


AN IDEAL MATCH

Sandra Field



"Don't fall in love with me, Jenny."

Graham Tyson's warning came far too late. In thallsumiversity

town in Nova Scotia, where she had come to teackiandenny
Sprague immediately lost her heart to the widowedgssor and his
three young children.

The Tyson children welcomed Jenny into their liviebusehold with
open arms. Only Graham was hard to convince.

It was too perfect. For Jenny, who couldn't haviéddodn, Graham
provided a ready-made family. But she would neédfdler honesty
and courage to convince Graham that she loved host of all for
himself.



CHAPTER ONE

JENNY's first encounter with Graham Tyson was impersonahe
extreme, her second, excruciatingly personal.

Lois had phoned her the day before to invite h@&rdyson's lecture,
which was sponsored by the History Departm&ut.come with me,
Jenny. Terry's got to attend some kind of a dresayninar in

Fredericton, hell be gone for two days, and | lgaiag to a lecture on
my own, there's no one to discuss it with afternsard

'Eighteenth-century French peasantry?' Jenny saodsly. 'Not
exactly my line, Lois.'

All the more reason why you should go—think whati yid learn.
He's a fabulous lecturer, Jenny, he could talk aieaicomposition
of chicken feed and make it interesting!'

'‘But | was going to start organising my office tamaov.'

The office will keep. Graham doesn't give many pulgctures, you

really shouldn't miss this one. There's a gatheoingll sorts of big

names in the history field this week, sort of areinational

convention, and it's a great honour for him to hagen chosen to
speak.'

‘Okay, okay—I give up.'

‘Wonderful! I'll pick you up at seven-thirty. Goodck with the
office.' And Lois had rung off.

Lois Turnbull had been a major influence in Jenmgsent hasty
decision to move from New York to Brockton, a smatliversity

town in New Brunswick. Lois and Jenny had beemfigefor years,
for Lois had been studying violin at Juilliard wdilenny studied
piano, and for two years they had shared an apattrheis was one



of those genuinely plain-faced women who, becausy tmave
boundless self-confidence, a zest for living anitae for clothes,
manage to make an impression wherever they goy Tlermbuill,
brass- player, had certainly been impressed. Hertaaded Lois the
day after her graduation from Juilliard and hadskbd her off to
what Lois had called 'the wilds of Canada'. In otherds, Brockton.
It was Lois who had phoned Jenny long-distance waged her to
apply for the job in the Music Department of St kfds University,
and Lois who had found her a house to rent on thiskots of the
town. On the day of the lecture Jenny had beerraci®on exactly
one week.

The lecture hall was in the Arts building, one bk tgracious
granite-faced buildings set among maple and oabsten the St
Martin's campus. The university was richly endowadd its
standards were high, that much Jenny knew; theardepartment
was exquisitely set in a crescent-shaped buildiagkéd by rose
bushes and overlooking a pond on which swans floatth a serene
unconcern for the rest of the world.

The lecture hall was two-thirds full when Lois arehdy arrived.
Delegates to the convention were identified by namgs; the
remainder of the audience was made up of stud@etgdeang summer
school and of casual visitors like Jenny hersedislled the way to
two seats half-way up the banked rows of chairg;rshde a striking
figure in a flaming red linen shift with batwingesives, her
leather-thonged red sandals crisscrossed to heiskhee crop of
short black hair gleaming under the lights. JenajoWwed her,
noticing people watching their progress, knowingnir past
experience that she and Lois made an interestingSyee was blonde
where Lois was dark, her figure curvaceous compaoedlois's
almost boyish leanness, and she was realistic énotm
recognise—her beauty a foil to Lois's grey eyesllag nose and
too-wide mouth. Marc, Jenny's first fiance, had paned Jenny to a
medieval Madonna, a simile that had not pleasednhiée slightest,



while Samuel, her second, had likened her to BaltE Venus.
There were times when Jenny deplored her own beaiity its

ripeness and feminine allure, its contradictorythiof earth mother
and ethereal goddess. She attracted men like Hms, who quite
blatantly wanted to marry her off, had assured yehat she would
be introduced to every eligible male professoramgus by the time
classes began in the autumn. At twenty-five, howewath two

broken engagements in her past, Jenny was nésainguine that Mr
Right was waiting for her in the wings, or indekdtthe existed at all!

They settled in their seats, Lois keeping up a pdnsd—and
occasionally scurrilous—commentary on various efrtheighbours.
‘There's the head of the Music Department dowretHar Moorhead,
you've met him, haven't you? The student two s@ads from him is
supposed to be a drug pusher, he owns a white G@ased how else
could he afford it? Three rows down to our righd, ybu see the
blond-haired man in the blue sweater? That's RoRetde. He's in
computer science. I'll introduce you to him, heimahelor, and quite
handsome, don't you think? He was engaged lastyeboroke it off,
so you'll have that much in common. Of course, galit twice,
didn't you?'

'l only broke off one of them,' Jenny muttered yveiuch aware that
the elderly couple sitting directly below them hsdpped their own
conversation to listen to the more interesting betveen Lois and
Jenny.

Lois ignored this denial. 'l know two other men dnt you to meet.
One of them won't arrive until September -his narmeMax
Carey—but | saw the other just yesterday. Sloanehdll. He's a
stockbroker, a teeny bit dull but well-heeled. Amdry good-
looking." She frowned critically at the back of Rofl Petrie's
unsuspecting neck. '‘Better looking than Rolané@ueito admit... oh,
good, they're going to start on time." And shelestherself in her
seat, leaving Jenny, as was often the case, tenipa@@eechless.



Two people had entered the lecture hall by onbefdwer doors and
were walking towards the podium. Jenny smiled tsdléas she saw
the first one, because he looked exactly as arkiptofessor should

look, short, slightly stooped, with gold-rimmed glas and a baggy
tweed jacket complete with leather elbow patchesdid not look as

if he would be a dynamic lecturer, but then appeaea could be

deceptive.

She glanced at the man following him, and blink&ghamic was the
word for him, she thought. He did not look the Istest bit like a
history professor. Who on earth was he?

She was not left long in suspense. The elderlyim#re baggy tweed
jacket stepped up to the podium, which was too heghhim, and
started to talk. 'Ladies and gentlemen," he said,my great pleasure
and privilege to introduce to you this evening Dakam Tyson,
head of the Department of History of St Martin'sugnsity, graduate
of Princeton, author of many outstanding...’

But Jenny heard the long list of publications amdc@as with only
half an ear. Graham Tyson was staring studiousiigeafloor, hands
in the pockets of his light grey suit, as if he wamoving himself
from his own impressive credentials. Not because s
embarrassed or ill at ease, Jenny decided, hehdack crinkling.
Simply because they were irrelevant.

He was tall and rangy. His hair was dark, with tured wave; she
could not tell what colour his eyes were, althosgh was willing to
bet they were bedroom eyes. Because if he wassat wdh his

accomplishments, he was also at ease with his sty could tell

that just from the way he was standing. He's tikeeseman I've ever
seen, she thought blankly, and her frown deepéteaould have to
be married—no one as gorgeous as he could pos®hiyattached!
Besides, if he were unmarried, Lois would have besatening to
introduce him.



There was a polite round of applause as the eldedy, whose

identity was still a mystery to Jenny, finished mgoduction and

Graham Tyson strode up to the podium. He took amslk out of his

pockets to clasp either side of it, and looked upisaudience. His
eyes were blue, Jenny saw, a very dark blue, iatand, even at a
distance of ten rows, definitely disturbing. Quitelike the blue of

Jenny's eyes, which by her various suitors overydes had been
compared to cornflowers, delphiniums, and forgetnuots.

She saw something else. Graham Tyson was not weanvedding
rng.

When he began to talk his voice was quiet and eelaBut as he
warmed to his theme it deepened and became impasksidie

moved away from the podium; he gestured with higlsaand jabbed
at the air, and the French peasant of the eiglitezamitury rose from
the dust to become a living being, up to his anklesud in the fields

and up to his neck in a bewildering and horrifysgay of tithes,

rents and taxes; his wife choking over the smokieenfcooking fire,

watching her children die of hunger—one less meounifieed one less
heir among which to divide the miserable strip afid. Jenny sat
mesmerised, transported to another country, ano#mury, another
culture, crossing an impossible gulf because ofroar's knowledge
and incredible ability with words.

When Graham Tyson finished speaking after whatccbalve been
twenty minutes or an hour, the audience paid heaxctmpliment of a
moment's utter silence. Then there was an unresttaburst of

clapping.

He looked around the crowded hall, nodding his askedgement of
the applause. And it was then, for the first tinegt his eyes met
Jenny's. Among the rows of smiling faces hers stoat still

bemused, overshadowed by the tragic vision of gg\ard despair
that he had painted. In a moment of wordless conmatian, as their



gazes locked, she knew instantly that he underdteothemusement
and was complimented by it; she could not as eaRlyipher the

other emotion in those dark blue eyes. Her hears Wweating

uncomfortably fast; her breath seemed to have ¢andter throat.

Then someone asked a question, and he looked awagid he look
back. When the questions ended a few minutes latenas thanked
by one of the history students and was then imntelgtiaurrounded
by a crowd of admirers.

With single-minded purpose Lois waved at Rolandiegrabbed
Jenny by the wrist and pulled her along to meetytheng man in the
blue sweater. 'Wasn't that a fabulous lecture, iRtfldHow are you?
Roland, I'd like you to meet Jenny Sprague, whmtsng the Music
Department—piano. Jenny, this is Roland PetrienyJemd | have
been friends for years, we roomed together atiddll

Hello, Jenny, nice to meet you. What do you thiflBoockton so
far?"

Jenny tried to gather her wits. 'Ten days ago | Wwasg on
Forty-second Street in Manhattan, so I'm in a st&ulture shock.
But a pleasurable state—I grew up in Saskatches@iim used to
wide open spaces. The marshes here are beauténlt they?'

Brockton was surrounded by a vast area of tidés flaclaimed from
the sea; beef cattle grazed there and weathergdgras dotted the
landscape. Jenny's house was at the edge of tlsh naaod she had
responded instantly to the windswept meadows amtitige expanse
of sky. In New York she had grown used to seeimy \ittle of the
sky.

Roland, it transpired, had taken his Masters degrélee University
of Saskatchewan. The conversation moved alonggeddy, ending
with Roland promising to give Jenny a call to seauwate for dinner.



Jenny rather liked his good manners and his pl¢éaségiligent face,
and she could tell that he was attracted to hey,\t¥ten, did she feel
this ennui, an all- encompassing boredom of thatspis Roland
Petrie left them at the door?

Because I'm running scared, she thought ruefutigwaring her own
guestion. Frightened of involvement, frightenedejéction. Which
did not stop her from noticing that Graham Tysod Hsappeared.

Lois was jubilant. 'l knew Roland would ask you &odate. He's nice,
isn't he? I'm sure you'll find you have a lot imooon once you get to
know him.'

The question was out before Jenny could stopsitGlaham Tyson
married?'

Lois shot her a sharp look as they pushed opeswviirey doors and
emerged into the soft darkness of a July evenig. you don't want
to get involved with him.'

‘Answer the question, Lois.’
'He's a widower,' Lois said reluctantly.

She had started this; she might as well carry théoend. 'So is he
involved with someone? Living with someone?’

‘Not with a woman, no.'

They were walking along a gravelled path beneagehuaple trees.
‘Lois, you're being perverse! He's surely not a dsewual?’

‘Goodness, no—he's the sexiest man on campus.'

‘Then if he's not married, not involved, and hetexwual, why aren't
you planning to introduce me to him?'



‘Darling, he's got children '
‘That's not considered a crime, you know.'
‘Threechildren. Or is it four?'

Oh."' Jenny gulped. 'His wife obviously thought hasvthe sexiest
man on campus, too.'

'Oh, they're not all his. One, at least, was adbpd¥ maybe two. It
doesn't matter. The point is, no woman in her rigind wants to get
involved with a man who's got three children. QurfAll under the
age of eight. Now Roland's unattached and evergbdttractive--'

'Roland, as attractive as Graham Tyson? You'regiki

'‘Well, nearly as attractive. And he hasn't gotemjdren. None that |
know of, at any rate. Roland is a much better pgos@enny, believe
me . . . want to come back to my house for coffeel®d gave Jenny
an artless smile.

'If you don't mind, | think I'll head home. I'm giiag to do some work
on my courses and I'm practising for the recitalvaf, so | want to
be up bright and early in the morning."'

You're teaching two courses, aren't you?'

‘Mmm . .. pedagogy and piano literature. Plus ragldssons. It's
going to be a busy fall. And as you know, I'm teagha couple of
students at the summer music camp, starting nes \léne recital is
at the end of it.'

Rather you than me." Lois gave an exaggerated shudsmall
children don't turn me on.’



Jenny had noticed that Lois and Terry showed nassigf
producing—or wanting—Ilittle Turnbulls. As it happesh she herself
might also have preferred not to work with youngdrlen. She said
drily, "'The money'll come in handy. My salary doedregin for
another month.’

‘You could have stayed in New York." There was linet of a
guestion in Lois's hooded eyes.

'l didn't want to stay in New York. And we are maiing to discuss

the reasons for that at ten-thirty at night, Lony,love.' She gave her
friend a quick hug. '‘Good night. Thanks for invitime to the lecture,
| enjoyed it. See you soon.'

Lois turned right to walk to her house, only twieests away from the
campus. Jenny turned left towards the car park.débnve along the
quiet streets, her mind preoccupied with the frieeds of Roland
Petrie, with the vagaries of Lois, who had so casigkly dismissed
Graham Tyson, and last but not least with the mams Lhad
dismissed. A widower with three or four childrens@perb speaker.
A man of confidence, passion and charisma.

You don't need him, Jenny. You don't need Rolaride? either. You
came up here to get breathing space, to get awayffsrmer fiances
and men in general. Forget Graham Tyson and hsdbide's not for
you.

All of which was admirable advice, no doubt, butiethdid not stop

her from remembering a pair of disturbingly darkebleyes and a
loose, rangy body last thing before she fell astepfirst thing when

she woke up in the morning.



CHAPTER TWO

DURING the summer music camp, which was to last for tveeks,
Jenny was responsible for two forty-five minute tess each
morning, at nine and ten o'clock, to be given practice room in the
Music Department. She was given the two namesfitisaimorning:
Kevin Williams and Melanie Gerritt.

Kevin arrived five minutes late. He had red haiyffed sneakers and
a general air of being anywhere but where he waiatdze. He was
not long in revealing that his parents were awayvi® weeks and he
was attending the music camp because the baskeéimafi had been
filled up. 'All my friends are at basketball cante'said. 'It's not fair.’

Life is not fair, Kevin, thought Jenny with a wiyist of her mouth.
However, she set herself to draw him out and theh lim play a
couple of pieces. He plunked his way through a Ngian country
dance and did dreadful things to a simplified ageanent of a Bach
prelude. Jenny unearthed two scores from the heape shelves,
one a very loud, percussive piece that she thaugjiit ease some of
Kevin's understandable frustration, the other a thimcally
interesting march that sounded more difficult thamvas; Kevin
showed a flicker of interest and eventually thedesended.

Melanie Gerritt was plump and voluble, the typelofd who would
no doubt develop a crush on her music teacherp&ineded away on
the keys with accuracy, vigour, and not a scramosicality. Jenny
was not convinced musicality could be taught. Btwas being paid
to teach, so did her best.

After Melanie had gone, Jenny made herself a codfed went to
stand by the window. A humming-bird was darting amdhe rose
bushes, its iridescent feathers dimmed by the gmgdues of the
petals, its movements more insect-like than bkd:lilt was very
beautiful. She and Marc had once stood for fifte@mutes watching



a pair of humming-birds in the Botanical Gardengashington, in
the days when love had seemed as though it wosiddaever...

A tap came at the door. Jenny cursed her memory cafidd
composedly, 'Come in.'

The door was pushed open and a young girl wearink ghorts
edged around it. Her hair was ash-blonde, straigitshining, while
her eyes, long-lashed, were a very dark blue.

Jenny smiled at her. 'Hello. What can | do for you?
'l..." the child gulped, nervously twisting herdars, 'l want. ..’

Jenny indicated a chair by the piano and sat dovame across from
it. 'My name is Jenny Sprague, I'm the new piastructor,’ she said
gently.

'l know. That's why | came—because you're new.'tAaiofrightened
gulp.

The eyes fastened on Jenny's face were brightaaminxture of fear
and excitement. But their colour was unmistakadenny said
slowly, 'Why don't you tell me your name?"

‘Gillian. Gillian Tyson. Although | prefer to be l=d Gillie." She
pronounced the name with a soft 'g.’

So was Gillian Tyson one of the three—or four- @teh of Graham
Tyson? Her throat suddenly dry, Jenny said, 'Gam domething for
you, Gillie?'

'l want to go the music camp," Gillie burst outillMou teach me?"

Jenny frowned. 'Did you apply? | wasn't given ypame.'



'‘No. My father doesn't want me to go. You'd havphione him.'
'Hold on a minute, Gillie—I don't understand."'

'‘Dad doesn't want me taking piano lessons. Butritwaso badly,
and it's only for two weeks, you could phone hioyldn't you?'

'‘Why doesn't he want you taking lessons?'

"He doesn't want anyone in the family being a masicHe says
there are hundreds of other things 1 can do. Buartto play the
piano!’

There was no mistaking the passionate intensitiihe's voice.
Feeling her way, Jenny asked, 'Have you ever lssbihes?’

'‘No. But my friend Alice takes lessons, and shis tele everything
she learns and lets me play her piano.’

‘Then why don't you play something for me? That give me an
idea of what you can do.’

As some of the tension left the thin little bodgndy realised that
Gillie had half expected to be shown the door imistedly. The child
sat down at the piano stool and adjusted its heigit legs were
longer and much more slender than those of thattatk Melanie.
She flipped back her hair, flexed her fingers, Wwhaere also slender,
and began to play.

Jenny went to stand by the window. But the humntiing-and the
rose bushes were soon forgotten, obliterated byraer excitement
that grew the more she listened. The child hadc®ifidence and
poise, a touch Melanie Gerritt would never achiésie lived to be a
hundred, a sure rhythmic sense, and most raredll @n ability to

listen to the music and draw from it everythingttvas there.



Gillie played three pieces. Then she dropped hedfiato her lap
and slowly turned her head to the window. The uetlsek eyes were
drowning in anxiety. Gillie wanted a verdict, armred deeply what
that verdict would be.

‘You're a natural musician, Gillie," Jenny saideglyi and saw the
child blush with pleasure and drop her eyes tdhaeds. "You should
be taking lessons all the time. Couldn't you dteet in September?'

The hands twisted 'No," Gillie whispered. 'l dehnibk so.’
Feeling her way, Jenny asked, 'Are you from BrogRto
‘Yes. We live just down the street.’

Are either of your parents associated with the Eraity?'
‘My father is. He's a history professor.’

' believe | heard him lecture last week-—is his pafraham
Tyson?'

‘That's right. He's a very good lecturer, everybsalys.'

'Indeed he is." As head of the History Departm@rgham Tyson
could obviously afford piano lessons for us daugh@llie, it should
be no problem then for you to have lessons nextenihessons are
very important. You have a great deal of naturkdnta but you're
falling into some bad habits, | can tell that rigktay. I'm sure that |
can help you the next two weeks, but there's netgute for weekly
lessons with a good teacher." She would love tchtahe child
herself, because a talent like Gillie's was eveagher's dream.

Again Gillie avoided Jenny's eyes. 'l know | camve regular
lessons. But | thought if you spoke with Dad, | Icoat least come to



the music camp. He might let me as it's only twekge 'Cause you're
new here, | thought you wouldn't mind."'

It would be criminal to allow talent such as Gibieto go
undeveloped. Not giving herself time to think, Jesaid, 'Where can
| reach your father?'

'He's at work. His extension is seven-one-two.'

There was a telephone on the desk in the corneckiulenny
dialled the three numbers. The receiver was pickgdand a deep
voice that she would have recognised anywhere 'stetip?’

‘Dr Tyson?'
'Yes.'

'My name is Jennifer Sprague. I'm the newest membt#re Music
Department, and I'm teaching piano at the summeicoamp. Your
daughter Gillian came to see me this morning—dher’'s now. She
wants your permission to attend the camp.'

Dead silence. Then the voice said with a dangerdac& of
expression, 'Would you put her on the line, please?

After handing Gillie the receiver, Jenny overhedawb rapped
guestions and Gillie's monosyllabic answers. ThdheGut down
the phone. 'He's coming over,' she said, addingeessarily, ‘he's

angry.’

An angry Graham Tyson could be a formidable oppbridave you
ever asked him before if you could come to the ¢c&dmp

'Yes, in June. He said no.'



"I see,' said Jenny, who did not see at all. 'Whwy'tdyou play
something else for me while we're waiting?'

They did not have to wait long. Graham Tyson's knaicthe door
was very different from Gillie's tentative tappidgnny said calmly,
'Please come in.’

Gillie's father was wearing tailored grey trousamnd a blue shirt, and
such was the force of his personality that the reeemed to shrink.
Once again midnight- blue eyes fastened on Jenagts fYou were
at the lecture,' he said abruptly.

So he remembered her. "Yes. | very much enjoye&hie held out
her hand. 'I'm Jennifer Sprague.’

His grip was brief but firm. '"How do you do? Now ail$ going on
here?"

Gillie appeared to have been struck dumb. Jenng saenly,
knowing whose side she was on, "Won't you sit ddwn[yson?'

But he was staring at his daughter, who met hi® daavely, her
small chin raised. 'Gillie,' he said, ‘couldn't yoave asked me about
the camp? Why did you have to go behind my back?'

'l did ask you. You said no.'

He gave a frustrated sigh. '‘But that was a long &go. | didn't think
it mattered that much to you.'

Yes. Yes, it doesPleaselet me come to the camp, Dad! It's only fo
two weeks.'

He had his hands thrust in his pockets. Jennyjeutexd, 'For a child
who has never had formal training. Gillie showsaatonishing grasp
of technique and musicality.'



He glanced over at her; he looked like a man facéate with a
situation that somehow violated his deepest intjnget who was
determined to maintain his self- control. Jenny & unexpected
surge of compassion, and to fill the silence wemt'Gillie would
have one forty-five-minute lesson with me each day would play
in the student recital a week from Saturday. Shelavalso take part
In various group activities during the camp.’

'Please, Dad--' Gillie gasped. 'We could get Mupio out of
storage, couldn't we? So | could practise?'

Jenny saw him flinch. 'Yes, | suppose we could.'
‘You mean Ican?'Gillie sprang to her feet.

He had capitulated more suddenly than Jenny woaNe lexpected.
‘There will be conditions, Gillie—we'll discuss #®when we get
home. In the meantime, I'm sure we've taken up gmaf Miss
Sprague's time.'

‘Not at all," Jenny disclaimed, in fact, if Gilieto attend the camp, |
would prefer that she and | have a lesson right.now

For a moment raw hostility blazed in his eyes. Thie® rigorous
self-control was re-imposed. 'Very well,' he saics Rod was curt to
the point of rudeness. 'Goodbye, Miss Sprague.’

Jenny's response was a cool, ironical smile tokvhic

she was pleased to notice, he was not indiffesmtthe door shut
behind him, she said briskly, 'Let's get to workli& We've got a lot

to do in the next two weeks, and we want to makeb#tst use of our
time.'

As the slender fingers relaxed in the child's lmny knew she had
struck the right note. No pun intended, she thogghtly, keeping to



herself her anger that a man as well-educated amiligent as
Graham Tyson could deprive a gifted child of pis&ssons.

Gillie's lesson went past the allotted time, a gquattthat was to
continue during the entire two weeks. Gillie wadeadight to work
with, bright, conscientious and grateful. After ti@ssons 'Miss
Sprague' had become 'Jenny' and the grave litile sfithe first day
had widened to a gamine grin, as full of charmta®wner. On the
third day she volunteered the information that tmether had died
nearly two years ago. 'When Jason was born. Helsratjier.'

Jenny was getting the metronome out of the cupb&ird put it on
top of the piano and wound it up. 'I'm sorry to thibat, Gillie. You
must miss her.’

'Yes." A tiny hesitation, then Giilie added with adlult air of
defiance, 'But we manage very well.’

'I'm sure you do. Do you have other brothers asigi=?'
'‘One other brother, called Daniel. He's eight amdskven.'

So Graham Tyson had three children, not four. Whdany was
under no illusions that three children would beagh¢o feed and
clothe, she was equally certain that Graham Tysantagonism
towards Giliie's love of music had nothing to dahamoney.

Why was he so antagonistic? Jenny did not knowthéeaintagonism
was genuine: Gillie had divulged that her fatheswhowing her to
attend the music camp only on the condition tha akk for no
further lessons.

What Jenny did recognise was her inability to alban@illie at the
end of next week when the music ;amp ended. Iretiags the child
had made phenomenal progress. It could not alldoenbthing.



Something had to be done, she thought militantlyd Ahe was the
one to do it.

That afternoon she called Graham Tyson's extensioanswer. She
then rang the History Department. May | speak td{Bon, please?'

The secretary sounded both bored and uncooperdbvd.yson is
taking a couple of days off.’

‘When will he be back?'
'First of next week.'
Jenny said patiently 'Could you give me his hommalmer, please?'

'‘We're not allowed to give out the personal phoumlrers of the
faculty.’

Jenny allowed herself a touch of sarcasm. 'Thankfgoyour help,’
she said. 'Goodbye.'

She Cached for the phone book and flipped throbghpages until
she came to Brockton, then ran her eyes down 8tekge of 't's,
which went from Tyndall to Tzagarakis. No Tysonu3trthe damned
man to have an unlisted number! She added thatetolist of

grievances against Gillie's father—not the leastvbfch was his
bedroom eyes—and cheated by finding his home numb&illie's

application form for the music camp. However, slated to phone
him until nine o'clock that evening, when she assdinmat all his
children would be in bed. Ridiculously she foundittlshe was
nervous. Keeping Gillie's incredible—and neglectedusicianship
in the forefront of her mind, she dialled the sedents. The phone,
was picked up on the third ring.

'Hello?' said the voice that had wound its spe#iraan entire lecture
hall.



‘May | speak to Graham Tyson, please?’
‘Speaking.’

‘This is Jenny Sprague, Dr Tyson. I'm wonderingrnifight see you
for half an hour to discuss a matter that conc&ilie.'

'‘What did you want to discuss?'
'I'd really prefer to talk to you in person.’
'Has she done something wrong?'

'‘By no means.' Jenny then added smoothly, 'Wouldyave any time
free tomorrow?'

There was a brief silence. 'Very well,' he saicgmly. 'Eight-thirty
tomorrow evening?'

"That would be fine.'

He gave her his street address. 'lt's a big grelyvante house set
back from the road, you can't miss it.'

‘Thank you. I'll see you tomorrow." And Jenny humg feeling
breathless and a little afraid. Her mother wouldloes the way she
was poking her nose into someone else's busines$atier, a wheat
farmer who had been proud of his daughter's musilgities and
who had encouraged them verbally and financialbly understand
and would no doubt cheer her on. Gillie had to haie®o lessons,
Jenny told herself firmly. It was up to her to coroe Graham Tyson
of that. Very simple...



By eight o'clock the following evening it did noeem quite so
simple. Jenny had practised for three hours, losiegelf in the
complexities of Bach's counterpoint and the bnlidisharmonies of
the Ravel composition she had chosen for her tesit@ had been
working on it now for well over two months. Thenesate supper,
showered, and tried on three different outfits be&he \»as satisfied
with her appearance. She wanted to look cool asthbsslike, so she
chose blue trousers of raw linen and a loosely wotgp that
disguised the voluptuousness of her figure. Churlkg jewellery
encircled her neck. She pulled her hair into a barthe top of her
head, but she was getting late, so instead of nagag sleek,
sophisticated chignon she had to settle for wispsio about her ears
and an untidy, if becoming, cluster of curls. Afsdsipping on some
make-up, she grabbed her keys and left the house.

The air was still, the sky gentle with the pastefsdusk. Birds
twittered above the marsh. New York seemed a milliroles away.
Jenny got into the car, her ace thoughtful, andelmto town.

She had no trouble finding the house, which wasfaofrom the
Music Department. It was a large, handsome strecoiith a wide
porch and white- buttered windows, its garden aleaafyshrubbery
mattered with brightly coloured plastic toys. Thi@eycles leaned
against the side of house. A BMW was parked irdtineaway.

Taking a deep breath, Jenny walked up the stepspassed the
porch, absently admiring the ornately carved woatvem the posts.
There were two doors, the outer one oak insetatrelled glass, the
inner one wide open. Jenny pressed the doorbelvaited.

No one came. She could hear voices from insidestret through the
closed door sounded like a dozen children yellinidpa tops of their
voices. She pressed the bell again. Still no respon



While climbing the steps Jenny had been steelingeffor Graham

Tyson to open the door. But no one had done sa&vimrced the

slightest interest in her arrival! As she stoodting, she became
aware of the same sensations that a visit to tmtistle surgery

always produced: sweaty palms and a fluttering athmRaising her
fist, she banged on the door. The shrill of voioastinued unabated.
She opened the door and walked inside.

The voices were a lot louder, resolving themseintsthe shrieks of
an indefinite number of children and the much degoeents of a
man. It sounded as if murder was being done. Jsary loudly,
'‘Excuse me, please.'

She might as well have addressed the four walls.s&pped from
the doorway into the hall and looked through a igrasty
proportioned archway at the source of all the noise

She saw two long, bare, muscular legs, undeniabdgcoiine,

terminating in equally bare feet. The remaindaghefman’s body was
buried under a pile of children: Gillie, pig-taileclad in shorts, her
cheeks pink as she giggled helplessly, a tow-hebdgdstraddling

the man's chest, bouncing up .and down, and firealsery small

child of undetermined sex who was lying on its pdletween the
man's thighs and repeating 'Dadada’ in a high-@itcmonotone.
Squatting on one arm of the chesterfield, a purgendat surveyed
the scene with supercilious boredom.

Jenny said again, 'Excuse me, please.’

The baby turned its head and said unhelpfully, dd@ad No one else
noticed her presence.

She filled her lungs with air and yelled as louds/she could, "Will
somebody please pay attention—I'm here!



The baby stopped wailing. The cat yawned, and theaels turned in
Jenny's direction. Among them was Graham Tysoe&ipg around
the boy still perched on his chest. 'Omigod," stid eminent
professor of history.

The boy gave a gleeful bounc@/e'renot allowed to say that, Dad!

‘That's right, you're not,' his father agreed. leagl at Jenny. 'You're
early.’'

She ostentatiously consulted her watch. 'I'm fivautes late," she
said coldly, 'because I've been standing outsyilegto make myself
heard.'

Still flat on his back, he looked over at the vieeautiful grandfather
clock in the corner. 'It's seven- tfiirty. Didn'sdy eight-thirty?"

'It's twenty-three minutes to nine,' said Jenny.

'‘Daniel, have you been changing the clocks ag&mn&ham Tyson
demanded.

The boy on his chest said in an injured voice, y@olToronto time,
Dad. It's only an hour.’

'l told you last time not to do that again.’
But, Dad--'

Jenny said reasonably, 'He could have changed/ancouver time.
In which case I'd have arrived in time for supper.'

‘Or to British time,' Daniel suggested. 'Then ycwede been in bed,
Dad!



Trying not to think about Graham Tyson in bed, jesaid brightly,
'So it could have been a lot worse.'

Gillie stood up, looking rather less hoydenish trsdre had five
minutes ago. 'Can | show you my piano while yoh&ee?'

Of course you may.'

Graham Tyson heaved his son off his chest, easethdahy to the

floor, and got to his feet. He was very tall, aindjenim shorts and a
skin-tight T-shirt with his dark hair ruffled, alamgly attractive. His

shirt had been pulled free of his waistband, exypaistrip of tanned
skin to which he appeared to be oblivious and tewiienny wished

she was She debated saying, it's nice to see yain,agnd decided
against it.Nicedid not seem the right word. 'Good evening,' she s
instead.

'‘Good evening,' he responded, just as politelyli€3jou've already
met, of course. This is my son Daniel, and thats®d on the floor.’

Jenny smiled at them, feeling oddly nervous undeh s battery of

eyes. Daniel's were grey, the baby's the sameldaekas Gillie's. It

was after Jason's birth that Graham Tyson's witeched . .. Jenny
pulled herself together to hear Graham offer read and Daniel say,
'Gillie really likes you.'Gillie blushed. 'Shut upaniel!

'You do—you said so.'

'1 like her, too,' intervened Jenny, sitting insmmchair whose chintz
upholstery matched that of the chesterfield. Tha&tevbat did not
look like the cosy kind you took into your lap; tbleair was as close
to it as she wanted to get. She now noticed twerathts, a tabby fast
asleep on the bookcase and a grey angora perchdte amindow
ledge.



Jason had staggered upright. He waddled over tayJdeaaned
against her blue-trousered leg and looked up atwitéra wholly
beguiling smile. 'Pity," he said.

He was beautiful, from his plump, bare toes tongp of dark curls.

Jenny felt the familiar, agonising wrench at hearheShe could never
have a baby. She had known that since she wasywem¢n she had
had the operation that had destroyed any hope roéver bearing

children, but with the passing years the knowledigenot seem to
become much easier to accept or to bear. She @itk or less

steadily, unaware that Graham Tyson's eyes weeel fon her face,
'‘What's a pity, Jason?'

His father said in his deep voice, 'He means yqregy.'
'‘Oh." Jenny blushed to the roots of her hair. 'Oh.’

Jason held up his arms and gave Jenny anotherosé tiielicious
smiles. 'Up, up, up,' he chanted.

She did not know Jason well, but she had the fgdiae would
continue to chant until she did as he wished. 8aedd forward and
picked him up, settling his sturdy little body iariap. He reached up
and grabbed "at her hair. 'Pity," he said again.

Another wheat-gold strand came free of its pins hed bun was
skewed a little more off centre. 'Thank you," Jesaig, losing herself
in the midnight-blue eyes. 'You're pretty, too.'

Jason burrowed his head into her chest so thaldwese was pulled
taut across the fullness of her breasts. Dadadarhiimbled, and
closed his eyes.

Jenny looked up. They were all staring at her, faraham Tyson to
the white cat, their expressions ranging from irtmya yellow-eyed
aloofness. Graham was the first to speak. 'Okay,guoys,' he said,



'bedtime. Grab yourselves a snack, then upstaihsywu. Daniel, fix
the clocks and from now on leave them n New Bruokwime, it's
more convenient. Gillie, if you're going to showdgliSprague your
piano, you'd better do so now while | put Jasobed.' He bent over
to take Jason from Jenny's arms.

