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The prospect of a six-months' trip to the beautdiaind of Bermuda,

working in the beauty salon of a luxury hotel, sedrike Paradise to
Caroline.

But she had reckoned without the dampening effetaro Dryden,
the hotel's disapproving owner.



CHAPTERI

"OH, Caroline| want to have a word with you. Come down to m
office before you go to lunch, will you, please?"

Thedirectricepassed briskly along the corridor, her immaculgésy
hair delicately coloured with the new "Tahitian Tight" rinse.

Shelagh Curtis, who had overheard this request froside the
stockroom, gave Caroline an enquiring glance.

"Why the summons, | wonder? You haven't been kigKkrrible
Henri, have you?" she asked, with mock severity.

'‘Orrible  Henri was an unusually bad-tempered whiteodle
belonging to one of the salon's most importanntsielt was not his
fault that he was so shappy. He spent his life Ggnestaurant tables
and in stuffy fitting- rooms, and his digestion Haekn ruined by too
manypetits foursand soft-centred chocolates. Whenever his mistre
came to the Sanchia salon for a massage or a,faei#éy under the
treatment couch on a cushion specially reservedhior. Every
month he underwent a beauty treatment himselfpatagle parlour,
and recently he had suffered the crowning indigoityeing tinted
pale pink. His newest collar was pale pink sued#) tis initial in
diamante.

The thought of anyone daring to kick him made Gaeolaugh.

"Not likely - I'd be sacked on the spot," she angdeavryly. "Perhaps
I've been booked to do a bride."”

It was one of the salon's special services to desnded beauty
operatives to make up brides for their weddingstaedjirls always
looked forward to such assignments because thesrgiynreceived
a particularly generous tip, and enjoyed seeing#aitiful wedding



dresses designed by famawmituriersand the luxurious interiors of
their clients' homes.

However, it was customary for théirectrice to mention these
engagements when she passed through the salom dailyetour of
Inspection. A summons to her office usually meamfpmoof for some
shortcoming.

So it was with a slightly troubled expression t@atoline returned to
one of the elegantly appointed white and gold tmest rooms to
remove Lady Alistair's toning masque. She could meshember
having done anything wrong recently, but some efdlrents were so
fretful and captious that they would make compkifrom sheer
pettishness. One twinge when their eyebrows werekpl, or one
fingernail shaped to a fraction less than perfectamd some of them
would rush to thelirectricewith accusations of gross negligence.

It was a quarter to one when Lady Alistair slipfifigt pence into the
pocket of Caroline's pale blue overall, and satlfdo lunch at the
Caprice. She was one of the nicest clients; alwlagsdly and

cheerful, with a clear fine- pored skin that it veapleasure to work
on.

Caroline tidied the cosmetics trolley with its roafsottles and jars,
and turned down the heat from the radiator sottieatoom would not
be stuffy after lunch. Then she folded the fleeluelblanket which
kept clients warm and relaxed while they were auinite leather
treatment couch, disposed of the soiled cleanssges, and took the
used bandeau and towels to the laundry room.

"Shall | wait for you?" Shelagh asked, when heerfd hurried into
the staff room for a quick tidy up before presemtherself to the
directrice.

"No, you go on ahead. I'll follow as soon as | t@ajd Caroline.



It was the opening day of the winter sales, andtiee girls had
arranged to spend their lunch hour bargain- huntirane of the big
stores in Regent Street.

"Well, if you can't spot me in the coat departmeiain't waste time
searching the whole shop." Shelagh swallowed thentersel of a
ham roll, and reached for her raincoat. "Good latth Mrs. T. |
hope she doesn't keep you too long."

Mrs. Thackeray's office was on the ground flootha building, and
the door was already open. THeectrice was sitting at her desk,
looking through a large ledger which Caroline knimcontain the
operatives' sales sheets.

Oh, dear... my sales must be down, she thoughsiipea

For, as well as giving treatments, all the salaiff stere expected to
persuade the clients to buy beauty preparationaderat home, and
to encourage occasional clients to become regules.o

This was the only aspect of her job which Carotirseiked. It was

not so bad when she was dealing with women whonksee to be

wealthy. But a number of her clients were womenfbom a visit to

the salon was quite a momentous event, the relswiteks of saving
up so that they could look their very best wheerating an important
business function with their husbands. And witlerads of this type,
Caroline was always afraid that they might not dargay "No" if she

urged them to buy things, or to book a second ayppant.

"Ah, Caroline ... come in." Mrs. Thackeray glancgdand smiled at
her. "Close the door, will you? And sit down wadn't be a moment."
She continued her study of the ledger.

"Like the reception lounge, the hairdressing saond the treatment
rooms, the office had white and gold walls, a théelpphire carpet



and gold velvet draperies. Double- glazed windows sbit the noise
of the Bond Street traffic, and filmy white Terykewglass-curtains
screened a view of an exclusive furrier's estabiesft across the
road.

Caroline sat in the chair in front of the ornatgilged desk. Near it, in
a softly-lit showcase, the most expensive cut-cryisabns of the
Sanchia perfumes were displayed against a fallpplsire velvet.
Every morning the entire salon was sprayed with oh#e three
exquisite scents. Today, the rooms were redolenthef subtle,
slightly musky fragrance of "Tsarina". Tomorrow t@evould be a
piquant aroma of "Diadem". The third of the worei¥fous perfumes
- and Caroline's favourite - was the haunting, geis5pring".

On the wall opposite the showcase, in an impregglvégame, was a
full-length portrait of Madame Sanchia herself. feherere copies of
the painting in the Sanchia salons in New York Bads and Rome,
and the portrait was often used in advertisemampeagns, and with
magazine articles about the extraordinary woman ,whom
mysterious origins in Central Europe, had builaugst international
beauty empire.

At last Mrs. Thackeray closed the ledger. "Dontkiso alarmed,
Caroline. | shall think you have a guilty consciefiche said, with an
unexpected twinkle.

So it was not a carpeting. Caroline relaxed andesinfl did have a
rather difficult session with Mrs. Fitzroy- Vessitbe other day," she
admitted candidly.

"Oh, that woman!" Mrs. Thackeray said, with a gestuhat
dismissed Mrs. Fitzroy-Vessiter as one of the octopal hazards of
the beauty business. "Well, | have no doubt youtdeidgh her as
tactfully as you could. In fact your ability to copvith some of our
more trying clients is one of the reasons why yoe lzere." She



paused, and gave Caroline a searching look, agking up her mind
about something.

"Now | want to ask you some rather personal questicshe went on,
after a moment. "It's very important that you shkiobé absolutely
frank with me."

"Yes, of course, Mrs. Thackeray." Caroline was fifigst. She could
not imagine what all this was leading to.

The directrice leaned back in her chair and lightly clasped hier s
smooth-skinned hands. Her nails were lacquered \Sidmchia

"Peony Sheen" to match her hp- stick, and there adarge

square-cut aquamarine above her platinum weddintg 8he was a
widow, probably in her early fifties. Today she wagaring a

turquoise Chanel suit over a blouse of paler §likoline thought her
the epitome of mature elegance; a living examplehef Sanchia
maxim that good looks mellowed but need not fade.

"You are not engaged, | believe?"
Caroline shook her head.
"Nor likely to be?"

This time Caroline smiled. "Not unless somethingywenexpected
happens.”

Mrs. Thackeray chuckled. "Well, falling in love iapt to be
unexpected ... and sometimes rather inconvenishg"said lightly.
Then, her manner becoming serious again: "So itcvog true to say
that you have no romantic attachments at the mgnam none
which might become so in the foreseeable future?"

"Yes, quite true," Caroline agreed.



"You still live at home, | understand. Is there @pgcial reason for
that?""Not really. | simply prefer it. | could moveto London if |
wished. My parents wouldn't object,” Caroline saifllectively. "But
even if | did, | would still go home at weekenddl. Ay interests are
there."

"Ah, yes, you're very keen on swimming and sailiaggn't you?"
Evidently Mrs. Thackeray had been studying the tiisaire which
Caroline had had to fill in when she first applfeda training course
at the salon. "Well, that is also in your favowshe murmured, half to
herself.

Caroline wished she would come to the point ofititerview. She
was beginning to suspect that a transfer to analen was in the
offing. But she could not see what her interesswimming and
sailing could have to do with it.

"Did you know that Madame Sanchia was in Londaha@amoment?"
Mrs. Thackeray asked, changing the subject.

"Yes, she was mentioned in the paper yesterdayingtn

"She is only here for two days on her way to Patlse directrice
explained."As you probably know, she still takesrdense personal
interest in every aspect of the business. Evengiho is a
world-wide organization now, she continues to makeha major
policy decisions, and sometimes to deal with gsmall matters."

"But she must be very old now, isn't she?" Caradaie wonderingly.
She knew that Sanchia cosmetics had been launcisedffer the
First World War, and that their creator could seércbe the
maghnificent black-haired beauty who gazed regallyrdfyom the oll
painting on the office wall.



Mrs. Thackeray swivelled her chair so that shedmald admire the
flawless ivory complexion and flashing dark eyesalmust have
been an excellent advertisement for their ownérss hiome-made
beauty aids.

"Yes, she is old now," she agreed. "Over sevenshduld think -
although nobody knows her exact age. That portvais painted
when she was in her prime. Now she never permyghotographs,
although she is still remarkably handsome. | expeutd like to meet
her, wouldn't you?"

Caroline was still gazing at the picture, and at fddoulous emerald
necklace round the long white throat.

"It would be like an audience with royalty. | shddde petrified,” she
said wryly.

"Not too petrified, | hope. She wants you to hawendr with her
tonight."

Caroline gaped at her, dumbfounded.
"M - me?" she stammered, at last.

Mrs. Thackeray smiled at her evident consternatibhere's no need
to panic. Madame won't eat you. As a matter of $aets much less
formidable than she sounds."

"But why? - what for?" Caroline exclaimed incredidiyu

"Because, as | told you just now, she likes to ke¢puch with every
aspect of the business. At the moment she wishieave a talk with
one of the girls from this salon, and I've decitiedend you along,"
Mrs. Thackeray said calmly.



"But | can't go ... I've nothing to wear," Carolipetested.
"What are you wearing under your overall?"
"My yellow jersey dress ... it's as old as thestlll

"Never mind. Madame Sanchia likes bright colours] ahe knows
you weren't prepared for this invitation," ttieectricereassured her.

Caroline bit her lip. "I shall be quaking all afteon," she murmured
distractedly.

"My dear Caroline, it may be something of an ordbalt it's also a
very great honour,"” Mrs. Thackeray reminded hesptyi "And if

you make a good impression, it may result in a veofudl opportunity
for you."

"l don't understand...?" Caroline began.

"Well, I'm not really supposed to tell you anythihthe older woman
said, frowning slightly. "All | will say is that Mdame Sanchia
intends to make a special appointment from amormg Libndon
personnel, and that she might - onlyght- choose you. So you see
this is not the time to give way to unnecessaryeerAnd they are
guite unnecessary, | assure you. Madame is an tegpgyutting
people at ease. She's most human and delightfulllsoon relax
once you've met her."

A wonderful opportunity ... a special appointmentmake a good
impression ...



Caroline's head was still in a whirl of speculataond apprehension
when Shelagh came back from the sale to find hH&ngion the
radiator in the staff room, abstractedly munchingpple.

"Did you snap up any bargains? Look what I've ¢gi't it the most
gorgeous colour for cheering up the rest of thetavi\

Shelagh unwrapped her sales trophy and triumphantigielled it
before she noticed that her friend seemed oddmprassed by such
a spectacular bargain.

"Don't you like it, Carol? Anyone can see it's adelo My sister
always says the only real sales snips are theagipdn things which
only last one season. And from twenty-five poundsvm to ten! -
well, I just couldn't resist it. | say, what's tmatter - d'you feel ill ? "

"No, I'm fine. | think it's lovely, Shelagh,” Camé said hastily,
forcing herself to concentrate on the vivid corapdoat which
undoubtedly was an enviable snip .

"You haven't been out," Shelagh said sharply, zew]i that
Caroline's raincoat was dry, while her own was dathpver the
shoulders."Surely Mrs. T. didn't keep you in atidh-hour? What did
she want? Was it a wigging?"

Caroline shook her head. Mrs. Thackeray had askdnbt to
mention the matter to the other girls. But shetfedt she could safely
tell Shelagh about it - and how else could sheamrplot going out,
and being in such a dither of nerves?

"Lawks!" Shelagh exclaimed, when she had heard wined
happened in her absence. "Well, rather you thanl releould faint
with terror. When's the eleventh hour ... and wisetiee old girl
staying ? "



"She's staying at the Lanchester. I've got to leeetlat half past six
because she's going out somewhere at eight," Garelkplained.
"Oh, Shelagh, I'm palsied. It wouldn't be so bddi&d a decent dress
to wear. But this terrible old yellow thing -"

"The dress is fine. It suits you," Shelagh saidecimgly. "But you
certainly can't skulk into the Lanchester in tratffy old mac. You
must borrow my new coat and sweep in grandly."

"Can | really? You are an angel," Caroline saideftdly. "Frankly,
my morale will need all the boost it can get." Sheught of
something and groaned. "Oh, damn, I've just remescbéVy last
appointment is with old Mrs. Eustace, and you kndvatsheis! Just
pray she doesn't keep me late today."It was terutesnto five -
twenty minutes past the time of her appointmentemilrs. Eustace
arrived. She was an agreeable old lady, the widbw wery rich
tailoring magnate. Caroline felt sorry for her besma her life was so
luxurious, yet so empty. She had no children arahdgehildren to
interest her, and she lived in a gloomy old mangibrch was full of
valuable antiques arabjets d'artand about as homely as a museur
Her only pleasure in life seemed to be in givingl attending an
endless succession of cocktail parties. She farn@esklf as a patron
of the arts and was always discovering and helpnigunch some
brilliant unknown artist or musician. Somehow nohéese budding
geniuses ever seemed to come to full flower, andl®a suspected
most of them of being money-grubbing charlatans. Bhatever
disillusionments she had suffered, Mrs. Eustacetimoed to be
fervently convinced of the brilliance of her curr@notege.

This afternoon, she was gushing with enthusiasnafgoung poet
who was going to read some of his work at the psahg was
attending. She was booked to have the salon's "Galzasion"
treatment which normally took seventy-five minut@st it was very



difficult to keep the treatment to time when sheulddkeep shifting
about and chatting.

And, as the hands of her watch crept nearer anteinéa closing
time, Caroline couldn't help biting her lips witinpatience and
wondering why wealthy old ladies wasted so-mucletand money
in vain efforts to recapture the allures of youth.

It was ten minutes past six, and the upper floos deserted, when
Caroline finally escorted Mrs. Eustace down to teeeption desk
where she then became interested in some gift tsaske

Caroline left the glassy-eyed receptionist to cojté her, and fled

back upstairs. She had twenty minutes in whichashydo her face
and get to the Lanchester. She would never malkéoitiever, by a
stroke of luck, there was an empty taxi going byewlishe left the
building, and so she arrived at the hotel at pedgiswenty-nine

minutes past six.

Caroline had read about the penthouse suites &tatehester. Four
leading interior decorators had been commissiooelkvise a decor,
and each had striven to excel his rival in origigand luxury. One

suite had a bath in the shape of a mother-of-peahsanother had a
glass-sheltered patio with fountains and sunkerpligls.

After being taken up in the special penthouse (@aroline was
admitted to Madame Sanchia's suite by an elderifipumed maid.

But as she took off her coat and was shown intargel softly lit

sitting-room, she was in no state to notice thatwialls were hung
with lustrous peacock Thai silk or that there wiere polar bear skins
on the floor. She had never been so nervous ihfaer

Madame Sanchia was seated at one end of a longtwavered
couch. She was wearing a high-necked, long- sledwvexkr dress of
midnight blue chiffon, with a huge fireburst of reb pinned close to



her throat, and bracelets of rubies encirclingffarwrists. Her hair -
white now, but still thick and silky - was sweptckafrom her
forehead and temples and coiled high on the crdwWwreohead, just
as she had worn it in the famous portrait. Shendidean against the
cushions behind her, but sat regally erect, hed$i&vided in her lap,
her dark heavy- lidded eyes critically appraisingy lgyuest. She
looked, thought Caroline, like an empress from haotcentury.
Great age, having ravaged her beauty, had invelerdwith
formidable authority and dignity.

"You are three minutes late, Miss Browning." Hericeo -
unexpectedly deep, and slightly accented - wasvathitdispleasure.

“I'm sorry, Madame. You see -"

"No excuses, please. Now that you are here, be@ @s to attend to
the sherry." One thin white hand, the fingers glittg with rings,
made an imperious gesture towards a table setwaitlous bottles
and cut glass decanters. "No, no, that is whisky,drl. The sherry
IS to your left."

Caroline's hands were so unsteady that it was actaishe did not
upset or break anything. However, she managedaiiewithout a
disaster, and was then bidden to join her hosteskensofa.

Presently, after another nerve-racking scrutiny,ddae Sanchia
said, "Let me see your hands, please."

While her hands were being examined, Caroline adti¢hat
Madame's own nails, although expertly manicured, tha vertical
lines which often indicated a rheumatic tendency.

"Yes, you have good hands,” Madame said, releabiag. "And,
according to Mrs. Thackeray, you are very competentyou feel
yourself to be competent, Miss Browning?"



Caroline was not sure how to answer. "I don't knaw hope so,
Madame."

Oh, lord, now she'll decide | haven't any confident myself, she
thought, immediately regretting the lameness of-amswer.

But whatever Madame thought, her expression rerdasmégmatic.
And for the next ten minutes Caroline had the uvingrexperience
of being relentlessly catechized, and of feelireg #ach of her replies
was more inept than the one before.

She was relieved when the maid announced dinndrtheay moved
into the adjoining dining-room. Here the walls wéneng with an
unusualtrompe I'oeilof pastoral vistas, with an imitation balustrad
all round the lower part of the room, and columinsaech corner. The
effect was an extraordinarily realistic impressafnan airy gazebo
set in the middle of an eighteenth-century garderd it was so
charming and unexpected that Caroline momentaokgdt her
nervousness and said, "Oh, how pretty! What a cieea.” And then
she caught Madame Sanchia's eye, and was afraichigfint have
sounded gushing, and that, whatever the "wondenbglortunity”
might be, it would certainly not be offered to Inemw.

However, during dinner Madame refrained from askiagany more
searchingly personal questions, and launched upoous general
topics so that Caroline no longer felt like a spem under a
microscope.

Towards the end of the meal, when they had beeusisg recent
fashion trends - and Caroline had made the sungridiscovery that
she was no longer on edge, and even quite enjtnarsglf - Madame
abruptly changed the subject.

“Tell me, Miss Browning, what do you know about Beda?" she
asked suddenly.



"Well ... not a great deal, I'm afraid,” Carolireids rather blankly.
"Some of the clients at the salon have mentionetidipg holidays
there, and | gather it's very beautiful ... wondefbeaches and
flowers and so on."

"But rather remote from your world, you feel?" Mat&asuggested,
smiling faintly.

"As remote as the moon, unfortunately,” Carolind siayly.

"Ah, but the moon is less remote than it used tSM@dame rose
from her chair. "We'll have coffee in the sittingern."

"Yes, Madame." Caroline followed her back to thesptroom.

Well, even if | haven't passed muster, at leasthad dinner with her
- and she is rather fabulous, she thought.

"And now | think it's time | explained why | wishdd see you,"
Madame said briskly, as she seated herself ondfaemce more.
"No doubt you know that | have had an excellenbrepf you from

Mrs. Thackeray, but in this instance | wanted twggl for myself. |

like you, Miss Browning. You're young, and not egly sure of
yourself - but that is better than being brashhasAmericans put it.
And you have nice manners, and a pleasant voicelaubpect, a
good deal of common sense. So if you care to adze@m offering

you a new position - that of junior beauty consultm our newest
salon at the Tropicana Hotel in Bermuda."

When Caroline reached home that night, she foumgaeents and
her brother and sister-in-law watching a play olevision. So,
although she was bubbling with excitement and logdo pour out



her news, she did not disturb them, but went tokttahen to make
coffee.

Sometimes, listening to the other girls at the rsaf@aroline felt that
she must be exceptionally lucky to be part of sadiose-knit and
happy family. Even during their teens, none of tbar young
Brownings had gone through the seemingly commoepid@ase of
resenting their parents' authority and regardiregtlas a couple of
old-fashioned fuddy-duddies.

"But doesn't your mother want tohow everything?" someone had
once asked Caroline, after expressing astonishthahishe had no
desire to leave home and share a flat with herecoporaries.

"I haven't noticed it. Usually she wants to tell rmemething,"
Caroline had said laughingly.

And perhaps that was the secret of the Browningsipatibility.
They each had an absorbing interest outside thi#yfancle, and so
they were all too busy to be troubled by the temsiend petty clashes
which seemed to disrupt some families.

Mr. Browning was a solicitor by profession, and ardgner by
inclination. Fortunately his large and rather ugtwardian villa had
nearly an acre of garden surrounding it; and ats@raate Gothic
conservatory, built on to the south wall at thekbat the house,
which enabled him to grow various exotics.

Mrs. Browning was a collector, and the house wé#fther objets
trouves.She was also a clever needlewoman, and could puanu
evening dress for Caroline or re-up- holster, atoape sofa with
equal skill. And her pastime was both pleasuraloié profitable.
More than once, attending a country house sald)atispotted some
treasure which had escaped the notice of the dealed had re-sold
it at substantial profit.



Of the three Browning boys, only sixteen-year-oldydstill lived at
home all year round.

Rob, who at twenty-two was exactly a year older tGaroline, was
away at university most of the time; and David, #ldest, was
married and normally lived in a flat in central ldwm.

At the moment he and his wife were staying with Brewnings
awaiting the imminent arrival of their firstborn.sAClare - a
dark-haired, gentle girl, with no close relativeshef own - had not
wanted to go into hospital, and as the top-float Was not an ideal
place for a confinement, Mrs. Browning had hesiyesuiggested that
she would be very welcome to have the baby at basd And it
spoke volumes for her handling of the tricky
mother-and-daughter-in-law relationship that Claad hccepted the
offer with alacrity.

While Caroline was making coffee in the kitchergyJand Rob came
in from the garage. They were both mad about baaits,had been
spending the Christmas vacation building a tweha-fdinghy to
replace the outgrow@adetin which they had first learnt to sail. Sc
they were the first to hear Caroline's news.

"Good lord, you lucky beggar! Think of the sailihg! was Rob's
iImmediate reaction.

"And water-skiing and skin-diving, too," said Joewmusly. "Have
you told Mum and Dad?"

When Caroline shook her head, he dashed acrossathand burst
Into the sitting-room. "l say, come and hear abaaroC She's going
to Bermuda!"

As the play had finished by then, they all camencliog into the
kitchen, firing questions at her. And by the tirhe $iad told the story



from the beginning, the coffee had gone cold afrdsh pot had to be
made.

"Oh, Caroline, how lovely for you. Congratulatiodsyling. It shows
how highly they must think of you," Mrs. Browningid delightedly,

when they had heard all about the summons to selaia Sanchia
and the wonders of the penthouse suite.

"Yes, well done, old thing. You must be brightearinve realized,"
David added, with brotherly raillery. "When do you go? "Clare
asked her.

"Oh, not for eight weeks yet. | shan't migsur big event," Caroline
said affectionately. She had grown very fond ofdister-in-law, and
would have been quite upset if going to Bermudarhadnt leaving
before the arrival of her nephew or niece.

"How long will you be away, dear?" her father askegesently.

"Well, | shall have to sign a contract to stay animum of six
months. Otherwise it wouldn't be worth the expesfsitying me out
there," Caroline explained.

Later, when she was getting ready for bed, her endtpped at the
door. "Can | come in and gossip? I'm much too exlcib sleep yet."

"Me too. | can still hardly believe it." Carolinenished brushing her
fair hair and fastened it into two bunches withlyebbands. She
hated sleeping in rollers, and only did so the hagfter her weekly
shampoo. But luckily, although it was not curlyh&ld a set well, and
sometimes she wore it in a casual long bob, an@sores pinned up
in a pleat.

"You'll need a lot of new clothes, darling," hertmer said, beginning
to look on the practical side. "Last year was sachiserable one that



you hardly bought anything. Perhaps tomorrow atlutime you

could go and choose some patterns. As soon asléseae finished,
the new season's fabrics will start coming into sheps, but eight
weeks doesn't give us much leeway. | must makeéatodave the
sewing machine serviced. It's been a bit crotclzg}y."

"Oh, Mother, you won't have time to make me a whudéch of
clothes. The baby should be here next weekendnamdyou'll be run
off your feet."

"Only until Clare is orherfeet. Then they'll all be going back to the
flat. Of course | shall make you some clothes," .NBowning said
firmly. "And apart from the things | run up, you sithave one or two
good bought dresses for special occasions. Dadtyhelp with
those. | know you put most of your savings intokhty for the new
boat.""And now | shan't be here to see it launch&@roline said
disappointedly. "You must get the boys to take s@metographs,
Mother. And you will let me know all the news?"

"Of course - | shall write every week. But I'm syoair letters will be
much more exciting than ours," Mrs. Browning sadjiling. "I
expect you'll have a wonderful time ... lots of degarties and
dances ... and all that heavenly sunshine. Yegjowkyou'll be
working all day - but you're sure to have fun at kexels. Perhaps
you'll meet some nice young man who'll let you cfemhim."

"And who'll then fall madly in love with me and tuout to be a
millionaire in disguise," Caroline tacked on, laugh "Oh, Mother,
what an incurable romantic you are! But | shoulthkhmost of the
men in Bermuda are much-married American toursatsyell over
fifty. It's not a young people's place. It's topersive getting there."
Her expression clouded a little. "How awful if Irdblike it... if I'm
homesick."



"Oh, nonsense, of course you won't be homesick.Rrow how you
love the sea. You'll be in your element,” Mrs. Browg said
reassuringly.

Eight weeks later, on a cold wet Sunday afternoogarly March,
Caroline said goodbye to her parents at Heathrod/ sat out on her
great adventure.

Never having flown before, she was inwardly ratNervous as the
stewardess showed her to her seat in the touagsosef the airliner.
And the knowledge that it would be at least six therbefore she
saw any of her family again, and that for the finste in her life she
was completely on her own, made her feel even mppeehensive.

"Would you sit here, please, sir."

The stewardess showed a tall fair-headed youngtantre seat next
to Caroline.

"Good afternoon,” he said pleasantly, taking o mincoat and
bundling it carelessly on to the bag rack.

"Good afternoon.” Caroline turned her head to loakat the bleak
rainswept runway. She hoped he had not noticed fonern
expression on her face.

When they were airborne, and had unfastened tlealr lselts, the
young man said, "As we've quite a long flight aheéds, shall we
introduce ourselves? My name is Dryden... Colindery."

By this time, Caroline had pulled herself togetitdne smiled. "I'm
Caroline Browning. How do you do."



"Do you smoke, Miss Browning? No? ... do you mihddo?"

Since he appeared to be about the same age al,@aseline was

faintly surprised to notice that both his lighterdacigarette case
appeared to be made of real gold. The case hatsangtion inside

the lid.

"What a filthy day," he said, after lighting up. éXer mind: a few
more hours and we'll be basking in the sun aghank God."

"Again? Have you been to Bermuda before?" Caraslesd.

He was very good-looking, she thought. A bit of adiaperhaps,
with his narrow suede tie and elastic-sided bdmisdefinitely not a
weedy one.

"l live there," he said, with a grin. "That's whiind English weather
so depressing. At home it hardly ever rains forertban an hour or
so. You're going for a holiday, | imagine?"

"Heavens, no! I'm going to work there ... in a dgasalon," she
explained.

Having grown up in a predominantly masculine hoos&hwith her
brothers' friends always about, Caroline had nesdfered from
shyness of the opposite sex. So, by the time aftertea had been
served, she and Colin were chatting as easily #eeif had known
each other for some time.

"What luck to meet someone who can answer all ngstjons,” she
said, as the stewardess removed their tea trays.

"What Iluck to meet someone so pretty.” Colin reddrn
mischievously.



But Caroline had already decided that he was tipe tp flirt
outrageously with any passable girl who crossegdil, so she only
laughed and went on asking him about the colony.

When Colin learned that she was interested imggihie immediately
offered to take her out in his own boat, and evemtvgo far as to
suggest that they should make a date for the faligwvening.

