if he was. She stood up, deterntimem this time.

She thought she saw a flick of disappointment sdyes, but she
realised she had been mistaken because when sledl tairthe door
and said, 'Goodnight, Mr. Darby, and thanks forahek,' he bowed

deeply from the waist.



'‘Goodnight, Miss Ferrers.' She saw his sardonrcagnd knew he was
mocking her. "Your company has been appreciateddduit you're

thoroughly relieved at having escaped from my ¢lagcall in one

piece. Next time, you may not be so lucky. Aftdy wbu never can
tell with journalists, can you?'

She walked across the landing, closed her bedramomn leehind her
and shut him out.

At school Ann asked, 'Has Alan mentioned the cariecelebrations
to you?' Lorraine looked blank, so Ann went ons'iHewspaper's
holding a press ball to celebrate its hundred yehexistence.' She
named a large hotel in the area where it was toelsk 'He's invited
me to go with him.'

Lorraine stuffed her jealousy deep into a pockeh&f mind, and
asked, casually, 'Are you going?'

'‘Me, dearie? No thanks. Not my cup of tea at dthld him to invite
you instead.' —

'What did he say?'

'Oh," she waved her arm vaguely, 'he didn't thiekwould. He
mumbled something about the way you're always ellisng with
him and didn't want his evening spoilt." Lorraioeirid that she was
almost mutilating her bottom hp in an effort to peestill.

'He said,’ Ann was saying, 'that he would offepapte of tickets to
your mother instead. He told me Hugh was taking ddgrso he
would have to find another partner himself.'--/



Lorraine turned pale under the desolation whichpgvweer her and
Ann, looking at her, commented sadly, 'It's likatths it, love?'

Lorraine took a hold on her emotions. 'Like what?"

Ann shook her head. 'l don't think you'll get angnéy Lorraine. |
doubt if he's the "settle down and marry the dgype.’

Lorraine stopped pretending and sighed. 'l know, than. I'm
reconciled.'

'It's a pity, though," Ann said thoughtfully, 'l testly thought that if
you started to make more of yourself and' dresged bit, things
might have been different between you.'

'‘Well, | did, and it hasn't worked, has it?'

Ann shrugged. 'You never can tell with men. Funreatures. You
know, when | visited Alan in his room, we seemedpend half the
time talking about you. Somehow he always managebring a
reference to you into the conversation. | begahitk--'

'l can tell you why,' Lorraine cut in bitterly. get on his nerves so
much that the only way he can get me out of hisesyss to talk
about me disparagingly behind my back.’

Ann frowned. 'lt wasn't quite like that, dear--'eSlooked at her
watch. 'Time we were off.' They parted to go tartbkasses.

Lorraine was trying to brighten up her teachingg®s. Somehow at
the back of her mind, she was conscious of the tdatit might
please Alan. It would be something to tell him, shll herself,
something to make him notice her and stop disngshier as the
nonentity he obviously thought she was. She hatest&o take his



advice, and introduce more variety and imaginaitibm the work she
gave the girls to do. They seemed to be resporgirghowing more
interest and by thinking of new ideas without beprgmpted too
often by her.

A few evenings later, Beryl offered Lorraine onehef tickets to the
press ball. 'l don't want it, dear,' she said. Jast that sort of thing. |
asked James, but he said he didn't think he'dtlé¢her. You take it,

Lorrie. Do you good to get out. You're too youngtick at home as
much as you do. If you could find one of the mexthers at school to
go with you, you could have the other ticket, too.’

At first, Lorraine was going to refuse, telling kelf that she had too
much pride to push herself in where she wasn't etanBut
something made her hesitate. Why shouldn't shepatoe ticket?

'‘D'you know, Mum, | think | will. I'd have to buyomething new to
wear.'

Beryl's eyes shone. 'I'm so glad, dear. It'll behsa nice change for
you.'

Later, her mother went out. Lorraine felt tired atetided to go to
bed early and sit up and read. She had taken offidiesecoat and
was removing her furry mules when there was a tafne door. She
thought, 'Mother's back early,’ and called out 'Eom

..Alan put his head round the door. 'In bed yet?ndll The rest of
him followed his head and he wandered in.

Lorraine, thoroughly confused, seized her houseeodalt flung it
round her shoulders like a cape. 'What have yowedorfor?'

His eyes went to work and she turned as pink ashieisleeveless
nightdress. 'I'm just going to bed,' she said, Is¢illigerent.



'So | see. | don't mind. Go ahead, get in. | ordyiato talk to you, my
pure-minded chaste little maiden.’

Lorraine felt a little silly and sat on the bed. ldeered himself down
beside her and his arm lifted and rested acrossiaulders. 'All

right, don't cower away. Although the setting'saidend the time of
day just right, | have no intention of seducing yebe looked at her
hopefully— 'unless you want me to?"

She laughed at his expression and he laughed esthThat's better,
much better. Now this book,' he lifted it from thed where he had
put it. 'It's another one of mine which | thoughght interest you. It's
all about newspaper publishing and it's aimed priignat the school-

child.""

Lorraine took it and opened it eagerly. As shekéiat through the
chapters, she told him, haltingly, because she kisb& was
submerging her pride and letting him know he had vnow she was
slowly changing her teaching methods. She told iw much his
other book had helped her.--'

‘This one will, too. Look, this chapter tells thevhere a newspaper
gets its news from, this tells in detail how th@gais put together.
They'll learn what a composite thing a paper ig, @&so that the same
story can be told in many different ways, accordimghe policy of
the proprietors and the style which the editorates. It teaches them
how to judge whether a newspaper is good or badarwh.'

‘This is wonderful. It will make an excellent suttjéor discussion in
class.'

He watched her eagerness indulgently, saying, ‘sttbuld keep
them interested because, after all, newspaperspairte of their
everyday lives. You could even teach them how pomeevents with
the minimum of words. That's something every regrdnas to learn.



Many of them don't, though,' he added ruefully,iGhmakes a
sub-editor's work all the harder, as | well knade' was silent for a
few moments. 'Look, if it will be any help to yoli] make a few
notes which you could use in class. Would you i ?'

The front door opened and closed and Mrs. Fereareaip the stairs.

'‘Would you really do that?' Lorraine asked him.wiould be a
wonderful help.’

'‘Will do,' he nodded, and Beryl called, 'In bed, yeirrie?' Her head
was pushed round the door and her mouth dropped. dp&own
chased across her forehead and Alan saw it and 'Badall right,
Mrs. Ferrers. | haven't molested your daughterd lagk her, but she
said "no".’

Beryl's face creased into a relieved smile. 'l Wickally think that of
you, Alan. | know you too well.’

‘Do you?' he said, half to himself. 'l wonder.'

‘By the way, Alan,' Beryl went on, "Lome's goinghave my ticket
for your centenary dance. | didn't somehow thinkals cut out for
that sort of thing, nor did James. Lorrie's lookingvard to it, aren't
you, dear?'

Lorraine nodded and Alan removed his arm from euklers. He
stood up and went to the door.

'l see.' His expression was blank. 'Well, that sawe the trouble of
looking for another partner." She looked down quidlecause she
knew she had to keep her joy to herself. 'Goodnigtth of you.'



Beryl went out, too, and Lorraine got into bed. Bot to sleep, nor
for a long time. The thought of being Alan's partaethe dance was
enough to keep her awake all night.

Lorraine was having trouble with the lay-out of 8ahool magazine.
She and Ann struggled with it one lunch- time drel/tarranged it in
a number of different ways.'

'It's no good,' Ann sighed. 'It just won't comehtigomehow. Ask
Alan, Lorraine. Show him what we've done and gsetddvice. He
won't mind.'

Lorraine protested at having to ask him such audaviout Ann was
persuasive. 'He can only say "no", Lorraine. He "tweat you!'

So that evening, while Lorraine was working in theing-room she
listened intently for his key in the front door. Ason as she heard it,
she seized the bits and pieces of the school magand went into
the hall.

Alan was holding the door open for Margot, who gahiat Lorraine,
an all-embracing if slightly supercilious smile. Asual, Margot's
eyes travelled disparagingly the length and breadlthmer, then she
waved with a gracious sweeping movement and prelcé@a up the
stairs.

Lorraine tried to hide her disappointment as shae away, but
Alan must have seen it, because he asked her whavanted. She
said it didn't matter.

'‘Will it keep?' he asked. Lorraine repeated offdely that it didn't
matter and shut herself in the dining-room.

Margot was still there when Lorraine went to betle $ieard the
laughter and the chatter and the records Alan puffbe smell of



cigarettes crept out to the landing and it eveitated Lorraine's
nostrils as she tried to shut out their noise agtdsgme sleep. She
dropped off at last and didn't hear Margot leave.

Alan left the house with Lorraine next morning. Agae asked her
why she had wanted him. 'lt was nothing,' she ghfedgnd walked
off with her head in the air.

She didn't know why she was annoyed with him. Agkrhe had
every right to invite anyone he liked to his rod#er mother, as his
landlady, had put no time limit on how long his gisecould stay—all
night, if he wished.

With that feline thought, Lorraine walked to thesksiop while Alan
drew away in his car in the opposite direction.

That evening he caught her in the hall. He gralbisecrm and forced
her to a standstill. 'Tell me what you wanted nme fo

She tried to release her arm. 'l told you, it didvdtter. It still doesn't.’

Somehow the prickles were back in both of them. j[8Hed her arm
away and went into the dining-room. He followed &ed watched as
she started unpacking her briefcase, placing feldard exercise
books all over the table. She pulled out the schuwaazine, looked
at him involuntarily and pushed it back. But he wasquick. He had
seen her hesitation and pulled her hand away akovered
protectively over the divided sections of the ca$e.peered inside
and extracted the magazine.

‘Now | know,' he said, and flicked through the rblygassembled
pages with the articles temporarily glued into posi He smiled,
without looking up. 'Not very good, is it?'



'‘We're not journalists. We're just simple-mindeccteers.' His
eyebrows rose at her sarcasm. 'We did the bestoukl.c She
sounded sour even to her own ears, and she retiegtiwas not the
best way to approach someone whose help she needed.

'‘Well?' His question made Lorraine raise her, hddd. waited,
looking at her like an adult trying to instil goatanners into a child.
‘What do you say?'

She realized at last what he meant and said, &l schoolgirl,
'Please could you help us improve it?'

‘That's better," he said and drew up a chair reléets.

For the next hour she was the student and he veagetither. He
taught her the basic principles of magazine laybatshowed her
how a sub-editor worked. He deleted, he rearrangedshortened
where necessary and indicated which stories amnclesrtcould be
lengthened.

When he had finished, she told him that it promisede the finest
issue of the school magazine they had ever produdedsmiled.

'‘And you, as editor, will get all the credit! Fitteng, when I've been
sitting here doing all the donkey work.'

She laughed. 'Do you want us to put in an acknaydetent to
you—as assistant editor?"

He nearly explodedASsistanteditor? Of all the cheek!" But he was
laughing too, and when he went out of the room ke muttering,
'Impudent little minx...'

* * %



Lorraine had bought a handbag in her effort to nfeself look less
dowdy. She moved the contents of her old much-Idlack one into
the new brown leather bag. The other teachers adnitirat school
next day.

Even Hugh had started to take more notice of Hex.v®ndered if he
were at a loose end and trying to get back int@dawith her. It
looked as though Margot had returned to- Alan a&fidHugh high
and dry. Then Lorraine remembered that he woulthkeg Margot
to the centenary ball. It seemed, Lorraine refietegh some envy,
that Margot had the ability to keep two men darglom a piece of
string indefinitely.

She was looking forward to an evening alone. Hetheohad gone
with James to another branch of his business owa some miles
away, and Alan would probably be working late.

As she approached the front door after school dffternoon, she
delved into her handbag for the key. She triedrggaid again. In the
end, she took out the entire contents of the bagnshe knew she
had to face it—the key was not there. It was prbbstill in her old
handbag, tucked away in the centre compartments&hen the step
and nearly cried at her own stupidity. There shs,whut out of her
own house, with the doors locked against her ahthalwindows
tightly closed.

When the irritation began to recede, the need &bioma became
paramount. She groped about in the dark of her foindn idea, and
when the torchlight shone and picked one out, gaelyrejected it
for its impossibility. 'Go to Alan's office," it &h 'Borrow his key.'

Whether she liked it or not, she had to acknowlettige it was, in
fact, the only way out of the ridiculous situati&he rang the bell of
the house next door and asked permission to ugepinene. They
agreed readily and she got through to Alan. Whehdukerecovered



from his astonishment at hearing her voice, hethuote raucous
laughter.

She said indignantly, 'If you think it's so funrywon't bother you.'
She was about to put the receiver down when shel ivga say,

'‘Don't be an ass, of course you can come and g&egyyou'll have
to get a bus, won't you? It'll take you a good tiyeminutes.'

Lorraine rang off. It took her less than the twemiiynutes Alan had
estimated and when the receptionist in the entrdager of the
newspaper office informed the news editor of Lare&s arrival, she
was told to go straight up.

‘Get a lift to the third floor,' the girl said, @it's the first door on the
right.'

When Lorraine entered the room, she almost turneddan, because
six pairs of male eyes, including Alan's, swungnsimultaneously
and fastened on to her like a dog on to a slippbee room was
spacious and bright and full of warmth from thetcarheating, but
judging by the heat , generated by those eyesalm@oubted with
some asperity if central heating was needed inrtaah at all.

Confused, she searched the room for Alan, foundamohmade for
him like someone running to shelter from a rainstdfie pulled up a
chair for her, but she remained standing. She wlathte key and to
escape from that room with all possible speed. Aah had other
ideas. He was obviously going to make a meal ofdmer was not
intending to let her go until he had licked thetplelean.

‘Now," he said, scratching his head and leaning ivelais chair, ‘'what
was it you wanted to see me about?'



"You know very well,' Lorraine said between hethe&he front door
key.'

He clicked his fingers. '‘Ah yes.' He grinned andid his hands into
his pockets. 'You haven't asked me for it yet.'rigeye in the room
turned towards them. 'Sit down,' he insisted. 'Tiakasy. Rest your
legs.' He glanced down at them. 'They're—er—watiking after.'

Lorraine knew that he could see her annoyancet louly seemed to
increase his enjoyment. Someone approached andihesat down,
her back rigid. Another man drifted over. A thirdnce and sat
cornerwise on Alan's desk.

'‘What's this?' Alan asked, smiling and looking mbwat them. 'An
interview? A press conference?'

The table was now surrounded by all the males enrttom. '‘Come
on, Alan, introduce us.'

He did so, but it was a one-way introduction. Hatwveund the table
and Lorraine didn't catch all the names.

'Friend of yours, Alan?' one of the men asked.
‘Latest girl-friend?' another wanted to know.
'‘Doubt it,' the man next to him whispered. 'Haraily type.'

'‘Come on, Alan. Give. All confessions will be redeed as strictly off
the record, completely confidential and utterly amjable.'

"They're bound to be where Alan's concerned. Néwersame bird
twice running.'



A twitch of annoyance brought Alan's eyebrows tbget'All right,
I'll give. This is Miss Lorraine Ferrers, teachérmglish in a very
respectable, old-fashioned girls' school in thertow

‘Schoolmarm,' said one disgustedly and startedotceraway.
‘She lives in the house | lodge in--' That brought back.

Five pairs of eyes nearly leapt from five headsu'Yhean you live in
the same house--'

'‘And you're just very good friends.' Their guffawsre loaded with
meaning.

‘You're so wrong. We're not evérends,are we, Miss Ferrers?' They
laughed again. 'l tell you, chaps, this one bitEsere was a general
rubbing of hands and an urging forward towards héo, | don't
mean in the literal sense. Metaphorically speak8ige doesn't think
much of journalists.' Low-pitched growls came fréwe masculine
throats.

'‘Know what she said to me, first day | set fodh@n mother's house?"
Lorraine put a hand on his arm. 'No, don't, please.

He smiled wickedly and her agitation only seemedntryease his
determination to go on. 'I'll tell you, but whenuwwe heard it, don't
assault her. That | won't allow. She said,' he tadhion his fingers,
'she said that having a journalist in the houselikaaving a spy in
residence,' there was a horrified murmur, 'as thahg place was
being "bugged". She said she regarded journakstiseahighest-paid
unskilledworkers in the land,' Lorraine held her breathiim@their
retribution, but Alan went on, ‘and she also shat teporters "search
in life's dustbins for rotting matter which theyrde down people's
throats.™



There came a shout of laughter and instead ofrterd_orraine had
expected, there was in the journalists' eyes aaicergrudging
admiration which astonished her.

‘She's not far wrong, you know,' one of them saittj the others
turned on him.

Another said, full of disbelief, "You've got thisgbrand living in the
same house and you mean to tell us you've never...'

‘Never!We've never even held hands, have we, Miss Fetrers
‘You're slipping, mate.'
'‘We're not all lascivious like you, Bill," Alan shi

'‘No?' The insinuation was unmistakable. 'Don't el you haven't
had your moments.'

Alan's eyes began to darken with something likeearighat's neither
here nor there.' Lorraine noticed that he did reotydthe charge. 'Now
look, chaps, the lady came to see me, not you.nbke of authority

in his voice had the desired effect and the otloeifsed away. A

young girl brought in a tray of tea. 'Got a spanp,dMoira?" Alan

asked.

'l get one, Mr. Darby." She was soon back witite avhich Alan
pushed in front of Lorraine. 'Relax. Refresh yolitsefore you begin
your long journey home.'

Lorraine drank it gladly and as she did so, hegoud piece of paper
towards him. '‘Draw up your chair," he said, 'araklat this.’

She did as she was told, grudgingly, and peeredlosehoulder.



He grinned. 'I'll give you a lesson in subbing. &Rézat, then tell me
first, if it needs cutting and if so, how you would it.'

Obediently she read it and covered the last threfew sentences
with her palm.

'You'd do that?' he asked. 'Cut off the vital imfiation those lines
contain?'

She read it through again. 'Oh yes, they do.’

'‘Look," his pencil went to work, 'first, you hawelearn to condense.
You put in shorter, everyday words—"attired" becenigore",
"observed" gets changed to "saw", "informed" becomée'told",
"endeavoured" is altered to "tried", and so on.nMeu cut out the
jargon which crept in without the reporter everlisgag it. You make
it understandable, easy to read and inviting. tlessary, you rewrite
it completely and duck out of the way when the blako wrote it in
the first place makes a bee-line for your desk.'

The ten minutes Lorraine spent listening to Alaplaixing his work
were so interesting she wished secretly that shlkel atay longer. He
saw her looking at her watch.

‘All right, I'll take the hint. So you want the frodoor key?' He
removed it from his key ring and put it into hetsitetched hand. He
pressed his palm over hers and kept it there jliiealonger than

necessary. Her heart turned inside out. His eyésdnife-deep

into hers. Then, when he spoke, softly, intimatélyg, rotated the
blade cruelly in the wound. 'As long as it's nat Key to my heart
you're asking for." He watched her eyes bleedda |iist before she
lowered her lids.



As she reached the door, a plaintive voice saiggniAyou going to
say goodbye, Miss Ferrers? We may be carnivoromsads) but we
aren't cannibals. We didn't eat you, did we?'

She turned and looked at the speaker. He seemetikesoa
disappointed little boy that she laughed. She didist smile, she

laughed and they looked like six happy men baskir@g unexpected
burst of sunshine.



CHAPTER YV

IT was late November and the Press ball was appragachorraine
had to contain her mounting excitement. She knew Atan would
be her partner and the thought was bliss.

Her mother went with her to buy something new tamv&he chose a
deep red velvet dress which fitted her perfectiyds sleeveless and
had a low rounded neckline. Beryl said her double of pearls
would set it off nicely.

On the way home in the bus, she told Lorrainedhates's son would
be home from abroad in a few days.

'I didn't even know he had a son,' Lorraine said.

'I'm sure | told you, dear,' her mother protestad, Lorraine knew
she had not. 'His name's Matthew.'

'What's he like?"'

''ve, seen a photo of him and he's nice-lookiag; thaired like his
father, round-faced.'

'Married?'

Beryl shook her head. '‘James wishes he'd settla.dde/ thinks he's
got a girl, but he's been abroad two or three yesarslames is not
sure. He's a civil engineer, builds bridges andgsioverseas.'

Lorraine tried on her dress again when they arriveghe, and she
was in her mother's room when they heard Alan'swar into the
driveway. Beryl rushed her back to her own bedroom.

'‘Quick, dear, don't let him see you in the drdkthe dance. It'll be a
nice surprise.'



Lorraine changed back into her other clothes amiear on the
landing just as Alan reached the top of the stileshad a girl with
him. It was not Margot. It was someone equally alggand, if
possible, even more supercilious.

Alan didn't give the girl a chance to speak. Hedbeh her into his
room and closed the door.

Another one of his ‘flowers', Lorraine thought,kset heart. The
visitor stayed for a long time. They were very quighere was no
laughter or chatter as there had been when Alanemhertained
Margot. Lorraine felt restless and almost ill witiisery. She would
rather they had rocked the house to its foundatwitis noise than
produce this silence, this ominous, agonisingmate silence.

Alan was showing the girl out of the door when laome went up to
bed. He sprinted up the stairs as she was goinghetbathroom.

'Hallo,' he said, and his cheerfulness put hehtertedge.

She didn't answer, just gave him a scathing loak. éyes opened
wide. 'Why, | do believe she's jealous!’

Lorraine turned on him. 'Me, jealous? Why shoute jealous? You
don't mean a thing to me, so don't fool yoursedt your magnetic
charm is infallibleI'm not one of your "flowers", remember!

Lorraine realised then that she had made a bastake. She had
expected her sarcasm to shrivel him up, but shédrgdtten that she
was scantily dressed, ready for washing and witlly dmer

semi-transparent housecoat coming between hereareimdecency.
One quick glance at Alan's face was sufficienetbher that he was
lapping up her appearance like an eager, tail-wagdog, and the
broad grin that underlined his uninhibited intergsaded her even



more. She slammed into the bathroom and triedoobtice that she
washed her face with tapwater mixed liberally vatt tears.

Next morning he caught her on the way downstairs.

'If you must know," he said, as though their cosagon had never
been interrupted, 'we were working.' She flasheciies. 'And if you

look at me like that, Miss Ferrers, as though yon'thelieve a word
I'm saying, I'll carry you kicking and screamingarmy room, lock

the door and do to you what you thought | was doaniger.'

Lorraine was surprised and a little frightened lsydudden anger and
swept on down the stairs, gathering about herahebfare threads of
dignity he had allowed her to keep.

A few evenings later, Beryl told her daughter €limet Matthew.'
‘Matthew?' The name failed to register at first.

‘James's son. You remember? Well, he's a fine ymarg dear. I've
invited him here for a meal. With James, of courSke named a
date.

‘That's the day after the centenary dance.'
‘That's right. Does it matter?"
'‘Not really. | don't suppose I'll be very late hothe night before.’