But like a limpet to a rock Jason was firmly ataghhis chubby
fists-clenched in Jenny's blouse. 'No!" he protegti¢gh a forcefulness
that reminded Jenny of his father. 'No, no, no!"

Jenny said gravely, 'His vocabulary is limited efiective.'

Graham knelt by the chair, the better to detaclh»brs Jenny could
see the scattering of grey through the man's thask the laughter
lines around his eyes, and the cleanly sculptedimdier heart was
behaving most peculiarly; she felt frozen to thaich

As Graham reached over to unfasten Jason's fingernsand brushed
the softness of Jenny's breast. Her pulse leapktereyes widened
so that she looked suddenly very vulnerable. Samggparked deep
In the professor's eyes. He said roughly, "Youttebstand up—I can
take him from you then.’

Jenny lurched forward in the chair, but Jason wagrsingly heavy.
She felt a hand at her elbow, fingers warm on kier, &nd then was
being levered upright. Graham took hold of Jasah@ulled, Jenny
freed the clutching fingers from her blouse, argbdebegan to cry, a
heartbroken howl.

'‘Don't look so worried," Graham said. 'He alwaye<ras if the
world's coming to an end. In five minutes he'llaseep. Will you
excuse me for a few minutes, please? There areotdd®oks and
magazines—make yourself at home.' And with Jasoket under
his arm, he left the room.



Daniel had also disappeared, carrying the white lealving only
Gillie standing in the middle of the worn Persiampet. 'My piano's
in the den,' she said.

The den, which also seemed to function as a libnagas up three
steps from the living room. It was a very mascuto@m, the curtains
and carpets a plain, deep rust, the furniture ah8mavian design.
Books lined the walls and were heaped in the ceraed on the
elegant teak desk. Only the small upright piano fwes of them.
Needing a moment's breathing space from too many—and

disturbing—impressions in too short a time, Jerewaved a pile of
books from a swivel chair and sat down. 'Play fer @illie,' she said.
'Please?’

Gillie was obviously delighted to comply. She sdrthrough the
music scores on the stand and began to play a @Gtesenatina.
Jenny leaned back and closed her eyes, and feift tigabrush of a
man's hand against her breast and the impact ofaia qf

midnight-blue eyes. The interview ahead of her g@ag to be much
more difficult than she had expected, particuladyall her carefully
prepared speeches seemed to have fled. She wadgtlef single,
undeniable fact: Gillie had to have piano lessons.

Gillie played two more pieces, then started on etB®venBagatelle

that Jenny had assigned her that very day. Gildid bbviously

practised it already. Jenny sat up straighter, eotnating, then got up
and stood by the bench. '"You're pushing the keyf&od in that bar,
Gillie. Drop your hand. Use the force of gravity—wember? And

keep those fingers vertical. Try it again.’

The two of them were totally absorbed in producthg exact
sonority that Jenny wanted in the chords when GnafAgson
appeared in the doorway. He stood there for a mjrtdwning at the
two blonde heads so close together, one pale ashHad grass, the



other as richly coloured as ripe wheat in the sSlimen he said
sharply, 'It's past your bedtime, Gillie.'

Gillie hit a wrong note. Jenny winced and looke@rmler shoulder.
Graham Tyson had changed into a light blue cottort sith the

sleeves rolled up, and a pair of dark grey cords.hdir was neatly
brushed. He did not look friendly. She said calnBgrry, we got
carried away. I'll see you tomorrow, Gillie. Slegell.'

The child folded up her music and put it away ia biench. Then she
looked up at Jenny, her heart in her eyes, andeolutYou're not
coming to see Dad because I've done something wamegyou?
Aren't | practising enough?’

'Gillie, dear, of course I'm not!" Jenny exclaimelhsping the child
by the shoulders. 'lt's a private matter | wantigcuss with your
father, so | can't tell you about it. But believee,nyou're doing
extremely well and you're a joy to teach. Now aftiygo to bed—and
stop worrying.'

Gillie's smile was radiant. 'Oh, that's good!" shaled. 'I'll see you
tomorrow." Without self-consciousness she skippext tivher father
and hugged him. '‘G'night, Dad.'

He bent and kissed her, love gentling his featuraswvay that nearly
brought tears to Jenny's eyes. She turned awaghé&had no part to
play in a private good night between father andgtiger, and heard
Graham Tyson say softly, '‘Sweet dreams, darlingenTGillie was
gone and the two adults were left alone in the Howd den. With
none of the softness left in his voice the man,s@dn | get you a
drink, Miss Sprague?'

Any tendency to tears was forgotten; Jenny knewngleeled all her
wits about her. 'Thank you, Dr Tyson,' she saigidty.

'‘Graham,' he said.



‘Jenny,' she responded.

'l know.' He leaned casually against the door framéhat she could
not have left the room had she wanted to. 'l waesurprised that
you allow Gillie to call you by your first name.'

She raised her eyebrows. 'Oh—why?'
‘Gillie is only seven—not quite of an age to tradtlts as equals.’

If Gillie respects me, it is because of the wayehdwe with her. The
way we relate. Nothing to do with whether she caésMiss Sprague
or Jenny.’

‘She should show a measure of respect for youtiposi

'Simply because I'm a professor of music she shoedgect me?"
Jenny's eyes danced; suddenly she was enjoyinglhe@ome on,
Graham, you know better than that. I'd be williogbiet you don't
respect all your colleagues in the History Depantinsemply because
they put Ph.D. after their name.'

'l am not a seven-year-old child, Jenny Sprague.'
‘A statement that demonstrates an inspired gra#ipedfuth!"
His smile was ironic. 'l can see I'm not going ta this one.'

She said with complete honesty, 'Gillie does relspez Not only
that, she likes me. | feel much more comfortabkdidg with her on a
first name basis.’

'Oh, there's no question that she likes you—webéarta great deal
about you since Monday. What would you like to H#in

Jenny blushed and scowled simultaneously. 'RunCake, please.’



'‘By all means. I'll be right back.' He disappeaiedn the steps.
The house was very quiet with all the childrenéa b

Jenny had won the first round, but was under n@pushensions
that she would win the second as easily; she poaileund the den,
picking up the occasional book and leafing throiigher senses alert
or Graham's return. He was not long. He was cagrgitiray which
held a silver bowl of salted cashews, a coupleooktail serviettes,
and two tall glasses in which the ice clinked. Jesat down in one of
the rust-coloured chairs and accepted a glass ahdndful of
cashews.

He sat down across from her and raised his glds=eIG.'

She took a healthy mouthful. It was very good r&e thought of
Gillie, took another sip and said, 'Your daughtdrovgs an
exceptional aptitude for the piano.'

'‘Oh?"

Not an encouraging response. 'She learns very IguiSke doesn't
just play notes, she plays with feeling, and camfber own opinion
as to what the music is saying—a rare talent in smgoung. She
could go far.’

'You flatter her.'

I'm telling the truth." Jenny took another swig tbhe rum and
ploughed on. 'Gillie told me that she wouldn't la@ihg lessons this
coming winter.'

His face closed against her. 'That is correct.'

‘The reasons for that are none of my businessCHlli¢'s talent is.
Her talent needs feeding, Graham! She needs ageadmeone to



guide and instruct and bring out the best in here-esn't do it alone.
I've come here to urge you to allow her to stasdams in September.
It would be criminal to let that talent go to wdste

‘That's where you're wrong, Miss Sprague.’

He was growing angry . Jenny's heart sank. Shecaagdully, 'Gillie
told me you didn't want anyone in the family beangusician."”

'Gillie talks too much.'
'The fault was mine. She told me because | asked.'

‘Then she must learn to cope with those who shawo@a much
curiosity about matters that are not their concern.

Jenny glared at him. 'l have already said | dowaott to pry into your
private affairs. But | would be evading my respbiigies as a
teacher of music and as one who loves music if lewe allow
Gillie's gift to pass unnoticed ... If it is a qtiea of money, Graham,
then | would like to offer to teach Gillie next viam without charge.'

'‘Money has nothing to do with it.'

His words came as no surprise. 'Then perhaps wimckmt it from a
different angle,’ she tried. 'You see, you wouldibeng me a favour
by allowing me to teach Gillie. You must occasidyxatand | know
it happens only occasionally—come across studehts mave an
insatiable urge to learn and are consequently agayach. Your
daughter is one of those. | would consider it il@ge to teach her.’

'l didn't think you were hard of hearing, Miss Spra. The answer is
no.'



Despite her best intentions, Jenny was also groamggy; there were
patches of colour staining her cheekbones. "Youeniiaa condition
for Gillie, didn't you? If she went to music campe-essons.'

‘That is so.'
'‘Why?' she demanded. 'Why on earth would you satth

'l don't have to answer that question. You inviangelf to my house
to make an offer which | have in no way solicited ahen expect me
to explain my refusal! | sincerely trust Gillie dwt solicit the offer--'

‘She most certainly did not!'

'‘Good. To get back to the point. | do not haveustify my decision to
you. It stands—Gillie will not be taking lessonsrr you or from
anyone else.’

You're depriving your child of—of the very breath Ide!" cried
Jenny. 'Gillie loves music, she needs music! Anglrsbeds lessons.
I'd be willing to betshe'daccept them.’

'‘She's not going to be given the opportunity eitteeaccept or to
reject them. Because | am trusting you to say ngtto her about this
conversation.'

Jenny's breath hissed between her teeth. 'Whabddake me for?
Do you really think I'd discuss a private convamatbetween the
two of us with your daughter?'

'I'm not at all sure what to think, Miss Spraguat Bdo know this—I
will not tolerate any more interference on yourtpao matter how
well-meaning. Is that clear?'



She had nothing to lose. 'Very clear,' Jenny saitie clipped voice
of extreme anger. 'You're allowing your stubbormsngside and
insensitivity to cripple your daughter's future.'

'‘Kindly don't exaggerate--' he snarled.

'I'm not in the habit of exaggerating. | was siecer my assessment
of Gillie's talent and equally sincere in my desod¢each her.’

He repeated himself, his voice tight with straireitNer you nor
anyone else will be teaching Gillie. | do not waet focusing any
part of her life around music.'

Jenny set her empty glass down on a thin-leggdd sl table. 'l
can't understand how a man who has made hiswtals the study of
history can have such a ridiculously low opinionnafisic—you're
surely being purposely obtuse.’

‘You'rebeing quite exceptionally rude!

‘That's the effect you have on me,' she snappéedbatioering to deny
his accusation. 'I'm not offeringputhe favour, I'm offering it to your
daughter. And if you can't accept it on her behatfause you're blind
to her needs, then you may be a first-rate hisidsig you're a lousy
father!'

She had gone too far. Graham Tyson stood up. Henide about
the mouth, Jenny noticed with a kind of horrifiegdination, while
his eyes were black with rage. 'Do you have anydaedmn, Jenny
Sprague?' he spat.

She flinched. 'No. I--'

‘Then you're in no position to judge what kind gfaaent | am. You
try bringing up three children on your own—then y@un come back



and | might listen to you. Until then, you can stayay. Gillie will
not be having music lessons this winter.'

Slowly Jenny got to her feet. She felt sick at he8he had not
intended the interview to end this way.

'Please--' she began, scarcely knowing what shegkasg.
'I'l show you to the door.'

Her anger was rekindled. There was to be no dismysso appeal.
He had spoken, and that was that. She swept pasafibest she
could in flat-heeled sandals and cotton trousensgifig over her
shoulder, 'l can find my own way out, thank you.'

She could hear the fall of his footsteps behinddseshe crossed the
living room; the other two cats were now lined umptloe chesterfield.
Forcing herself not to hurry, she turned at thentfrdoor and said
coldly and with immense dignity, 'Good night, Drsby."'

‘A wonderful exit. Miss Sprague,’ he said sarddhicadYou must
have had practice. Good night.’

Jenny stalked down the steps, head held high, Hdaeddoor shut
behind her and almost tripped on a loose boardherbbttom step.
Fall flat on your face, Jenny, she muttered to dierdHighly
appropriate, that would be! Without a backward géat the big grey
and white house, she got in her car and drove away.



CHAPTER THREE

AT her lesson the next day Gillie betrayed no curoabout the
meeting the previous evening between her father lrdmusic
teacher, a restraint for which Jenny was grat&fé did not want to
dwell on that meeting. Instead she started stnegci@illie’s daily
lessons to an hour and a half, trying to pack imash as she could
and to establish some solid groundwork on whiclwais to be hoped,
Gillie could build. She gave Gillie a lesson onusday morning,
definitely not a requirement of the camp, and at\treekend went
through the sheaves of music on her shelves at hoffired suitable
pieces.

She was also practising very hard for her own akcttue to take
place the following Friday evening when many of pagents would
have arrived; the students' recital began Saturdaying. Jenny had
done a fair amount of chamber and solo work in Newk, enough to
know she would never be able to number herself gmihe
top-ranked players in the world, enough also tovkiiee hours of
work required to put together a public performari@e weekdays she
had been practising four hours a day, at the wakketween six and
seven.

On Sunday at about four o'clock, her back, shos|demgers and

head aching, Jenny decided to go for a run on drsimes. The week
before, she had discovered a narrow dirt track lctout to the

shore. Sunday had been oppressively hot, whichaptglaccounted

for her headache; it would be cool by the sea.

She changed into shorts, a tank top and her rurghiags, then drove
her car to the man-made ridge that meandered #fenghore, After
parking the car in the minimal shade offered by lamp of
wind-beaten spruce trees, she got out and wentghrioer stretching
routine. The wind, which had been blowing all dayWwhich in town
was hot and dry, out here had the cutting edgéeflistant ocean.



Turning her back on her car, she began to run albagop of the
ridge.

The mud flats stretched for miles, for this was tkey head of the
Fundy tidal system, source of the world's highielgtst Marsh grass,
green and pliant, bowed to the wind; gulls whealedrhead, their
plumage a dazzling white in the sunlight, theiesra distillation of
all the loneliness of the empty flats. Jenny ragadily over the
parched brown earth of the ridge, the tension feaWier body, her
spirit soothed by the sweep of sea and sky.

She went about a mile and a half, then turned ao#nbright red
kite was surging up into the sky near the gully rehghe had parked
the car; the tail of the kite writhed, snake-likethe air currents. As a
little girl growing up on the outskirts of a prartown Jenny had
often flown kites, and now she felt the long-fanmiliaurst of wonder
and excitement as the kite soared higher. Herdesmt/ wings. Her
eyes were glued to the scarlet triangle hoveririgerblue sky, and as
she drew closer she saw that the tail of the kas made up of green
and yellow streamers. She jogged along the curihefidge and
down the slope towards the copse of spruce treesendhe had
parked the car, and as she did so she saw foirshérhe the owners
of the kite. She stumbled to a halt, but it waslade. They had seen
-her. 'Hi, Jenny!" Gillie yelled. 'Come and fly thite!"

They were, all there: Graham Tyson with Jason pegdpn a harness
on his back, Gillie and Daniel. Daniel was holdihg kite.

Jenny covered the last few yards at a walk, remendgp&ow hard

she had strived to look cool and professional tekemings ago when
she had visited Graham Tyson, conscious now tleatralst look her
worst. She had bundled most of her hair into a pgaihybut strands of
it were clinging to the sweat on her face, and a#nthe thin tank top
her breasts were heaving. While she was not ovghtyener figure

was richly and generously curved; she saw Grahaso'y eyes flick



over her from head to foot and knew her cheeks beiflished from
more than exertion. 'Hello,' she said. 'Isn'tli\aely day?"

‘Lovely," Graham agreed, his gaze at the levelesfdosom, where
the outline of her nipples showed through the tabric.

‘Dadada!’ gurgled Jason, waving his arms at her.

Grateful for any diversion, Jenny said 'Hello, Jaddi, Daniel and
Gillie.'

‘Do you run every day, Miss Sprague?' Graham Tysked, with a
somewhat overdone politeness.

Ah yes, she thought wickedly, we must behave imtfrof the
children. Two or three times a week.'

‘A hot day for running." And again his eyes wandeower her
sweat-dampened shirt.

'‘But the wind is cool up on the ridge,' she rephgdndering inwardly
which of them would take the prize tor inanity.

As if he had read her mind, he rejoined, 'A sealvsrusually cooler
than a land wind. Wouldn't you agree?'

'l would indeed,’ she said demurely.
'So we have discovered something we can agree on.'

The look in her eyes was anything but demure. haittly Gillie had
grown impatient with the conversation. 'Dad, cannyehave a turn
with the kite?"

'If she wants to.'



'I'd love to,' Jenny said promptly. 'Do you mindyridel?'

‘The wind's pulling pretty hard,' Daniel puffedo\®u think you can
hold it?'

'I'm sure | can,' Jenny replied, avoiding Grahasys. 'l used to fly
kites a lot when | was a little girl.'

As she gripped both ends of the home-made woodedidyaDaniel
let go, ducking under her elbow. The wind tuggeldestarms and the
tail of the kite snapped and crackled as if shedéde thing at the
end of the rope. She followed the elegant archetbrd into the sky,
all the way to the blazingly red triangle with usithing tail, and
laughed aloud in sheer delight. She could have ket years old
again, standing on the knoll near their house Wwhthree brothers,
the kite that their father had made pulling onriyge with the same
crazy lust for freedom. 'lt's beautiful!" she cri@thd smiled over at
Gillie, who was watching her with mouth agape. oo want a go,
Gillie?'

Gillie grasped the handle, giving a breathlesgeliaugh, 'It's like

taking a great big dog for a walk," she said, gngrat Jenny over her
shoulder, her body braced against the wind's pelt,long blonde

hair whipping behind her head like the tail of Kike.

Graham had put Jason down on the ground, whereakegmabbing
happily in the dirt. As Gillie and Daniel moved tiuer down the
ridge, their attention wholly on the kite, Grahamok Jenny by the
arm, looking her up and down in a leisurely manefiore saying
deliberately, 'You're quite easily the most bealitffoman | have
ever met.’

Jenny's jaw dropped. 'If I'd been asked to guesd ywu might say to
me next,' she spluttered, 'l would never have geegsat!’

‘Don't you ever look in the mirror?'



She wiped her forehead with the back of her h&ight now | would
prefer not to!"

He stepped a little closer. The sun fell full os Face and his eyes
were bluer than the sky. 'l might not have guedbatl I'd say it,
either.'

‘Then why did you?'

'Let's call it an irresistible impulse . . . I'nred'd find you even more
beautiful were you wearing fewer clothes.'

This time she did not allow her jaw to drop. Shd sarmly, 'That's a
line | can do without!'

'It's no line, Jenny Sprague. It's the simple ttuth

Her sense of humour, of which Samuel had nevercapgr, got the
best of her. 'The unadorned truth, you might say.'

He laughed, indeed. And no, in answer to the loojour eye, | have
never had a conversation quite like this in my. [IRarticularly with a
woman whom | have only met twice and with whomdmeedestined
to fight like cat and dog."'

'So why me?'

'I'm—not sure. Partly, | suppose, because whendentihat rather
outrageous statement you neither blushed nor sedpeor slapped
my face. Other than that, | don't think | can expladon't understand
it myself." His fingers moved on her bare arm irfieather- light
caress. 'Why don't you come back to the houseaands§ for dinner?’

'l can't, Graham. I--'

'Heavy date?' he interrupted harshly. 'l shouldmve asked,’



'‘Were | so lucky!" Jenny teased. 'Although | supgsu could say |
have a heavy date, yes—with the grand piano. Threee hours'
practice at least." At the blank look on his fagl®ee added patiently,
'I'm giving a recital next Friday—hasn't Gillie memed it?'

He dropped her elbow, his face tight with angew.ti® piano rules
your life.'

‘No, it doesn't!" she retorted. '‘But the recitatyportant to me and |
want to do well. And to do well, | have to practiserhy are you so
angry?'

'It doesn't matter.’
‘That's a downright lie!"
"You certainly believe in speaking your mind.'

'Yes.' She frowned at him. 'You'd prefer | was ilngndown your
Invitation because of another man, wouldn't youth&athan for the
piano.’

‘Almost, yes.'

'l really don't understand this—thghobiayou have for a wooden
box equipped with some bits of metal and felt asdtaof ivory keys!"

‘There's no reason why you should.’
Her eyes challenged him. 'So is Gillie allowed ¢atg the recital?'
'‘She's insisting | go with her.’

‘Brave girl. In that case I'd definitely betterlgome and practise.’



Jenny stepped back a couple of paces, wonderinghmwold-eyed
man in front of her could be the same one who halteat her
beautiful. That he was drawn to her and repulsed hey
simultaneously was obvious, a phenomenon that wamysterious
as it was unsettling. Quickly, before she could @aything else, she
called goodbye to Gillie and Daniel.

Graham Tyson did not say goodbye; he simply stbhecet watching
her, his expression inscrutable. Jenny drove htumeed on the tape
recorder, sat down at the piano and blanked hed wireverything

but Beethoven's Sonata in F minor.

The days passed; the recital, inexorably and iablyjit came closer.
Jenny worked hard at the music camp, practiseciedal pieces and
tried to ignore her growing nervousness. Early aestlay evening
she had supper with Roland Petrie, then went cagaeith him on a
lake just outside of town; when he dropped heabffer house so she
could put in another couple of hours at the piam&ibsed her on the
mouth, an experience that was as pleasant as hdimasglf, out
which inspired her to no new pianistic feats. Ondvwesday she went
for a run by the shore, which was deserted, andgtoabout a
blue-eyed man and his passel of children. On Tlayrafternoon she
went to the hall where the concert was to be rald, went through
her entire programme from beginning to end, Withaurity, she was
pleased with the results; with a tightening of herves she wondered
if she could do as well the following evening. Shieve home, read
an Amanda Cross mystery, went to bed and slept well

Her pupils took up the morning. While she had madlaip capture
enough of red-haired Kevin's interest to producencdiceable
improvement over two weeks, Melanie Gerritt playes
complacently and unfeelingly as she had done thg fnest day.
Certainly she had learned four new pieces—butwizat all she had



learned. Gillie, of course, had made tremendoudesty but since
Friday was to be the child's last lesson for maowntims Jenny did not
think that much cause for congratulation.

Gillie thought otherwise. As she got up to leavahat end of the
lesson she said, a catch in her voice, 'lI've |exezty minute of our
lessons Jenny—thank you.'

'I've only scratched the surface," Jenny repliegekty. 'But you've
been a wonderful student.'

'l miss you.'
'I'm sure we'll see each other occasionally.'

'l asked Dad if | couldn't have lessons from yoerawe winter, but
he said no. He didn't like me askir@iflie added with the frankness
of the very young. 'Would you mind if | sometimedled you on the
phone, Jenny, or if we went for a walk sometimed pust talked
about music?’

"I'd love that. And I'll see you tonight and aggsmorrow.'

'I'm wearing my good dress to your recital. Mrs toayis ironing it
for me.' Mrs Layton was the housekeeper. 'And Dadaring a suit.
He said he'd better look his best because he wasowoyt. Escortis a
nice word, isn'tit? I'm glad it's just the twous coming to the recital,
not Daniel as well. That doesn't happen very often.

‘There's a reception after the recital—you be gorg father brings
you to that, won't you? | must go, Gillie—see yonight.'

Jenny ate a light lunch at the university cafet¢han decided to get
the mail while she was in town; she would pract@ea couple of
hours when she went home. Anything to pass the, sme thought,



wishing her nerves didn't feel quite so much likenp wire stretched
beyond its level of tolerance.

The post office was very busy. Among the collectidnmagazines
and circulars stuffed in her mail box was a leftem her father. He
had watched her suffer through pre-concert nereés®; she would
be willing to bet he had planned for this letteatave the day of her
recital.

She tore open the envelope, took out the two sloéetssely written
paper and ran down the steps. Her mind more ofirdtgaragraph
than on where she was going, Jenny turned rounddiveer of the
building and collided head-on with someone goirgdpposite way.
The bundle of magazines fell to the ground and heath was
knocked from her body.

She looked up into midnight-blue eyes tinged witrusement and
with another emotion considerably more primitivartbemusement,
and became aware of strong arms around her bodigrgsalms flat

against .the man's chest, of the heavy beat didag and the warmth
of his skin. She remembered Gillie, who had haddsrlesson that
morning. The overstretched wire snapped. 'Can't lpolk where

you're going!" she flared.

Graham Tyson stepped back a pace, bent and pigk#dtescattered
magazines. Straightening, his movements withoutyhire passed
them to her. 'My dear Miss Sprague,’ he drawledur'ybeauty
blinded me!'

'‘Don't you "dear Miss Sprague" me! If Jenny's gendugh for your
daughter and for the rest of the world, it's gooduggh for you. | don't
think I've ever met a man as damnably attractivgcaswhom I've
disliked as much as | dislike you!



He put his head to one side. 'You know, the firsetl met you |
wondered why on earth you weren't married—becadisém
damnably attractive, you're stunningly beautifulowéver, upon
closer acquaintance I'm beginning to understandu ¥iave the
insensitivity of an alligator and the temper ohaesv.’

He made his statement in a pleasant, even voicehvitn no way
detracted from its impact. So her visit to pleati€ case had been
construed as insensitivity; and her personality sash that in his
opinion no sensible man would marry her! Jenny sastily, Since
we're into comparisons, your personality is as@uisis as a shake's
and as vicious as—as a shark's.’

‘Sharks aren't necessarily vicious. They kill ohty eat,’ he said
mildly.

‘There must be some creature in the animal kingth@henjoys the
infliction of pain,' she retorted.

'So there is ... the two-legged one calitmmo sapiens.'

The glint in his eye was impossible to resist. 'g¥horings me back
to you as a prime example, and to hell with thecyasimiles.
Graham, I'm sorry | lost my temper. I've got a fishing case of
pre-recital nerves—but | didn't have to take therhan you.'

His voice was fiat. 'So, if recitals are hard warkd agony on the
nerves, why do you give them, Jenny?'

'I'm a masochist,' she said fliply.
'l asked you a serious question.’

She met his eyes, saw they were indeed seriousyas@éshamed of
her reply. Choosing her words with care, she sBiecause | love
music. | want to give the audience, to the besimgfability, the



experience of that music so they too might love gee that as my
responsibility, one that unfortunately | can't klsrmply because of
the work and the mental turmoil it causes me.' @imaced, 'End of
sermon.’

Briefly he took her hand in his, spreading the sloapable Angers
with their short nails, and staring at them aséyt could answer a
guestion he had not even formulated. Then he lookedCome on,
I'll buy you a coffee.'

‘But |--'

'If nothing else, it'll pass the time."'

''ve always hated that phrase.'

‘But it would apply to the day of a recital.'

She sighed, wriggling her shoulders. 'If only | kebgo to sleep and
wake up at ten o'clock this evening with everyoragliy clapping a
bravura performance!" Her smile was self-depregatitt doesn't
work that way, does it? A coffee would be lovelyerh | must get
home and practise for a couple of hours.'

Across the street from the post office there wétla coffee house,
which served cappuccino, espresso, and herb tdasg avith
luscious and fattening desserts. In deference ¢oréital Jenny
ordered plain tea. Then, suddenly shy, she. dadjdyed flying the
kite on Sunday ... tell me about your children, I@ra. Daniel is the
eldest, isn't he?'

‘Yes, Daniel's eight. He's my cousin Tom's childnmTand Marie
were killed in a plane crash five years ago, so Mand | adopted
him. Gillie's seven—she's mine. Jason also is nihe wife died

after Jason's birth.'



'I'm sorry." What else was there to say?
His face gave nothing away. 'We manage,' he said.

Gillie had said the same thing. You're lucky, Jemanted to cry.
You have a family, children of your own to love asfeérish. You're a
rich man, Graham Tyson—richer than I'll ever bee Shid none of
this. Gulping down her tea, she remarked, 'Gillil®ims me that as
her escort you are wearing a suit tonight."'

His smile did not quite reach his eyes, 'GilliesHing forward to the
recital tremendously.’

She hesitated. 'But you're not.'

Absently he played with his spoon. 'If | had my wiwouldn't come
anywhere near your recital tonight.’

Aware of a hurt that was far too acute, Jenny skifly, ‘I hope you
haven't told Gillie that,’

'‘No. Nor will I." He glanced up. 'Jenny, don't lobke that! It's
just—oh hell, I can't explain.'

'‘Can't or won't?' She drained her cup. 'l've gadoThank you for
the tea.’

Graham took her by the wrist. 'l know I'm not makieny sense to
you. But good luck tonight, Jenny.'

She sensed the words were an immense effort. "Ty@nkshe said
gravely. 'Goodbye, Graham.' Then she left the cafe.

All the way home she thought about him. Being witim was like
sailing in unknown waters without chart or compa$® decided: no
signals to warn one of reefs, no markers to keepfimm the strong,



surging currents. She seemed destined to dashifregamst those
reefs, and if she were not careful, she could driovthe currents.

At half past seven Jenny entered the music buildingne of the side
doors, having no desire to meet anyone she knewyant straight to
the artists' room whence she would go on stage.

It was a comfortable enough room, with deep arnishend a pretty
dove-grey carpet; a grateful alumnus had donateailgrainting of
the rose garden outside. Jenny prowled up and doamgrey-blue
chiffon skirts swishing, her face abstracted. "Ehare no heroes in
the moment before a recital.' She did not know & said that, but
as far as she was concerned it was totally, woetule.

One of the students who was acting as an ushemefd her of the
time five minutes before the recital was due tatstae hall was
apparently three-quarters full. The same studenteca three
minutes after eight to tell her the lights had dieain

Jenny took two long, slow breaths, moved her headshoulders to
ease the tension, and flexed her fingers. She aentccinct, but
heartfelt, prayer heavenwards. Then, her facesbket,pushed open
the door and walked on stage.

The lights were very bright, the faces of the andé who had started
to clap when she appeared, a merciful blur in wislcd could not
possibly have distinguished individuals. She bowed
acknowledgement of the applause, sat at the bemtradjusted it
slightly. Then, hands in her lap, she gazed akéyboard and heard
the first chords of the Bach prelude sound in hramb Raising her
hands, she began to play.



Within a minute or two her nervousness had vanisbd was alone
with the music for which she was responsible, thesimthat she
loved ...

The applause after the Bach, the three Nocturne€hmpin and
Ravel'sGaspard de la Nuipassed over her like a dream; she spe
the intermission in the artists' room thinking hegay into the
Beethovempassionat&onata. Again she walked out on the stage
applause, this time far louder than the initialiggolesponse to an
unknown quality. And again she waited until thestfinotes were
sounding in her head before she started to play.

As the last notes died away and she lifted her $ianoim the
keyboard to let them rest in her lap, the applauas thunderous.
Numbly Jenny stood up, letting it wash over hewaves. She made
three curtain calls, played Prokofiev for an encbrmved again and
went back to the artists' room. She had playe@b#tan she had ever
played in her life before. And she was exhaustduysigally,
mentally, and emotionally.

The recital was over. She must attend the recegmahthen she
could go home.

Still feeling as though she was in a dream, Jewoghed up her
lipstick and left the artists' room, to be immediatengulfed by
members of the audience, most of whom she did metvkand by a
sea of congratulations and compliments. RolandidP&tssed her
warmly on the cheek; Lois hugged her fiercely asld her she was
wonderful; the head of the Music Department, Dr khead, called
for silence and made a pompous little speech ofeajgtion and
welcome to the 'new and very charming member ofR&eulty of

Music," during which Jenny tried hard to look shiyamodest and
appreciative. She used the opportunity to glancarat for Gillie.



Gillie and her father were standing together aftinge of the crowd.
Graham Tyson looked indecently handsome in his sditle even
across the width of the room Jenny could tell tiallie was
incandescent with excitement. As soon as she ahdescaped from
Dr Moorhead's pink-cheeked gallantry and elegantynded
phrases, and made her way across the room. 'Hig,Gdhe said.
'‘Hello, Graham."

Gillie's eyes were huge. 'You were wonderful,' shel solemnly. 'l
loved everything you played.'

Jenny knelt in a swirl of chiffon, to bring her ey the child's level.
‘Thank you, Gillie. That's the nicest thing you kcbiave said.'

‘Will I be able to do that some day?'

Graham Tyson's hand was also at Jenny's eye I8hel.saw the
fingers curl in upon themselves, the skin pullgthtiover the tanned
knuckles. She said with complete honesty and Witthe generosity
of her nature, "You will be able to play far bettean I, Gillie. | mean
that.'

Graham's nails were digging into his palm. Gilledsbreathlessly,
‘Me?Really?'

'Yes, really . . . your dress is very pretty, bg tiay.'

‘Thank you,' Gillie gasped. 'This has been the begshing of my
whole life!"

Slowly Jenny straightened, and her gaze met Grahardeliberate,
unspoken challenge. Give the child lessons, hdlianti blue eyes
said.

Mind your own business, his taut face replied.



Sweetly, as if the little interchange had neverpesed, Jenny said,
'‘And did you enjoy the recital, Graham ? | hopwdts worthwhile
putting on your suit.'

His eyes were cold. '"You'll never make it to Caraddgall.’

Jenny drew a sharp breath, for after so many ctuigtary remarks
his criticism seemed all the more scathing. 'l hmy@mbitions to be
in Carnegie Hail.'

Come off it. Every musician wants to make it to ii&gie Hall. You
know damn well you'd rather the applause toniglt ¢t@me from a
more sophisticated audience—a New York audienaistéecmed to
the top artists of the world."'

Determined not to show how he had hurt her, shd $our years
ago | came to terms with the fact that | do notehthe talent or the
drive to make it to places like Carnegie Hall.'

Ol don't believe you," he said scornfully.

Jenny had had a long and trying day. She grippedtdm of her wine
glass, thinking how much pleasure it would give kerdash its
contents into his face.

His eyes sardonic, Graham drawled, 'Don't do itssvibprague.
Although | do admit that stuffs not fit to drirkCanadian wine at its
undoubted and unparalleled worst.’

'l wouldn't waste a better quality wine.'

He had the audacity to laugh. 'One thing about yoredre rarely
stuck for an answer! What are you doing when &l thover?"

'‘Going home to get drunk, | should think.'



'l have an alternative plan—come back to the haovite Gillie and
me. I'll make you a rum and Coke that will pack enof a punch than
that wine.'

Jenny did not want to go home to the empty houddlaminevitable
slump that followed a recital. 'l accept,’ she gaicklessly. 'On the
condition that we don't talk about anything to dthwthe piano.’

‘Done.’

A grey-haired woman in a flounced burgundy dressied to her
age or her weight was bearing down on them withaanof
determination. 'Excuse me,' said Jenny, and taembllect her wits;
Lois had introduced her to the woman in the grostoye last week,
but the name had completely slipped her mind. $&&tgred a smile
on her face and hoped for the best.