But Caroline thought this was going too fast, gatarly as it was
bound to take her some days to settle down in &ersurroundings.

"It's very nice of you, but | don't think | ougltt inake any plans for
my first week. Perhaps later on ..." she suggested.

The airliner had left London at five o'clock ane tifight across the
Atlantic took seven hours. So by the time they heac their
destination, Caroline's watch showed half pastezieat night and she
was feeling very sleepy.

But, as Colin pointed out, Bermuda time was fouursobehind
British time. So it was actually only half past eewhen she stepped
out of the plane and found herself transported antmild spring
evening.

Caroline had been told that she would be met bys#meor beauty
consultant, Miss Arnold, an American.

But there did not seem to be anyone waiting for Wwlen she
emerged from the Customs hall, still accompanie@blyn Dryden.

"Ah, there's my transport." He indicated a whitersp car parked in
front of the airport building. As he spoke, the naathe wheel got out
and came striding towards them.



"Hello, lan. How are you?" Colin shook the oldermsahand, and
then turned to introduce Caroline. "My cousin, [@ryden. lan.. .
meet Caroline Browning."

If Colin had not mentioned their relationship, skeuld certainly
never have guessed it, Caroline thought. She hael seen two men
whose looks were so strikingly contrasted. Colinswair and
Nordic-looking; his cousin was as dark as a gypsy.

"Look, we can't leave you here on your own. Camgive you. a lift?"
Colin asked, when his cousin had bowed, and murmrai@ol "How
do you do."

"Oh, no, thank you very much - | think | ought toitxaafew minutes."
Caroline smiled, but all at once she was conscius certain
tension, a tiny prickle of discomfiture. And it hadmething to do
with the black-haired dark-eyed cousin, and the wey had
scrutinized her.

"But supposing no one turns up? It seems very oddveryone
knows the times of the London planes," Colin péesioncernedly.
"Anyway, where are you staying? | haven't got yadaress."

Before Caroline could answer, lan Dryden said Iyisk don't want

to rush you, Colin, but it's nearly eight o'cloakdathe family are
waiting dinner for us." And then he glanced at iagy and added
smoothly, "There are plenty of taxis, Miss Brownirfgyour friends

don't seem to be coming."It was such a pointed syebdelivered in
such a bland manner - that Caroline felt her chgeising hot with

anger. However, she did her best not to show it.

"Well, goodbye, Colin. There may be a messageet#sk for me.
I'll go and see," she said quickly.



Pretending not to notice his embarrassment, artdaviolite nod to
his cousin, she walked away.

She was making enquiries at the airport's recemioamter, when a
tall brunette came hurrying up and said ratherthtessly, "Excuse
me, but are you Miss Browning? Oh, | am so sornkéep you
waiting. My stupid watch must be slow. | do beg ypardon.”

"It doesn't matter. Are you Miss Arnold?" Carolimeld out her hand.

"Yes, | am ... Eve Arnold. Glad to know you. Nowdepick up your
baggage. I've got a cab waiting. I'm sure you nigsionging to
freshen up and relax. It's a long trip from London.

Caroline had assumed that the senior beauty camswitould be a
person much older than herself;, someone like MmacKeray. But
Eve Arnold was not more than thirty, perhaps nat.th

Tall and slender and blue-eyed, she was not a psettyan, but she
was extremely attractive. She was dressed verylgimma pleated
navy skirt and a blue-and-white striped shirt, wétlbroad black
patent belt cinching her waist. Her hair, teeth aads shone with
cleanliness. One knew at a glance that her underweald be as
fresh and immaculate as her outer clothes; thaetuld be a
spotless handkerchief and clean comb in her bad; that her
wardrobe and drawers would always be pin-neat. @©&rdiked her
on sight, and knew it was going to be fun workirighviner.

One of the first things she wanted to know washd salon staff
actually lived in the Tropicana Hotel.

"No, not in the hotel itself," Eve told her. "Wevealunch and dinner
there - but not in the main dining-room - and we zlaad have
breakfast in our cabins. They're what | guess yoalldoungalows in
the grounds. There are quite a few of them dotbedethe place. The



entertainment director has one, and so does Jake resident
skin-diving instructor. He's British too, by the yaand rather a
mystery man. But all the other staff - the waiterd desk-clerks and
so on - are local people."

The drive to the Tropicana took about forty-five otes, and when
Caroline first caught sight of the hotel she drewa breath of wonder.
It was built on a hillside, a great white buildihke a palace. In the
soft spring dusk almost every window was alight.

"Pretty impressive, eh?" Eve Arnold commented. "®att till you
see the other side with the cocktail terraces aedgardens going
down to the beach. Believe me, this place is albsuuxurious as
they come - and strictly for the upper income bratke

The grounds of the hotel were enclosed by a highestvall, and as
they passed through a wide gateway Eve leaned fdrnaad
instructed the driver to take a turning off the marive. A few
minutes later, they drew up outside a low buildwith white-painted
shutters beside the windows, and six doors opeamdo a long
verandah.

"Here we are. Your cabin is next to mine." Eve jachput of the taxi,
and led the way. "The verandah is our lounge,"estpdained, with a
gesture at the comfortable wicker chairs and lovifeeo tables
arranged along its length.

And then she unlocked one of the doors, and ush@aealine into a
small but attractively furnished bedroom.

."As you see we each have our own shower," she spghing an
inner door, and giving Caroline a glimpse of itnththere's plenty of
closet space, too," she said, pointing to a largk-im wardrobe.



At this point, the coffee-coloured Bermudian taxvdr came in with
Caroline's two suitcases. Eve thanked and tippet &nd then she
said, "Now I'll just show you the rest of the plaaed then | guess
you'd like to fall into bed. Incidentally, you knatvere are three of
us, do you?"

Caroline nodded. "I was told that a girl from thariB salon was
coming over. Has she arrived yet?"

"Yes, she got in on Friday. I've been here two weekecking the
equipment and stock and getting the feel of thegl®arie-Laure is
in town this evening. She wanted to come and meef yut | asked
her to wait until tomorrow. | knew she'd want tspect all your
clothes and talk your head off, and | thought yqarefer to be quiet
tonight."

"Yes, | do feel rather dopey. It's after midniggtBritish time, and as
you can imagine | was too excited to sleep wetl maght," Caroline
said ruefully.

The rest of the accommodation consisted of a timghknette in
which to make breakfast and any other light mdady required, a
small laundry room where they could hang wet swimesand
washing, and a store-room for suitcases and oddment

"Those are all Marie-Laure's," Eve said amusedhgying at a stack
of matched luggage. "That girl has enough outfitkeep her going
for five years. | hate to think what she must haagd in excess
baggage."

Caroline was so tired that she decided to leaveimgacking until the
morning. But she did have a quick refreshing shower

She had climbed into bed, when Eve tapped at tbe alad came in
with a glass of warm milk, and the offer of a nslkedative.



"I know you're tired, but sometimes it's hard tooff in a strange

bed. By the way, we don't open shop until tenhgoet's no mad rush
in the morning. It's been so warm this past weak Ithie been taking

a pre-breakfast dip. I'll give you a call about hpbt seven ... okay?
Goodnight, Caroline. Sleep well."

"Goodnight. Thank you for the milk."

After she had gone, Caroline finished it up andtpetglass on the
locker. For a moment she sat looking round thegaleglittie room
with its gay chintz curtains and bright rugs.

Then she switched off the bedside lamp, and layndaw the
well-sprung divan, enjoying the smooth feel of tdhean sheets and
the softness of the foam rubber pillow.

Seconds later she was asleep.

She was woken next morning by the sound of laughtam
somewhere further along the verandah. And as gkéclséd and
yawned, blinking in the sunlight that filled theora, she heard quick
light footsteps approaching. Then the door opened.

"Oh, excusez-moil.. if | had known you were awake | would hav
knocked. | am Marie-Laure Gautier. | have broughti ygpme
coffee."

Later, over breakfast, Caroline discovered thati®daraure was
three years older than herself; and of course shkl ot have been
as young as Caroline first thought her, becauset$amlid not take
girls under eighteen, and it was two years beftwey tbecame
gualified beauty operatives.



But, at first sight, the dark-eyed, olive-skinne@iiich sirl looked no
more than eighteen or nineteen. Much smal-ler énder Caroline or
Eve, but perfectly proportioned for her height, stees wearing a
loose white Terry beach coat and scarlet espasiriled when she
handed over the coffee and perched on the endedbeld, Caroline
saw that under the coat was the briefest of beeflikinis.

"Oh, have you. been swimming? | wish you'd wokeeadier. I'd
have come with you," she said.

Eve, coming in at the door, overheard this remard Rughed.
"Marie-Laure doesn't swim - she decorates the héaie said
teasingly. "Did you have a good night, Caroline?atWvould you
like for breakfast? Some eggs, or just fruit juacel toast?"

They had breakfast on the sunny verandah, and\aitds Eve and
Marie-Laure helped Caroline with her unpacking.

"So it is true that English girls are veehiic now," Marie-Laure said
approvingly, when she had inspected Caroline's g "l like this
blue chiffon. What a pity we are not the same siaen we could
exchange sometimes."

"Come on, girls, it's time we were dressed," said, [§lancing at her
watch.

On the way over to the hotel, she explained to lCerahat the new
Sanchia salon adjoined an existing hairdressingnsab that the
women staying at the Tropicana could now have ftitleglamour
treatment", as she put it. The receptionist inhthie salon would also
act for the Sanchia department, and had alreaddntaknumber of
advance bookings.



So, soon after ten o'clock, Caroline ushered het @lieat into a
white-and-gold treatment room very similar to time she had used
in Bond Street.

About twelve o'clock, while she was tidying up aféesecond client,
Eve looked in.

"How is it going? Everything running smoothly?"

"Very smoothly." Caroline grinned, and fished ire thocket of her
overall to show the two generous tips she had geem. "And | sold
a bottle of 'Diadem’, and booked Mrs. Gilbert fdnay massage,”
she added, pleased with her morning's work.

"Good for you. Listen, | nearly forgot, the stafinager wants to see
you. His name is Newbolt, and his office is justoss the entrance
hall."

"Why does he want to see me?" Caroline askedjregad unbutton
her overall.

"Oh, just to have a look at you, and to recitedaigty piece about the
Tropicana being the finest hotel in Bermuda and avmust all
exert ourselves to maintain its high reputatios.dtirely a formality.
He won't keep you five minutes," Eve explained. 'tBg time he's
through with you,- I'll have finished off my clienthen we can all go
to lunch.”

Beneath her overall, Caroline was wearing a slesgaihimosa linen
shift dress with a skein of small white beads a& tieck. After
running a comb through her hair, she retouchedlipstick, and

changed her low-heeled working shoes for a new gfawhite kid

sandals.



The hotel's spacious entrance hall was full of pepopming in from a
morning on the beach, or buying magazines andetiga; or making
enquiries at the porters' desk. As Caroline haésieen, the majority
of them were people of middle age and over. Butetlveere some
children about, and a number of glamorous younghgsi
accompanied by men old enough to be their fathémot their
grandfathers.

On the other side of the hall from the salon, tiveais a door marked
"Private" flanked by two lighted showcases. Onetaimed a display
of Orrefors crystal, the other Wedgwood china.

Having knocked and been bidden to enter, Caroboad herself in a
small ante-room where a girl was busy typing. Tweeindoors were
marked "Manager" and "Staff Manager".

“I'm Caroline Browning from the Sanchia salon. llidee Mr.
Newbolt wants to see me," Caroline said, as thelgaoked up
enquiringly.

"Oh, yes. Will you take a seat, please." The gpped a key on an
intercom and said, "Can you see Miss Browning ndw Newbolt?"
Then, to Caroline: "Will you go in, please, MissoBming."

The staff manager was a short, neat, spectacledimiis forties,
wearing an American-cut suit, a spotted bow-tieamdir of extreme
punctiliousness. He shook Caroline's hand, invitedto sit down
and expressed the hope that she had had a pl¢asargy and had
found her accommodation comfortable. His voice w@asurious
blend of English and American, and Caroline decided was
probably a Bermudian.

While he was in the middle of what Eve had called'party piece", a
connecting door opened and another man came iatmtm.



"Oh, I'm sorry. | didn't realize you were engag€&korge." The
newcomer paused on the threshold, and was abauthtdraw when
he caught Caroline's eye and checked. And thernftad bne dark
eyebrow and a quirk of unmistakable amusementédite#t at the
corner of his mouth.

For the man who had interrupted them was the mamhal been so
abominably and unjustifiably rude to her the nidpatfore at the
airport - Colin's cousin, lan Dry- den.

"This is one of the young ladies who are staffimglbeauty salon, Mr.
Dryden," Mr. Newbolt explained. "Miss Browning iket London
representative of Sanchia."

"l see. How do you do, Miss Browning." As coollyibke had never
laid eyes on her before, Mr. Dryden advanced ih® room and
offered his hand.

It would have given Caroline a great deal of pleasa have ignored
it. But after a momentary hesitation, she extended own hand,
although she did not rise to her feet as Mr. Newlodlviously

expected her to do.

"How do you do," she said stiffly. And as quickly she could she
withdrew her hand from his clasp.

Apparently Mr. Dryden had either met or seen tlieeotwo girls as,
leaning against the edge of Mr. New- bolt's desk,shie, "You
appear to be rather younger than your colleaguess Browning."

"Yes, | am the junior operative," she answered BvéBut I'm fully
qgualified. | wouldn't have been sent here if | was"

lan Dryden's dark eyes swept appraisingly ovedhess and down to
her sandals. It was not an offensive look. It vaasimpersonal to be



that. Nevertheless it made Caroline bristle, anel felit her colour
coming up.

"Miss Browning is twenty-one, Mr. Dryden," the agant manager
put in, after quickly referring to a file on hisgkepad.

"Hm ... rather young for an overseas assignmershduld have
thought. Still, | suppose Miss Arnold will keep aye on you. Have
you cabled your family that you arrived safely, MBrowning?"

In fact it had been Caroline's intention to do tiging her lunch
break. But, furious at his tone and by the refeednd=Eve keeping an
eye on her, she said frigidly,

"I hardly think that's necessary. | shall write tteem during the
week."

"Well, I think it is necessary. So see to it rightay, will you?" His
tone was pleasant, even casual, but she knew thasian order - and
one she had better obey, or there would be trouble.

And with that, he strolled out of the office.

"l gather Mr. Dryden is the manager,"” she saidrdfe had closed the
door behind him.

"Well, yes ... that is the title he uses," Mr. Nelilagreed. "But as the
Tropicana is owned by the Dryden family, it's rathemisleading
designation. Now as | was saying..

At four o'clock that afternoon, Eve told Carolimmat she could have
the rest of the day free.



"You need a breathing space," she said kindly. "\Wbtygo down to
the beach and have a swim?"

"The hotel beach ? Is that allowed ?"

"Sure ... why not? I'll be down there myself infaour or so. Today's
been pretty slack, but tomorrow we're all bookéddven."

So Caroline went back to the cabins and changedartim blue
one-piece swimsuit with a matching tabard and bd&ech-Since it
was only twenty-four hours since she had been nuiffiea thick
travelling coat, it seemed very odd to be strollmg of doors with
bare legs.

It took her some time to find her way to the bedoh,the hotel

gardens were intersected by many winding paths,itawmds quite

easy to lose one's way among the luxuriant shruddpand groves of
semi-tropical trees. But presently, arriving at tbp of a flight of

stone steps, she drew in a breath of delight. Bélery curved like a
crescent moon, was the hotel's private beachilvesrg sand dotted
with gay umbrellas and lounging mattresses. Andbadyit, fringed

with little foaming wavelets, and shading from pafanslucent
turquoise to deep sapphire blue, was the sea.

Caroline ran down the steps and across the salttgdhshe was near
the water's edge. Then, quickly unbuttoning hearabshe tossed it
over a vacant deck chair and rummaged in her bagdp bathing

cap.

Seconds later, she was wading thigh-deep in therwanhd when she
was up to her waist, she threw up her arms andyptiforward.

About half an hour later, after one of the beshesatof her life, she
returned to the beach with such a marvellous sefsghysical



well-being that out of sheer exuberance she rahegand and did a
handstand.

After she had done it, she felt a little foolishut bortunately there
were not many people about to have noticed hert idogem had
gone in to change for the cocktail hour, she suggos

And then, after she had pulled off her cap anddwgisig her face and
wishing she had something to eat, a voice said, \iyd, you
certainly can swim. That's one of the neatest @dwe seen in along
time."

Caroline gave a little jJump, and slowly lowered tbeel.
"Well... thank you," she said rather breathlessly.

For the stranger standing a couple of yards away fier, his hands
on his hips, a beach towel slung over his shoulas one of the
most attractive men she had ever seen.



CHAPTER 11
"Y oU'RE English. So arh"

With a single easy movement he dropped on to thd,sand sat
facing her, his powerful sunburned arms loopeddbosound his
updrawn knees. "The Tropicana doesn't have manjdinguests. It
caters mainly for Americans."

Caroline rubbed the towel lightly over her arms &gt. "I'm not a
guest. | work here."

"Do you indeed? Then it's 'snap' again."

"Really?" Caroline was surprised. Somehow he didloak like a
man who worked in a hotel.

They studied each other for a moment; the man gpadrhiring her
slender figure and pretty legs, and Caroline wondewhy she was
SO instantaneously drawn to him.

As far as she could judge, he was somewhere ilateiswenties. His
hair was straw-coloured, his eyes blue, and his wesg slightly
bent, as if he had walked into a door, or someoist'sand the
cartilage had never quite recovered. The total @sgion was one of
enormous vitality and charm combined with a sligtffish air.

"Don't tell me they've decided to appoint a femdkguard?" The
man grinned at her, showing a set of fine whitéhtee

"' Caroline laughed, and shook her head.

| like him, she thought. He's nice. It's going eoflan knowing him.



"Well, I'd willingly go out of my depth if you wodlrescue me." He
leaned back on one elbow to feel in the pockeis$horts. "Are you
hungry after swimming? Have some chocolate." Hpged a bar in
half, and tossed one on to her lap.

"Thank you. As a matter of fact I'm starving. Iltshbe the Bermuda
air. | ought to have brought some sandwiches."|&meed back in her
chair and crossed her legs, wishing they were oaowistry pale.
Never mind: it shouldn't take long to acquire a tan

"You still haven't told me who you are," the mamneded her.

"Caroline Browning. | work in the new beauty saloext to the
hairdresser's. Who are you?"

"Jacob Macauley... but I'm usually called Jake."

"Oh, yes, you teach skin-diving,” Caroline intetpst, and
remembered that Eve had called him "rather a mystan".

"Who told you that?" he asked curiously.
"Eve Arnold, our senior consultant.”

"l see. So there are three of you - a long-stemfmadrican beauty, a
French 'sex kitten' and..."

He paused, and Caroline waited for him to decida dascription for
her.

"... and an English Water Baby."

The allusion to her youth touched a raw spot. Shadered if lan
Dryden had checked that she had sent the cable.



"That's something I'd like to try - skin-diving, le@an," she said. "But
| suppose you're fully booked by guests?"

"l expect | could fit you in. When are you free ?"

"Oh dear, I'd forgotten - my time off probably coites with yours,"
she said regretfully.

“Then I'll teach you in my off-time," he answerediga
"Oh, no, that wouldn't be fair. Your off-time iswyooff-time."

"On-time or off-time, | spend most of it underwatkd like to teach
you," he said, with apparent sincerity. "How aboetxt Sunday
afternoon?"

She hesitated. "Well... are you sure?"
"I wouldn't offer if | wasn't. Two o'clock suit y&u
"Yes, that would be fine. It really is very goodyafu."

"We'll meet down here at two, then. Oh, there's gue thing - you
look pretty healthy to me, but have you ever hag sinus or ear
trouble?"

Caroline shook her head.

Jake grinned. "Well, I'm sure you haven't got faéseth, and | can't
see any sign of varicose veins. Try and remembigtoneat anything
indigestible for Sunday lunch, will you? And dohdve any fizzy
drinks either. | don't suppose you normally suffem dyspepsia, but
even a touch of it can be dangerous when one isgdiv

"Il remember."



Caroline watched him spring to his feet with themealithe
co-ordination of muscle with which he had sat down.

"l must be off. See you on Sunday, then, Caroliéth a smile and
a flip of his hand, he moved off.

He was only of medium height, but he was so supdshilt and
carried himself so well that Caroline watched hiirtlee way along
the beach until he disappeared behind some chacglvanas.

Then she had another dip in the sea, and whenashe but for the
second time Eve and Marie-Laure were approaching.

Watching the French girl stretching herself out arowel, after
carefully oiling herself with Ambre Solaire, Cardi thought that
Jake Macauley had summed her up rather well.

"Can you really not swim, Marie-Laure, or was Eviygoking this
morning?" she asked her.

Marie-Laure adjusted her sunglasses, and wriggledetieinto a
more comfortable position. "No, | hate water,” stad, with a
grimace. "In France it is not necessary for woneebe athletic.”

"Heavens, I'm not athletic. | can't even play tefinCaroline turned
to Eve. "l've been talking to Mr. Macau- ley, theidg instructor.
Why did you say he was a mystery man?"

"Oh, it was just an impression | had from talkimgMr. Newbolt's
secretary about him. She happened to mention &stlways pretty
evasive about his background, and also kind of m@aanetimes. |
guess | was exaggerating a little when | called miysterious," Eve
said, pulling on her bathing cap.



"I wish there were more young men here. It is gaomge very dull if
we never meet anyone but old husbands,” said Maige
plaintively.

She sounded so dejected that the other two bur$hwghing.

"I'm sure there are some younger men around," Bxecheerfully.

"We've only been here five minutes." But she sodrakeif she was
not greatly concerned, and Caroline thought thatwshs probably
already involved with someone in New York.

Next day the weather was cooler. But not nearyoa$ as it would be
at home, Caroline reflected, as she put on a ighte sweater and
pleated skirt. She resolved to buy an alarm clackl keep it set at
half past six so that every morning she could lealvely long bathe
before the working day began. Eve only swam wherteémperature
of the sea was over sixty-five degrees, as it had bee previous day.
But for Caroline, sixty was warm enough.

During that first week, Eve decided that if theosalvas going to run
smoothly they would each have to specialize toraiteextent.

"There seems to be an above-average demand facupeslihere,"
she said, studying the appointments book on Thyrsuight. "It
follows, | guess. | mean everyone goes around &éggeld, so their
toenails are noticed more. | think the best planfas you to
concentrate on manicures and pedicures, Marie-Lamgk Caroline
can do the bulk of the facial treatments. I'll dedth the massages
and epilations. Of course there'll be times wheltl wave to change
around and help each other out, but | think thdt Be the most
efficient basis to work on."



On Saturday, Marie-Laure was invited to partner ointhe guests to
the hotel's Carnival Night. There was dancing ie ffropicana
ballroom every evening, but Saturday night washilgé-spot of the
week.

"Who is your escort?" Eve asked, amused by theratmug tone in
which the French girl announced this piece of news.

"Oh, | met him on the beach when | was there fdittlie while at

lunchtime. He is not very handsome or amusing.amnsA would not
look at him. But here" - Marie- Laure gave a vernyliGahrug - "one
must accept what offers. | did not come to Bermtalapend the
evenings reading books."

“I'm quite happy to spendy evening with a book," Eve said to
Caroline later, after Marie-Laure had gone off te dlance in a cloud
of "Tsarina".

"Me too." Caroline settled herself in one of theaich along the
verandah, and propped her feet one on anotheve'tfarry on at this
rate, we shall need reinforcements."

"Yes, it has been a busy week. But maybe the présech of guests
happen to be particularly beauty-conscious. Itidyeta draw any
conclusion yet. My, just look at those stars! Arénéy beautiful?"
Eve leaned comfortably back in her chair to contateghe brilliant
night sky.

It must have been late when Marie-Laure returneth ftbe dance
because, when they peeped into her room next nrsine was still
soundly asleep.



"There's no point in disturbing her. | must go otethe salon and do
some paperwork,” Eve said, after quietly closing ttoor of the
French girl's cabin. "What about you, Caroline? &lawou any
plans?"

"l think I'll go exploring - unless you would likene to help you?"
Caroline offered.

"No, there's really nothing you can do, thanksydfti want to go
places, why not borrow one of the hotel bicyclek@yThave quite a
fleet of them," Eve told her.

So, after breakfast, Caroline put on a shirt anmhia of pants, and
followed up Eve's suggestion. Several other peloptehad the same
idea, and she pedalled down the drive behind a Istaged
American couple whose normal form of transport \wasbably a
gleaming fish-tailed Cadillac. But judging by thediveage they were
exchanging, they were thoroughly enjoying the niyvebf
sightseeing on two wheels.

It was a bright breezy morning, with snowy cottoaelv clouds
scudding across a sky as blue as a periwinkle. @gtoi the top of a
hill, Caroline found that she could see almostthele of Bermuda.
Surrounded by the calm brilliant sea, and scatteiddwhite-roofed
houses, the islands looked so beautiful that slieah&eeling she
might suddenly wake up and find it was all a dream.

About ten o'clock, she turned a corner by a pinkivea cottage with
mass of vivid bougainvillea climbing its walls, afound herself
passing a yard where two col- cured youths wereingbtown an
upturned dinghy. A notice over the open gatewayl:réBoats For
Hire. Sailing, Game Fishing Etc. Apply J. Cooper."

Caroline braked, sat making up her mind for a fesmants, and then
dismounted and pushed the cycle into the yard.



"Is Mr. Cooper about?" she asked one of the youths.

Before he could answer, an older man, possiblydiiser, emerged
from a shed at the side of the yard.

"Mornin’, missy. You lookin' for me?"

"Mr. Cooper? | was wondering if | could hire a béat a couple of
hours. A small boat. How much do you charge?"

Mr. Cooper scratched his chin and considered. "fbdlss hire a boat
by the day, but | reckon | can fix you up, missy."

He gestured for her to follow him, and led the waynd the corner of
the shed, past a parked white sports car and amather ramshackle
jetty.

"Would the Mermaid suit you?" He pointed to an old- fashione:
clinker-built dinghy, an eleven-footer of no recamble class, which
was bobbing gently on her mooring about fifty yaods.

"Yes, she would be fine - if I've got enough mooeyme." Caroline
looked at him enquiringly.

"Say a pound?"
"Oh, yes, | can manage that."

Caroline handed him a note, and began to turn wugrbeser legs
while Mr. Cooper called to one of the youths to eand row her out
to the mooring.

As she had guessed, tMermaid had been built in Mr. Cooper's
yard. But just after he had told her this, andheswgas pulling on the
sweater she had brought in her bicycle basket, soenbehind them



said, "Wait a minute, Sam. Are you sure she canleaheMermaid
?ll

With her head inside the sweater, Caroline stiffieiNot only did she
recognize the voice but - five minutes too latshe knew she ought
to have recognized the white car.

Pushing her head through the neckhole, she loakstily up at lan
Dryden, and said, "Of course | can handle her. uldi@t be hiring
her if | couldn't."

"Hm ... ever sailed alone before?" His hands irpthekets of a pair of
salt-stained khaki shorts, he watched her stramymgethe sweater
and smoothing her rumpled hair.

"Dozens of times. I've been sailing since | wanin
"But not in these waters, and the wind is fairkgsin today."

“I'l' manage, thank you." Caroline moved away toewéhthe lanky
brown boy was waiting to assist her into the tenBet as she seated
herself on the stern thwart, lan Dryden said, "HijdBen," and
stepped down into the boat with them.

"Better be safe than sorry. If you really know ystuff, you won't
mind giving me a demonstration," he said casuakytling himself
beside her.

This high-handed action made Caroline so furiows fbr some
seconds she was lost for words. And before shelceabver herself,
Ben shoved off and began to row out to Mermaid. So, short of
demanding to be put ashore again - a recourse whachd only
make her feel more foolish - she had no choicetdsuppress her
indignant protests and make the best of the stmati



The Mermaid was already facing upwind, and Ben brought tt
dinghy alongside, shipped his near oar and grabblebof the sailing
boat's hull.

He grinned at Caroline. "Okay to go aboard, ma‘am."

If Caroline had been alone, the familiar routinenedking ready
would have presented no problem. But in a straoge, land with lan
Dryden watching her every movement, she was sugdenhervous
that what was normally second nature to her becantemplex
routine requiring all her concentration.