The day of the dance arrived, although, like a kofald, Lorraine
had begun to doubt that it ever would. Her mothedpdéd her dress
for it. She had just pulled her white lace-edgegd sler her head
when there was a tap at the bedroom door. Berkeldsurprised.

'It must be Alan.' Before Lorraine could stop hs&re had the door
open wide and he was standing there, eyeing hers&rched madly



for her housecoat, but it was hanging on the béathkeodoor and she
would have had to pass in front of Alan to reach it

He grinned, 'Are you going in that? You'll be assion!
Lorraine snapped, 'What do you want?'
‘Just to tell you that Hugh will be calling for ybu

'‘But—but'—although her hands covered her flushexkks, nothing
could hide the dismay in her eyes—'l thought ybu...

‘Sorry,' he said, with a shrug, 'Margot changedrhied. She wants
me to partner her, so Hugh's taking you. And wihatMargots of this
world want, they usually get.'Lorraine uncovered bkeeks and
clenched her fists. She let him see her anger and/she didn't care
what he read into it.

‘You're very gallant, as | always knew you werlag¢ spat out. 'You
honour your commitments, keep your promises asyrasbthe rest of
your kind.'

‘Anyone would think," he drawled as he hooded y¢s@nd made the
most of her state of-undress, 'that you were disiapgd.’

Beryl, who had been looking from one to the otinesome agitation,
intervened and Lorraine felt like shaking her. '6te is, Alan. She's
been looking forward to you taking her ever sincgale her the
ticket.'

In her fury, Lorraine turned on her mother. 'Thagstrue,' she cried.
'I've been dreading him as a partner. I'd rathéhage gone, really,
especially when you told me he would be taking me.’

Her mother opened her mouth. She tried to spedkadihing came
out.



'Is that so?' Alan was addressing Lorraine. 'Yonpteme to phone
Margot and tell her I'm taking you after all, jugtannoy you.'

Beryl forced out a laugh, trying to normalise titeaion. MWell, it
doesn't matter really, does it, dear, as long awsoe takes you?"'

Alan half turned to go out. 'Goodbye, Mrs. Ferteke raised a
taunting eyebrow at Lorraine. 'See you later, pesfia

When the front door closed on him, Lorraine sattebed. 'l don't
want to go,' she said, and knew she was beingishild

*What's the matter with you, Lorrie?' Her mothagéarful concern
brought her to her senses.

‘'Sorry, Mum. | didn't mean to snap your head ait-H

'‘But you're disappointed, dear? Never mind, yaek Alan there,
won't you? You might even get the chance of danwiitig him,' she
added, as though she was offering a child a swegtdke it better'.

Lorraine put on her dress and looked at her reflectShe felt let
down beyond words. 'It's not Hugh | want," she gidu'and | don't
suppose he wants me.' She smiled grimly. That rvadlef them fed
up with their partners, two of them looking out fmmother person.
Well, at least they would have something in common!

‘That's lovely, dear. It makes you look beautibdyrie.'

Beryl's compliments were laced more strongly witipexlatives as
the minutes passed. Lorraine knew it was her matley of trying
to make her feel reconciled to the situation, bdtdn't succeed.

She looked at her hair and grew defiant. She badoa deep red
chiffon scarf from her mother, gathered her hahiibe her neck and
tied it back.



'‘Why have you done that?' Beryl asked, and her ensth
disappointment almost made her change her mindbdks much
nicer loose.'

'Oh, it gets in my way hanging down.' Beryl gavewith a shrug.

Lorraine greeted Hugh with her customary deadpgmession. 'He
seems to bring out the blankness in me," she thppgtting a smile
on her face. He seemed to have the effect of dmeteshg her brain
and numbing her thoughts so that all she couldtbrghy to him were
trivialities and empty phrases.

'Hallo, Lorraine. You look nice.' Even his voicekad conviction
when he talked to her, Lorraine noticed. She suppatie brought
out the worst in him, too.

They drove to the hotel on the other side of tiventoThe car park
was filling fast, and they parked near a large rorealoured car
which Lorraine recognised as Alan's. She pulled dwat tightly
round her as she waited for Hugh and he took hehéelbow and
guided her up the steps into the entrance foyerindeated the
ladies' cloakroom. 'Meet you here again in a fewutas,' he said.

Lorraine had to push her way through lines of worteereach the
mirror. She had thought her dress was good whemwslseat home
with her mother's praise to flatter her, but whae ®oked at the
fabulous dresses some of the others were weargfedt almost
dowdy.

'Hallo, Miss Ferrers,' It was, of course, Margogking radiant and
irresistible in white lace and white shoes and alkwhite flower in
her hair.

'‘Good evening, Miss French.'



'Hugh here?' Margot was eyeing her with casualréste and the
absence of distaste in her look gave Lorrainet sehfidence a
small but noticeable boost.

'He's waiting for me in the foyer.'

'‘Oh well, | must go and find Alan. He's a darlitte said he didn't
mind in the least swapping partners at the lasutainHe's such a
good dancer, and when Hugh told me he wasn't vesgnkon
dancing—uwell, | just had to have Alan, and you vabiéve to have
Hugh. You didn't mind, Miss Ferrers?"'

Margot's artless and rather childish anxiety maderdine feel a
hundred years old. She smiled and shook her heasvikg that was
all she could do. She followed Margot into the fogad saw her
wave to Hugh before pushing through the swing doots the
ballroom.

Hugh started to follow her, but checked himself whee saw
Lorraine approaching. 'He's no actor,’ Lorraindectéd, 'he can't
hide his disappointment like | can.’

He, took her by the elbow and propelled her quickljo the

ballroom. She knew he was hoping to find Margot Afeth and join

them, but they were in the centre of a group af ttaleagues. They
were sitting at a large round table at the sid#hefhall and they all
seemed to be rocking back with laughter at somgtMargot had
said. 'No one should have everything Margot's gotyaine thought
savagely. As Hugh found her a seat at a small,tabtewatched Alan
lean forward and gaze into Margot's face. He spwkder and

everyone around them laughed again. Lorraine eshlthen that
Margot was surrounded by men.--*

A wave of jealousy such as she had never expeueincéer life
before had her by the throat and nearly chokedStez.had to throw



off its stranglehold somehow, so she turned toesatiiHugh. But he
too was gazing, like a dog about to be left alona house, at the girl
across the room.

'Is there—is there anything to drink, Hugh?'

He looked guilty at having to be reminded of hisekias escort and
apologised immediately. He left her to get the kkinAs she sat
alone, waiting, among those crowds, Alan's eyekdlied towards
her. They were expressionless and cool and thatelisst in them
made her feel as desired as a discarded doll.

She looked around. Could she get away, she wondeeéale Hugh
returned? She was sure he would not miss her. hiddveamply drift
across the room to Margot, like all the others. Bugh came back
and placed the sherry in front of her. She tharenwith a smile he
didn't even see. He took a cigarette from the pack® elaborate
care as if to occupy as much time as possible,satited back to
smoke it. The music began and they watched Alash Margot on to
the dance floor.

Lorraine sensed a tightening in Hugh as he wattheoh close up
until there was barely sufficient room for a sheétnewspaper
between them. They seemed to glide to the musia umity of
movement which was perfection.

Lorraine watched them with a feeling of helplessh&sowing that
against such odds her battle had been lost befbeslieven begun.

'‘Dance, Lorraine?' Hugh's voice was heavy and ulutife took her
arm as they moved among the couples already danicorgaine's
sense of rhythm was poor and although she knewtb@erform the
steps, her feet were clumsy and disobedient andrigped against
Hugh so many times their sporadic conversation negaunctuated



with monotonous words of apology. Hugh tried tajlait off, but she
knew that his tolerance was strained to its limits.

They returned to their table and Hugh stretchedhisitiegs with
obvious relief. 'Another drink?' he asked, lookigout him as if
seeking an escape route.

'‘No, thanks, Hugh,' Lorraine said, 'but get yodreak. Don't worry
about me.’

He went at once and she was alone again. He wasswlang, she

began to wonder what had happened to him. She eflagicthe bar,

but he was not there. She looked across to Alahble and saw a man
bending over the back of Margot's chair. It was kude had a glass
in his hand and he was laughing at something stieséid.

'High and dry," Lorraine thought. 'I'm left highdadry." The words
rang stupidly and pointlessly like a doorbell ineanpty house. Now
she would go, while no one was looking. There vasdtoor marked
'Exit'. She groped at her feet for her handbagsamald up.

A man broke away from a group and lurched towams He was
tall, except that his shoulders were bent withrtaech drink. He was
young, except that his eyes were glazed and okifgoHe drew up
a chair and sat down next to her. His hand wasadsgtas he lowered
his glass to the table-top. Lorraine tried to gedthim, but he caught
her hand and pulled her back. In an effort to hunmom, she flopped
into the chair again.

His words were slurred as he said, 'Now what'sedtypfittle thing
like you doing all alone? Can | get you a drinkaide

Before she could reply, another man loped acrasSfidbr. 'If there's
anything being given away here, Bill, count memitppal.' He drew
his chair up to her other side.



She panicked and gazed round the hall, seeingngpthit a blur of
nebulous colour. The man called Bill put his hardraners, which
were clenched together on the table.

‘Dance with me, darling?' He started to pull heh¢o feet, but the
other man protested,

'‘Give me a chance, mate. I'm not so long in théhtas you are. The
lady might prefer me,' and he pulled her the otixy. She dragged
her arms away from both of them and sat down.

Someone put his arms round her neck and claspé&dhds so tightly
under her chin that her head was forced back toupaat him. ‘Leave
this girl alone, you pack of wolves," Alan saidaftdis off this one.'

A group was gathering now, and Alan's linked hafmssened
slightly.

'‘Why, boy?' someone asked. 'ls she your property?'

The man called Bill said, 'She must be his lateshan.'

'‘No, she's* not his type,' another said derisiv@lpt flashy enough.’
'Hey, look, mate,' Bill said, 'you've annoyed hiown

'‘Get up, Lorraine," Alan snapped, his eyes dangerou

She stood up and her heart turned over at hisfusr @irst name. His
arm went round her shoulders.

Someone sang, 'Do not trust him, gentle maiden...'

Alan said, pointedly, ‘Come away from these loudthed lechers.’



He propelled her towards the dance floor, but gsested. 'Thanks
for your rescue act,' she said, more sourly thamhsid intended, 'but
| don't want to dance.'

‘Too bad. You're going to dance.'
Still she held back. 'l can't. I'm awful at it. Askigh.’

He jerked her against himDance, he hissed, and after a few
moments, miraculously, she did. Whenever she maastake he

would correct her by gentle pressure from his bdslye was so

happy, she did not want to talk, but he said, 'Gosay it.’

‘Say what?'

'‘What you've said since the moment | met you. Jhwahalists are a
lot of unethical, sex-crazed drunkards.'

‘You've said it for me," she answered, and sawgssiraw into a thin
line.

Still they danced and when the music came to an leadeld her
until it started again. She had stopped thinkirge ®as in a state of
suspended time, thought and feeling.

He gatecrashed her reverie. He tightened his hmaldsaid in her ear,
'I've said it before and I'll say it again, yowerérst-class little--'

She pulled away and cut him off, 'Now what havener'

He lifted a hand and tugged at the hair restingnatyder neck, but
she twisted her head away. 'You put this on to ymne, didn't you?'

‘Yes,' she breathed, bracing herself against ttred@sed pressure of
his fingers. 'lIt's a chiffon scarf and it belongsrty mother.'



‘Meaning "hands off"?'
‘Certainly.’

The fights were lowered, the atmosphere becamaatdi, the music
persuasively tender. 'Hands off the wearer, toguppose that
means?' he whispered.

'It certainly does,' she whispered back.

His mouth came down so brutally on hers that shiengred with

pain. He raised his head and laughed. She straweag from him,

determined to release herself, but he was equathrichined to keep
her there. The lights came up, the music ended ara as if nothing
had happened—except that Lorraine was shaking anccleeks
were on fire.

'I'm going home,' she snapped.

‘You can't,’ he said. 'There are still the speed@rek the toasts to
come. If you go now, it will be extremely impolite.

He led her back to the table, thanked her withxaggerated bow and
left her.

Hugh returned soon afterwards with a glass in AredhHe put it in
front of her. 'Alan said you needed this. He sadshnt it with his
love.' Hugh smiled. 'He didn't mean it, of courst'sat down.

The drink stayed in front of her, untouched. Buewhhe speeches
were made and the toasts proposed, she had toidiindasted to her
little better than poison.

After the handshaking and the congratulations amel mutual
pattings on the backs of the proprietors and eglitorculating and
advertising managers, right down to the longestisgrtea lady, the



dancing went on. The atmosphere was warming uglantvisting
and the sinuous movements of the younger set wahing on.
Even the older guests were forsaking their orthod@iroom
dancing and joining in.

Alan stood, and by his actions Lorraine could seeMas inviting
Margot to do likewise. She remained seated andetlpoutingly
from him—her movement was calculatedly provocatiaed-
searched the hall. It seemed she was looking fghHuho was, of
course, looking at her. She beckoned and he exduseklf from
Lorraine and went, like a well-trained domesticnaaili, to her side.

Alan sauntered round the hall and Lorraine felbdd tug inside her.
She was sure he was making for her. She grabbdtahdbag when
he-was a few feet away and started towards thegstigors, but Alan
had anticipated her action and was there beforeHi®hand shot out
and gripped her arm.

'‘Running away?' he asked, his tone too smoothusi.ttCome and
join in the fun.'

'l don't know how,' she ground out through hertteet

'I'm only a schoolmarm, remember.'

'In that dress,' he was moving her towards theelantand with that
figure,' they arrived on the floor, 'you'd hardlyegs.' He put her
firmly opposite him. 'Now, do as the others arenddiShe watched
them and tried. It was a futile effort. 'For Godéake," he said, and
only Lorraine could hear him above the din, 'dbe'so inhibited.'

She watched him then and he watched her, and hitrhaye been the
look in his eyes or the sight of the others yedderothan herself

enjoying themselves in an almost abandoned fashisihsuddenly
she found she could do it.



‘That's fine,' he encouraged. She tried hardeyu'ré good,' he said.
He moved nearer. 'In fact, you're devastating.'

Lorraine knew he was being cynical, but she fadigng inside her a
response to the twisting movements of his body nhas she moved
with him to the hypnotic beat of the music, becaimeost more than
she could bear.

The dancing stopped, the others moved away, buvabk@ware only
of the overpowering masculinity of the man who padnered her. It
was a feeling so new, so enormous in its impliceithat it left her
limp and wilting. He put his arm round her waistised his other
hand to turn her face to his and held her eyethallvay back to the
table.

Hugh and Margot were there and by the time Alanhsatin a
chair—nher legs felt too weak to support her andvehesure he knew
it—she was aware of the devastating fact that,yctlaugh it was,
she was so in love with the man she thought sleslhihat it was like
a physical and unbearable pain. But she also khatxshe was more
gloriously alive than she had ever been in the ehelenty-six
sheltered years of her life.

‘Margot," she heard Alan saying, 'we've swappednpes. Any
objections?’

A shaft of anger sped, arrow-swift, through Marg@&yes, but she
smiled and stretched her pink-tipped pointed naisHugh's
direction.

'‘None at all, darling,’ she said. 'Hugh's mine nasen't you, Hugh?
Alan's got to learn he's not the only pebble orbiech. Besides,' she
whispered loudly in Lorraine's ear, 'l can get Hack any time |
want. Until then, Miss Ferrers, I'll lend him towybShe softened her
voice until it had a purring quality and slewed laémond-shaped



eyes across to Alan. 'l know he'll lopite safe with you, Miss
Ferrers.'

Alan raised a cynical eyebrow, smiled and inspetitedines on the
palm of his hand as though he were trying to readuture in them.
'l—er—shouldn't be too sure of that, Margot. Andr fgour
information,' he abandoned his palm-reading and Rklrgot's gaze
with eyes that were oddly cold, 'I'm not an objaxtbe lent or
borrowed. | belong to myself. I'm no one's poss#ssi

Lorraine admired Alan's efforts to struggle freévtafrgot's claws, bat
she knew he was fighting a losing battle. As he $&id earlier that
evening, 'What the Margots of this world want thisyally get.'

Margot stood angrily and pulled Hugh to the dani®rf Alan

watched them go and a satisfied smile touched bigtim The music
was low and sweet now, the compelling beat mut¢al softness.
'‘Drink, Lorraine?’

She nodded. He whispered in her ear as he pasggdttothe bar,
‘The name's Alan.' He was soon back and put a gldssnt of her.

‘Thank you—Alan.' His name tasted like honey on g and his
smile knocked her heart sideways.

He tossed the last of his drink down his throatréime sipped hers.
He seemed to be growing impatient.

‘Get that liquid down you. | want to dance.’

She did as she was told and he took her handnguikr behindhim.
They danced, they were silent and Lorraine was. giaeir bodies
moved in perfect unity and he murmured, 'So yout c&amce, eh?'

'It's odd," she replied, 'but with you, | can.’



His smile was deep with a knowledge that was beyoed They
returned to the table and were alone. She triepledlately to suppress
a yawn, but it crept up on her like the traitortthavas, and gave
away her tiredness.

Alan saw it. 'Tired?'

'l think | must be.’

'‘But like a child at a party, you don't want togm."'
She smiled. 'Perhaps."

‘You've enjoyed it?'

'‘Wonderful, thanks." She had forgotten the earhelp part of the
evening.

‘Shall | take you home?'

She was about to shake her head, but it turnedaintod. 'Please,
Alan.'

She found her coat in the cloakroom and soon treeg W Alan's car,
driving through the dark deserted streets. He tlrmgo the
driveway, switched off the ignition and there walerse. Every
nerve in her body was straining in awareness of Hietook her chin
in his fingers, turned her head. Her heart wasgoiad.

His hand went to the bow at the back of her nebk.8It him loosen
it and her hair swung forward. The scarf fell te toor. Slowly,
deliberately, he unbuttoned her coat—one buttoo,duttons, three.

His hands slipped inside to the small of her bamlessing her
forward. Then she was in his arms and his mouthtelaag all the
strength from her. She was sinking down and dowiwo ithat



uncharted sea and she was drowning in him. Aftdless minutes he
started to pull away, but she found herself cliggio his lips as a
drowning man holds fast to a life-raft. Down shentvagain as his
mouth came back harder still on hers. As his hanolged over her,
she rejoiced in an ecstasy she had never knowmebafa she never
wanted it to end.

When at last it was over, they drew apart andrsatunned silence.

'‘My God,' she heard him whisper. 'My God!" She slagttered. She
moved away from him and her head flopped back &b oa the

upholstered seat. The silence was unbearable. dHeadiattempt to
touch her. As her senses groped back to normalihparrassment
intruded into her consciousness—embarrassmensiigahad given
away to him, uncaring as he was, the strength offdedings, and

embarrassment at his unmistakable discomfiturerathexpectedly
passionate response.

It came to her then what had happened. She had feagly

trespassed into the place where once he had sawbbkl never

allow her to go. She forced her lips to mouth therds she had to
speak.

'I'm sorry,' she said dully, and her voice soundtdnge, 'to have
strayed into your garden.' Bitterness made herqanoce the words
clearly now. 'I've grown a bit and I've bloomed ik bnder your
expert cultivation, haven't I? And now ah thatfsikefor you to pluck
me out and throw me away, like the weed | am.' §heggled with
the door handle. 'Well, I'm going to save you tioaible." Her voice
faltered and cracked. 'I'm going back, out of itteelgate and I-'m
locking it behind me. Rest assured, I'll neverystrdo your garden
again.'

She got out, shut the car door. "Thank you forlifie She wished
desperately she could stop the tremble in her vBmmodnight.’



'‘Goodnight, Lorraine." His voice was quiet and ocolfeéd. His hand
reached for the ignition key, the engine sprangde¢phe reversed out
"of the drive and was gone into the darkness.



CHAPTERVI

LORRAINE lay awake for hours. She thought that Alan muséelgone
back to the dance, because it was three o'cloakrdvdfe returned
home. When she heard him close his bedroom doesedtied down
to sleep at last.

Next morning she felt grim. She dosed herself vathiets. She had to
pull herself together fast because, with visitoosnmg, she would
have to give her mother all the help she needed.

Her mother saw her pale face but made no comméaey dusted and
cleaned and cooked the food. Lorraine was glacat@ lsomething
for her hands to do. She had avoided Alan the wimoleing and she
wondered if he was keeping out of her way, too.

During the afternoon, she went upstairs to dress.

‘You'll put on a bit of make-up, won't you, deaB®ryl had said.
‘Wear something pretty. | do want you to look rice.

Lorraine did not want to let her mother down. Shegn a dark blue

finely woven tweed dress which she had boughterstiopping spree
a few weeks before. She had her own cosmetics imawing decided

that it wasn't fair to her mother to keep borrowimgrs. She used
eye-shadow and mascara, she let her hair hang &makstood back
to look at her reflection. There was a subtle d#feee about her, a
new awareness in her eyes which strangely frighktdres, because
she knew why it was there.

She met Alan on the landing. His hair was awry, tlashad been

loosened at the neck and he looked as if he hsldmted. Gone was
the immaculate look she had come to expect. 'lfhegrt is in my

eyes,' she thought, as she glanced at him, 'tleenat for want of

trying to keep it in its place.’



They did not smile. They stared wordlessly at eaitier. His face
was serious, his expression unreadable.

'Hallo, Lorraine,' he said.
'Hallo, Alan.'

She had to pass him to reach the stairs and irgdmntheir hands
brushed. She felt him move and she stiffened, leuh&d merely
stepped back to let her pass. Absurdly disappairsteel went down
the stairs.

Her mother met her at the bottom and looked pastihé Alan, who
must have been standing there all the time.

Beryl called, 'James is coming to tea, Alan, and henging his son,
Matthew. | do want you to meet them. Will you jais for a meal?'

‘That's very kind of you, Mrs. Ferrers,' he replid¢d love to meet
them, but | won't come to tea, thanks all the same.

‘Well, if you'd rather not..." She sounded disapfem. 'But come
down anyway and meet them while they're here, wani®'

She went into the kitchen and Lorraine followedr Hether eyed
her approvingly.

‘You look pretty good, too, Mum,' she said. "Yoerseso happy. Is
there—a special reason?'

'‘How did you guess, Lorrie? James proposed yesterda
‘And you accepted?'

Her mother nodded. 'Do you mind, Lorrie?'



Lorraine's eyes filled with tears and she put hensaround her
mother. ‘Mind, Mum? I'm delighted. Anyway,, I'vedpeexpecting it.'

Beryl was crying a little and she dabbed at heseye
'So it's a sort of celebration tonight?"

Her mother nodded. 'James so wanted Matthew t@kee fust like |
wanted you here, too—the four of us together.’