The reception lasted another fifteen or twenty n@suThen Jenny
gathered up her bag and her shawl and left witth&@raand Gillie.
They walked from the music building to his houséjch although
only a short distance was quite long enough fonyém wonder why
she was being so foolish as to spend more time @Gidtham Tyson.
The man was dynamite, Dangerous. Unpredictablelagt¢hing she
needed . . . particularly right now, when withinotWwours her mood
had swung from pre-recital terror to post-recitahitation. A
recital did not leave one feeling sensible and -¢t@alded. One rum
and Coke and then I'll go home, she thought. On& da any harm,
can it?

Once they arrived at the grey and white house b#igysitter was
despatched home and Gillie despatchedto bed. 'Ggybd, Jenny,’
the little girl said.

Impulsively Jenny bent and kissed the child's ché&Bkod night,
dear," she said. "Tomorrow it's your turn to plagirecital.'



'‘Everybody's coming except Jason. | hope I'll dayok

‘You'll play to the very best of your ability besauthat's the kind of
musician you are. I'll see you there— sleep well.'

Gillie left the room. As soon as she was out ohsigsraham said
roughly, 'She worships you.'

Jenny said provocatively, 'Get her another musichter—she'll soon
forget me.'

' can't and she won't.'
'‘Jealous?' she murmured.

He stepped closer, his feet soundless on the Inopng carpet. 'Not
as far as Gillie's concerned. But Roland Petrietsyaur type.'

She should have made a crushing retort. Unablei& bf one, she
gueried weakly, 'Roland?’

‘All my children are very taken with you. Danielsht to tell me he'd
seen you out with Roland one evening. Then | saw kiss you
tonight.'

'‘Quite a spy system you have!

'Isn't it? You have to realise that Brockton is Netv York. Everyone
in Brockton is intensely interested in everyonee'slsdoings,
Undoubtedly more is known about your relationshighwRoland
than you know yourself.’

'l do not have a relationship, as you so politely ib, with Roland.
And if | did, | wouldn't discuss it with you.'



'He's a nice enough guy. But there's no musicasbul, Jenny—he's
not for you.'

‘And what about Sloane Mitchell? Or haven't younespcaught up
with him yet?' Lois had introduced her to"Sloane #ame day she
had introduced her to the woman in the burgundgsire

‘Sloane? Good God—he'd bore you to tears.'

On the basis of a ten-minute conversation with &odenny had
already come to the same conclusion. "Do you rgolamn in the
newspaper, Dr. Tyson? Advice to the lovelorn?'

‘Maybe | should. Because I'm right about both anth aren't I,
Jenny?'

‘You are, of course,’ she said agreeably.

He took another step closer and said softly, 'S@ Inay spies missed
anyone else, Jenny ? Or have | managed to denyolistsocial life?'

‘You have indeed. The men of Brockton are not éxaetating a path
to my door."'

‘And is there no one waiting for you back in Newrk'd

Her lashes flickered, 'No. Very definitely not.' Mahad married
someone else; Samuel was transferring to the GChiSggphony in
September.

'There was someone.'

' Wasis the operative word.' Two of them, not one. Bgre was no
need to share that with him.



He said soberly, 'I'm sorry, Jenny. Because yodoken hurt, haven't
you?'

‘You're much too perceptive, Graham Tyson.'

‘Some day you'll tell me about him.’

'l thought | was to be given a large rum and Coke.'
"You will tell me, Jenny.'

'‘We'll see about that. Where's my drink?'

'l get it in a minute. | have something elsemmd first.’

'‘Nothing you could have in mind would match theutaly effect of a
very tall rum and Coke with lots of rum and not im@oke.'

'‘Oh? We'll see about that, too." And he took altetep towards her,
enfolded her in his arms and kissed her.

It was a comprehensive and lengthy kiss, a dewagtabmbination
of generosity, subtlety, and passion. Because bigmwas on hers,
Jenny could not have talked had she wanted toshmitwas struck
dumb to her very soul. In the unlikely surroundingsn auditorium
during a lecture on French peasantry she had resmmjrisraham
Tyson to be a man of intense emotion; had she deeohy
confirmation of that conclusion, she now had it.gRdtably, he
called up in her a level of emotion every bit amse as his. She
could have called it lust ... but she knew better.

Eventually his mouth left hers and he stepped bdobpping his
arms to his sides. 'l've been wanting to do thaq@ite some time,' he
said.



Her heart was racing much as it had been five ragbiefore the
recital, although for very different reasons; sél¢ &ll the exultation
of those last crashing chords of thpassionataShe said faintly, 'Do
you have to look so pleased with yourself?'

'Indeed | do. You look rather delighted with therldg/ourself, Jenny
Sprague.’

‘Certainly the rum has become superfluous.'
'l think we should do it again.’

The second kiss was more intoxicating than the, fegen though
Graham kept his hands firmly at her waist and logtyba distance
from his own, allowing only his mouth to speak & lof his desire.
Jenny was trembling when it was over. She saidilshdkhis is
ridiculous. You don't even like me.'

'l never said that.'
"You don't like my profession.'

"That's closer to the truth .. . although I'm sdrmade that remark
about Carnegie Hall, Jenny—it wasn't called foe'rdn his fingers
through his hair. "You played beautifully. If | maysquote one of the
Greek poets, with your own two hands you touchedsity.'

None of the compliments she had received that agemad pleased
her as this one did, perhaps because Graham wagtoéally honest
despite an inner conflict whose source was stilyatery to her. She
felt the prick of tears and blinked them back. fikhaou, she
gquavered.

You shared with me your love of music, and | amticher for it.’



‘Then why do you dislike my profession so much?@na,won'tyou
let Gillie take lessons?’

'‘No, Jenny. Don't start that again.'

' told the truth tonight,' she said unflinchingi@illie could indeed be
better than | will ever be.'

‘No.'

The mood of accord between them, of unspoken eweit¢ and
sexual tension, was gone. Jenny said humourleéSsy;re going to
save your rum—because I'm going home without@raham, | don't
understand.’

'‘Even if you did, it wouldn't make any difference.’

Voice and features were inflexible, as unyieldisgyeanite. 'You're a
hard man, Graham Tyson," she said slowly. 'Telsamething—how
old are you?'

‘Thirty-four.'

'Old enough to have learned that while there aregi for rigid
principles, there are equally times for compronise,

‘This is not one of them.’
‘Then there's nothing more to say.' She turnedawed. 'Good night.’
"'l walk you to your car.'

"There's no need for that."! She allowed hersaltiait of malice. 'As
you said earlier, this is Brockton, not New York.'

‘Jenny, I—'



She waited, hope flaring in her breast. But thesdie in a deadened
voice. 'Good night, Jenny.'Not trusting herseBpeak, she let herself
out and walked down the steps, holding up her kigs, wondering
if any of the neighbours were watching. If so, tleeiriosity would no
doubt be exercised by the brevity of her stay. lde'stubborn as a
mule, she addressed them silently—and unoriginadlg-she tapped
along the pavement. As immovable as an elephanieAbto reason
as an ox. And . . . dammit ... as glorious as @ sthllion and as
dangerous as a panther.

Her stock of adjectives and animals appeared tdepéeted. Jenny
crossed the street to the car, unlocked it and edfmyme. In a
thoroughly bad mood she went to bed.



CHAPTER FOUR

BrockToNdrowsed under the August sun. According to thieleeds
of the town, it was an exceptionally hot summennje used to New
York summers, found the weather blissfully cool &edgh, the wind
from the marshes laden with the scent of mown mmalyvaild roses.
She did a lot of the reading for her courses orbtk porch where
she could listen to the birds twitter back andHo&he watered the
flower gardens and raked the lawn. She played dreop

Sloane Mitchell invited her for dinner at a loaahirenowned for its
cuisine. Although his entire conversation revohagdund matters
financial, he was scandalised by Jenny's assumfitatnshe would
contribute to the bill; he might be rich but he hay little sense of
humour. The next time he called, Jenny had plamg®tshopping in
St. John with Lois, and the third time she produeédtitious excuse.
He did not call again, which suited her fine. She see Roland
occasionally. Although he had divulged the long aodhplicated

saga of his broken engagement to her on-the-whohpathetic ear,
she did not share with him the story of either Mar&amuel. There
was no reason to: she would never be intimate ynsamse of the
word with Roland. If she ever doubted that suppamsitshe had only
to remember Graham's devastating kis$essehad been intimate.

She had talked to Graham briefly at the music ceswpal, the day
after her own recital. Gillie had been the startted show, a fact
Graham was certainly astute enough to recognisandelenny had
exchanged a few stiff words when it was all ovelqd ahe had not
seen him since.

Gillie had phoned twice, ostensibly with technigalestions about
the Beethoven and Bach pieces she was practidihgugh Jenny
soon decided it was more to talk in a general wayua music—a
realisation that kept the fires of anger burninghwmi her towards the
child's father. She did not phone Gillie hersetftfte obvious reason



that she was afraid Graham Tyson would answer lloagy nor did

she actively encourage Gillie to phone her; butdstieot discourage
her, either. Gillie, even if only seven years ¢ldd a right to choose
her own friends. Jenny was aware that this assomptiuld lead to

trouble, and so it did. But first occurred the demnt of the cat.

Jenny was walking down the front steps of the Mimitding one

warm afternoon in mid-August, her arms laden witbKksofrom the

library, when a red car rounded the corner by theah in a squeal of
tyres and gunned past the Music Department, theeldépunk rock
from its stereo system almost as loud as the seupewar of its

motor. Jenny glared after it. She had no patienitie tat type of

exhibitionism.

As she reached the wrought iron gate that led dtnetpavement, she
glanced down the street. The red car was racin@rsvGillie's
house. As if it were all happening in slow motishe saw a white cat
emerge from the bushes and streak across the stwatds the
house. The driver of the red car slammed on hisdsralenny saw the
rear of the car swerve and heard the scream ofrutrb macadam.
Then the red car straightened and gathered spedd ag

There was a white patch on the road, a patch thatad move. Jenny
began to run.

Her arms were aching from the weight of the boaidlzer feet were
hurting in their narrow-fitting sandals by the tirmke reached the
driveway of Graham's house. She scarcely noticainiing the
books on the grass, she ran out on the road.

The cat was dead. Feeling sick, she stared doiraatare of a fierce
anger against those who carelessly strike downdiareatures and
do not even bother stopping to see what they hawe.dShe had
recognised the cat immediately—it was the white thia¢ had sat on
the chesterfield on the occasion of her first wsithe Tyson house.



Behind her the front door banged and she heard @oenein down
the front steps. 'Where's Snow- flake?' Danieldcrieid the car hurt
him?'

Jenny shielded the cat's body with her own andetlimer head.
'‘Daniel, | want you to go in the house and fetchari®x,' she said
authoritatively. 'Right now.'

Daniel stopped by the gate. 'Why? Where's SnowHake

More gently she said, 'He was hit by the car, Dafira afraid he's
dead.' She saw the grey eyes flood with tears eddly took an
instinctive step forward. 'l don't want Gillie teeshim. You find me a
box and I'll put him in it.’

‘Are you sure he's dead?' Daniel quavered. In led'sneye she saw
the crushed rib cage and the scarlet blood thatsba#led into the
white fur. 'Yes, I'm sure. I'm so sorry, Daniel—Ing couldn't even
have realised what hit him.'

'He didn't even stop!' Daniel burst out, and he m@geferring to the
cat.

'‘No. People can be very cruel. Go and get the bdwayd
Daniel scrubbed at his eyes; his nose was pinkayOk

Jenny stayed where she was. The occasional cae gast, and she
waved on those who would have stopped. She didotvkf she was
doing the right thing in protecting the childreorr the sight of the
dead cat; possibly the psychologists would sayhdeapart of life
and therefore should not be avoided. But she didvant to expose
them to all the ugly little details.

Daniel came back carrying a box which, ironicaflgd held a dozen
cans of cat food, but which was sturdy enough angel enough to



hold Snowflake. 'Thank you,' Jenny said. "You gokbia the house
now, Daniel—don't let Gillie come out. I'll be tleeis quick as | can.
Off you go.'

You sound as though you've been raising childrieyoal life, Jenny,
she told herself. Then she steeled herself fotable ahead.

Fortunately it did not take long. She managed targye the cat in the
box so that only his head, untouched by the canveld. She shut the
gaping jaws, but could not face trying to closewhge, yellow eyes.
Then she picked up the box and headed for the house

Daniel was hovering at the door. Gillie, very patel composed, was
standing by the archway. Jenny stepped into tHeNav what? she
wondered, regarding the two miserable faces in@ysm

Instinctively she repeated what she had already teaDaniel. 'I'm
sorry Snowflake's dead, Gillie. But he died indtgnhe wouldn't
even have seen the car . . . would you like tdhge@' She put the box
on the floor and opened the lid.

She had done the right thing. As Daniel and Gigered down at the
cat, Jenny put an arm around each of them. Themnaaw in a white
uniform walked out of the kitchen.

Jenny looked up. 'Hello," she said politely. "Youstbe Mrs Layton.
I'm Jenny Sprague, a friend of Gillie's." It woslarely be stretching
the truth to say she was a friend of Graham's.

Mrs Layton had suspiciously dark hair arrangedghttlittle curls,

like the stylised waves in old Japanese prints. lBart smile was
friendly. 'What s in the box?' she asked, wiping hands on her
apron.

Gillie cried, 'It's Snowflake. He got hit by a car!



'Oh, dear me ... that's an awful shame, riawright glad you're here,
Miss Sprague. | faint at the very sight of blogkhd the ingenuous
brown eyes rolled up in their sockets.

Gillie reached down and stroked Snowflake's ched#koor
Snowflake,' she crooned. 'He's not even breathathat why he's
dead?'

The medical ramifications of this question weredred/Jenny. 'Yes,'
she said.

‘We should bury him," said Daniel.
'In the garden,' Gillie supplied.
'‘We could have a proper funeral,' Daniel went on.

‘There's stones we could put on the grave, lileereal cemetery,' said
Gillie. 'And flowers.'

Daniel took over. 'I'll get the shovel out of theed. Where'll we put
him?'

‘Under the beech tree,” Gillie said decisively.

'So long as there's not too many roots. Come amyJe/ou bring
Snowflake. You can be the minister.’

'‘Will your father mind if you dig a big hole in thgarden?' Jenny
murmured.

'Oh, no," Gillie said. 'He only minds if we distuabl the stuff in his
office.'

‘That makes him very angry,' said Daniel in thehealstones of one
remembering a specific incident.



‘There'll be a nice chocolate cake ready when ymoecin,' said Mrs

Layton, who obviously wanted to make a contributiorthe funeral

as long as it did not involve the dead cat. 'But {pe sure and wipe
your feet at the back porch if you've been digding.

I'll see they don't make a mess,' Jenny promised pecked up the
box, now promoted to a coffin, from the floor.

The back garden was a child's delight, with anregktomplete with
home-made tree house, a tangle of bushes perfecpléying
hide-and-seek, a set of swings, and gardens in hwh
black-eyed-susans and fat orange marigolds bloamgdmmelled.
Daniel began digging a hole under the beech treeyavthe ground
was so shaded that very little grass grew. Gilkbp still had not
shed a tear, stayed by Jenny's side, one small hewld tucked into
the warmth of Jenny's. 'I'm glad you're here,'sshé, then lapsed into
silence, absorbed in the preparations for the batigl.

As the hole got deeper, Jenny did a share of tpgirdy while Gillie
went to look for rocks and to gather flowers. Thggthg was hard
work; Jenny was grateful for the shade of the shiangtling beech
leaves. Eventually Daniel said, 'l think that'sgleaough, don't you,
Jenny?'

The unfortunate Snowflake would be at least two d@elerground. 'l
think so,' Jenny panted. She rested the shovehstgtie tree and
brushed her palms against her skirt. Then, knosiregwas the one to
do this, she knelt down and lowered the box in&ftble.

'We should say a prayer like in a real funerald aniel.

Slowly Jenny stood up. Both children were eyeing dxgectantly.
She swallowed, her brain working frantically, knagithat in her
many hours of teaching she had never been facddantilemma



quite like this. She hesitated, then with due soigynsaid, 'Let us
pray.' The children bowed their heads.

Jenny swallowed again. 'We commend the soul of 8akevthe cat
to Your care,' she pronounced.

'‘Please comfort all those who mourn his passingem

Daniel picked up the spade and began to fill intitbke. 'Isn't there
something about ashes and dirt?' he puffed.

'‘Ashes to ashes and dust to dust,’ Jenny saideDahe realised with
a wrench of pity, had lost his parents and his adepnother in the
past five years, and could be expected to knowtdbaerals. But the
boy's face was so intent upon his task that sheafelidden, strong
rush of affection for him. Daniel coped with griey immersing
himself in the practical; there were worse ways.

When the earth was tidily smoothed over, Gillilioed the grave in
little stones and stuck flowers in the soil. Daméglined on the shovel
and watched.

‘There," Gillie said finally, sitting back on heedls. 'That looks
pretty. Jenny, has he gone to Heaven?'

'Yes,' Jenny answered firmly, trusting that she was hopelessly
corrupting their theological training.

'‘Cat Heaven or people Heaven?'
'l don't really know, although I'd like to thinkahthey're the same.'
‘Me, too.

With evident interest Daniel asked, 'Whereyia think Heaven is,
Jenny? | had an argument witty Sunday school teacher because |



said it was within us, which is silly, | think. EbSnowflake's up in a
tree somewhere that's full of birds.'

Dogma had never been Jenny's strong point. 'If sgmaember
Snowflake with love," she said carefully, well aeahat she was
getting into doctrinally deep waters, 'then he ighin you." She
added, knowing it was cowardly of her, 'Why dorétgo back to the
house? Maybe we could make some cocoa.' Cocoa déeal Her
mother's cure for all childhood sorrows.

'I'll put the shovel away,' Daniel said. 'Oh, heif@ad.’

Jenny looked around. Graham was scarcely twentyaf@ay from

them, his gaze intent upon the little group aroutie

flower-bedecked grave. Both children ran for himaving Jenny
abandoned under the beech tree. With a lump intlimexat she
watched him kneel and gather them in, heard Jihially, begin to

cry, and felt a painful, demeaning stab of jealousy

Then Graham looked up, meeting Jenny's eyes sgublelkaid very
simply, across the distance that separated thdrank you, Jenny,'
but he said it in such a way that her jealousy stzeul.

She watched silently as Graham hugged his childvgred Gillie's

nose and eventually stood up. 'l think Jenny's mleeocoa was a
good one. Mrs Layton made a chocolate cake, tod! Wave some
of that.'

'It'll ruin our appetite,’ Daniel sniffed.
‘That's right, it will," his father said cheerfulloming?'
‘Jenny, too,' declared Gillie, bottom lip out-thrust

‘Jenny, too,' Graham agreed.



When they trooped into the kitchen, the childred denny minus
their shoes, Mrs, Layton had gone. Jenny lookedratpoeyebrows
raised. Graham said, 'She leaves promptly at fBeel always get
home from work by then.’

Jason waddled in from the living room, saw Jenmgl greeted her
with his usual ecstatic, 'Dadada.' She picked tprand carried on a
conversation with him more noted for repetitionrtiaelligibility as
the others cut a luscious-looking chocolate cal®ermade mugs of
frothy cocoa topped with marshmallows. The imprampicnic in
the big, old-fashioned kitchen hit exactly the riglote. By the time
the chocolate cake had disappeared, the tearsretiah Gillie's
cheeks and Daniel did not look quite so downcasth@&m said, 'Late
supper today. Off you go and play for a while-.'

Jason was sitting on the floor stuffing crumbs ini mouth. Aware
of the silence, Jenny gathered up the mugs antgddahem over to
the sink, which overlooked the garden.

I'll do that," Graham said.
'‘No, that's--'

He stayed her with a hand on her wrist. "You'veedemough for one
day. Jenny, you handled the whole situation beaallytif

She stared down at his hand. 'I've probably undexdhiall their
Sunday school training.’

'You gave a sense of dignity to the death of atareathey both
loved—you couldn't have done more. I'm only soiwy yaad to cope
with—with what you must have found on the street.’

'I'm glad | was there. | don't think Mrs Layton vidiave been much
help.'



'When it comes to things like scraped knees—or dsdd—Mrs
Layton is apt to retreat to the kitchen. But shauyeely likes the
children, and that's worth such a lot... you likerh, too, Jenny, ddn
you? You'll make a good mother some day.’

'Oh, yes," Jenny said, and could not mask theipdier voice, 'l like
them. I've got to go, Graham, Lois invited me ofgera barbecue.
You know Lois Turnbull, don't you?'

Graham disregarded her question for the red heitrimgs. 'l touched
a nerve there, didn't I, Jenny? I'm sorry, | caiyadidn't mean to.'

'It doesn't matter,' she said, her tone wardindnisficoncern.
'I'm beginning to think it matters a great deal.’

She gazed at him, panic-stricken, and remembered'$mbled
explanation and Samuel's cold denial. 'I've regdlyto go—I'm late
asitis.'

'‘What are you running from?"'

She tugged her wrist from his grasp. 'You. Men.dge. Children,’
she said wildly. 'Will that do for a start?"

'‘Why? What happened?’

‘Say goodbye to the children for me.’

He said grimly, "You can't run for ever, Jenny.’

She stuck out her chin, ill run as far and asdadtwish.’

'‘My legs are longer than yours—so sooner or ldiecdtch up with
you.'



‘Make it later,' she retorted rudely.

‘Sooner sounds a better idea to me. When you jxeuhlat, you look
like Gillie in one of her moods. Jenny--' The snféeled from his
face. 'Why have you never married? What went wroBg@ause
something did, | know.'

'l don't want to discuss it! And you can't blame fmethat—you've
scarcely been open with me about Gillie's pianedes, have you ?
Graham, | should have been at Lois's fifteen msatp.'

'You'll tell me—and soon. In the meantime, let hank you again
for everything you did today, | can't think of amgowho would have
managed more capably or with more sensitivity tyaun'

Jenny could feel herself blushing; the power ofsgd#a speech
seemed to have deserted her. 'Goodbye,' she gasgddtéd for the
door. She did remember to pick up her books froengfass.

A couple of minutes later, sitting in her car whiefas still parked
outside the Music building, Jenny looked at herclvand her skirt in
equal dismay. The barbecue was at six o'clockmMaéch said twenty
past. Her skirt, a floral print, was stained withthb mud and blood,
and, as she had been doing ever since she hadrktiedtroad outside
Graham's house, she hastily blanked from her niwedimage of
Snowflake's mangled body. Wrenching her thoughtsk bto
practicalities, she knew she did not have the timgo home and
change; surely Lois was a good enough friend te kegt as she was?
Jenny turned the key in the ignition and backedoouihe street.

She drew up against the kerb in front of Lois'sd®obehind a racy
scarlet sports car. Five minutes in the bathroomléan up and a
good strong drink would do wonders for her moralee decided, as
she ran up the front path and pressed the doorbell.



The man who opened the door was a complete stradgary gaped
at him, registering that he was tall, good-lookiagd extremely
self-assured. But before she could say anything dmarked

pleasantly, 'You must be Jenny—do come in. Termytdtering

imprecations over the barbecue coals, which arbéelmaving as they
should, and Lois is up to her wrists in a tossdadsa

Since Lois never did anything by half-measures, yéaa to laugh.
Mentally trying to switch gears from Graham Tysaowl &is children,
she held out her hand. 'Jenny Sprague.'

'‘Max Carey. I'm a new arrival in Brockton, but I'kieown Terry for
years—we went to high school together. | was giveters to take
you to the kitchen.'

Lois, who was dashingly attired in a lime green psoit with
earrings that dangled nearly to her shoulders, peasing dressing
over the salad. 'Hello, darling,' she cried. "Yoet iWax, did you?
Jenny, whahaveyou been doing? You've got mud all over your face

‘Surely notall over?' Jenny chided. 'It's a long story, for &lkng of
which | need a drink.’

‘Vodka, rum, red wine or beer?' Max said promptly.

'Rum and Coke, please.' Jenny perched herselfstoog arranging
her skirt so the stains were not too glaringly olgi, and proceeded
to describe the demise of Snowflake. 'So by the titeft Graham's |
was already twenty minutes late,' she finishedhduld have gone
home to change, | guess.'

‘You look wonderful,"” Max declared. He tore off eeqe of paper
towel, dampened it under the tap and advancedroryJéHold still.'



She obliged, gazing at him with limpid eyes as hbbed the
offending mud from her face. He really was extrgnggod-looking
... and didn't he know it!

Lois, who was devoid of tact, said grumpily, 'Thstlthing you need
Is to get involved with Graham Tyson and his foutdren.’

Since this was precisely what Jenny had been gefierself, it was
illogical of her to feel annoyed that Lois shouldiae at the same
conclusion. 'Three,' she defended.

‘Three what?' said Lois peevishly.
‘Three children. He only has three.’
'Only? Really, Jenny—'

'‘Would you have preferred me to have left the childto cope with
the very squashed remains of their cat? On themn?ow

Fortunately Terry chose this moment to come in fithh® garden
through the screen door. The damn thing finallygtetihe said. 'Hi,
Jenny, how's it going? Did you drain the marinadfetiee steak,
Lois?'

Terry was Lois's height but twice her girth. He vaaguick-tempered
man with a crisp black beard who played the trumpdtiantly
whether drunk or sober. He and Lois had never ksit@ol to their
lasting satisfaction which of them was the bosth&ir marriage, so
fought frequently and uninhibitedly, a pastime th®gh seemed to
enjoy.

Lois said smugly, 'Of course | did," and indicatiee platter of raw,
red meat.



Jenny gulped and looked away in time to hear Teagy 'Where the
hell did you hide the barbecue tongs, Lois? Thestpgposed to be by
the back door.’

'‘No, they're not--'

Max turned his back on them and saaito voceo Jenny, '"What's
Lois got against this Tyson character?'

Jenny decided to be direct. 'She thinks he hagrtaoy children.
She's trying to marry me off, you see.'

Lois and Terry had disappeared, arguing, down #seiment steps in
search of the barbecue tools. 'l gathered as naueh,ois not being

the soul of discretion. I'm the next candidatd;rasure you realise. |
think you're quite astonishingly beautiful and vekry much like to

see you again, but | might as well tell you rigbtwnthat 1 am not

interested in marriage.'

Jenny laughed, beginning to like him. 'That suits fme. Because
neither am |.'

'‘We shall have to compare reasons.' He cocked duasl las Lois
clattered up the steps. 'Some other time.'

Jenny enjoyed the evening, for the food was delgiand the talk
lively. Max was a geologist, a specialist in mi¢ogsils, in pursuit of
which he had had some amazing and bizarre adveniureh lost
nothing in the telling. Jenny drank rather morenth@as good for her,
and at midnight an impromptu sing-song took pldo#dpwed by

Terry playing the trumpet with a complete disregardthe sleeping
patterns of his neighbours. Jenny had a hangoeardakt day, which
she accepted philosophically since it was so welsedved.

Her telephone began to ring more frequently ase®eiper and the
beginning of classes approached. Some were bustalss Dr



Moorhead revealing himself to be a fussy and auttwe
administrator; but others were social. Max she stien and always
with enjoyment. She knew he had an affair in mimd &ad the
feeling that when she said no she would see lessngfwhich, if
understandable, would be a pity.

Occasionally she went canoeing with Roland; andther Faculty
members came back to town after the summer breakyas invited
to a number of parties. At none of them did sheGedam Tyson.
He had not phoned to invite her anywhere.

Gillie, however, phoned at least once a week. Qmay Tuesday
afternoon, the week before school started, she ¢anzevisit.

Jenny had been sunbathing on the back porch yjungtiher laziness
by listening to tapes by Schnabel and Horowitz. fitst indication

of Gillie's presence was the intervention of a pdislim, socked
ankles into her field of vision. Startled, she ledlkup. 'Oh, hi, Gillie."
She switched off the cassette player and removeddnphones. "I
didn't hear you arrive . . . you didn't walk, diou?"'

Gillie was wearing blue shorts and a halter top Jdeached hair in a
ponytail. 'l bicycled," she said.

‘Along the highway? Are you allowed to do that?'
The child looked acutely uncomfortable and saidhimot

‘You're not,' Jenny concluded. '"We'll put your bilkéhe back of my
car and I'll drive you home.' Gillie's face felh 3enny added hastily,
'‘But now that you're here, we might as well haveisat. Come
iIn—you must be thirsty.'

it was hard work going up the hills," Gillie adrert



In the kitchen Jenny mixed frozen orange juice g@ud some
home-made cookies on a plate. She also pulledloosa shirt over
her bikini. 'Let's go into the other room.’

The living room with its high ceilings and graceflants gave the
Impression of coolness. Gillie chattered away a&sdsank her juice.
Daniel had started soccer practice, and Jason ddetleout, down,
and cookie to his vocabulary. 'He'd like theselli€&said, helping

herself to another chocolate chip cookie. 'Daniahts us to get a
kitten because of poor Snowflake being dead, btaisDad says no,
he's got problems enough. You'll take me home bddad gets back
from work, will you, Jenny?'

'I'm meeting Dr Moorhead at four o'clock, so | wites. But | don't
want to be party to deceiving your fatheGillie—if you're not

allowed to bicycle on the highway, you mustn'tidagain. Maybe we
could arrange that | could bring you out here fgoer every now
and then."

‘That would be nice.' Gillie looked over at the rgigpiano in the
alcove. 'l memorised two new pieces—shall 1 plagntHor you?
They're calledHopscotchandSailor's Dance.'

Jenny recognised the titles, because they weretwlte pieces she
had used at music camp to capture Kevin's intetiesy, were not,
however, enough of a challenge for Gillie. 'Theftne to play, aren't
they?' she said diplomatically.

Gillie played them with skill and verve. After suggling a few minor
corrections, Jenny had her play some BeethovenBath. "Your
pedalling isn't quite right there." She sat dowside Gillie. 'The
staccato must be absolutely crisp and sharp. hike Thenholdthat

chord . . . one, two, three . . . now you try.'



So when Graham Tyson walked into the living roowe fminutes
later Jenny and his daughter were side by sida@piano bench and
the BeethoveBagatellewas being torn apart bar by bar. He said in
tight, angry voice, 'How long has this being goamy"

As Gillie hit a discord Jenny swung around, hertdialling open to

reveal the extreme brevity of her bikini. Grahard h&s hands thrust
In his pockets. His shoulders were hunched. Onendidhave to

possess great powers of perception to realise Ilseirwa towering

rage. 'How did you get in?' exclaimed Jenny.

‘Through the front door."'
'‘Haven't you heard of an invention called a dodbel

'‘My daughter's bike is lying on the grass. | haaelpiano playing. |
did not consider that | needed a gilt- edged iigitato enter.'

'I'm not talking about gilt-edged invitations—I'nalking about
common politeness!

'In which you could certainly do with a lessonwot Or is it normal
practice with you, Miss Sprague, to encourage yocimtdren to
break their parents' rules and endanger their loreshe highway?
Not to mention the actual deception that this piksson involves. |
did ask you how long this has been going on!'

Jenny stood up, choosing to ignore Gillie's sehisds and her own
near-nakedness. 'You're jumping to all the wrongchisions!

'Did Gillie ride her bicycle out here or did she®o
‘She did, yes. But--'

‘And were you or were you not involved in a piarssion when |
arrived?"



'It was not planned,' Jenny said in a clipped voice

‘Whether murder is premeditated or unpremeditakbedyictim is just
as dead.’

'‘Oh, dostop!' Jenny cried.

He disregarded her. 'Gillie, here are the car k&gsout and put your
bike in the trunk, and then wait outside. | wortlbng.'

'‘Dad--'
‘Do as | say!

Silent tears were trickling down Gillie's face. Sbek the keys from
her father's outstretched hand and stumbled otiteofloor. 'Now--'
said Graham Tyson.

But Jenny had had enough. 'Now nothing!" she exguotYou listen
to me, Graham Tyson! Gillie has never ridden heydle out here
before and | have already told her she must natodagain. The first
thing | knew about today's outing was when | lookpdand there she
was. Furthermore—kindly don't interrupt!—I| can n@na prevent
that child from playing the piano than | ran stay from breathing,
and the sooner you realise that the better. Nor vaslfully
deceiving you—that's not my style.' She ran outrefath and words
simultaneously, and sat down hard on the pianotbenc

‘You have one hell of a temper!'
‘The temper of a shrew—or so an acquaintance of mte said.'

'I'm damned if I'll be looked on as an acquaintédreesnarled.



Acquaintanceship did not seem the right word tocdes the
complicated bond between her and Graham TysonyJg@ave him a
dirty look. 'l don't understand how you knew Gilas here.’

'Gillie had a dentist's appointment this afterndloat I'd forgotten
about. After the receptionist phoned me, | went @adonget her. Mrs
Layton said she'd gone off on her bicycle. I'va$piee last two hours
scouring the roads, becoming more and more condihe&as going
to find her dead in the ditch.’

Although he had spoken without emotion, Jenny watsdeceived.
She said drily, 'Anger is a typical response tocéssation of extreme
anxiety.'

'l guess | owe you an apology.'
'l don't need one. Gillie does.'
'I'll talk to Gillie on the way home. Jenny--'

Without another word being spoken they suddeniydothemselves
locked in each other's arms in the middle of tr@rpkissing each
other as if they had just invented kissing. Grals&nained her to him,
his hands digging into her flesh under her shistsAe felt his instant
arousal, she made a tiny sound deep in her thrqatessive of

pleasure, gratification and passionate hunger aniddher fingers in

the thickness of his hair.

They did not decorously release one another; thikgpart, panting.
‘My God!" muttered Graham.

It seemed an entirely appropriate comment to JeBimg.drew a long,
shuddering breath. 'How did that happen?' shefamutly.



He swallowed, and with a fascination so erotic asborder on
indecency she watched the muscles move in histthdgaventured,
Your state of near-nudity¥ou'refully dressed!’

'If it were not for Gillie, the dentist's appointnteand a dozen other
concerns, | would much prefer not to be.’

Her smile was provocative, 'l can only reciprodatt.’

‘Somehow | thought you would." The light left higes, it won't do,
Jenny. Goddammit, it won't do.'

'‘Why not?' she said bluntly.

'‘Because I'm not into one-night stands . . . antheeril would guess,
are you.'

'‘No, | guess I'm not.' But why would it have todene-night stand?
She pulled the edges of her shirt together, huggandpreasts. "You'll
be late for the dentist.'