He made no attempt to help her bend on the sadscheck the
rigging but, when she was finally ready to cast b said, "Do you
want me to take the jib sheet ? "

Caroline gave him a brief and hostile glance. tiugpht the object of
the exercise was to prove that | can handle herealtust don't get in
my way, please." She felt in her pocket for a hanchkief, and used it
to tie back her hair so that it would not blow asder eyes. "I
presume you can swim. If not, you'd better put dfegcket."

His laugh rang out across the water. With apparegénuine
amusement, he said, "Don't worry, Miss Browningah swim."

Caroline had been skirting the absolute truth yirgathat she had
often sailed alone. It was true that she had fretipeaced the
Browning boys'Cadet single- handed, and had both crewed ar
skippered a number of larger boats belonging tdohathers' sailing
club friends. But she had never actually sailedelven- footer
unaided, and although she had no misgivings abeutdmpetence
to do so, it was more than five months since sldedose any sailing
at all and she could not be certain of showingédited her best.



Luckily, the waters of the bay were so crystal cteat - unlike those
of the East Anglian estuary where she sailed dutiregsummer
holiday - there was little risk of accidentally rumg aground.

Once the boat had gathered steerage way, andlldgrewtas alive,

most of her nervousness dissipated. For one thiagv&s much too
busy trimming her sheets and anticipating the vagarf the wind to
have time to feel self-conscious any more. And \8&rgn the sheer
exhilaration of running before the wind on a seawfh shimmering
blueness was a delight that even lan Dryden's pceseould not
spoil.

For half an hour she exerted every ounce of hevg@se to put on a
crack demonstration of reaching, tacking and nefitiried gybing.
And when she finally turned tHdermaidinto the wind she had the
satisfaction of knowing that even Mr. Dryden coualut have found
any serious faults with her performance.

"Would you like me to capsize her to prove thaam cope with that
too?" she asked brightly. For she was fairly shae after a deliberate
capsize it would not be beyond her to climb orm®dentreplate and
lever the boat upright again. She had been cai@ftheck that there
was a big bailer aboard.

His dark eyes glinted at the note of challengeeinvoice.

"Much as I'm sure you would enjoy giving me a dagkil don't think
that will be necessary, Miss Browning," he answerddly.

"Well, if you're satisfied that I'm not likely taawn myself, I'll take
you back to the boatyard. Or would you like to takern at the helm
now? I'm always happy to pick up tips from a reqdest.”

His hard mouth twitched with amusement, and shevkmevould
take more than sarcasm to ruffle him.



"You're a belligerent young thing, aren't you?"daed lazily. "Are
you always so touchy when your capabilities arestjoeed?"

Caroline gave him a level look. "Only when someisn@atronizing,”
she replied composedly.

Before he could answer this, they both turned toklat a
high-powered motor-boat which had come streaking the view
from the next bay, its bows well out of the watecloud of churning
spray foaming out in its wake.

As it passed the point of the headland, its occupaduced throttle
and veered inshore towards the idlidgrmaid. As it drew nearer,
Caroline saw that there was a girl at the wheel.

Evidently lan Dryden knew her. He raised an armaaded.

The launch still had too much speed to approacm ttheectly, but
after lewing in a wide circle the girl cut out thmtor and brought the
launch more or less to a standstill within twerggtfof them.

"l thought it might be you, lan," she called. "Igrted the house and
they said you'd gone down to the yard. What orhesrgt you doing in
the oldMermaid'?"

She was wearing a white chiffon scarf over her,ith& ends bound
round her throat and knotted at the nape of hek.n&ad her eyes
were concealed by a pair of large dark glassesafswot from noting
that she had full vividly-painted lips, it was rmussible to tell how
old she was, or whether her eyes matched her mButhCaroline

had heard almost identical voices many times indoon And that

type of exaggerated drawl - the voice usually rasethat everyone
around could hear what its owner was saying - wasajrher pet
aversions.



“I'm not sailing her. I'm a passenger," lan Drydahed back. "Hang
on, you can give me a lift, Elaine." And then henad to Caroline,
and said, "You needn't bother to take me back &dter Miss

Browning. But perhaps you'd be good enough to gmwyethings to
Sam Cooper. Tell him I'll pick up the car later wil] you?"

He had already stripped off his shirt before stasged his intention.
Then he unlaced his canvas deck shoes, and entpéiqubckets of
his shorts.

"Brace yourself. I'm going over the side."
"Your watch.. ." Caroline exclaimed.
But her reminder came too late. He had alreadyddint® the sea.

The Mermaid rocked, and by the time she was steady again |
Dryden was hauling himself aboard the scarlet médanch, the
water streaming from his broad teak- brown shoulders

As soon as he was settled beside her, the gidcc&laine switched
on the motor, and seconds later the launch wa®igageon its way
back to the next bay.

At twelve o'clock, Caroline sailed tiermaidback to her mooring,
and hallooed for someone to ferry her to the jetty.

Mr. Cooper was not surprised when she handed @reDryden's
belongings.

"I reck'n that'll be Missy Fitzgerald," he saideaf Caroline had
explained what had happened. "Sounds like shelsfobam her trip

to the States. The Fitzgerald place is right nexhe Dryden place.
Mister lan and Missy 'Laine always been very attachince they
was children.”



"I see. Well, thank you, Mr. Cooper. I'd like tordnithe Mermaid
again some time," Caroline said, as he walkedda#te with her.

"Any time, missy. Friends of Mister lan is alwayslaome."

After lunch with the two other girls, Caroline seit for her diving
lesson. She was a little early and, as there weretel guests on the
beach at that hour, she lay on a lounger in théeloh a fringed
umbrella to wait for Jake to arrive.

Although she had been careful not to eat too munhbH, the sea air
and the exertions of the morning had made her droarsd she was
almost asleep when something touched her foot.

Rousing up with a start, she found Jake sittingtre end of the
lounger.

"Wake up, Sleeping Beauty - or would you rather gge afternoon
relaxing?"

"Oh, no ... | was only dozing." Caroline swung hegs off the
lounger, and stood up and stretched herself. Tleezer of the
morning had dropped, and it was now really hohafull sun.

Jake was carrying a large canvas bag, and weaawmgboxer shorts.
He said, "We'll go to the next beach. There woa'sb many people
about. This place gets crowded on Sunday afternbons

At the southern end of the Tropicana beach thers avaocky
promontory and, beyond it, another cove which aeywnBermuda
could use.

"How the boys would love this," Caroline said, haltherself, when
she was taking off her gaily striped beach shife of the things her
mother had made for her.



"The boys?" Jake queried, looking up from unpackisgbag.

"My brothers," she explained. "There are four oélisgether. Which
reminds me, | must take some snaps to send homéhatdolack and
white photographs can possibly do justice to tbensry. | shall have
to splurge on some colour film."

Jake sat back on his heels and watched her taKitngosandals. "l
like that swimsuit. One-piece suits are better thikmis for diving.
They don't come adrift so easily."

"l have got a bikini, but | don't think | shall we&much. I'm not the
type," Caroline said seriously.

Jake grinned. "You ought to see some of the oldsdedno trot
around in them." His tone changed. "l should sayd/dook pretty
good in one."

She smiled at him. "Thank you - but, as you sagy thave been
known to come adrift and, unlike Marie-Laure, | lizeing in the sea
more than sitting around on the beach. | wonder slteydoesn't like
the water. Perhaps some idiot heaved her in whensls little. |
think that's criminal, don't you?"

"Yes, stupid,” Jake agreed. "Talking of Marie-Laureaw her this
morning when | was passing by your cabins. The timse | met her,
she was a shade offhand. Today | was greetedroghtly. Why the
thaw, do you suppose?"

Caroline laughed. "Well, we've all come to the dosion that the
one thing Bermuda lacks is men under sixty. | ekgbe was just
pleased to see a man without a turn and a bald'head



Jake grinned. Then, his expression altering, g 8si that why you
wanted these lessons - because I'm under sixty arehti run to fat
yet?"

There was something in his face which puzzled $lee. had a feeling
that his question was less casual than it sourtdatit might even be
a trip question. But what was in his mind she codtfathom.

"No, it wasn't," she answered truthfully. "I pladngo learn
skin-diving before | got here. | would have askbdw lessons if you
hadn't a hair on your head. Why not? An instruedt@n instructor."
She paused, still unable to read his face. "Ofsmiiis more fun to be
taught by someone about my own age." A possiloltiyurred to her.
"Heavens, there are simpler ways of getting to kpewple than by
pretending to want to learn what they happen tohteAnyway, it
was you who approached me in the first place."

The strange look disappeared. "Yes, | did, didii'tHe fished in the
bag and produced a couple of diving masks. "Sddgroline. |
suppose I'm out of touch with girls like you. Madtthe people |
meet... well, let's say that in Bermuda the normeversed. Try these
flippers for size, will you?"

Caroline had not really understood what he wasnglabout, but she
felt it was best not to pursue the matter - attleasfor the present.

"We'll start with simple duck-diving," Jake saidlHere's a lot to
learn before you graduate to Scuba."

"What's Scuba?" Caroline asked.

"It stands for Self Contained Underwater Breathiygparatus -
diving with an aqua-lung so that you can stay fateglong periods.
Now there are two things | want you to remembeneYelive alone,
and never dive without a knife. I've got one fouyeere." He walked



across to her, and buckled a webbing belt roundviaest, so that the
sheath for the knife hung over her right hip bdReactise drawing it,
but take care you don't cut yourself. It's veryrplighe warned.

"What is it for exactly ?" Caroline asked.

"Oh, you might get tangled up in some seaweed. Upleoof weeks
ago | was hunting octopuses and | came across bivk was bigger
than most. He was hanging on to some coral, anu ltleegrabbed
hold of me. If | hadn't had a knife I'd still beegtling with him."

Caroline shuddered. "Ugh! What a horrible expemehshould have
been terrified. Are there many octopuses in thensea?"

Jake laughed. "Only little chaps, and they wort&riere with you if
you leave them alone. Flippers comfortable? Rigbtv we'll try a
mask on. What about your hair? Are you going torneegap today?"

"No, I'll leave it loose. I've got to set it toniggmyway." She pushed it
back behind her ears. "If | could, I'd always swithout a cap. But |
can't appear in the salon with rat's tails."

Jake was adjusting the strap of the diving maslseégéms a funny sort
of job for a girl like you to choose ... being cedpup with a lot of old
women all day. What made you go in for it ?"

"It's hard to say exactly," Caroline said refleetix "I just suddenly

knew it was what | wanted to do. Luckily for me, mgrents could

afford the fee for the six months' basic trainibgh@ Sanchia beauty
school. But even after that, they still had moréess to keep me for
another eighteen months."

"Good lord, do you mean it was two years beforestauted to earn a
reasonable screw?" Jake asked in astonishment.t"@hacket! |



mean, it's only a question of slapping on the wan{pand plucking
the old dears' eyebrows and so forth, isn't it?"

"Certainly not! - and not all our clients are 'aéars'," Caroline told
him firmly. "You may not realize it, but beauty ture is quite a
scientific business nowadays. To begin with we hev&now all
about the structure of the skin, and about musahelsnerve centres.
And then there's the effleurage and petrissage¢agpudement and -"

Jake cut her short. "What the devil is effleurag&gdunds like
something to do with bad drains."

"You're thinking of effluvium,” Caroline told himJaughing.

"Effleurage is r. type of massage ... very gentlié soothing."'Is that
so?" He gave a mischievous look. "Perhaps, lateyauncould try it

on me. However, at the moment I'm supposed to &ehiteg you.
Let's get this mask on."

By the end of her first lesson, Caroline had ledrnew to dive to a
depth of about twenty feet, first treading wated @aking several
deep breaths, and then jackknifing down to the sehtmtil her
breath began to give out and she had to ascendydlowhe surface
and gulp another lungful of air. Although she whisady a practised
swimmer, the technique of diving was more diffictian she had
anticipated. It was important to enter the watethvei minimum of
splashing, so as not to frighten away all theifisthe area, and at first
she found it hard to judge how long her breath Wadast.

"The more you practise, the easier it will get dhe longer your
breath will last,” Jake told her. "Never overexairself underwater.
Let your arms trail, and keep your body relaxeduiytegs and
flippers should be doing all the work. And dondysdown so long
that you have to come up with a rush, or hold ylast reserve of
breath as you do come up. That's the way to gatrambolism,"



"What's that?" Caroline asked.

"It's a rupture of part of the wall of your lungaused by the air inside
them expanding while the outside pressure is dstrgd Jake
explained. "If it happens, the only thing to daasush the victim to
the nearest decompression chamber. But don't wibkgn't happen
to you as long as you remember what I tell you."

Although that first lesson was not a long one, Gaedound that she
was surprisingly tired when he made her returtnédoeach. Her first
glimpse of the strange and magical world beneathsda made her
eager for the day when she would be ready to tap&diving. But
for the moment she was glad to lie down on the satbrest, while
Jake uncapped a flask of iced coffee and peelediale of oranges.

"When you begin to know your stuff, we'll go outdoe of the reefs,
and then you'll really wish you were a mermaid,"shel, rolling up
his towel and slipping it under her head to make here

comfortable.

"Mm ... | could lie here for ever, just gazing la¢ tsky and listening to
the sea," Caroline said dreamily. She nibbled aneeg of orange.
"How long will it be before I'm ready for the re&f?

"Oh, half a dozen lessons from now. Tell you whatpu don't mind
getting up at dawn. I'll give you some pre- breakfastruction."

"Would you? Oh yes, please, Jake. Incidentallypr‘dknow what
your charges are."

He lay down on the sand beside her, propped upsogllbows so that
he could look down at her face.

"To you my services are free," he said, with a emil



"Oh, no, that wouldn't be right. It's your job,"esbbjected, shading
her eyes against the sun.

Jake touched her cheek with his forefinger. "Yoawnthere must be
something in this beauty business. Your skin ie kiipe peach."

"Thank you, Mr. Macauley - but you're changing thabject. You
must see that | can't let you teach me for nothilefeel | was
imposing on you."

He rolled over and sat up with his back to her&'gou worried that |
might be planning to make a pass at you?" he as&#dter brusquely.

Caroline sat up too. "Why, no, it hadn't even ocedito me." She put
her hand on his shoulder and gave him a little slis¥hy are you so
touchy? | didn't mean to offend you. But you ar@rafessional

instructor, and -"

"Listen, you said earlier on that it was more fanbie taught by
someone roughly your own age," he cut in. "We'l, more fun for
me too. As far as you're concerned I'm just somgonemet on the
beach who knows about diving. .. okay?"

Caroline hesitated, once again puzzled by his marrieen as he
turned his head to look at her, she smiled and esdtDkay... and
thank you, Jake."

Later on, they swam together, alternately racing fmating in the

sparkling turquoise water, and afterwards playiegpfrog in the

shallows until they were both out of breath and teastagger up the
beach and collapse, laughing, on their towels again

Caroline would have been happy to stay at the cowié sundown.
But about five o'clock, Jake looked at his watct aaid he must be
getting back to the hotel.



"Oh, must you? So early? Well, perhaps | shouldTde others may
be wondering what has happened to me." Reluctariritay the
happy afternoon to an end, Caroline brushed dowsdmly legs and
reached for her shift.

"I shall be out late tonight, so | won't see yoméosrow morning. But
how about Tuesday at seven?" Jake suggested, Wwagmparted in
the hotel gardens.

"Yes, that would be fine. 'Bye." Swinging her beday, Caroline
took the path which led to the girls’' cabins, whibke went off in
another direction. That night, composing a seccetter to her
parents, she wrote:

"... and so Jake is giving me another lesson orsdan providing
the weather is suitable. So far it's been wondetfut the 'season
doesn't start officially until mid-April. Jake i® siice. | know you
would like him, But he's definitely not a millior&iin disguise,
Mother - at least | shouldn't think so. Actually drdt know much
about him yet."

For the benefit of her brothers, she also desctigeanorning's sail,
but she did not mention lan Dryden's part in it.

Folding the airmail form and writing her parentddeess on the
outside, she thought how strange it was that ongdcmeet new

people and react so differently to them. With bidke and Eve she
had felt a spontaneous sense of amity within secafdmeeting

them. Marie-Laure she liked, but on a more supeitficasis. lan

Dryden had put her back up with his first sardaiance; and in the
case of his friend, Elaine Fitzgerald, merely tbargl of her voice

had sparked antagonism.

On Monday afternoon Caroline heard that drawlingceedor the
second time. Being free for twenty minutes betwappointments,



she was having a chat with the receptionist, whereat walked into
the waiting-room.

She was a girl of about twenty-five, expensivelysdesl in a pale
caramel jersey suit, with striking dark auburn hoeirshed back from
a high forehead and falling loosely round her tst joelow ear-tip
level with the ends curving in to her neck. It wéhe kind of
deceptively simple hairstyle which Caroline recagui as the result
of masterly cutting and the lightest possible bpdyming.

"Good afternoon. I've torn a nail. Could someongaieit for me
before | lose it altogether?" The girl held outlianshand, showing
long beautifully manicured fingers. The nail on hetex finger was
split halfway across.

As soon as she opened her mouth, Caroline recayhareas the girl
in the scarlet speedboat.

“I'm afraid the manicurist is engaged at the momeradam," the
receptionist told her. "If you would care to waitden minutes, I'll
see if she can fit you in. But we're rather heabipked today."

Miss Fitzgerald frowned. "Oh, what a bore. But hilevant to go all
the way into Hamilton. Yes, very well, I'll wait."

Caroline glanced at her watch. It would be anotkeminutes before
her next client arrived; ample time to repair ongklen fingernail.

"l can attend to madam, Rose," she said to thepterast. "Would
you come this way, please, madam."

Up to that moment, Elaine Fitzgerald had not looketier. But as
soon as Caroline had shown her into a treatmem r@@d fetched a
manicure tray, she said, "Aren't you the girl whaswsailing the
Mermaidon Sunday morning?"



"Yes, | am." Caroline put a cushion on her lapd laiclean towel
across it and reached for the older girl's handhalll have to remove
your nail varnish. It's our "Vin Topaze', isn't"it?

"Yes, | always use Sanchia cosmetics. Now that gitese has
opened, | may as well come here for treatmentsvilltbe more
convenient than going into Hamilton. Wait a mindte/ant to light a
cigarette." Miss Fitzgerald withdrew her hand frdhe cushion,
delved into a caramel suede bag with a tortoisestagidle, and
produced a shagreen cigarette box and matchintgtigh

Caroline put an ash-tray on the table beside ler.dot quite sure if
we can take clients who are not staying at thelhBté I'll certainly
enquire for you," she said politely.

"Oh, it will be all right in my case. I'm seeing Mdryden tonight. I'l
mention it to him then," Miss Fitzgerald said cassly. She exhaled
a cloud of smoke."Where did you learn to sail?"

There was a note in her voice which suggestedithhaér opinion
sailing was the prerogative of wealthy Ber- mudiamg] not the kind
of pastime which she would have expected an Endbshuty
operative to indulge in.

"My uncle taught me. My brothers and | have haddatlsince we
were quite small." Having removed the varnish, Gaeoexamined
the fractured nail. "It's a bad break. | can mépldut you'll have to be
very careful not to put any pressure on it, Miszderald. It would
really be better to trim it down."

"Oh, | can't go to a party with uneven nails. Higsthe best you can.
Another cloud of smoke came wafting past Carolihead. "How do
you know my name ? "



"Mr. Cooper mentioned it when | left Mr. Drydentsrg with him and
explained why | had come back alone."

"l see. | gather you resented Mr. Dryden testingryaroficiency.
You do realize, | suppose, that he virtually owms hotel?"

"So | understand," Caroline said evenly, wondewmgt he had said
about her. But if he owned every hotel in Bermutapuldn't entitle
him to be rude and overbearing, she thought. Amé# the memory
of his attitude at the airport which impelled hagrhaps unwisely, to
say aloud, "But of course he has only limited jdiggon over this
salon."

Elaine Fitzgerald made no comment on this remarkCaroline was
pretty sure it would be retailed to lan Dryden dgrithe evening.
Indeed, that was why she had said it.

By the time she had been in Bermuda three weekgliGa was
golden brown and filled with such a buoyant senEeloysical
well-being that the busiest day at the salon faitetire her, and she
was invariably the first ofthe three girls to boaraut of bed.

"You English are so energetic,"” Marie-Laure saievpghly, when
they were having breakfast one morning. "Must yoig svhen you
cook the breakfast, Caroline? In France we do aeg lthis big meal
to begin the day. Me, | would prefer only a cupcoffee and more
sleep.”

"I'm sorry, Marie-Laure," Caroline said contritelyi!ll try to be

guieter tomorrow. But | can't help bursting intangoon heavenly
mornings like this. We are lucky, you know. In Metls letter
yesterday she said it was still absolutely freeZing



Later, while Marie-Laure was taking a shower, Eve,sd'm a bit
worried about her, Caroline. She was out till ofeéock last night,
and | don't much like the look of this guy she'srda He's got 'wolf'
written all over him."

"Oh, | imagine Marie-Laure can take care of hersé&froline said
reassuringly. "There's a good deal of common semsker that
butterfly exterior, don't you think?"

"l hope so," Eve said anxiously. "After all, | shiaé¢ held responsible
if she gets into any kind of a mess. And it doeda'the salon any
good for her to be seen around with one of the loatharios - which

I'm quite sure he is. He could even be married. &tys not, but |
don't see how she can be certain."

"Shall | ask Jake? He seems to know most of thelpasho live in
the colony," Caroline suggested.

"Oh, would you? Thanks. It might ease my mind a balking of
Jake, has he never suggested a date with you? t faqar your
diving sessions, | mean."

Caroline shook her head. "No, | gather his evenanggretty tied up.
| don't know what with exactly, but that's the imgsion he gives.
Perhaps he's going steady, as you'd say."

"Surely he would have mentioned it if he was."

"Not necessarily. He's not at all communicativewsdomself, and |
don't ask questions."

"Well, if he has a girl, how come he spends Sunaaifs you?"

Caroline shrugged. "I don't know."



"Wouldn't you like to go out with him?" Eve askegdriously. "I'm
sure you must have had a lot of dates at homehdmat you haven't
been out at all in the evening. At least only watle, and that isn't
guite the same thing."

Twice in the past fortnight, the two girls had weed into Hamilton
together and had supper at a restaurant.

"Yes, | suppose | would like to go out with Jak&aroline said
thoughtfully. "I haven't really thought about itfbee. After all, I've
only known him three weeks." She smiled sudderitys'about time

| wore one of the evening dresses Mother made farMaybe I'll
drop a hint that I'd like to go to the Carnival darthis Saturday.
Incidentally, tomorrow is a big day. Jake saysriady to advance to
Scuba."

But when she met him on the beach in the morniage had not
brought the aqua-lung equipment with him.

"I'm sorry, Caroline, no diving this morning," haid, when she
joined him outside the changing cabanas.

"What's the matter? You look dreadful ... are ybb®' ishe asked
concernedly.

"It's nothing, only a headache. I'm sorry to disappyou. Though in
any case the sea is a bit rough for getting ofirtio&s." He gestured
towards the breakers lashing the promontory aétfteof the bay.

"It doesn't matter. There are plenty of other ddysuld you like
some coffee? I've brought a flask."

"Thanks . .. just what | need." Jake slid downmihe sand, with his
back against the wall of the cabana. "As a matftéaat I've got one
hell of a hangover,” he said ruefully. "Diving addnking don't go



together, so | usually keep off the hard stuff. Bagt night | was
feeling browned off, so | went on a binge. It's awn fault if | feel
rough this morning."

Caroline sat beside him, out of the wind. Pourlmgdoffee, she said,
"Why were you browned off ?"

It was a natural enough question, but the momeathsid asked it,
she felt the barrier of reserve going up. Or wasly her imagination
because of Eve's first remark about him?

"Oh, you know how it is ... one gets these moodsetones. Mm...
good coffee."

Was his answer the simple truth or an evasion?li@arcould not be
sure. Anyway, if he had a headache it was not tbmemt to start
probing.

"Jake, do you know anything about a man called iHazHe runs a
pale blue coupe. | don't know the make. | thirkkatFrench car."

"Miles Hazlitt? | don't know him personally. I'veen him around.
Why?"

Caroline explained about Marie-Laure and Eve's aconfoe her.

"I should think she can handle him," Jake saidgraft moment's
consideration. "He's probably fairly harmless fary@ne over
twenty-one, and Marie-Laure doesn't strike me asidive type." He
drank some more coffee. "l wouldn't care to seerymming around
with him."

"Am | naive?" she asked.

"Nice girls usually are at your age."



"Marie-Laure is a nice girl," Caroline said, rathedignantly. "Just
because she's French and wears rather tight diedsesn't mean -"

"Okay, okay, don't bite my head off! | didn't sdesvasn't, did 1?"
"Not in so many words, perhaps."

"All I meant was that | don't think you have as mmwexperience of
handling types like Hazlitt as Marie- Laure has,kelaaid, with
studied patience. "l expect she's a very nice purt, as far as I'm
concerned you're nicer."

Unexpectedly, he reached out a hand and lacedrbwnbfingers
through hers. "Would you spring to my defence ituyithought
someone was maligning me?"

"Of course," she said simply.
"Even though you don't know much about me?"

Caroline looked at their interlocked hands. "One cwke up one's
mind about people without knowing their life histor

"One can also be mistaken. Since we're down hette go for a walk,
shall we? The wind will clear my thick head." Heamy to his feet
and pulled her up with him, releasing her hand wkbe was
standing.

"There's someone else I've been meaning to asklyout,” she said,
as they crossed the sand. "Have you ever come sadf@@ne
Fitzgerald?"

"I've touched my forelock to her a couple of tiMielake said on a
satiric note. "The Fitzgeralds are one of the F.FaBich, in case you



don't know yet, stands for First Families of BermudVhy the
interest in Miss Fitzgerald?"

"Oh, no special reason. She came into the saloa, @ | gather
she's a close friend of Mr. Dryden."

"Naturally - the Drydens are also of the elite. fehenay be an
alliance in the offing."

"You mean they're going to get married?"

"Probably. The F.F.B. usually inter-marry. It cédret official yet or

there would have been appropriate tribal rites.K, @dout your next
diving lesson, I think we'll postpone it till Sundahen we'll have the
whole morning to ourselves. Unless you've fixed stinimg else up?"

"No, Sunday would be lovely, Jake " Caroline saiadily.

And it was not until she was on her way back todabkins that she
remembered she had meant to bring up the subjatiecaturday
night gala.

During the afternoon she had an appointment willir& Meredith
whose face she recognized at once, but whom she gotuplace.

"Why, you're Caroline, aren't you? You used to workhe Bond
Street salon?" Mrs. Meredith said, with smilingsige. "I almost
didn't recognize you because of your tan, and | s you don't
remember me."

"Yes, | do - but I'm afraid I've forgotten your naime&aroline
apologized. "I mean | don't remember treating aeyamlled
Meredith. Perhaps you only came to us occasiofally.



"Well, it was really my mother you treated. | orilgd hairdos and
manicures. My mother was Mrs. Otway," the girl expéd.

"Oh, Mrs. Otway ... yes, of course, | remember ndaw nice to see
you again. Are you on holiday here?"

"No, I live here. My husband is a Bermudian. Issh&n reserved for
residents at the hotel? | heard it was open toayand my husband
and | do come to the hotel a good deal.”

"Well, I'm sure it's all right in your case, as j@ibeen a client of
ours in London."

Caroline led her into the treatment room and helggdo take off her
dress and unfasten her necklace.

"Is your mother living here in Bermuda too?" shkegk "It must be
eighteen months since she last came to the Loralon.5

"Yes, she does live with us. But she's away in Néwk at the
moment," Mrs. Meredith explained, as she lay on ¢bach and
Caroline wrapped a blanket round her. As the saloas
air-conditioned, the temperature of the treatmeoin®was the same
as it had been in London.

Caroline slipped a bandeau over Mrs. Meredith's, leaid settled
herself on the stool at the head of the couch.

| pity your husband with Mrs. Otway in residendsg shought. For it
had all come back to her. Mrs. Meredith's first anas Nona, and
her mother was the type of woman whom the girlthatLondon

salon classified as "arch- harridans".

As far as Caroline could recollect, Nona Otwayslas then was, had
always been rather a quiet girl. But today, whitgdline cleaned off



her make-up and applied a lanolin cream to lubribateskin while it
was being massaged, she began to pour out alh#sbhhappened to
her since their last meeting.