'So I'm going to meet my step-brother-to-be." Samehorraine's
heart lifted. 'I've always wanted a brother. Naw ¢joing to get one!’

They laughed together, each glad in their own vl Lorraine
thought of the man upstairs.

Beryl opened the door to her visitors. James stbede, smiling,
easy, radiating warmth, his arms outstretched agri8leryl went into
them, he hugged her and smiled at Lorraine ovesiheulder.

Beside him stood his son, taller than he was, tuailk; his hair a
thick mop which fell, in an unruly wave, over h@éhead. Like his
father he had smiling eyes and an easy manner.

The front door was closed, the introductions weaglenand Lorraine
found her hand resting in Mathew's.

'So,' he said, ‘'after thirty-odd years, I'm acaqgria sister.' He
frowned, pretending to be worried. 'You won't fighé and bite me
like other brothers' sisters, will you, Lorraine?"

They all laughed, but his father said, 'Don't bi, dad, she's as much
your sister as our next-door neighbour's daughter.’

‘That's true, | suppose, but,' he didn't hide ghreciation in his eyes,
'that could have its advantages.'



‘Now, now, lad," James said, a little sharply, ‘tdarsh your fences.'

They went into the lounge and Beryl sat on the hoGhe patted the
cushion beside her, looking at James, and he needefiirther
invitation.

Lorraine stood up. 'Cup of tea?' she asked, hex gy®g from one to
the other.

‘Would you be a dear, Lorrie? And ask Alan if higke one, dear,’
Beryl called out to her as she went into the hatld remind him he
promised to come down and meet James and Matthew la

Then Lorraine heard hef explaining to Matthew thety had a
paying guest, a nice young man he was, a journalist

Lorraine switched on the kettle and when it boige decided to
make tea for five and take a cup to Alan witholrag him first. That
way she would only have to see him once.

She tapped on his door, her heart knocking quearlg, when he
opened it his face seemed tired and his expregsgtadrawn. 'Thank
you,' he said, taking the tea from her. 'Your visthave come?'

‘Yes,' she answered, her face as blank as his.
‘Mother says don't forget to come down and meehtlager.'

He nodded briefly. "'Thanks.' He closed the do@hasstood there and
she felt disproportionately hurt by his action.

She went downstairs and took the tray into the deumhey chatted
and laughed as they drank their tea and afterwasdsine slipped

out and shut herself in the kitchen to put theshimg touches to the
meal. She called to the others, carried the fodkddalining-room and



served the guests, helped by her mother who hadedn taking up
her role of hostess.

Lorraine made the coffee and they drank it in thenbe. Beryl said,
'I'm sure Alan would like a cup. I'll call him.'

He came in, tidy now, his tie straight and his khitark hair fresh
from combing. First he shook James by the hand, kha&tthew, and
the two of them stood talking by the fireplace.

'‘Give Alan some coffee, Lorrie," Beryl whispered.

He accepted the cup Lorraine offered him and spdbaméhe sugar.
He thanked her and their eyes met and held. See to read his
expression but failed. Her pulses racing, she thaveay, making for
the armchair like a child running to the comfortitsfmother's arms.
Alan drank his coffee, still talking to Matthew, iéhBeryl and James
held hands on the couch.

Then they told Alan their news and he said he wasally surprised.
He had been expecting it. Matthew laughed and s&t was his
'news sense' coming out.

'‘Professional journalists, they're all the samejbked. 'They put two
and two together and make five. Only this time goi your sums
right.'

Alan laughed at the joke against himself, drew Bexwards him and
kissed her on the cheek, then he turned to Janteshaok his hand.
James, in turn, kissed Beryl.

'Let's all join in,' said Matthew, and kissed Bertien he went
towards Lorraine. He pulled her out of the armch&o you mind,
little sister, if | kiss you?"



He bent his head and touched her cheek with las'Very brotherly,’
he said, 'very circumspect. Come on, Alan, quickilevthe lady's
willing.'

Lorraine backed away. 'No," she said, 'it doesmitten Really it
doesn't.’

Matthew laughed. 'The young lady's shy. Don't it fout you off,
Alan. The shy ones are best. You know what theyataut still
waters.'

Alan strolled across to her. 'Why not, indeed®i ts a free-for-all, |

certainly don't want to be left out.' He gripped B#bows and drew
her towards him. She resisted. He smiled. 'Shyrduoe?' There was
a wealth of meaning in his question. 'Of me? Sunely

With the others looking on, she had to submit. s pressed
against hers, so warm, so gentle and so differem fast night. It
was agony and it was heaven and it was quickly.o&erhe drew
away, he smiled without releasing her. 'Anyone wabink,' there
was mockery and wicked amusement in his voicet {tba'd never
been kissed before.’

The others laughed and he let her go. She sankthet@armchair.
Desperate to remove their attention from her, sked 'When is it to
be, Mum?"

'Oh,' James said vaguely, 'two or three monthsnwirgve brought
some order to our affairs.' Beryl nodded.

'‘By the way," Alan said, walking across to Lorraimad pulling
something from his pocket, 'l found this in my céours, | believe?'
He raised an eyebrow.



Lorraine glared at him. 'He knows perfectly welk itnine," she
thought. She took it without thanking him.

'Oh yes," Beryl said, 'that's the scarf you bormiem me to wear
last night, Lorrie. How did it get in Alan's car?'

Lorraine stuffed it behind a cushion and turnedaeges on the man
in front of her. He was smiling. She stumbled dver words. 'lt—it
must have—somehow— fallen off when Alan broughttome from
the dance.’

She saw Matthew's eyes dart inquiringly from heAkan and back
and wondered how much he had concluded from h&rghaeks and
Alan's reminiscent half smile. Matthew moved to side and sat on
the arm of her chair, while Alan propped himseldiagt the wall.

‘The trouble with Lorrie is,' Beryl said, determihh¢o her daughter's
annoyance, to keep her in the limelight, 'she dbgsnout enough.
She works in that stuffy old school during the daymes home and
works again at night. It's not right when she'ysong.’

Matthew looked down at her. '"What, no boy-friendrraine?’

She wished Alan would turn off his lazy smile. 'l-ditl have one, but
we agreed to part. It didn't work out somehow.'

'So the field's clear? Now, since I'm between ganfds--'
'l thought you had one, son?'

'l did, but when she heard | was returning to England leaving her
behind, she as good as told me to go to blazesh&eyrned back to
Lorraine, 'l offer you myself with a cracked butt fiwoken heart, to
act as escort and substitute boy-friend, and &lidelighted to take
you around.’



Alan moved abruptly. He glanced at his watch. 'shie off. | have a
date.' He looked at Beryl. 'Will you excuse me?'

James laughed. 'What's she like, Alan? Blonde ditenredhead?’

'‘Well now," Alan's expression became dreamy, 'shg¥erb to look
at, she has beautiful auburn hair and she's evegyth man could
wish for." His eyes flicked Lorraine like a whigAnd her name's
Margot.' He raised his hand and left them.

The coming of Matthew brought a new era into Lares life. He

kept his word and they went to places she thoughtwuld never go
to. He took her to shows, to dances, for drivak@country on sunny
winter Sundays. They dined at out-of-the-way hotgth secluded

alcoves and subdued lighting. They even sat at htogether

watching television or just reading.

She thanked him one evening for being so good toTtey were
sitting on the couch and had just switched offti#levision after a
particularly moving play.

‘An attractive young woman need never thank a rahi§ company,
Lorraine. It should be the other way round. He gu¢smsure from
being with her. Anyway,” he grasped her arm and esmw
manoeuvred her on to his knee, 'hasn't it occuogau why | may
be doing it?'

She held herself stiff and away from him. She shoakhead.

‘Hasn't it occurred to you,' he went on, ‘thatgimihave fallen in love
with you?'



Again she shook her head, more vigorously this,tllime not the type
to have that effect on a man.’

'Fishing for compliments, eh?'
'‘No, just speaking the truth. | know my own limiteis.'

He laughed as though what she had said was realhyf "You don't,
you know. You don't know yourself at all, littlesser.’

Lorraine pulled away.

'I'm sorry. In the circumstances, that expressi@s Wwungling and
quite inappropriate. I'll substitute "love" for &= Is that better?"

‘Worse stiff,' she answered, smiling.

'‘Oh dear.' He looked puzzled. 'Lorraine, | wankiss you, but it
won't be a brotherly kiss. Do you mind?'

Before she could answer he was kissing her, butlghrt like it at

all. She went rigid and tried to pull away and wherhad finished he
looked so disappointed Lorraine could not forgiverself. She
wanted to apologise and tell him, 'l love a mamaech | can't bear
any other man to touch me.’

There was a tap at the door and Matthew callean&io.'

The newcomer stopped and stared and started tdrawth Matthew
turned his head and Lorraine struggled to standouphe held her
fast. 'Who's that? Oh, Alan, come in.’

'It can wait,' he said curtly. 'Sorry | disturbealy

'‘No, no, you're not disturbing anything, old ch@pme in, sit down.'
Alan remained standing. 'There's nothing doing ,h&lan," Matthew



told him. 'I've tried, but it's no use. This girks lump of ice.
Stone-cold to the core.'

Lorraine caught Alan's falsely incredulous smilel avanted to hit
him. 'Lorraine cold, Matthew? You really surprise.nBut then |
always did think that women schoolteachers were--'

Lorraine cut in, her eyes violent, 'Dull, too resiadle for words
and--'

'‘And veryunexciting,' he finished, his voice soft with neali
'So now you know,' she said to Matthew, tryingdge off his knee.

‘Ah, but do I?' he persisted. '"What about you hgearry, Alan?' He
pretended to hand her over. 'Have a go. You mightagwarmer
response.’

She shrank back against Matthew's chest and his aent round

her. 'My word," he said, looking delighted. 'l toyget rid of her to

another man, and she clings to me tighter than @yere must be a
moral in that somewhere !'

Trapped between two laughing men, she wrenchectlhensright.
She stood and scowled at Alan. 'Did you want . $bimg?'

'l did." His voice reprimanded her for her bad tem{But it will have
to wait.'

She asked sulkily, "Why?'

'Why? Because the person | wish to see appears twi In other
words, your mother." She hated his tone which whsebuking her
and it rankled so much, it drove her on.

'Won't | do?'



'‘No, Miss Ferrers, you won't do.' He spoke so fuighhe began to
feel ashamed.

'I'm sorry,’ she turned away to hide the colouh@n cheeks, 'l was
only trying to help.’

She realised then what an interested spectatomiiathad been.
Alan went away and Matthew left soon after that.

When Beryl came home, Lorraine was in the kitchearg as they
talked, they heard Alan come down the stairs.

He was holding a letter. 'From my mother,' he said.
‘Arid how's Nancy?' Beryl asked eagerly.

'She's fine, apparently. She's asking about Chaisti8he wants to
know if I'll be going home then. I've arrangeddke three days off.’
He hesitated. "You'd have no objection if i weht@'looked straight
at Beryl and Lorraine was glad because if he ha#ldd at her, he
would have seen her disappointment.

'‘Objection, Alan? None at all, my dear.' She lauighéour room will
still be there when you come back.'

‘That's another thing—you'll give me good noticewbien you want
me to move out, won't you?' They both looked at siarply.

‘Move out?' Beryl asked. 'You mean when | marry €sh He
nodded. 'Oh, you've no need to bother your headtdbat yet, Alan.
Why, even Lorrie here, my own daughter, has askedhat stupid
guestion. When will | want her to go? she wantekinow.'

Lorraine met the query in Alan's eyes, but she dwveno answer.



Beryl was talking. 'lI'd love to see your motheriagto talk over old
times and tell her about James... You don't thikdscome and stay
a couple of nights some time?"'

He brightened. 'Ask her. I'm sure she'd like treaidshe dearly loves
a good gossip.'

'‘Go on,' Beryl laughed, 'say it! Like all women. €furse, men never
gossip, do they?'

'‘Of course not," Alan joked. 'Their minds move omnci higher
intellectual planes. Talking of that,' he turned_toraine and Beryl
moved away, 'you may remember that some time guyonhised to
make a few notes for you on newspaper organisatéel®, they'll be
ready soon. I'll have a chat with you some time katdyou have
them.'

‘That's very kind of you,' Lorraine thanked himitstly, trying to
keep the pleasure from her voice. 'I'm sure théyb&imost useful.’

He smiled at her primness. 'I'll sure they willé mocked, and
returned to his room.

One evening Matthew took Lorraine out to dinnere $las wearing a
new pale green suit trimmed with bronze ornamdmnittbns and she
had used her cosmetics with a heavy hand. It wagtong she often
did these days, even for school, hoping perhapsittheould hide
from other people the dull ache which had hersrgitp and which
gnawed at her relentlessly all the time.

It was while they were drinking their coffee thaatthew asked, with
studied disinterest, 'Is there a man on your mind?"



She was so taken by surprise that she splutterécclaoked. She
apologised and dabbed at her watery eyes.

' think I have my answer," he remarked, lifting gugar crystals with
a spoon and letting them fall back into the bovhd | think | know
who it is.’

He looked up at her quickly for confirmation anck dboked down.
'I'm sorry, Matthew." She fiddled with her spooag.t'lt's all so
useless, because it is, literally, a hopeless'case.

'l only wish | could help you.'

She shrugged. 'You can't change a man's naturas Hg once told
me, he prefers an assortment of women in his fgther than one
steady woman, there's nothing anyone can do, ie2he

'He actually told you that?""’

She repeated to him exactly what Alan had said,renthrew back
his head and laughed. 'His women are like flowera garden, eh?"
He laughed again, unbelieving. 'Journalese, my.dd& stock

in-trade.'

She shook her head. 'l wish that were true. Anywaly, moralities
don't go together. He told me that, too.'

‘Meaning?'

‘That I'm the faithful type. He's not.’

‘M'm." He looked interested. 'lI'd like to know win&t was getting at."
'‘Don't ask him, Matthew. Please.’

He patted her hand. '‘Don't worry, | won't.’



At school, Ann asked her how she was getting alamty her
stepbrother-to-be. 'Fine,' Lorraine told her. '@ sice.' '‘Not falling
for him? You know, substitute love and all that.'

'Of course not. Matthew's too nice to have thdidigd on him. By
the way, would you like to meet him?'

'If he's tall, strong and handsome, the answee€s pjease." '
'He'll be there this evening, so come along abmyte

"I will," Ann promised. 'Incidentally, dear,' shyeel her up and down,
'I've said it before, but it will bear repetitionket new you is a
distinct improvement on the old.’

‘Thanks, Ann. It's mainly due to your encouragemeati're the one
who as good as told me to stop looking like a frump

‘You evidently got the message. Any more—er—reshtimn the
person who shall be nameless?’

Lorraine's burning cheeks gave the game away amsAmterested
glance did nothing to put out the fire. Lorrainel mt told her about
the night of the dance. She had not told anyongasta memory she
cherished too dearly for that.

‘Nothing really to report,' she answered, tryingaoond off-hand.
'‘Now, after raising my hopes beyond belief by yiatniguing if silent
response, that reply is what might be called "bsithen other words,
the most maddening anticlimax. Come on, tell Auhtie

Lorraine shook her head. 'If there were anythinigtio Ann, | would,
gladly. Anyway, do come this evening.'



Lorraine had told Matthew that Ann was coming ameltboth went
into the hall to greet her. She looked good in m@aw fawn winter
coat and when Lorraine took it from her, she saniw red woollen
dress underneath.

‘Smart, isn't it?' Ann asked. 'Congratulate me grchoice.' Lorraine
laughed and did so. 'lt's warm, too. It needs tdtseas cold as the
Arctic outside.’

She was introduced to Matthew and shook his hand.
‘You feel warm, though,' she commented, smilinlit

‘You're so right," he laughed, summing her up aephvould you like
me to prove it?"

She met his banter in her easy good-natured waw8ipped off her
glasses and held out her cheek. 'Would you?'

Then Alan appeared on the landing and she raisetams to him.
‘Alan! How nice to see you again. Why did you drog out of your
life?"

‘My dear Ann,' he came down the stairs, handsmettsied, ‘never let
it be said that | treatoulike | treat all the other women in my life.
You're different.’

She took his hands. 'That's what you tell themoéitourse.’

He nodded-with mock seriousness. 'lt's my own sphéechnique,
Ann. You've no idea how it flatters their vanity.'

Lorraine clenched her fingers, one by one, into glaéms of her
hands.

Alan asked, 'Is this a purely private gathering;r



Matthew smiled. 'Lorraine, he's fishing for an tawion. You don't
mind if he joins us, do you?'

Before she could reply, Alan said, 'l was goinguggest that you all
came up to my room for a drink."'

'Well?' Matthew looked from Lorraine to Ann.
'Suits me,' said Ann.

Lorraine lifted her shoulders carelessly. 'It loalssthough everyone
else wants to.'

If Alan noticed her reluctance, he didn't showG@ome on up. But
you'll have to excuse the mess.'

'‘We see what you mean,' Ann said, walking intortoen." *'

There were papers strewn around the portable tyfswwn the table.
Newspapers were piled high on the window- sill #ndr and even
the bed was covered with them like a bizarre-quilt.

'You obviously want to create the impression that'se working
really hard,' said Matthew.

Alan laughed. 'Believe it or not, | do work hardrsimes, even
though I'm a journalist." He threw Lorraine a shpk. 'In between
entertaining women—in the plural.'

'You know," Ann said, dropping a pile of papersthe floor and
sitting in an armchair, 'I'm sure you're not reahig rake you would
have us think you are.’

'‘No?' His eyelids drooped. 'Ask my colleagues.'



'l don't need to,' Lorraine thought miserably €'laiready heard their
comments on the subject.’

‘Anyway," he went on, ‘whether | am or not is neithere nor there. It
goes with my image.' Again he looked at LorraiDeésn't it?'

She turned away and moved to sit beside Matthewhencouch.
'Yes,' she answered, as Matthew put his arm roencind drew her
close, 'just as dull respectability goes with nline.

Ann laughed uproariously. 'Judging by the look iatiew's eye,
Lorraine, those are what might be described asdientast words."
Watch out, I'm sure he has designs on your respiétta

Matthew kissed Lorraine's cheek. 'Now that is aaid

'‘Drink, Matthew?' Alan's tone was so abrupt it lgiouLorraine's
head up.

'‘Please, Alan. Sherry, dry, if you have it.'
‘Lorraine?' His voice was sharp. 'Medium? Sweet?"

'Oh, sweet, surely?' said Matthew, lolling agaimest 'It goes with her
image.'

Ann applauded. 'Oh, very good, Matthew.'

'‘Medium or sweet, Lorraine?' Alan repeated the wasidwly, clearly
and with some annoyance.

'‘Sweet, please,' she told him, 'as Matthew said."

'You see, Alan, | know her taste.' He picked uptmaard and played
with her fingers. 'You get to know a lot about d ghen you've taken
her around as much as I've taken this one.’



'‘But, Matthew," Ann said, 'Alan wouldn't know thate never stays
acquainted with a girl long enough to get to knaw &l that well, do
you, Alan?'

'Let's change the subject," Alan suggested shaing Lorraine a
glass, then Ann, and sitting down. 'Women bore me.'

‘Talking of men," Ann went on, with a sideways &nil've noticed at
school lately, Lorraine, that Hugh's interest inuyseems to be
reviving.'

Lorraine looked into her glass. '"You may be righitn. He did ask
me out one evening, but | turned him down.'

'He must have got over his passion for Margot,” Anmmented.
‘Unless she threw him over. Either way, that ledhedield clear for
you again, Alan, doesn't it?'

'Oh,' he replied, draining his glass and stretclaiagpss to put it on
the table, 'Margot's little excursions with otheemmever worry me.
She always returns to the fold.'

Lorraine asked over-sweetly, 'So, despite appeasarghe's really
the faithful type at heart, is she, Alan? The tyg® sticks to her
man?'

His head shot up and the look he gave her madeekér'Yes,' he
answered, his eyes slitted and dangerous, 'thduhiype, like you.'
The sneer in his voice took the colour from heretise

She was uncomfortably aware that Ann and Mattheve weatching
them closely. They were alert and vigilant andfstned, unable to
grasp what was going on in their minds. She coatduinderstand the
subtle emotional undercurrents which seemed toulimn@ first one
way then the other.



Ann stood up and wandered over to the record hel@deding on the
built-in bookshelves. 'l think some music would @aa soothing
effect on us all. May we, Alan?'

‘A record? Certainly, Ann.' He pushed her asiddlgemd selected
one. 'This, | think.'

Ann peered over his shoulder. 'One of my favoutiteshe
commented.

Even before Alan put it on the turntable, Lorrakmew what it was
going to be and when the haunting tune began amtistbned to the
words, she remembered the last time she had heatrdeicord. The
message came throughAnd | will love thee still, my dear, Till d the
seas gang dryl.orraine flicked open her eyes, daring for a mome
to look at Alan. He was staring at her with suchhaamtrated
cynicism that she recoiled as if he had thrown atiter. Quickly she
shut him out again.

At last Alan rose to take off the record and Matthdeeply moved,
said, 'A good song. You think so, Lorraine?'

She nodded and he drew her close. She did not Etause she
needed at that moment the comfort and reassurahmcé wis action

offered her. She could not understand why Alan ¢tamken to play
that piece of music and it seemed to be of imméngpertance that
she should know the answer,

Matthew was whispering against her ear, 'It coddlmessage from
me to you.'

She drew away slightly, rejecting in her mind whatwas trying to
say. Afraid that Alan had overheard, she glancedimt but he
seemed to be oblivious of everything but the reqbagier. He put on



some more music, neutral and calming, and it reditive emotional
temperature in them all.

He produced a box of chocolates which he handeadrdde offered
a cigarette to Matthew, who refused, took one hifas®l flicked his
fighter to get it going.

The talk became general. Lorraine offered to makaescoffee. 'If
you wouldn't mind," Alan said, without looking arh

Ann went downstairs with her and they made theespffound some
scones and buttered them, piled cheese biscuits ardish and put
out a few small cakes which Beryl had baked.

They carried the trays upstairs and as Lorrainequbthe coffee, Ann
handed round the food. Alan went to his bedsideetabd opened a
drawer. He waved some cards in the air. 'Four gigssts going free
for a concert next week,' he said. 'Any offers?'

Matthew asked what they were playing.

‘Can't remember the whole programme,' Alan told, Hoont the main
item is the New World Symphony.' He turned his baokli_orraine
and held out two tickets to Matthew. 'Yes?'

'‘Definitely yes, thanks.' Matthew took the tickatsl showed them to
Lorraine. 'lt's a date?'

She nodded. 'l love the New World.'
Alan said to Ann, 'Shall | keep our tickets?'
She smiled at him brightly. 'Why, am | going witbuy?"'

'l assumed that you were.'



'‘Delighted. But haven't you anyone more—er—glamstoed up?
Margot, for instance?'

His answer was terse. 'Margot is no music-lover.'