‘Damn and blast the dentist!" His scowl was sedfigibry. 'Normally |
am not a man given to profanity- yet another ofdffects you have
upon me.’'

She remembered the very obvious effect of two @eminutes ago
and mumbled, 'Gillie's probably out there stilliog'

Frustration bit into his features, "Yeah . .. sh&bpbly is. I've got to
go—take care, Jenny.' He wheeled and strode attres®om. The
door banged shut behind him. A few minutes latenydeard a car
engine start.

She stood still in the middle of the room, feeliagtrong urge to
indulge in a good cry herself. Instead, of necgssite got dressed



and endeavoured to prepare herself for the pumasiiess of Dr
Moorhead.

Two days later Jenny saw Graham again, a meetingnearly as
frustrating as the one she had privately labellé@ Row at the
House. Max had phoned and suggested they go toadsHeda swim
and a barbecue. Because her mind had been preedcwgh the
emotional inconsistencies of Graham Tyson to tledusion of piano
pedagogy, she agreed immediately. Anyone would do aa
distraction, and Max with his blond good looks a&edse of fun was
far from just anyone. She dressed in green shorts tap with
matching sandals of which Lois would approve, aawl appreciation
and a healthy degree of lust in Max's eyes wherahe to the door.
He had not yet invited her to stay overnight atgiece or asked to
stay at hers, but she sensed such an offer wouldb@dong in
coming. Being a perfectly normal female, she erjoyis company.
However, she never once felt like attacking him khadling him off
to bed, the response Graham seemed to evoke dayjblging in the
same room with her. Sexual desire was as inconsiztel difficult to
fathom as Graham himself, she decided, smiling ax.NMYou look
very nice,' she said cordially, and so he did, mt&canvas shorts
and a vaguely nautical T-shirt, his sunglasses glubhaek on to his
hair.

"Thank you. May | return the compliment?'

She giggled, 'You stroke my ego and I'll stroke rgou've got
home-made cookies, please note the word home-niatteand a
salad.’

'l've got the wine and the rolls, and we'll picktbp steak downtown.
Have you got a jacket and maybe some jeans? lgeaoool by the
water.'



'‘Mmm. And a towel, suntan lotion, a sunhat, a bao& a beach ball.
As well as plates, knives and forks and glasses.’

‘The simple life.'

'l hate people who go to Europe for three week# wite small
suitcase.'

He looked at the pile of paraphernalia. 'If youdhak this for a picnic
in Shediac, you'd need your own ocean liner foeghweeks in
Europe!’

She pulled a face at him, and in perfect harmortly @ach other they
loaded up the car and set off for the grocery siiney were standing
in front of the meat display, Max with his arm calbpilooped around
her shoulders, Jenny laughing at some remark herfzat, when
behind them a boy called, 'Hi, Jenny! and anothmce yelled,
'‘Dadada!’

Still in the circle of Max's arm, Jenny turned arduJason was
strapped into the grocery cart which Graham wakipgs Gillie and

Daniel were glowering at Max in a manner not diffido interpret.

Graham's frown was somewhat less conspicuous,cautedy to be
ignored.

Dog in the manger, Jenny addressed him silentlyldd'd rather be
doing groceries with you than going to the beacth Wiax. But if
you don't ask me, then | don't have a choice, d&he smiled in a
general way at all four of them and said, 'Hello.'

'‘Who're you?' Daniel said, rudely, to Max.

Graham's, '‘Mind your manners, Daniel,’ coincidethwilax's, ‘My
name is Max Carey. I'm a geologist, and I've jusved here. Who
are you?'



Quickly Jenny intervened. 'Max, this is the Tysamily. Graham,
who's head of the History Department, and his clild-Jason in the
seat, and Daniel and Gillie. How are you, Graham?"'

'Fine,' he said briefly. 'Max and | met yesterdatha Faculty club.'

'So we did," said Max, then asked a polite quesabout the
beginning of classes, which Graham began to angstas politely.
Jenny listened in silence, inevitably struck by tleastrast between
the two men. Graham, wearing a striped shirt agitt lyrey trousers,
was surrounded in a very obvious way by all higpoesibilities.
Max, on the other hand, could have graced the coWearyachting
magazine; he was probably about the same age dwmi@Gyaut
looked much younger. Carefree, thought Jenny. Mag, Wterally,
care-free, and intended to remain so.

Jason began struggling against the straps thatheldn the cart,
grunting with exertion. 'lI'd better go,” Grahamdsahis smile
somehow passing over Jenny without really includieg 'See you
around, Max. 'Bye, Jenny.’

Gillie, who had not said hello, did not say goodhksigher. Her scowl
would have withered a lesser man than Max. As &,wWdax said
goodbye to the children individually, rememberiragle name. The
Tyson family continued on their way and Max picked two T-bone
steaks from the rack. 'These look okay. Enouglydor?'

'‘Heavens, yes!'
‘Let's go."

He paid for the steaks and they left the store. asw the meat in
the cooler in the back of the car and got in bedatey. "That man's
in love with you,' he said.



Jenny had been polishing her sunglasses. She \dilyechtely
perched them on her nose, adjusting the ear-piandssaid, 'Funny
joke. Please laugh here.'

Max engaged the clutch and swung out into theittaffm not
joking. Yesterday he was extremely pleasant, addytevhen he saw
me with you he was barely civil.'

You're confusing him with Daniel. Daniel's the amleo was rude.'

‘And the little blonde girl—what was her name? &illf they could
have put me on a spaceship to Mars, they would .hd@hey
obviously see you as the next Mrs Tyson. What haggé¢o the first
one, by the way?'

'She died.’

'‘Worn out by childbirth, | should think. | thoughois told me there
were four children.’

‘Three,' Jenny said in exasperation. '‘And it'squthf acceptable to
have more than one child.'

‘You sound very much on the defensive.' He gaveahary smile.
‘Are you in love with him, Jenny?"'

‘No!'
‘Tell the truth, sugarplum—I can take it like a man

'Oh Max, do stop!" Jenny cried, torn between aageérlaughter. 'I'm
not in love with Graham, of course I'm not, but evel were you
wouldn't careYou'renot in love with me!'

'‘Nope,' he agreed, adding with unaccustomed sem®ss 'l don't
suppose I'll ever fall in love with anyone, does@em to suit my



nature. But | like you, | enjoy your company, amvdant to take you to
bed.’

He was turning on to the main highway. Jenny preska judicious
silence until the red sports car had merged ingoflibw of traffic.
Then she said, 'l know. | read the signs. But--'

'‘But you're in love with Graham Tyson.'

She frowned down at her fingers. 'Seriously, Mam hot. How
could I be? I've never even had a proper date hith The first time

| was at his house we had a fight. The only tirme heen to my house
we had a fight. In between | buried his kids' tat.not in love with
him.'

Max said carefully, "You mean he's never askedfgoa date?'

‘That's right. Do you think | should write to De@bbie for advice?
Maybe there's something my best friends arenibtethe.’

‘Jenny darling, there's no need for false modé&iy're a gorgeous
woman—and a very nice woman. The man's crazy.'

‘The man's got three children.'
'Has he not heard of babysitters?'

'Oh, the children aren't really the issue. It's fhat we fight all the
time.'

'‘What about?' he asked curiously.

'Gillie's piano lessons mostly—I want her to hagssbns, she's a
born pianist, and for some reason Graham won'watlo



'Hmm . . ." Max drove a few minutes in silencentisaid, 'Well, I'm
not about to wallow in altruism, Jenny, and badkair friendship
because of Graham Tyson. | like dating you andirktlyou like
datingme . ..

As he paused, she said obligingly, T do—you're' fun.

‘And if Mr Tyson hasn't got the wit to pick up thkone and ask you
out, that's his problem.’

Jenny knew it had nothing to do with Graham'swad#t but wisely
held her peace. She had revealed enough of hardonéusion as it
was. 'A swim is going to feel good,' she saidpérs four hours in the
library today trying to trace some references ldeek It turns out I'll
have to use inter-library loan—could take weeks!

Max accepted the change of subject and Graham atasentioned
again. They arrived at the beach. The flat stresthsand, the
invigorating chill of the waves, the delicious sten the sizzling
steaks and the splash of colour as the sun sattketdorizon all
delighted Jenny, and if she had any thoughts thah&n's children
would also have enjoyed them, she kept these thsuglhnerself.



CHAPTER FIVE

THE following weekend, the last before classes bedarx went

home to Prince Edward Island to visit his parenotstrary to his

carefully cultivated playboy image, he was devotedall the

members of his large family. He had not suggesésuhy] go with

him. 'Mum wants to marry me off as badly as Loiswsao do the
same for you. If | took a woman home with me far Weekend, she'd
have us marching up to the altar by Sunday withrmall sisters

cheering her on.'

'‘Which would definitely ruin your bachelor status!'

'‘Not to mention my lifestyle." He kissed her firmbnd with
considerable expertise. 'Wait for me, won't youelof my heart? We
could play tennis on Tuesday evening. After fadihg unwashed
student hordes all day, we'll need to bash a baillred.'

'It's a date.'

So Tuesday evening at six o'clock found Jenny amd M tennis
whites strolling down the main street of Brockteach with a bag of
gear, eating large ice cream cones and chattewayg with the ease
of people who like each other.

'Did you see Graham Tyson at the weekend?' Maxdaske
‘Are you kidding? No.'

'‘Why don'tyoucall himup and ask for a date?'

She crunched into the cone. 'No to that, too.'

‘Then you'll have to take out your frustrationstioa tennis court.’



Gloomily she replied, 'Do you think we always wavitat we can't
have?'

Max glanced around to make sure no one was witdmshet, and said
self-righteously, 'l shall never allow you into mgd’

Jenny began to laugh. 'Reverse psychology. Letistphnis.’
'Rejected again!'
‘Max--' she began, the laughter dying from her face

‘Don't panic, Jenny. When you're ready, it'll hapdg&eing a man of
strong appetites,’ he leered down at her bosonopé it'll be soon.
But | can wait.'

She felt a rush of affection for "him. 'I'm luckg have you for a
friend.’

'Of course you are! Let's take the far court, ldravplayed much this
summer and the fewer people who see my mistake$dtter.'

He was—not to Jenny's surprise—a very good plé&ee. won only
one of the three sets, but did get rid of soméeftustration that the
thought of Graham Tyson always seemed to engender.

Afterwards they had a beer in the club house, tmnt their separate
ways. Jenny was walking back down the main strdigt,swinging
her racquet, when a car pulled up alongside heBMAW, she saw
with a confusing mixture of excitement, trepidaticend—
unmistakably—joy.

Graham Tyson got out. His jeans were faded fromymvagishings
and clung to his lean hips, while his equally fadadde shirt
emphasised the intense blue of his eyes. 'Whera&Nhe said with
more than usual abruptness.



She tried to smother the joy and raised her briwey do you know
| was with Max?'

'l drove by earlier and saw you playing.'

Swishing her racquet back and forth through thesae murmured, 'l
would have thought you had better things to do tf@low me
around.’

His raised eyebrow was a replica of her own. 'Howla | have? ... Is
he coming back?'

‘No. And I'm going home."
'‘No, you're not. You're coming for a drive.'
'I'm not one of your children whom you can ordexued!

‘That statement demonstrates an inspired graspeofrtith ... as |
believe you once said to me.'

'‘Are you the kind of person who holds a grudge? sisked
suspiciously.

‘Not at all. | just happen to remember everything'ye ever said to
me!'

The joy came bubbling up again. With an attemseaterity, Jenny
asked. 'Am | supposed to be impressed?'

'l hope so. Do come for a drive, Jenny—there's soimg | want to
tell you.'

She gazed at him through her lashes. "What ifuse?'

'l shall pick you up, throw you in the car and éroff into the sunset.'



She looked disparagingly at the BMW. ‘It should ébeoal-black
steed.’

‘And | a knight in shining armour... although whethink of being
encased in a suit of armour, I'm heartily gladvsélin the twentieth
century.’

Her curiosity was nearly killing her. 'What do yaant to tell me
about?'

You'll find out when you get there.'
‘Then what are we waiting for?' she said demurely.

He leaned forward and in magnificent unconcerndibrthe other
pedestrians on Main Street gave her a quick, hasl Khen he
opened the car door. As Jenny got in, not for angtbould she have
prevented the smile on her lips.

Graham drove in a direction Jenny had never betardheo a bluff
south of the town that overlooked the sweep ofntlaeshes and the
faraway gleam of the bay.

The herds of cattle looked like small red and wioies; in the setting
sun the shadows of the squat grey barns were dkxhgke those of
skyscrapers. Graham turned off the motor and tlo¢ygt, walking
to the edge of the bluff. They had the place tondedves.

He turned to face her, his back to the sun, hitufea in shadow;
what he said to her was all the more forceful bsedwe spoke so
quietly, though it was characteristic of him tomde right in. 'Jenny,
meeting you has thrown my whole life in a turmoilvas content
until you came along—doing my work, bringing up rmyildren,

dating occasionally—everything on a nice even kaed under
control.' He gave her a twisted smile. 'Contradaarcely descriptive
of my feelings when I'm anywhere near you... Theepthing you've



done, of course, is to bring me up short as f&ilie's talent for the
piano is concerned. And that's really what | wartttk to you about.'

Jenny gazed up at him. He had not, as yet, toldmghing she had
not guessed, but the putting of his feelings intrd8 made them
more real, more solid, and, in an inexplicable vaghtening.

‘There's a reason behind my refusal to allow Giliano lessons.' His
voice roughened. 'A very personal reason. Yousgeather was a
pianist, Jenny, and the demands of his career ddednmy
childhood. He was a good pianist, but not good ghda make it to
the top. And that was something he was never ablkectept. He
practised like a madman, he haunted the agendesours were a
nightmare, and a bad review could send him intpaiesas he got
older the tours went from second-rate to third-rat®urth-rate... he
died of a heart attack at the age of fifty. | whsast glad, because for
him the struggle was over. Maybe my mother was gtagell, | don't
know. She had a hard life all those years, movimograd the country,
working to supplement his income, trying to shielg sister and me
from his debilitating attacks of depression ... Elseer cost him his
life, Jenny, and | can't bear to think of Gillieilg subjected to the
same pressures.' He made a tiny, helpless gestilr@ig’ hands, his
eyes bleak. 'l love Gillie. | want the best for .hiémwould kill me to
see in her that same despair.'

He had finished. Jenny reached over and resteldamer on his arm,
her eyes filled with tears. 'I'm sorry about yoather, Graham. And |
see why you couldn't tell me about him earlier. Yan't tell a
complete stranger that kind of thing, do you?'

Some of the bleakness left his eyes. 'l hoped youddrstand.'

'‘But Gillie isn't the same as your father, Grah8he's a person in her
own right.’



'l know that. And | realise I've been making a dixi that's not mine
to make—imposing my own hang-ups on my daughtére' Words
were torn from him. ‘Do you thinkhe could make it to the top,
Jenny?'

'l don't know. It's too early to tell. She has abadrn intuition for
music, and she's desperate to learn ... | thinkcsbkl go a very long
way.'

He thrust his hands in his pockets and stared et the golden
marshes. 'My father's life was a hell on earth.’

And he made yours hell as well, Jenny thought. "Moa good man,
Graham, and a fine parent,' she said urgently.'té@iving Gillie the

stability and love that will enable her to handleatever the future
brings—the balance so that if she can't make théotop, she will

accept that knowledge with grace and courage.’

'I've thought of that, too. But how cakrow?'

'You can't. Gillie is a separate person who willdhéo make her own
mistakes.' She paused. 'l went through a veryiba&when my own
limitations really struck home, the summer | wastrtty-one. But my
father had always instilled in me the belief thatiydo the best you
can and that's all you can do. Gillie, becausénsise greater gift than
I, and so will come closer to the top, may haveoaandifficult time if
she doesn't succeed.'

Graham was still staring out the marshes. 'But $tngive her that
freedom of choice.’

'l think so . . . Have you ever told her about yfaiher?' He shook his
head. 'Tell her, Graham. She's exceptionally seador a child her
age. It will help her to understand.’



With one hand he rubbed the tension from the b&bksmeck. 'Yeah
.. . you see, until you came along, | hadn't redlisow important
music was to her. | thought she just had the ugtlalgirl's urge for
lessons.' He produced a wry smile. 'One of theoreas reacted
against you so strongly was your choice of protessiAnother
pianist. The last thing | needed!’

Jenny, who had talked so volubly in Gillie's causeild now find no
words. With one hand Graham stroked her cheek.nWlyau for
hearing me out," he said.

She had seen in him anger and laughter, passion fiance
resentment, but never the tenderness that nowngaftis strong
features and darkened his eyes. It melted anygeestianger against
him. She wanted that tenderness to last for evss. iEanted to be
taken into his arms and held, to offer him the acambf human
touch. She wanted to be kissed until she forgotygtmg but the
naked drive of desire for a man's hard body . . .

'‘No, Jenny," he said thickly. 'Not yet. We can't.’
She tried to make a joke of it. '"Am | that easdgpd ?'

'l know you—I've told you that before. We'd betsgive. This is far
too beautiful a place and we're much too obvioasbne, and when
you look at me like that all my good intentions i&m IS your car in
town?'

'Yes,' she stumbled. 'Yes, it is.' But | don't wemgo back to town,
she thought with frantic honesty. | don't wantdaJe.

She did not say so. She sat in the car and tentesitater they were
back on the main street in Brockton. Graham's kiesled on her
cheek. Take care, Jenny. I'll see you soon.’



She tried to smile, picked up her gear and climingtd As he drove
away she stood still on the pavement and felt loeses of an
intensity that terrified her.

The beginning of classes immersed Jenny in a rofiagtivity. She
had done some part-time teaching in New York, sbdheeasure of
experience to counter her initial nervousness; gbiessed with a
realistic sense of her own capabilities as wek agnse of humour,
she soon established a rapport with most of helestis. There were
always those only interested in learning their capdor beer and
late hours, but to counterbalance, there wereatlvenho loved music
as much as Jenny did, and who were consequen#iightto teach
She settled into her office, which by a strokeasfune faced the rose
garden, and started to feel at home, relishingktadlenge of young
minds and the bustle of the students' presence.

She continued to see Max, to lose at tennis asthtoout of his bed.
She ran on the marshes in the hazy light of evesmbevery second
day swam at the University pool. She thought aléénaham more
than was good for her.

A week after their drive out to the bluff, he catoesee her.

Earlier in the evening Jenny had gone for a rure I&d showered
afterwards and dressed in a cerise silk robe ngeitiabout her waist
and piling her hair on top of her head. Settlingské at the
dining-room table, she was soon absorbed in markitegst she had
unexpectedly given her piano pedagogy courset avtesh for many
of them had plainly come as an unpleasant surprise.

At first she thought she had imagined the knoclkhat door. She
frowned at the clock, which said ten minutes to. tat then she



heard it again: the impatient knock of someone wionlld not be
ignored.

She had lived in New York long enough that sheedathrough the
closed door, 'Who's there?'

'‘Graham.'

Jenny looked in faint dismay at her ink-stainedyérs and trijd to
slow the erratic pounding of her heart. Then shened the door.

Graham stared down at her. In the soft fall oftifbom the other
room her hair shone gold. The cerise robe, longvele, full-length,
covered her more than adequately yet clung at beeas hip and
rustled when she moved. Her eyes were full of uacay.

He swallowed. 'May | come in? Is Max here?'

'‘No, he isn't.' She moved back a pace. 'What wgoldhave done if
he had been?'

He stepped over the threshold and closed the tkoked him out.’

Her heart was now galloping rather than boundivigu'talk a good
line, Graham Tyson! Don't you know it's customaogy ghone
someone before you visit them at ten o'clock attfiig

Graham's grin was boyish. 'Don't be mad at me,\ylefin elderly
neighbour of mine dropped in with some home-mads, jand
because it's such a beautiful night she suggesteddut for walk
while she stayed with the children. | didn't eveapdo think—I came
straight out here. | hadn't realised it was asdateen.'

Nervously Jenny pulled her belt a little tightd¢'d love to go for a
walk. I—I'll go and get changed.'



'‘Come here first.'

She should run. In the opposite direction, as fat as fast as she
could . . . Instead she swayed towards him, hes bired with need.

There was nothing gentle in his kiss, or in the Wwayeized and held
her. As his tongue parted her lips, his hands roamee body, the thin

silk an added temptation rather than a barrierh&tkpulled her hips
hard against his; her palms were pressed into &k, bher nails

searching out the taut muscle and ridges of bonedih his shirt.

Then he loosened his hold enough to push backebkline of her
gown. 'l want to look at you,' he said huskily. MaJenny?'

‘Yes. Oh, Graham, yes!'

In a soft whisper of silk the robe fell down hepslders. When he
eased the sleeves down her arms, the wide lapetseddo bare her
breasts. He stood very still, his eyes caressimgnhbdity, learning

every detail of the creamy flesh and taut, duskplais. Then his
fingers traced the same curves, his face rapfjetseness lost in
wonder. And Jenny felt tears gather in her eyessmiltddown her

cheeks.

‘Jenny—did | hurt you?' He clasped her bare shosldé&enny dear,
don't cry.'

'l can't help it. I—I feel so close to you.'

With infinite gentleness he wiped a teardrop froer lcheek. 'l
wouldn't hurt you for the world. But, oh God, | wda make love to
you!'

She hesitated. 'There must have been someone wmoewife
died...'

'‘No, Jenny. There's been no one since Mona died.’



She said carefully, "There's been no one for meedutarc, who was
my fiance, broke our engagement over a year afgpe.'rfad never
gone to bed with Samuel.

‘This is none of my business and you can tell mgetdost, but not
Max?'

'‘Not Max. | like him, we've had a lot of fun togethbut | don't feel
with him the way | feel with you .. . you look like little kid who's
just been given a Christmas present.’

'l was so goddamned jealous and had absolutelyghoto be. Are
you always this honest, Jenny?’

'I've learned to be—I don't like playing games. fte@et hurt when
you play games.'

‘Marc hurt you.'
She stirred restlessly. 'Yes. But I'm not readtatk about that yet.'
‘You can trust me.

'I'd like to think | could,’ she whispered. But @bshe? She had
trusted Marc, and he had left her; maybe Grahanmdwba the same

‘What did he do to you, Jenny?'

She crossed her arms over her breast, her eyesmtdéfm scared to
trust you!'

His voice was uncompromising. 'Once before | tad that you can't
run for ever.'



But what if you reject me? she thought in silemtde Marc did.
Samuel did. | couldn't bear it if you did as well.

More moderately Graham added, 'Don't look so fagktl, Jenny. |
can't force you to tell me anything you're not sedal share, you
know that as well as | do.' He tweaked a strankleothair. 'Now go
and get dressed, that robe is altogether too distca We'll go for a
good brisk walk and maybe that'll get my mind duthe bedroom. |
wonder if you're feeling as frustrated as | am?'

She was grateful for the change of subject. 'Ev&ryi'm sure,' she
said firmly.

His eyes were suddenly serious. "You want to make &s badly as |
do, don't you?'

She managed a weak smile. 'My body isn't quitdoagas about it as
yours, that's all.'

‘Your body is beautiful.’

Jenny flushed the colour of the robe. 'I'll go ayad changed,' she
babbled. 'Back in a minute," and fled for the stair

Graham's elderly neighbour had been right—it wgs&ous night.

As Jenny and Graham strolled hand in hand downdittetrack

behind the house, a crescent moon was edging owglythe distant
range of hills to mingle with the stars, which hdogy on the horizon.
The silence was broken only by the crunch of tfatsteps in the
gravel and by the sound of their voices.

Jenny talked about her childhood on the prairied,Graham told her
about his sister Helen who lived in Toronto; ag/tbessed between
tall ranks of corn on the one side and a field bkat on the other,



they discussed the various universities where tray taken their
degrees. 'l married Mona two days after | got myDBh Graham
finished matter-of-factly. 'Gillie was born a ydater.'

‘Your wife must have been very young when she didenny
ventured.

'‘Not quite thirty. It was when Jason was born.'

'‘But why did she die, Graham? | didn't think wonadegd in childbirth
any more.'

'‘She had a lot of very serious problems while skas warrying
Gillie—she developed a blood clot that travelled her lung.
Pulmonary embolism is the technical term, I'm syoe've heard of
it. It placed her at high risk both during the pragcy and when she
gave birth, and as a consequence she was warnéal grett pregnant
again. But Mona was an intensely maternal woman rasdnted
bitterly being told she couldn't have more childrehat's one of the
reasons we adopted Daniel, | thought it would takene of the
pressure off.' His voice thinned. 'She should néase got pregnant
with Jason ... she stopped using birth controlchiase not to tell me
so. The doctors wanted her to -have an abortiansiei took the no
doubt admirable moral stance that abortion was swrdo instead
she died, as a direct result of Jason's birtmever understood Mona.
Never.'

'‘But you loved her.'

'l don't even know that any more, Jenny. | did whesarried her. But
Gillie's birth seemed to change her. When we wel@ e must
adopt children rather than having more of our osite shut me out,
as though | was no longer of any use to her. Ihdswery petty if |
say | used to resent the love and attention shehegt on the children
... but | did. | suppose | should have been suspgiwhen she



suddenly warmed to me before Jason was conceiged;measure of
my naivete that | was merely happy, seeing a newmivain a
marriage long gone cold." He gave her a mirthlasdles "You
understand why | value your honesty and the wayrgfuse to play
games?'

‘Graham, I'm sorry," Jenny whispered. 'l suppossdumed your
marriage was happy—one does, doesn't one, unless given
evidence to the contrary. If she was so devotdti@cchildren, they
must miss her dreadfully.’

‘They did, of course. But there was something seratly in her

devotion, at least | thought so. Even when Gill&@swery young, |

used to wonder how Mona would ever allow Gillie lecome

independent, a person in her own right. Soundeyhsl doesn't it?

We've made a shibboleth of not speaking ill ofdead , . . perhaps
because they're not here to defend themselves.'

Since he had complimented her on her honesty, Jeokythe risk of
saying, 'Graham, because your marriage was unhappypu afraid
of ever remarrying?'

'‘No, | don't think so. I'm not afraid of marriageitself. | am afraid of
the whole step-parenting scene; I've seen a feansemarriages go
on the rocks because of problems with the childferd, as | keep
saying to you to the point of exhaustiveness—mastlgn effort to

convince myself—I'm not into one-night stands."

‘Are you warning me off?' Jenny asked, her lighgnektone not
wholly successful.

'l don't know, Jenny. I'll be honest—you've hit like a ton of bricks

and I'm still reeling from the shock. One part & wants to pull you
down in the grass right now, tear the clothes off gnd make love to
you. The other part, the sensible part, says stlomnd Graham, think



of the children, you can't act as if they don'tséxi. . what can you
offer Jenny besides a whole host of problems mrlatehildren who
aren't even hers?' A breath of wind rattled thexcbfet when I'm
with you | feel as though we belong together.’

She chose her words with care. 'I've been happitr you this
evening walking across the marsh than I've even beth Max.'

'Or with Marc?"

'‘Or with Marc,' she agreed slowly. "You're righthete's a sense of
belonging.’

He said with a simplicity that touched her, 'l viiappier this evening
than I've been for years.'

They had walked in a square and were now climlnegstope back
towards the house. Jenny stopped to pull on a eoopheads of
grass, thoughtfully chewing their soft, succuldetss. 'You're being
hopelessly inaccurate if you think you're only afig me problems.'

But he had used the respite to withdraw into him3edhouldn't have
said that. Any of it. Forget it, will you, Jenny?'

'I don't know that | can.'
‘Then try. Please.’

They had reached the pool of light cast by the i light. 'So

does that mean no more dates?' Jenny asked ligialylooked over
at him so quickly that she caught on his facehalgain and longing
he might otherwise have masked. She answered hreqoestion. 'Of

course it doesn't... I'm assuming, of course,tthraght qualifies as a
date.’

‘Jenny--'



'We like each other, we enjoy each other's compagaye neither of
us children.' She threw away the stems of gradsatwrong with a
date every now and then?'

‘You're over-simplifying and you know it.'
'‘Perhaps you're over-complicating.'
‘There's no such word.’

'l just invented it.'

Graham leaned against the back porch and was flenhat seemed
to Jenny like a very long time. She could not remdexpression; the
circle of light in which they were standing seenvedy small in the
face of the darkness. Then, with the air of a maRing a decision,
he said, 'Will you invite me out here some everand play for me?
Chopin?'

Briefly she closed her eyes. 'There's nothing | lidioather do.'

'‘Next week? | have to attend some meetings in Manhtat the
weekend.'

‘Monday evening | have a meeting. Tuesday? Coma fate dinner
after the children have eaten.’

‘Candlelight and music . . . sounds dangerouscép@c He leaned
across and kissed her very gently..

The imprint of his lips lingered on her mouth, waasithe summer
sun, making a mockery of the darkness. Yet she doberself
thinking of Marc and Samuel, of Graham's threedechit, only two of
whom were his, and of all her old inadequacies agman, and
again felt how tiny was the circle of light in whithey stood and how
vast the darkness that surrounded them.



‘Jenny, | must go, my neighbour will be thinkingel'got lost. I'll see
you next Tuesday. Seven-thirty or so? That wayestl@ason's in bed
before | leave.’

‘That's fine.'

‘Goodnight . ,. I'll be thinking about you.'

'l expect I'll do the same. Think abowdu,l mean.’
He raised one brow. 'Don't get into bed with Max.'

Jenny kept her face straight with an effort. ‘'Deatluce any beautiful
French girls.'

Solemnly he held out his hand. 'It's a deal.' Bo¢mvshe put her hand
In his, instead of shaking it he raised it to hpsland kissed it,
cradling it against his cheek as if he held somethinfinitely
precious. ‘Take care of yourself," he said husKihyen he turned on
his heels, headed for the car, and a few secotetdiiad driven out of
sight.

Jenny leaned against the doorpost and gazed upeaskly. The
crescent moon was now hanging jauntily over heght@ur's barn.
The stars twinkled in their eternal patterns, béautcold and
unreachable. I'm in love, she thought.

The stars did not change their courses. The healidnsot fall. She
pulled a face, recognising how very trite it wa®toote to the night
skies, recognising also how ecstatically happyfshe Graham had
promised to think about her. That was all. But thas enough to
make her spirit sing and to turn her heart to m&ie poked her
tongue out at the stars and went indoors.



CHAPTER SIX

ON Saturday afternoon Max and Jenny drove into Halifdax's
philosophy was that Brockton was a fine placeue &as long as one
got out of it every now and then, so he had pumth&so tickets for
the opening of the Nova Scotia Symphony and hatilehny to put
on what he called her glad rags. She was happyligeo partly from
a genuine anticipation for the evening ahead, yphdtause the hours
until Tuesday seemed to be passing incredibly slo@he can only
practise so much Chopin!

Her glad rags consisted of a silk dress and agheyl. Max wore a
pinstripe suit. She said smugly, 'We look very ¢mapuldn't you
agree?'

"Very. Let us hope that nobody else in Brockton thh@ssame idea as
us. | don't want to have to be polite to any predes, or intelligent,
patient and reasonable with any students.’

'I'm a professor,' remarked Jenny.

He grinned at her. "You're a distinct improvemerdrold Teasdale,
whose opinions are as petrified as his fossils.'

Dr Emerson Teasdale was the geology departmentdepart to Dr
Moorhead. 'l should hope | am," said Jenny. "Thisin, Max—what
good ideas you have.'

He eyed her sideways. 'l have another idea. Welial in Halifax
overnight.'

She had wondered if he would suggest somethingpeokind. She
considered such replies as 'But | don't have mghtwash' or 'This is
so sudden' and discarded them in favour of, 'ltdbmk so, Max. If
you mean what | think you mean.’



'l most certainly do. One of the things | dislikeoat Brockton is the
way everybody knows what everybody else is up .gNssips in

Halifax—or at least, none that know us. Don't losk worried,

sugarplum. | shall ply you with strong drink andt again. Later on.
One of my mother's mottoes is that if at first ymn't succeed, you
try, try again.'

'I'm sure she didn't mean you to apply that tostguction of female
professors!'

He laughed. 'You're unquestionably right. | madesservation for
dinner at a little Italian restaurant that overlsdke harbour. | have a
weakness for veal scallopini. Have you ever bedfutmpe, Jenny?'

He did not mention the subject of seduction agHne restaurant was
small and intimate, their garlic shrimp and medals of veal being
the best Jenny had ever eaten. Between them shdandonsumed
a bottle of wine, but the guest artist at the caneeSpanish harpist,
was not conducive to drowsiness. She talked vemysargly, in a
charming accent, and she played exquisitely.

'‘Wonderful!" Jenny said, tucking her hand into Masleeve as they
left the concert hall. "'Thank you so much, Maxid enjoy that.'

Max had insisted that the concert was his tredtpagh he had not
demurred when Jenny had split the bill for the mdalving
recognised and accepted her strong streak of indiepee. 'A drink,’
he said firmly. 'Terry recommended a bar in onthefnew hotels.’

The bar had deep plush seats, dim lighting ancadgpiano, which
Jenny was eventually persuaded to play. She waupesith some
rags and Gershwin songs, then swung into Broadwatyes. At
two a.m., when the bar closed, its occupants baddanewell as if
they had known and loved her for ever, and Max, Wb proved to



be the possessor of a very pleasant tenor voigpetbhis arm around
her shoulders, 'l had no idea you had such lowhastes!

'‘From Sibelius and Gluck to Simon and Garfunkéle¢ giggled; for

the past three hours she had been sipping onlatdahhad sat on the
piano and had been continually replenished by tateful patrons of
the bar.

‘A woman of many talents,' he murmured, kissingiheax way she
had no difficulty interpreting despite the neverggyndrink. She
thought, with extreme clarity, that life would peddy be much
simpler if she could spend the winter hopping id aaot of bed with
Max and forget all about Graham Tyson.

She said incoherently, 'l've had a fabulous evenyamu're a
super-attractive man and we're a long way from Bt but | can't
do it, Max, I'm sorry. Just don't ask me to expla@cause | can't.'

'It's a long drive home,' Max reasoned, not quetely to give up.
‘How much have you had to drink?'
‘Very little since dinner. | was saving myself faher things.'

He looked like a small boy about to be deprived @eat rather than
a man deprived of a lifelong passion. She remenabie strain and
the longing in Graham's face and said, 'l'd reediyher go home,
Max.'

He stopped under one of the old-fashioned strespda 'We're not
going to get it together, are we, Jenny?"

'l don't think we are,’ she said truthfully.

'‘Graham?'



She pulled her shawl closer around her, for thedwaifh the harbour
was cool. 'I'm not sleeping with him, if that's wigau mean. We had
what could qualify as a date last week and we laanher planned
for next week—»but we're not going to fall into beih each other . .
. Graham's scruples, not mine.'