Apparently her husband was a widower - a man coradtie older
than herself, Caroline deduced - and a very wealttg; judging by
her references to his cars, and his yacht, ancbhection of valuable
paintings.

By the time Caroline had applied a toning mask @&l up Nona's
chin, she had formed the impression that, in sgileving in the lap
of luxury, her client was very far from being happy

In fact | wouldn't mind betting that she was pushed marriage by
her horrible old mother, she thought to hersel§lesslipped quietly
out of the room to have a cup of coffee while theskndid its work.

"It's closing time now, isn't it?" Nona asked, wh€aroline had
finished making her up. "Why don't you come andei@a with me?
My car is outside and it's only a short drive."Ga®demurred, "It's
very kind of you, Mrs. Meredith, but | don't thirk

"Oh, please, do come. It's nice to meet someomeWwkn London,
and | would love to show you the house. My husbaaod't be home
until half past seven so we can have a nice qailetabout old times.
And don't be formal - call me Nona."

But we scarcely know each other, Caroline thougdfrid then,

because the other girl seemed so genuinely anfoob®r to accept -
almost like a child begging for a special treahe said, "Very well.
But | must just tidy up here. Do you mind waitingef minutes ?"

An hour later, after being shown all over the Métes! magnificent
family mansion, Caroline found herself sitting im a&legantly



appointed drawing-room with a coloured butler wajtio hand her
the tea Nona was pouring from a Queen Anne sikagodt.

"It's the most beautiful house I've ever seen,'olda@ said sincerely,
when they were alone.

"Yes, it is lovely, isn't it. My husband's familyave lived here since
1750. It's one of the oldest large houses in thengg' Nona told her.

Earlier, when she had been showing Caroline herodoed - the
french windows opening on to a balcony overlookihg blue
expanse of Harrington Sound - someone meetingoindné first time
might have felt there was an element of ostentatidine way she had
flung open the clothes-packed wardrobes, and thesadder private
bathroom and boudoir.

But Caroline sensed that she was not intentionsiigwing off.

Indeed she had a feeling that, by parading herempuhode of life,
Nona was somehow reassuring herself of her own dgodne. It

was as if she was saying to herself, "I have thisthis and this - so |
must be happy, mustn't I?"

And to Caroline, whose parents had always shateetieoom, there
was a good deal of significance in the fact thaj¢ivieredith had a
room of his own across the landing.

The large airy drawing-room had windows on botlesidf the house,
and shortly after seven o'clock they heard the dafila car sweeping
up the long driveway.

"That must be Hugo." Nona jumped up from the coarath ran to the
window to confirm it. "Yes, it is," she said ovegrtshoulder. Then,
her voice dropping, "There's another car behind.hoh, it's lan's."

"Not lan Dryden?" Caroline said sharply.



"Yes, have you met him? He's one of Hugo's cldsestds."
"Yes, I've met him." Caroline's instinct was to dewith all speed.

However, she could hardly dash off without sayiog/ttlo you do to
Nona's husband, she realized. There was nothing but to brace
herself for another encounter with the autocratrc Myden.

It was some minutes before the two men reachedrdaging-room,
and during that time Nona was as visibly tense amolihe felt
inwardly.

Perhaps she doesn't like him either, Caroline thugatching the
other qirl dabbing at her hair in front of an aoBgVenetian
looking-glass on the wall near the doorway. Prdgesihaking hands
with Nona's husband, Caroline was surprised to thad he was not
as elderly as she had anticipated. He had irondgagywhich made
him look oldish at first glance; but in fact he wad much more than
thirty-five, only a year or two senior to lan Dryde

Nona introduced Caroline as if they were friend®afy standing.

"Caroline has already met lan, Hugo," she saicheashusband was
about to present his friend.

"Oh, really? Well, let's all go out on to the t@eashall we? What
will you have to drink, Miss Browning?" - this asethbutler
reappeared.

Caroline had not missed the lifting of lan Drydesysbrows when he
first saw her sitting on the sofa. And she was cmns of his eyes on
her now.

Glancing at her watch, she said, "Nothing for rhank you. | really
must be going now, Nona."



"Oh, you can't rush off when we've only just metiagCaroline. You
must stay and dine with us. Yes, | insist."

Gaily overriding her objections, Nona took Caroliirenly by the
arm and marshalled her out on to the terrace.



CHAPTER 11

Two things spoiled Caroline's enjoyment of theadelis meal which
was presently served in the colonnaded part ofbilead paved
terrace on the seaward side of the Merediths' guaadld house.

The setting in which the four of them sat down tonér could
scarcely have been more conducive to a memorablarey. Tubbed
oleanders, their foliage starred with pink flowdwined up the tall
white columns supporting the balcony above. Beyth&lterrace,
smooth lawns stretched down to a sea tinged witinade and mauve
by the rays of the setting sun.

But as the meal progressed - a uniformed maid aggigie butler
with the unobtrusive service of each course - Caedtiegan to long
for it to be over. To be fair, the presence of @ryden directly

opposite her was only partly the cause of her &asirg

embarrassment. It was Nona who made the dinnerauodhndeal.

From the moment of the men's arrival, an extra@jirthange had
come over her. Earlier, alone with Caroline, she been talkative,
but not effusive. Now she scarcely stopped pratfior a second. Her
loquacity might have been bearable if it had belea matural

outpouring of a lively and amusing personality. Bat vivacity was
so obviously forced, and the burden of her chatetrivial, that it

was painful to listen to her.

"What do you think of Bermuda, Miss Browning?" Huljleredith
asked, taking advantage of one of his wife's infeaqq pauses for
breath to turn politely towards their guest.

"l imagine my opinion is the same as that of eveeyeho comes here
- that it's one of the most beautiful places in wld." Caroline
answered, hoping she sounded more at ease théeltshe



"Have you travelled widely, Miss Browning?" Thisng it was lan
Dryden who put the question.

Having finished his lobster Thermidor before théers, he was
leaning back in his chair, his long lean fingergrig with the stem of
his wine glass.

"No, | haven't," Caroline said warily, wonderingh& was merely
making conversation or if he had guessed what i&wver would be
and intended to make her feel that her views weli¢tle value.

If this had been his intention, it was frustratgd\mna launching into
an account of a beach barbecue they had attendeugiht before.

When, at last, the meal drew to an end, Hugo atsieeldutler to serve
coffee in the drawing-room.

"Would you excuse us for a few minutes?" he askedwo women.
"I want to show lan the blueprints for the new oasan and | don't
imagine they would interest you."

After they had gone, Nona led Caroline back todhewving-room.
"Hugo is mad about sailing. Most Bermudians arké¢' said in a flat
voice, looking suddenly drained of all energy. "bifinately | get
sea-sick, just looking at a boat, so it's an irstietecan't share with
him."

"Oh, what a pity. Have you tried taking pills?" Gbme asked.

"I've tried everything. They tell me it's all a gtien of will-power. |
think I'm going to be ill and so | am."

"I don't know a great deal about it, but my unckeswn the navy and |
remember him telling us he had known veteran saileho were
always sick in really bad weather. I'm sure it'santhing one can help



.-any more than a claustrophobic can help beifigctad by
confined spaces," Caroline said.

"Heaven knows I've tried to get over it," Nona sdudly. "It makes

me feel such a drag. Sailing and water sportdwarbe-all and end-all
in Bermuda. You said at dinner that the islandsewsgautiful. |

suppose they are a perfect place for a holidayprosomeone like
yourself with a job to do. But it's another mattefive here."

"How do you mean?" Caroline asked.

The butler came in bearing a coffee service onraate silver tray.
Nona waited until he had set it on a table bedidesbfa.

"Thank you, Josiah. You needn't wait."

When they were alone again, she said, "l shoultktBermudian
society must be the most exclusive in the worlgioi weren't born
here, if you haven't an ancestor who came overherPloughin
1612, then you might as well belong to a differgmcies."”

"But surely if your husband -"

"Yes, that does maksomedifference," Nona conceded, with a wry
grimace. "If you're married to one of them, theyhdwe to put on a
show of accepting you. But it's only a facade.desh't mean that
you're 'in'. In fact they never let you forget tlyau're not. Oh, it's
very subtle. No one is openly unpleasant. But teexlvays ... well,
an atmosphere of hostility."

"Perhaps you're too sensitive," Caroline suggestambmfortably.

"It's always difficult adjusting to a new life angppeople who have
known each other for years. They may not mean kerngau feel an
outsider."



"Oh, yes, they do," Nona retorted bitterly. "Didydiu notice that Jan
calls me 'Mrs. Meredith'? I've been married to Hémoover a year,
and lan is one of his closest friends. He dineg lagrleast once a
week, and we spend a lot of time at his housell haa lan, but he
never calls me Nona. Why not? - if it isn't to keeg at a distance, to
let me know he disapproves of me. Why not? Telkinag."

"Oh, Nona, don't upset yourself," Caroline excladmerriedly.

Judging from the rising pitch of her voice, and noythe way her
mouth was working, Nona was on the verge of hyateri

"Now, listen" - Caroline jumped up from her chaindawent to sit
beside her on the sofa - "I'm here now, so you tacemhpletely
outnumbered by diehard Bermudians. Of course I'mkiwg most of
the time, but I'm sure we can manage to see songetthieach other.
| know ... why don't you come and have supper wélat the cabins?
I'm sure you'd like Eve and Marie-Laure. | expect yaiill miss
London, don't you, and the girlfriends you had éf?eFhere's nothing
like a good old feminine natter when one is feehngt low."

"Yes, | do miss London terribly," Nona said tremugty. "That was
why | was so pleased to find you at the salon #&fisrnoon. Oh,
Caroline, could | really spend an evening with yand the other
girls? That would be lovely." She bit her lip, amel eyes filled with
tears again. "I know most people would envy mentivhere, and
having servants and everything. But sometimes | &eif I'm

stifling. Even the staff don't really approve of.ie

It was then, trying to find some way of comfortingr, that Caroline
made matters worse.

"Does it matter what they think?" she said bragingf | were you, |
shouldn't give a pin for their opinion. After afiHugo asked you to



marry him,heobviously doesn't mind that you're not descendmh f
the colonists. And as long as he -"

But before she could finish, Nona suddenly bursb itears and
sprang up from the couch and ran sobbing out ofdbm.

Caroline's first reaction was to go after her. Bailfway to the door
she checked. Perhaps a good howl was precisely Mdvzd needed
to relieve her pent-up wretchedness.

In a house like this, swarming with servants, oraably can't even
cry in peace, she thought wryly.

Before she had made up her mind what to do fob#s¢, she heard
the men coming back.

"l suppose the coffee is cold by now. Sorry we'gerbrather a long
time. | understand from lan that you're an exceéli@chtswoman,
Miss Browning," Hugo Meredith said with a smile,lesentered the
drawing-room,

"Mr. Dryden flatters me. I'm sure I'm very much@vite compared
with him," Caroline said pleasantly.

"Hello, where's Nona got to?" her host remarkedicmy his wife's
absence.

"Oh, she had a bad headache so | made her gdoagpltd was just on
my way out," Caroline said composedly. "Goodbye, Meredith.
Thank you for a very pleasant evening."

"But you didn't come by bicycle, did you? | thoudtbna brought
you over in her car? You must let me run you horhe,5aid at once.



"Thank you, but it's such a lovely night | wouldllg prefer to walk
back."

"I hardly think -" he began.

"No need for you to turn out, Hugo," lan Dryderemviened. "It's time
| was off myself. I'll see Miss Browning safely herh

“It's very kind of you, Mr. Dryden, but as | saidshall enjoy the
walk," Caroline said firmly.

Somewhat to her surprise, he gave way. "As you wgbodnight,
Hugo. | hope your wife feels better in the morning.

"Thanks, | expect she will. She gets these migeowzasionally. It
will have gone by the morning." Their host accompdrthem to the
door. "Goodnight, Miss Browning. It's been a gigatisure meeting
you. You must come to our next barbecue."

"Thank you, I'd like to. Goodnight." With a cooldh¢o lan Dryden,
Caroline set off briskly down the drive.

Even if there had not been ornamental lanterngghd the way, the
bright spring moon would have given ample lighte &ept well to

the verge of the drive to avoid being hit by aiyyity gravel as the car
went past.

But when, a few minutes later, the car came upraeher, the yellow
beam of the headlamps contrasting with the silveopnglow, she
heard the engine decelerate. And it soon becaraettiat the car was
not going to pass her.

Reaching the tall stone gateposts, mounted wittwbecarved stone
dolphins from which the house took its nhame, Camhalted and
retraced a couple of yards.



"Do you propose to crawl along behind me all the/ Wwack to the
Tropicana, Mr. Dryden?" she enquired evenly.

"I will if you persist in being obstinate. It isrdur custom to let girls
wander about alone at night." He leaned acrosdrtm seat and
opened the nearside door. She knew she would baagpitulate but,
deliberately, she delayed.

"It's not very late. I've often walked about Londafter dark," she
pointed out. "l can take care of myself, Mr. Dryden

"l daresay you can - and, if | put you to the t&gain, you would
probably confound me with an accomplished displayudo," he
said, with a tinge of irony. "Nevertheless | shoptdfer to drive you
back."

"Very well ... if you insist." Caroline slid intdhé passenger seat ant
closed the door.

"So you and Mrs. Meredith are old friends?" he saiden they had
turned out of the gateway. "l should have thoudi® would have
spoken of you at some time. | told her the salos @@ening, and that
there would be a girl from London on the staff. Slitesay she had
often been to your place in London, but she newntioned she had
a friend there."

So he wanted to probe her relationship with Norsaolihe stiffened.
She might have known he had a reason other thartesgufor
wanting to give her a lift.

"Perhaps she didn't think you would be interestasti¢ answered
casually.

"Perhaps." He paused, easing off the throttle tgohate a sharp
bend. "Do you also know her mother?"



"Very well," Caroline replied. "She used to be afany clients. |
knew her before | knew Nona."

"An atrocious woman," lan Dryden said bluntly. ‘drdt know how
Hugo can stand living with her."

Caroline made no comment. She wondered what hedvirdag at.
There must be some strategy behind his remarks.

But having put her on her guard, he chose to drestbject, and for
the next five minutes they drove in silence.

As they were breasting a short but steep hill,&d,sAs I've made
you forgo your walk, I'll show you something realprth seeing."

It was then that Caroline realized they were follaya different road
from the one she had travelled with Nona earlier Amd as they
reached the crest of the hill, she gave an invalymgasp of surprise
and delight.

For now, on both sides of the winding moonlit roly, fields thick
with white Easter lilies.

lan stopped the car and switched off the enginetadeadlights.
"Quite a sight, don't you think?" he said quietly.

Caroline did not answer. She was reminded of a lhineKeats -

"Charmed magic casements, opening on the foamriddpe seas, in
faery lands forlorn." For as the night breeze pésser the fields, the
lilies stirred like waves in a silver ocean, andaodt sough rose and
died away. Always moved by anything beautiful, $8lé a sudden

catch in her throat.

"Heavenly," she said huskily.



And then the moment of enchantment was broken msmade a
movement and she remembered who was beside her.

"They'll be gone by the end of the week. We expieeim all over the
world. Cigarette?" He offered his opened case.

"I don't smoke, thank you." Caroline's voice wasadt curt. If Jake
had been with her, she would not have minded shptvam feelings.
But lan Dryden was the last person to whom she edhtd expose
herself.

After he had lit up, he made no attempt to stagtdhr. Indeed, as he
shifted to face her, his arm alorg the back "of beach-type seat,
Caroline had an annoying suspicion that he had teelily fields as
a means of cornering her. Though why he should vagto so was
still beyond her.

"Did Mrs. Meredith really have a headache? Hostedsa't usually
retire to bed without seeing their guests off thenpses," he
remarked.

So they were back to Nona again. But why? Whathdidvant to

know about her that he did not know already? Anlkeifsuspected
that the two girls were not as close as Nona hateroat, why should
he think she, Caroline, could satisfy his curidity

"No, as a matter of fact she didn't have a head&she was rather
upset about something," Caroline admitted, decithiag it would be
a mistake to be too evasive. If he thought sheferasng with him, it
would make him more persistent.

"Upset?" he prompted mildly.

"Yes - about this wretched sea-sickness,” Carolinplagmed
conversationally. "I gather she has tried all tanedies, but



unfortunately none of them work for her. | suppitseakes her feel
very out of things, especially when her husbarsbikeen on sailing."

Surprisingly, he said, "People can't help beingsis&a It's an
unfortunate disability which one has to accept l&kbad head for
heights or colour-blindness."

"So | told her, but she seems to think it's sonmgtishe should be able
to control. Perhaps some of the sailing set haea bather scathing.
People can be very unkind about weaknesses whejivth never
experienced themselves."

lan flicked ash into the dashboard tray. "I'm snome of Hugo's
friends have been unsympathetic.”

"Perhaps not intentionally, but | do get the impres that people
who live in Bermuda tend to be rather insular arthrg of
newcomers."

"On the contrary, | would say that Bermudians axeegtionally
hospitable people," he countered negligently.

We have to be - making visitors welcome is the badisour
economy."”

"I wasn't talking about the tourists. | meant peopbming to live
here."

"Did Mrs. Meredith tell you that she had found udgriendly?" he
asked, rather keenly.

He had his back to the moon, so his face was idashand she could
not see the expression in his eyes. But she séims@atentness of his
gaze, and it made her feel edgy and defensive.



"No, she didn't,” she answered untruthfully. "Itsnaerely my own
impression."

"An impression formed on the evening of your ardiyp&rhaps?"

Caroline felt her colour rising, and to conceabpened her bag. "l
don't follow you, Mr. Dryden." She had a silk scasth her which
she draped round her neck.

"Are you cold?" His hand, only inches from her sideu, moved and
touched her slender bare arm. "You don't feel it."

"Perhaps not, but | am," she said shortly. "l scwve brought a
jacket."

"There's one in the back you can borrow." He redcheer the
backrest and put a pale-coloured cardigan roundhwarlders. It had
the kitten-softness of cashmere. Caroline wondessal it belonged
to. Elaine Fitzgerald, perhaps.

"Thank you," she said ungraciously. He must havewimshe had
been hinting that she wanted to get back to theitama, but he had
deliberately ignored it. And touching her like thado! He had no
right to be so familiar, Caroline thought, bristfin

"We were talking about your arrival," he remindes.h

"Were we? I'm afraid | was so tired after the ftigfat | don't really
remember much about it," she said stiffly. "Oh, yeMiss Arnold
was late coming to meet me. She apologized wherishiirn up,
and anyway she's an American, not a Bermudian."

"Are you really so obtuse, Miss Browning?" he askud, with
mockery in his voice. "l think you know what I'mking about."



"Oh, you mearyour attitude?" she said. "Well, | thought you woulc
prefer to forget that. It didn't bother me unduly."

"Nevertheless | feel | should exculpate myselfhink you were
ruffled at the time," he said, on a note of amusgme

Don't abase yourself, Mr. Dryden, Caroline thouagitlly.

"The truth of the matter is that young cousin Celiais sent over to
England to cut him loose from a rather unforturestnglement," he
went on blandly. "In fact, considering he's onlehty-two, he's been
entangled more often than one would think possiBtewhen | saw
him coming off the plane with yet another prettyl gn tow, I'm
afraid | felt a certain exasperation. I'm sorry hiurt your feelings."

"Oh, you didn't do that,” she said sweetly. "I ased you had an
unfortunate manner."

And you needn't think that pretty girl bit cuts aicg, she thought
witheringly.

Aloud, she added, "Could we go on now? | like totgdoed early
during the week."

"By all means." lan crushed out his cigarette, snatd on the engine
and put the car in gear.

Glancing at his arrogant profile, Caroline saw tatvas smiling to
himself, and she wished she had been more caGtechad never
met anyone who could so easily spark her antipdttey.was so
maddeningly self-assured. Even the way he handtzd swas oddly
irritating.



"To get back to Mrs. Meredith, | think most of rafficulties stem
from her mother's presence," he said, when theg wartheir way
again. "If she had any sense, she'd install Mraa@elsewhere."

"She is her mother," Caroline said coldly. "It's N@na's fault if Mrs.
Otway is rather a trying person.”

"She'll never stop being so possessive unless Miesedith asserts
herself. She seems to be completely under her mettleumb -
though Mrs. Otway did have the sense to keep ibdakground until
Hugo had committed himself," he said, with uncotegaynicism.

"l gather you don't approve of the marriage. Thastrmake Nona
feel uncomfortable ... knowing that her husbands friend doesn't
like her," Caroline countered.

"l don't actively dislike her - though | will adnithink Hugo acted
precipitately in marrying someone he had only kndevra couple of
months."

"Falling in love is precipitate. People can't salledtheir feelings.
Love happens or it doesn't,” she answered.

"At your age - perhaps," he agreed. "But there #rerancentives to
marriage, you know. Loneliness, for example. A ngats used to
having a woman about the place. It's a habit that'd to break.'

"If that's your view of marriage, | feel sorry fgour wife," she said
tightly.

"Have | outraged your illusions?" he asked derigivéBut-'even at
twenty-one, you must have observed that romantytsicare the
exception rather than the rule."



"People who work in beauty salons don't have alugidns, Mr.
Dryden. You might be surprised at the things sorfheus clients
confide to us."

"All the same | fancy | detect a core of idealisnder the veneer of
sangfroid," he said dryly.

To Caroline's relief, they had by now reached th&amce to the
hotel. A few moments later he pulled up in frontlué cabins.

"Thank you for the lift. Goodnight." Slipping ofhé borrowed
cardigan, she opened the door and stepped quiakly o

"Well, well, what have we here?" Eve said teasingl/the younger
girl joined her on the verandah after the car hadeal away into the
darkness.

"Phew! - thank goodness that's over." Caroline déackff her shoes
and flopped on to a lounger. "Where's Marie-Lau@® with
Casanova again?"

Eve nodded. "And where have you been tonight, thg llark horse?
Rose said you'd gone off with one of your clients."

Caroline explained what had happened.
"What an evening! I'm exhausted," she ended.

"I'l make some coffee to revive you. It soundsifagou've gotten
yourself involved in quite a tricky situation."

"You're telling me! But | felt so sorry for the pogirl that |

committed myself to befriending her before | hawdito think about
it,"” Caroline said, with a sigh. "You don't mindshe comes down
here for an evening, do you, Eve? | think it mightk her up a bit."



"Of course not, honey. But | should watch my siép,were you.
Maybe she really is having a rough time, but itlddoe she has a
persecution complex. You know ... the 'nobody lopesr little me'
type. What interests me most is how you made ol \an Dryden. |
had lunch with him the day | arrived. He certaiishattractive."

"Do you think so? | think he's detestable," Camigaid vehemently.
"What? You must be kidding!" Eve expostulated.

"No, I'm not. | don't like him a bit. He's so inferably pleased with
himself."

"He didn't give me that impression," Eve said blgnkOh, he's sure
of himself. Why not? He's a pretty big man arouacehBut he didn't
strike me as conceited. | thought he had a lohafm. You can't deny
he's good- looking."

"If you like dark men. | don't." Caroline went dff change into a
housecoat.

By the time she returned to the verandah, Eve hadenthe coffee
and some sandwiches.

"Do you really not like him?" she asked, apparestily on the same
subject. "Well, | guess you wouldn't say so if yaidn't. But | can't
understand it. | would have thought he would appealny girl. |

mean, he's so ... snasculine."

Caroline bit into a sandwich. "Men usually are & Said lightly.

"Oh, you know what | mean. Men are men, but soreenaore male
than others. There's something about them that snakefeel... well,
more feminine, | guess."



"lan Dryden makes me feel like a specimen undercaoscope, or a
victim of the Spanish Inquisition. You surely haltdallen for him,
Eve?"

Eve laughed and shook her head. "No, my interespurely
theoretical. Though if | don't have a weekend wisitom New York
pretty soon, | might change my mind about that.”

"l thought there must be someone in the offingid €zaroline.

"You mean twenty-eight is a ripe old age to be =igEve said
ruefully. "Well, you see | was engaged when | wasnger, and then
Don was killed in an automobile accident. It too& quite a while to
get over it."

"Oh, Eve, I'm so sorry. I'd no idea."

"How should you have?" the older girl said, smililggnyway, it's all
in the past now. One can't go on grieving for eitertrue what they
say about time being the great healer. Now whdnnktof Don |
don't feel sad any more. | remember all the happgg we had."

"Who is this man in New York?" Caroline asked.

"His name is Peter Austen. He's a lawyer. Actukdyonly just met
him before | took this new job here. But he's \enta couple of times,
and in his last letter he said he was thinkinglyh§ down here for
some game fishing. So | guess he must be interésted

"Which reminds me that | have a letter to my paseatfinish off,"
Caroline said, stirring herself.

After she had showered and put out her clothegh®dmorning, she
climbed into bed and opened her writing case topteta her letter
home. But after adding a few sentences to whathsite already



written, she lay nibbling the end of her pen, hardweverting to the
events of the evening.

And as she remembered the moment when lan hadigphahd on
her bare arm, an odd little shiver went through her

He's so masculinékve had said. It was true: the man did have
strange sort of magnetism about him, Caroline adahiteluctantly.
In fact, if she was honest with herself, she hagnbaware of that
aggressive masculinity the very first time she mad him, and every
time since then. But Jake was attractive, too,iainin there was not
that streak of hardness and ruthlessness whichsshged in lan
Dryden.

He is too autocratic, she thought, frowning. BeeabDsyden is an
important name here, and he runs the Tropicansedéms to think he
knows what is best for everyone. | bet it was he Wwad Colin sent to
England - and what right has he to say Nona ougpet rid of Mrs.
Otway? Well, that may be true, but it's certainiyra of his business.
Then there's his attitude to me - ordering me tulse cable home,
and testing whether | could sail, and forcing medme back with
him tonight. Perhaps he thinks | should be honobselis attention.
| daresay a lot of girls are impressed by tyaind seigneumanner.
But not this one, Mr. Dryden!

The following Sunday, Jake took Caroline down te #nchanted
world of the offshore coral gardens. Although slad lalready had
glimpses of this submarine Eden during her previiusg lessons,
they could not compare with the wonderful expereeatbeing able
to explore the reef at leisure. The strong aftemnsan, shining
through five fathoms of pellucid turquoise wateliedl the depths
with a diffused golden light, and the vivid glowimglours of the
corals and little darting fishes made her eyes widéh delight



behind the toughened glass plate of her rubber miagkaces, the
fantastic structure of the reef was shadowy andtenygss, even
faintly sinister. Once, as they passed a deepazeyake touched her
arm and indicated the malevolent yellow eyes obsay eel keeping
watch from its dark retreat. But in the clearingsoag the alleys and
arches of coral, they met shoals of translucentlafigh and saw
rocks massed with anemones as brilliant as trofimakrs.

They had been rowed out to the reef by a grizzlednidian
boatman. And when Jake signalled that it was timesurface,
Caroline was glad of the old man's assistanceamiséring back on
board the dinghy.

"It seemed so effortless down there, and yet I'itequed now," she
admitted, as Jake lifted off her aqua-lung. "Howglonere we
under?"

"How long do you think?" he asked, smiling.
"Half an hour? Forty minutes?" she suggested.

He shook his head. "Not quite a quarter of an hBut. it always
seems longer the first time down. Did you enjoy it?

"It was fabulous," she said dreamily. "The colourghe light... oh,
one can't describe it, can one?"

The boatman took them back to the beach whereltadyeft their
clothes, and then rowed off round the point. Tivegis no one else in
the cove, and as Caroline towelled her hair andheat the sparkling
wavelets advancing and slipping away on the shinmgavhite sand,
she knew that, far from being homesick, she wamdgin love with
the islands.



After he had dried himself, Jake said he was gtongap for half an
hour. Caroline also felt drowsy, and they lay dside by side in the
shade of an outcrop of rock and were both soorepsiethe sun.

Caroline was roused by the cry of a sea-bird somesvhhigh

overhead. Half awake, but too lazy to stir, shelisggning to the
murmur of the waves. And then something touchedwarth for an

instant, and she opened her eyes to find Jakenigamer her. She
knew from his expression that he had kissed her.

As he bent to kiss her again, it seemed the mdstalahing in the

world to put her arms round his neck and resporfd¢second, less
fleeting, kiss. But as she felt his heart stappdand and his fingers
tightened on her shoulder, there were stifled gigdfom near by,
and they looked up to find two children peepingrothe rocks at

them.