‘Then I'd love to go with you, Alan,’ she smiledtiwisome
significance, 'even if | am only second-best.' ldeked at her
curiously and her eyes challenged him back. Themse to be
playing some sort of game. 'Are the four seatstteg@' she asked.

‘They are.'

'How do we get there? Do our respective partneifaraus?' She
looked at Lorraine. 'lt seems a bit daft, you andnAliving in the
same house, but each going separately.’

'I'll call for you, Ann," Alan said, curt to the jod of rudeness.

‘And I'll call for my favourite girl-friend," saidlatthew, resting his
hand on Lorraine's knee.

‘Then that's settled,” Ann remarked, full of godeer. 'Thanks for
giving us the tickets, Alan.'

He shrugged, threw himself in a chair and drew loartlis cigarette.
Ann flicked through her diary. 'My word it's getgiruncomfortably
near Christmas. Done all your shopping, Lorraine?'

'‘Not yet,’ Lorraine answered. She looked at Matthesuppose I'll
have to extend my presents list this year, now Iy& a
stepfather-to-be and a step--'

He grabbed at her hair and she winced. 'If youlsayvord "brother”

I'll brain you, young woman! Boy-friend, if you &k but brother," he
shook his head, 'definitely out." He released fa@r énd she rubbed
her scalp.



‘All right, boy-friend, but | don't know my boy-&nhd's tastes.’

'l don't know yours, but I'm going to buy you someg). Tell me, do
you fancy diamonds set in platinum?’

Lorraine's head whirled round. 'All right, calm dawwHe patted her
hand, amused at her gaping expression. 'Anyonedaburk I'd just
proposed, and that is something | certainly wotldo' in public.
Anyway, as my father advised, | won't rush my fexn'’ce

Ann and Alan were looking on, Ann smiling, Alanesit, with hard
narrowed eyes, smoking his third cigarette.

Ann sighed, 'Oh, for a boy-friend who offered mardonds and
platinum!'

They all laughed and relaxed as she had intend=d tb do. She
looked at her watch. 'Sad to say, it's time to §be thanked Alan for
a pleasant evening and when Matthew offered hié, ale accepted
gladly.

Lorraine went downstairs and waved them off andmatee returned
to Alan's room, he was collecting the empty cups stacking them
on the tray.

"'l help you wash these,' he said.

‘No, thank you,' she answered in a voice which dedmuch cooler
than she felt. 'lIt won't take me long.'

He said, quietly, 'As you wish.’

They both put something on the tray together aed thands made
contact. The place where he had touched her se@nmbdrn and
involuntarily her eyes went to his. He was lookigher with an



expression which frightened her because of withdlito her. She felt
herself swaying towards him.

He made no movement in return. He merely raisegyebrows in a
cool, calculated question. Her cheeks flamed withihiation and
she seized the tray and almost ran from the rodra.kBew that he
would be smiling the smile of the victor at hereating back.



CHAPTER YV

LORRAINE bought a new dress for the concert. It was blacthade
she rarely chose, with a low neckline and thre@sigu sleeves.

"It shows off your graceful neck, dear,’ her motlsaid, with
unashamed maternal prejudice, '‘and your fair skia, your lovely
figure.'

Lorraine kissed her cheek. 'l take all your mothedmpliments with
a daughterly pinch of salt, Mum.’

'‘But it's true. You're a different girl nowadaysowtve come out of
your shell.’

Lorraine put her hand over her shoulder and pdterdback. 'The
shell's still there, you know, in case | ever needo back to it! But
it's invisible—no one knows it's there.'

'Yes, dear,' her mother said, humouring her. 'Heee my pearls.
They'll look just right on your long neck.'

'If you say much more about my neck,' said Lorraiaking them and
putting them on, 'I'll think I've turned into a swa

'‘Well, in a way you have,' Beryl said. "You're ot ugly duckling
any more. You're beautiful now.'

‘Yes, Mum,' Lorraine murmured, humouring her motinaw.
'Is Alan taking you?'
'‘No, Matthew's calling for me. Alan's taking Ann.’

‘That's a funny arrangement, with Alan living here.



'He seemed to want to take Ann.’
'Oh, | see,' she said, but Lorraine knew that sthe'tdsee.

Matthew arrived, kissed Beryl on the cheek and &ioe on the lips.
When he saw her dress, he whistled. 'That'll gsnhttalking,' he said,
but he did not specify who ‘them'’

was.

Ann and Alan were waiting in the entrance foyethef concert hall.
The subtle perfume of the hot-house flowers arrdngeaiant vases
around the walls brought tantalising remindersing days. The
pile of the carpet gave softly beneath the feet angpite of herself,
Lorraine felt unreasonably happy. In an effort &dianalise her
feelings, she told herself that she was, aftergaling to spend the
next two hours in Alan's company and share with hirpiece of
music they both loved.

People milled around, some pushing, some allowirgiselves to be
carried along by the others. Now and then, as thayed for the
crowds to clear, Alan raised his hand to friend$@aguaintances. He
seemed to be popular and one or two men shook dnsl land
introduced their escorts. He, in turn, introducesi duests to them.
Most of his friends were from the newspaper word &e talked
shop with them for a few minutes.

At last they filed into their seats, and it seerteetorraine that Alan
had put himself as far away from her as possiblattidw and Ann
separated them and he was so far away from hemaake any direct
communication impossible. If she had had anythingay to him it
would have to be channelled through the others hane&éxpectation
of getting pleasure from the evening ebbed awalyeiynt



She glanced along the row and noticed that, as shajied their
programme, Ann's head was almost touching Alarfe &ad to
suppress a vicious stab of jealousy and at oncdetha sense of
guilt. Ann was, after all, her closest friend, alligh she had to
acknowledge that she would have been jealous ajrenyno matter
who it was, who happened to be sitting next to Aathat moment
and sharing his programme so intimately.

Matthew drew her arm through his. 'Come out of thay-dream,
love,' he said. 'Judging by your expression, ttsanvery happy one.’

'Sorry, Matthew,' she whispered.

The orchestra was assembling and Matthew offered the
programme. They read it together, their headsasedas the others.
Matthew put his lips to her cheek and Lorraine lappath a spark of
spite, that Alan was watching. Amnust have been because Lorrain
heard her murmur to Alan, 'Look at those two loireldd' Matthew
laughed and did it again.

The first part of the concert was devoted to arrtove by Beethoven
and works by modern composers. They were well vedeby the
audience and as the interval began, Ann leanegsiddatthew and
said, - Alan wants a drink and says what about ‘you?

Lorraine nodded and they filed out of the auditoribehind the
slow-moving crowds. Alan and Matthew fought theayto the bar
at die far end of the entrance foyer and returnilal the drinks.

Alan greeted some more acquaintances and moved faomythe
group to talk to two or three attractive, well- gneed young women
who seemed to Lorraine to be queueing up for thelgge. She saw
with bitter amusement that he dealt with one gid &ame, while the
others hung back awaiting their turn.



When he rejoined the others, Ann asked him, 'Memiméryour
harem?'

He laughed uncomfortably and Matthew said, '‘Dosk keading
guestions, Ann. The answer could be embarrassing.'

'One or two ex-girl-friends, if you must know,' Alaeplied, his
manner indicating that he did not want the matiecudssed.

Lorraine tried to stop herself, but the words camné She asked,
guilelessly, her eyes wide open, 'Some of yourksdeout flowers,
Alan?'

Ann seemed puzzled, Matthew threw back his headaarghed and
Alan looked as though he would like to throttle.hiére warning bell
indicated that the end of the interval was nearrdine went with
Ann to the cloakroom and was puzzled when AnnHeftthere. She
rejoined the others and discovered the reason—lhaee phad been
moved along the row so that she was sitting nextlam while Ann
had changed to the seat on the other side of MattBece Alan
seemed put out at the new arrangement, Lorraindetkthat it must
have been Ann's idea.

Alan looked at her in the subdued lighting as thowshpe were
something unpleasant that had been left on hisstiemr

Lorraine muttered childishly, 'This wasn't my idea.

'‘Nor mine," he muttered back. He thrust the prognaron to her lap.
His action told her that there would be no shaasghere had been
with Ann, no touching of heads or hands. She bitipeo keep it still
and peered at the programme notes with moist eyes.

The lights were dimmed and she pushed the prograbatie on to
Alan's knees. He took it with bad grace. All thengi Ann and



Matthew had been talking as serenely as if nothiad happened.
This irritated Lorraine beyond words, because she wertain that
they were at the bottom of it.

The second half of the concert began. Lorraine neagey effort to
lose herself in the magnificent music, but the gneg of the man on
her left acted as a barrier to all rational thowagid feeling. She could
think of nothing else but that he was there. Sadedd to fidget. She
played with her handbag strap. She felt for hewvego crossed and
recrossed her legs.

There was a long-suffering sigh in the vicinityhalr left ear, and she
took the hint and did her best to sit still. But hands moved again,
this time more agitatedly than ever.

She heard an angry hiss from her left. 'If you dsib'still, woman,

I'll—here give me your hand.' He felt for it in tlsemi-darkness,
grasped it and carried it across to his lap. Asfinigers closed on
hers, he whispered, 'Now, for God's sake keepastilllet me listen to
the music. If you don't, I'll grab the other hatah.'

Confused, Lorraine turned her head to see if Mattivas watching,
but he seemed oblivious to everything but the m&he tried to pull
her hand away, but Alan entwined his fingers robads even more
determinedly. Slowly her tension eased and sheedlat last. She
felt him respond. His muscles slackened and théitygeft his body.

Now the music sounded sweeter, becoming more poigndh a
greater depth of meaning. The grip on her hanceloed and became
almost a caress. She could have taken her hand awaghe let it
stay where it was. She stole a look at him andeasame moment he
turned towards her. They exchanged smiles and femwaecstatic
moments there was peace between them. But Lorkaie® in her
heart that it was the effect of the music, nothmyye.



When the concert was over they moved, dazed, ivtlecitowds to the
doors. They stood in the entrance foyer and the aolfrom outside
broke into the warmth around them making them shiie

anticipation of the lower temperature outside.

Ann looked at Matthew and said to Lorraine, 'ltrasesilly for Alan
to take me home when you both live at the sameenous

Before Lorraine could reply Matthew said, 'Rightake Ann, Alan
takes Lorraine. Come on, Ann, let's say goodnighlttaank you and
we'll be off.'

They were moving away through the doors into the&mess before
Lorraine had had time to speak a word in protest.

Alan looked at her. 'lIt seems we're stuck with eztbler. Too bad if it
upsets you.' He took her elbow and manoeuvred utside.

'It looks as though you are,' she muttered sulldhyd he gave her a
look which was clearly meant to quell her, but sied to jerk her
arm from his.

'Stop behaving like a spoilt, disappointed brat,'shid. 'It's not my
fault if your boy-friend decides he prefers anothgoman's
company.'

Lorraine was so surprised at the interpretationhéd put on the
arrangement which had somehow been forced on tlnat she
walked by his side like an obedient child.

They drove home and while Alan garaged the car,offemed the
front door. The house was empty. Her mother got éndate
sometimes and Lorraine usually had a hot drinkydadher.



She went into the kitchen and put some cups oaya Alan stood in
the doorway. 'I'm making some cocoa,' she said{drex as cold as
the air outside.

'l could certainly do with something to warm me'ug remarked,
making a pretence of turning up his jacket coll@nere's a distinct
chill in the atmosphere.’

A hint of a smile sidled against his cheek anddanéd against the
door and watched her pour the milk into the saucepte didn't
speak and Lorraine knew that he was still hearrggrhusic in his
mind, as she was.

He took the cups into the dining-room and she $wiicon the
electric heater. They drank their cocoa in siler&ee was thinking,
'Here's the quiet man again, the man | desperatahy to reach, the
real person under the cynical veneer, that frightgihard cover of
worldliness.'

His voice broke through. 'Did you enjoy the con®ert
‘Wonderful, "thank you.'

'‘Despite the fact that | held your hand?' The muglksmile* was
there again.

'‘Even in spite of that,' she answered in the same. t

He looked at his watch, stood up, yawned and $ieetcBed, | think.'
His eyes dwelt on her and she wondered what Waggom

‘Aren't you going to say thank you?' 'You meantiartickets?'
‘Yes, and for bringing you home.'

‘Thank you for the tickets and for bringing me hdme



He shook his head. ‘Not good enough. | want my ryisrnveorth.'

She began to get suspicious as she saw a smigeftiss his mouth.
'‘Don't you know what | mean?' She hesitated to anstwying to
evade the idea that snaked into her mind.

He persisted, 'What does a man usually expect Wwhéarings a girl
home?'

'‘Don't be silly," she said, feeling absurdly ansioirhis is different.’
'Is it?' He moved towards her and she moved bbadkn't agree.'
She inched away again. 'l—I did enjoy the conceh¢ remarked
conversationally, saying anything that came intohead to distract
him.

‘You've said that before,' he said, getting nearer.

‘The—the orchestra was excellent...'

'It was, wasn't it?" Still he pressed on towards he

She grew afraid of the concentrated look in hisseyer heart was
banging against her ribs and she continued to adgg, only to find
herself backing on to the windows. 'The music was--

But it was useless. She was caught, breathlegsleeglamong the
curtains, and there was no escape route. His asbsrfed round her
and she looked up into his face.

He was smiling. 'Come on, I'm waiting.'

But she couldn't do it.



'I'll tell you what," he said, 'close your eyesagme I'm some nasty
tasting medicine and get it over quickly.’

She laughed and his arms tightened. Again sheatedit'No, better
still,' he went on, 'imagine you're kissing Matth&wmat should help.'

He bent his head expectantly and she knew she badternative.
She reached up and touched his lips with hers, th@nthem away
quickly.

He made a face. 'If that's how you kiss Matthewntpoor Matthew!
Now," his arms pulled her closer, 'I'll kiss yokelil kiss Margot.'

She struggled. 'Don't do that,' he smiled proveesti 'Margot never
struggles. She's always willing.'

He swooped on her mouth and she was lost. The ntsmpassed and
she was sinking down and down and drowning in hgaira He
pulled her back to the surface at last as a stswigmer rescues a
drowning man. She lay limp in his arms.

When he let her go, she moved away, dazed, andosat. A key
turned in the lock. Beryl and James came in, arach Adet them at the
dining-room door. With an effort, Lorraine pulle@rself together.
She smiled at them as naturally as she could.

'Hallo, you two.' Beryl looked from one to the ath&njoy the
concert?’

'‘Excellent, thanks.'
James asked, 'Matthew here? | thought he might be.’

'‘No, he took Ann home. Alan brought me back.’



'l suppose,’ her mother said, 'that was more sen$i down, Alan.
Don't go yet.'

He came back into the room and perched on the arboroaine's
chair. He looked down at her, his eyes tauntingu™don't mind if |
share your chair?'

'Would it make any difference if | did?' Her tonasMight, but her
eyes were sparking.

James was inspecting her. 'You look charming, nay.te

'She always does,' Alan said, 'even when she'y angrch she often
Is, with me.’

'Really?' James asked. '‘Don't you two get on?'

Alan shook his head. 'We're always quarrelling.'Sheeal fighter,
this one. Fights against everything, even the table.’

Her eyes jerked up to his, full of question, buirfd no

answer. His eyes were deep and unfathomable agtifegiand that
irritated her so much she gave him a look intertdezhill him to the
bone. Instead, he laughed out loud. 'You see, figateng me with
her eyes now.'

James was such an interested spectator that Lemas glad when
her mother handed him a hot drink and sat dowiptber own. She
said, conversationally, as though Lorraine weretihete, 'Don't you
think, Alan, she's come out of her shell lately?'

Lorraine was irritated. 'l wish you wouldn't keeprting me into a
snail, Mum!'



Alan took her chin and turned her face round. Ksrkanalysing eyes
explored hers. 'l don't know about that,' he mu'ted | think she still
has her little hidey-hole she can run to, away fedinof us whenever
she feels the need —which,' he added with uncoatftataccuracy,
'knowing what | do about Lorraine, is pretty often.

She jerked her face away and stood up. 'I'm tired.’
Alan rose lazily. 'If that's a hint, I'll take it.'

Beryl and James laughed as he strolled to the dGmodnight,
everyone.' He looked at Lorraine, his smile protwea'Goodnight,
snail.' He raised his hands as if to protect hifressdl went out.

Christmas was near and Lorraine had bought allphesents. The
cake had been made for some time and a thick tfy@mond paste
covered the top of it. Lorraine decided to icene@vening when her
mother was out. She grew taut when she heard Ataning
downstairs. He stood at the kitchen door watchiag 9mooth the
white, semi-liquid icing over the top of the cake.

He commented, 'That looks and smells so delicibuzakes me wish
| didn't have to go home for Christmas.’

She looked at him and met his sardonic smile arelvkshe had
imagined a note of wistfulness behind his words.

She replied, in a voice as toneless and disintntext she could make
it, "You have to go?'

His answer was quiet. ‘My mother would be aloredifin't.’

She placed a miniature pine tree in the centrénefcake and put
beside it a Father Christmas figure holding a mggack.



'‘Having visitors for the holiday?' he asked casuall

Lorraine nodded. 'James and Matthew are comingyeday." She
lifted the cake carefully across to the side tatblen rinsed her hands
free of icing sugar. As she dried them she asked you want me for
something?'

He leaned against a cupboard. 'You remember a peohmade to
put together some notes for you about newspapers?'

'l do remember, but | didn't think you meant it.'

He said sarcastically, 'Oh, so | don't keep my wooav? Just another
of my many good qualities in your eyes?'

She shrugged and said again, 'l remember.’

'‘Well, I have made said notes and they're now réadyour use. If
you could spare the time, | should like you to cameto my room
and we'll go through them together. That is,' lyisseprovoked, 'if
you can trust an immoral, unscrupulous, lasciviousnalist.™

'|—think | can.’

'‘Quite sure? Because even if you screamed foritwipuldn't be any
good. There's no one else in the house to comeuoard.'

She swept past him up the stairs and into his réterfollowed her,

flung his hand to his head in a dramatic gestucedetlaimed, 'By

heaven, the girl trusts me!" They laughed togeéimer he closed the
door.

He indicated a chair which was drawn up to theetaBhe sat down
and looked with interest at the documents spreadhguont of her.

She pulled something towards her and began toitedé removed
it. 'That's nothing to do with you.'



‘What a pity. It looked so interesting.’
‘That's all very well, but we're going to work oouy stuff, not mine.’

He drew a pile of notes across the table and thdrttireugh them.
Lorraine watched for a moment, then said, moreigezkntly than
she had intended, 'What | can't understand is howntelligent,
accomplished man like you can bear to lower yotitsethe levels
required to practise journalism.’

He turned diamond-hard eyes towards her. He daadkjrsg his head
and looking at her as if she were of below- averagelligence,
'‘Before we go on, it's obvious | shall have to gye a lecture,
otherwise all this,' with a sweep of his hand rtkaated the notes he
had made, 'will be just6 much waste paper.' He settled back in h
seat, crossed his "legs. 'Tell me something. Wihryobsessive
hatred of newspapers and the people who create, thenyou
consider that all newspaper offices should be lidyatlosed and all
newspapers banned by law?'

'Of course not.'
'‘Oh? Why?'

She hesitated, feeling Ilike a dull, hesitant stidefi
suppose—because they're the most important wagttnig people
know what's going on around them.’

'Right. We agree on something. Let's take it froeré. Now, even in
a democracy there are things going on behind tBrescwhich are
not brought to light but which should, in the pepbwn interests, be
made public. Agreed?' She nodded. '"You must swaekyowledge
that the vital link in this chain of communicatimthe reporter who's
trained to scent out hidden meanings behind ewshtsh at first
sight seem to be on the level.’



He paused, eyebrows raised, for her response. &theed again.
Satisfied, he went on, 'Now if this reporter canea something
which is being suppressed by the powers-that-bendanch ordinary
people have a right to know, then the reporterhis privileged
position, is doing an invaluable public serviceu¥e with me?’

‘All the way.'

'‘Good. Now having got that settled, tell me, is rgvandividual
educated to our standards?’

'Of course not.'

‘Then, since a newspaper's most important functisn to
communicate, journalists must write so that thgdamajority , of
people can understand what they're saying.'

She nodded.

'We can't indulge,' he went on with a smile, 'iae kbng words you so
love teaching-your defenceless pupils. No one wbuldnewspapers
if we did, simply because they wouldn't understdram. Therefore,
as you in your prim and proper way would put it, meve to reduce
good quality English to words of one syllable satthine out of ten
people will understand what we're talking about.’

Grudgingly Lorraine had to agree that he was rigletlooked at her
for a few moments, then held out his hand.

'‘Pax?' he asked quietly.

She put her hand in his, and said innocently, ISuyeu mean
"peace"?’

His fingers tightenedTouche As you say,' he smiled mockingly, 'in
the words of the masses—ypeace.'



They worked on, side by side, until Alan saide&lfin need of some
refreshment. Any chance of some coffee?'

Lorraine got up immediately and Alan followed heswh to the
kitchen. 'I'll help," he offered, but instead ofgieg, he sat astride the
kitchen stool and talked. He carried, the tray aipstand they drank
the coffee and worked again.

‘This is nice," he said suddenly.
'‘What is?'

'‘Being at peace with you.' He stretched out his k&gd clasped his
hands behind his head. 'War between nations i¢e fubut war
between individuals is even worse.' He smiled dth® corner of his
eye. 'Especially when the combatant is female, ssicely
belligerent and so—er— attractive.'

Lorraine stiffened at once and he patted her h&am down,
hedgehog.'

The phone rang and they both rose together. 'S&g t he said. 'I'll
call if it's for you.'

He went down and Lorraine heard him say, 'Margottai\do you
want? | can't understand you. Have you been dmy¥kiviou've just
come frOm a party? Me? I'm working. Who am | wodkiom? Miss
Ferrers, if you must know, and the word's not "at's,"with". Yes, |
know she's only a schoolteacher and no, you neateargywhere with
them.' He laughed. 'But there's no harm in tryiadhere?"

Lorraine began to collect her papers. Alan wasrggyiYou don't
mean to say you're jealous—of Miss Ferrers?' Hise tavas
incredulous, then he listened again. His voice éaed. No, as you
say, she's not my type. Yes, you can come rouryduf like." He



slammed the receiver down and strode up the stHiescaught
Lorraine at the door and pushed her back into doenr 'Where are
you going? We haven't finished our work yet.’

‘As far as I'm concerned, we have. I'll now make Wea your lady
visitor.'

‘You're staying.'--,

'I'm not." She tried to push past him and got herdhto the door
handle. He turned the key. 'l repeat, you're stayinhave my
reasons.’

He gripped her arm and pushed her into a chain, went on talking
as though nothing had happened. 'Now, where wePeAkieyes.' He
began speaking, but Lorraine did not take in a vadndl

She said, between her teeth, 'Will you let me out?'

'‘No,' he answered mildly, taking his pen and addmgething to the
notes, 'not even if you start assaulting me asdy@wnce before.’