'So you'd like to.'

She stared at his tie and said miserably, 'Yes.'
'l rather suspected as much.’

'I'm sorry if I've hurt you.'

'I'd rather you were honest—I guess—than get ired ith me
wishing | was someone else.’

She tried to smile. 'l bet not many women turn giown.'

‘Not many. It's good for me, | suppose. Keeps menlie.
Well—"we'd better head back."

The sun had risen long before Max left Jenny at hmrse and
continued on to his own. Because she had valigtalyed awake the
whole way home, she fell into bed and slept urgdm then was in
bed again by nine o'clock that night. When she me#e up it was

Monday. Lectures, lecture preparation, piano puairls meetings
took up the whole day. On Tuesday it poured with.rdenny smiled
at all her students, laughed at Dr Moorhead's pandejokes and
sang in the kitchen as she prepared dinner. Shdsliasusly happy.

Quite possibly she should not be. Two dates doanadlationship

make, she told herself sternly, an irrepressibléeson her face as
she decorated the chocolate mousse with tiny slivértoasted

almonds sprinkled on whipped cream.



Graham arrived on time, for which she was deepitejul; had he
been five minutes late she would have wonderee ifidgd died in a
plane crash somewhere between Montreal and Brogcktdargotten
their date. She opened the door, gave him a dgzamile and
ushered him in, taking his raincoat and hangimg the cupboard.

He was carrying half a dozen roses, all differebars, their stems
untidily wrapped in tissue paper. 'The children tgdnme to bring
you something, so we picked these in the gardearéthone is from
me.'

She raised them to her nostrils. 'They smell hdg/@me hothouse
ones don't have any scent, do thEjWrite a "thank you" note to the
children after dinner.’

‘And what about me?'

She put her head to one side. 'l could write yaota, too.'

‘A waste of paper.'

'l could say "Thank you, Graham, for the beautifide".'
‘Actions speak louder than words. A well-known tiigtal fact.'

She looked at him through her lashes. 'You medmouls show my
appreciation by putting the roses in water?'

He leaned against the doorframe. He was wearing tbuds and a
blue wool sweater over an open-necked shirt, arkeldboelaxed and
at ease. 'For the sake of the roses, you shoukirdgrdo that. But for
my sake ...' He closed his eyes and puckeredgdss li

'Oh!" she said, with the air of one making a gdestovery. 'You want
me to kiss you!'



"That was the general idea.’

His eyes were still closed. She stepped closekgukat his cheek and
would have stepped back. But somehow his arm haklesharound
her waist. "You call that a kiss?'

‘You didn't specify its nature or its duration.’
'I'd be arrested for obscenity. Put the roses danithe table, Jenny.'
‘The masterful male,' she murmured.

‘A role | frequently aspire to in your presenceeiitput your arms

around my neck." Obediently she did as she was #luove that

brought her body delightfully close to his. 'Clogsir eyes. Now this

is the kind of kiss that would show a proper de@gfesgopreciation for

a rose that not only smells good and has prettpetals but also has
more than its share of thorns; | shed blood for thse!" And he bent
his head and kissed her.

The kiss might have begun as a joke; it did not ansne. When
Graham raised his head, after a considerable lepfgtime, Jenny
was trembling, and aching with desire. She heardday, 'l should
have brought a dozen roses.'

'‘No, you shouldn't, she retorted shakily. 'You'd bere till
morning—think of the neighbours.’

'And the dinner!

'‘Oh no—the sauce!" She pulled herself free andoathe kitchen,
Graham picking up the flowers and following at arendeisurely
pace.

The sauce, delicately flavoured with shrimp andegrenions, was
poured over sole poached in white wine, and thelevhoncoction



broiled to a golden brown; Jenny also served bamdash and
slivered green beans, all on her best china. Shéhpuoses on the
table and lit the candles while Graham poured tireewSuddenly
nervous, she said shyly, 'l hope you'll like evieiryg.'

'It looks delicious, Jenny.’

'l don't think of cooking as my strong point,' stenfessed. 'But
occasionally, when inspired, | surprise myself.'

'‘Am | to interpret that | was a source of inspoa@’

She chuckled. 'Oh, at least." She felt wonderflight-hearted.
Graham looked very much at home, and she sensaduse be
comfortable in her presence in order to show higakt of
self-mockery. They bantered back and forth, talkedtenseriously
about their philosophy of education and the rol¢hefuniversity in
the community, and eventually left the table and/eabto the living
room with coffee and liqueurs.

Without fuss Jenny sat at the piano, and Grahameohdw a chair
where he could watch her face. She began withritiait Polonaise
in A flat, then played her favourite waltz, follodidy three of the
Etudes. Then, reflectively, she drifted into theciNines, losing
herself in them as always. She had played perhaps seven before
she glanced over at her audience.

He had leaned his head back and closed his eyefbaadnmoment
she thought he was asleep: every performer's nayletnBut as her
fingers slowed, his lashes flickered open.

'‘Getting tired?' he asked.

Automatically she continued to play. 'Not at ad.better warn you, |
can play for hours!



He sat forward in the chair. 'Because you loveiptay
‘You're stating the obvious—of course | do.’

' No of course about it. By the end of his life father hated playing.
When he practised it was like a battle betweendmnahthe piano. He
fought it, cursed it, tried to impose his will dnand was ultimately
defeated by it. But | don't know that he ever lowed

'Gillie would never be like that,' said Jenny watbhsolute conviction,
‘Gillie's only seven. How can you tell?'
intuition—and don't tell me that's a typically felmaesponse!’

He smiled. 'l made a resolve before | came herglbrthat we
weren't going to talk about the children. Night.dMo you like to
dance, Jenny?'

'Love to.’
‘Got any dance music?'

She rooted among her record collection while Gramaoved the

living-room furniture back against the wall. Theygha with waltzes

and foxtrots and a degree of dignity, moved togigad calypso, and
collapsed breathless.

‘That was fun!" Jenny gurgled, laughing acrossaicbmpanion, yet
knowing that in one sense she was telling only pftte truth. The
dancinghadbeen fun, and had shown her a new and delightfalts
Graham's personality. But it had also involved &adb touching:
fleeting contacts charged with—for her at least—aaton and heady
excitement. Had Graham felt the same excitementfa@he simply
been having fun without entertaining any thougbtsua taking her to
bed?



One of her first impressions of him had been hise®f ease with his
own body; he had danced without self- consciousaedswith total
enjoyment. Would he make love the same way? sheleved. And
will I ever find out?

She was not to find out that evening. He left diioafterwards,
kissing her once, swiftly, at the door. She wenbéal, trying to
ignore an ache of disappointment, planning towealke and go over
every detail of the evening, and fell asleep wndmembering the
different colours of the roses.

At three o'clock the next afternoon Jenny's off®ne rang. She
picked up the receiver. 'Jenny Sprague.'

‘Graham Tyson.'

She giggled. 'Hello, Graham Tyson.'

'‘Hello, Jenny Sprague. I'm calling to ask you falaze.'
'‘Good heavens—number three!'

'‘Go home and get your swimsuit and grab a biteate-&ll pick you
up in an hour. We're going to the beach.’

‘You're supposed to say, "Jenny, would you likgddo the beach"?'
'I'm out of practice. | trust Max doesn't have mipclaim?’

Max always called several days in advance and platimngs very
carefully. 'He doesn't, no.’

'‘Good. I'd hate to have to beat him up! See yoanirmour." And he
rang off.



Jenny smiled foolishly at the rose bushes and bkutbook An
analysis of the late Beethoven sonatas could wdiittomorrow.

When Graham came for her she was sitting on thet §teps waiting
for him, chewing an apple. She had a cotton copesuer her bikini
and a towel slung over her shoulder. As he gotoduhe car and
walked towards her, she saw he was wearing shodsadank top.
‘You have nice legs,' she said amiably.

He gave a snort of laughter. 'So do you. What atbmutest of me?'
She let her eyes wander over his torso. 'The @iy, too.'

'If you took off that white thing, I'd be in a mudtfetter position to
return the compliment On the other hand, if yoletakoff we may
never get to the beach.’

She fluttered her lashes. 'Promise?"

He reached down and hauled her to her feet. 'll s taking you to
the beach and so | am.’

‘A man of determination! Which beach ?"
'You'll see.'
‘Aren't the children with you?'

'‘Nope. Jason is home, Gillie's having supper witfriend—she
wasn't feeling that well this afternoon, | hope'shal right to go
out—and Daniel has a soccer game .. . Don't telyouemade those
on-coming remarks a few minutes ago because yagthigyou were
safe?’

"'l never tell," Jenny rejoined primly, and opdrthe car door.



They drove to the Northumberland Strait, then buhrgdeng a maze
of dirt roads until Graham pulled up by an old @&dpée at the edge of
a field where a herd of Holsteins gazed at therstalid wonder.
Beyond the field the sea sparkled in the sun, lemsatolling on to a
pale curve of sand. Except for the gulls, the beeat deserted.

'‘What a beautiful spot,' Jenny said. 'But dontéeme here, will you,
I'd never find my way back.'

His eyes were warm, 'l have no intentions of legwiau here.'

Unaccountably she found herself blushing. 'Let'snsWwshe said
hurriedly.

For nearly an hour they dived and splashed andeglagp the

boisterous rollers, and all the while, unacknowkstigsexual tension
crackled between them. They ran out of the wateéhér heap of
discarded clothing. Picking up her towel, Jennyaretp dry herself
off.

Graham was watching her. Her hands stilled, the pdaowel
brushing her thighs. Droplets of water were tricgldown his chest
and legs, while his body hair was sleeked, seal-lib his skin.
Behind him the waves crashed to the sand and thélszed in the
sky; she was very much aware of their solitude.

It was as if he had read her mind. 'This plac&keParadise, isn't it?
Another Eden. And you and | alone in it.’

He took two steps towards her; she stumbled to meetLocked in
his embrace, clinging to his wet body like a creatof the sea, she
knew they might as well be naked and that paradeseto be in his
arms.

He pulled her down on the sand. Dimly aware ofiggm grittiness
on her back, she exulted in his weight, in the dahis tongue, in the



hard thrust of his body between her legs. She apéee thighs,

curling her legs around him and shamelessly rublhieg breasts
against the dark pelt on his chest. They had rakespa word to each
other; their language was in the harshness ofliprta hot throbbing
of blood, and the desperate, searching fingers.

She took his buttocks in her palms, feeling thieinch as he sought
to drive within her. His hand was tugging at thingt on her bikini;
she made a sound deep in her throat indicativertdent and longing
and a fierce impatience.

His eyes opened. She looked into their agonised Hkpths and
knew that more than anything else in the worldwsheted to replace
that agony with the peace of fulfilment; the giftparadise itself.

The hand which had been tugging at her bikini sotd&ay flat
against her hip. He pushed himself up on one elddis. head
dropped.

His hair was cluster of wet, dark curls; one sheuldas coated with
sand. 'Graham?' she whispered. 'Graham, whatsdtter?'

'We mustn't make love—we musbt' he groaned. 'lt would be all
wrong.'

Something in his voice told her it was useless¢m@. Yet she said,
flatly, 'It doesn't feel wrong.'

'It feels as close to paradise as I've ever bbergnswered harshly.
‘But it's still wrong.'

He rolled off her, looking down at his body as & tvere not quite
sure to whom it belonged. Then he stood up. Withmaking at her
he muttered, 'I'm going to wash the sand off.' ingis back, he ran
towards the sea and flung himself into the foamtavhiaves.



Jenny sat up. Paradise had vanished. The sea alinchfll on her
flesh, and the beach unbearably lonely. She sgreatbwel on the
sand, flopped down on it, and buried her face & ¢hook of her
elbow.

As the sun slowly warmed her back, the rhythm efwlaves soothed
her lacerated spirit. When Graham came paddingheeach ten
minutes later she was asleep.

Jenny woke to feel hot, steamy breath blowing h@oear. Opening
her eyes with a jerk, she saw a pair of pink ruplips stained with
grass; big brown eyes fringed by incredibly longhles were
regarding her soulfully. She gave a yelp of disrmag sat up.

She and Graham were surrounded by cows. Huge blaglkwhite
cows with swinging tails and twitching ears and beshth. 'Graham,’
she said, very loudly, 'l think we'd better finthamer.’

He mumbled something and burrowed his head a tigkper in his
arm; he was lying a discreet distance away from Hiee biggest of
the cows suddenly raised her head and emittedga toaurnfulmoo,

whereupon Graham sat up as if he had been shaid'God! Why

didn't you wake me up? Where did they come from?’

He was grinning over at her as if he had neveramuay from her to
throw himself in the cold breakers, and she waslenly grateful that
the cows had escaped from the pasture. 'The figlduld suspect,’
she said.

‘The question is, how do we get them back in tekel? Do you want
to stay here while | go in search of their owner?'

' do not."

‘Coward—I thought you grew up on a farm.’



‘A wheat farm, not a dairy farm."'

‘The keys are in the car. I'll find a stick and be&r many of them |
can round up.' As he got to his feet, the two reta@ws wheeled and
galumphed up the bank, udders swaying from sichd.

Jenny chuckled and risked saying, 'When | wokd thpught it was
you breathing into my shell-like ear!

‘Another time I'll be glad to oblige," he respon@edily. 'Go and find
a farmer, Jenny.'

The farmer, a young man in a peaked cap, was lbcate tractor a
short distance down the road. He swore without asimhen Jenny
told him about the cows, abandoned the tractor,vegrat back with
her in the car. Graham, still in his swimming trankad all six cows
herded by the break in the fence; an active fiveutas later the cows
were back in the field and the farmer was stoogmmgnend the
broken wire. They then drove him back to his tradtte touched his
cap, thanked them laconically, and climbed backasard.

Jenny said to Graham, 'Dates with you are not'dull!

'l aim to please.' He glanced over at her and adpeetly, 'Do |
please you, Jenny?'

'‘Oh yes , she whispered, 'you please me.'

He took her hand in his, raised it to his lipsntheplaced it in her lap.
She said at random, 'The children would have enjdlye cows.'

‘Jason would have told them where to go!

‘They probably would have obeyed—I foresee a lamdjiateresting
life ahead for Jason. For all your children, com#htat. Gillie and her



piano, and practical, down-to-earth Daniel. The Daroéthis world
can move mountains.'

Graham gave her a keen sideways glance. 'You'rd fnthe
children, aren't you?'

Jenny nodded, a smile still on her lips as she ineabJason's strong
will colliding with the barrel-like bulk of a pregmt Holstein.
‘They're lovely children. You're very fortunate.'

'‘Would you be as interested in me if | didn't havem?' Graham
asked lightly.

Her eyes lost their warmth. "That's one of thosestans that's
impossible to answer, as well you know—so | woryt How long
have you had this car, Graham? Have you been pleatieit?'

His lips compressed, and for a moment she thoughtds going to
persist with his question. But then he said, 'Tiyea&'s," and for the
rest of the journey they talked about petrol mikeampd car prices
rather than children.

However, the children were soon to make their presé&nown. As
Jenny was opening the door to her house, Grahdrarateels, the
first thing she heard was the jangle of the telegh&he grabbed the
receiver. 'Hello?'

A young boy's voice said, ‘May | speak to Dr Tysalease?’
'‘One moment ... Graham, it's for you.'

He grimaced as he crossed the room. 'Gillie, | ldatpw she wasn't
feeling well .. . hello." A long pause, then hads&kay, I'll be home
as soon as | can. Tell Gillie I'm on the way. ThegrBrian.' He put
down the receiver. 'I'm sorry, Jenny, I've gotechgme. It's not just
Gillie. Jason is crying and Daniel is sick as wkdlthere anything



worse than a kid with stomach 'flu? I'm truly, se#l hate rushing
off like this.'

'If the three of them are ill, you'd better let omeme with you.'
‘Lord, no, | can manage.’

‘Graham, you're a very capable man, but even yot lsandle three
sick children at once!'

‘They're my responsibility," he said stubbornlyd éaned forward to
kiss her goodbye.

She evaded him, her eyes an angry blue, 'I'm affeto help,
Graham, it wouldn't hurt you to accept.’

'l don't need any help.’

‘There are times when everyone needs help. Andftitigou, is one
of them.’

‘Jenny, | haven't got time to argue--'
'‘Good. I'll go and put a skirt on.’
More loudly he said, 'There's no need--'

‘That's it,' she said with dangerous calm. "Youwdubkat word "need"
again. Do you know what your problem is, Graham ¥an't say "I
need you". You're determined to do everything oarymwvn just to
prove what a fabulous father you are. | know wheghailous father
you are—Yyou don't need to prove it to me. Thregoof kids are sick
and I'm offering to help hold their heads or chatiggr pyjamas or
whatever needs doing. So stop pretending you'repmtent and that
you don't need help. Say it, Graham—say, "Jenpuld use your
help for a couple of hours". | bet you fifty dokathe sky won t fall!'



He looked dazed. As she paused for breath, hersagdly, 'Jenny, |
could use--'

‘You're too proud to evenwhatdid you say?'

‘Jenny, | could use your help for a couple of hours

'‘Oh!" Her jaw dropped. 'Really?’

'If the offer still stands."'

'Oh, yes!'

'‘Were you expecting me to rant and roar and starhofthe house?’
'l wasn't expecting you to give in so easily.'

‘You're very persuasive when you lose your cod.5Ae blushed, he
added patiently, 'Can we go now?'

'Oh! Oh, yes! Just let me put on a skirt and gebany. I'd better take
my own car so you don't have to drive me home.n'tilme a minute.'

Il wait outside.'

A few minutes later she was driving behind him indovn. She
should have been feeling ashamed of herself fanddser temper so
thoroughly, but she was not. The words had needgthg and
Graham had listened.

Lights were shining upstairs and down in the bigygand white
house. Jenny parked on the side of the road andipathe steps
behind Graham. As soon as he opened the door sire Hason
crying, a full-bodied bellow that resounded dowe #tairwell. 'He's
frightened, not hurt,’ Graham said instantly. "Yy®t so you can tell



the difference.' He flung his wet towel over thenisger and they
hurried upstairs.

Gillie was in the bathroom, sitting on the edgéhaf tub, her face as
white as the porcelain sink. Daniel was huddledam of his bed

holding his stomach and moaning. Jason, scarletdfacthe arms of
the hapless Brian, went from forte to fortissimoewhhe saw his
father, and lunged towards him, chubby arms outstesl.

'I'll look after Gillie," said Jenny.

As it turned out, she looked after Gillie and Jasgstairs while

Graham coped with Daniel and the washer and doemndtairs. The
stomach 'flu was of a patrticularly tenacious typg.one o'clock in

the morning Jason had dark circles under his eyewdnted nothing
to do with his crib, while Gillie was clinging tedny as if she were
her long-lost mother. So Jenny climbed into bedwagr, cuddling

the little girl into her left arm, and persuadedalato lie on her other
side. She pulled the covers up over them and veftyy oegan to

sing. Her repertoire of lullabies was not larget ibuvas enough.
Jason started to snore, long bubbling sighs frosnpimk lips; he

looked like a plump, adorable cherub, Jenny degcidsztretly

delighting in the warmth and weight of him agaimst side. Gillie, in

contrast, felt as frail as thistledown, her breaghshallow, blue

shadows under her eyes.

The bedroom was in semi-darkness. The wallpapealhtte Beatrix
Potter characters, prickly Mrs Tiggywinkle, prim nidena
Puddleduck with her yellow bill, Peter Rabbit irs Hilue jacket,
clutching a carrot: images of Jenny's own childhd®le lay still,
listening to the children breathe on either sidaef feeling safe and
warm in the old-fashioned, comfortable bed. If slaal Iner own
children it would be like this, she decided, theufht bringing with
it a strange contentment rather than the usual falire's teddy bear
smiled at her benignly from the foot of the bed. wHs missing an



eye. She should sew it on .. . her eyes closechandwn breathing
deepened.

Half an hour later Graham came upstairs carryingi&aln broad
daylight Daniel would have been too mindful of pwsition as the
eldest to allow himself to be carried, but in tmea#l hours of the
morning he was content to have his arms loopednar@éraham's
neck and his head on his father's shoulder. Graheked him in bgd
and kissed him good night just as the grandfatluekadn the living
room chimed twice.

The house was very quiet. He went out into the. hadinny?' he
murmured in a low voice. She did not answer.

He did not think she would have left without tedjilmim. Walking
over to Gillie's room, he put his head around therd

He saw the three occupants of the bed immediateifie was

sprawled across Jenny's stomach, while Jason'sddsday against
her breast. Jenny, flat on her back, was soun@@sthe was fully
dressed; her hair, spread on the pillow, was cuhlgre Gillie's was
straight, with the warmth of the sun rather thae gallor of the
moon.

Very carefully Graham sat down at the foot of tlesl lbeside the
teddy bear, feeling desire gnaw at his vitddss head should be
where Jason's wasisfingers tangled in Jenny's hair like Gillie's. Bu
if it were so, he would not want her to be asleep .

Downstairs the clock signalled the quarter hour. dHeuld wake
Jenny up and send her home. Mrs Magnusson acesséet would
already have noticed her car and drawn all the nmimstious
conclusions. The worst part about them, thoughth&ra wryly,
getting to his feet, is that they would be untrue.



He did not have the heart to disturb Jenny. Shewatted like a
Trojan until well into the morning, and, like hishe had classes anc
students to face in a matter of a few hours. He bear, brushed his

lips against hers, and left the room.



CHAPTER SEVEN

WHEN Jenny woke up she thought she was dreaming. Wasea
weight across one arm, a warm, breathing weiglitparher opposite
side an elbow shoved into her ribs. The Flopsy Baswamiled at her
from the wall. She seemed to be fully dressed.

In the dim light filtering through the red curtaisise distinguished the
weight as Jason's and the elbow as Gillie's andanecame rushing

back. The children had been sick. She had yelleGraham and

followed him here and fallen asleep in his daughteed. | wish it

had been his bed, she thought drowsily, then sugdealised the

significance of the chinks of light between thedard curtains. My

God, she thought, it's morning! I've got a ninetthiecture!

She eased her arm from under Jason's head, fpaisgnd needles
tingle in her fingers. He mumbled something thatnsted like no, no,
no, then mercifully subsided into sleep again. Ineay gingerly
fashion Jenny sat up. She had no idea of the tifeat if she'd
overslept? How would she face her students? Or—seaveDr
Moorhead? 'Pardon me, sir, | spent the night aky8on's and forgot
to set the alarm'. It would almost be worth it ée $is face. Almost.

She stood up and shook out her skirt, which ngtrsingly looked
as if it had been slept in. A yawn caught her umagiaviaybe it was
only early. Six o'clock. Maybe she could go backbed ... she
yawned again and headed for the bathroom.

The door was ajar. Rubbing her eyes, she showegeit with her bare
toe and walked in. She saw Graham's face refléctds mirror over
the basin before she saw the rest of him. He hed sleaving. He was
wearing a pair of blue briefs and a few blobs awsihg cream, and
nothing else.



'I'm sorry!" she gasped, beginning to back outhef toom. 'l didn't
know you were up! I--'

'It's okay,' he said easily, leaning over the b&ssplash water on his
face. 'Did you sleep well?'

She dragged her eyes away from the long curves§gine in the
smoothly muscled back. 'Yes. Thank you. Did you?'

‘Sure did." His voice was muffled by the towel.€Tproblem will be
to stay awake today!

She was still standing, transfixed, by the doorpttthe towel neatly
over the rack and walked over to her. 'Good morniegny.'

A triangle of dark hair covered his chest, its apehis navel. The
blue briefs were definitely brief. You're not segianything you
didn't see at the beach, so keep your cool, Jatythought. 'l must
look a fright," she muttered, pushing her tanglaot back from her
face.

'You look sleep-warm and soft and very beautifuldAf | didn't have
any children and if we didn't have lectures andatiis and meetings,
I'd take you back to bed.'

She widened her eyes. 'Because you're still sléeepy?
He cupped her face in his palms. 'So | could meake to you.'

Her smile was pure mischief. 'Thank goodness!ssin 'l was afraid
| was the only one whose mind was on such lascévinatters.'

‘You never have to worry about that when I'm witluy he drawled,
and touched his lips to hers. 'So right now yowdabed with me,
would you, Jenny?'



‘A rhetorical question," she murmured, bringing hands to his
shoulders and feeling beneath her palms the snatetiplay of bone
and muscle. 'Because any or all of the childrerndccaaake up at any
minute and | do have a nine-thirty lecture.'

'Pretend the children are with their grandparemt®mtario and it's
Saturday. Would you, Jenny?'

She dropped her eyes to her index finger, which smagothing the
hard curve of his collarbone. 'Yes, | would,' sels'You know that.'

'‘Why, Jenny? Why me and not Max?'

She looked up, her blue eyes troubled. 'It's pdtiyause you're real
in a way Max isn't—you have responsibilities anthaatments, you
love your children; | respect you so much for thaywou handle
everything. That part | can explain. The rest I''Cafygain her fingers
traced the arc of bone. 'When | touch you like thisknees turn to
jelly and my heart does all manner of peculiargsirand | wouldn't
dare describe my thoughts to you." She managedila. smcan't
explain why—can you?'

Graham kissed her with lips and tongue; as his $iamal/ed to stroke
the fullness of her breasts, he pressed his hipst®and whispered
against her mouth, 'How do you explémat?

She put her arms around his waist and drew hinecldhey kissed,
passionately, for several minutes. Then Jenny gdiee. 'Graham,
stop—because we can't!

The pulse was pounding at the base of his thrgat're right, we
can't,’ he said hoarsely. 'This is madness—sheén@sa. You know
that as well as | do, don't you ? There are aanilieasons to keep us
out of that bed.’



'Only three,' she answered, trying to tuck her $oback into-'her
waistband. 'Their names are Daniel, Gillie and daso

He drew a long, shuddering breath. 'It's not tivapke, Jenny. The
children really like you. Gillie and Daniel woulée put a curse on
Max if they could! No, it's more than the childrebDeliberately he
moved away from her and added with seeming irr@lesa’Your car
was parked on the street all night. The neighboross the road, who
has binoculars for eyes and a video recorder foram, will have
taken note of that fact and will no doubt take raftgour departure as
well. Unfortunately she will also see fit to broadt
it—confidentially, of course.'

Jenny said bluntly, "You mean it will be all ovemn that | spent the
night with you?' As he nodded, she added in exasiper 'l can't
believe people are that interested!

'‘Brockton's a small town and the winters are longhat else is there
to talk about? Mrs Layton will be arriving in a fewinutes, too, but
she's no problem. If | tell her you stayed to hmlpwith the children
she'll believe me. No, it's Elva Magnusson | wabput.'

'‘We don't have to pay any attention to gos#/eknow the truth.’

'‘She's one of the reasons | shut myself off frofp,REENny—Dbecause
you were right, you know, last night. After MonadiElva and her
ilk would come over here and tell the children wpaor little things
they were now that they didn't have a mother, dntiteasame time
they'd be running their fingers over the furnittmesee how the dust
was collecting and checking the refrigerator to sémat we were
having for supper."

‘Curiosity divorced from caring.’

‘Yeah .. . there were those who cared, don't getraeg. But one has
to stand on one's own two feet.’



‘Which is not to say someone can't stand beside you

Some of the tension eased from his face. 'You laavanswer for
everything, Jenny.'

‘Not quite everything,' she said drily. 'What's tinee, Graham?"
'Five past eight.’

'l must go home and change." She looked down aehlierThe
students are broad-minded as far as clothes aresicm@a; but this
would be pushing it.’

'‘Will you do me a favour?'

'Of course,' she said without hesitation.

'‘Drop in here a little after five?"

‘Well, yes .. . but why?'

‘That's the second part of the favour—you're natstowhy.'
'‘By far the more difficult part!'

'l figured it would be. Wait a second while | throsn some
clothes—I don't want you to face Mrs Layton on youmn.'

Jenny closed the door behind him and attemptedatkerherself a

little more respectable; Mrs Layton and Mrs Magousseemed a

formidable pair to face without benefit of toothblnuor clean clothes.
Generous dollops df' Air du Tempdelped her confidence, if not hel
appearance.



She trailed down the stairs behind Graham andvi@tbhim into the
kitchen, where he said casually, 'Coffee, Jenngfydstayed to help
me with the children, Muriel, all of them are dowith stomach 'flu.’

'l thought Gillie looked peaked yesterday. MorniMjss Sprague,
dear. Coffee's on the stove." And Muriel Layton twéack to
scouring the sink as unconcerned as if Graham btoagvoman
downstairs with him every morning.

‘Thank you, Mrs Layton. But I'd better go straigbime,' Jenny said
hurriedly. 'l have to change and pick up my notes.'

'‘Okay," Graham said. 'I'll see you to your car.

They went out the back door and round the sideehbuse. The sun
was shining, the sky a pale, pristine blue. In gheden across the
street a plump, red-haired woman was busily pruthegose bushes,
of which there were many. 'Mrs Magnusson,' saich@main a low
voice. 'Damnation! | was hopinghemight have had stomach 'flu!
She was at your recital, so she'll know who you-dréate the
thought of her gossiping about you, Jenny.'

He looked genuinely angry. Jenny, who had beemiedlto think he
was exaggerating the dangers of Elva"Magnussorarbéey realise
that he was notWeknow the truth,’ she repeated stoutly. 'That's wh
counts." She took her keys out of her purse antednup at him.
‘After all, she couldn't have seen me lusting afgfeu in the
bathroom.'

‘A two-way lust, my dear.’
'l was given a hint to that effect!'

He suddenly gripped her by the arm; across thetsthe pruning
stilled. 'l do need you, Jenny,' he said huskily. 'l need yonss®f
fun and your generosity. Thank you for staying faght.'



Gravely she held out her hand. '‘Any time,' she.said

'Five o'clock today will do for a start.' He shodoé&r hand, said, 'To
hell with Elva Magnusson," and kissed her on theithoQuickly
Jenny got in the car and drove home.

Nine hours later, when Jenny parked the car indéetical spot on
the road, she noticed the net curtains twitch enftont windows of
Elva Magnusson's green- painted Victorian houdeadtbeen a long
day. She contemplated waving, then thought thebettit.

Graham let her in, kissing her as if the nine htvad been as long for
him as they had been for her. Someone giggled tehim kitchen
door.

Graham scowled. 'Gillie?"

The little girl who poked her head around the dwked very
different from the pathetic, shivering child whadhsat on the edge of
the bathtub at one a.m. 'l just won a dime!" sloeved. 'Daniel didn't
think you'd kiss her and | did.'

"Kissing's dumb,' said Daniel in disgust, also apjrey.

"The time will come when you'll change your mintis father
commented. 'Where's Jason?'

‘Asleep,’ Gillie said.
‘You've all recovered!" exclaimed Jenny, amazed.

"We stayed home from school,' Daniel announced taceptly.



'Listen, Daniel," Graham interjected, 'Jenny ah@ve something to
discuss with Gillie in the den. Vamoose for fiveten minutes, will
you? Then we'll have supper.'

As Daniel obediently headed for the door, GilliedsaVhat are we
going to talk about?' a question Jenny also fiedt &isking.

"You'll see. Come along.'

They went into the den, which seemed to contairerpdes of books
than the last time. Graham closed the door. 'Gilie said without
preamble, 'do you still want to have piano lesseris Jenny?'

The child looked from one to the other of them.,'@@s! Yes, | do!

‘She's more than willing to teach you. And I've eolm understand
how wrong I've been to deprive you of lessons.’

'You mean | can have lessons? Every week? WithyPehvith each
guestion Gillie's voice went up a notch, and tde@eoestion Graham
nodded in response.

She clasped her hands to her breast and burdemts
‘Gillie, dear--' Graham began, appalled.

'It's 'cause I'm so happy!" the child sobbed. ht®d lessons so much!
Oh, Jenny . . ." And she flung her arms aroundylsnvaist and wept
into her blouse as if her heart was breaking.

Jenny rocked her back and forth and looked ov&raham. In the
conflicting emotions in his face, remorse predor@daHis hands
were deep in his pockets; his eyes were wet. Sideveay softly,
‘Thank you, Graham.'



Gillie lifted her tear-streaked face. 'I'll pay yewery cent of my
allowance, Jenny.’

‘You don't have to do that,' Jenny replied. 'Yathér will pay for the
lessons. But you can pay me by practising every biayearning as
much as | can teach you, and by expressing yoerdbwmusic for all
to hear.'

‘That's easy,' Gillie said, puzzled.

‘You don't know what a slave driver | can be," Jgoked. 'Have you
got a handkerchief?'

Gillie pulled a ragged tissue from the pocket of l@ans and
scrubbed her face. 'When can we start?'

‘Let me think for a minute ... | want the lessohsng place, on my
piano. Saturday morning or Wednesday evening ediWgsday's an
easy day at work. I could pick you up and bring ome.’

'‘We'll split that between us,' Graham interjected.

Not a tone of voice with which she would argue. Way, a naughty
little voice whispered in her ear, that means y@e&e him at least
once a week. All winter. 'All right. Which day igtber for you?'

'‘Wednesday, | think—Saturdays are usually chaosinarohere.
Wednesday okay with you, Gillie?'

Midnight on Sunday would have been fine with Gilligure. 'Cept |
have to wait a whole week.' She looked up at Jaopefully.

'l think you will have to wait. None of us got musleep last night. |
can prepare some lesson plans in the meantime, towo.looking
forward to teaching you, Gillie.'



The child's smile was brilliant. "'Thank you," shaidswith the
politeness that Graham had somehow managed tbim&toth his
older children. But not in Jason, thought Jennwrimg a familiar
bellow penetrate the closed door. 'Does that meszs hurt, or
hungry, or merely signalling to the world that helgake?' she asked.

'‘Hungry,' said Jason's father. '‘As am |, althougé learned to be a
little more restrained in expressing it. Stay aagldhsupper with us,
Jenny, there's lots—if you're free, that is?'

''d love to stay.'

As they ate Mrs Layton's delicious meat pie andaere custard
pudding, Jenny found herself watching the intecasi between
Graham and his children, and soon discovered tlealtrmes in the
Tyson household were not for gobbling food as duiels possible;
they were also a time for conversation. Grahanetatk his children,
but more importantly he listened to them, commuicaskills that
the children were already picking up. Gillie's ppdassons, Daniel's
high mark in his mathematics test and his low markEnglish all
came up for discussion, and Jenny was astute ertfougtalise that
far more than a simple exchange of information g@sg on. Family
ties were being preserved and strengthened, andnawho could
only spend a limited number of hours a day with d¢higdren was
keeping his finger on the pulse of their lives.