As soon as they had been spotted, the freckled fiisappeared, and
Caroline heard the children slithering down thekbaicthe rock and
running off together, still giggling.

She sat up and shook back her tangled hair. "W tos#o that when
we were kids," she said, smiling. "We always spiet summer
holidays with my uncle's family. They have a seasidttage on the
East Coast. | remember one year my eldest cousiught a

girl-friend down. We scouted them all over the durnmsor things.

We thought they were so soppy to want to sit akimsing when they
could have been shrimping or playing beach critket.

Jake did not answer. He was absently brushingrikd dand off his
legs, a look of troubled preoccupation on his face.

"What's the matter?" Caroline asked quietly. Thdake... you aren't
married, are you?"



He gave her a look of apparently genuine amazement.
"Good lord, no! What on earth made you think | ntigg?"

"I don't know ... sometimes you seem to have sortl@ng on your
mind." She hesitated, colouring slightly. "You dtdrothered about
kissing me, are you? I'm not so naive that | take &iss as a
declaration."”

He gave her one of those strange enigmatic looks bacause she
suddenly found it difficult to restrain her curitysiabout him,
Caroline scrambled to her feet.

"Shall we swim?" she said lightly.

But as they walked to the water's edge, she knaaraent's disquiet.
In spite of what she had said, that kiss was bdandake a subtle
change in their so far uncomplicated relationship.

Am | falling in love with him, as well as with thslands ? she asked
herself uneasily.

At five o'clock, instead of parting company withr rethe grounds of
the hotel, Jake suggested that they should goHatailton for the
evening.

"I'd love to - what shall | wear?" Caroline askedthosurprised and
pleased at this unexpected invitation.

For the moment of tension between them had soosedasf once
they were in the sea again. And they had spentréke of the
afternoon exploring the rock pools around the point

"Oh, nothing too fancy. We shan't be going anywhermal. How
long will it take you to change ?"



"I'd like to wash my hair. The sea water make® isscky. An hour
should be enough."

"Right, I'll pick you up at six-fifteen." Jake swgiroff along the
left-hand fork of the path, and Caroline hurried thiher way,
wondering which of her dresses to wear.

Eve had an electric hair-dryer which she willinggt Caroline
borrow. She also pinned up her pleat for her.

"You've gone much fairer since you've been hereybur hair still
seems to be in very good condition,” she saidhassprayed a light
film of lacquer over the finished hairdo.

"l always use a conditioning shampoo. Thanks, Heei've done it
beautifully." Caroline untied her plastic make-wgpe and unzipped
the dress she had decided on, an Emmanuelle Kharfluid
dull-surfaced crepe with a petalled collar, a highstline and a skirt
gored to skim her hipbones with an easy flare etigm.

"That off-beat pale grey looks stunning with yoanthoney," Eve
said approvingly. "Any jewellery?"

"Only these." Caroline screwed two hoops of tinykpishells
threaded on silver wire to the lobes of her eang. sad bought them
at the hotel's souvenir boutique, with another fmagend home to her
sister-in-law.

Neither Jake nor Caroline had seen each othenyhiaig but beach

clothes before, and it was with a slight senséno€k that, at a quarter
past six, Caroline saw him swing himself out ofreall open car and
come up the path in a well-cut tropic-weight suis, nsually tousled

light hair now neatly brushed and parted. "Hellos$/Arnold," Jake

gave Eve one of his charming smiles. "Ready, Qae8lil should

bring a wrap. It may be cool later on."



"Yes, | have one." Caroline picked up her white iwagah coat, and
they said goodbye to Eve and went down to the car.

Jake made no comment on her appearance, but slkieeibte liked
the way she looked from the glance he gave herdafwitching on
the engine.

They had supper at a small unpretentious sea-fastiaurant
overlooking the waterfront of Hamilton Harbour, wéehe great
cruise liners docked and a couple of luxurious peg@ing yachts
were berthed.

While they sipped fruit punch, served in coconusksuand drunk
through straws, Jake looked out at the shippirtgerharbour, giving
Caroline the opportunity to study him afresh.

Curiously, his town clothes and groomed look madedeem older,
she thought. No, not older precisely, rhe corrediedself. More
worldly - and something else, too. But an exacinitefn eluded her.

He must have felt her staring at him, for he turdeasm his
contemplation of the harbour and said, "Sorry, §\Wwaking at that
darned great yacht and wondering who owned her."

"Some bloated old millionaire, | expect. I'd ratheve that lovely
schooner out there."

But Jake had lost interest in the shipping. "l Nkair hair that way.
You have a pretty neck. Those ear-rings are locah'tethey? If you
like that shell stuff, I'll introduce you to an algtl who makes it. The
shop prices are strictly for the States-side tosifis

"Yes, these ear-rings were a shocking extravagabuag,| just
couldn't resist them," Caroline said ruefully. "Bwith room and
board provided free, | find I'm quite well off ipige of the high cost



of living here. And of course we don't have to lamy make-up or
scent, so that helps as well."

Jake studied her golden-brown face. "Considering yab, you don't
seem to wear much paint. Not that you need it agymat most girls
seem to feel naked without it."

Caroline smiled to herself. It was true that, sisbe had tanned, she
had given up foundations and powders. But it haeriaher ten
minutes to do her eyes that evening, using a lyadfdittle pots and
bottles and fine sable brushes to achieve the rioiggrgreen shading
which Jake did not recognize as an artifice.

They ate crab salad and drank vin rose, and Ji#tedtabout diving
down south in the Bahamas and Jamaica where he/twked for a
couple of seasons before coming to Bermuda.

"How long have you been here ?" Caroline asked.

They were lingering over their coffee, sitting sidg side on a
banquette, and Jake was holding her hand on thésieeen them.

"Since the beginning of last summer,” he said. "ol didn't have
a regular instructor before | arrived, but | mardch¢e sell them the
idea."

"Is it a permanent job?" she asked.

"l suppose so ... unless | drown one of the custsyee decide to
move on. What would you like to do now? Shall wefgoa spin
round the islands, or shall we find somewhere tcda"

"Is there anywhere open for dancing? It's Sundayember."

"I know a place." He signalled the waiter to brthg bill.



"I'll go and powder my nose." Caroline disengagexdiand and went
off to the cloakroom.

While she was washing her hands and retouchindipstick, she
wondered again if she was falling in love with Jdkénad certainly
been a very gay and happy evening so far; perfapdappiest
evening she had ever spent with a man. If onlyksiesv more about
him.

But | do know all the important things, she thoygttaring at her
reflection in the mirror. | know we laugh at thersajokes, and that
we both love the sea and the beach, and thatd itkehen he kissed
me. Does it matter where he was born and wenttoa®

By the time she came out of the cloakroom, theetdy the
restaurant's illuminated fish tank had been takamoline had to pass
it on her way back to Jake, but she would not mteed the people
sitting there if the man had not stood up and loiner way.

"Caroline! Don't you remember me ?" he demanded.
"Why, Colin ... hello. How are you?" she said, unwise.

"I've-' been hunting all over the islands for yothdught you told me
you were going to work in a beauty salon. I've beeavery one in
Hamilton."

Caroline smiled. "You should have asked your cowdwere to find
me. I'm in the salon at the Tropicana."

"l didn't even know they had one," Colin said blignk

"l don't go up there much." He remembered thelginvas with. "Oh
... sorry, Margaret. This is Caroline Browning. Wet on the plane
from England. Caroline ... Margaret Burns."



"How do you do?" Caroline smiled at the girl, aradifan impression
of a pretty doll-like eighteen-year-old.

She turned back to Colin. "I'm afraid | can't stochat. We're just
leaving." She gestured towards the table by thelewnwhere Jake
was talking to the waiter.

At the sight of Jake, whom he had evidently notasat before, a look
of shocked disapproval came over Colin's good-logkace.

"What on earth are you doing with him?" he askeat3ly.

"He's a friend of mine," Caroline said evenly. "{pmu know him?"
"I know of him," Colin said tersely. "Look, Caroline -"

"Excuse me, | must go now. Nice to see you agaminC

With a nod to Miss Burns, Caroline walked awaydio j[Jake.

"I think perhaps | would rather go for a drive at," she said, when
they were outside the restaurant.

"Anything you say. We'll run over to St. Georgeskhd and have a
look at Fort St. Catherine by moonlight," Jake saitenably.

"Do you know Colin Dryden - the boy | spoke to i ttestaurant?"
she asked, as they set off.

"Only by sight. Shall | put the hood up? | don'tnvéo ruin your
hairdo."

"l don't mind a breeze. Is it blowing up for rair®aroline looked at
the sky where small clouds were scudding aboutyld@hts running
before the wind.



"A short squall perhaps, but the hood is weatheoff it does rain."

On the way, Caroline could not help dwelling oni@slodd reaction
to seeing Jake. Why had he scowled, and said "Wiwfdiim" with
that particular emphasis?

Perhaps it was only that, being a member of theistugryden clan,
he regarded professional diving instructors aserior form of life.
But, if that was the case, surely beauty operatmwest come equally
low in his estimation.

Thinking it over, she could not escape the conmicthat he had had
some other reason for viewing Jake with disfavour.

St. Catherine's Fort was a rambling stone edifita promontory at
the end of a wide bay. By the time they arriveaah#he rising wind
was whipping quite large breakers against the ratsphthe fort.

"This is where Admiral Sir George Somers had tallien1609," Jake
said, as he stopped the car. "But it must have beemugher night
than this. He was on his way to Virginia when lheef was scattered
by a storm. His flagshifea Venturstruck the reef out there."

Caroline shivered. Watching the churning sea, staldceasily
iImagine the terrible splintering of timbers asgladeon foundered on
the reef, and the cries of the crew and settlangggling in the
turbulent water.

“I'll put the hood up now, in case there's a sudti@unpour,” Jake
said, getting out.

Caroline would have preferred to drive straightkbsw Hamilton.
Like the weather, her mood had changed. Usuallyghioseas
exhilarated her, but tonight, sitting in Jake'sioathe shadow of the
gaunt old fortress, she felt nervy and irrationalbprehensive.



It would be dark now, in the golden world of thealayardens - inky
dark, all light and colour extinguished, the littieight fishes fled

away. Now the moray eel would slither out of higrery, and squids
would uncoll their long tentacles, and the vicibasracuda would be
nosing through the gloomy deep water.

"I think I'll put my coat on," she said, when Jaleme back into the
car.

He helped her to slip her arms into the sleevasaarshe fastened the
buttons he kept his arm round her shoulders.

"You haven't been round St. George yet, have ybha&aid. "It's the
original capital of the islands, and really mordenesting than
Hamilton."

"No, | haven't done any serious sightseeing." Qaedknew he was
only making conversation until she had settledéiérShe could feel
him watching her. In a moment he would turn heefexhis.

Earlier, she had hoped that he would kiss her agaihnow she did
not want it to happen. Not because of any unpléaparsonal
experience, but from tales other girls had recalineanbraces in
parked cars had distasteful associations for her.

Jake shifted his arm round her shoulder so thatdmsl was close to
her neck. Gently caressing the line of her necksad, "What's the
matter, Caroline?"

His perception startled her. "N-nothing, Jake," staanmered.

"I don't think you like it up here. It is a bit lalle tonight. We'll go back
to the hotel and have some rum-and- cokes."



He leaned towards her and gave her a quick kigse@ming of her
right eyebrow. Seconds later the car was in motion.

The Tropicana had a number of bars and cocktaldes. When they
were back at the hotel, Jake took her to the ReehR which was
one of the smaller bars with an intimate atmospluereducive to
guiet conversation. There was a radiogram playbodjt was tuned
low and the music was dreamy and relaxing.

Jake steered Caroline to a corner couch some destemm the other
people there, and presently the barman broughkslnvith lemon

peel and sprigs of mint floating at the brim of th# frosty glasses,
and a silver entree dish containing hot shrimp saes.

"You said this afternoon that you were not so néia you attached
any major significance to one kiss," Jake saidtgyierhen there was
no one within earshot. "That cuts both ways, CasoliYou don't
think | misread that statement, do you? | know wjwat meant when
you said it. | didn't mistake it for an invitatioéo kiss you any time |
liked."

She found herself suddenly shy of him. "No, | kngw didn't, Jake.
It was just ... oh, | don't know ... that placeuppose. It rather gave
me the creeps. | didn't mean to behave as if Ighbyou were going
to pounce at me."

His grin had a wry twist. "l don't make a habitpduncing. But |
would have kissed you again if you'd wanted it téou're a lovely
girl, Caroline."

"l like you very much too, Jake." On impulse, ské&lout her hand to
him.

He gave it a friendly squeeze. "Try some of theés@ng things.
They're good."



"Mm .. . delicious,” she agreed, taking his cue sieer the
conversation back to impersonal topics.

But as they chatted about generalities, she foanself studying his
face and once again trying to pinpoint the elugwality she had first
become aware of earlier in the evening.

It struck her suddenly that the lighting in the baowed up lines on
his face which, out of doors in the sun, she haegneesally noticed
before. Indeed, when his face was in repose, ap® attention was
not distracted by the wide charming grin and theebéss of his eyes,
he had a slightly dissipated air.

Oh, really - Jake dissipated! He must be one ofittest, healthiest
men in Bermuda, she told herself crushingly. Ndwadess, with his
fine physique concealed by a lounge suit, he didoak as boyish
and active as he always appeared on the beach.

"It's time | saw you home," he said, about elevetook. "Will you
be swimming tomorrow morning?"

"Yes, if it isn't too rough.”

"The squall will have passed by now. Bad weath&endasts long
here." Jake lifted his glass to finish off his drin

It was then, glancing across the bar towards thervemy, that

Caroline saw lan Dryden. He was standing under gheh of

simulated limestone which was supposed to represergntrance to
an underwater cavern. She had no idea how longatid&en there,
but he was looking directly at her. As their eyest,nme lifted one
dark eyebrow, his expression more than usuallyosacd

Then, almost immediately, he turned and disappdaned view.



The next evening, in response to Caroline's inematNona came to
supper at the cabins. She had already telephornetir@aat the salon
to apologize for her emotional outburst the nighrdline dined at
Dolphins' Wake, and the presence of Eve prevenied filom
unburdening herself again. Marie-Laure had gonebefire Nona
arrived. She had had a tiff with Miles Hazlitt, thad quickly found
herself another escort.

Before Nona went home she invited both Caroline Brd to a
private dance at Dolphins' Wake the following weeke

After she had left, Eve said, "From your descripted her house, |
should think it will be quite a grand occasior.Wear my flame silk.
What will you wear, honey?"

"Mm? Oh ... | haven't made up my mind yet,” Camlisaid
abstractedly.

Her first reaction, when Nona had asked them taltree, had been
to wonder if lan Dryden was on the guest list.

Even if he is, he won't take much notice of me waitithe rest of his
set there, she reassured herself.

On the night of the dance, as soon as the lasttdied left the salon,
Eve and Caroline dashed back to the cabins to otrate on their
own looks. Eve was already in a sparkling mood bsea that
morning, she had received an air-mail letter fronmePAusten in

New York. He was taking a week's vacation, and @auirive in

Bermuda on Sunday afternoon.

After stripping off her working clothes Carolinecha warm shower
followed by an invigoratingly cold one, then tovesllherself dry and



massaged her knees and elbows and heels with Smoented
Sanchia body lotion.

She was rolling on her tights when Eve tappedeattior and asked
how she was getting on.

"Nearly ready. Come on in," Caroline called.

And then, as the American girl walked into the calshe looked up
and said warmly, "Oh, Eve, you look gorgeous! "

"Do you like it? It's the first time I've worn itEve moved to take a
final look at herself in the full-length mirror ahe door of Caroline's
wardrobe.

She was wearing an ankle-length dress of rich redensilk, shaped
close to her figure, with a high round neck andsteeves. The
narrow skirt was slit on one side to allow for dag¢ and the hem of
the dress was heavily encrusted with paste rulmédagle beading.

It was an immensely sophisticated dress, and onehwdould only
have been worn successfully by a willowy bruneltevas also a
perfect foil for Caroline's dress of white lace alhlooked so demure
from the front but revealed most of her golden-brdaack.

"Well, we ought to knock a few eyes out, even if agven't any
minks and diamonds," Eve said gaily, as they skttiemselves in
the back of the taxi she had ordered.

The sweep of gravel outside the Merediths' houssalr@ady lined
with cars when they arrived, and the grounds wieneyl strings of
Chinese lanterns and concealed floodlights. Theas music and
laughter on the air. A maid took the two girls og\ona's bedroom,
and they left their wraps among the impressiveyaofafurs cast
carelessly over chairs and on the bed. Then thayt wewn the



graceful curving staircase to be formally receilbydNona and her
husband, standing by a great bank of oleandersraseks at the
entrance to the brightly lit drawing-room.

"What happens now? Do we infiltrate or do we staraind looking
animated?" Eve murmured, as they advanced intdréag@ing-room.

For with a large number of people arriving at thens time, it had
been impossible for Nona to leave her post andoparfany
introductions. And all the other people present evebviously
already acquainted with each other.

"Let's start by fortifying ourselves," said Car@jnseeing a waiter
approaching with a tray of champagne cocktails.

However, before they had time to sip their cocktalaroline saw
Colin come in with a party of other young peopledfas soon as he
saw her, he detached himself from his companiodscame across
to her.

"Caroline! I didn't know you would be here. Thisnarvellous luck. |
say, you look absolutely stunning."”

"Thank you." Caroline introduced Eve, and then sdithank
goodness you're here. We don't know a soul besldaa Meredith,
and we feel like a couple of wallflowers."

"You must come and join my party." Colin offeredam to each of
them, and led them across the room to where hé&nds were
congregated.

There were four girls and five young men in theugroand while
none of the girls looked noticeably enthusiastiowlihe arrival of
two newcomers, the men welcomed them cordially.



A few minutes later, Caroline found herself beiad bff to dance by
a tall thin young man who, like a number of othtbese, wore black
Bermuda shorts and black knee stockings with higewtinner
jacket.

"Considering you didn't know anyone when you adivi's been
darned difficult getting a dance with you," Coliaid wryly, when
about an hour later he finally managed to put m ¢laim before
several competitors.

"Yes, there does seem to be rather a surplus of'rf@anoline agreed
smilingly.

"There may be a few extra men, but not that margu #nd your

American friend are getting some pretty dirty lodéan the female

contingent,” Colin informed her. "We don't usuadige many new
faces at these affairs, and when a couple of r@thkouts appear on
the scene all the chaps perk up." He drew her ctodaim, his hand

rather hot and sticky against her bare back. Owershoulder,

Caroline could see Eve dancing with a man with aisteche and a
bald patch. As they caught each other's eye, Enkedli

This would be fun if Peter and Jake were here wgh Caroline
thought. She felt rather deflated because she lstenlooked her
best, but there was no one present whose adminaigamt anything
to her.

As if her thought of Jake had somehow been comnmatgticto him,

Colin said, "lI've been trying to get in touch witbu ever since we
bumped into each other last Sunday night. But Bt lretty busy at
the moment. What on earth were you doing with tHaicauley

fellow ?"

"You asked me that on Sunday, and | told you - adisend. Do |
gather you don't approve?" she enquired lightly.



"I should have thought you could have found somedsss
disreputable to take you about,” Colin said rapf@npously.

"Disreputable? What do you mean?"
"Oh, everyone knows about him. Last summer-"
But before he got any further, he was tapped omslloalder.

“I'm sorry to break in, but your mother finds shashleft her
spectacles at home and she wants to play bridgenit take you five
minutes to get them for her," lan Dryden said hey thalted.

"Oh, damn, what a nuisance," Colin said irritably.
"Off you go. I'll look after Miss Browning."

As Colin reluctantly released her, lan slipped lklsn round
Caroline's waist and swept her back into the dance.



CHAPTER IV

CAROLINE accepted this unexpected change of partners withaod
serenity. But as she adapted herself to lan's {elad was not a
shuffler like Colin - she felt a strange thrust e€igement, not unlike
the keyed-up feeling at the start of a sailing race

After they had passed the local calypso group wiewroviding the
music, lan said, "I've only just arrived. One dof tfuests was takenill
this afternoon and had to be rushed off to hospital particularly
unfortunate because he and his wife are on a sikedding trip."

"Not that nice Mrs. Walpole's husband!" Carolineclaimed
concernedly.

"Yes, how did you know?"

"She came in for a treatment and told me all aloutthe silver
wedding, | mean. Oh, poor thing, how dreadful fer.IShe was so
happy yesterday afternoon. Is his illness veryosesf?"

"He had a heart attack," lan said gravely. "l gathe/asn't a severe
one, but he'll have to be flown home, and naturhll/ wife was

frightened when he collapsed in the lift after llankve been in touch
with the family in Philadelphia, and their son @ming over to take
charge of the situation."

"Oh, | am sorry. | liked her. She seemed such aragthomely kind
of person. Not a bit like someone very rich."

"What makes you think the Walpoles are rich?" Isked. »

"They must be to stay at the Tropicana, and inadritbe best suites,
too."



"They might have saved up for the trip," he poinbed

Caroline considered the point. "l shouldn't thimk Surely if that
were the case they would have chosen a guest-hdbsg. would
have been just as comfortable."

"Do you consider the Tropicana is overrated?" kedsather dryly.

"No, | didn't mean that. But people who save uptfongs don't
usually splurge their money,” Caroline said seriously. "The
Tropicana is for people to whom money is simplyaigect. And
anyway Mrs. Walpole has a rich woman's clothesjanellery. It's
only her face which is different from most of thder women."

"In what way different?" he asked curiously.

"She looks contented," Caroline said simply. "Ahé sloesn't mind
being middle-aged and plump. Most wealthy womere lggowing
old. Sometimes it's just vanity, because their $oake their chief
interest in life. Sometimes they're afraid of Igsitheir husbands.
That's why they spend a fortune in beauty salams oa having their
faces lifted and starving themselves at healthds/tr

"l thought Sanchia cosmetics were supposed to warkders?" he
said, with a gleam of amusement in his eyes. "Arva gdmitting
yourself a charlatan, Miss Browning?"

"Not at all," she answered, smiling. "We don'tgiany miracles. All
we do promise is to make women look their best."

"Well, you and Miss Arnold are certainly excelleadvertisements
for the firm's products. Is Miss Gautier also hére?

"No, Marie-Laure had another engagement,” Carolkptagned.



They finished the dance in silence, and withoutveosation to
distract her, Caroline found herself increasinghnscious of his
nearness, and the light but firm pressure with tvinie held her.

When the music ended, he said, "It's getting ratloese in here. Shall
we stroll round the garden before the supper bteakd, slipping
his hand under her elbow, he steered her towardddbrs opening
on to the terrace.

There were people strolling about all over the lswsut lan guided
Caroline to a grass walk leading away from the n@ant of the
garden. It was sheltered by a tall pittosporum ketlte dark foliage
clustered with waxy white blossoms of heady fragean

"l thought you might like to see the old quarrydgr," he said, as
they passed under the shadow of a hedge, theimi@dhg no sound
on the thick turf. "All the great houses in Bermudeare built with
stone quarried on the site. It's still done todagome cases."

At the end of the walk they came to a high stonk wigh a circular
opening in it, and luxuriant masses of cor- alitaevand plumbago
spilling over the top.

"This is called a moongate. You see them all olveriglands. You're
supposed to wish as you step through,"” lan toldsiérholding her
arm,

"I don't think there's anything | want," Carolired lightly.

As they entered the moonlit garden and went dowumnding flight
of steps thickly bordered with spider lilies, shaswntensely aware
that they had the place to themselves. She couldnger hear the
murmur of voices and drifts of muted laughter.



At the foot of the steps, the floor of the quaragltibeen payed round a
raised pool. Water lilies and lotus blossoms fldate the quiet
surface. There was no wind that night, but as awaythe islands,
the sound of the sea was a continuous sighingeidligtance.

"Shall we sit down? Someone has put some cushiohs @an
indicated a carved stone seat facing the pool.

There were amphorae filled with plants and weathgneces of
sculpture set about on ledges of hewn rock all dier garden.
Seating herself on the bench, which was just wisteigh to take two
people, Caroline wondered why he had brought hee.hBut,

perhaps because of the two glasses of champagiadirunk, she
did not feel as defensive as she had that othét mdis car.

She was even prepared to admit that, until heedrighe had been
finding the dance disappointingly dull. Now he wasesent the
evening had some stimulus. Whatever else he mightan Dryden
was certainly not a bore.

"It's extraordinary how women's clothes change thigpearance," he
said, crossing his long legs. "Tonight you looleitereal that anyone
seeing you from the moongate could mistake yowafghost, Miss
Browning. That's a very pretty dress you're weating

"Thank you, Mr. Dryden," she said primly. "Do yowam | normally
strike you as a hearty hockey-playing type?"

"Hardly that, but you must be in pretty good trimmswim before
breakfast and run up those steps from the beaemghbwered, with
amusement. "As we're both off duty, shall we benmial and use our
first names?"

"Very well. How did you know | swim before breakfas



"I'm usually in my office by seven. | sometimes gea come haring
up the steps in your beach kit."

"Oh, do you?"

Had he also observed that she often had a compasimwondered.
If Colin disapproved of her association with Jagsssumably his
cousin would too. She remembered the sardonic laokad given
her the night he had seen her with Jake in the Ree.

"You start work very early," she said.
"l like to have the afternoon free," he said casual

There had been a time when Caroline would haveteddo this
remark by thinking somewhat acidly that it mustveey agreeable to
work only when one pleased. But from various snippef
information she had gleaned from the regular hsiialf, she knew
now that lan was no mere figurehead enjoying a odaible
sinecure. He really did keep a close rein on theagament of the
Tropicana, as was witnessed by his personal aitetdithe Walpole
crisis. And, according to her informants, he haaingd for his
position by working in famous hotels in London, i¢arand Paris,
and would have stayed in Europe longer but forsticden death of
his father.

"What does Colin do?" she asked. "He's never tad m

"Probably because he regards work as a deplomablgsion on his
other pursuits," lan said dryly. "He is a publi@t®ns assistant with
the Bermuda Broadcasting Company. He wasn't irtestes coming
into the hotel business. Unfortunately my uncleldidnen Colin was
still at school, and his mother tends to be toalgent."



A failing which I'm sure you do your best to couats, Caroline
thought.

Aloud, she said, "Nona tells me that some Bermudkanlies are
descended from the very first colonists. Did yauebears come over
on thePlough ?"

"No, I'm afraid the origins of the Drydens are decily dubious,” he
said easily. "My great-grandfather was a Cornishmim a Spanish
wife. He came to Bermuda at the beginning of theeAcan Civil
War, and made a great deal of money running theraktlockade
for four years. A ship's master could clear abmat thousand dollars
for the round trip to North Carolina, but of coutke risks were high
too. Compared with the Merediths and Fitzgeralds,Drydens are
rather shady arrivistes."

So that is why he's so dark, Caroline thought. Spanish strain has
come out in him.

"If you're interested in the history of the colohgan lend you some
books on the subject,"” he went on. "But perhapsdanit care for
reading."

"l used to read a lot at home, but | haven't domehmately," she
conceded. "I've been spending all my spare tintbarsea."”

"Learning skin-diving, | believe?" lan remarked, watit expression.
"Yes, it's fascinating - even more fun than sailing.

Caroline waited for him to make some barbed comnmnther
friendship with Jake. But he only said, "Have yaied any
spear-fishing yet?"



"Not yet. I've only just graduated to Scuba. Mr.ddaley doesn't
believe in rushing things."

lan turned his head towards her. By moonlight triesng)-boned face
was the colour of rough-cast bronze, the high-@itigose matching
the decisive lines of chin and jaw.

"With reference to skin-diving, you mean," he saggjligently.

"What else?" Caroline rose from the bench and mawealy to sit on

the rim of the pool. By leaning slightly forwardeslkeould see her
reflection in the water. She did look rather wrdikie, her hair a pale
bell round her face, her features indistinct, tiet@vlace of her dress
as insubstantial as a shower of sea-spray.

"I thought perhaps he might be instructing you itheo
accomplishments," lan said, from the bench. "Dovérbalance.”

Caroline turned to face him. "What other accomplfishts?"
"He's also an expert on water-skis. Didn't you kritdw
Had he really meant that? Somehow she did not sonk

"I know very little about him, except thheknows almost everything
about the reefs," she said calmly. "Shouldn't wgdténg back?"