The doorbell rang. 'That was quick," he commeritélte must have
got a lift. Trust Margot!

As he went to the door, Lorraine followed. He pusher back and
locked her in. She rattled the door handle, anidbghed as he went
down the stairs.

Lorraine knew she had to compose herself to meegdaand she
needed the help of all the poise she possesseatkqgnate though it
was, to meet the girl's fuddled but hostile stare.

Alan's smile was wicked as he watched them. Magoied to him.
‘Darling, | thought you'd be alone by now.’



He grinned maliciously. 'l can hardly turn a wonman if she doesn't
want to leave me, can | ?'

Lorraine choked back her anger and turned pale tvéleffort. Alan
watched her and went towards her. She stood uphdsat on the
side of her chair, put his arm round her and pulleddown. She tried
to move away, but his fingers dug viciously into fiesh.

‘Darling," Margot said plaintively, ‘what are yop to? Playing off
one woman against the other?'

‘Yes. I'm trying to make you both jealous.’

'‘Darling, you won't make me jealous. | know youtrme.' She took
his hand and pulled him to another chair. She phsima down and
sat on his knee, put her arms round his neck asg&ihim. 'Now you
kiss me,' she said. He kissed her cheek. 'No, '&he. touched her
lips with a finger and he kissed her mouth, thehhau off his knee.

‘You need sobering up, sweetie.'

She shook her head slowly. 'l like being this wayakes me forget
my inhibitions.’

He laughed cynically. "You—inhibited?' He said tortaine, 'Any
strong coffee going?'

Lorraine gathered up her things for the second.time
'You heard what Miss French said. She likes béuagyway.'

She went out of the door and he followed. He saadrowly, 'Don't
be so bitchy.’

She turned on him. 'What else do you expect me®toviou keep me
in there solely to make your girl-friend jealousidn demonstrate to



me how clever you are in handling the opposite sex, then you
expect me to get you out of a tight spot!" She hesttemper and her
caution. Her voice rose harshly as she tried tm gtee tears. 'Why
don't you go back in there and give her what deelsrazenly asking
for? Or isn't it within your masculine powers tagfy her wishes?'
His fingers curled into his palms and his eyesedanto life, but she
persisted with even greater bitterness, 'She's oably more
compliant and more—more willing in that conditisg why try to
sober her up? She's easy game. I'm not. You'dtbaverk a darned
sight harder to catch me, wouldn't you? So why é&déth

Her eyes grew blurred as the tears took over aadhshrd him say in
a voice deliberate and grating, 'For that, myditthwer,' he rolled the
word round his tongue, 'I'll do just as you adviske slammed the
door in her face.

She sat on her bed and covered her face with hetsh&he tears
trickled through her fingers and down the back®@f hands. She
started sobbing uncontrollably and threw herselnisideways on
to her pillow. She was as she had always been—lalgme. She
knew she had nothing for any man. Against a wonien Margot,
who could ever hope to win?

She was still crying when Margot left some timestaShe dragged
herself up and got ready for bed. She put on hesdémat and opened
her door to go across to the bathroom.

" At that moment Alan's door opened. He too seetmédxd intending
to wash. His tie had been removed, his shirt wdsittoned to the
waist. When Lorraine looked at him, he stood dtlis gaze roamed
over her face, patchy and red with crying, andtheed into her eyes
which were swollen and desolate. He made an abmgyement
forward, but she ran across the landing and clte=tathroom door.
She heard him go back into his room and wait far tieefinish
washing.



The following evening, Alan took his dishes intce thitchen and
handed them to Beryl who was standing at the diokraine was
drying up and she was dressed to go out with Matthe

Alan ignored her and spoke a few words to BerylhAdurned to go,
Lorraine said awkwardly, 'I'm afraid | forgot toysthank you last
night for your help." She concentrated on the dwgpwas drying. 'l
really am grateful for all those notes and yourieglv

She looked at him and his face told her nothing.nddded. She
forced herself to go on. 'I'm going to try them oatthe girls and see
how they react to them.’

He nodded again, his face serious, almost cold dbbebell rang and
she flung down the tea towel and ran past him tenojne door.
Matthew's arms were outstretched as he steppedeireand she
escaped into the welcome and the comfort of theerkissed her on
the cheek and then on the lips and she heard Aiae sip the stairs
and close his door.

Matthew took Lorraine to the small theatre in tbe to watch a
local amateur group perform a Shaw play. The actwese
surprisingly good and the audience applauded eiaisiically.
Afterwards he took her for a meal at a restauraatioy.

He asked her, keeping his eyes on the tablechutl your affections
still engaged in the same quarter? In other wasds still Alan?'

She nodded. 'I'm sorry, Matthew.'

He laughed a little ruefully. 'l expected it. lastls out a mile. You
only come alive when he's near you.'



This alarmed her. 'Does it show that much?'
'Only because | know. All the same, | don't givenape.'

He took her home and they kissed goodnight in #ne'lclike you so
much," Lorraine whispered. 'If only--'

'l know what you're going to say. Don't.'

Lorraine got out and he raised his hand and droxay a



CHAPTER VIII

IT was the last week of term and no one was in thednfior routine
work. The class tests were over and the girls watdeelax and get
into the spirit of Christmas. Lorraine decided thahange of subject
was as good a way as any to humour them, so on &ommbrning
she went to school with her briefcase packed toaacap with
newspapers. They ranged from the 'quality’ jourrtalthe most
popular dailies.

From the first-formers upwards the girls responaét enthusiasm
to the exercise. They spread the newspapers oeeflabr—there
was no other flat surface large enough to take th#mand they
studied design and style and tried to determinaygbhe of readership
each newspaper aimed at.

They noted the different treatment of the sameystoreach paper,
compared the construction and length of sentefddes; counted the
syllables of the words used in the 'quality’ pajged compared them
with the simpler words used in the others.

They cut out reports of incidents and pasted themo darge sheets of
cardboard and pinned diem to the wall. With th@lodélAlan's notes,
Lorraine led them in a discussion of the power aper proprietors
had in forming public opinion, the politics of eandwspaper and the
trick which some of the less worthy papers useputfing forward"
opinion as fact.

Next term, she told them, they would be asked ta @gooject on the
newspaper industry and suggested that, in the mearnthey should
study as many different papers as their pocket snovauld allow
them to buy.

At break, while Lorraine told Ann what she was dpiather teachers
gathered round to listen. One or two looked disiyndisapproving



and it became clear to Lorraine that the subjeeings tackling was a
complete innovation. They hinted that no one haédiéo do such a
thing before. Was Miss Ferrers sure, one of thekedysthat the

headmistress would approve?

'You can hardly claim that it's in the syllabusgmplained Miss

Grimson, one of the older teachers in the Englspadtment and a
friend of the headmistress. 'Neither will it helfy tgirls through their
examinations and that, in my opinion, is the pramma of the tuition

they receive here.'

‘It may not be in the syllabus,’ Lorraine answeeedl surprised
herself with her new-found revolutionary fervousut it certainly
makes them think for themselves and appreciate vghgbing on
outside the solid brick walls of this rather agesafool.’

This statement effectively reduced her audiendgvtoor three, and
she and Ann were soon left alone.

'‘My word," Ann said, 'you've got a bit more spititese days,
Lorraine. Could it be your journalist friend's méince?'

She admitted reluctantly, '‘Alan certainly has hélpe change my
ideas,' and she added bitterly, 'when he can spareme from the
fabulous Margot.'

Ann looked sorry for" her. 'You're up against fodaible competition
there, dear. She's got looks, clothes-sense, nppeag—everything,
in fact, except intelligence, and when you've dbthee others—my
dear, does that matter?’

Lorraine told her what had happened when she arah Avere
working together and Margot had called.

Ann frowned. 'Why did he want to keep you there?'



‘To make her jealous. Why else?'

'‘But he'd hardly need to do that. Even when shevshaterest in
other men, she never really lets Alan go. He's ydwhere for her to
run back to, as he admitted himself.'

She sighed. 'All the same, it's interesting. Bietanother word of
advice from Auntie. Get him out of your system. Cemrate on

Matthew. If you don't know it already, he's youwsthe asking, and a
nicer man you could hardly wish for.’

Term ended a week before Christmas. One aftericmnaine was
standing at the bus stop loaded with shopping wkian's car drew
up beside her. He opened the front passenger '@Girin, Lorraine.'

Thankfully she sidled into the car, arms still ching her shopping,
and he drove into the traffic. | was almost daré #re shop windows
were bright with lights and festive decorations.

‘Looking forward to Christmas?' he asked, withalirig his eyes
from the road.

'‘Reasonably so. Are you?'

'Reasonably so." He echoed her words and they éaugh go
tomorrow, you know.'--,

She knew only too well. It was a fact that wouldedve her alone.
‘All those hours,' she was thinking, ‘when I'll B&w look as though
I'm enjoying myself, when all the time I'll be lang for the sound of
his voice and the sight of his face.’

'‘Would you take pity on a lonely journalist, Lomai and come out to
dinner with me?"



She was so shaken by his invitation and the alwagthe issued it
that it took her a few minutes to respond.

'If you're otherwise engaged,' his voice was offchajust say so.
There's no need to spare my feelings. Accordinydo, | have
precious few to spare.’

She answered, still hesitant from surprise, 'Wale got nothing
much to do, so yes, thank you. Matthew's not corthrgjevening--'

'‘And Margot's gone to report a dress show,' he teved at once.

They laughed. 'Two people without their chosenrmag.' He flicked
her a provocative look. 'So we accept each otheseasnd best-.
That's right, isn't it?'

She nodded and turned her face resolutely to thdaw, watching
the passers-by trundling shopping bags on whees$ipg prams and
standing, arms full of parcels, waiting patienths she had been
doing, in the long bus queues.

'‘Will your mother mind?'

'‘No. James is coming to a meal, so they'll probpldyer to be alone.
Afterwards they're going to friends for the evening

'Right. Seven-thirty," he said as he drove intogaege. He grinned.
'I'll call for you.'

She smiled back. 'l can't wait for your ring at tioorbell.'

'It's more likely to be a hammering at your bedratoor, especially
If you're so much as a minute late. If you aréwdlk in and kidnap
you.'



Lorraine did not even try to contain her happin®¥gisen she spoke to
her mother, it was there in her eyes. Beryl loakigder curiously and
asked, with a tinge of anxiety, '‘Does Matthew know?

‘Matthew?' Lorraine was puzzled. 'No. In any caseyouldn't mind.
He's not coming this evening.'

'l just wondered, dear. It's only that his fathed &. .

Lorraine ran from the kitchen. She could not beahé¢ar what her
mother was trying to tell her. 'Lorraine and MatthéMatthew and
Lorraine ..." They were so plainly coupled togetimeher mother's
and future stepfather's minds that she felt asghdbe doors of a
strong-room were closing on her cutting off all ibke hope of
escape.

She put on the dress she had worn for the daneaslthin, but if was
right for a dinner date and it was one she thoédguh admired. She
met him on the landing and he looked at his watch.

'Five minutes early. An exceptional as well as auiéul woman.'

'l never listen to flattery,' she tossed over hHewusder as she ran
downstairs in front of him to get her coat.

‘That's the trouble," he murmured, following her.
You look smart, too," she told him, admiringly.
'l never listen to flattery," he mimicked, and saghed.

'l don't know why you're so happy,' he said, withleam in his eye.
'It's only me you're going out with, not Matthew.'

'‘And | make a poor substitute for Margot,' she reded him.



‘There is no substitute for Margot,' he statedmalg as though he
were repeating an advertising slogan. But Lorrdgfethat she had
been put in her place and it turned down the hehephappiness a
few degrees.

'‘Where are we going?' she asked as they left thve &amd drove along
winding country lanes.

‘To a place called the Pine Needles. They do a gosal. I've been
there before on a press ticket to dinners andiafffanctions. It's
newly built. None of your olde Tudor beams and (milings.'

It was, in fact, of oddly modern design. To Loreirher vision
bedazzled by the intensity of her happiness, it thedlook of a
gnome's house in a child's story book, with itsnped gables
supporting deeply sloping roofs, and its multituadeiny windows
bright with coloured lamps.

In the dining-room the lights were low and the adpieere intimate.
They sat side by side, on a bench seat in an alcbve menu,
standing on the table, was large and impressiveeailike a book.
Lorraine noted the prices and said, uncertaintg, d bit expensive,
Alan.’'

'I'm paying, Lorraine, so go ahead and choosedheadt items if you
want. It's not often my second-best girlfriend cenoait with her
second-best boy-friend. In fact,’ he smiled dowret and in the
half-light his face seemed very near, 'she mighenéave another
chance to do so, so she'd better make the matst of |

'Why?' she asked, her heart lying somewhere afdetr '‘Are you
opting out of bachelorhood and getting married?'

He inspected the menu with the concentrated irtefes detective
searching for fingerprints. '‘Could be.’



'So,' she said, driven on by her misery, 'Margathieved the
Impossible. She's tamed you and fixed the leadotor gollar and
she's in the process of housetraining you for dtoigs In fact,' she
added bitterly and without caring how much she gawvay, 'you're
now the finished product—the potential husband.'

Now he was smiling hugely at the menu, as thougieite a great
joke. 'You're so right,) he murmured. 'And my paoianwill be
realised as soon as possible after the ring has fneshed on to the
girl's wedding finger.'

She snorted and flung down her copy of the menu.

'You said it," he reminded her, still grinning. I¥put the words into"
my mouth and being a journalist, how could | refadiowing you
up?'

The waiter appeared from nowhere and hovered obmesiy in the

dimness. While Alan ordered, Lorraine observed dtieer diners,
noting their comparative intimacy with a powerftdls of envy, and
concluding that she and Alan were sitting farthgarathan any of the
other couples dining there.

Alan broke into her thoughts. 'Now, having takesuavey of your
immediate surroundings in a fashion which wouldadedit to an
experienced journalist, tell me, Miss Ferrers, wlae your
conclusions?’

She shook her head, glad that the shadows were tbdnide the
colour in her cheeks. But he saw her confusion@erdisted, 'Now
you've really got me interested. Tell me what y@thinking.'

Reluctantly she answered, 'Only that the rather-ucibce
atmosphere has had its effect and ..Her voicesttaiff.



'‘And?' His eyes flicked over the other coupleslamttaned back and
smiled broadly. 'l see what you mean. Well, thed'sy to remedy.' He
moved so-close to her that their arms were pressgether, but
Lorraine edged away.

He looked hurt. 'Why did you do that?'

'‘How can we eat properly if our arms haven't roonmbve up and
down to feed our mouths?'

He laughed with something like relief. 'Is thaalVe'll get together
at the coffee stage if you're so inclined.' He lblaskance at her, as
If testing her reaction. 'I'm always willing to geg close as possible tc
an attractive woman.'

She drew herself in, trying to ward off the pairs hwords were
inflicting. She felt that everything he was saywgs intended to put
her back in her place, to make her realise thatjig she was just
another girl whom he had invited to dine with him.

They talked through the meal and finished with eeffLorraine had
the cup to her mouth when she felt Alan's hand $hnog her long
hair. She lowered the empty cup to the saucer sman crept round
her waist. She tensed, but he moved no nearehesekaxed.

She heard him whisper her name and her head tamét towards
him. 'Lorraine--' he said again, then realised tiveye not alone. A
man stood in front of them, a tall man Lorraine eembered vaguely.

'So it's like that, is it, Alan?' he joked, and Aok away his arm.
His whole bearing changed, his manner hardened hasmiceyes
became like granite.

'Hallo, Jim. What are you doing here? | didn't kngou visited such
expensive places.’



'l don't usually, Alan, but there's a nice littheng I've met | wanted to
impress.' He looked at Lorraine. 'Surely we've tas pleasure of
meeting somewhere?'

'You have. At my desk one afternoon. The lady ctoni&8
borrow my key.'

‘Ah yes," Jim clicked his fingers. 'You're not—ycan't be that shy
little schoolteacher?’

'Right first time," said Alan, showing irritation.

Jim whistled and said, 'Damn. If only | had my caaneith me! Wait
till 1 tell the boys!

Alan's lips contracted into a thin line. He saitingly, 'Will you leave
us alone and get back to your own little piece?'

‘Implying you want to be left to enjoy your littlece? All right,
friend, | can take a hint."

He sloped off. Alan's mood had changed beyond rephks eyes
were cold as they looked at Lorraine and she watbehat she had
done to merit his annoyance.

'Finished?' he asked abruptly. 'Right, we'll go.'
He paid the bill and swept out in front of herhe tar park.

'‘What's the matter?' she asked as they settldteiodr. ‘Afraid he'll
tell Margot?"

'If it pleases you to think that, yes,' he snappack.



Lorraine subsided and did battle with her tears. &t not want to let
anything spoil the wonderful evening. 'Where are geeng?' she
muttered. 'Home?"

'‘We're going for a walk," he said shortly. 'Beeaar hill lately?'
‘No. Wrong time of year.'

‘Well, we're going there now.'

She sat up. 'What, in the dark? In December?’

'l told you, | want to walk.' He glanced at herdfly. 'If you're not
game, I'll drop you home and go alone.’

'Of course I'm game.'

He swung the car off the road and they startedinglkVith no torch
and no moonlight to help them, they had to feelag through the
bracken and undergrowth. He took her hand and -gtayted
climbing to the summit. The twigs crackled as theyd steadily
upwards and the strangeness of the situation waslany by a
primitive sense of awe at the sight of the massNent shapes
hemming them in in the bitter stiliness.

The chill wind made Lorraine clutch at her coataolShe shivered,
wishing she had worn a cardigan over her thin dré@keough her
winter coat was warm, it was not sufficient to kemp the biting
cold. The sky was clear, showing the stars anditareng frost later.

Alan's arm lifted to her waist and pulled her tofas if to shelter her.
They were like one person striding up the hill. &lemas the quiet man
again, she thought, the man beneath the toughi@xtdre man she
loved so much.

'‘Anyone would think,' she laughed, 'that we werue.'



‘And they would be right. We are, aren't we?"
Her head turned, sharply. 'You mean—you mean wiierqpeople?’

He laughed now. 'Why the surprise? What else did tonk |
meant?’

She was silent, and could have kicked herself éorfalse hope and
her naivete.

After a while he said, "You're very quiet.’
'So are you.'

'l like it that way.'

'‘So do I’

He tightened his hold on her waist. ‘Now there'siamsual woman.
She likes silence. So different from Margot.'

'‘No doubt,' she took him up savagely, 'you have gotn special way
of keeping Margot quiet.’'

'l certainly have," he countered. 'How clever afi yo know that.' He
added as an afterthought, '‘Anyway, | could neverthie with
Margot.'

'‘Why worry?' she threw back at him with desperateasm, ‘when
there are so many—other things you can do with Bkarg

‘You're so right,' he agreed, his voice deep witlngement.

She jerked away, but he pulled at her arm and donee to stand still
and face him. She could make out the outline ointmsith and she
thought it was uplifted in a smile. Angry that h#l svould not take



her seriously, she tried to free herself, but lasds clamped on to her
shoulders. She knew he was playing with her andwgreéed to cry
out to him to stop.

He held her firmly at arm's length until she wal$, $hen he drew her
against him and his mouth covered hers. The kidxbme and gone
in the space of a few seconds, but she doubtedrifdgs had the
strength to keep her upright.

'‘Pax?' he whispered.
'‘Peace,' she whispered back, and they climbediltreghin.

'‘We've made it,' he said, as they reached the stynami stood
looking down at the blackness below, pierced by imgplights and
street lamps stringing out into the far distance.

'In the daytime," Lorraine murmured, 'this is awié love. I've
escaped to this hill so many times. Either | leaayeproblems behind
me or | bring them up here to work out a solutibmever fails.'

She glanced up at him shyly and realised how méibkrself she had
given away. He seemed to sense the reason foutides reticence.

'It's all right, | know you have problems. You'tigbably always have
them. You're that sort of person. You get rid o @amd find another.'
They laughed together.

He took her arm and entwined his fingers with h&s.you've never
been up here in the dark before? Then this isrst™fior both of us.'
His fingers tightened. 'Something to remember esblr by when
our ways have finally parted, when you're busy ¢éaithful to your

husband, whoever he may be, and I, as you so estuely put it
earlier this evening, am being led about on a leag by the woman
| eventually marry.'



She knew he was smiling by the sound of his voite. street lights
far below curled and blurred into melting yellowsdagolds. She
could not trust herself to speak.

'‘Come on,' he said, 'you're supposed to laugh.'nVéhe failed to
respond he asked, 'What's the matter?' Gently die her chin and
turned her head to face him. Even in the darknessksew he must
have seen the tears, but he made no comment.

She shivered. 'You're cold,' he said. 'We mustTgeey started down
the hill and he took her hand and soon they wemnaing the rest of
the way. In the car, Alan draped the rug roundsheulders, but still
she shivered.

At home, he pushed her into an armchair and mdmte drink.

'‘Soon be Christmas Eve,' he remarked, sitting doposite her.
'‘Getting excited?"

'‘Getting excited when you won't be here?' she thowand shook her
head. 'l used to as a child, but not any more.'

'‘But Matthew will be coming for Christmas.'

She pretended to brighten. 'So he will. Matthewrs, fand so is his
father.'

‘A nice little family party.'

She looked at him and wondered if she had imagimedour note in
his voice. But of course, she remembered, he wbeldeaving
Margot behind and that would depress him.

‘Never mind," she tried to soothe him, 'you'll béedo see Margot as
soon as you get back.’



Now it was his turn to brighten. 'So | will.'

Lorraine began to shiver again and Alan looked eamed. 'l think
you'd better go to bed. Surely it's not necessanydit up for your
mother?'

'l do feel tired. Perhaps | will go up.'

He put his arm round her shoulders. '‘Come alormgus$t see my
second-best girl-friend right to her door."'

They stood on the landing. 'Goodnight, Alan," Loreasaid, and
started to move away.

‘Just a minute." His hand caught hers. 'I'll beviteg early in the
morning. Before you're awake, probably.' He pulied towards him
and she was too tired to resist. His gaze wanderedher face and
stopped at her mouth. "Your lips ask to be kissaay're inviting me
right now.'

She leaned away from him, resenting the way heyawaade her
feel as though she were egging him on and thatnleg, too
unwillingly—she was after all a woman—complied.

‘Just like Margot's do?' she taunted back.

He shook his head and smiled. 'No. Margot's mucterzen in her
invitation.'

‘Meaning, | suppose, that | want the same thingj,ntoyi tactics are
more subtle?’

‘Definitely. Of course you want the same thing. wtimen do.'

‘Even dull respectable ones like me?'



'Yes, even dull respectable ones like you wanieta thnan to them for
the rest of his life." She struggled to free hdrselgrily, but he
tightened his hold. "You can't deny it. You told steyourself.'