Clearing up afterwards was clearly a routine, fdlésput away the
food and washed the saucepans while Daniel loduedishwasher;
Graham and Jenny took coffee into the living roomd dason got in
everyone's way.

As Jenny sipped her coffee, a Java blend which ve&sand very
good, she felt long-familiar symptoms begin to iebat her nerves.
She had realised many years ago that she shoulgenhatver-tired,
because when she was tired she was prey to blaajgliks about her



inability to have children. Now, as she watchedddting blocks at

the fire-screen with amazing accuracy, she cowdyeecognise the
lump in the pit of her stomach as envy. She en@etham. His daily

routine was hectic and the demands made upon hi@ mvany, but

in this big, comfortable house he was surroundedldwe. She

thought of her own empty house, and ached at thigasi. She had a
freedom that was completely out of Graham's reaah,she also

suffered an isolation which he would never know.

She tried to swallow her coffee more quickly, sudgelesperate to
leave the noise and confusion and happiness teaflowed in every
room of this house. As her cup rattled againsis#acer Graham
asked, 'What's wrong, Jenny?'

'‘Oh, nothing. Tired, | guess.’
‘You look unhappy.’

The cup was nearly empty. She said, a slight enlgertvoice, 'l said
| was tired, Graham.'

'So I'm to mind my own business—is that the mesaddgaought
we'd progressed beyond that point.’

'‘Obviously not,' she snapped, knowing she was begatrociously
but unable to stop.

He made one more effort, leaning forward in hisrcHalease, Jenny,
tell me why you looked so unhappy. Maybe | can help

If she had not been feeling so miserable, she nhght laughed.
'You can't,’ she said wildly, gulping the last ef lzoffee.

Jason fired his one remaining brick at the scresmiled with
satisfaction at the rattle it made and looked addondistraction. His
deep blue eyes, so like his father's, fell on Jeklgygave her a fat



smile, as if he and she shared a marvellous jaMenthone else knew
about, and headed in her direction with single-nuhsigeed.

With something akin to panic Jenny scrambled toféet. She could
not bear it if Jason threw himself into her arnige would burst into
tears just like Gillie, and then what would Grah#rmk? With a
blind little gesture she warded Jason off. 'I'vetgayo, tell Gillie I'll
see her next Wednesday, I'll call her to arrangiena.' She went
around the back of the chair, almost running, yesdunted.

Graham grabbed her sleeve. 'You can't leave like-th

'l can do whatever | like!" she cried, even moré&lyj and fought
down a hysterical giggle at the total untruth of Werds. That was
the whole problem: she could not do the one thinthe world that
should have been the most natural. 'Let go, Graham!

'‘When am | going to see you again?'
'l don't know--'

'‘Did someone say something to you today—about ypemding the
night here?'

'‘No! That's got nothing to do with it. I'm sorryr&gham, | know I'm
not making any sense to you, but | just want tdhgme' In spite of
her best intentions, her voice wobbled.

His face changed. He's going to stop me, she thodégtd then I'll
end up crying my eyes out and telling him everyghiShe ducked
under his arm, grabbed her bag from the floor leydnesterfield and
ran for the door.

She never even saw him move. But somehow he wagbether and
the door, his grip on her arm spinning her arouder bag went
flying, hit the chesterfield with a thud and spillkalf its contents on



the floor."Now look what you've done!" Jenny cried, and did imdee
burst into tears.

From a long way away she was aware of Graham guller against
his chest so that her sobs were muffled in hig-&tant. The kitchen
door squeaked open. She heard him speak to thdreanibnd heard
Jason's wall of protest, then there was only thendof someone
weeping as if her heart would break—and that som&aas herself.

Eventually she stopped. 'l need to wash my fabe,sauffled.

He kept his arm around her. 'Come on into the kitehthe kids are
out playing. I'm not letting you out of my sighttiiryou've told me
what this is all about.’

She could scarcely blame him, she supposed. Alittieen sink she
splashed quantities of cold water over her facewhier nose, and
became aware of a leaden, exhausted emptiness.

Graham put a rum and Coke in her hand and steerebidtk to the
chesterfield. He sat down next to her. 'Give,'dd.slt's something to
do with the children, isn't it? And your broken aggment ... why
didn'tyou get married, Jenny?

She swirled the glass so the ice cubes chasedotlaehround and
round. 'Because | can't have children,' she said.

He took the glass from her fingers, put it on ti@e, and covered her
hands with his, chafing them to warm them. 'l dandlerstand.’

'‘When | was twenty | was very ill,' she said tosslg. 'Something
called endometriosis. | had to have a partial higstemy. | can never
have children, Graham.’

The silence in the room was absolute and seemdeéroy to last
forever. Marc's peat-brown hair and tanned featsmesn across her



vision; she saw Samuel's neatly trimmed beard aodl Mue eyes.
Then Graham said, 'Jenny, I'm so sorry--'

'‘Don't feel sorry for me! | can't stand that."

He hesitated, choosing his words. 'I'm sorry beeawsi're a warm,
loving woman who should be able to hold your chilrour breast.’

'It's partly my looks,' she said fiercely. 'l loe& damned fecund, all
curves and promise. That's what you mean, isnBuf?I'm a fake.
My appearance is a lie. | can never be a whole vioma

He let go of her hand, got up and pulled her tofeet. He was as
angry as she had ever seen him. "doeia whole woman!' he blazed.
'‘Don't give me that garbage, Jenny Sprague!'

I'm not whole!' she cried. 'l can't have babiedidMd ever want to
marry me?"'

She could almost see his brain making the connectidfhe man in
New York . . . what happened, Jenny?’

She was oblivious to the grip of his fingers on dwens; only the next
day would she see the bruises. 'Not one man, GraHam.' She
laughed wildly. "'Two broken engagements in thremrge-not a bad
record, huh?'

'Stop feeling so goddamned sorry for yourself agitl e what
happened.’

She glowered at hiir jf All right, I'll tell you. #the age of twenty-two
| fell .head over heels in love with Marc. He wad#gss, |
suppose—an advertising executive who was crazy tab
opera—that's where we met. | told him soon aftermet that |
couldn't have children. It didn't seem to mattecaduse he was crazy
about me, too. We got engaged, we met his parerntghssupper-



crust New Yorkers—we set the wedding date. Hisefiatimd been
making noises about carrying on the family line rélBoster Il and
all that, but | hadn't really paid much attentidnweek before the
wedding Marc decided he couldn't marry me, he whrtehave
children and adoption wouldn't do, there was thmilfaname to
consider, the bloodline, etcetera, etcetera.' Heath caught in a
hiccup. 'l was stunned. When the shock wore offak like a—a
creature that's been stripped of its skin, of itetgrtive outer
covering. Raw, vulnerable, in pain .. . Well, a fewwnths later | met
Samuel. He was a bassoonist with the New York Bmflonic. Dark,
detached, hated Verdi ... the antithesis of Mamd Ae didn't want
children—ever.

He made that quite clear. Inevitable, | suppos,ltehould convince
myself | was in love with him. The word is rebourkhyway, we
decided to get married, a very small wedding, rafirtbe splash and
social furore that a Foster wedding would have rdaut | wasn't so
overwrought that | didn't bring up the subject dbpting a child.
Although I knew | couldn't have my own, | didn'tmtdo close off the
possibility of being a mother in some form. Sanwas ...' she gave a
faint, reminiscent smile that did not reach hersgyeaffronted. In my
experience bassoonists seem to cultivate a higredeyf dignity, it
must go with the instrument. Also, which was noaswising, he was
adamant. No children, his or anyone else's. A Ssamat maybe, but
not a child. So, just for variety, | broke off tkegagement. To be
honest, | think he was relieved.’

'He sounds like a cold stick to me.'
‘That's as good a description as any.'

‘Are you still in love with either of them?"'



'No. It took a long time to get over Marc—he waa finst, and only,
man I've ever slept with. | don't think | was rgaih love with
Samuel, | just told myself | was. Because he diaatt children.’

‘Jenny, I'm going to repeat myself,"” Graham salmkdy. 'I'm sorry.
You've had to do one hell of a lot of growing ughe last five years,
haven't you? The operation, the limitations of yoareer and then
two unhappy love affairs. Neither man used you-welMarc worse
than Samuel, I'd say, because Samuel was at leagthsforward.
Marc let you think everything was lovely in the dan until the very
last minute.'

Restlessly Jenny pulled her hands free. "You cadlynadlame him,
it's natural enough for a man to want to fathenilcAfter all, who'd
want to marry a woman who can't have children?’

'‘Quite a few people, | would think. Someone whao'sthe same
position as | am, for instance.'

Jenny hugged her arms across her breast. "Whaiwmgan?'

'l already have three children, right? Why wouwldaint more? All I'm
trying to say, Jenny, is that there are a lot ofi imat there with young
children who'd be delighted to marry you . . . Buat's beside the
point. What really bothers me is that you don'tygaeself as a whole
person, that you've allied your worth as a womayotar inability to
bear a child—that's nonsense, you know. Total nseseYou're a
warm, generous, loving woman. You're doing yourselferrible
disservice if you see yourself as less than whole.'

He was speaking with passionate intensity, anksbw he believed
every word he was saying. 'l see,' she said.

'‘£>0 you see? Do you believe me, Jenny?'



She tried to be as truthful as she could. 'My Hebsime you're right.
But emotionally I'm not sure | can accept what y@saying.'

‘You're an intelligent, gifted and beautiful wonidng said forcefully,
'‘who happens to be unable to have children. Thatsd
irrelevant—but it's not of major importance, whishwhat you've
made it.'

The exhaustion was rolling over her like sullenygmaves on a
lonely shore, and she felt a sudden, desperatengréw be alone.
‘Graham, I've got to go home,' she said. 'I'm warh

"You'll think about what I've said?"
'Yes.'

A smile lightened the inflexibility of his featureslow I'll pick up the
guite astonishing array of articles that came dytoar handbag so
you can take it home with you—is it always that?ul

Mrs Magnusson, if she was watching five minutesrlatvould have
seen a blonde-haired woman with a bag over herlddowvalk
heavily down the steps, get in her car and drivayamithout looking
back. She would also have seen Graham Tyson standirthe
doorway to watch the car until it had disappearethfsight.

The next morning Jenny bumped into Lois in the ceavcorridors
of the Music building. Lois gave her a sharp lodke you free for
lunch?'

‘At twelve-thirty. Love your outfit!



Lois was wearing an orange and black jumpsuitrithegt have raised
Dr Moorhead's blood pressure. 'Oh, thanks," Loid, saot even
glancing down at herself. '‘Come to my place ridtéraclass.’

Although Jenny was used to Lois's abrupt pronouecdésn the

invitation had seemed more than usually terse.ddat of Jenny's
piano students wanted to change his lesson timesaedhad a
listening quiz to organise for her keyboard litaratcourse, so any
strangeness in Lois's behaviour was forgotten.

Lois greeted her with a glass of excellent dry shand said, as if
they were continuing a conversation already in psg, ‘|l hear
you've succumbed to the sexiest man on campus.'

Jenny helped herself to a handful of chips frompibiggery bowl Lois
was holding out. Damn Elva Magnusson and the pgushrears ...
‘Tell me what you heard,' she said.

Lois plunked the bowl back on the counter. "Yoahezy—you know
that?'

Jenny had not slept well, and in her dreams had Gegham and his
children holding hands and dancing in a tightdittircle from which

she had been excluded. 'Why don't you tell me whsais all about?"
she said evenly, for it did no good to rant and wigh Lois.

'l heard, via the grapevine, that you're sleepirtg ®@raham Tyson.'
‘You can tell the grapevine it got the story twiste

You spent the night at his house.'

‘That, certainly, is correct.’'

‘Jenny!lt's Max you're dating!



'l have had three genuine dates with Professornilyso

‘You've changed,' Lois said nastily. "You neverdusego to bed with
anyone after three dates.'

'You're not listening to me, Lois. | didot go to bed with Graham
Tyson—although | did sleep with two of his children

Lois's cheeks, pink with temper, clashed with leenpsuit. ‘Max is
really interested in you, | know he is. He's exaathat you need.”

'Lois, my love, you should know by now that humamoéons are not
noted for their aura of common sense or rationdliagree with you,
Max would be a wonderful catch and I'm probablyal not to be
getting into bed with him. But I'm not. Becauseoh want to.'

'So why didn't you get into Graham's?"

‘A small matter of three very sick children. Youoshd tell your
particular tendril of the grapevine to check hisher facts. Stomach
'flu is something of a barrier to romance. Or lust.

Lois took a tray of croissants topped with broibedbmeat out of the
oven. 'Graham Tyson has been quoted as sayingheedr remarry.’

Jenny tried to ignore the sinking feeling in theimity of her
stomach. 'l trust that's as inaccurate as the tre¢par he and | are
sleeping together.’

Lois made it a statement rather than a questiau'drlike to marry
him. Come and eat while they're hot,:

Jenny might not always trust Lois's temper, but gitetrust her
discretion. 'l don't set my sights quite that higbt | would like to go
to bed with him ..." Then, because she was incyrhbhest, she
added through a mouthful of flaky croissant andugred crab, ""Who



am | trying to fool? If he did ask me to marry hihgan't imagine
saying anything other than yes. Ridiculous whentmk about it. |
hardly know him.’

'And he has all those children...’

'Lois, you have to admit that all those childremyau so scathingly
put it, would be an ideal solution for me.’

‘You always did want children.' Lois could as wedlve been saying
that Jenny had always wanted to be a prostitute.

Jenny winced. 'Yes,' she said steadily.

'Sorry, darling! | didn't mean to hurt you—I thougserhaps you'd
changed.’

'‘Grown more accustomed to the fact that | won'tehthem, but
scarcely changed. You never have understood wtant shildren so
badly, have you? | suppose because you've nevetewvahem
yourself.'

'I-- |—no.
‘Lois—don't tell me you're the one who's changed!

'‘Of course not,' Lois said with asperity. 'ExcelpattI'm pushing
thirty-two and Terry's thirty-seven next week, aihde're going to ...

Wistfulness sat oddly on Lois's forceful featurkdrigued, Jenny
said, 'Is that why you've been so down on Grahehniigren, because
you're determined not to show you might want onavar yourself?

Lois, what a hypocrite you are!’

Lois gave a sudden grin: 'If you're shocked, imadiow Terry felt
when | broached the subject!



'Is he for it or against it?'

Lois helped herself to another croissant. "Wantimie talked out of
being against it. | think." She did not sound v&uye of herself.

'If anyone can talk him into or out of anythinguycan.'

'He says if we have kids, he won't be able to iesytrumpet at
midnight.'

‘Get a soundproof door to their room."'
'l suggested a mute for the trumpet. Didn't go doeny well.'

"You might hatch a brood of little virtuosos. Ontisirtuosi? Who'll
cheer him on when he plays the trumpet at middight.

'l hadn't thought of that. Oh darn, Jenny, | d&éntdw. Let's change
the subject. What did you think of the latest methm® comptroller
sent around?'

For the next half an hour they religiously discalsseiversity
matters. But when Jenny got up to leave she sqdeenes's
black-clad sleeve and said sincerely, 'Good luck tine decision.'

Lois pouted her orange mouth. 'Can you see me iarmgy clothes?'

‘You'd be the most stylish expectant professor ampus,' said
Jenny, touched by this new side to her tough, tlecfasend.

Lois's shudder was only partly feigned. 'Like a &tigped balloon ...
Jenny, next time you stay overnight with Grahamohyse sure it's
him you sleep with, not his children.’

Jenny blushed. 'That was one chance in a lifetiimesure,' she said.
Which went to show how wrong she could be.



Jenny had an unexpected visitor later that aftexnbtax. She had
run for three miles on the marshes and was jusgfifggthe last few
steps along her driveway when a car pulled in lmehar. She leaned
her palms against her own car to stretch out hggmieiscles and
called out, 'Hi, Max! This is a nice surprise.’

He slammed his car door. 'Can we go inside?'

Max, unlike Lois, was never abrupt. ‘What's wrorgff® asked in a
puzzled voice.

'l need to talk to you.'

She made a shrewd guess. 'And what lyawdheard?'
'So you know why I'm here—I wondered if you would.'
'l think | do. But--'

'Inside.’

She debated arguing with him, then decided it mioghpolitic to do
as he was suggesting; he looked very angry. Too/aslge thought.
What had he heard?

She led the way into the house. 'Can | offer ybeer?'
'‘No, thanks. This isn't a social call.'
'‘Well, | need a glass of water. Excuse me a mihute.

In the kitchen she had a drink, splashed some veatdrer flushed
face and decided to keep on her pink nylon sheak T-shirt
underneath showed too much cleavage for Max iptasent mood.



After running a comb through her hair, she wenkbato the living-
room. Deciding to go on the attack, she said,pgpsse you too have
heard that I'm Graham Tyson's mistress?'

The, anachronistic word hung in the air betweemthklis eyes
narrowed. 'Yeah ... that's exactly what | heard.’

I'd like to prune Elva Magnusson's tongue, Jenoyght viciously.
'You heard wrong.'

‘Your car was parked outside his house all nighhatvere you
doing—yplaying the piano?'

'‘Max, what's it to you? | told you now | felt abduin, | thought you'd
accepted that.’

'l thought | had, too. But | find I'm not as detadhas | thought | was.
On Saturday you turn me down. On Wednesday yoy sigh him.
How the devil do you think | feel about that?'

'‘By the look of you, quite angry.'
‘Leave out thejuite,'he snarled.
‘Max, it's your pride that's hurt. Anyway, | didA't

‘Damn right my pride is hurt.'" He was pacing baok forth as he
spoke. 'But it's not just my pride. | really cabmat you—I'm jealous
as hell, if you want the truth!

She was not sure she did, although she had it gnyMax, listen to
me!' she ordered. 'l stayed at Graham's house an¥geay because
all three children were ill and he couldn't copehasown. | have not
even been in his bedroom, let alone in his bed tl&Batts--'



Max interrupted her. 'You mean you didn't. .." Sloelld see him
searching for a suitable euphemism.

‘No, I didn't, she said roundly. 'But if I'd beasked, | would have. So
there's not much difference, is there?'

His mouth was grim. 'l was a fool not to haul ydtito a hotel room
on Saturday night.'

'I'd have belted you if you'd tried.’

Reluctantly he smiled. "You probably would havelenny, are you
sure you're interested in Graham? Maybe you jedtsi@rry for him.'

'l do not feel the slightest bit sorry for him. Thieemistry's there.
That's all | can say.’

‘Will you be seeing him again?'

'I'm giving his daughter piano lessons, so I'ltaely be seeing him
on a casual basis. As for the rest, | simply damiw.'

Max sat down heavily on the arm of the chesterfidthybe | will
have that beer, after all,' he said.

Jenny went into the kitchen, wishing he would lea®arrying the
open beer bottle and a mug and wearing a smileywshé back into
the living-room. 'Here you are.'

‘Thanks.' He poured the beer down the slanteddditiee mug. 'l've
always prided myself on being detached. | haveftair and when
I'm ready | move on to the next one. | don't allowself to get
emotionally involved and | never get coerced intoy &ind of

commitment. | had no reason to believe | felt arffecently about

you. Except that ever since | was told about yali@raham | feel as
though someone's slugged me over the head witsebbb bat.’



"I'm probably the first woman to say no to you.'
Some of the old carefree Max showed in his smileé.'

‘You're not used to that. Don't transform our fdgmp into a
deathless love affair because it's unconsummatedx.'MShe
wrinkled her nose. 'Go on to the next one instead.’

In an injured tone of voice he said, 'You mean w@unt me to date
someone else? Won't you even miss me?'

'l would miss you, yes. Maybe we can still see eather
sometimes—as long as it's understood that I'm ootireg across.
Sorry to sound so crude, but that's the way it is.’

'Hands off.'
‘That's right.'

He raised the beer mug and drained it, the musaoldss throat
working. Jenny watched them, unmoved. Then he saping the
froth from his lips, '"You're a very beautiful woman

‘Thank you," she said as politely as if he weranger.

He put the mug on the carpet and stood up. 'Comdemy—qgive
me a kiss for old times' sake.'

She could scurry round the piano like a frighteradabit or she could
hold her ground. She chose the latter. '‘Max, lkiymou should go.'

'l am going. After I kiss you.'

She compressed her lips and stood like a stickewtel put his arms
around her. Technically, no doubt, his kiss wasamnskilful than
Graham s, but it left her blood cold and her haatbuched, and she



was not at all surprised when Max thrust her away gaid
disgustedly, '‘Dammit, Jenny, is that the best yaruao?'

She was not going to apologise. 'Yes,' she sarcgyes defiant.

He hunched his shoulders. 'So that's the way .it iskay. Look, |
know we had a date for tomorrow night, but | want-ethe way |
feel right now, | don't want to see you for a while

'No bed, no relationship,' she said, wondering slng/should be hurt.
‘That's not--'
'Yes, itis.'

‘All right, so it is! | don't feel like genteel hdshakes and nice little
kisses on the cheek when I'm around you—why shoudcetend
otherwise? And don't say it, Jenny, | know I'm baha like a spoiled
kid ... tell you what, in two weeks we'll have limtogether and
compare notes. If neither of us has got to firgtebavell, we could
always try again.'

‘Nine innings in a baseball game?' Jenny querigtywOkay. Lunch
in two weeks and good luck to both of us.’

'I'm not going to wish you good luck—I'm not thaitselfish.' He gave
her a quick hug to which she could not object, ddsker on both
cheeks, winked and left. With a sigh Jenny sat dawn the
chesterfield. 'Men!" she said out loud to the enrmptm.



CHAPTER EIGHT

IF Jenny had hoped Graham would phone and suggede dadl the

weekend, she was to be disappointed. Nobody phdtwdeven Dr

Moorhead to fussily discuss some matter vital te gmooth

functioning of the Music Department. Jenny couldenpicked up the
phone herself. But Lois and Terry were no doubbived in the

Great Maternity Debate, in which Jenny did not wishnterfere or

participate. She had nothing new to say to Maxreerdoride forbade
her from calling Graham. So she went to the lobaaty on Friday

evening and loaded up with paperback mysteriestemdd a V.C.R.
for the weekend together with three movies. Shd weall into the

night on Friday, so was asleep when the telephesilé her bed did
finally ring on Saturday morning. Wondering muzailyhis was all

part of a dream, she croaked into the receivellgPe

‘Jenny? Is that you?'
‘Yes, it's me. How are you, Gillie? Isn't it awfuéarly?'

‘Not really," Gillie said severely. 'It's eightlo'ck. Daniel wanted me
to call you sooner, but | thought I'd better wBiad's sick.'

Jenny gripped the receiver. 'Sick? What with?' @t of your
syntax, Jennifer,

'He's got the 'flu like we had. He was up all nidte's asleep now, he
doesn't know we're phoning you because we didimk the'd let us.
So we didn't tell him.'

"'l come over right away.'
'l knew you would. Daniel didn't think you would,tl did.'

Is everything else all right?'



'Oh yes. We've got swimming lessons this mornirdgjtaen we have
to get groceries and Daniel needs some scribleischool.’

'‘Give me half an hour,' Jenny said. 'Can you managjethen?'
'‘We're getting breakfast. Daniel's making pancakes.
‘Tell him to be careful and I'll be there as sosn ean.’

Jenny had a quick shower, dressed in jeans anidt @st drove into
town. She pulled her car into the driveway behimdiam's, mentally
thumbing her nose at Mrs Magnusson, and ran ugrtm steps.
Neither door was locked. She walked in, heard wiftem the
kitchen and crossed the hall. At the kitchen dbergaused, stunned.

Daniel had not confined his culinary ambitions tnpakes. Open
boxes of cereal were scattered on the kitchen .talllere was a
strong smell of charred bacon in the air, and #igby cat was
disdainfully eyeing some small black scraps onfkber around the
garbage can. The pancake mix, which was a dirtgpwetolour, lay

in blobs over the counter, the stove and much ofi€da face.

Jason was under the table stuffing some brightiyured cereal into
his mouth. He was still in his pyjamas, the troasalr which were
wet. Gillie was standing by the stove watching [@aniield a metal
spatula. His tongue clenched between his teethjeDdipped a
soggy-looking pancake up into the air, and as itaoulously fell
back into the -pan both children cheered.

They seemed in no imminent danger of setting thlemseor the
house on fire. Jenny turned around and went upstammade beds, a
dolls' tea party in progress on the floor in Gilieoom, a partially
constructed skyscraper and an overturned box okdin Daniel's.
Jason had been throwing blocks from his crib.



Amazing, Jenny decided, how much mess three chilcoeld make
in such a short time!

The end door was ajar. Graham's door. She tiptoedrts it and
peered inside.

His bedroom was large, with high, moulded ceiliragjed a bay

window. The carpet and curtains were royal bluelidgnthe other

bedrooms, it was very tidy, and unlike them, it wasupied. Graham
was sprawled face down on the bed, only one armhaschead

showing. He was deeply asleep. Jenny crept ndeearing the slow,
heavy rhythm of his breathing, noticing how dark Imair was against
the white pillow and how black his lashes in thiégvaf his face. His

complexion reminded her of Gillie's a few nightsliea

Conquering the impulse to touch him, knowing hedeeehis sleep,
she left the room as quietly as she had enteagdlitvent downstairs.
This time when she went to the kitchen door sheoanced her
presence. 'Good morning!' she said. 'How are theglaes?’

'‘Good,' said Daniel, stuffing a forkful into his ath. 'There's lots left,
Jenny—do you want some?"

Live dangerously, die young. 'Why not?' Jenny said.

She made herself a cup of instant coffee and aigpbmcakes; they
exercised her jaws and her diplomatic skills, beeaDaniel was
anxiously waiting for her opinion. '"You did a goot cooking them,’
she said. 'Look how nice and brown they are.’

'‘Not half as brown as the bacon!" Gillie giggled.

‘Shut up, Gillie,' Daniel ordered, dishing out thst two pancakes for
himself and drowning them in syrup. 'You get tcadeip because |
did the cooking.'



'‘No way!" Gillie cried. 'Look at the mess you made.
'‘We'll all help,' Jenny interjected. 'Tell me whas to be done today.'

While Daniel was emptying the rubbish and Gillieswasing the
breakfast dishes, Jenny dived under the tabletexddason from the
cereal box. A pair of jeans-clad legs and two lieeeappeared in her
field of vision. She blinked, and heard a man'se®iay, 'Listen, kids,
can one of you call Mrs Layton? Maybe she'll comerdor part of
the day. | can hardly stand up, let alone do angthiseful...'

‘Jenny's here,' Daniel said.
‘Jenny?Where?'

Jenny poked her head from under the table and edamit, her shirt
gaping open to reveal her breasts. 'Here. Commumitingyour very
damp son.' She got to her feet and stared at Gramawoncern. 'l
won't ask how you are.'

He was sagging against the doorframe, hair unconadbedt bare; his
face was haggard, his eyes sunk in their socKetsplieces of coal
sunk into snow. 'l've felt better. What are youndonere?'

‘Looking after the children for the day, because'igill.'

His eyes moved to the two children at the sink.i8Nrfone of you
phoned her?' he demanded, his voice unfriendly.

‘Just be glad one of them had the sense to phonelemay put in.
'‘Because it's obvious you can't manage on your‘own.

'‘We'll get Mrs Layton and then you can go home.'

She glared at him, forgetting their fascinated ende and the fact
that he was ill. "You will not! I have no plans fible day and I'd enjoy



spending it with the children. Rather than beingusgrateful, you
should be embracing me with fervour. Metaphoricdhat is.'

‘You'll have to settle for the metaphorical, | havgot the strength
for anything else ... needing your help is gettimdpe a habit, Jenny
Sprague.'

She said impishly, 'And a very nice one, too. By thok of you,
you'd better go back to bed.'

He rubbed his forehead, 'l woke up and suddenliysezhl didn't
know where the children were or what they wereou@buld you get
me a glass of water, Jenny?'

Daniel said, 'I'll make you a pancake, Dad.'

Graham suppressed a shudder. 'No, thanks, son—galyainst
your pancakes, just against food in general.'

Jenny passed him a glass of water. There was Hilighof sweat on
his forehead; she had the feeling if the doorfraveee not there, he
would be flat on the floor. 'I'll help you upstairshe said. 'And don't
argue.’

She looped an arm around his waist, braced hdosdifs weight and

controlled various lecherous impulses at the fdehis bare skin

under her fingertips. It was hot to the touch. "Yewgot a fever,' she
remarked.

He was concentrating on putting one foot afteratimer and did not
bother answering her. He had to stop half-way esthirs for a rest,
his chest heaving. When they reached the top he Isaefly,

‘Bathroom.' Jenny left him at the door and crosbedhall to his
room, where she had time to put on fresh pillowsas® make the
bed before he appeared in the doorway. 'ThankayJdre said. 'l do
appreciate what you're doing.! Without self-conssmmss he



unzippered his jeans and stepped out of them, thgptkem over the
nearest chair.

Jenny tore her eyes away, busying herself adjusiti@gorner of the
duvet. She was on the opposite side of the beddbad. He said, a
hint of laughter in his voice, 'Come over heres &'ten-mile hike
round the end of the bed.’

She felt like a young girl on her first date rath#dran a
twenty-five-year-old with an interesting history of roken
engagements. Watching her face, he added, 'Y ®utuite safe.’

" Youmight not be," she replied, walking slowly arouhe end of the
bed.

'Think of the children . . '

She was standing only a few inches away from hima. I€éaned
forward, resting much of his weight on her. 'Soifryf sounded
ungrateful a few minutes ago,' he mumbled. 'I%t tgetter knowing
the kids are in good hands. | trust you with th@emny.'

‘Thank you," she whispered. His skin still felt ;hber arms were
beginning to ache.

'Hell, who am | kidding? It's not just a questidrrast. I'm more than
half in love with you.'

His forehead had dropped to her shoulder. She steod still,

wondering if she had dreamed those last few wdrsying she had
not, suffused with a happiness as profound as #—wsbmewhere
deep in her psyche— frightening. She said with acho of

desperation, 'Graham, you're falling asleep on jeet:'

She felt him start. He pushed himself upright, Ingya little,
looking down at her as if he was not quite sure i@ was or what



she was doing there. She advised, more gently,dvmiter get into
bed.’

He sat down hard on the mattress and like a chdavad her to pull

the covers over him. Her feelings could not havenb@escribed as
maternal, however, although she was aware of a eelerness as
his head fell back on the pillow and his eyes dosamoothing his
hair back from his forenead, she wondered if shmulshcall the

doctor, and decided to wait until after lunch, i+more than half in

love with you, he had said. She was certain he dvaot have said
those words if he had not been light-headed witkrfeand felt again
that uneasy mingling of joy and fear.

The children, she thought. You promised you'd |adker the
children. Not stand around looking starstruck beeatlhe father of
those children might be falling in love with youolk it!

Under Gillie's supervision the kitchen had beenoresl to order by
the time Jenny went downstairs: counters wipedhviisher
humming, all evidence of the pancakes removed.nkszyjama
bottoms were in a sodden heap under the tableagdhlhere was no
sign. Jenny declared approvingly, 'You did a gneat both of
you—thanks. What time's the swimming lesson?"

'‘We got lots of time,' Daniel answered. 'We caretalr bikes.'

'‘We'd better find our swimsuits,' Gillie said fugsiCome on, Daniel.
Do you know where your goggles are?"

‘Nope.'

'I'l help you look for them. And we've got to brusur teeth. Hurry
up!" As Gillie herded Daniel out of the kitchenJenny smiled to
herself. It was almost reassuring to see Gillien@peself-important
and—to put it bluntly—bossy; as her music teacleemy had only



seen the better side of Gillie's character. Stillieg, she went in
search of Graham's youngest child.

Jason, half-naked, was curled up on the chesunveh the tabby
cat, which wore an expression of long- sufferinghe¥ he saw
Jenny, Jason said loudly, 'No, no, no," and clutdhe cat a little
more tightly. The cat wriggled. 'Bad cat,' saidalagligging his fists
into its fur.

‘Jason, you'd better let go--' Jenny began.

But she was too late. Using its back legs the eatred itself off
Jason's bare thigh and lunged for freedom, its ke&isback. Red
claw marks appeared on Jason's skin. He grabbetthdocat's tail,
fortunately missed it and said vengefully, ‘'Damti Gden he looked
up at Jenny pathetically, his blue eyes overflowimt tears, his lips
wobbling. 'Bloody damn cat!' he cried.

She bit her lip to keep herself from laughing, wernitlg where he had
overheard that particular phrase. "You hurt the sla¢ said. 'So it hurt
you. Let's go upstairs and find some clothes.'

Jason did not appreciate her lack of sympathy.r'Bason,' he said,
and the tears plopped on to his pyjama top. 'Blatadyin cat.' He put
his head to one side, liking the sound of the wdRlsody damn cat.'

'Indeed,’ Jenny said drily, deciding that no respowas the best
response, deciding also that Jason understoodah deal of what
was going on around him. 'I'll put a bandage onrygmwe leg when
we go upstairs.’

He gave her his sudden, entrancing smile and thrs\varms around
her neck. She picked him up, hoping he did noisedlow her heart
melted when he smiled like that. Like father, Ié@n, she thought,
settling him more comfortably on her hip. He hastls of sugar on



his chin and a dab of pancake mix on one ear. '\Waxle to wash
you, too.'

'‘Bath,' Jason said in a tone that brooked no argtime

The bath involved a fleet of plastic boats, thrdaoer ducks, several
sponges and a great deal of noise. Jason enjogelithoroughly.
Eventually, dried, powdered and clothed, he wag &&m the
bathroom while Jenny mopped it and herself up. A& wiped the
mirror she smiled at her reflection, knowing tha&testoo, had
enjoyed the bath.

In the hallway Gillie was still chivvying Daniel, v had not yet
found his goggles. '‘Come on, Daniel, you'rslewv.Look, there they
are, under those comics. Darry!

Jenny started to make the beds. Daniel was not slosvreflected; it
was Gillie who was impatient.

Deliberate was a better way to describe Daniel. tv@Hat one could
learn bringing up three children...

I'm more than half in love with you ... she fouretdelf clutching one
corner of Gillie's blanket and longing with her rida be part of this
family with all its complex demands and equally @&x rewards.
So what did that mean? Was she, to use his ownsyandre than
half in love with Graham? Or was he simply a mearesn end? The
man whose children could fill the emptiness in $wul?

She tucked in the blanket, plumped up the pillod stnaightened the
bedspread, and all the while her thoughts rambfedAould she be
as affected by Graham if he did not have childeemgady-made
family that could become her own?