She had left her evening bag on the bench, andckedit up and
handed it to her. She went up the worn limestoapssa little way
ahead of him, stopping at the top to take a lask lat the quarry
garden.

As lan joined her there, he said, "Perhaps | shoodohtion that
wishing is not the only custom attaching to mooagalf a girl stands
inside the gate's shadow, her companion is entiblédss her."



Caroline moved so swiftly that she almost trippedrdhe threshold.

As he shot out a hand to steady her, lan said ylafidon't panic. |
didn't intend to demonstrate. But young Colin mjgbgitven the
chance."

"l thought you made it your business to steer hiearcof strange
girls," she said, recovering herself.

"It depends on the girls. | don't think he's likéty make a fool of
himself with you, Caroline."

“I'm not quite sure what you mean - but it does@tund very
flattering," she said coolly.

"Merely that | don't think you're particularly imested in Colin."
"I hardly know him," she countered.

"Well, if you want to pursue the acquaintance, \foave my
blessing," he said benignly.

If they had not been approaching the terrace, @&ohight have
responded to this piece of calculated provocatiath & suitably
pithy riposte. But she managed to restrain herself.

"lan! - so youare here. Someone said something about your bei
detained at the hotel."

As they reached the shallow terrace steps, theg joered by Elaine
Fitzgerald on the arm of an elderly man.

"Hello, Elaine. Good evening, sir. Yes, | arriveather late," lan
explained.



He introduced Caroline to them. The man was Elaifagher.

"We've already met," Elaine said coolly, her tavaygs appraising
Caroline's dress.

Her own dress was a breathtaking creation of palergreen silk,
the bodice intricately embroidered with hundredsrmof shimmering
sequins. In a company of people all of "whom warened to varying
degrees, her beautiful shoulders were arrestingtytew Caroline
guessed that she had the sensitive skin of mostirast
auburn-haired women, and wondered how she managawtect it
from even a mild degree of suntan.

"Oh, you mean the morning you picked me up offitegmaid?" lan
asked.

"No, Miss Browning attended to me at the salonamg" Elaine told
him. "Actually it was the day you took me to the h¥ters' party.
Don't you remember? | did mention it."

"Yes, so you did." He glanced down at Caroline &ml mouth
twitched slightly. "I remember now."

For some seconds, Caroline could not think why rdwollection
should amuse him. And then she remembered thatheaday she
had told Elaine he had very little authority ovee dalon staff.
Obviously the older girhad reported the remark to him, and he wa
recalling it now.

“lan, could you run me home tonight? Daddy hasetvé early
because he's flying down to Nassau tomorrow mofrang my own
car has broken down," Elaine went on.

"Of course - with pleasure," he said, at once. lIStago in to supper
now ?"



It was in the supper room that Caroline becameraggifrom him.
Groups of people were mingling and interminglingind the two
long splendidly laid out buffet tables, and prebefdan was drawn
into conversation with someone she did not knowd ahe was
reclaimed by one of her earlier partners, a maled¢adbavin whose
surname she had not caught.

Within half an hour, Caroline found herself at @mel of the crowded
room, with lan's tall figure away at the other end.

Presently she managed to slip upstairs to touchenpmake-up and
comb her hair, and when she came down again Cas Iwing in
wait for her.

"I'm sorry | had to desert you. Have you had somgtto eat? Good:
then come and dance again. I've hardly had a malate with you."

"What about the girls in your party? Should youeserting .them ?"
Caroline asked.

"Oh, we weren't paired off or anything. They'reravad I've known
since we were all kids. We just arrived in a buhdme said,
dismissing them. "Caroline, can | take you homemiines breaks up

?Il

"I'm with Eve," she reminded him.

"She's going home with Barney Walsh. | heard hiknhees, and said
I'd look after you. You don't mind, do you?"

"It seems to be all arranged," Caroline said mildly

She had a suspicion that Colin was the type wholdvtake for
granted that she would kiss him goodnight, moongateno
moongate, but she had no doubt she could cope mimth And



besides, she wanted to know what he had been ¢goisgy about
Jake before lan interrupted them.

Colin monopolized her for most of the remaindethaf evening, and
she could not help noticing that lan danced almeastusively with
Elaine. Against her will, she found herself repdbtestaring at them,
and pondering the nature of their relationship.c8&irthey had
probably known each other from early childhoodyats difficult to
judge whether the palpable intimacy between therms marely the
natural result of lifelong friendship or if it inthted an even closer
relationship. But surely, if they're on the brinkan engagement,
Elaine wouldn't have to ask lan to take her home&yTwould have
come here together, Caroline reasoned.

It was one o'clock in the morning when Colin tuckest into his

mini-car, and although Caroline had often stayeer lat dances, on
this occasion she was not sorry to leave befordesbivities were

completely over. She was looking forward to a ctigea and to

comparing notes with Eve.

"Would you like to come sailing tomorrow? A crowius are getting
up a party and going over to one of the picnicidéa You could crew
for me," Colin invited, as they drove down the drim a procession
of other cars.

"Oh, | can't tomorrow, Colin. I'm already bookesdlie told him.
"With Jake Macauley ?" he asked suspiciously.

"Yes, he's taking me Scuba-diving."

"Can't you chuck him? You'll have a lot more furthnis."

"Wouldn't that be rather rude?" she suggested.



He did not reply for some moments, and then he isagatiently,
"You can't go on running around with that fellowarGline. He's
thoroughly bad lot. Ask anyone."

"Why does your cousin employ him, then?" she askdd.knows |
have lessons with Jake, and he hasn't warned m# hino."

"Does lan know that you've been out with Macauley the
evenings?"

"l think so."

"Oh, well, lan's a rum bloke. One never knows whatk he'll take.
Sometimes he lays down the law on things whichrame of his
business, and sometimes he couldn't care lesspgbate do," Colin
said, shrugging. "l suppose he can't very welliptg your affairs.
Though he's certainly stuck his oar into mine plewit times," he
added resentfully.

"You still haven't told me what Jake is supposetidee done," she
reminded him. "Do come to the point, Colin."

"The point is that Macauley isn't much better tlaagigolo,” Colin
informed her tersely.

"Jake - a gigolo?" Caroline expostulated. She wasme what she
had expected him to say, but this accusation stneclas laughable.
Apart from the fact that it was such an antiquaésech for anyone of
their age to use, it conjured an image of a smaratin type with
patent leather hair and pointed shoes dancingtigotat a 1930the
dansant.Jake, with his nice brown face and engaging gvis the
very antithesis of such an image.

"Oh, really, Colin, what rubbish! Gigolos went awith tea-gowns
and tennis flannels." she said laughingly.



"You sound like somebody's grandfather."

"I'm glad you find it so amusing," he said huffillHow else would
you describe a type who chases after older womas?Mbrell must
have been forty at least.”

"Who is Mrs. Morell ?" Caroline asked.

"She rented the house next to ours for the wholastfsummer. She
was recovering from an illness or something. | d&nbw all the
details. But she was obviously pretty well-to-do, ahd was on her
own here. | suppose she was either a widow or ercize. Anyway,
she hadn't been in Bermuda a couple of weeks bedoeeand
Macauley were as thick as thieves. They went evieeyestogether,
even to the Mid-Ocean Club where you have to haviatemduction
to get in. The whole colony was talking about thé&fother said it
was scandalous."

"What did your cousin say?" Caroline asked.

"Oh, he just shrugged and said it wasn't his canedrat Macauley
did in his free time, and that Mrs. Morell was eldough to run her
own life. He seems to quite like Macauley. | towuylan was an odd

type."

"Well, | still don't think you're justified in caflg Jake a gigolo,"
Caroline said firmly. "What was Mrs. Morell like took at?"

"I suppose she was fairly attractive ... for hee.a§he had a good
figure, and she slapped on plenty of makeup. Sbkeld like an
ex-chorus girl. | remember some of the girls sayhg was the sort
of woman who wore diamonds with a swimsuit."

Yes, | can imagine what the girls would say aboet, ICaroline
thought dryly.



One needed only a slight acquaintance with the reesntif Colin's

set to realize that they were the kind of superggiyoung men and
women who idled through life cushioned by theirgudis affluence
and social position, and whose attitude to all idets was one of
preconceived dislike or patronage.

As for the notorious Mrs. Morell, she might havesbdlamboyant
and lacking in taste, but she had probably had ad gteal more
kindness and tolerance than many of the membetkeotolony's
exclusive clubs.

Aloud, Caroline said, "Jake Macauley is older tlyan are, and a
woman of forty isn't exactly ancient, you know, @d!

"Perhaps she was more than that. Her hair wadrighatful brassy
blonde, and she had a laugh you could hear halfeaaway," Colin
said scathingly. "Anyway, she was a lot older thans, anchedidn't
pay for all that wining and dining at hotels evarght."

"How do you know? He may have a private income."

"Oh, come off it, Caroline. You don't really beleethat, do you? The
chap is a glorified loafer. Teaching skin-divingn'tsmost people's
idea of a career."

Inwardly Caroline conceded that there was a goatlafdorce in this
last statement. She had thought the same thinglhsosne time ago.
But she did not admit this to Colin.

Instead she said lightly, "It may not lead to feemel fortune, but it is
a happy, healthy sort of life. A lot of people waduknvy him.
Anyway, | agree with your cousin - the way Jakeas®s to live is
entirely his own concern."

"You mean you'll still go about with him?" Colingiested.



"If he asks me to," Caroline said calmly. "Aftel, @ssuming all the
gossip about him is truém not a rich widow."

"He may have other designs on you," Colin said.

She let this pass and, as they reached the hdésd, ghrected him to
take the turning off the main driveway.

"l wish you were as keen to come out with me," &id &uffily, as he
braked the car near the cabins.

, "Why don't you telephone me at the salon?" shggested.
"Goodnight, Colin. Thank you for bringing me backrid with that
she slipped out of the car and ran up the path.

Eve's light was on, and Caroline found her alreadgiressed and
busy cleaning off her make-up.

"I hope | didn't do the wrong thing, agreeing taneoback with Mr.

Walsh so that Colin Dryden could bring you homd#®' American

girl said, as Caroline stepped out of her shoessan# on to the end
of her divan. "He didn't get fresh, did he ? Hek®ohe type who
might."

"He may have had it in mind, but on the way backhad. a bit of a
tiff," Caroline said, yawning. "I quite liked hinoming over on the
plane. But now he seems rather spineless. It wastty dud evening,
don't you think?"

Eve nodded. "l can't say | had a swinging timeegith guess I've
reached the age when a quiet dinaateuxis more my style. But |
enjoyed the dresses. Did you notice that fairigitdlue chiffon, and
the redhead in pale green silk? She was dancing Mit Dryden
most of the evening."



"Yes, | noticed. You'd better get some rest if y@going to look
fresh tomorrow," Caroline advised. Suddenly shenditwant to talk
about the dance any more.

But although she was physically tired, it was agléime before she
was able to sleep herself. Yet it was not Colilésgations about Jake
which made her shift restlessly about on the cotabibe divan. Try
as she would, she could not close her mind to thisugf lan Dryden
and the interlude in the moonlit quarry garden.

The following afternoon Caroline set out for anotiseuba-diving

session with Jake. She left Eve getting ready ttogihe airport to

meet Peter Austen. Marie- Laure was reclining om vlerandah,
painting her nails and looking sulky. She had mpdyed her date the
night before and, since breakfast, had taken titede that she had
been deliberately excluded from the dance at DogiWake. Both

Eve and Caroline were out of patience with hertigaarly Eve, who

was so fastidiously neat herself that the Frendts gintidiness was
rapidly becoming the cause of serious friction lestwthem.

Considering the jumble-sale state of her room, i @wmazing that
Marie-Laure always contrived to look well groomed. h&Vv

exasperated Eve was that the clutter was constandyflowing to

the verandah and the laundry room. Instead ofngheut her smalls
every night as the other girls did, Marie-Laure awculated a mound
of discarded underclothes and then washed theah atice, when the
spirit moved her, and took over every inch of thgry rack. When

she had finished doing her nails, she would probaéhve her
manicure box on the verandah table, and it wouldiipéo Eve or
Caroline to return it to her room.

Jake and the boatman were waiting for her whenlbarceached the
cove beyond the headland. She ran across thes#melplace where
the boat was beached.



"Am | late?" she asked anxiously.

"No, right on time." Jake was checking the air pues in the
canisters, but he glanced up and smiled at heratWime did you
have lunch?"

"Early - about twelve. Scrambled eggs and a glassilé&f" Caroline
told him.

On Sundays the girls did not have any meals irhttel, but cooked
for themselves in the kitchenette.

Before they went out to the reef, Jake made heatipea"ditching",
which meant diving to the sea-bed, shedding herb&cunit,
surfacing, and then diving and putting it on again.

Caroline could not see the point of this exerdisg he explained that
it was good training in case she ever had to rea¢akow diver who
was trapped in some way and running out of air.

"In the actual event you would have to cut youaps; transfer your
air supply to him and then surface and get holdraither unit for
yourself," he told her. "Then the other chap cailidight underwater
and wait for you to come back and cut him freavduld be no use
trying to free him at once if he was down to h& laound of air."

"Oh | see. Well, let's hope it never happens. lmed$ should be all
thumbs in a real emergency.”

"That's why it's so important to practise theseadh|" said Jake.
"Then if a crisis does crop up you can deal withithout getting in a
flap."

Later, when they were relaxing on the beach, Jakedloff as he had
done the previous Sunday. But Caroline sat withbdaemk against a



boulder, thoughtfully sucking a peppermint, hersega his sleeping
face.

Somehow she could not believe that his relationsfitip Mrs. Morell
had been as ugly as Colin implied. Perhaps Jake avhsd of
passage. Perhaps there were aspects of his lifehwhstified
censure. But no one would ever convince her thatvag wholly
disreputable. The more she knew of him, the moeensds inclined to
believe that there was something in his past whadhmade him cut
adrift from commitments and responsibilities. Budttwas not to say
that he had also discarded all scruples and sgieoesHe might be a
drifter, but she felt sure he was not a sponger.

She had expected him to ask her to spend the ayeiitim him but, as
so often before, they parted company in the hotligds, and Jake
did not mention seeing her on the hotel beachdh@¥ing morning.

That week was a rather solitary one for Carolingerig morning she
swam by herself and saw no sign of J ke. And Eeatsall her free
time in the company of Peter Austen, which inclutieding lunch

with him in the hotel's main dining-room. She hattaduced him to
the other girls when he came to the cabins to hakeut on Monday
night. Afterwards Marie-Laure wrinkled her nose a&agt she could
not see why Eve had been so eager for his visdugh of course at
her age one could not be too discriminating.

"I like him very much," Caroline said, a shadelyart

Although the American attorney was by no means gooking with
his thin deeply creviced face and greying sands; e had liked his
guiet pleasant voice and the directness of his gyeg behind a pair
of dark-rimmed glasses.



The weekend came round, and Caroline decided todsBeinday
sailing. Since Jake had not been in touch with persumably he
would not expect her to turn up at their usualriviendezvous.

After breakfast on Sunday morning, she packed dvgah lunch,
borrowed one of the hotel bicycles and rode oveMto Cooper's
boatyard to hire thlermaidagain. It promised to be the hottest da
since her arrival in Bermuda, but there was a frasid blowing and,
knowing how quickly squalls could blow up out of apparently
clear sky, she had taken the precaution of bringisweater. By ten
o'clock she was on the water.

She spent the morning pottering in and out ofelitihys, and just
when she was beginning to feel hungry she noticedhall island

some way offshore on the port beam. Closer invatstig suggested
that it was one of the picnic islands Colin had teered to her, and
she decided to have lunch there.

As she approached the island, she spotted a mobuong. She
manoeuvred th&lermaidacross the wind, eased the sheets to redt
speed and then turned smartly into the wind with ooy on her
starboard bow. It was a bit of a scramble heavinghboard and
making fast and then hauling in the loose sheetsslire managed it.

Luckily she had had the forethought to wrap hecltupack in several
layers of polythene, so the contents were undamegée business
of getting ashore.

She was sitting on the sand in her swimsuit, munggld tomato
sandwich and thinking how much Joey and Rob wouldydner if

they knew where she was at that moment, when slsesuddenly
aware of being watched. It was a momentarily urgaleasensation
on an island she had thought deserted, but whetushed her head
she found a small coloured boy, about seven orteighrs old,
standing a little way behind her.



"Hello," she said, smiling. "Where did you springrh?"
The boy did not answer, but gave her a mischiegous

It seemed to Caroline that he was eyeing her lymatk rather
suggestively. She said, "Are you hungry too? Hasarawich? " and
held one out to him.

The child accepted it, retreated two or three pawes dropped
cross-legged on to the sand, his round dark eyesrneaving her
face.

"What's your name?" Caroline asked presently, athuse the
intensity of his scrutiny.

But he did not answer, and an oddly embarrasseggssipn flickered
over his small brown face.

Puzzled, Caroline passed him another sandwich.N&¥aty? He did
not seem so.

When the sandwiches were finished, and she hagdlabar of
chocolate with him, the boy scrambled up and bee#drer to follow
him.

The centre of the island was thick with overgrowrshes, and to
reach the far side they had to go round by wayefshoreline. The
interior of the place probably covered nearly areac

On the western side, the beach was fringed withk pomols, and,
beyond the shallows, coral banks showed up as gatihdeep blue
water. A palm-thatched open- sided hut had been dmithe widest
part of the beach.



There was no sign of a boat anywhere, and Caroboél not make
out how the boy had reached the island. Surelydutdcnot have
swum there? Then, as she was about to ask hiniutobed her arm
and pointed towards the coral banks. And, shadangies from the
sunlight, she saw the outline of a man swimmingwas wearing a
snorkel, the air tube breaking the surface likem@ature periscope.

"Your father?" Caroline asked.
But the boy was running off to the hut.

He returned a few moments later and proudly digmlag large
shiningly new clasp knife of the kind Caroline renieered her
brothers treasuring at his age. It had three blashes gadget for
opening bottles.

"l say, what a beauty!" she said, looking suitabipressed.

The boy beamed from ear to ear. He pointed towmdr@snan in the
water, then tapped his chest.

It was this mimed explanation of who had given fima knife that
made Caroline realize why he had not answered estpns. The
boy was deaf.

A splashing in the shallows made her glance ovesheulder, and
then give a startled exclamation. For in spite isf deeply tanned
skin, the man wading towards them was not a broemmBdian. It
was lan Dryden.

"Caroline! What are you doing here?" he asked, itoplequally
surprised.



Before she could answer, the boy began to gestecukan watched
him attentively, at intervals nodding his head. e in turn made
some signs, and the boy scampered off to the faihag

"He's going to make tea. Excuse me a moment, sy must deal
with this." He glanced down at the good- sized lebse was holding
In his gloved left hand. His snorkel and anothengiet were tucked
under his arm, and his mask was pushed back ovevdtiblack hair.

When he had left her, Caroline got to her feet @auddled along the
water's edge. lan was the last person she hadtexigecmeet today,
and she was conscious that her hair was wildly légh§rom the

morning's sailing, and that she had long since &st trace of
lipstick. But she had left her bag in the care of 8looper, so it was
not possible to make any quick repairs to her appea.

"You're moored at the old buoy, | suppose?" lad,sahen he came
back from the hut.

She nodded.
"How did you come across? | don't see a boat anggvhe

"My cat is laid up this weekend. We rowed over aedched at the
north end," he explained, with a gesture towardgtt of the island
Caroline had not yet investigated.

"Oh, | see. I've never sailed a catamaran. Do yefepthem?" she
asked.

"They're much faster than single-hulled yachts, thet're not so
manoeuvrable, and it's the devil's own job to righem if they
capsize. Ah, here comes Benjy with the tea. Youtahoimd tin mugs,
| hope?"



"Not at all," Caroline said politely.

The tea was made with condensed milk, a flavourclwtalways
reminded her of childhood. Sometimes, in hot waatbiee and the
two younger boys had been allowed to sleep intarigged up in the
garden. They had made tea in a billy can and coskedages and
fried bread in a discarded frying-pan over a smgkire.

Benjy had a bottle of fizzy stuff to drink. Aftepening it with the
gadget on his new knife, he wandered off to dahgddeet in a rock
pool. In spite of his disability, he was obviousijnappy youngster.
Caroline wondered what he was doing in lan's compan

The wind was dropping now, and in the lee of tlhenid's vegetation,
the temperature was well up in the eighties. Theegllid not seem to
trouble lan, but Caroline was glad she had a gasnmwmked glasses
with her.

She put them on. "What a scorching day! There'bdme red faces
in the salon tomorrow."

"Yes, it's a regular Sally Bassett," he agreednTheticing her look
of enquiry, "Haven't you heard that expression folt's quite
common in Bermuda. Sarah Bassett was burned atake during
the witch-hunts in the seventeenth century. Acewydo the stories,
she was executed on an exceptionally hot day, eatiaves are stiH
referred to as Sally Bassett weather."

"I see ... how grim." Caroline shivered slightlyo TTthange the
subject, she said, "l didn't realize at first tBahjy couldn't hear what
| was saying. Has he always been deaf?"

"Yes, there's congenital damage to the middle leaan never be
cured, but he isn't as cut off from the rest of wald as he would
have been some years ago. He attends specialcfassge deaf, and



we've all picked up enough sign language to be tabkdemmunicate
with him."

"We?" Caroline queried.

"My mother is an invalid, and Benjy's parents riaa house for us,"
lan explained. "He usually tags along when | comer ¢o the island.
It's a change for him, and he's no trouble."

"It's quite a large island. I'm surprised it has®@en built on. But |
suppose the Government want to preserve somegjdis colony in
their natural state."

"This isn't Government property. It belongs to uay said casually.

She gave him a dismayed glance. "Then I'm trespgsidn sorry... |
had no idea."

"It doesn't matter. There isn't a notice sayingelK®©ff." We don't
mind who comes here as long as they don't leavedaes all over
the place."

"All the same, I'm sure you prefer to have it taigself. Well... thanks
for the tea."

She was already on her feet when he said, "Youamomned. You
don't want to be becalmed for an hour, do you?"

It was true, Caroline realized. The breeze had ¢tewely died away.
The sea was as smooth as glass.

"We get these lulls sometimes in the early aftemddll freshen
again about three," lan told her. His mouth twittiséghtly. "Don't
look so perturbed, Caroline. I'm aware that youw flny company



something of a strain, but you can always go off awim if it
becomes too much for you."

Caroline bent to remove one of her beach shoesy"déhyou say
that?" she asked evenly, shaking the sand out of it

"Isn't it true ?" His tone was amused.
"I was not aware of it," she said, with a slightugh

He raised a quizzical eyebrow. 'Well, | won't cadur bluff for the
moment. Later, perhaps."” And he sprang to hisdadtsignalled to
Benjy to join them.

The three of them swam together for over an hounging off a
natural groyne of rocks to see who could retriésegreatest number
of coins from the sea bed in a single dive, angiptpa hilarious
game of water-ball which came to an abrupt end witen ball
suddenly burst a seam and deflated like a priclediddm.

After they had rested on the rocks for a few miauBenjy had a new
idea.

"He wants to play catch. Are you up to it?" lanexsk
"l think so." Caroline was still panting from thgrevious exertions.

“In you go, Benjy." lan gave the boy a playful shamto the water.
"You'll find it's quite a job to grab him," he toldaroline. "He shoots
about like a young squid."

"Oh, to be eight years old again!" She shook baskskreaming hair
and took a header after him.



As lan had warned, catching Benjy was not easywékeas supple as
an eel and twisted out of her reach half a dozeadibefore she was
at last able to seize him.

"Your turn now," lan called.

Treading water, laughing and gasping from the sitvas chase after
the boy, Caroline turned her head and saw him stgrah the rocks,
his hands on his hips, his , tall figure outlinggiast the deep blue
sky.

And in the moment before his arms swung up foplnege, a queer
kind of panic seized her and she looked wildly @lfousome way of
escaping from him. He came for her under the waiel, when he
was almost on her, she drew a deep breath and dddige by

jack-knifing sideways. She knew he would have tdame to gulp

down air, and that the only way to evade him wasisiyng young
Benjy's tactics.

But the next time she dodged his hand brushed stga@n leg and she
had to somersault down to the sandy floor. And tlasnshe twisted
over and kicked herself upwards, she saw his dank €lose to hers,
and his arms clamped round her.

It was probably no more than ten seconds beforetieads broke the
surface of the sea. But it was long enough for (Fado experience a
sensation of total helplessness - and something ewvene
frightening.

As soon as they surfaced, he released her. Butrasamds slipped
from his glistening shoulders - she must instindgiv@ve clutched at
him, or attempted to push him away - her heart wamg@ing so
violently that she felt giddy and weak.



Then Benjy came bobbing up near them, flailing dkiny brown
arms to incite lan to chase him, and Caroline swsiamly back to the
beach.

By the time they joined her, there was sufficierdze for her to say,
"I think I'll be getting back now."

"Would you mind giving us a lift? It will save mewing against the
current,” lan said.

This was something she had not bargained for. "Véhatut your
boat?" she asked.

"Il bring her to the mooring and put her on a tiive."

"Very well ... I'll meet you round there." Picking her sand-shoes,
Caroline walked away from him.

But although she was outwardly composed, her thisugére in wild
confusion. For now she could no longer deny thengfth of lan's
attraction for her.

And | knew it all along, she thought miserably. farthat very first
day at the airport...

It was her suggestion that lan should take the lyglimg back to the
boatyard. She did not want him to have the oppdstdo watch her,
perhaps to detect that she was upset.

With the Mermaidfast to her buoy once more, they all transferced
the rowing boat to get back to the jetty.

Then Caroline picked up her bag from Mr. CoopeffE® smiled
goodbye to Benjy, managed a tighter smile for lad mounted her
bicycle.



When she got back to the cabins, she had a warmesho rinse the

salt out of her hair and off her skin. Then shegdlean cotton frock
on, made herself a pot of coffee and took it outhenverandah. She
was still stretched out on a lounger when, an fater, Eve returned

from a deep-sea trolling trip with Peter.

"Whew, I'm whacked! I've been wrestling with a walioshe
exclaimed, flopping into a chair.

"What in the world is a wahoo?" Caroline asked.f®dind of fish,
| presume.”

"That's right ... and what's more | caught him,"eBrformed her
triumphantly. "And he weighs sixty pounds. | think I'll have himr
stuffed or embalmed, or whatever it is they dagbihg trophies, and
hang him over our mantel in one of those long gtases."

It was some seconds before the significance ofrémsark registered
with Caroline. Then she sat up with a jerk.

"Eve! You don't mean -?"

"Yes, Peter's asked me to marry him, and he's gviris office that he
won't be flying back until Wednesday, and tomorme@/re going to
choose a ring," Eve told her, all in one breathh,"Oaroline, I'm so

happy!"

Caroline was so delighted by this news that fontieenent she forgot
her own problems.

"l suppose this means you'll be leaving as sogoasible? " she said
presently.

"Well, we haven't had time to make any definitenglabut | shouldn't
think we'll get married until the fall," Eve saidflectively. "Apart



from my contract with Sanchia, there's the problefmfinding
somewhere to live. Peter's present apartment g semall, so it
wouldn't be too convenient, even temporarily. Anelre/ not like a
younger couple who don't want a family right awaie'd both like to
have a couple of kids, and as I'm twenty- nine r@sthday, the
sooner we get started the better. | guess a bigaalde in the country
would be ideal for us, but they aren't too easiynia."

On Monday morning, Caroline arrived at the salotind a parcel
waiting for her. It had been given to the recepsbby one of the
hotel pageboys and was unstamped with only "MisswBing"
written on the wrapping. So until she opened itrollae was
mystified. But when she found it contained seveiks about the
history of Bermuda, she realized it had come fram |

For an instant, a warm glow of pleasure filled hEmen she told
herself not to be a fool. The fact that he had rabexed their
conversation in the quarry garden had no partigitarificance.

At lunchtime Peter and Eve invited her to have dimwith them,
overruling her protests that they would surely eré¢d be alone on
their last-but-one evening together. Marie-Laures \aés0 asked to
join them, but said she already had a date.

"Why don't you ask Jake Macauley along, Caroline?"

Eve suggested. "Then, after dinner, we can winthepevening on
the Calypso Terrace."