She struggled again. 'That's not true. You've egishy words. But of
course,' she sneered, 'l forgot your professioru ¥ast words by
trade. All journalists do." She thought he would &®ry, but he
laughed, and this annoyed her more than his aiMybat | said was,’
she went on, 'that 1 would stick to a man for lifendife. If he didn't
want me and threw me overboard—well, that would pesmy bad
luck, wouldn't it?'

His smile was cynical as he said, 'Anyway, whethevoman is
brazen or subtle in her invitation makes no diffieee Either way
flatters my ego no end.’

He was laughing at her again and his refusal te ta seriously
made her desperate in her attempts to free hekdelfowered his
head, seeking her mouth, but she twisted away eoteklfree of him
with a violent jerk.

'Why can't you leave me alone?' she cried. 'I'mMargot. Or are you
so desperate for a substitute that even | will do?'

They stood apart, breathing heavily. His eyes fldoe a terrifying

moment like tinder soaked in petrol, but his arvgas short-lived and
cynicism took over. He narrowed his eyes and lodnagainst the
wall, arms folded.

‘Whoever would have thought,' he said, 'that ouy dittle
schoolteacher possessed such a vitriolic tonguefdYaetter watch
out, mysweetMiss Ferrers. One day your acidity might boomerar
and hurt you more than the person you're throwtiady



The front door opened and closed and Beryl lookedhe stairs.
'‘Hallo, you two,' she called. 'Saying goodnight@traine was glad
that her mother didn't seem to expect an answeu'lYoe off early
tomorrow, Alan? It's a good way to Manchester fioene, isn't it?'

He went down the stairs to talk to her and Lorraiae into her

bedroom. Slowly she grew calmer and her thoughtanged

themselves into a more coherent, logical ordewnas then that she
realised she had not thanked Alan for taking her Sbe listened
until she heard him coming up the stairs. She stgocesolutely and
leaving her pride behind her, went on to the lagdin

‘Alan?' He stopped in his doorway, turned an unamilace towards
her. 'Thank you, Alan, for taking me out to dinhEler voice sounded
annoyingly submissive, but his lack of responsesuved her.

He looked her indolently up and down, then with@wtord, shut the
door on her. When she awoke in the morning, hegoae.



CHAPTERIX

IT was Christmas Eve. Lorraine went past Alan's raonher way
downstairs and there was an emptiness inside larstie could
hardly bear. He had been gone for only a few hduws already it
seemed like a month.

'You look pale, dear." Her mother's eyes, remimsoé childhood,
stared anxiously at her face. 'Sure you feel ghitf'

Lorraine was not sure, but she said, 'Yes, I'mgttt.' She did not tell
her mother that her legs felt weak and she hadiausly lethargic
feeling about her. She had convinced herself thvehs due to Alan's
absence and the longing inside her that would edtilied.

'‘We've got the mince-pies to make,' Beryl was ggyand the parcels
to finish wrapping. You know, dear, you should hgo¢ something
for Alan. | kept telling you, you've got a preséot everyone else.
He'll be upset, I'm sure he will.'

'‘Why should | bother to get him anything?' Lorraasiked defiantly,
trying to quieten the stirring of her conscienéte's not one of the
family and he won't be here. Anyway,' she saidngdier best to
convince herself that she was right and her motiveng, 'when
could | have given it to him?'

'‘Before he left.

'‘But that would have embarrassed him, because b&lnbhave got
me anything.' She shook her head. 'No, it's bastgwith neither of
us giving each other a present."

'Listen, dear, | didn't want to tell you, but Alkeft something in his
room and it's got a funny message on it. | thinkutst be for you. It
said something about a flower.'



Lorraine laughed, then experienced a curious desicey. So he had
not forgotten her after all. '‘Oh dear, you couldriglt, Mum. I'd
better slip out and buy him something before trapsitlose.’

After lunch she searched the menswear section ef lange
department store, deciding in the end to buy aSiee took a long
time over the selection of it. The one she chosetasteful but bright
and she felt it would please him. It was expendn,she willingly
gave the money to the assistant.

She took it home and wrapped it and started cogmitie hours to the
time when she would be able to put it into his lsand

She worked with her mother for the rest of the dagparing the
house for the visitors. They would not be stayingraight, but
would arrive each day immediately after breakfass. the day
passed, Lorraine felt progressively worse, but lsfg it from her
mother until the early evening. All the work hadebedone. The
turkey was stuffed and ready to cook, the mince-piere put away
in tins and the presents were piled under the s@iatistmas tree
which Beryl had carried home from the local market.

'It's no good,' Lorraine sighed, sinkipg into aichgll have to give in
and go to bed.’

Her mother looked worried. 'l thought you hadn'eme up to the
mark all day, dear. You look quite ill. Go up navarrie, and you'll
probably feel better in the morning.’

"'l have to, won't I? | can't leave you to coperg tomorrow.'

As she went up to bed, she looked at Alan's cldeed. Surely, she
thought, it couldn't be his absence that was hasud a disastrous
effect on her?



She drank the hot milk and took the tablets whieh other gave
her. 'You'll feel better tomorrow," she said, saajther as though she
were a little girl again.

But next morning Lorraine felt worse. She could fiad the energy
to put a foot out of bed. Despite the difficultacimstances, her
mother took it well.

'It must be the flu, dear. You'll have to stay whgou are.'
'‘But how will you manage alone?' Lorraine protestsbly.

Her mother did manage, but not alone. James raoitedis sleeves,
put on an apron and helped her all day.

'Your father's wonderful,’ Lorraine said to Matthas he sat on the
bed holding her hand.

'So's his son,' he said, grinning.

'He'll make my mother a wonderful husband,' Loramremarked,
ignoring his words.

'His son's on the marriage market and going famm s he persisted,
still grinning. 'Any offers?’

Lorraine laughed, but found it an effort. Matthewsed, as if to
himself, 'In her weak state, if I'm persistent agigushe might give
in.'

She turned her head to the wall and he took the §iae you later,
love.' He crept out.

Lorraine could not eat the Christmas dinner thanim&her carried up
to her. She slept most of the day and in the egethiay all gathered



in her bedroom, their arms full of presents whiotythad, with great
strength of mind, delayed opening until she fé&k joining in.

Matthew opened Lorraine's alternately with his owames had
bought her a sweater to match the skirt which hather had given
her. Matthew's gift was a double row of pearls.

‘Your mother,' he said with a twinkle, 'got so diref lending you
hers, she persuaded me to give you some.'

'It's not true," her mother laughed. 'He boughtriteé his own free
will.'

Matthew put the gloves she had given him to histhea

'‘Er—Lorrie,' her mother had gone out of the roord eeturned with
one more present in her hand. It was the one Lmerhdiad been
waiting for. 'This is what | found in Alan's roorit.says, "To the
flower that refuses to grow in my garden, FromFRtaist." Could it

be for you? If it is, | wish | knew what he waskiag about.’

Matthew was laughing, James was puzzled but anarsg8eryl was
a little irritated because she couldn't understahat it meant.

Without going into too many details, Lorraine expéd what the
greeting referred to. She removed the wrapping rmoape discovered
that it was a record in an attractive cover. It wlas New World
Symphony and Lorraine did not even try to hidetkars.

Matthew knew the reason for them, but her mothiel; §dever mind,
you can give him your present when he comes ba,'d

‘There's one thing he's forgotten,’ Lorraine salthven't got a record
player.’



'Oh, he probably intends to give you that next &ras,' Matthew
put in, and everyone laughed.

Christmas Day was almost at an end. Lorraine waslépressed to
read the magazines on her bedside table. She thendshck on them
and was drifting into a light sleep when the tempdhrang. It startled
her into awareness and a tingling sensation rawugr her when she
heard her mother say,

'Hallo, Alan. Had a nice Christmas? Yes, thank ydgary quiet,
especially with Lorraine in bed. Yes, she's naliatvell. We think it
was the flu. Alan, she loved your present. What, wed hers? Oh
dear, she's going to give you one, Alan, she resllyou're going to
collectitin person,?.' Beryl laughed. 'Yes,téll her that. And I'll tell
her that, too. It might cheer her up. Is your mothere? Why, hallo,
Nancy. How are you?' And so the conversation want o

Because Alan had gone, Lorraine stopped listeflihg.fact that he
had phoned at all had an electrifying effect on Tiee blood began to
race through her veins, her pulse rate quickenadnaigly and

everything around her—the presents, the decorafiteishew had

brought in to cheer her up—assumed a meaning apdmise

beyond belief.

Her mother came upstairs. 'That was Nancy and Aldrey're
coming here tomorrow evening.'

Lorraine's eyes opened wider. 'But Alan's not caekuntil--'

'l know, but he's returning early for some reagamd his mother is
coming with him. She'll be staying for a few daghe can have
Alan's room and he can sleep in the lounge onhbe-bed. He was
very sorry to hear about you and hoped you didatthca chill the
other night when he took you out. He said you wWwena walk and it
was cold.’



Lorraine nodded, but didn't elaborate. 'What eldéhd say?'
She paused at the door. 'Only that he sent his'love

That night, Lorraine slept well. She was lookingrsach brighter
next day that Matthew remarked on it.

'I'm beginning to think you're a fraud,' he saidhink your illness
was psychological and that the "cure" was on thenpHast night.'

By the time Alan and his mother arrived, Lorrainasvsitting up in
bed wearing her mother's pink bed-jacket.

‘You still look washed out, Lorrie," Beryl said sjubefore they got
there. 'lt's years since Nancy's seen you. Itisyaypu won't look as
pretty as you usually do.'

When they walked in, Lorraine's heart was throblikea beating of
drums. Nancy Darby came first. She was of mediugitealthough
beside her son, she seemed short. Her hair waslggejorm slight
and compared with Beryl, she looked her age. Hes ayere keen,
like Alan's, but her smile was genuine and warntheuat a trace of
the cynicism which so often marred her son's. .8h#raced
Lorraine. 'My word,' she looked into her face, 'hgau've grown up!
It's—Ilet me see—a good ten years since | saw $rét i, Beryl? You
and Henry brought her up to us one weekend. Youedta couple of
nights.'

'‘Where was Alan?' Lorraine asked, without lookihgien.

'‘Oh, away somewhere as usual. Before he came dohkve, you
hadn't seen him since you were a baby.'

'So we've met before, have we?' Alan's voice caree lms mother's
shoulder.



'If you can call it meeting,' his mother laugheld.|' remember
correctly,' she looked at Beryl, 'Lorraine was tygars old and Alan
was twelve.'

‘That's right,’ Beryl agreed. 'She kept pesteriiig hecause she
wanted to sit on his knee and he wouldn't let her.’

Alan threw back his head and laughed and his laugjnew louder as
his mother went on, "We watched her pulling atiégs and trying to
clamber up on himwvhile he was reading a book. She kept on so lo
that in the end he put his book down, gave heraa gpanking and
sat her down hard. Then he went on with his reading

'‘And Lorraine screamed her head off and | had wfypaer,' Beryl
added. 'l remember it so clearly.'

'l wish | did," said Alan, rubbing his hands. 'vatusly knew how to
treat women even in those early days.'

His mother turned her head and asked, 'What woolddo to her
now, son, if she tried to sit on your knee?'

'‘My word," his eyes glinted at the prospect, 'tlseme knowing what
I'd do to her. No knowing at all.'

Lorraine turned pink at the look in his eyes andnged the subject.
‘Why did you come back early, Alan?'

His mother answered for him. 'He said he could Hatteit until
tomorrow, but he wanted to see a girl. He woulg'tme which girl.
| can't keep up with my son's amorous adventures.’

'Oh,' said Beryl, 'he means that Margot, don't ydan?' There was
no response from Alan. 'She's always ringing hiigh @ming here.
My dear,' she rested her hand on Nancy's arm,should see her.



Very glam.' She turned to Alan. 'Is it the reahthat last, Alan? Or
shouldn't | ask that?'

'It depends what you mean, he said, with a narmaliculating
expression, 'by the "real thing".' He smiled atrhore. 'Now as an
experienced teacher of English, Miss Ferrers, howlevyou define
"real" and "thing"?"

Lorraine turned her head from the malice in hissegeryl nudged
Nancy. 'He's not going to tell you, dear. He'slyeshying "Mind
your own business", aren't you, Alan?'

'Yes,' he said, politely but firmly. Soon aftertttizey all went out, but
Alan came back on his own. 'Hallo,' he said, ase#ing her for the
first time.

‘Thank you for my lovely present, Alan,' she satdetching out her
hand. He took it. 'The only trouble is—no recordygir.'

He laughed. 'That was the whole point. | gave yoecard to inveigle
you up to my room to play it on mine. Once | getiytbere—well,
you never know what might happen. | might even Epan, like |
did when you were two.' They laughed together ansgdt on the bed.

'‘Keep away,' she warned. 'You might catch whatiae.'

He frowned. 'I'm so sorry, Lorraine. You probabaught a chill the
other night. You kept saying you were cold. It mgte spoilt your
Christmas.' He looked at her and anticipation gkhnm his eyes.
''ve come to collect my present.’

Hastily, trying to ward off what she thought he hadmind, she
tugged a packet from under her pillow. 'It's hédan.’



He shook his head, 'l don't mean what you mears i§hiny present.’
He bent low, but she turned her head.

‘No, this is your present." She pushed it intoHasds and watched
him unwrap it. 'Not very original,’ she apologiséulit--' She stopped,
unable to believe that the appreciation in his eyas genuine.

He held it up against his shirt. 'l shall wear ritibiit becomes
threadbare,' he said, ‘which, judging by what istrhave cost, will
probably take years. Nolim going to say "thank you".'

He put his mouth to hers and kept it there a lomg,tand she had no
wish to resist. ‘Missed me?' he whispered.

She nodded and knew it was an admission which gameentry to
her heart.

The quick response in his eyes told her that hevkthi®o. 'What?' he
asked, almost gloating, 'with Matthew here?’

Lorraine had nothing to say. His arms slipped ronedand his kiss
was warm and gentle. When he had finished, he gaizékek love in
her eyes. 'I've won, haven't I? I've won the battle

She felt a sickening pain inside her. "What battle?

He whispered, 'l've got you where | said I'd neafww you to go.
You can't deny it. You're a flower in my garden nokdis smile
tugged at her heart like a puppeteer manipulabiagtrings. With his
next words he let the strings go slack and hertHkgaped, lifeless
and discarded.

His voice sharpened as he spoke through his tewthaated the
villain, "You know what | do with the flowers in myarden, don't
you? | cut them down when they're in full bloonysh he ran a finger



across her throat from one side to the other, ldhbw them away,
like the weeds they are.' He put aside his villaing relaxed. 'So now
you know what's coming to you.'

He smiled and there was something else besidexyiict his smile,
something elusive and tantalising that Lorraineldawot interpret.
'‘And there's nothing, absolutely nothing you caraldout it, is there,
my sweet one?’

He was gloating again and Lorraine knew she hddnfdieadlong
into a trap, a man-trap, and she fought wildlyébfgee. 'Isn't there?'
she cried. 'Isn't there? What about Matthew? Howalo know |
don't lovehim? He's a fine man. He's honest, he's loyal andeahlby
he's faithful.'

His eyes froze hard. 'Which | am not.'
'‘No, you're not. You told me so yourself.'

He looked at her in silence. His expression becaaleulating.
‘You're so sure of that, so sure that Matthew'sdheful type.'

'l know he loves me,' she whispered.

'‘And you love him back?' Her eyes flickered and fi@im his. His
voice hardened. 'l know who you love, my sweet.eféhwas
sarcasm, not warmth in the endearmgnd it's not Matthew!

'‘He wants to marry me." She whispered the wordhasgh they
were proof of Matthew's love.

The silence was full of his contempt. At last hiels&’ou'd do that?
You'd use Matthew to get me out of your system®nlhe smiled
and it was a cynical, mirthless smile. 'Shame anl'yde walked out.



Lorraine turned her face to the pillow and buried burning cheeks
In its softness. Now she knew. Deliberately andald blood he had
made her love him. Deliberately he had set out tkenher
emotionally dependent on him, just to prove to llinthat he could
do it. And she had let it happen. Against her b@tiggement, she had
come to trust him, and she knew now that she wgddet it for the
rest of her life.

Some time later she heard Matthew say, 'What's gyrlmve?' She
lifted her face from the pillow and turned on to back, letting him
see her tears.

When he took her in his arms she sobbed uncorttipléand clung to
him, as he stroked her hair and tried to soothe her

The door opened. Alan said, 'Lorraine, I've broughti some
newspapers to--' but she held on to Matthew dseifvgould never let
him go.

Neither of them turned to look at Alan and he waut clicking the
door shut behind him. The sound was terse and final

Matthew asked her why she was crying. When shehiaiche shook
his head. 'You take him too seriously, love. Hestiiemean half of
what he says. He loves words. He has to, in his$ job

'But he meant it, | know he did," she insisted.

He shrugged. 'In that case, the best thing fortgado is to put him
out of your mind, isn't it?"

She smiled weakly. 'l suppose you're right. Kty do as you say.'



Alan's mother extended her visit until the New Yeatne was good
company and she often talked of Alan as a boy.duoerfound both
pleasure and pain in listening to her stories. TBeryl would join in
with tales about Lorraine as a little girl. Alanhevhad all his meals
downstairs while his mother was there, would lisé&rd comment
disinterestedly when appealed to by the others.

It was New Year's Eve and Alan left them aboutdtetock. He had a
press engagement and could not say what time hilwethome.

‘Not till the small hours?' queried Matthew, whaosvgitting with his
arm round Lorraine.

'‘Perhaps not even then,” Alan answered, his eyesllidgy
maliciously on Lorraine. 'It depends on how—er—ilveal | get.'

Lorraine steeled herself not to react at all todosds, except to move
closer to Matthew. Alan said goodnight to his mothken to the
others, and threw a mocking smile in Lorraine'dion. He went
out, slamming the door behind him.

James had joined them for the evening and they hedtahe
television programme and when midnight came and\id& Year
was born, they toasted each other and sang 'Auid Bgne.'

Lorraine did not hear Alan come home. She met hmnthe stairs next
morning. He was in his dressing gown and on his waythe
bathroom. He looked heavy-eyed and irritable. Liaggretended to
look surprised to see him and he said causticalgs, | came home
after all. | didn't stay out all night. Disappoididecause | acted out
of character?'

Lorraine replied, her tone renouncing all possiblaim to the
emotion, 'Disappointed? What, me?' She shook had.h#& had
Matthew, so | was perfectly content. No, if anyamdisappointed it



must be you. Obviously the New Year didn't come tapyour
expectations. Or are you losing your powers ofyes®n where the
opposite sex is concerned?' She swept past himindhathe
satisfaction of seeing him grind his teeth at wdiegt had said.

The following day, Alan's mother went home. She eroed Lorraine
and kissed her warmly. "You must come and stay mghsome time
soon, my dear. | don't want it to be another teary®efore | see you
again. Get Alan to bring you during the school thajis.'

Lorraine promised to put aside a few days in thamar. 'But I'd
travel by train,’ she added. 'l wouldn't botherrAla

Nancy frowned. 'It wouldn't be a bother, wouldAitan?'

'‘Bother?' His eyes turned to Lorraine and mocked'Ne, it would

be no bother, but it wouldn't be advisable, wotdAfter all, | might

run out of petrol, then who knows what might hagp&emember
that I'm one of those low newspaper types, and Wknaw what

Lorraine thinks of them.’

His mother laughed. 'He's only fooling, Lorrainef €urse he'll
bring you.'

'l wouldn't be too sure of that." Lorraine looked ham swiftly,

searching his face in vain for something to talee gting out of his
words. '‘By the summer,’ he went on, ‘circumstanogght have
altered radically.'

His mother looked anxious. 'If you mean by thatestent that you're
contemplating marriage, son, at least let me segith once before
she becomes my daughter-in- law.’

'l think | can promise you that, Mother—if and whiehappens.' He
urged her gently towards the door.



Lorraine tried to hide her misery. 'So he's goiograrry Margot,
after all,' she thought. 'Some rime soon, probabtyen Margot's
ready.’

After that. Matthew became even more protectivetiqdarly when
Alan was around, and Lorraine found it pleasing eochforting to
bask in his show of affection.

When the new term began at school, she continuictie project of
newspapers. She talked about it in the staff ranAnn and some of
the others overheard. One of them was Miss Grim#@,senior
English teacher.

‘You are quite wrong to do this, Miss Ferrers,' siel severely. 'l've
told you before, it's not in the syllabus, therefgrou are, in my
opinion, grossly wasting the girls' time on sucfrieolous subject.’
She stalked away and Ann grinned.

'‘Watch out, Lorraine. If you're not careful, youfihd yourself
growing like her." She looked at Lorraine's hairickhshe was
wearing tied tightly back again.

Lorraine glanced at Miss Grimson who was sittingpas ,the other
side of the room drinking her third cup of tea. Hhkair, grey and
lifeless, was tugged tightly into a bun which resagainst the nape of
her neck. Her parchment-like skin was creased Wwdtvn marks.
Her eyes, with the darting, sneaking criticism Wwhever left them,
were windows on the orthodox rigidity of her mind.

‘Never," said Lorraine, 'never will | get like that

‘All the same, you're on your way. Your disappoiattin love is
showing, dear. Take warning—if you let yourself getir, that's how
you'll be.'



A few days later, Lorraine had a summons from gmdmistress. She
told Ann at morning break.

'It's that Grimson creature,' said Ann. 'They'rerfds, Lorraine, and
she's been telling tales. Have your answers rdadwg't let the old
dragon get you down.’

As Lorraine took her seat opposite the headmistreddooked at her
puffy chin and cold eyes, she knew that Ann's dpan of her as an
‘old dragon' did not go far enough. She was shattshort-tempered
and swelled out in all the wrong places. 'Only twore years,' the
younger teachers would sigh, 'then the old batdeatires.'

Miss Mallady turned sharp eyes to Lorraine. 'l hbéss Ferrers, that
you're wilfully breaking the rules and ignoring tegllabus in the
teaching of your subject.'

Lorraine roused herself to reply in fighting ton@dhat is not strictly
true, Miss Mallady. I'm adhering to the syllabust bm introducing
extra material which | consider relevant to theck&ag of modern
English.’

'In what way, may | ask?'

'In the context of modern times, of present-daydsesnd bearing in
mind the changing patterns of the English langu#ige.chosen the
subject of newspaper production because | thinkest illustrates
these things to the girls and because it lets theov what is going
on in the world outside the academic atmosphetikeo$chool.’

'So you set yourself up as an authority on theesu®jFrom what
source have you obtained your information?"'

'I've read books about it, and  have a jourthadisquaintance
who--'



‘A journalist?" Miss Mallady made it a word of abuse. 'l migavé&
known." She looked at Lorraine as though she hat glaimed
friendship with a hardened criminal. 'l must aski yormally, Miss
Ferrers, to abandon this nonsense. You are upsetiia other
teachers in the English department with your upsiaas. The girls
will learn soon enough of the temptations of theswle world. Until
then they must be protected in every possible Wé/must preserve
the academic traditions of this old-establishedbstin the face of
the gross distractions and temptations of presantite.'