She genuinely did not know. Graham had childrepy thvere an
inseparable part of him. Yet at some deep levéleinbeing he was



her complement, the man who could answer her n&dsrespected
him. She liked him. She ached to make love with. l8ime stood still,

holding Gillie's teddy bear in one hand. | love hghe thought, and
felt clarity and joy envelop her. She sat downlmédge of the bed,
still holding the teddy bear.

‘Jenny, we're leaving now ... Jenny—are you okay?'

She gaped at Daniel and Gillie, realising how shlg must look. 'I'm
fine,' she stammered. 'Enjoy your lesson, won't?yblave you got
everything you need?'

‘Yep,' Daniel replied, brandishing his rolled-upnvéd. 'We'll be
starving when we get home.'

She put the teddy bear with Gillie's dolls, wheeesht like a sultan
surrounded by his harem. 'I'll see what | can dbaVg Jason up to,
do you know?'

'‘Dunno,' Daniel answered. 'Dad says when he's goiebetter watch
out.'

Hurriedly Jenny got up. 'I'll go and find him. Semu later.’

Jason was in the hall. He had pulled the bookebilite lowest shelf
of the bookcase and was peacefully leafing throagincture book,
chattering away to himself; Jenny retreated quitidfore she could
disturb such a harmless activity.

By the time she had tidied the upstairs she hddegad at least one
load of wash. She brought Jason downstairs, putltitees in the
washer, then did her best to draw up a grocery Aiat indignant
meow from the living-room sent her to the rescué¢hef tabby cat,
again in Jason's clutches. She transferred the twate drier. She
removed Jason from behind the chesterfield, whereh&d got
wedged in pursuit of the cat. She swept the kitcHear. She



prevented Jason from eating a magazine. She stagpdrations for
lunch, folded the wash and put it away. Then Daael Gillie came
home.

What have | accomplished? Jenny wondered dazedheasaid the
kitchen table for lunch. Where did Mrs Layton fithee time to polish
floors and bake chocolate cakes?

After Jason had had a nap, Jenny took him groderyEng. The cart
was nearly full and the list completed when a ragdd woman in a
flowered housedress came bustling around the cokvéry, Jason!

she gushed. 'And where is your father? Oh, he#tar,dyou must be
Dr Tyson's friend, Miss Sprague ... we haven't rbat,| attended
your delightful recital, such a pretty dress yourgvthat evening, |
really don't blame Dr Tyson for being bowled ovéivee said to him

once I've said to him a dozen times," "You need@dgvoman, Dr

Tyson." But of course men are all the same, atkeit?' She thrust
her heavily made-up face at Jason and cooed, 'Hyalty. Pretty

little baby.'

Jasen leaned back as far as he could in the camylesd and said
clearly, 'No, no, no.’

Said Jenny, who had recognised the red hair irgtamen without
the pruning shears, 'You must be Mrs Magnusson.'

'Elva Magnusson, that's right, dear, | live rigbtass the street from
Dr Tyson, such a fine man, isn't he?' She gave yJenrcoy,
orange-lipsticked smile. 'I'm sure you agree. An@mehs he today?'

Jenny smiled back. 'He's home, | believe. Niceateehmet you, Mrs
Magnusson.' She mentally crossed her fingers &edree lie.

'I'm sure I'll see you again,' said Mrs Magnussahl.



I'm sure you will, thought Jenny. Through the cuxt&he fled for the
cash register.

The rest of the day proceeded smoothly; by nineakahat evening
the children were all in bed and silence had de=gion the house.
Jenny cleared up the bathroom and the Kkitchen, tsi@od
irresolutely at the foot of the stairs, wonderifigghe should leave
now. It was nearly nine-thirty .. . and she wasdir

Jason solved her dilemma by beginning to cry, &\fugtle cry

without much conviction. However, when nobody carte

investigate, he put more energy into his efforéainy did not want
him waking the others. She went up to his roomnged him, then
wrapped a blanket around him and sat in the arm¢hai stood in
one corner of his room. He shoved his thumb imiosith and let his
head flop on her breast. Within minutes he wasegsle

Jenny settled herself more comfortably in the claand let her
thoughts drift. She was out on the marshes walkargl in hand with
Graham when she heard a door open and the falbtdteps. In a low
voice she called, 'Graham? I'm in Jason's room."'

She had left the hall light on. When Graham cantééadoor his tall
body was silhouetted against the light; he was mgaeans and
nothing else. 'Jenny?' he said uncertainly. dts isn't it? You should
have woken me.’

‘Jason was fussing, that's why I'm still here.’

He came into the room, and as his eyes adjustdtetdarkness he
must have seen his son's dark head on Jenny's.bHsasquatted
beside the chair. 'What's the problem?’

'l think he just wanted some attention.'

The others are in bed?"



She nodded. 'We had a good day.'

'So you've been here the whole day?' His voicepsim@d. "You
should have called Mrs Layton, Jenny.'

'Shush, or you'll wake Jason,' she hissed. 'Anyweg/ve been
through all this before.’

Tut him to bed and we'll go downstairs. | need dbing to eat.’
‘Not if we're going to fight,' she said stubbornly.

'So what are you going to do—sit there and hold thiewvhole night
through? Here, give him to me, I'll put him to bed.

As she relinquished her hold on Jason, GrahandItite out of her
arms. The moment had a peculiar poignancy for &eif she was
also relinquishing her tenuous hold on all of Gralsachildren. She
stood up, stretched, and said with assumed caleypfof tea would
hit the spot.’

Graham was covering Jason with a blanket. 'It swoeld. I'll join
you downstairs in a minute.' And he padded offimdirection of his
bedroom.

Jenny put the kettle on the stove and stared asiglesit off the

window until Graham came into the kitchen. He hatiqm a shirt. He
began opening cupboards and drawers, getting tegetieese and
crackers and a knife. 'You've had a long day, f&d s
non-committally.

She smiled. 'I'm wiped! Not used to looking afteree children! But
it was fun, | enjoyed it... | hope you don't firmbtmany gaps in the
grocery shopping.'



He cut himself a wedge of cheese. 'I'm feeling fioe, Jenny. You
might as well leave, I'm sure you've got bettengkito do on a
Saturday night than drink tea with me.’

She bit her lip. 'Are you being intentionally rud,is it just your
normal manner?"

'I'm not meaning to be rude at all, and I'm verprapiative of all
you've done. But there's no need for you to stagtstall I'm trying
to say.'

Jenny poured boiling water over the tea bags aibfsasstily, 'Do
you object if | have a cup of tea first?'

'Of course not. But what about Max?'
'What about him?'

‘As I've already mentioned, it's Saturday nighte8uyou have a date
with him?'

'l was stood up.'

Graham sat down in the nearest chair and saidblyit'My legs feel
like rubber. What do you mean- stood up?'

Recklessly Jenny decided to burn her bridges. 'sak| did have a
date for tonight, you're quite correct. Howeverhlkard that I'd spent
the night with you last week. So he cancelled out.’

‘Mrs. Magnusson!'

'Yes. As luck would have it | met her in the grocstore today... she
recognised Jason, of course. And she knew my name.'

‘God almighty! Didn't you tell Max nothing happeféd



'Of course | did. | also told him if I'd had my wagmething might
well have happened.’

‘You did, did you?' His eyes gleamed. 'I'm surelida't like that.’
‘Not really. Max likes his women complaisant.’

'You do realise you've sidetracked me beautifuliyt the subject of
Mrs Magnusson ?"

'l rather thought so,' she answered with a touckmaigness, putting
two mugs of tea on the table and sitting down acfasn him.

‘Jenny, | loathe the thought of you being the sttligégossip which is
not only malicious but also untrue.'

'I'm not crazy about it myself.'

'‘Which is a good reason why you should get in yaaurand go home
now. It would seem I've already wrecked your relaship with Max.'

‘You have, but not in the way you mean. The gos&is really
nothing to do with it.'

There was a short silence. 'Jenny, don't fall ve lvith me.'
She looked him straight in the eye. 'Why not, GnaP'a

'‘Because I'm not going to get married again. Amdoh't have an
affair with you.'

‘Yet you suggested you were more than half in leitk me.'
'‘God—did | say that? | must have been delirious!

'To have meant it or to have said it?"



He did not answer. 'Jenny, I've got nothing to giva.'
‘You underrate yourself.'

'I'm being realistic. Associated with me are aé ffroblems that go
along with three children—none of whom are yours.'

Although Jenny's nerves tightened unconsciously, faee gave
nothing away. 'But also all the joys that go witirele children.
Whether they're mine or not.'

'You can do one hell of a lot better than a thidyr-year-old
widower with three kids.'

'‘Maybe | don't want to do any better than thag' s&id quietly.
'Someone like Max, for instance.’

‘Why do you think Max has no commitments and resmlities?
Because he can't handle them, that's why. 1 damt Max, Graham.
| wish you'd get that through your head.'

'You're not in love with him.'

He had made it a statement rather than a questdrshe answered
him anyway 'No, I'm not. | never have been. | nevdrbe.'

As if he were repeating a lesson learned by roteh&n added, 'And
you don't want to go to bed with him.'

'Right. | had plenty of opportunity.’

'‘Max doesn't have any children.’



Up until now they had been fencing with each otkkirting around
the main issue. Again Jenny felt that uncomfortéigletening of her
nerves. 'Not as far as | know. So what?"

He pushed his chair back and stood up, going to &gmainst the
counter. 'lI've got three. A ready-made family fouy

‘What are you getting at, Graham?"'

Graham's face was bleak. He said evenly, "What'attihaction in the
Tyson household? Me ... or Daniel, Gillie and J&son

She looked at him. 'That's hardly a fair question.’
'l think it's a very relevant question.’

What was she supposed to say... | love you, Graligson?

Forthright she might be, but not that forthrighfod' re implying that
| see you as a means to an end? How very convehierg's a man
with three children .. . is that it?'

‘You have to admit it fits. You can't have childréme already got
three. An ideal match.’

There were bruised shadows under his eyes. Shertfeter heart.
‘The word that would describe me is opportunist—tiimat what
you're saying?'

'‘Don't be bitchy, Jenny! I'm trying to arrive aéttruth.'

‘Truth is one of those words like God. It has asiynaneanings as
there are people who use it.'

'So itis the children..."

'l don't want to go to bed with the children!" Slaged.



For a moment his frown relaxed. The sexual atiwadtetween us we
can take as given. No arguments there. No, it'eni@n that, Jenny.'

'l don'tknow!'she cried, hounded loved holding Jason this evening
and watching him fall asleep in my arms. | havewryspecial affinity
for Gillie. | like all your children and being witthem today filled
a—an emptiness in my soul. | can't deny that.’

'‘Funny ... | never thought I'd find a woman whaadailling to take on
all my children. I now find one who'd probably bema than willing
and I'm complaining.'

The children exist,’ she whispered. 'How can | sspathem from
you?' This was true, as far as it went. Tell me jowfeel about me,
she pleaded inwardly. But don't expect me to exjadisay feelings
unless you're prepared to do the same.

He was not—she could tell. Confusion and exhaustieyed his

features and flattened his voice as he said, 'Jaheytiming's all

wrong. | sense in you a lot of bitterness stilw#nds Marc and
Samuel, and towards your inability to have childr&od knows,

there's been bitterness in me as far as Mona'sooedt, bitterness
and guilt and the sensation of having failed henewver having been
enough for her ... Apart from all that, I'm nea#y years older than
you. And you're new to Brockton, you've scarcelyymur sea Tegs
yet.'

He stopped rather abruptly. She said the only tthagcame into her
head.l think you should sit down.'

'l think you should go home, Jenny.'

She felt ice-cold and very frightened. 'And stay oluyour life—is
that the message?'

'For a while | believe it would be wise for youdo just that.'



Clutching at straws, she blurted, 'But what aboutie® piano
lessons?'

'I'l drop her off and you can bring her home. Yand | don't have to
see each other.'

‘Do you dislike me that much?'

'If | disliked you, life would be simple ... go hemlenny. And thank
you for everything you've done today.'

At some point in the conversation he had walkek lhadhe table.

Now he gave her a pat on the shoulder which she suas he

intended to be brotherly. But by mistake his pa#th partly on the

open neck of her shirt, his thumb brushing her smowmarm flesh.

His face constricted. With a groan he pulled hdrdofeet, tipped her
face and found her lips in a kiss of such despmrdhiat Jenny felt the
tears flood her eyes; he was kissing her as if Beeva dying man
bidding his last farewell, as if he would never tee again or hold
her in his arms or taste the sweetness of her mouth

He pushed her away, grabbing the nearest chaisupport. 'Go
home, Jenny—please,' he said hoarsely.

She was trembling, a battle raging within her. hath you love him
and see what he says, urged one little voice.

Run, Jenny ... or are you courting rejection nuntbexe? countered
the other.

Afterwards, she was convinced she would have renalbse there
was too much past history to have done otherwisg.aBthe time

Jason saved her from a decision by emitting a lorayrnful cry that

carried all the way down the stairs. Til go," Grahsaid quickly.

'‘Because we've said it all, haven't we, Jenny?'



She allowed her misery and confusion to show irfée. "You seem
to think we have, Graham. I'm not so sure.'

'‘We have.' Another cry from upstairs, louder andermmperative.
Take care of yourself,' he said flatly, and le# tbom.

Moving like an old woman, Jenny went in searchaflmandbag and
her car keys. She let herself out of the front doad clumped down
the steps, which wavered through the tears in y&s.6She got in her
car, blew her nose and backed out of the drivewayshe drove
away, the net curtains in the Victorian house thelbnged to Mrs
Magnusson twitched back into place.



CHAPTER NINE

DURING the next few days Jenny went over that convensaiaiween
her and Graham line by line, wresting from eachesese a variety of
meanings depending on her mood. Since her mood v
predominantly miserable, the prognosis was nonhagtic.

Graham wanted to take her to bed, she never dothdedBut he did
not want to marry her. His previous marriage hadnbanhappy,
certainly. But had he loved her he would have wandemarry her
despite his problems with Mona, because theirs avbal to use his
own words, an ideal match. Therefore he did noteldwer, a
conclusion which brought her no joy.

Moreover, he suspected her of using him. She vestith this as
well, searching her own motives and emotions, gyiery hard to be
absolutely honest, and the conclusion she camesotihwat because
Graham had children, it was an ideal match for hdwut only
because she loved him for himself. If Max had thceddren, a
thought that boggled her mind, she would not haseied him. She
wanted Graham, with or without children. With wabanus. But it
did not seem as though she was going to have him.

Gillie's first piano lesson was not a good expexgerGillie was to
arrive by seven o'clock. By six-thirty Jenny hatkeasupper, cleaned
the kitchen and found the music she wanted thesotk on. She had
put on her favourite jumpsuit and rather a lot @ffpme, just in case
Graham came in with Gillie; perched on the armro# of the chairs,
she watched the road.

At five to seven the BMW turned into the driveway.
Gillie got out and closed the door. The car rewvetesad drove away.

Graham had not waved or even looked in Jenny'stebre Within
her, anger warred with pain, and professionalism:vgbe had a job



to do, a music lesson to conduct for a highly gifteipil. She would
bawl her eyes out after Gillie was gone.

But Gillie's departure, of course, entailed Jennyimg her home.
Lights shone from the windows of the grey and whiveise; Jenny
had to fight with herself not to follow Gillie uhé steps. 'See you
next week,' she said brightly.

Gillie gave a little skip of pure joy. 'l loved olgsson. Thank you,
Jenny.’

Some of the hurt was assuaged for Jenny—but omhe saf it, The
rest she carried home with her, where, true tonlwed, she indulged
in a good cry.

The pattern was the same the following week. Theadter Gillie's

second lesson Max took Jenny to the local inndoch, the meeting
he had suggested two weeks earlier. They ordesadcfiowder and
homemade rolls, the speciality of the house, than Baid with a lift

of his brow, 'So, Jenny, how are you?"'

‘Do you want me to say fine, thank you, or do yantithe truth?'

He puffed up his chest, 'I'm man enough to takerit@.' But there
was concern behind his smile, as well as—thougirtyle-a measure
of self-interest.

‘Miserable,' she said succinctly.

" Your friend Graham is not coping with the twertietentury as
cleverly as he does the eighteenth?’

'Stop trying to be cute,’ she said crossly. 'Wedteseeing each other
at all.'



" You look as though it was a year-long love affaist a matter of
three—it was three, wasn't it?—dates."'

'| fe«l as though it was for ever.’

He began to butter a roll. "Try one of these. St@ryourself won't
help.'

'‘How do you know | haven't been eating well?'

'l have eyes, Jenny. You've lost about five powidse | saw you
last." Again he quirked his brow. 'Right?'

'‘Right." Glumly she helped herself to a pat of éutll don't feel like
eating. | don't feel like doing anything very much.

'So what's the problem?'

'He has three kids, hang-ups about his wife andanger, and thinks
he's too old for me. Will that do for a start?"

'l have no kids, no previous wife or hang-ups, andrathe prime of
my life.' He grinned at her. 'Won't | do insteadstBuse |, sugarplum,
am willing!'

She patted his hand. 'You're good for my ego, Mdkanks. But no,
thanks.'

'Figured | should try, at least.' Briskly he bugganother, portion of
bread. 'So what are we going to do about this? ¥ét dlave you
languishing away to a mere shadow of your form#ér se

Max had anticipated her refusal; Jenny gave a sigh of relief,
‘There's nothing can be done,' she said. 'Thagsobithe reasons |
feel so rotten—because I'm helpless. Powerleshig@rdnas made up
his mind and that's that.'



'‘Minds can be changed, sugarplum. Even when thieypgdo a man
as proud as Graham Tyson.'

'Proud?’

‘Sure. Hell, if | had half a dozen squalling brats,you think I'd be
hanging around you? Not likely!"

‘Three is not half a dozen. And | love..." Jenntefad to a stop. 'l
love his children,' she finished more firmly. 'Whee not squalling
brats!'

Max warded off an imaginary blow. 'Okay, okay. o&mise.' The
waitress, who was approaching with their chowdedenstandably
looked a little startled,

he gave her his most charming smile. When she wiasf@arshot he
went on, 'Why don't you and | start dating again+amublicly? It'll
make Graham so jealous he'll forget all his scupled ask you to
marry him.' He passed her the salt and peppert'sThhat you want,
isn't it?"

"Yes. But it wouldn't work, Max. He'd think you veea much better
deal.'

'‘Why don't we start dating again anyway?' She Idokehim, her
spoon halfway to her mouth. 'When you know I'm—Dbimsessed
with somebody else? Come off it, Max,’

'‘Don't be so quick off the mark, Jenny, my lovea'dthiled at her with
engaging frankness. haven't met anyone else who interests n
nearly as much as you do. They all seem a bitichgifier you. Or
maybe—Ilike you—I only want what | can't have.’

Troubled, Jenny gazed down at her chowder, aseifctiunks of
potato and fish would give her an answer to henaiiha. '‘But, Max--'



‘Jenny, I'm willing to settle for whatever you'rblea to give. No
pressure, no strings, no games. And | don't waatfgeling guilty
because you can't give me as much as you thinknt-whcan look
after myself.'

'l. .. don't know. | don't understand how in sorsla time Graham
has become so deeply and irrevocably a part oflimexe's no sense
to it . .. and certainly no reward,’ she finishedhwa tinge of
bitterness.

'So, forget it for a while! Concentrate on my unbitead charms
instead.’

‘You can always make me laugh, Max, | give you.that

‘Maxwell the clown, that's me.' He was not meehirgeyes. In swift
compunction she said, 'Max, | meant that as a comapit, | didn't
mean to hurt you.'

'Let's get something straight, Jenny. I'm not inelowith you.
Intrigued by you and lusting after you, yes— but indove.'

She gave him her first real smile. 'Men are verynglicated
creatures.’

‘Almost as complicated as women.
'‘Amadeuss coming here next week. We could go and see it.'
'It's a date.’

She took a mouthful of the chowder, which was dalis, and hoped
she was doing the right thing. But if Graham didvént her, why
should she sit around in widow's weeds?



In a town the size of Brockton and a universitgasll as St Martin's,
it was inevitable that Jenny and Graham meet. if@sting did not
occur, however, for nearly three weeks, and thegpldne car park of
the supermarket, was scarcely fortuitous. Grahaas, getting out of
his car just as Jenny was walking over to hers artharmload of
groceries. He saw her, hesitated, then said pralsaiGive me the
groceries, Jenny, while you unlock the trunk.'

She seemed to be frozen to the spot. Her eyes del/bun, seeing
every detall of the dark, springing hair, the deape eyes, the tall,
rangy body. She swallowedliello, Graham.’

In a low voice intended for her ears alone he sildye you ever
made love in the car park of a grocery store?'

'l can't say | have.’
'Then stop looking at me like that. Or you will be!

A box with very sharp corners was digging into &&mach. 'l dare
you,' she said.

His smile was wryYou called my bluff. You've lost weight, Jenny.'
‘Unrequited love,' she murmured.

He took the two brown bags from her arms. 'Loveny&' he said
quizzically.

That's the word | used. You don't look so greatgelfi—what's your
excuse?'

He frowned. 'Why don't you unlock the trunk?"

'‘Why don't you answer the question?'



'‘Because | have nothing new to add to what I'veaaly said. Besides,
you're dating Max again, aren't you?'

She felt anger and pain flick along her nerves.alA® she said
coldly. We never really stopped.'

He glared at her. 'lIf you don't unlock the trudlkplut the groceries on
the ground and walk away.'

‘You're behaving very childishly,' she chided.
'It's the effect you have on me.’

‘Do you know the effect you have on me? | feelrmaigh I've been
jilted without having been engaged. As though yeuurned me
down without even bothering to get to know me.’

'Oh, I've always known you.' said Graham gravely.

She could not doubt his sincerity. With a helplegsture of
bewilderment she fumbled for her keys and unlod¢kedrunk. After
Graham had put the bags of groceries in, she slantheelid shut.
‘Thank you," she said. 'Don't let me hold you up.’

*You haven't asked how the children are.’
'l don't need to. Gillie keeps me in touch.’
‘You didn't get the 'flu?’

‘No.’

As he stared down at her, passers by glancedrat¢hgously. They
made a striking couple, he so tall and dark, sheecliand ripely
blonde—but more than that, the tension between thampalpable,
had they been screaming at each other they cotildave been more



openly in conflict. As if he could not help himsgliraham said, 'I'm
about as popular as a skunk with the children mgi.’

Jenny should have bade him a cool and dignifieelfall, got in her
car and driven away. Instead she said, 'Oh ... Why?

'‘Because you never come to the house.'
'l hope you told them it's because | haven't baeited.’
'l did. Talk about disapproval!

'If they all hated me you'd be usititat as the reason you and | can
see each other. That they all like me seems toidieag much of an
excuse! I'll never understand you, Graham Tyson!'

'It's not that they like you—it's that you love theYou notice | used
the word love.'

The breeze stirred her hair. 'It's the correct waltte said, raising her
chin.

''ve had a lot of time to think since | last samuyJenny. The reason
we're an ideal match is that | make you an instaother. Three
children, all yours. That's it, isn't it?'

‘Do you want me to say I'm not the slightest bi¢rasted in being a
mother? You know and | know that's not true.’

His face hardened. 'Let me tell you something aMuna, and then
maybe you'll understand why I'm not punching Maxthe jaw,
throwing you over my shoulder and carrying you tofthe nearest
Justice of the Peace.’



If there had not been such an undertone of memahbeés ivoice she
might have been amused; as it was, she waited lencs,
unconsciously bracing herself for whatever wasoine.

'l loved Mona when | married her. | thought shesldwne. Maybe she
did ... I don't know. She wanted to have a famitg #hat was fine
with me, I've always liked children. Just three thenafter we were
married she got pregnant with Gillie. Perhaps | hd@éw thoughts
that it would have been better to wait for a whitehave got to know
each other better before adding the complicatioa b&by ... but |
was happy, too. | had my Ph.D. and my first teaglpast. | was in
love with my wife, and we were expecting our ficiild. All was
well with the world.'

His eyes were faraway, focused on another timeamdher place.
‘And then Gillie was born, and Mona began to chahgeought it
was natural enough at first that she be wrapped tige baby; she'd
had a hard time with the pregnancy and a difficuith, and she
deserved to enjoy our new daughter. But | soon mégaealise that
she was obsessed with the child to the exclusion abf
else—including me. For months afterwards she didaltt to make
love. It hurt, she said. The truth was, the dottad told her she
mustn't get pregnant again, and not until Jasoncaaseived did she
ever show any real interest in me as far as sexwaserned. Making
love was for making babies, that was her rationakhe wouldn't get
babysitters because Gillie might cry, and she watigb on holidays
because Gillie's routine would be upset, on anid went, until | was
neariy frantic! Then my cousin and his wife werdeki and we
adopted Daniel. I thought it would break her tatasorption in Gillie,
and so it did. She now had two to be absorbedonone. And never
again did | have the feeling that | was necessaiMana or that she
loved me for myself. Oh, | was useful. | paid thisbl kept a roof
over her head, | paid for the children's clothes falwd and toys. But
beyond that she didn't seems®eme, or to realise that | might have
needs exclusive of those of the children. And wihteied to object to



the way our marriage had evolved, she was alwayslasoned
reasonable that | ended up feeling like a monstettdring to criticise
the sacred cult of motherhood. Do you understarall alenny—or
do you think | was totally selfish?'

Jenny was beginning to see the drift of the coraters. She became
aware of a strong dislike for Mona, who had noteldvGraham

enough, and could not chide herself for dislikingead woman. 'Of
course | understand.'

'l loved the children!" he burst out. 'But we nesddife of our own,
and we never had that ... well, you know the &ston was born and
Mona died. | had tried to keep on loving her, slas \wmy wife. But
somewhere along the way the love had died as We&ldragged his
eyes back to Jenny's face. 'You're intelligent ghdo realise where
all this is leading. | can see the attraction mijdcan would have for
you—and it terrifies me. | will not play seconddid to my children
again, Jenny.'

‘That's a neat game, Graham. If you meet someoaealaés like your
children, you won't marry her because you mightesetond. If you
meet someone who doesn't, she wouldn't be suitijevay. A

no-win situation—for the woman!'

'‘Okay, so I'm afraid of getting married again,' dr@rled. 'In the
position I'm in | have to play it safe. Because téelings of four
people are involved here— not just mine.'

'Five, | would have said. What about the unfortenabman?"

He ignored her comment. 'If the Kkids got reallyaelied to
you—because we're talking about you, aren't wesaote mythical
woman—and then you and | called it off, they'd bgattated.’

‘You can't call off something that never got s@ftedenny said
furiously.



Graham stepped closer and said in a low, ferocwouse, 'Do you
think | don't know that? I'd like to take you honght now and spend
a week in bed with you and then see if we canstihd the sight of
each other. That's what I'd like to do. But | calénny—because I'm
not free. The children watch me like a hawk. Thig you. They'd
love it if you moved in. But what if itdidn't workut? What then?
How would | tell them? How would | make them undansl?' He
gave her a shake. They'd be hurt! And—except feordavho never
knew his mother—they've been hurt before. | caa'itdJenny. |
won'tdo it!"

‘You're making your own prison! You're hiding bethihe children--'
She broke off, his fists clenched at her sides ofman was unlocking
the hatchback in the next car. From somewhere Jeamynoned a
more normal voice. 'Oh, excuse me, are we in yayav

Graham pointedly looked at his watch. 'I've gagdo Jenny.'

She gave him a brittle smile, hating him and lovimg in equal
measure, wanting to stamp on his toes yet alstrtant her arms
around him and kiss hinBo must I. I'd better not keep Max waiting
had I?' She was not seeing Max for another threeshbut Graham
was not to know that.

'‘No, | don't think you should keep Max waiting.sHioice was even,
his words fraught with more significance than shehed to hear.

The words burst out through no volition of her owsraham, leave
out everyone else—Max, Mona, the children and M
Magnusson—what do .vow want in all this?"

‘You, of course,' he said simply.

The woman had backed out of the parking spacetoel¢nny's and
another car had driven in, a car crammed with tgersaand
reverberating with rock music. A young man witloel of turquoise



hair and a single gold earring leaned out of thedaw and called
out, 'Hiya, Beautiful,' to Jenny. She was not dedtl.

'I'm as likely to marry that young man as | am trm Max,' she said.
'‘But I'm obviously even less likely to marry .y@oodbye, Graham.'

He was still standing beside the neighbouring saatee reversed and
drove on to the street, her emotions a delicatanoal between fury,
frustration and tears.



CHAPTER TEN

Two weeks passed. Gillie had her piano lessonsyJectured and
read and marked papers, and thought about Graheessantly.
Max, fortunately, was being a model escort, makinglemands on
her but making her laugh, for both of which she vgaateful,
although she was certainly clever enough to re&keseas not being
strictly altruistic. Max had designs on her, but¥\eas prepared to
wait.

Then, on a Friday afternoon at about four-thirgniy had a visitor.
She was in her office in the Music building markanbatch of essays
from her piano literature course, not an altogefiieasurable task.
There were two brilliant papers, several entirelgeptable ones, and
a few that made her fear for the future of Engismmar and the
status of music. She was fighting her way througmaze of
misplaced clauses supposedly describing ornamentatn the
barogue period when a tap came at the door. Skedaap, red pen in
hand, hoping for the sake of the supplicant thabhehe was not a
student. '‘Come in.'

The woman who entered was a stranger to her, yelelsow
familiar—tall, with upswept dark hair and gloriobtue eyes very
adeptly made up. The woman said in a friendly Kor@ce, 'Are you
Jennifer Sprague?' Jenny nodded. 'I'm Helen Walt@&msham
Tyson's sister.'

Jenny put down the pen and forgot about ornamentdi ou're very
like him," she said slowly. 'Please sit down, Mraliafs.'

'‘Call me Helen, please,' was the reply. 'In viewvbly I've corns to
see you, | think we should waive formality!" Shdicated the heap of
essays. 'l can see I'm interrupting, but I'm ndhgdo apologise.
Unless I'm totally mistaken, you'll consider theemuption justified.'



Jenny said sharply, They're all right, are they—altam and the
children?’

‘Apart from the fact that Graham looks like deatirnmved over, yes.
I'm staying for the weekend, so I've sent him pagkhe needed a
break from family and housework." She gave Jenmdisarming
smile. 'As I'm sure you know, he's far too constooers; | had quite
an argument on my hands before he'd go away.'

The same strength of jaw-line was evident in HelemaGraham;
Jenny would have liked to have been a fly on th# dwing that
argument. 'So why are you here?' she asked plégsaunte sure that
Helen was one for the direct approach.

‘Graham'’s in love with you—you know that?'

By a mammoth effort Jenny did not as much as bli@kie me one
good reason why | should answer that question,satltewarmly.

'‘Because unless I'm very much mistaken, the twmofare made for
each other. Graham needs you. The children needdyaliyou need
them.’

‘You've got a real nerve!' Jenny exclaimed, nat surether she liked
Graham's sister or not. "Three minutes ago you'haden met me!'

Helen crossed long, elegant legs. 'Let me put pahe picture. I'm
four years younger than Graham and | have the guddne to be
married to a very successful stockbroker whom pleago love. He's
the head of his firm, an expert in managementenshys I'm a born
dictator. You can decide whether or not you agretle nm. We live

in Toronto, by the way. | haven't seen Graham f@r@a year, and |
was horrified by the way he looked when | arrivadtinight. My

brother can be the most taciturn of men, as yohably know, but by
the time we'd worked our way through the bottl€bfvas Regal I'd
brought with me, I'd wormed the whole story out loin—the



beautiful young professor who was giving Gilliedess in piano, and
him, if you'll pardon the banality, lessons in Idvelelen leaned
forward, suddenly very serious. 'Jenny, Mona was @inthe most
persuasive arguments against marriage and motraétthabv | know
of. | know she was my sister-in- law and 1 triedyneard to like her,
but | hated what she did to Graham. She shut himShe killed his
spontaneity and his sense of fun—his youth, if {ike. All in the
most high-minded and sanctimonious way. She triedést to keep
him from the children, but there she didn't suceehd's always been
devoted to them and wouldn't allow her to pushtaitie sidelines ...
so if he's afraid of risking intimacy again, thera'good reason.’

Helen paused, apparently expecting Jenny to comnirt she
merely gave a self-possessed nod. Folding her hamas lap, Helen
went on confidently, 'l gather Graham's already ymu about our
somewhat disordered childhood. Being the eldebdne the brunt of
it. He told me last night that although, like oatifer, you're a pianist,
you've handled your career very differently. Grahamow—thanks
to you—able to accept that Gillie may well be hebfibe a career as a
professional pianist.’

‘Graham must have drunk a fair bit last night,'njenommented
coolly.

‘A fair bit. | drank my share, too," Helen addedhwa touch of
complacency. 'Anyway, he's obviously resolved amyflicts he had
about your job, so that gets rid of that objection.

'‘Objection to what, Helen?'
‘Your marriage!' Helen replied, surprised.

'If Graham suggested to you that he's asked metoyrhim, then he
really was drunk. The opposite is nearer the trltb‘s-spent a great



deal of time convincing me why it's impossible fog to marry.
Without ever taking the risk of asking me.'

'‘He's afraid you love the children more than him.'

The Chivas Regal must have been powerful stufatShrue—he is.
But he's never asked me if | love him.'

'You do. | can tell.'

‘You don't happen to be a lawyer, do you? Or alpaycst? You
seem to be leading me on beautifully. Yes, | da. lgw do | prove
it? How can | prove I'd love Graham if he didn'v@as much as one
child? Answer me that, Helen.' Jenny's voice wamiiling. She
picked up the red pen and doodled fiercely on o&zpad.

‘Certainly. | have a plan.’

Somehow Jenny was not surprised. 'Wtatyou do for a living,
Helen?'

'l run an employment agency. A very successful'one.
Jenny's curiosity got the better of her. 'So whhgsplan?’

'‘One of the other history professors has a cabthenwoods about
sixty miles from here. Glorious countryside, hilyeams, trees,
deer, trout—a superfluity of nature in its mostamed state.'

'‘But you prefer Toronto.'

‘Nature always seems to involve getting your feet and being
bitten by mosquitoes.' Fastidiously Helen straigatethe collar of
her silk blouse with a hand on which a sapphirevghb. '‘But Graham
loves it up there—says it gets him away from it Hig's there now.
He's not due back until Sunday afternoon. | suggestdrive up



there tonight, preferably after dark—which will inggs him no end
because it really is the backwoods—and tell himgame to see him,
not the children, and that you can't drive backgioinso you'll have to
stay over/ Thoughtfully Helen considered the samphOur mother
came from good Puritan stock, morals as straight@sn barrel and
just about as deadly. So Graham places a greabtimaportance on
such matters as reputation.’