Caroline hesitated. By now, she had come to thelasion that Jake
was avoiding her deliberately. But Eve's suggesjare her a pretext
for seeking him out.



"Yes, all right, I'll see if | can find him," sheyeeed.

Jake was at work in the cabana on the hotel beaehnenne kept all
the Scuba equipment.

"Oh, hello, Caroline," he said offhandedly, whenghenced up and
saw her in the doorway.

"How are you? | haven't seen you about lately," shmarked
casually.

"Well, you know how it is ... the season is hottung now and I'm
kept pretty busy."

"Yes, we're busier in the salon too." She told thennews about Eve,
and about the invitation to make up a foursome.

But she knew he would not come. From the way he avasding
looking at her, and from the general uneasine$ssainanner, it was
obvious that her surmise had been correct.

"Never mind. Some other time, perhaps,” Carolinel smuably,
when he had made a transparently impromptu exduset daving
some urgent repairs to do that evening.

Although she had already suspected it, his unexgthichange of
attitude was rather hurtful, and she could not mgpdering if he had
dropped her because he knew she was" not a ginigage in a casual
love affair - the only relationship which interestac.

But later she dismissed this thought as an unwanttg; the kind of
reason which Colin would have supplied for theatitn.

* % %



On Friday afternoon, Caroline was tidying up theatment room
after her last appointment of the day when thep®oaist came to
tell her she was wanted in Mr. Dryden's office.

In the outer office, lan's secretary told her to sjight in, and
Caroline thought the other girl gave her a ratlemupar look.

But it was not until she opened the door and saw else was
awaiting her that she had a premonition of disaster

lan was sitting behind a large black-topped deskhhinds folded on
the blotter, his expression completely inscrutalpoléront of the desk,
in an armchair, sat Mrs. Binyon, Caroline's filgtmt after the lunch
break. And to one side of the desk, perched oretlye of another
chair and looking extremely worried and distresssds Eve. A
fourth chair, empty, had been placed directly ofipdan.

"Come in, Miss Browning." He half rose to his festd gestured for
her to sit down.

"I'm afraid what | have to say is not very pleasahe told her, as
soon as she was seated. "Earlier this afternoomygee Mrs. Binyon
a facial treatment which lasted approximately foniputes. For part
of that time she was asleep. Is that correct?"

"Yes, quite correct,” Caroline agreed perplexetijrs. Binyon fell
asleep during the massage and didn't wake upllo@gan to remove
her toning mask."

"And were you with her all the time she was asléep?

"No, | went to the staff room for about ten minuéesl had a cup of
tea. But that's quite usual," Caroline added.



"So I understand from Miss Arnold," lan said bnsKICould anyone
else have entered the room while you were away?"

"l shouldn't think so. Miss Arnold and Miss Gautweere both busy
with clients, and the hairdressing staff have resoa to come into
the treatment rooms," Caroline said, frowning slighNVhat was the
point of all these questions? she wondered. And dilyEve look
worried, and Mrs. Binyon embarrassed?

"After Mrs. Binyon left the salon, she had tea lbe terrace and then
went to our boutique to buy some souvenirs," lanntwen
dispassionately. "She then discovered that instédtaving thirty
pounds in her bag, she had only twenty-five pouStie. has accused
you of taking some money from her bag while she asdsep, Miss
Browning."

Caroline stared at him, dumbfounded. For some mtsysre could

not believe she had heard him correctly. And tleelaa continued to
look at her with no flicker of expression on hisdaher own cheeks
flushed with angry colour.

"It isn't true! I've never stolen a penny from angg she protested
vehemently. And then, turning to Eve for suppoYipu don't believe
this, do you ?"

Before Eve could answer, lan said curtly, "Miss dlchhas already
expressed her opinion, Miss Browning. Now Mrs. Binysays that
her handbag was open while she was in the treatroent. She says
she did not remove her glasses until she was ondheh, and that
she put them in the bag and left it unfastened small table by the
couch. She also says that her money was in a pocket lining of
the bag, and clearly visible. Do you agree with2ha

"Yes, the bag was open and | did notice some bdaeknim it,"
Caroline agreed. "But surely -"



She broke off as the door behind her opened, abig shick-set,
middle-aged man in Bermuda shorts and a brighanashirt was
shown in by lan's secretary. He looked as puzzte@aroline had
been, and not in a very good temper.

"Say, what is all this?" he demanded, in a stroega¥ accent.

lan stood up and came round to the front of th&.d#'sn sorry to
have interrupted your game of golf, Mr. Binyon. Bart awkward
situation has arisen, and | felt you should begired et me get you a
chair."

Mr. Binyon glowered first at his wife, and thenEate and Caroline.
Then he gave a kind of resigned grunt, settledbuisy figure in the
chair lan pushed forward for him, and took a lacmgar from a case
in his shirt pocket.

Even though she was still stiff with indignationarGline could not
help thinking it strange that such a large rougmadiad sort of man
should have married a little fluttery, nervy persige Mrs. Binyon.

Briefly, his voice clipped, lan explained the facofsthe "awkward
situation”. When he had finished, Mr. Binyon saffing at his cigar
for a moment or two. Then he took it out of his toand said, "Are
you sure that you had that much money in your pudséores ?"

"Well, naturally I'm sure, Hector," Mrs. Binyon ogted petulantly. "I
had counted it right after lunch. | had thirty-figeunds. | spent five
pounds at the salon on my facial and some perfédme .then later |
went to the boutique to buy cashmeres for LucyRiathe. But when
| came to pay the check, | didn't have thirty pautett, | only had
twenty-five. If | hadn't gone shopping | wouldn'ave noticed, |
guess. | don't usually keep a close account. Asilein a place like
this one doesn't expert the staff to be dishonest."



"l think | should remind you that Miss Browning h&tsongly refuted
this accusation, Mrs. Binyon," lan put in at th@m. "And you've
heard Miss Arnold's statement with reference to dieracter and
background.”

His tone, although quiet and courteous, made Mrs/d fluster.

"You don't imagine I'm enjoying all this unpleassds, Mr.
Dryden?"

"Now, Dolores, don't get yourself upset,” her hugbantervened
swiftly. "You'd better go back to the suite andtreg for a while.
Take one of your sedative powders. I'll deal witls business.” He
assisted her from her chair and steered her fitoviyards the door.

lan glanced at his watch and then at Eve.

"l don't think it's necessary for you to stay efthidiss Arnold. You'll
be wanting to close the salon. Miss Browning, wdl wait in Mr.
Newbolt's office? He's not here this afternoon."géstured towards
the door of the adjoining room.

For Caroline, the following twenty minutes were therst ordeal of
her life. Confronted with this shattering accusatishe was suddenly
terrifyingly conscious of being alone in an alidage. And it was
scanty comfort to know that Eve had supported lher.Eve had not
known her long. The only people who could effedyiweouch for her
honesty were more than three thousand miles away.

Slowly - agonizingly slowly - the seconds ticked v the desk
clock. Pacing around the room, her palms damp, l@arbeard the
subdued murmur of voices from beyond the connectoay.

And as each minute dragged by like an hour andilvenur went on
and on, she was pierced by a chilling certaintyt, teaen if lan



believed her innocent, he would not scruple to iBeerher to
maintain the hotel's reputation.

At last, when she felt she could not bear the an$or another
interminable minute, the door opened, and she Kaewvas in the
room with her.

Slowly, Caroline turned from the window towards h#md then she
drew in her breath and felt sick. For the look aface was that cold
inimical expression she remembered from their Viesy meeting.



CHAPTER YV

“I'm sorry to have kept you waiting so long," laaics crisply.
"However, you'll be relieved to hear that, in theeemstances, Mr.
Binyon has agreed to let the matter rest."

"I - I don't understand -" she stammered.

He moved to a cabinet behind the staff manages's, @ad opened a
compartment containing bottles and glasses. Aftarripg some

brandy into a small tumbler, he handed her thesgl&®u'd better sit

down and drink this. It will pull you together. ¢alize all this has
been upsetting for you, but it's over and done watv."

"You mean it was all a mistake?" Caroline askedilonedly.

"Possibly - perhaps, not being used to Bermudiameoay, Mrs.
Binyon mistook a pound note for a five-pound nokeewshe checked
her money after lunch.”

"But she was positive she hadn't miscounted. Heb&wd asked her
that, and she said she was absolutely certain.

"Perhaps she dropped a note somewhere,” lan sadnihg.
"Whatever the explanation may be, the issue itegedis far as you're
concerned.”

"Settled? How can it be settled? She accused nm&ealing the
money. | can't prove | didn't." Caroline said, eice shaking.

"You don't have to prove anything. As I've told ydlne matter is
closed." There was a hint of impatience in his t6New drink up the
brandy, and try to put all this out of your mind."



She gaped at him incredulously. "You mean I'm sepddo forget
it?"

"If you're sensible - yes," he said flatly.

Suddenly, Caroline was furious. She snapped thes glawn on the
desk. "Isn't that asking rather a lot?" she demarahgrily.

lan's jaw set hard and he looked even grimmer biedore.

"Perhaps it is," he said coldly, "but I'm afraicathn the present
situation you will have to accept my judgment oratMis best. | made
every effort to dissuade Mrs. Binyon from makingdji@ct accusation
against you, but she's an impulsive, highly-strwagnan, and she
was too worked up to listen to reason."

"And as she's a guest and I'm only one of the,dtaffexpected to
swallow my pride and overlook her impulsivenessppose?"

"You seem to forget that, assuming the money wésred, there is a
considerable weight of circumstantial evidence rgfayou," he

reminded her. "However, the Binyons are leaving¢orow, and Mr.

Binyon agrees with me that it would be a mistakmstitute a formal

investigation."

"What you mean, | suppose, is that losing five msuns so
unimportant to him that he's prepared to give neelténefit of the
doubt? It must be nice to be so rich that you caouse people of
stealing and then gloss the whole thing over wittemumuch as an
apology,” Caroline shot back bitterly.

And then, to crown her humiliation, her mouth begantremble
uncontrollably and her eyes filled with hot stingjitears.

"Oh, for heaven's sake -" lan took a pace towards he



She sprang to her feet and side-stepped away frmm h

"Don't worry, I'm not going to have hysterics," stedd him in a
shaking voice. "May | go now?"

And, without waiting for his assent, she ran outhaf room.

Outside the entrance to the hotel, she automatittathed to the path
that led to the cabins. Then, feeling she couldfaceé anyone, not
even Eve, for a while, she changed her directiahhanried another
way until she came to a vine-sheltered arbourdrstant part of the
grounds.

It was the time of day when the majority of the Jicana's guests
were either congregated in one of the hotel colcktanges, or were
up in their rooms dressing for dinner. But afterdliae had been in
the arbour a few minutes, she heard someone appngaand
hurriedly wiped her eyes and tried to look composed

To her dismay, the man who came into view was istrizanger. It was
Jake Macauley.

He took one look at her face, and said, "Carovbht's the matter?"
"Hello, Jake. Why, nothing," she said brightly.

"Don't be silly - your eye-black is all smudged. Ylook like a wet
Monday morning. Come on, tell me. What's wrong?'dAre sat
down beside her on the bench and put a comfortingraund her
shoulders. "You haven't had bad news from homeg gau?"

She shook her head and blew her nose. "It's nothingh. | - | don't
usually sit around moping. | must be overtiredansthing."

"Well, tell me all about it, and I'll cheer you Ujhe told her gently.



And then, because she had an intuitive feeling fakte would
understand better than anyone, she told him allitad happened in
the past hour.

"l see ... yes, it's rough," he said slowly, whiea bad finished. "But
no one who knows you would believe you would st€akoline. You
just aren't the light- fingered type. | bet you'svar even swindled a
tuppenny bus ride."

"That isn't the point,” she said unhappily. "Dom@ti see? | can't ever
clear myself. People can't barel didn't take it."

Jake gave her a reassuring hug. "You don't haygadwee things to
your friends, honey. They take you on trust. Anywgyu say Eve
spoke up for you, and Dryden doesn't believe youhed the money
... SO who else matters?"

Caroline bit her lip. "Mr. Dryden didn't say he didbelieve it. He's
merely giving me the benefit of the doubt."

Jake gave a rather dry laugh. "lan Dryden doeswe ldoubts, my
girl. He's not the indecisive type. If it had ev@nssed his mind that
you might have whipped the old crow's cash, youldm@tibe sitting
here now. You'd be halfway back to England. Hegwiimself on
being a good judge of character. Otherwise he wdulthve taken
me on without any proper credentials. And if hespuzed the
woman's husband into dropping the whole nasty legsinyou can
bet he doesn't believe you're the guilty party."

"What do you mean, 'pressured’ ?" Caroline asked.

"It's an American term for some pretty strong fooipersuasion.
Look, | imagine what you wanted was for Dryden g point blank
that he was sure you hadn't anything to do withnt] to more or less
have told this Binyon woman to go to blazes. Bueguyou can see



how she would have reacted to that? When you'mr@mgra ritzy joint
like the Tropicana, it isn't enough not to activetiend the customers
- you have to lean over backwards to humour themit'S§ no use
feeling let down because he didn't leap to youenet with all guns
blazing. He had to tackle the business more obgue

"Yes, | suppose you're right," she conceded, withsigh. "But he
could have said something afterwards. Oh, wellenewnd ... it's no
use brooding about it, | suppose.”

"That's my girl! Look, how about nipping back teetbabins for your
swimsuit, and coming down to the beach for a gsveim?" Jake
suggested, bracingly.

"Yes, all right, I'd like that. And, Jake, thanl® bucking me up,”
Caroline said gratefully.

"That's okay - any time," he answered lightly.

For a moment she thought he was going to add samgeg¢tse. But
perhaps she was mistaken, or perhaps he changedrnisbecause
he only gave her hand a friendly squeeze, and gbepff along the
path together.

They were halfway back to the cabins, walking along of the main
pathways through the gardens, when something \agdhhappened.

Turning a bend in the path, they saw another costpddling towards
them. And scarcely had the others come into sidgi@nnake gripped
Caroline's arm above the elbow and bundled heugir@a gap in the
surrounding shrubbery.

"What on earth was all that about?" she askedmazament, when
he had forced her to push through several yardbiciet and they
were in the open again.



"I'm sorry. Did | scare you?" There were beads ofsture on Jake's
forenead and upper lip, and he was obviously intatesof
considerable shock.

"Jake, are you ill?" she asked anxiously.

He shook his head. He looked, she thought, likeesora dazed and
shaken up by a car accident.

"Those people ... | didn't want them to see me,5dud, passing his
hand over his eyes. Then, before she could quektroragain, "I'l
meet you down on the beach, Caroline." And with tieawalked off,
and left her staring after him.

Returning to the cabins, Caroline found Eve loolong for her.

"I've been worried about you," she said anxiou$Wr. Dryden came
to the salon and told me everything was going tokas, but that you
were very upset. | thought I'd find you in your mmd/Vhere have you
been?"

"l wanted to be alone to calm down. I'm sorry yoerevworried,
Eve." Caroline began to wunbutton her overall. "Véheis
Marie-Laure?"

"Oh, she'd already gone when | went back to clgsthe salon. She
doesn't know anything about this hateful businégs.made some
coffee. Will you have some?"

"Yes, please. Eve, will you have to report all lmidead office?"

"I don't think that's necessary," the older gitdstoughtfully. "My
own opinion is that either Mrs. Binyon made a nkstan counting
the money, or she dropped a fiver somewhere. Bader tell you



about the time in the Fifth Avenue salon when ohéahe clients
thought her diamond clip had been pinched?"

"No - what happened ?"

"Oh, all hell was let loose," Eve said wryly. "Tadbout panic
stations! In the end, after the police had beeledaihe wretched clip
was found in the client's own bag. It had slipgedugh a hole in the
lining. But did she apologize? - not a word! That'surious thing
about rich people. If anything is missing, they & jump to the
conclusion that it's been stolen. It seems to pleadia with them."

When Caroline went down to the beach, she saw slittkey on the
diving raft moored about a hundred yards from treews edge.
Curious to hear the explanation for his extraongieehaviour in the
grounds, she swam out to join him, and he helpedlamber aboard.

At first, when he started talking about the Amenicinger who was
coming to the Tropicana for a high season cabanghgement,
Caroline thought he intended to ignore the inciddimen, after a
pause, he said suddenly, "I'm sorry | lied to ybawd being busy on
Monday night. | know you didn't believe the excuismoked up. |
didn't mean to hurt you, Caroline. | thought it wbbe better for me
to keep out of your way in future."”

"Did you? Why, Jake?" she asked.

"Oh, it's a long story, and not a very pleasant,''ohe said wryly.
"Let's just say I'm not a very suitable companion domeone like
you."

Caroline found that she could not suppress heostyiany longer.
"Because of Mrs. Morell?" she asked him evenly.



He shot a wary glance at her. "What do you knowual@ette
Morell?"

"Only gossip, most of which is probably highly egegated."

Jake looked uncomfortable. "There's no smoke withoe," he said
gruffly.

"So they say," she agreed. "But the amount of sngkenecessarily
in proportion to the size of the fire. In a pladeeIBermuda, even a
spark is enough to set tongues wagging. Jake, whyodi dodge out
of sight when we met those people in the gardéns ?

For an instant she thought he was going to telitdv@nind her own
business, and she regretted her hardihood.

But then, with a sigh and a shrug of resignatienséid, "The man's
name is Macauley ... Andrew Macauley. He's my yeurigother. |
don't know the girl with him. I imagine she's higevFor all | know
they may be here on honeymoon. You see, | haveait Brew for
four years. In fact | never expected to set eyelimnagain."

"Your brother!" Caroline exclaimed, in astonishment

"Who did you imagine he was? Someone from Interfw§ll, |
suppose my reaction was rather similar to a crihmoafronted with
the man who's tracking him down," Jake said, wittmagrimace. "I
wonder how long they're "staying here?" he wenspeaking half to
himself. "God knows how I'm going to avoid themnTe&hances to
one they'll want diving lessons. | suppose | cgddsick for a week."
He sat gnawing his upper lip for some moments trioigbled blue
eyes gazing towards the towering balconied fac&dleeoTropicana
on the headland above the beach.

"Why must you avoid him?" Caroline asked.



"The last time | saw Drew was the day my fathek&e me out for
embezzling money belonging to the ' family busitie¥ske said, in a
flat voice. "He told me to get to hell out of Engtha and that if | ever
came back he would tell the police what I'd done."

Caroline did not hesitate. "I don't believe it,"eskaid calmly. "If
you're trying to put me off you, you'll have tortkiof something
more convincing than that, Jake. | don't believel'gdoembezzle
money any more than you believe | stole from MrsyBn's bag.
You aren't that sort of man."

"Oh, Caroline, you don't know anything about meidn't want to
disillusion you, but you forced me into a corner."

"You haven't disillusioned me," she said simplyeXpect you are
capable of doing some bad things. So is everyoiengcertain
circumstances. | can imagine you getting into htfend accidentally
injuring somebody badly - or perhaps doing somettliiegal like

smuggling because there was adventure and risklviewo But

embezzlement - no! It's not like you."

"l believe you mean that," he said slowly.
She laid her hand on his arm. "What really happedake?"

"If | tell you the truth, will you swear never toemtion it to anyone...
not even your own family?"

"Yes, | swear," she promised gravely.

Jake leaned back on one elbow, his gaze still fxedhe hotel. "I
won't tell you the nature of my father's businegs-enough to say
that it's a big private manufacturing company,bkgan. "My mother
died when Drew and | were still at prep school.\Mdis two years
younger than | am. We were never much alike, excepbks. | was



keen on sport, and he was the brainy one. | waayal\getting into

scrapes - | was darn nearly expelled a couple @ginand Drew was
the exemplary type. You know - head of his housenthead of the
school. I don't want you to think | was ever jealotibim. It wasn't at

all like that. As a matter of fact we were alwagsyclose. We had to
be. We certainly didn't get any affection from FathAll he cared

about was the business. God knows what sort ofMi¢her must

have had with him."

He paused, and Caroline felt that it might be edsiehim to talk if
she did not watch him. She rolled over on to hemsich, and
propped her chin in her hands, her eyes on thardibbrizon.

"By the time Drew came down from Oxford, | was abtg in the
business," Jake went on. "l wasn't much use artumgblace, and |
was always having blazing rows with Father. Evéangé months or
so he threatened to chuck me out on my ear, ittt worry me
particularly. My mother had left some money for wheame of age,
and | was having a high old time. | bought mysdlaahy sports car,
and spent the weekends in town and generally litvad. Then the
money ran out and jl had to sober down a good degivay, the gay
life had begun to pall by then. I'd met a girl wiias different from
my usual run, and | was even feeling an urge toimeca solid
citizen." He broke off and gave a hard laugh. "#swather ironic, |
suppose."

“Ironic?" Caroline prompted quietly, when he seentedhave
forgotten her presence.

"Well, you see my brother came down from universtgen with
first-class honours, and my father seemed quite dorofi his
achievements. And then, six months later, Drew ctomae in one
hell of a state. Apparently he'd got himself invemwith some pretty
raffish types at Oxford, and they had introduced b a gambling



place in town. He had been crazy enough to tryracdup his losses,
with the result that he was up to his ears in dBbot. what really

shook me was that he'd been fiddling company fuadd,had even
written a cheque on my father's private account."

"You mean forged it?" Caroline asked, horrified.

Jake nodded. "There wasn't any way out of thetstua | mean in
the sense of covering it up. And, knowing Fatheer¢ wasn't much
to hope for in owning up either. We knew he wouldand avoid a
public scandal, but it would be curtains for Dresvfar as the firm
was concerned. He would be cut off without a pemsythe saying
goes."

"So you volunteered to take the blame?" Carolind, sstting up
Now.

"No - | wish to God | had!" he answered tersely. t'Bon afraid my
iImmediate reaction was to think Drew had askedalbithat was
coming to him. Not a very noble attitude, perhdpst, although I'd
been fairly wild in my time, | had drawn the linefarging cheques."

"Then how was it that you became the scapegoaeiend?"

"It was Drew's idea," he said, in a low voice.lade sense, when
you come to think about it. | was already the blableep of the

family. | hadn't so far to fall from grace as he hledaresay my yen to
settle down was only a temporary aberration anytvay.

"But, Jake - to wreck your whole life for him!" Céree protested,
deeply shocked. "And what about the girl you merads?"

"l had just found out that Aline was in love withirseone else, so that
didn't complicate the issue."



"But how could you be sure that, if you took tharbé for your
brother, he wouldn't do the same thing again ?"

"l thought about that, but | was pretty sure thaew Wasn't a
gambler by nature," he said. "You know there armaespeople who,
if the bug once bites them, can't ever get it duheir system. But
Drew had never really got any kick out of gamblikgr him it was
simply a question of being caught in a quicksande Tore he
struggled to get out of the wretched business,

the more deeply involved he became. | suppose reladlyy clinched
the decision was that | knew | could survive bemmgwn out. | didn't
think Drew could. It would have finished him. Anywa/ou see now
why | don't want him to know I'm here if it can gddy be avoided."

"No, | can't say | do," Caroline said frankly. "Ybave no cause to be
ashamed. Why should you have to keep under cowgelSt's your
brother who should feel embarrassed, not you."

"That's the point," he said dryly. "Drew didn't ggt scot free, you
know. Do you imagine the last four years have bessy for him,
Caroline? | should think he's had a miserable jiter devil."

"You pity him?" she asked, astonished.

"Yes, | suppose | do," Jake said thoughtfully. ribw | would rather
be in my shoes than in his. It doesn't really nnattieat other people
think of you, but it must be grim to have a lowmpn of yourself.

Perhaps | ought not to avoid him after all. It ntiggguare his
conscience a bit if he knew | was getting alongright. However,

enough of my problems. Let's see if you can beatatk to the
beach."” And he sprang to his feet and held outdungl to pull her up.

Presently, while they were drying themselves, Gagosaid, "Will
you take me out to the reef again on Sunday?"



Jake hesitated. Then with a reluctant grin, he, s&kay, if you
insist. My good intentions never were very duralaled | suppose
you're old enough to choose the company you kedpet\Caroline
woke up the following morning, the sun was shinthgough her
window and a red-bird was singing somewhere clgsé&bt almost
immediately she was conscious of a reluctancede tlae day ahead,
and as the events of the previous afternoon caavedang back, she
groaned and rolled over with her face into theopill For the first
time since she had come to Bermuda, a great wakieroésickness
engulfed her.

After breakfast, she set out for the hotel aheadEwé and
Marie-Laure because she wanted to return lan's b&ites had not
finished reading them, but she felt that, in thewnstances, she
could not bear to have them lying about her room.

As she had anticipated, there was no one in ther affice. The
typewriter on the secretary's desk was hidden uadgiastic dust
cover, and in Mr. Newbolt's office a cleaning wonhaoked up from
her dusting to call a cheerful" '‘Mornin', missy,"

"Good morning." Caroline laid the parcel of bookstbe desk. She
had written "Mr. Dryden. Private" on the wrapping.

Then, as she turned to leave, the door of the atffiee opened, and
lan himself appeared.

Caroline felt her cheeks flame with sudden col&ine had forgotten
his habit of starting work at seven.

"I - | was returning your books, Mr. Dryden." Shesgured at the
desk. "Thank you for lending them to me."

"Not at all. Did you find them interesting?"



"Yes... very," she murmured awkwardly.

Taut nerves making her clumsy, she knocked her @anblasket
against a chair and some of the contents tipped tre floor.

lan stepped forward to help her retrieve them. ey tboth reached
for her sunglasses, Caroline's fingers brushedlaeve. She jerked
her hand away as if the contact had stung her.

He straightened, examining the glasses to seeey tiad been
damaged. Unlike the close-carpeted inner offidesputer office had
a hard tiled floor.

"No harm done." Instead of giving them back to herstood with the
glasses in his hands, looking down at her with goression she
could not read.

Caroline swallowed. "Mr. Dryden ... about yesterday sorry | lost
my temper."

The apology was entirely unpremeditated. The waesmed to
come out of their own volition. Indeed, until thmabment, she had
had no intention of retracting her angry outburst.

"l understand.” lan replaced the sunglasses ibasket, and opened
the outer door for her.

In that moment, as he politely dismissed her, Qagalealized how
unimportant she was to him - of no more account tihthe other
members of the staff. In fact, if it had not beentier acquaintance
with Nona Meredith, she would have had little mtrelo with him
than she had with Mr. Newbolt.

On Saturday morning, she had a telephone call f@whn. He
wanted her to come to a beach barbecue at his himahevening.



Because she was in a mood to snatch at any distrac@aroline
accepted the invitation, and Colin arranged to cam fetch her at
nine o'clock.

"l thought you weren't too keen on that young md& remarked in
surprise, when Caroline told her where she wasggoin

“I'm not - but | don't feel in the mood for a queatening," Caroline
said restlessly. "You don't mind my going, do you?"

"Of course not, honey. I'm going to write a longdeto Peter, and
then go to bed early and dream up a glamorous deaus" Eve
spread the fingers of her left hand and lookednighyi at her pearl
and diamond engagement ring.

Caroline had expected her to be in rather low tspsince Peter's
return to New York, but the older girl seemed quieppy at the
prospect of staying in Bermuda until the end ofdhemer.

Caroline dressed for the barbecue in French naegtslnd a navy
and white striped cotton sweater. As she was régdy quarter to
nine, she decided to walk down to the main gatdsaamt for Colin.

She had just emerged from the secondary drivewatp dhe main
one when lan's white sports car passed her. Heddidotice her - or
at least gave no sign of doing so - but Carolirgetimae to see that he
was in evening dress.

Going out with Elaine Fitzgerald, | suppose, shmught, as the car
turned a bend and disappeared.

Colin was a few minutes late and, as she sat dnite seat inside the
gateway, the beauty of the massed oleanders amdheumting early
summer scent filled her with another surge of essthess.



When Colin did arrive, sweeping in through the gatih a reckless
disregard for anything that might be coming thesothiay, he nearly
missed seeing her, and stamped on the brake sahar&€aroline
winced at the screech of his scorched tyres.

"Sorry I'm late," he apologized, as she climbedaside him. "It's
been one of those days when everything goes hayWaree you got
your swimsuit with you?"

"Yes, I'm wearing it under my clothes."
"Very nice too," Colin said, eyeing her slendeufig approvingly.