Lorraine raised her eyes over the other woman's aed gazed for a
moment at the large portrait of Queen Victoria vaHicing in isolated
splendour over the fireplace. She realised fullyaivehe was up
against.

‘Two more years,' she told herself, as she draggedeet along the
corridor to the staff room. 'Only two more yearddoe she retires.'
But it still seemed an eternity.

That evening, after taking her class at the techmicllege, Lorraine
returned home tired and dispirited. She had beenywmg about her
discussion with tie headmistress and wished sher kvigat to do. It
would have helped to talk to someone. She woule hi&ed to ask
Alan's advice, but there had been virtually no camitation
between them for days. Lorraine had kept out ofalag whenever it
was humanly possible to do so and he seemed tegagying the
compliment in good measure. Then she thought ofthdat—he
would listen. He would be sympathetic even if haldn't advise.

She took off her coat and hung it in the hall cugldo She heard
voices from Alan's room, but there was nothing walsibout that.
She wondered unhappily if he was entertaining arotbf his

‘flowers'. Then she froze where she stood. Shevwmv who was



Alan's guest. It was Matthew, and it was his laagkhe could hear.
But it was not that which had made her go coldvds the sound of
Margot's voice, high-pitched, over-excited, in folly after another"
man, another conquest. She was pursuing new quamg—that

guarry was Matthew.

Alan's voice came back, taunting, sarcastic, 'Sdrgaure,’ he had
said, 'so sure that Matthew's the faithful type/@ricas he had spoken
the words he must have been working out, in hisl callculating
way, a method of taking him from her.

And he knew by past experience just how to put Matts

faithfulness to the test, the test of Margot's oigarSo the vicious
circle was still turning, it was all happening agdvlargot and Hugh,
Margot and Matthew.

Lorraine was caught up in a storm of anger, seafimignt, terrifying
anger. But like the swift, destructive tornado thawas, it passed
almost as quickly as it had come, lifting her amdhdng her down,
leaving her beached and played out on the shifiamgls- of her own
Inadequacies.

' She realised then the inevitability of it all.

She went into the lounge and sat, limp and tiradthe armchair.
James was reading the paper and her mother waadgheame milk
in the kitchen.

James lowered his paper and greeted her quietlyaided his paper
again and continued with his reading. Lorraineestdropelessly into
the fire. There was silence for a long time. Sreathdames lower the
newspaper and fold it carefully. Lorraine knew heswooking at her.

‘Don't let your heartbreak show so much, my déarsaid softly. 'It
not only spoils your looks, it might spoil your cltas.'



She raised her eyes dully, surprised at the acgurHc his
thought-reading.

'It isn't Matthew, is it, as your mother and | Haaped?'
'I'm sorry,' she said simply.

He laughed briefly, leaned back, hiding his disapipoent. 'Just one
of those things.'

She looked at his compassionate face and knewoshe t@lk to this

kindly man her mother had chosen to marry. Shedctalik to him as
she had never been able to talk to ISOher own faffithhough she

had been so fond of him and was so like him in gueabty and

character, he had, with his stiff unyielding atii¢uo life kept her and
everyone else at bay, even his own wife who, wih Wwarm and
affectionate nature must have suffered some unhagpi

But James had a warmth which drew like a magnetdy,' Lorraine
began slowly, 'l had some trouble at school." Ahd snburdened
herself to him and felt all the better for it.

'It's Alan's influence, isn't it? Alan who's chadggur outlook and
your ideas?'

'‘What's wrong with changing one's ideas?' she asked the
defensive.

‘Nothing, my dear, except that, now you appeare@i your own,
without Alan's moral support, you must be one haddper cent
certain in your own mind that you have the necgssanviction and
strength of purpose to follow these ideas througlore'

Lorraine scarcely hesitated. 'l have.'



'‘Good. Then carry on and | wish you the best df.IlYou'll probably
need it.'

‘Now that's something,' she said tearfully, ‘whselems to have been
evading me lately.'

He smiled. 'It'll all come right in the end."

'You sound just like my mother. You've caught hedaunted
optimism.’

He smiled fondly. 'That's one of the reasons wioy¢ her.’

Lorraine stared at him. That any other man cowe lleer mother as
her late father had done had not really penetridtecurface of her
mind. In that moment she grew up a little. Sheisedl that before
long she and her mother would have to part antigjo dwn separate
ways. Her mother would belong to James and sheaina;, would
have to make her own way through life, alone.

Beryl brought in the hot drinks and while they dcathem, she
chatted to James and Lorraine listened to the teugimd the noise
overhead. It was late when Matthew put his headddbe door. He
raised his hand to his father and went across talme. He bent over
her as she sat in the armchair and kissed hereoahek instead of
the lips as he usually did. She remembered Hughhan@ird-like
pecks and felt with silent misery that history wegeating itself.

‘Tired, love?' Matthew asked with brotherly affeati

She nodded. 'Enjoying yourself up there?' She tteedkeep the
rancour out of her voice.

'l am, yes. I'm glad Alan invited me to meet hedre'S a grand girl,
Margot. Ever met her?'



Lorraine's eyes closed down and she knew he waédeotted to
notice. 'Yes.'

'‘Come on up, then, and join in. I'm sure Alan waninhd.'

'‘No, thanks." She couldn't hide her sourness nibxe. ho wish to
watch another of my boy-friends being enticed atvay.

She saw the shaft of pain which shot through himttbare was

something else, the sort of half-hidden predatoeyemnination

which one sees in a man who has fallen headlong feoman and
will allow no criticism, nothing, to alter his vieswof her. She had
seen it all before in Hugh.

Matthew patted her on the shoulder and returnethips She told
herself that she knew when she was beaten. Sheonaelto terms at
last with her own personality. Now she acknowledgeithout
guestion that she had nothing permanent to offginaam, nothing to
hold his interest for more than a short lengthragt

She stared into the fire and the yellow flamegdied and curled and
turned into molten gold before her brimming eyes.

‘You've lost him, Lorrie, you've lost Matthew.'ifas James' quiet,
kindly voice using her mother's pet name for h&nd' in the
circumstances, my dear, you can't blame him.'

She shook her head. 'I'm not blaming him," heressicunded thick
and she pressed her lips together. 'It's me, takht'tm the one at
fault. | sent him away. Somehow, | send them akhaiwv

She saw her mother and James exchange glances dieple who
had been married for years and that served to makeven more
aware of the fact that she was already shut otltesf lives. She was



now, even before their marriage, on her own. Agaudshe always
would be.



CHAPTER X

LORRAINE reverted to her old careless ways of dressing. &tk
stopped using make-up and she had stopped caringchdol she
looked at Miss Grimson, with her disappointed eged the bitter
tightness of her lips. 'Watch out,' Ann had saidy’ll get like that.'
Lorraine accepted that now, but she didn't carenaone.

She had put a wall between Alan and herself andvalsedetermined
that never again would he break his way throughdeéences. Not
that he tried. She decided that he had given herThpy barely
exchanged smiles. 'He doesn't exactly cut me ddamyaine

reflected, 'but it's the nearest thing to it.'

At school they were working hard for Open Day. Dsphe
headmistress's warning, Lorraine pressed on wiéh rniewspaper
project and the girls were putting together a fecheplay for the
exhibition in the classroom.

Miss Grimson tackled her again about it. 'l thougbti had been
given instructions by the headmistress to abankismbnsense?’

'l assure you, Miss Grimson, that when Open Dayes, | shall be
giving up the whole idea and after that keepingctyr to the
syllabus.’

What she did not tell her was that the fight hadegout of her and
that without Alan's backing and moral support, mgtseemed worth
while any more.

One evening in mid-February, Alan caught Lorrainetlee landing.
She looked at him, really looked at him for thetfiime for weeks



and saw in his face some signs of strain. She wgwised and,
loving him as she did, a little worried.

‘That Christmas present | gave you,' he said, &hdwgh he spoke
half jokingly he seemed on edge, 'it must stilirbenint condition.’

She looked at him inquiringly and he went on, 'Yoecord—the
New World Symphony, it's never been played, hash@ shook heir
head. "Would you object then,' he asked, 'if | bwed it? I'd love to
hear it again.’

'Of course you can borrow it." She went into hedrbem, found the
record and handed it to him.

'‘Come in and listen to it, Lorraine. You like ibtodon't you? That's
why | bought it for you.'

There was something in his eyes which stopped e¢hesal in her
throat. She knew she would have to stay becauseuld have
seemed so ungrateful to do otherwise. He pointeah tarmchair and
she sat down. She lost herself and her unhappindbs beauty of
the music. When it was over she opened her eydséw in his face
as he looked at her such deep compassion thaesinky oried out.

'So he's sorry for me,' she thought, 'he pities in@ade the pain she
was enduring inside her even harder to bear. Shana® rise, but he
said, 'No, stay there.'

He leaned back in his chair and idly took somettirogh his pocket
to fiddle with. It was a penknife and he absentawgufly flicked it
open and shut.

‘Lorraine,’ he said, then hesitated, appearindgpd@se his words, 'I'm
sorry about what has happened.' He saw her puiztéd 'About
Matthew and Margot. But," he stopped and seeméxd¢e himself to



go on, 'you have to realise, as indeed we alllthd,lecause you love
someone, it doesn't necessarily mean that theylovid you back.'

Lorraine had the odd feeling that he was talkingitoself as well as

to her—did he have his own love for Margot in mirsti2 wondered.
'I mean,' he ran his finger lightly up and down kthedes, 'your love
for them doesn't give you the automatic right wirttove.'

His eyes lifted at last and sought hers. 'l saw gb&hristmas in
Matthew's arms and it was only then that | realised much you
loved him.'

She shook her head helplessly, wanting to speaktain, to shout
out, 'lt's you | love, not Matthew. And | know, &ve accepted, that
you don't love me back.'

He watched her narrowly, apparently assessingdaation, then he
returned to flicking the penknife, feeling the kdadHe said at last, in
an odd speculative voice,

'If there were anything | could do to alter thauatton--' The knife
slipped, he cut himself and flung the penknife davith a curse. She
ran across to him and gasped at the depth of théleufumbled for

his handkerchief and pressed it over the woundeim ¢she flow of

blood.

'Wash it, Alan,' she cried, 'wash it in the batimod he blade was
probably dirty.'

He looked up into her face, saw the anxiety andh-paihis
pain—reflected there and he laughed. He threw Hinhsek in the
armchair and laughed.

‘You care, you really care, don't you? I've gobtiygh to you again.
I've brought you back to life. My God, | thoughtt Hever manage it!



She lost her temper. 'You did it for the purposdn'd you? It was a
rotten, dirty trick...'

'‘Don't be an idiot, woman. No one in his right mvmoluld cut himself
for the purpose. But it did the trick, it did theck." He was still
gloating. He leaned forward and seized her handsheitried to pull
away.

He jerked her down and on to his knee. 'Sit thleesaid. 'Sit there
and pacify me. Soothe me, that's all | want, nglalse. Good God,
you're a woman and I'm a man, and | need some wigregmpathy.

I've cut myself. I've lost Margot. You've lost Mattv. Let's pacify
each other.’

So she stayed there, secretly delighting in theltaf him, not caring
that once again he only wanted her there as aitubdbr Margot.
She was used to the role by now and acceptedjiadly as a starving
man accepts a handful of crumbs because it sakjgte a time, her
longing for him.

She stretched out her hand and touched his tiel'r&yavearing my
present again. You've worn it a lot, haven't you?'

'So you've noticed?' He smiled and lowered his heatdbuch her
hand with his lips. She flushed with pleasure.

'‘Why, Alan?'
'‘Because it's the best-quality tie | possess,alte s

Bitterly disappointed, she took her hand away dasped her fingers
tightly on her lap.

He asked her, 'How's school these days?'



She told him that she had got into trouble with hleadmistress and
had decided that after Open Day she would givehepnewspaper
project. Her enthusiasm had gone, she told himshetdidn't say
why. He was sympathetic and understanding andtmipdrsuade her
to change her mind. He laughed derisively at thadhestress's
Victorian attitude.

'S0 your open day's next week, is it? Where's ragyy@ He fumbled
in his pocket and handed the diary to her. "Youerakote of it for
me. | can't write with this damned sore finger.'

She wrote, under the appropriate date, 'Open Daloataine's
school,’ feeling absurdly pleased that he had &itbWer access to
such a private possession as his diary. 'Thereymamnead it?'

He nodded. 'Written in a firm and rounded hands elyes dallied
over her. 'Like the rest of you.' He snapped tleydshut and put it
away. 'l'll get a man to report it.'

'l don't think you should, Alan," she said, anddtbim of Miss
Mallady's sanctimonious horror of journalists.

He patted her on the back and pushed her off lee Kbon't worry,
the man | send will be able to cope with a hord®afs Malladys.
Now it's time | bandaged this mortal wound." He tverio the
bathroom to wash it, then Lorraine applied healosrgam and
adhesive plaster.

He looked down at her as she tended his thumbotlld be eternally
grateful to that penknife of mine. It brought SlegpBeauty back to
life." She smiled and he said quickly, 'Hold thaile while | get my
camera and snap it. After all, it might never hapagain.'

She laughed and felt as though a mountain hadesligppm her
shoulders.



The school authorities chose the town's early otpdiay to open its
doors to parents and relatives. The trickle oftersi began at two
o'clock and increased as the afternoon progresskdhe time,
Lorraine was on duty in the classroom which dispththe work on
the newspaper project.

On large sheets of paper which were pinned to thk they had
placed, side by side, different versions of theesatory which had
been reported by several newspapers. There werdictog
headlines, there were phrases ringed and unden@wesaling policy
differences and drawing attention to the slant eports which
showed up the bias of the newspaper proprietors.

They had shown how the same story could be giveadlime
treatment in one paper, only to be tucked awaysmall paragraph
on the inside page of another.

There were displays of news photographs over this vead a
description with illustrations of how a newspayseput together.

Lorraine was wandering round the exhibits and watckhe girls at
work when a tall, self-assured young man walkedMiiss Ferrers?
My name's Mills of thaValkley Evening Press.'

They shook hands. 'l take it Mr. Darby sent you?'

‘That's right. He said there would be something le¢iinterest to us,
something about a project on newspapers.' He lo@kednd. 'l
suppose this is what he was talking about?' ShdetwdMind if |
wander about and make a , few notes?'

'‘Go ahead,' she invited, 'as long as what yousaggurate and fair
and that you don't give more prominence to wha tlene than to



other teachers' efforts." Then she asked, 'l talkeu have seen the
headmistress?'

He had already started making notes and seemedaqon@ed. 'l
called into the headmistress's office on my way He stopped
writing. 'By the way, I've got a photographer witie. You don't
object if we take one or two pictures of your dess' He smiled
persuasively. 'lt's all in the interests of bettelations between
ourselves and the public.’

Lorraine replied that as long as it was all righttmMviss Mallady, she
didn't mind. The photographer came in and she r@sed him as the
man who had seen Alan and herself dining togetheahea Pine
Needles just before Christmas. This was the maasfesmembered,
who had annoyed Alan so much.

He shook her by the hand and said he recognisefidmertheir other

meetings. He took a few pictures of the displagnthe looked at his
colleague and raised his eyebrows. It must hava bg@earranged
signal because the reporter stopped writing ard] sai

'‘What we should like to do, if you're willing, Mig®rrers, is to take a
picture of you standing at the blackboard-with sarhalk in your
hand, as though you were taking a lesson. We cfadtire the
photograph alongside the report. Would you mindngpfor us?'

The ,idea worried her, but she told them that agylas the
headmistress approved, she would do as they aSkedassumed that
Alan had known what he was about in sending theth bad she
allowed them to take the photograph. They seemeakpt, thanked
her for her co-operation and left the school.

The last of the visitors drifted away about fiveleck and Lorraine
met Ann as they were going home. 'How did it gat Asked.



Lorraine told her about the two men from Alan's spaper and she
seemed surprised that Alan had thought it wortHendending them.

Lorraine explained that she knew that they wereiogm

'He sent a photographer too, did he?' said Anrat'Jlunusual, isn't
it? | suppose they got old Mallady's permission?’

‘They said they had, although she must have hddhage of heart
since she last spoke to me. She gave me the inqmedsat she
considered newspapermen to be less than the dust.’

Alan was on his way out that evening when Lorramet him in the
hall. 'How did Open Day go?' he asked.

‘Very well, thanks," she told him, but did not eledite as he seemec
to be in a hurry.

At school next day they dismantled the exhibits dmsplays and
stored them in drawers and cupboards.

After tea Lorraine left to take her evening classthee technical
college. She hurried home, hoping to see Alan akcdan to let her
see a copy of his paper. She assumed there wowddgsort in it of
the school open day. But he was out and did natrretntil after she
had gone to bed. As he always left the house imaelgti after an
early breakfast, she missed him again, so it wasimi she arrived
at the school that the storm broke over her head.

Miss Grimson stood in the staff-room doorway. Hems were
folded, her face was flushed and her eyes wernagalh outrage.

'‘Miss Ferrers!" she bawled, although she stood arigw feet away,
'you are wanted at once by the headmistress.’



Lorraine said, as calmly as she could, ‘Do you nfihgut my things
on the desk first?"

With bad grace Miss Grimson moved so that she cpads and then
stood over her like a prison warder, determinedaltow her no

chance to escape. The other teachers stared atin@rsome with
pity, some with distaste. Ann walked across to sleaking her head.

‘You've done it now, dearie. You've got it coming.'
'‘Got what coming?' Lorraine hissed back.
'I'm surprised at Alan,"” Ann went on, 'surprisecallewed it.'

‘Allowed what, for goodness' sake?' Lorraine askeeling worried
now.

But Ann had no time to reply. Miss Grimson's vdio®med from the
doorway, 'Miss Ferrers, the headmistress must aéept waiting.'

With anxiety dragging at her feet and her brain mgun circles
trying to find a reason for all the mystery, shexiwe Miss Mallady's
study. Miss Grimson followed close behind, probabdy make
certain, Lorraine thought, with a humourless smilgt she was
delivered safely into enemy hands.

As Lorraine knocked and entered, the close atmaspbé the
headmistress's study had her by the throat. Sheswasthat Miss
Grimson remained outside to listen in on the cosataon.

But conversation, Lorraine thought ruefully, wasdia the correct
description for what took place. Miss Mallady chedginto her
verbally, like a raging bull, and battered her adtrgenseless with her
abuse before Lorraine could grasp what she wasgttg say.



'‘Disgusting!" she hurled across the desk. 'A blowhe school's fine
and ancient tradition of learning! You deserve & Isacked, sent
packing on the spot. Shameless,' she raged, 'wWidadre not fit to
be a member of the teaching profession!'

Lorraine listened to the speaker and watched h&tioggating with
self-righteous fury. She saw it all with a becalnmednbness. Her
ignorance of what the headmistress was talking tapatected her
like a suit of armour. She stood there stunneddispiassionately
amused.

When the speaker paused for breath, Lorraine askiedy, 'If you
would just explain what you're talking about--'

The headmistress drew in a gasp of air. 'Are ygindrto tell me that
you do not know what | am referring to?'

‘Not at all, I'm afraid.' Lorraine shook her hea@tld emphasis to the
words.

Miss Mallady opened a drawer, took out a newspapdéitan's
newspaper—and spread it roughly on the desk sd_dretine could
read it. She pointed to the centre of the fronepag

It was some minutes before Lorraine could fullygt@k what she was
looking at. She stared, not wanting to believe wiet eyes were
telling her. She saw, in front of her, two pictucd$erself set side by
side and enlarged out of all proportion to theipartance.

One showed her at the blackboard, chalk in harfdoim of the class.
The other was a snapshot of her in the garden atehdying
full-length and wearing the two-piece swimsuit $teel bought for
her summer holiday with Ann in the Scilly Isles.



The caption ran, 'Lorraine Ferrers, attractive ypsohoolteacher,
makes the girls take notice at school and the Isttyap and take
notice at home."

She felt the colour drain from her face. She grofjpeda chair that
wasn't there. She could not believe that this reggpaned to her. In
despair her mind cried out, 'How?' She forced Mieteerecall in
detail that warm, lazy afternoon in September.

Alan had gone out, then returned home. Before ngier in the
garden, he must have gone up to his room, lookedfdhe window
and seen her sunbathing. He must have put a sgeomlon his
camera and photographed her as she lay there oartae rug.

She remembered the odd sound she had heard vikelaw closing,
and at the time, she had concluded that it was speneext door.

Trying to clear her eyes, Lorraine attempted todré#ae article
alongside the pictures. The writer had set ougxcruciating detail,
the scope and aims of the project. He had beeshanihis praise of
what he called the teacher's 'missionary zealying to bridge the
gap between the schools and the much-misundersiaotil of
journalism.

He said that her efforts 'shone like a light irmgkdunnel' when taken
in the context of the school she worked in. Sheshma with
embarrassment and understood now only too welc#use of the
headmistress's outrage.

Miss Mallady sat there relishing Lorraine's discané and in her
moment of victory became almost benign to the vastepadl. She took
up the paper and folded it with elaborate care amdjng her head
away as though she could not bear the sight dfaipped it into the
waste- paper basket.



'l trust you will now admit that you have made ampardonable
blunder in allowing this to happen, and that yoalise that your
place as a teacher in this school is scarcely tenafier this
disgraceful episode.'

'‘No doubt you will not believe me, Miss Malladygiraine said, 'but
| was not responsible.' Her voice faltered and fé#r defiance, her
will to oppose and to uphold her own principles badn annihilated
by the anguish which laid waste her feelings atttimaight of the
treachery of the man who was to blame for whathsapened. 'l was
as ignorant as you were that anything like this lvdne published. |
made a point of asking the reporter if he had got ypermission, and
| understood that he had.'

'He did no such thing!" Miss Mallady bellowed, l@mdescension
wiped out by such an outrageous attack on herritgetAll he did
was to call into my study. | was absent, but myesacy saw him and
told him to look for me and obtain my permissiomedless to say, he
did not find me, no doubt knowing that | would hayigen him a
dusty answer and sent him packing.'

Having avenged her professional honour, she relaxteda show of

magnanimous disbelief. 'In any case, my dear M&ssefs,' her tone
made a mockery of the two words preceding Lorraiseiname, 'you
cannot possibly hope to persuade me of your inrmeviou must
have posed for the photographer in front of thekidaard. You must
likewise have posed for the photographer in thatthaéii— position

in the garden.'

Lorraine shook her head helplessly, but the headsss swept on,
‘You entertained,' she gave the word all the dubiovertones of
immorality she could muster, 'a reporter in thesstaom on Open
Day. You are surely not trying to tell me that yare so unworldly as
to think that a reporter attends any function mef@l the good of his
health?'