‘But if it's in the backwoods, nobody will know Itmere.’
'He will.'

'Helen, this is all very clever, but the differeadsetween Graham
and me are a little too deep to be solved by aapsgte in the woods.'

Helen gave her a bland look. "You mean you're siciarégry?'
‘Subtle," said Jenny sarcastically.

‘Do you want him or don't you?'

Jenny's eyes fell first. 'Yes, | do.’

'If you drive up to the cabin it can't do any haAnd it might even do
some good. But that's only the first phase of taa.p

'What's the second?' Jenny asked in a resignedforméce.

Helen smirked. 'Oh, the second phase is up to.ydaraham told me
how charmingly you blush, | see he didn't exaggerBte third phase
Is this: the next morning I'll drive up to the cabvith the children.

The children are not pleased with their father.sTiiorning before
they left for school they drew up a list of all treasons why he
should marry you. They think it's a wonderful scleetm drive up to
Trout Brook—that's where the cabin is—and presastlist to both



of you.' Helen tipped her head to one side. 'Piaseshould be a
party, don't you think?"

Jenny stared down at the swirling red lines onribieepad. 'Helen,
seriously, do you think Graham loves me? We hagee'h that much
of each other, you know. And when we do get togetilewe seem
to do is fight.'

‘At tWd o'clock this morning—or it might have bewvo-thirty—he
was certainly acting like a man quite hopelessipue.’

'In vino Veritas?'
'In Chinas Regaleritas?'

Jenny took a deep breath. 'In the course of alaluoholic imbibing,
he must have told you that | can never have chlRlrelelen nodded.
'He thinks I'm using him, Helen. That rather thawirig him, | only
want his family.'

'‘Perfectly understandable, after Mona. And afteryalu never told
him you loved him—did you?'

“No! There are limits to honesty.’

'So instead—I'm only guessing here—you've spertraimof perfect
misery, and so has he. Time something was donddesily Helen
smiled, a smile so like Graham's that Jenny's l#@oped a beat. 'l
love my brother, Jenny. He went to bat for me omrertbhan one
occasion against my parents. I'd do anything imtbied to make him

happy.'

Jenny let out her breath in a long sigh and decsgtedliked Helen
Walters very much. 'You'd better tell me how to ggethis place,
Trout Brook.'



''ve drawn you a map.' Helen frowned a littlés'Bupposed to rain
fairly heavily later on, but only the last eightles or so is on dirt
roads, the rain shouldn't be a problem." She rehaite her very

beautiful leather handbag and took out a pieceapép

Dubiously Jenny looked at the spidery lines meandeover the
page, lines adorned with an assortment of littevas, numbers and
hieroglyphs. ‘It looks very complicated.'

' Not really. You start out in Moncton and you tuight. . .’

Jenny listened, made Helen repeat herself, and ccai@tfully, 'l
think I've got it.’

'I'm sure you have. You can always ask directibngu get lost.'
Helen pushed the paper across the desk to Jemnyo(8l do it?'

Something about the scheme appealed to the romatmgek in
Jenny: to arrive at her lover's log cabin in thekdass of an autumn
storm, to be swept into his arms ... it was a pitg couldn't wear a
long dress. Green velvet, she thought dreamilyh witdécolletage
and lots of white lace ...

Til arrive with the children about eleven in themmiag . .. Jenny, are
you listening?'

'‘Oh—yes, I'm listening.'
‘Just so we won't catch you in bed,' Helen addadedy.

'If Graham realises the whole thing is a set-up, yoght catch me in
the woodshed!" Jenny countered, managing not tshblhis time.
‘Eleven o'clock. Okay.'

'‘Good. What time will you leave this evening?'



She considered. 'No later than eight. | shouldvadla hour and a half
to get there.'

Helen stood up. 'I'l let you get on with your workve enjoyed
meeting you, Jenny, and I'll see you again tomorr@aod luck.'
Solemnly they shook hands across the desk, thesnHisd the office,
closing the door behind her with a decisive snap.

Jenny looked at the map and the swirling red daodée looked at
the last page she had marked on the essay, withlaitgling
participles, its double negatives and incorrecnptms. She put the
red pen in her drawer and stood up. If she wasggirout Brook
she had more important things to consider than desro
ornamentation and faulty sentences. To start \as$ha green velvet
dress was out of the question, she had to decid¢ whvear.

She eventually settled on a royal blue jumpsuibhaitvide black sash
and black slingback shoes: a concession to thewwmsds without
surrendering a certain sophistication. The operklmex could be
adjusted to levels ranging from prudish to wantéhe sash
emphasised the satisfactory smallness of Jennyss, Wee lacy-black
underwear she wore underneath was not chosen fanttvaShe took
a raincoat, a pair of rubber boots and a toothbr8kk did not take a
nightdress.

At seven-thirty she left the house. Although it wext raining, the
wind was blowing in fitful gusts so that the lowrging clouds
scudded across the sky. It was already dark. Séekel that she had
the map and turned on to the Trans-Canada Highway.

Such was the power of Helen's personality thatyaad given very
little thought to the success or failure of hersiwa. Now, as her car
sped along the highway and the first raindropstepad on the
windscreen, she began to worry. Gall, effrontegrve ... all those
words would apply to Helen's scheme. Not to mentiamacy!



Graham, who had gone to the cabin in the woodpdace and quiet,
would have every right to send her straight badRrtwckton. Or, she
thought ruefully, to banish her to the woodshedeA&ll, she only
had Helen's word that he loved her, and at the tim&raham's
confession Helen had been matching her brothek don drink.
Perhaps Helen had misunderstood, or heard whatah&anted to
hear, or had falsified her account for reasonsesfdwn. As Jenny
drove through the darkness she realised that athshie liked Helen,
she did not totally trust her.

She negotiated the rain-wet streets of Moncton,sexbshe bridge
and turned right. So far, so good. The route numberthe white
signs at the side of the road matched the numbethe map, and
although it was raining harder, the road was harthsed and in
good shape. Her car purred along smoothly. On aklé rPlacido
Domingo and John Denver sang of love, and to sobérenerves
Jenny sang along with them.

At the next crossroads she turned right, theratetie T-junction and
right at the fork in the road by the church. Aife@rmap, she thought
exultantly, knowing she would be arriving on Gralsemoorstep
within the half-hour. Clever Helen. Brave Jenny.nerful Graham

The road divided into two. Jenny slammed on thekdwaand
consulted the map. According to the map the roadilghnot have
divided into two; some of her euphoria evaporatSe peered
through the windscreen. Not a house or a buildimgsight, no
signposts,and the telephone poles went both ways.

She frowned at the map. Generally speaking shdéad keeping to
the right; maybe she should go right again. Slokdll on her signal
light, even though there was no one behind her, too# the
right-hand road. When she had gone a couple of nstéswithout
seeing a house, the tarmac ended. But the diicifvas wide and



well graded, so Jenny drove on. A mile further be same to a
crossroads. A drunken signpost bore the namege¢ tilaces, none
of which was mentioned on the map. Jenny debatathtyaround,
then down the left-hand fork saw the distant glimofdights. Lights
meant people, and people meant information. Sheetuteft. The
lights came from a little village boasting a snimitk post office with
a wet flag tangled around the flagpole, a gasmtatilosed, and a
general store, open. Jenny pulled up in front ef $tore, put her
raincoat around her shoulders and ran for the door.

The proprietor was a very old man, stooped and kigdh his
clothing as fusty as the air in the store. He wss @ery deaf. Jenny
explained her destination as best she could, triengpeak slowly,
loudly and distinctly.

Trout Brook?' he echoed, holding the map closeiganbse with a
hand that shook. Trout Brook's over the mountaMaguely he
gestured at the shelves of canned goods behindThiat a way.'

'How far?' Jenny yelled.
'l dunno. Three, four miles maybe. But the road amgood.’
'If I go back to the crossroads which way do | go?"

'You can't get to Trout Brook from there." He peerat her
Suspiciously. ‘Not much goin' on in Trout Brooksthime o'night.’

With a sinking heart Jenny realised Helen had régteto mention
the name of the professor who owned the cabinvibiting a friend,'
she shouted, hoping that her neckline covered éeertdly; the old
man's eyes had a tendency to wander. 'I'll gogstraip the hill, then.’

‘They don't call it Breakheart Hill for nothinV Heulled an
old-fashioned watch from his pocket. Time to cloge You gonna
buy anythin'?'



She bought two of the freshest looking chocolats lbad a can of
pop, the top of which had a thin film of dust onAs she went down
the steps the old man slammed the door shut bét@nand turned
out the light. She scurried round the car and pe#d in her seat. To
give herself courage she ate one of the chocolate It was stale.
Then she started the motor, turned on the wipeds hemaded up
Breakheart Hill.

For the first half mile or so she thought the olédnmhad been
exaggerating, because the road was in passablé&ioorahd there
were houses scattered on either side of it. Bum,tladruptly, it
narrowed, trees closing in on either side. Watkedan the ditches,
where it belonged, but it had also gouged runnelthé road and
eaten away the mud shoulders. Jenny clutcheddbkersg wheel and
kept to the middle of the track, hearing rocksleatgainst the
underside of her car and feeling the wheels grah faurchase in the
gravel. For the first time since she had left Btook Graham was not
uppermost in her mind.

The incline grew steeper and the road narrowethénbeam of her
headlights she saw spruce boughs tossing in thed vend

moss-covered boulders as big as her piano. Loggiads vanished
into the blackness. Perhaps the old man had begmgla cruel joke
on her, and at the top of the mountain this roadwtould turn into a
sea of mud indented with bulldozer tracks and edgial piles of

pulpwood.

But she was doing him an injustice. The road |legktiut at the top of
the mountain and as the wind buffeted the car baddin lashed the
windshield, the slope began to head downwards. wnei@ard slope
presupposed a valley, and a valley a brook. A breiik trout in it,

Jenny thought optimistically, and a log cabin oa #ide of a hill

where a dark-haired man would welcome her with cgrems. Please
God, she thought frantically, as the car judderewvrd a grade



corrugated like cardboard and she fought to cotiteivheel, let him
be pleased to see me.

The road came to an abrupt end after a hairpin aurd once again
Jenny was faced with the choice of a right or &Hehd turn. A
makeshift tar-paper shack with two old cars anduakt parked
outside faced her on the opposite side of the ngathw light shining
from the front windows. The strain of Breakheartl Had told on
Jenny. She was tired and anxious to get to heinaéisin, in no mood
to drive around the back roads searching for Grahasabin.
Resolutely she pulled behind one of the cars, hattap her raincoat
and ran up the plank walk to the front door. Shdatbear the rumble
of masculine voices. Raising her fist, she bangethe door.

The voices were cut off in mid-sentence; all Jermyld hear was the
rain dripping from the eaves and the sough of threlwn the trees.
She almost turned and hurried back to the cathfre was a waiting
guality to the silence that unnerved her. Howeskee, firmed her lips
and knocked on the door again.

It swung open so quickly that the man must have sending on the

other side of it all the time. He had a black beand a belly that

strained at the buttons of his checked wool st\itien he saw her, an
expression that could have been relief briefletiftiis dour features.
‘Yeah?' he said.

Tm looking for Trout Brook. Please can you tell mbich way |
should go?'

At the sound of her clear, high-pitched voice thber men
crowded behind the first, two younger and somewhaire

presentable, the other older, unshaven, his epesibhot. One of the
young ones guffawed. 'Cops getting prettier eveny, éh, Jake?'



'‘Shove it,' the other young one growled. 'Aren't ywnna ask the
lady in, Stan?'

Black-bearded Stan said churlishly, "You wanna corfde

'‘No, that's all right, thanks," Jenny replied, maich liking the looks
of Stan or any of his cohorts. 'lIf you could just the which way to

go.'

‘Trout Brook's that way.' He pointed to the rightmile or so.'
'If you blink, you'll miss it," Jake supplied. 'Wiou lookin' for?"
‘A log cabin on the far side of the brook.'

'Only one log place up there, up on the hill. THieeroad to the right
across the bridge and bear to your right.’

So the cabin existed; Jenny had been beginningtaer. She gave
all four of them a generous smile. "Thank you. $arry to have
disturbed you.'

Stan gave her an inimical look, and before the rstle®uld say
anything further, closed the door in her face. yetomned tail and
fled, her boots sucking in the mud as she crossedenhd of the
driveway. Only a mile to go.

She drove away from the shack, knowing she hadrupted some
kind of illegal activity, which, judging by the re®f liquor that had
emanated from the four men, could have been baptigg They

probably had a still back in the woods. What elseld there be to do
in Trout Brook in the long winter evenings?

The road seemed to be following every loop in theok, which
churned between its banks on her right; to hertlheftvertical stone
face of the mountain launched itself up into threckhess. Miniature



avalanches had occurred with disconcerting frequemeaving
tumbled heaps of rocks part way across the roadJédmy was
driving slowly when a black truck with only one likight careered
around the corner and headed straight for her. [8aked and
swerved to the right. As the mud grabbed the whetlser car,
jerking it to a halt and throwing her against theesing wheel, the
truck passed so close that she saw rust marks Islatk paint and
braced herself for the scream of metal against Iméita thud of
Impact. But the truck whipped past with only inchiesspare. She
heard the diminishing roar of its motor, turned head and saw the
tail lights vanish round the bend. She said a vedg word that was
not normally a part of her vocabulary and let crtfirent-up breath in
a long sigh. Her heart was thumping and her hahadkiisg so badly
that several minutes passed before she openedtteadd walked
around to the far side of the car to assess thagam

The two rear hub caps were at least a foot desglinglutinous mud.
Without much hope of success Jenny got back ircéineand tried

both reverse and first gear. The car settledla htibre deeply in the
mud. A tow truck was called for, she knew, butsfas willing to bet

that Trout Brook would not boast as one of its aitresha garage, let
alone a tow truck. Cursing the driver of the blatick, she took her
bag and shoes out of the car, locked it, and stavédking.

Her raincoat was fashionable rather than waterpaodfshe had no
hat; her hairstyle was ruined almost immediatehe §ave thanks for
the rubber boots and walked on. Two more turnenrdad brought
her to a white-painted bridge that crossed the hrao#l a road that
wound up the hill on the other side to a brightigelling that might
or might not be a log cabin.

As she started across the bridge she felt watdddérdown her neck
and knew that her raincoat was plastered-to hent,frback and
sleeves. The legs of her jumpsuit clung to herfl&éso much for
sophistication, she thought with a vestige of humdihe green



velvet dress would surely have been accompanieddbyak with an
ermine-trimmed hood and dashing leather boots, mahéntion a
fiery steed and a black-haired hero whose stronts avould have
sheltered her from the storm .. .

Because she was too wet to get any wetter, Jeupped for a
minute and drew a long breath, gazing upwardsti@ompenetrable
black sky from which raindrops swooped to peltligs and tongue.
The air smelled of wet grass and fallen leavesdamk evergreens, a
pungent combination that took her back many yeavgten she was
a little girl riding on her father's tractor in tleood-lot behind the
farm. Jenny, you're delaying the. inevitable, herer self chided.
Unless you want to spend the night in the car, lyaxe to knock on
the door of the log cabin. For she was close enoughto see the
rounded, honey-coloured logs that were neatly ddedtaat the
corners, and to recognise the BMW parked besidedtiw. No
thanks to Helen's map, she had reached her déstin&hase one
was just about complete. The mere thought of phasdfilled her
with panic.

She drew another slow, steadying breath, thrusthhads into her
pockets and walked the last few feet as quickishascould. Standing
in the glow of the outdoor light, she tapped on dioer. She heard
footsteps, then the door was wrenched open. Forrrédble moment
she thought black-haired Stan would be standingethéelly

straining at his shirt. But the man who openeddber was tall and
rangy, with deep blue eyes and thick, dark haie Shid weakly,
'Hello, Graham.'

He grabbed her by the sleeve and hauled her boddy the step.
‘Jenny! Oh my GodJenny Where thehell have you been? I've beer
out of my mind . . . will you marry me? For Godaks say you'l
marry me!'



She gazed up at him, her face blank with shoclku Were expecting
me?'

'Of course | was! I've been tearing my bloody loaitr by the roots for
the last two hours! Where the devil's your car?'

'l can see where Jason gets his language,' sheredjtshoving her
hands back in her pockets. 'How did you know | e@®ing?'

'‘Helen phoned and told me. Said you'd be gettingyaavlittle after
six. Jenny darling, are you all right?’

'Oh, yes, I'm fine. Graham, what did you say whevalked in the
door?'

He finally produced a smile. "You didn't walk in-edlagged you in. |
asked you to marry me.'

‘That's what | thought.'

‘Well, will you?' There was a sudden, desperaensity in his face.
'Please say yes, Jenny. | love you so much.’

'I'm not dreaming? This is real?'
Very gently he pinched her cheek. 'No dream.’

Joy and mischief danced in her eyes. 'You're rlohgsne to marry
you just because you want a mother for your chil@dre

''d be the last person to do that.’

''ve walked through rain and wind and driven upd athown
mountains and talked to bootleggers and put myncdue ditch all to
prove to you that | love you for yourself. Becatise children aren't
here, are they, Graham? You're alone. And it'slyzame to see.'



‘Car in the ditch?' he repeated sharply.
'‘Mmm. Up to the axles in lovely red mud.’
‘You're not hurt?'

She took a strand of wet hair between her fingedd@oked at it with
slightly crossed eyes. 'A little damp but not Hurt.

He chuckled. 'Jenny, you can always make me laugaybmthat's
one of the things | love best about you. I'm trutypressed that
you've come all the way to Trout Brook to see me-fact, in a
minute or two I'll show you how impressed | am. Bou haven't
answered the question yet.'

‘Yes,' she said.
You will marry me?"
‘Yes.'

‘Thank God!" he said fervently, and took her indnsis. By the time
he had finished kissing her to his satisfactioe, filont of his shirt
was wet through where it had been pressed agagnsaincoat. He
held her away from him, the pulse throbbing atithse of his throat,
and said with a reckless laugh, '"You were undengtdihe case when
you said you were a little damp.’

‘After that kiss I'm surprised I'm not steaming! [@g cabins come
with mirrors?’

"There's one in the bathroom.'

She bent and tugged off her boots, getting mudesrihgers. Then
she lined the boots up on the rubber tray by ther dad said, 'Lead
the way.'



Graham took her by the hand. The front door ofcti@n led directly
into a single large room, which was a combinatiéivang room,
dining room and kitchen, and which boasted a palinte fireplace
and comfortable furniture in mellow, autumn ton€ke bathroom
was unashamedly modern. Jenny took off her raingzased it to
Graham and looked at herself in the mirror. The geuoit was
clammily moulded to her skin, the neckline exposgupseflesh
rather than cleavage. Her hair drooped around dwsrlike hanks of
wet rope. Her mascara had run. She struck andstand declaimed,
'You see before you the suave, sophisticated Misaifer Sprague,
whose plan was to seduce you with her glamourelegiance and her
beauty ... | wouldn't blame you if you ran the othay.'

Negligently he leaned against the wall. ‘"Nowhereuto to in Trout
Brook. Particularly on a night like this. So sedoictwas on your
mind, was it, Miss Jennifer Sprague?’

'l spent at least half an hour before | left fugsmth my make-up and
my hair,' she complained.

'l have never considered waterproof mascara a quisiee for
seduction.

She smiled at him in the mirror. 'Oh? And what doyonsider the
prerequisites, Professor Tyson?'

‘A woman who can be soaked to the skin and stillngeheart beating
as if | were a teenage boy ... a woman with laughtéer eyes, and
generosity in her smile, and love in her heart..eljes met hers
steadily in the mirror. 'A woman of character aneiligence, whose
body | ache to possess and whose soul | would share

Jenny made a tiny, helpless gesture, her eyesofutkars. 'Oh,
Graham ...’

'l love you, Jenny.'



She turned, wanting to see the man rather thareftextion. 'l love
you, too,' she said in a low voice.

'If you start to cry,' he murmured, 'your mascaith iwally be done
for.'

'I—I'd better wash my face.’

'l think you should come into the bedroom and tekethose wet
clothes. | wouldn't want you to catch pneumonia.’

The moment of choice . . . Jenny walked over to &ma touched his
damp shirt. "You could be in danger, too.'

‘True." With a strength that took her breath awiagham threw his
arms around her and held her close. 'Jenny, cochenake love to
me—so | know you're real. Because maybe, like youafraid all
this is a dream.’

She remembered Mona, who had pushed him away @ntadhgiven
her a child. She took his hand in hers and satti/sdhen let us show
each other that we are real.’

The bedroom was dimly lit, and cool. Jenny shiverdeelr mind
seizing on details in the room because she wa®uenA sheepskin
rug lay on the polished pine floor, which had thene patina as the
log walls. The bedspread and curtains were tea:lthe bed seemed
very large.

'You do want to be here, Jenny?'

He was standing a couple of feet away from her,hlaisds at his
sides. He was, when he chose to be, too guardeghaorshow his
emotions easily; she wondered if he, like herseds at some level
afraid of the transition to intimacy. Certainly Weuld force nothing
on her that she did not wholeheartedly want.



She smiled at him with perfect naturalness. 'lI'id ¢ehe said, 'l want
to be in bed .. . would you mind getting me a toweim the
bathroom, Graham?'

As he left the room, she tugged off her sash angbguwit, dropping
them on the floor. Then she quickly pulled the gms her hair. She
was sitting on the edge of the bed in her lacylbolawlerwear when
he came back in. Again her smile was wonderfullytursd.
‘Thanks—be a dear and dry my hair a bit, will ydll?soak the
pillow like this.' And she tipped her head forwacthsing her eyes.

He was gentle with her, his fingers massaging balpsas the towel
drew the rainwater from her hair and fluffed it gnol her head. Then
the towel joined her clothes on the floor. Jenng her fingers

through her hair, saw the emotion smouldering snface and knew
with a thrill of excitement that he had not beefiwdus to the black

lace.

She stood up, and as if they had been married darsy starting
unbuttoning his shirt. She pulled it free of hisistldand, her palms
smoothing his skin. Then her fingers reached fer ¢htch on his
jeans. 'Help me,' she whispered.

Like a man in a dream he discarded his clothes.oBlyt when she
guided his hands to her breast did his controllkorei@ sobbed out
her name. Then they fell back on the bed and hied$avere
everywhere and his kiss opened the floodgatesenf thutual need.
The scraps of black lace joined the rest of hahel® With elemental
passion her body arched to receive him.

There was little subtlety to that first lovemakinige subtlety came
later, when they woke in the middle of the nighfitml themselves
entwined, and made slow, languorous love in th&.d3ut the first

time was quick and urgent, a blinding voyage ofcoN®ry, a

desperate search for release.



His tongue brushed her nipple. She moaned withspleaand saw a
fierce, matching pleasure in his face. Then, e ifould not wait, his
hand slid down her belly to caress the moist jgrohher thighs. Her
voice, almost unrecognisable, cried out his namdh \Vgudden
confidence, a sureness of touch, his fingers str@el probed her
hot, curving flesh until she trembled and shook bBadged him to
enter her. Resting his weight on his hands, heabégr, agony and
delight mingling in the blue, blue eyes. At thesfithrust her body
convulsed. Inexorably the inward rhythms claimed, loksplacing
everything but their own imperative, driving helerglessly towards
the explosion of release whose core was, mystdyiousity. And in
the white heat of climax Graham helped her, matt¢tegdjoined her,
and lost himself in her ...

Afterwards they lay in each other's arms in awe&tgilence. He was
still within her. Jenny lay quiet, wishing he coglady for ever, linked
to her and held by her, claiming her as his own.

Graham spoke first, his voice overriding the thiofrmain on the roof
and the lonely cry of the wind. 'Jenny, that waseerful. You're
wonderful. | feel wonderful.' He gave an exultaadh. "You wanted
me, didn't you, and you made no secret of it. Yawegeverything that
was yours to give. No holding back. No games, ngdiaing .. . I've
never experienced such generosity as yours, | yanto know that.’

'‘Because | love you,' she said simply. 'How coulgelother than
generous?"

'l don't think you could be . . . because it's yaature to be generous.
His words slowed. 'That's what | began to undedstahile | was
waiting for you—two hours gave me a lot of timethak. You love
the children, Jenny, | know that. | thought someltbat meant you
would love me the less... but it doesn't mean #tadll, doesn't it?
Because you're who you are, you have love enoudhaspare for
all of us.’



'l love youy Graham.' Her voice shook with the strength of h
feelings.

'‘Sweetheart...' He kissed her, to their mutualemde satisfaction.

''d love you if you didn't have any children at'alenny announced,
knowing how important it was that she say thosedsor

His kiss reassured her that he believed her, lbeedand might quite
easily be enticed into demonstrating that lovAgain?' she
murmured. 'So soon?'

‘Again and again. For as long as we live,' he Bardely.
She held him close. 'l didn't know | could be théppy.'

'l hope | can always make you happy, Jenny. Whirahgb me to
something else | want to say. | love my childreat Bdon't want our
marriage to be overwhelmed by children and domégti/e'll take
illicit weekends away from them, and holidays witilst the two of
us.'

With lazy sensuality she ran her fingers down pise. 'Any kind of
a weekend with you sounds like heaven.’

'l can't concentrate when you do that.’

‘Complaining?'

He laughed. 'Do you think we'll still fight, Jenny?

'l expect so. Sometimes. But they'll be good, hohgists.'

He grabbed her wandering hand, imprisoning it egjdirs chest. 'Be
serious, woman. Because there's something elsatltwaell you ...
Do you know how | visualise our marriage, our whigkationship?



As the certainty that no matter what happens inntbgd out there,

no matter what people say or do to you all dayethethe one sure
place where you can be accepted for yourself andden all the

barriers, knowing you're safe . . . | never had tertainty with

Mona. But | have it with you.'

'‘Nor did | with Marc,' Jenny said slowly, knowingrwords for the
truth. Although when Marc had broken their engagenshe had
been shocked, she had recognised afterwards tbed tiad been
warning signals she had ignored: that the ripeesiof her body had
mocked him with the knowledge that she could natr lins child.

'I've only made love to you once, Jenny, but | &e$er to you, more
truly intimate with you than I've felt with anyoreése in my life.’

He was echoing her feelings exactly. She snugglétieacloser, if
that were possible, and suddenly remembered samgeshie had
pushed aside when Graham had so precipitately pealto her in the
doorway of the cabin. ‘Graham, you said Helen ptdoegell you |
was coming, didn't you? Did she really say | wawieg at six?"

He nuzzled her neck. 'Mmm.'

'l told her I'd be leaving at eight.’

She had his attention now. "Two hours later?'
'I'm sure that's what | told her.’

‘She knew I'd worry about you on a night like thiSraham said
grimly. 'It was while | was waiting that | came oy senses and
realised that the children had nothing to do walwh felt about you .
.. what's the betting Helen did that on purpose?'



'Fairly high, I would think. | wouldn't be surpris@ she even left out
a couple of crucial turns on the map to be suredldn't get here too
fast. . . you've got quite a sister, Graham.'

‘To her credit, I'm sure she caught on that | wakve wijth you.
Helen's never been known for her patience, sheapiglwanted to
speed things up a bit.'

Lazily Jenny tickled his ribs. 'I'm glad she did aren't you?'
‘You could say so.'

‘She's bringing the children out tomorrow. Phaseelof her plan to
get you and me together.' Briefly Jenny describetehis strategy.
'So they're arriving about eleven to convince ymmake an honest
woman out of me.'

'‘Overkill.'

She stretched sinuously as his hand caressedmebabithat again ...
oh Graham, I'm so happy!"

'So you like phase two. So do I. It could lastragltime—Iike the rest
of our lives.'

They fell asleep to the sound of the rain. They evakd made love
and slept again. And the next time Jenny woke hatchv said
ten-fiteen. She stared at it in disbelief, putather ear, heard its
ticking, and grabbed Graham's bare shoulder. "Wpk&he children
could be here in half an hour.'

He opened his eyes, yawned lazily and pulled h&mdon top of
him. 'Giving me orders already?’

She tried to wriggle free. 'Graham, they mustnd fus in bed!



‘Then you'd better hold still. Because when you engour breasts
like that, | don't feel like getting out of bed.’

She blushed. 'I'm not trying to be seductive!

‘You don't have to try, my sweet. Particularly iouy present
unclothed state. Kiss me.'

'‘My jumpsuit's still wet—what will wear?"
‘Don't panic, there's a drier. Didn't you hear whssid?'

'l did. But one kiss is just as likely to lead t@second, and then a
third." She let her hand wander down his body. 'so@n.’

His laugh was as spontaneous as a young boy's. Wédivwwou know
me! What time are the children leaving Brockton? that they need
to come at all. | did propose to you, didn't I, wheu arrived last
night?'

‘You did. And | accepted.' She moved her hand agdmess you
want to change your mind?'

'l have no intention of changing my mind. But maybe should let
the children have their say.' He ran his handsnapbdmwn her back.
‘Come on, Jenny, get out of bed.’

‘But | don't want to now,' she murmured, nibbling éar. ‘How's that
for inconsistency?'

‘We'd better get married soon, so we can go tddggtimately.’
She kissed him. 'Whenever you say.'

'Did | ever tell you | loved you, Jennifer Sprague?



When Jenny caught sight of her watch-face agaimsait ten
forty-five. She scrambled out of bed, had a showealeher jumpsuit
was drying, bundled her hair into a knot on tofhef head, and tried
to wipe the idiotic grin off her face. The childremould not
understand the blue shadows under her eyes, behaiuld.

Jenny and Graham were sitting respectably in thmgdi room
drinking coffee when a vehicle came up the driveviaraham went
to open the door. He kissed Helen, took Jason filemarms and
smiled at the other two children. 'Hello, you gulsce to see you.
Helen, | gather you and Jenny have already met?’

Helen looked elegant and at ease in tailored pamisa matching
jacket. 'We have indeed.' She winked at Jennwariltell that phase
two proceeded according to plan.’

Her brother said lightly, 'Several times.’

"You know about it?' Helen asked, losing a littfdner poise.

'l not only know about it, | thoroughly enjoyed itsplementation.’
'‘Really, Graham ... the children have somethinggipto you.'

The two older children were still grouped by theddwo against
the world thought Jenny with an inward chuckle. They lookedy
solemn; neither of them had as yet spoken a wagdaBse she knew
what was coming, and because she knew she was golivg with
them and become part of their lives, she felt aanefielming surge
of love for them.

Daniel said portentously, 'We're a deputation.’



'l see,' said Graham with equal seriousness, gittawn and putting
Jason on the floor.

'‘We got an—an affidavit,’” Daniel pronounced, puyjlia piece of
paper from the back pocket of his jeans and uniglad. 'l wrote it
and we both signed it. You gotta be quiet, Jasdrlgwve read it.'

Jason smiled angelically at Jenny. 'Dadada,’ ltk sai
She picked him up and hugged him. 'Hush for a reihut

'‘Okay," said Daniel, clearing his throat and bemigto read. 'We, the
undersigned-"Aunt Helen told us that bit—want Datheowise
known as Graham Michael Tyson, to marry Jenny,ratise known
as Jennifer Sprague.' He grinned engagingly atyJelve didn't
know your middle name.'

‘Margaret,' she said.

‘Jennifer Margaret Sprague. | wanted to say spirgdtéhis parish
‘cause that's what the minister says in church vitvey read out the
banns, but Gillie wouldn't let me.’

‘Spinster sounds like a little old lady with gregifi Gillie said
stubbornly. ‘Jenny's not like that.’

Daniel frowned at the paper. The reasons are s\l

(1) We like Mrs Layton okay but she's not like a realher.

) We want a real mother.

©) We all like Jenny, specially after Snowflake's ftaleand we
think she'd make a good mother.

(4) So we think Dad, otherwise known as Graham Micligsbn,
should ask Jenny to marry him. Signed: Daniel TyGdie Tyson.'



He held the paper out to his father. We got Jasanake an X at the
bottom, ‘cause we know he likes Jenny, too.'

Graham took the paper, his face straight, and itetadough. ‘Very

cogent arguments,' he said, and got to his feelodled at Jenny, all
his love in his eyes. Miss Jennifer Margaret Speagpinster of the
parish of Brockton, may | request the honour of rydand in

marriage?'

From the corner of her eye Jenny saw the two @mldyape at their
father; they had presumably expected an argumepgrbaps even a
flat refusal. With equal ceremony, holding Jasorné¢o breast, she
stood up and said, 'l accept your proposal, Dr y¥dith pleasure.’

'Four witnesses,' he said. 'You can't get out obw, Jenny.'
'l don't want to.'

'So we are officially betrothed and the wedding teike place at the
earliest possible date.'

'‘Betrothed?' said Daniel.

'‘Engaged. Affianced. Plighted. She'll marry me, iBBn
Gillie's face was ecstatic. 'You really will, Jef?hy
Yes.'

‘That was easy,' Daniel said, looking a little gigainted, "We figured
we'd have to fight.'

‘You're supposed to kiss her, Dad,' Gillie ordengith a bounce of
Impatience. To show that you love her. You do, tgo?'



‘More than | can say, Gillie." He leaned over, daseyes following
every move, and gave Jenny a chaste kiss on ththmou

‘Now what?' said Daniel, the practical, with arhéigyear-old's scorn
for romance.

Helen, who had watched the whole proceeding weatefied smile,
said, 'l just happen to have a bottle of champagtiee car, as well as
some ginger ale. A celebration is called for.’

‘A party! Gillie crowed.
'l don't like champagne,’ Daniel said, very mucham of the world.
‘How do you know?' Graham demanded.

'l tasted it at Mr Garvey's wedding last year.dtsgup your nose and
makes you sneeze.'

‘There are those who would not agree with you, 8latbut at your
age I'm just as glad that champagne is not youwuate drink.' He

sat down on the chesterfield, pulling Jenny dowside=him, and the
children crowded round. 'You know what we have adicst of all?

We have to teach Jason to call Jenny Mama instedda.'

'‘Good luck,' Jenny remarked.

As Helen came back in with a picnic hamper, Darseid
distrustfully, 'Did you know all along that Dad wgsing to say yes,
Aunt Helen?'

'l had my suspicions. Better to be safe than sdreyen brought a
chocolate cake—just in case.’

Graham popped the cork from the champagne bottile Melen cut
the cake in generous slices and poured the gihgeflae champagne



had to be drunk from water tumblers. Helen raised dgiass. 'l
propose a toast,’ she said. 'To Jenny and Grahamy years of
happiness.'

Graham smiled at Jenny. 'An ideal match.’

Jason dug his fingers into the chocolate icing @ad smiled at her.
‘Dadada,' he said.