' Lorraine knew that her sarcasm was meant to ahiner up, but it

passed over her head. Nothing could touch her Atam had turned

traitor. True to his profession, he had proved bHeatvas capable of
throwing anyone to the wolves, whether friend oe,fd such an

action could further his interests.

'l think,' the headmistress was saying, 'you wdngdest advised to
apply for a teaching post in other schools. | casee how, after this
affair, we can retain the trust of the parentswfgirls if you remain
on the staff. Add to this the fact,' she dronedand Lorraine was
scarcely listening, 'that the contents of the Ertieveal that you
continued, quite against my wishes, to deal witlulgyect which was
not in the syllabus, then | can find no extenuatorgumstances
which might exonerate you from blame.' She disnddseraine with
a wave of the hand.

As the day dragged by, Lorraine found that it wast the
headmistress's words which tortured her, nor wéitittitude of the
majority of the staff, who treated her as if shel lzen infectious
disease. It was the thought of Alan's treachenciwhiurt so deeply
that she wanted to cry out with pain.

Ann's anxious sympathy acted as a temporary balm.iBwas
Hugh's condescending smile as he wandered up 8akerg, 'You've
made a spectacle of yourself, haven't you, Lorfai@ee of Alan's
little jokes?' which lit the fuse of her anger. Antlen she opened the
front door and found her mother greeting her withagpy smile,
holding out theWalkley Evening Presshe vented all her horded
spleen on her.

'‘But, dear," Beryl wailed, visibly ducking undeetfull force of her
daughter's words, 'they're such lovely picturegoof.’



‘All  want," Lorraine raged, 'is maternal pridarfy at me now! Shall
| tell you what my precious headmistress said t@'rB&e didn't wait
for an answer, she told her mother in detalil.

When she paused to gather verbal reinforcementyg| 8ewned and
murmured, 'l wish James was here. He'd calm youndow

'No one could calm me down,' Lorraine shouted.oNe!'

When she saw the tears in her mother's eyes, shpest. She had
passed her pain on to her and she could have klukes@lf. She sat
down, put a hand to her throbbing head and saslippose your
paying guest is out as usual? | suppose he fealartieface me after
this. No wonder he's been avoiding me for thedagtor so. He knew
what was coming, didn't he?'

'‘Don't condemn him, dear, until he's had his say.'

'‘Condemn him? What else am | supposed to do? Flingrms round
his neck and thank him for practically losing me jaly?'

'l don't think Alan did it, Lorrie. He's not thatr$ of boy.'

'‘Don't give me that, Mum. Of course he did it. ldhe a good story
and he knew it. No journalist could resist a gotalys no matter
who's involved. He's no different from his—his cedérates. He's
got no ethics, any more than they have.'

'‘Don't talk about him like that, Lorrie. He's NanBarby's boy.’
Lorraine could hear the tears in her mother's vagan. Beryl went
on shakily, 'Anyway, it wouldn't do you any harmcmange schools.
| always did say that Mallady woman was an old lagybYou've
been getting like them, Lorrie. | told you, didI?tl was getting so
worried about you, you were growing all prim andger. This could



be the saving of you. Find a nice new school ' wathyoung
headmistress and nice new ideas.'

Her mother's lack of sympathy was the flash-p@&@he jerked herself
out of the chair and shouted, 'I'm going out!"

‘But, Lorrie, it's teatime now and James is conforgne soon.’
'l couldn't eat a thing.'
'‘And it looks like rain.’

‘Let it rain!" She ran upstairs, changed into obdisers and flung on
her windcheater. She went downstairs, put her Ineaald the door
and said, 'When your beloved paying guest comeggincan tell
him--' to her annoyance her voice wavered, 'jusitvithink of him.'

She slammed out of the house. She knew where shgovwag—to
her sanctuary. She caught the bus and got oue atstinal place. She
started walking. The damp smell of the undergromals redolent and
heady and suggestive of happier times which, cedaas she was
with anger, she had no wish to recall. She walkediast she was
gasping for breath when she reached the top. Sthentnalesire to
look around and savour the view. It mean nothinggonow.

She sat under a tree, feeling the dampness beheattRain had
started falling steadily. It came through the lesd|, lifeless branches
on to the hood which she pulled over her head. Fhbruary
afternoon was brooding and chill. Despite the dregmlampness
which stiffened her limbs, she tried to composesékrand bring
some order to the chaos of her emotions.

This was her hideaway, she told herself, her refisgav she could
set about finding herself again. But not any mareeemed. She
found she could not escape the problems she hael gonhere to



solve. Problems? she thought. No, problem, sing@lem. It was
Alan she was running from, nothing else, and hetivase with her,
haunting her, invisible but at her side.

She drew up her legs and hugged them, restingonendad on her
knees. She tried to think, to cut a path throughanger and see her
way forward into the future. She would change bbrgnd she would
leave home. She could not continue to live in thmes house as
that—that traitor.

Soon her mother would marry James, and they plattnbdy a new
house. They had invited her to live with them, &he would not go.
She would do what others of her age had done—fifidtar digs.
Alan? His plans probably included Margot who woidddoubt leave
Matthew as she had left all the other men who redporarily
attracted her. She would return to her real lovanMarby.

There were footsteps striding up the hill, reguldetermined,
familiar footsteps. It was almost dark now, andhirag heavily.
Lorraine peered into the gloom, straining her e@ley were firm
and indomitable, those footsteps, and they knewreviizey were
going. They were coming straight towards her.



CHAPTER Xl

THE shadow of a shape formed into the figure of a naatall man
who stopped in front of her and gazed down withdhanerciless
eyes.

'l thought I'd find you here.’

She tightened like a tigress that had spotted néy.p'You,' she
breathed, 'why don't you leave me alone? | wahetteft alone, most
of all by you.'

He stood, silent and scarcely breathing.

She wanted to hurt him. 'Will you go? Will you stimpmenting me?
Haven't you done enough damage, enough to keepumpalied with
after-dinner stories until you're an old man? Wall,right, you've
had your little joke. Now go!' Her voice was raisetd ragged.

'Listen to me, Lorraine.' He spoke quietly and segrsure, so sure
that she would do as he asked. 'l want to explain--

'Listen? To you? Listen to more of your lies? Letiyprovoke me into
saying something else you can twist and slant awgteaand splash
across the front page of your gutter of a newspapér the sole aim
of pushing up the circulation?'

'Have you finished?' he asked almost gently.
'‘No!'

'Right." He eased himself down beside her, as begsdls she was of
the dangerous dampness of the earth. 'l can waity ©n with your
tirade.'



She hugged her knees even tighter. She had to dmawething to
cling to, to act as a stabiliser. 'Yes, | will gagn. I'll let you into a
secret, a secret that will probably make you crath wiumph. I'll

tell you just what you've done to me since you cambe my life.

You've—

you've torn me apart. You've made me lonely, urdiggs

consciouslyonely—I was lonely before, but | accepted it. Nowate

it. You've made me restless, you've stirred me fneyrunawakened
state and taken away my emotional independencev¥ aeprived
me, one by one, of my friends—first Hugh, then yreed to take Ann
away, then Matthew.'

‘Tell me,' he asked almost casually, ‘what was Maitto you?'
Lorraine was silent. 'You loved him?' Still she didt answer. He
raised his hand and forced her to turn her heachenbard seeking
eyes found hers in the gloofou loved him?'

She jerked her head away. 'l haven't finished,'veat on harshly,

ignoring his question. "You took away from me tlasib confidence
of my old ideas and you tried to inject new onetheir place. And

now I'm lost,' her voice splintered into tiny piscand she had to
whisper, 'I'm lost, utterly lost.' She swalloweddatalked on

relentlessly, tears straining through.

‘You've ruined my reputation at school. I've beenised to find

another job..." She turned on him then. 'You weérthe bottom of

this. You did it. It was your brain child, this esafeature about me
you splashed across the front page.'

‘You're wrong, Lorraine, so wrong.' He stared itite darkness. 'l
know you'll reject my explanation, but by the tilneaught up with
what was happening, events were irreversible. Ther® nothing |
could do. Believe me, if I'd been able to stopgtesses, | would have
done.’



‘You really expect me to believe that? To belidwa tyour loyalties
did not lie with your paper and your job? | wadsorn yesterday.
What about that photo of me in the garden? Who etsdd have
taken it but you?'

' admit | took it.'

‘Then admit also that you showed it to your colieeggand suggested
to them that they use it as in fact they did.

Argue yourself out of that one!'

‘All right, 1 will." He pulled at the grass at rsgde and hesitated like
someone about to make a shattering admissionrié¢dahat photo of
you in my wallet.'

Her head shot round. 'Why?'

He shrugged. 'Why? Why does a man usually carnpittere of a
girl in his wallet?'

'l have no doubt,' she sneered, 'that my photognagshone of half a
dozen which you produced periodically to impresarycolleagues
and let them know how many women you had at youok laad call.

Your "flowers", you probably called them. After allwas one of
them, wasn't I? You told me so at Christmas.’

With an angry gesture he slipped his hand intartsgle pocket and
drew out his wallet. He flung it on the ground beén them. 'Look
inside. See how many girls' photographs I've geteh

Lorraine stared at it. She stared at him. "Youdwaime to look in
your wallet?'

'Yes,' he sneered. 'l trust you more than you tnest



Her hand stretched out and he watched her pick.itSine felt the

smoothness of the expensive leather, caught thik cihtlee cigarette

smoke which clung to it. It was so much part of himat she had the
ridiculous desire to put it to her lips. Then itr@ato her why he was
allowing her to inspect it. She threw it down asufh it were

burning her fingers.

'Of course you're letting me look at it. You removal the other
pictures before you came out. Hid them in a drgwebably until it's
safe to put them back.’

With an explosive movement he grasped his walteffesd it back
Into his pocket and stood up. Lorraine had neven $@m so angry.

He turned his fury upon her. "Your venomous tonguenough to
turn syrup sour. You've already absorbed into wystem enough of
the tartness and vinegar of yourrevered and ancelitagues to
make you one of them. Be warned, my dear Miss Ferias bitter
sarcasm hit her like a blow across the face, @akdpin manner, in
ideas, in wilful mistrust and deafness to what goa't want to hear,
in stunted emotions and sheer physical frustragmn are almost a
replica of those you work with." He lashed her m#&ssly with his
tongue and because of the darkness he could ntheéears which
were trickling down her cheeks. 'l have done yoal tburtesy of
listening to you patiently. | have heard your teamlt. Yet you shut
your ears to my explanations, my side of the st¥ogu want to be
alone? Right, I'm leaving you alone. You can keegpryoneliness as
far as I'm concerned for the rest of your life.'

She watched him walk away down the hill, through titees and out
of sight.'And fare thee well, my only love, And fare the# avwhile!'

There was silence, except for the steadily falliam on the brittle
dead leaves around her, silence except for theigvpounding of
her heart.



She stared into the darkness. She had sent him asvslye had sent
away all the others. And this was the man she lageshe knew she
would never love another. She stood up, felt hethels clinging to
her body and realised that she was soaked to theBkt she didn't
care—she ran, she slithered and slipped down thevar the wet
earth, stumbling now and then in the tangle of treets and
undergrowth.

‘And | will come again, my love, Tho' 'twere teausand mile.She

had to reach him. Before it was too late, she baget to him. She
saw his outline ahead of her. He was still in theods, walking

slowly, heavily, hands in pockets, coat collar adrup against the
rain.

She called his name. He stopped and turned bunatianove. He

waited, motionless, watching her feel her way talgdrim. Now she
was standing a few feet away and her heartbeatshbradt their

mercy. Her eyes strained to see his face and daew defeated at its
uncompromising hardness. His stony indifferencelagalup her

groping efforts to escape from her habitual retteeand reserve.

'Well?' His voice was harsh and bitter.

She had to find a way, she had to break down higelogs and get
through to him. After rejecting his attempts atamaliation with
such finality, she knew it was she who would havenbke the first
move.

‘Well?' It came again, harsher than before, and mlosve was
impatience in his voice.

She struggled to find the key, a word, a singledwoould do. He
turned away sharply and, desperate to hold him ,bstoi put her
hand on his arm. She found the word.



'‘Alan?"

He turned back to her. 'Alan," her voice waveratiahispered, 'don't
go away. Please don't go.'

His curt answer rebuffed her and put her almosslayly from him.

'Why? Give me one good reason why, after all yotelsaid to me, |
shouldn't go.' The barriers grew higher and evemendifficult to

surmount.

She stared at his face in the darkness and fetathéalling, steadily,
softly, mingling with the tears on her upturned elkee Hopelessly
she shook her head. 'Alan, oh, Alan!" she sobbed.

His hands stayed where they were, in his pocketgyTdid not
stretch towards her as she thought they mightf@&hbed her stiff lips
to say his name again. 'Alan, I--'

Her voice broke. She saw his dark, unyielding eyescould say no
more.

Slowly his hands moved. They lifted and grippeddtesulders. 'Say
it," he commanded, shaking her, 'sayay it!'

She turned her face up to his and catching hetlbegdhe look in his
eyes, she whispered that she loved him.

'‘My God!" he muttered, 'l thought I'd never getut of you. | thought
it would never come.'

Then he trapped her in his arms and she drownkeid kiss. The rain
ran unheeded down their cheeks and into their nsouahd she
wanted to give and give to him until he had takéheadesired of her

giving.



‘My darling, oh, my darling,” he said, 'my own Lare." He
whispered endearments. He unzipped her jacketlgpegd his arms
inside. 'Soon you must marry me. | want to make yguwife.' He
whispered in her ear, 'Tell me again what you gatlday on the hill.
If you married and he was a good man--'

'I'd stay with him for life. I'll never forsake ypuny darling,’ she
murmured, 'never, never...'

He kissed her again and again and they lost alesehtime. Later,
much later, she caught his wrist and peered awvaish.

‘You're right, my sweet,’ he said. 'We must go hohwant to get
near you. | can't do that here.

‘You've been doing nothing else for the past hete'laughed.

‘That's what you think, my darling,' he answered.tblok her hand
and they ran the rest of the way to the car, pagteithe roadside.
They drove home and he pushed her in the front dadrup the
stairs.

‘Get into something dry,' he said, 'and when IWwanged, I'll make
some coffee. Want any food?'

'Yes, please. I'm hungry. | didn't have any teheé Soloured at the
guestion in his eyes.

‘Now | wonder why? All right, I'll make a few sanohes?-'
‘You're very good,' she said, as they kissed ofettaing.

'I'm not, you know,"' he answered, with a smile.uYost wait and
see.'



She took off her wet clothes and, uncharacterigficaft them in a
pile on the floor. But, she told herself, she wamd so many things
out of character suddenly, and it was a wondedeliffig.

She dried her hair and it fluffed out round heradtee She slipped into
blue slacks and white long-sleeved sweater, andopui light
covering of make-up, then ran down the stairs ardnAwas
arranging sandwiches on a plate.

‘The coffee smells delicious,' she remarked, standy his side.

'Of course it does. Look who made it. Help me btimg stuff up to
my room.’

He sat in the armchair and Lorraine perched onatine of it, and
passed him sandwiches and coffee. He made a fasatmmment
about having just acquired the services of a sl&be. collected the
empty cups and put them on a tray.

'‘Come here,' he ordered, 'we've been parted lomggén' He held out
his arms, and she went into them willingly. Theydight came from
a table lamp nea» the window and the electric itrech glowed
warm and bright on the rug. For a long time they@adund was the
patter of rain against the windows.

‘My darling," he murmured as they pulled aparg {au in a fit state
to listen to me, because I've got a lot to sayniat be said if there's
to be complete trust between us.'

‘Alan, that photograph...'

He kissed her gently. 'l took it, sweetheart, beeayou looked so
beautiful | couldn't resist it." She shook her heléd true, Lorraine. If
you want to know, | was in love with you then. G#syl Was, so you
can stop shaking your head like that. | carried ph@to in my wallet



so that | could look at you now and then and adgorelike any man
in love." She held her breath. 'One day at worla$ wearching in my
wallet for a stamp and your picture fell out. Oi¢he others spotted
it on the floor and picked it up. In notime at #lyas being passed
round all the reporters in the room. They asked wkas and | had
to tell them. They all remembered you from the tyoa called in for
the key. Each one of those men inspected it, aedooriwo others
who had drifted in, and when | got angry they hahidlback. One of
the photographers asked if he could make a blocktofuse in the
paper as a pin-up. He said he'd mention no namexo@se |
refused.' He stopped and stroked her hair as ghe ks arms. 'One
day, without my knowledge, they must have takdroiin my wallet
for a couple of days, made a block and put theimdback.'

'‘But how did they manage it without your findingt®u

'‘Well, sometimes | would go out of the room foriscdssion with the
editor, for instance, and leave my jacket on thekbaf my chair.
They knew this and of course that made it easytfem. Since |
didn't look at your picture every day—ijust the kiesge that it was
there was sometimes sufficient,’ she reached ugpanhd kiss on his
cheek, which he returned, 'l didn't miss it. Thegtd about the open
day at your school—I told them all about your povjeand, being
alert and well-trained reporters, they put one and together and
literally made two and a front page splash. | didnstruct a
photographer to go. He scented a story—don't fdrgestw us dining
together that night. They knew how annoyed | wddde been if I'd
known what was going on, so they cleverly keptrdanf me by
devious methods until at last | had to see theslfied version of the
front page. By that time it was too late for medtoa thing about it.
And | certainly didn't make up that caption to phetures,' he smiled,
‘although even you, Lorraine, must admit that is\@ayood one.'

He lowered his voice and pulled her closer. 'Swesath it was that
old, old conflict between love and duty. | knew Wwigaur reaction



would be. | knew it would almost certainly get yioto trouble, but
my hands were tied. And when you wouldn't listem@®up there on
the hill, | thought it was all over between us. Uhsaw you running
towards me--'

'‘Darling," she said when they came back to eavthat about
Margot?"

‘Ah,' he said, smiling, and shifting her into a maromfortable
position on his lap, 'l wondered when that was cgnBelieve it or
not, I've been trying to ditch Margot for months."

Lorraine tugged herself upright. 'And you used myfhhends to get
rid of her?'

‘Well, yes and no. But can you blame me if | diil®arved a double
purpose—at one stroke, it left the field clear e where you were
concerned and it also disposed of Margot.' He gdnprovocatively.
‘That night when . she came and you were in my rddned to make
you stay with me to show her that it was you | veantJnfortunately,
my sweet, you wouldn't play ball. In true schoolmass fashion you
pushed your nose into the air and left me highdigd

'‘How was | to know what you were up to?' she askgdrieved.

‘Darling, how could | tell you? | thought at theng that you loved
Matthew.' He looked at her and frowned a littleném | started to
have my doubts. | was right to do so, wasn't 1?"

She nodded. 'l didn't love Matthew. Liked him, but-

‘Admit it," he interrupted with a smile, 'you'vednein love with me
for months, haven't you? You've fought me evernhiot the way,
you little minx." He looked at her thoughtfully. d#thew and



Margot—it's the real thing with them, did you knoWey're madly
in love.'

She raised her eyebrows, unable to believe it.

'It's true.' He rested his head on the back otHaar and said slowly,
'She's likeable, almost lovable, if you like emtthay. In fact, the
only thing wrong with Margot was that she woulde&dve me alone!

They laughed together. 'You'll have to find anofjbbr my darling. |
can't have my wife made unhappy and miserable by--'

'‘By that old haybag, as my mother calls her.’

He laughed loudly, then became serious. 'I've de&h off the

record, that there'll be a full-time lecturing jwbEnglish coming up
soon at the technical college. Now,' he glancdteatprovocatively,
'‘which one of us should apply? You or me? On sec¢badghts, it
had better be you, because it's a junior positioarelly good enough
for me!'

She opened her mouth to protest, but he closedlyteffectively with
his. When he had finished he said, 'When your niotiagries James,
we'll get a flat.' She sighed with contentment.

She put up her hand and straightened his tie—éhshie had given
him for Christmas. Looking at it reminded her ofj@estion which
had been puzzling for some time now. She had tevkhe answer.

‘Alan, if you weren't in love with Margot, who wt® girl you came
back early to see just after Christmas?'

'‘Why, you, you silly goose. Who else?' He looked/d@t her. 'Look
at you, you shameless hussy, lying on me in thandbned way.
What would your pupils think? A dull, respectabtdsolmarm like



you—where's the stiff and starchy young woman wisatgd me on
the doorstep that day | came to live here?'

'‘She's gone for good, Alan, you've changed herrmkyecognition. |
don't know what you must have thought of me thatldapened the
door to you.'

‘Well, I'll tell you. In my job, we're trained tessess potential. You
know what | mean? We're trained to look beneatlstineace and see
what "could be" as well as "what is." | looked batteyour "surface"
and my word," he grinned, 'with those flashing Hetnges eyes and the
challenge that shouted from every muscle of youtybedid you
have potential!’

She laughed and asked him, 'What else were youitigindarling,
when you looked at me so oddly that day?"

‘You really want to know?' She nodded. "All righit, tell you. She
needs a man.'

She struggled indignantly, but he held her down.

'‘Keep still. Let me finish." He said, smiling andlicating himself,
‘This man.'

She turned her cheek to his and left it there. ldatwn softly, 'And
now you've got him—for life—whether you want himraot.'

It took her quite a while to prove to him beyonbsiladow of doubt
that she did want him—very much.

The front door opened and closed and a voice galledrie? I'm
home. Where are you, dear?"



Lorraine stirred sleepily. 'Alan darling, let's god tell my mother.'

He smiled as she scrambled off his lap and allokedto pull him
upright. They walked on to the landing and lookeavd at Beryl,
who was gazing up at them with a puzzled frown. &oce she
seemed lost for words.

‘Hallo, Mum--' Lorraine began, but Alan swung her

round to face him. 'This will save words, and gewanalist, | love
saving words," and he pulled her close and kissed h

Beryl gave a strangled shriek of pure deligily darlings!" she
croaked, and dived up the stairs.

'‘Oh, my darlings," she said again, stretching hremsawide and
encompassing them both. First she kissed Lorraines she kissed
Alan, then she started all over again.

Her face was aglow and she asked excitedly, ‘Alaas your mother
know?'

‘Not yet.' He smiled down at Lorraine. 'We've beeommunicado
for the past couple of hours.'

Beryl looked at her watch. 'I'm going to phone her.
‘But, Mum, it's nearly midnight!'
'l wouldn't care if it was three in the morningl $till phone her.'

She hurried down to the hall and dialled Nancy Parbumber. As
she waited to be connected, she turned round and' My darlings,

I'm bewildered, | really am. | thought you didnkd each other. Do
tell me, when did it all start?'



'Oh, that's easy,"' Alan answered, looking into &ime's bright eyes,
'it all began—Iet me see—twenty-four years ago,miherraine was
two and | was twelve...'

‘Nancy? Listen, my dear, wonderful news. Lorrie &t@h—they're
going to be married ...’