When they reached his home - a sprawling one-stoudgling with
the massive buttressed chimneys which were suchstanative
feature of Bermudian architecture - Caroline wastled to see lan's
sports car among a number parked round the forecour

"Your cousin is here!" she exclaimed, dismayed.

"He's not coming to the barbecue. He's here fosMalrty," Colin
explained.

Down on the beach, at the end of his mother's gar@elin's other
guests were already enjoying themselves. Somefaeliag about in
the water, others were energetically dancing inadygcanopied
pavilion built close to the low bluff which dividetthe garden from
the sands. In the centre of the beach a bonfirdokad prepared, but
was not yet alight, and not far from the pavilioocdoured youth in a
chef's hat was arranging kebabs and sausages ogritheof a
stone-built barbecue.

Until about eleven o'clock, Caroline quite enjoykdrself. She
danced and swam and ate hot spicy kebabs anddutigts. Then
the beach fire was lit and everyone gathered r@mbtsand3lowiri



In The WindandRiver Bird,led by two boys with guitars. That was
fun; the fire crackling and sparking, and the saggechoing out
across the sea.

But afterwards the party began to get out of hinkre was some
horseplay in the water which Caroline thought stugd possibly

dangerous, and then some people started throwimgfitsausage and
bread pellets, and others went into uninhibiteddheslin the shadow
of the bluff.

Colin behaved fairly well, but he did not appearhtve drunk as
much canned beer as some of his guests. Carohieeld beer, and
stuck to bitter lemon. But what she would reallwédiked was a
glass of cold milk.

It must have been nearly midnight when she fehas pain under
her heel, and found she had cut herself on a piegkass half buried
in the powdery sand.

Earlier, someone had accidentally smashed a tumiela@r the spot
where she was standing. All the fragments were @sgab to have
been collected, but obviously one piece had bessadi

"It's a nasty gash. You'd better come up to thesband I'll patch it
up for you." Colin called one of the other men &phhim make a
chair for her, and together they carried her upstiees to the top of
the bluff and through the garden.

"Okay, John, no need for you to stay. | can cops,'h€olin said,
when they had reached a verandah and lowered Garoh to a
couch.

“I'm sure you can, old boy," the other man saidhaigrin.



Colin laughed, but when John had left them he edti€Caroline's
expression and said, "Oh, don't mind him. He waly &mdding.
Look, you'd better come inside where | can seegnpy

He opened some french doors, and switched on awgith was
much brighter than the dim lamp on the verandah.

It was not until Caroline had hobbled over the shdd that she
realized the room was his bedroom. There were pleoof easy
chairs, but one had some gramophone recordsamdtthe other was
piled with boxes of tennis balls arid oddments, dhdre was
nowhere else to sit but on the edge of the singkend

Colin turned on the taps at the handbasin in aezarhthe room.

"Il get some antiseptic. | won't be a minute." gisappeared into a
passage, closing the door behind him.

While he was away, Caroline examined the cut. ¥ wat bleeding
much, but it was deep and full of sand. At the moinitedid not hurt.

But even if it was painful later, at least it gaver an excuse for
leaving the party early.

| shouldn't have come in the first place. It semesright really, she
thought.

Colin came back with some clean towels and a wellipped first
aid box.

"You'd better lie down so that | can get at it measily. I'm afraid it's
going to hurt, cleaning it up. Would you like a shbbrandy before |
start?" he asked.

The suggestion made Caroline smile. "You're notbimg for a
bullet,” she said dryly. "Don't worry, | won't faiaway."



Because he was nervous of hurting her, the cleampegation was
much more uncomfortable than it need have beeroli@arset her
teeth and tried not to flinch as he forced theapegn and gingerly
dabbed at the embedded grains of sand. By thehntead finished,
she was feeling rather sick.

"There, | think that will do." Colin cut some liahd used a whole roll
of bandage to anchor it in place. "I'm afraid I'at too hot at this sort
of thing. Are you feeling okay? You look a bit wgdz

"Do 1? | feel all right." Caroline swung her legsthe floor. "Thanks,
Colin. I'm sorry to be such a nuisance."

"It wasn't your fault." He put his arm round heristao help her
stand..

The next thing she knew was that he had both avmsrher and was
kissing her.

For an instant, Caroline was too surprised to résms. When she did
push him away, it was with more exasperation thagea What a
time to choose to kiss her!

In freeing herself, she put weight on her injureabtf and
momentarily closed her eyes against the sharp Y4iwen she opened
them, she was looking straight at lan Dryden, alswhite-coated
figure framed by the open french doors.

“I'm sorry to intrude," he said smoothly, "but yqarty seems to be
becoming rather unruly, Colin. Go and see if youn tane things

down slightly, will you?" He noticed Caroline's lolged foot.

"What's this? Has there been an accident ?"

"It's nothing serious. Come on, Caroline." Lookidgggers at his
cousin, Colin took her arm and moved towards thandah.



But lan remained, barring their way out. "What hexpgd?" he asked
sharply.

"I cut my foot. Colin has been dressing it for m€aroline said
stiffly.

How long had he been there? she wondered. HaceheGs#in trying
to embrace her?

"Not very expertly, by the look of it. What did yawt it on?" lan
persisted.

"A piece of glass. She's all right," Colin said $quely.

"I'll take a look, if you don't mind." lan steppedo the room, forcing
his cousin to give way. "Off you go," he said sumiya'The racket
on the beach is disturbing your mother's party."

For a moment, Colin looked defiant. Then, with desushrug, he
said, "Oh, very well. | shan't be five minutes, @ae, then I'll take
you home."

When he had gone, lan took off his dinner jackelinked his cuffs
and rolled them back over his forearms. Withoukiog at Caroline,
he moved to the basin to wash his hands.

She watched him in silence, knowing it would béléub argue with
him. After a moment or two, she sat down on thedrezk more. Her
heel was throbbing now, and she felt cold and asihpexhausted.

Having dried his hands, lan went down on his haas@mnd unpinned
the bandage which Colin had fastened across hepinEhe cut must
have started to bleed again as he had to pull i pf lint away
from it.



"Hm ... just as | thought. This isn't anything li&ean," he said, with
a frown of annoyance. "If it weren't so late, Kohryou round to the
doctor. As it is, I'll deal with it myself. Lie dawand turn over on
your front, will you."

It was an order, and she obeyed it without prdiestuse she knew
that, if the cut was not clean, it would be chitdysperverse to object
to his ministrations.

"Colin did his best. He was afraid of hurting mgtie said, with her
face against the counterpane.

"Very likely - but a few minutes' pain now is predble to an infected
wound tomorrow," lan said incisively. She felt hgnp her ankle.
"Il be as quick as | can."”

This time the pain was really agonizing. Her whiotely went stiff
and she dug her fingers into the bedding, thankiati her face was
turned away from him,

"It doesn't need to be bandaged. A plaster wildhtbke dressing in
place overnight," lan said presently. "Tomorrow 'doloetter let our
resident nurse have a look at it."

"Yes, | will. Thank you." Caroline sat up, feelimgeak and a little
giddy. She wished Colin would come back.

lan replaced the things he had used, and tossetistteerded bandage
Into a waste paper basket. As he turned down hissdbeves, she
saw him cast a disapproving eye over the untidioésse room. It
was not squalidly untidy because there were prgbableast two
maids in the house to keep the basin gleaming lamdurnishings
dusted. But it was evident that Colin never putthimg away when
he could rely on other people to tidy up after Hiime room reminded



Caroline of Joey's chaotic bedroom. But Joey willsadtoy. Clearly
lan felt that his cousin should have outgrown #tee of disorder.

Poor Colin. Perhaps he was spoiled and immatur&ifoage, but it
must be unnerving to have someone like lan corgtahecking on
him.

"Perhaps I'd better run you back myself," lan sdacuptly, when he
had put on his jacket and there was still no sigbadin coming back.

"l don't mind waiting for him," Caroline said hdgti"Shouldn't you
be getting back to your own party?" She levereddieoff the bed
and limped on to the verandah.

lan followed. "Where are your shoes ?"

"l left them on the beach. Colin will bring themhChere he comes
now."

"What a relief!" lan's tone was sardonic. Then Wwergy on his heel
and walked away.

That night, Caroline dreamed she was exploringrést gardens,
alone. Suddenly she was trapped. Somehow the $wmroke her

aqua-lung had caught on a coral branch, and shel cutl free

herself. As she twisted and turned in the wates, sdw three other
divers swimming towards her. They were maskedsbatknew who
they were. Colin and Jake passed by, ignoring igeaks for help.

But lan unsheathed his knife and cut her free. Theeput his arms
round her, and they began to soar up towards tii@cgu But before
they reached it, her supply of air ran out andfehderself starting to
suffocate--

She woke up with the sheet over her face. Her heastthumping,
and she felt hot and sticky. Although her windovswaen, the room



seemed stiflingly close. Then a flash of sheetthgiy lit the sky,
followed by a heavy roll of thunder.

Caroline threw back the bedclothes and turned beehot rumpled
pillow. Presently she heard the first heavy drojpsam pattering on
the leaves in the shrubbery outside.

Even though she was fully awake now, she couldjoié dispel the
reality of her strange dream. Yet it was not thegibte sensation of
choking which fingered with her, but the wondetfiegling she had
experienced when lan cut her free and drew heedtobim. And she
knew then that she was in love with him.

When, on Sunday afternoon, Jake saw Caroline's éingplearned
about her injured heel, he would not let her dive.

"But salt water is good for cuts," she argued.

"Yes, but if you spend all afternoon in the watee skin will get
soggy and take longer to knit together," he sauhlfi. "There are
plenty of other things to do. You haven't seenGngstal Cave yet,
have you? Come on: we'll go sightseeing."

Because his car was being serviced, they hiredobtiee carriages
from the rank outside the hotel's main entranceiritarriage had a
bright pink canopy with a white fringe all rouncethdge.

"l feel as if I'm back in my pram,” Caroline saas, they jogged down
the drive. "Jake, have you seen your brother yet?"

"Yes ... last night. | had a couple of drinks wiim."

"What did he say ? Wasn't he stunned at seein@you



"He was pretty shaken. In fact | wouldn't be s if he decided
the air here didn't suit him," Jake said, on ad acote.

"What do you mean? Did you quarrel?"
"No, it all went off very smoothly, considering thecumstances."
"Then why do you think he may leave?"

"Well, my father has been dead for two years, senDs head of the
firm now. | think he's afraid | may try a spot odtertion."

"Surely he can't," she protested. "Why, if it hathe'en for you -"

Jake cut her short. "Human nature has some od#sguiraroline.

Sometimes if people have to live with a lie, theg @p believing it's

the truth. | think Drew has managed to convincedeailinthat | really

am the skeleton in the Macauley closet. His wifeké so. She has
obviously been told I'm a villain of the deepesedyfancy she was
rather disappointed that | wasn't knocking backrabe and leering
at her."

"Oh, Jake, how can you joke about it? | think #Bsolutely
abominable," Caroline said indignantly. "If yourobrer had any
conscience he would insist on making it upto you."

"He hasn't anything | want," Jake said, shruggitidhe offered me a
seat on the board, | wouldn't accept it. Life ingiamd has lost its
appeal for me."

"Well, if you don't want to go back, he ought ta seu up in
something over here. You could have your own diviagd
water-skiing school."



"I doubt if it would be a paying proposition," Jakaid carelessly.
"Business would fall off too sharply during the @anonths. | swim
all year round, but middle- aged tourists don'ttalct the Tropicana
probably makes a loss on my services even in thle $eason. But
they're prepared to subsidize me because it lengthige list of
amenities in their brochure."

"There are other things you could do if you had saapital to get
started," Caroline pointed out. "You can't live kEssly for ever,
Jake. It's... such a waste."

"A waste of what? | haven't any special talentsyway, if | wanted
to set myself up, | wouldn't need Drew's help. seene savings - not
much, but enough."

By this time they had reached their destination argkn their driver
had reined in the horse, Jake sprang down fromcéngage and
handed Caroline out. To reach the Crystal Cave, Went down a
sloping subway, the air becoming noticeably chaifier the warmth
of the day above ground.

Then, as the great cavern opened up ahead of @enwijne saw that
the roof was clustered with thousands of sharpetipgtalactites, like
a fantastic array of giant icicles. And what mauke sight even more
breathtaking was that these petrified cascades weéexted in the
glassy surface of a vast underground lake.

"Extraordinary place, isn't it? | wonder what tleenperature of the
water is?" Jake said, his voice echoing oddly.

"What a wonderful setting for a ballet." Carolinedpped her own
voice to a whisper. "The Palace of the Snow Quegwou know, the
one in the fairytale with ice round her heart."



They walked along the wooden causeway built outr oie
motionless water. There were no other visitors gband the
atmosphere was primeval and curiously eerie.

Caroline shivered, partly from physical cold, aradtly because the
water looked so deep and mysterious. Jake purimgsaund her. "It

Isn't the right setting for you. You belong in then, with the wind in

your hair."

She lifted a startled face, for there had beenta imchis voice which
was new to her. But perhaps she had only imaginedéause he was
looking, not at her, but at a particularly largalattite. A moment
later, he said briskly, "You'll catch cold down éevithout a jersey,
and too much standing will make your foot sore!d_gét back above
ground, shall we ?"

As Jake had prophesied, his brother and sistavindeft the
Tropicana on Monday afternoon. Caroline witnes$edr tdeparture
herself.

Eve had given her the key of the Sanchia showcadeei entrance
hall, and had asked her to change the display ahih gome de luxe
bottles of "Sea Foam" sun- filter cream, a new Wiech had just
been flown in from New York, and which was beingishly
promoted in all the glossy magazines.

"This girl looks exactly like you, Caroline," Evedh said teasingly,
when they first saw the double-page colour spreadvsly a
golden-skinned girl leaping into the sea from a hegamarkably
similar to the one below the Tropicana.

"Except that | don't usually prance into the watenothing but a
couple of gold bracelets," Caroline had pointed ©be caption read:



"Be a sun goddess this summer! Let soothing, nmiastg
"Sea Foam" protect and gild your skin all throudiio$e long
lazy days on beach and patio. Cool as a veil afdyjift (yet
rich with the humecants which revitalize a pale tetrweary
skin), fragrant "Sea Foam" shields the most deéca
complexions from harmful burning rays. Basking athing,
let "Sea Foam" transform you ... capture the hosiesen of a
daughter of Neptune ... the amber glow of an Aatiexess."

While she was arranging the "Sea Foam" bottlespl®ar heard a
man's voice so much like Jake's that she immegliadghed to see if
it was Jake. But it was not Jake, but his youngethler, who was
standing a few feet away from her. And even iflsh@ not heard him
speaking, she would have known who he was. Hisnkkace to
Jake was most marked.

It was equally clear that he and his wife werelmgoint of leaving
the hotel. Mrs. Macauley was choosing magazindsegbaper kiosk,
while Andrew held her expensive pigskin make-up casel
conferred with a porter from the luggage room.

Then, as he turned full face towards her, Cardme that although
he had Jake's straw-coloured hair and sandy eysbtosveyes were
a paler, colder blue and he had a fair moustacldesarall flat-set
ears.

He must have felt her staring at him, as he cabghteye and she
hastily returned her attention to the showcase.

She knew that, even if she had known nothing abimat she would

not have liked the look of him. She had noticed llgawas wearing a
patterned silk cravat tucked inside the collariefdhirt, and she had
always had an irrational mistrust of men who wawevats. It was a
Browning family joke that cravats and club blazarsl sheepskin
motoring coats were the mark of the phoney.



Well, it's certainly true of Andrew Macauley, Camad thought
acidly. He's as phoney as they come.

By mid-week, she was able to walk without limpingdahe and Jake
began to spend all their free time together. Tv@odin telephoned,
wanting to take her out. But Caroline told him,tquruthfully, that
she was already engaged.

One evening, about a fortnight after the barbecartyp Caroline
waited so long for Jake to collect her for an emngrout in Hamilton
that eventually she decided to walk over to hisiicand see what
was detaining him.

She had never been to his cabin before, but sh& khevas
somewhere behind the hotel tennis courts, andthhad the place to
himself.

When she arrived there, Jake's blue sweater wagirttaover the
back of a chair on the verandah, but there wasgrodaf him being
about. All the doors were closed, as were the sfaitt the bedroom
window. Concluding that he must have already Ip#rhaps they had
missed each other in the grounds - Caroline washenpbint of
turning back when she thought she heard a soundtfie shuttered
bedroom.

Puzzled, she decided to knock on the door.

For a moment after she knocked, there was no respdimen Jake's
voice called, "Who is it?"

“It's me... Caroline."

Wondering why he had closed the shutters on suaiaren balmy
evening, she waited for him to come to the door.



When he did, his expression was so unwelcomingitivaluntarily
she stepped back a pace.

"l wonder what had happened to you," she explaistdtled by his
unusually high colour and blood-shot eyes.

"Didn't you get my message ? " he asked gruffly.
"No... what message?"
"l asked one of the pages to tell you | couldn'kend this evening."

"He must have forgotten. Jake, are you all right?uMook so
flushed."

“I'm all right. I'm sorry about our date. I'll sg@u tomorrow,
Caroline." He shut the door.

Caroline frowned and bit her lip. If his words Hagken at all slurred,
she would have thought he had been drinking. Bugpite of his
strange appearance, his voice had been quite nodnal then,
suddenly, something in his brusque, almost hoattieude struck a
chord, and an instant later she heard the unmisialsmund of him
slumping heavily on to his bed.

She opened the door, walked into his room, andedlas quietly
behind her.

"You're ill," she said composedly. "Why on eartdrdt you say so?"

Jake was spreadeagled on his rumpled divan, holaimget face
flannel against his forehead. He sat up with a gavtt glared at her.

"Now look here, Caroline -" he began.



"It's no use bellowing at me," she said gentlye'la father and three
brothers, and they're all like bears with sore baalden they aren't
feeling well. How long have you been like this?"

"It came on this afternoon. It's not serious," &iel slisagreeably. "I'd
rather be left alone. Why do women all fuss so?"

"Because men are so foolish. You're obviously mgnia
temperature. | think a doctor should see you."

Jake flopped back on the pillow. He had taken cffdhirt, and his
chest and shoulders glistened with sweat. His atmen she touched
it, was burning.

"Look, | know what's the matter with me," he sdltls some damned
bug | picked up in Venezuela ages ago. Sand taérfet's called. It
won't last more than twelve hours, then I'll be yokgain. So just
leave me alone, there's a good girl."

"Oughtn't you to be taking lots of fluids?" she gasgted. There was
nothing to drink on the table beside the bed.

"You can make me a pot of tea, if you like," hadgaluctantly. "That
would help to sweat it out of my system. But I'nt ttm steady on my
pins, so | haven't bothered."

"Right: I'll do that." Caroline left her bag on hair, and went softly
out of the room.

He kept his kitchenette very neat, and she hadfficutty in finding
the things she needed. She would have liked to imakget into bed
properly - he probably ought to keep covered, eliengh he was so
hot - but guessed that such a suggestion would drdyarejected.



Even her mild easy-going father was surly and itatale when he
had anything wrong with him.

After she had taken the tea in to him, Carolineadrto leave him in
peace.

"But I'll pop over just before bedtime in case #eranything you
want," she told him decisively. "l won't disturbwd you're asleep.”

Eve had gone to a concert in Hamilton that everang,Marie-Laure
was always out after seven. So Caroline passetirtigewriting a

letter to Shelagh, her closest friend in the Londalon, and doing
some repairs to her clothes.

It was a little after half past ten when she setfouJake's cabin for
the second time. A full moon lit the grounds, amelnight was so still
that she could hear music coming from the directibthe Calypso
Terrace.

There was no light slanting through the bedroonttemiwhen she
came within sight of the cabin. Thinking Jake wsleep, she tiptoed
across the verandah and stealthily opened the tdotake a quick
peep at him. But as the moonlight illumined thekdass, she saw
him turn his head towards her, and then stretchnisutand.

She moved to the bedside. "How are you feeling ?"

"A bit better now, thanks." His fingers closed owers. "I'm sorry |
snarled at you earlier."

"It doesn't matter. It was only because you feltatten. Can | get you
anything?"

"No, thanks." He shifted on to his side and settischead against the
pillow, as if he were already half asleep. "Goottigaroline."



"Goodnight." She pressed his hand affectionatetytamed away.

As she reached the door, she heard him say drowRé&mind me to
tell you I love you, will you ? "

Caroline hesitated, then she stepped out on teetteandah and closed
the door behind her.

But as she walked slowly back through the grousts, was both
puzzled and disturbed. Had Jake meant that literail had it been
merely an expression of the same uncomplicatedtadfeshe felt for
him? Her mind went back to the afternoon at thes@tyCave, when
he had told her she belonged in the sun, with thd w her hair. Was
it possible that he had fallen in love with her?

No - no, it can't be, she thought. | couldn't bahurt him. Oh, it
mustn'tbe true. That would be dreadful.

Absorbed in this distressing possibility, she diot motice that
someone was following her.

"Just a minute - | want to speak to you." The slyagpoken
command cut across her thoughts like a whiplaskjmganer jump.

Alarmed and shaken, she turned. "lan! ... | mean[Wyden. They -
they said you'd gone to New York this week," slagnshered.

And, at the sight of him, Jake was forgotten andhsart began to
beat wildly against her ribs, and the night wasdsundly charged with
excitement and magic. It was two weeks since sddds seen him
... two weeks of telling herself that she must thatk of him at all.

But now he was here, and her resolutions dissdikkedmist in the

wind.



"And while the cat is away, the mice can play.Hattyour motto,
Miss Browning?" he asked her harshly.

His tone jerked her brutally back to reality.
"l don't know what you mean," she said blankly.

"l was walking round the tennis courts when | saw glipping out of
Macauley's cabin. You have a copy of our rulesehdwou?"

"The rules? - oh, the rules. Yes, | have." Even thka did not
understand.

"I gather you've never bothered to study them. dtpressly "
forbidden for members of the staff living in cabtosntertain people
of the opposite sex," he informed her coldly. "binyou're under the
impression that | have very little authority oveiuy But let me make
one thing quite clear. If it's ever brought to nteation that you've
visited Macauley again, | shall send you back togl&md
immediately - with Miss Arnold's sanction or withot"

And before she could fully grasp his implicatiom, lirad disappeared
down the path to the putting green.



CHAPTER VI

WHEN Caroline returned to the cabins, some time afternad flung
his blistering ultimatum at her, Eve took one laatkher face and
sprang up from her chair on the verandah.

"Caroline! What's the matter, honey? Here, sit doviou look all to
pieces. There hasn't been an accident, has there?"

"No ... nothing like that." Caroline sank back onthe lounger, her
nerves raw with pain and anger. And because shtiatl someone,
she poured out the whole galling story, and alldiger resentment at
lan's arbitrary condemnation of her.

"I can't understand it," Eve said incredulouslye'$ialways seemed
such a fair man. To judge you without knowing thets$... it doesn't
seem like him at all."

"You're forgetting that business over the monewltdline reminded
her tersely. "I knew he wasn't convinced | didaktet it. And then he
saw Colin trying to kiss me, and probably assumiead encouraged
him. Now he thinks I'm a cheap little -"

"Il soon make it clear that you aren't!" Eve inened indignantly.
"I'll see him first thing in the morning. He'll tsn to me."

"Oh, 'ho, Eve, I'd rather you didn't. Let him thwkat he likes. | don't
care. Please, there's no need for you to be ingdlve

"But what about Jake?" Eve objected. "This reflectim too, you
know, Caroline."

"It won't worry Jake. He doesn't care what people



think of him. Eve, promise me you won't speak to. lamean it. I'd
rather forget it."

"l don't understand you," Eve said, frowning. "Yewbviously very
upset. Why not let me straighten things out for 3/dm sure Mr.
Dryden would apologize if he knew the truth of thatter. Why let
him think badly of you?"

"Oh, yes, | can see him apologizing!" Caroline saitth heavy
sarcasm. "I'm sure he would positively grovel. @ke, don't you
see? If he hadn't thought badly of me already, beldvnever have
jumped to that conclusion. As far as I'm concerrigdst want to
keep out of his way. | wish I'd never set eyesiom'h

An instant later she regretted this last remarkabse Eve gave her
such a searching look that she was afraid she ragrg given herself
away.

But the older girl only said, "Well, we'll see. Youay have changed
your mind by the morning."

But the next day, Caroline was still fiercely oppogo Eve's offer to
intercede with her. And after another argument Alngerican girl
eventually agreed to respect her wishes in theematt

"But you're being very foolish. Perhaps Jake walldible to make you
see sense," she said, as they left for the salon.

Caroline had no intention of telling Jake anythatgput the incident.
She had an uneasy suspicion that, if he ever fawidwhat had
happened, he would go charging to her defence addip getting
himself sacked. About twenty minutes after the sa@pened for the
day, the receptionist came to tell her that Mr.d&ny would like her
to go to his office.



"Now? | can't. My first client will be here in a mite."

"No, not now. His secretary said as soon as it ezawenient,” the
receptionist explained.

"Oh, very well," Caroline said briskly, sensing tid's curiosity.

Now what? she thought apprehensively. Had Eve ¢aic& on her
promise? No, there had not been time. Eve's fimhichad already
arrived.

Her first two treatments seemed interminable, dtilbagh she tried
hard to concentrate, it was impossible to give adgohythmic

massage when her mind was in a turmoil of speculaBut at last, at
eleven-fifteen, she had a twenty-minute break betvappointments.

lan's secretary was on the telephone when Carelitexed the outer
office. She put her hand over the mouthpiece. 'Btgden is free.
You can go straight in, Miss Browning."

lan was looking out of the window when Caroline roge his door.
Although he had called "Come in" in response toKrarck, it was
five or six seconds before he swivelled his chaiate her.

Then he rose punctiliously to his feet, and indidahe chair in which
Mrs. Binyon had sat on the occasion of Carolineéy¥ipus summons
to his office.

"Good morning. Please sit down."

Caroline sat, her back very straight, her handdefblprimly in her
lap. Her face was stony, but there was a tight kfidénsion inside
her.



"I expect you've guessed why | asked to see yoel,bdgan, after
another short pause.

"l have no idea," she said stiffly.

"I made a point of seeing Macauley this morningeiéms | owe you
an apology.'

Caroline looked at her hands. What did he expectdisay? That it
didn't matter? That she quite understood his mestak

"Is Jake feeling better today?" she enquired withd politeness.

"So he says. He doesn't look too fit." With anotheing of his chair,
lan rose and moved to the window. "But the fact tltawas ill last
night doesn't alter the regulations. Why didn't gall a doctor?"

"He didn't wish it," she said briefly.

lan jingled loose change in his pockets, his eyedhe crowded
terrace below the window. As was usual, when heav#ise hotel, he
was wearing a pale grey suit and a plain dark tie.

"Possibly - but it would have been the most senslbten on your
part." He turned to face her, catching her glane®ire she could
swiftly avert it.

Then a light flashed on the desk intercom andy a&ftenomentary
hesitation, he depressed one of the keys and higtagy's voice
.announced that someone else was waiting to see him

"Miss Browning is just leaving." With a nod to Cane, he indicated
that the interview was over.



When she returned to the salon, there was a note Jake waiting
for her. He wanted her to meet him on the beacimgurer lunch
break.

She found him lounging in a deck chair at the seuith of the beach.
And, although he sprang to his feet when he savetming, he still
looked far from well.

"Oh, Jake, you should be in bed," she said condgrn&/ou surely
aren't working today?"

"No, not today. | don't feel up to it," he admittéBut I'll be all right
by tomorrow. These bouts never knock me out foglon

"How often do you get these attacks ?"

"Not often - once or twice a year, perhaps. Thayevorse than a
touch of 'flu." He watched her unbuckle her sandald shake them
off. "You don't look too bright yourself today."

"l didn't sleep very well. I'm all right," she samustering a smile.

"l had a visit from Dryden this morning," Jake tdidr, as they sat
down. "Apparently he saw you leaving my cabin lasght.
Fortunately | managed to convince him that thereevextenuating
circumstances, other- | think he would have fireglon the spot. As
it was, he made it pretty clear that he didn't aper of our
friendship."

"What did you say?" Caroline asked.
"Among other things, | told him to go to blazesgkd said cheerfully.

"Oh, Jake, you didn't!" she exclaimed.



"Why not?" His blue eyes hardened. "I didn't cam his
implications."

"Wasn't he furious ?" she asked worriedly.

"No, oddly enough | think he realized | was seriauserious about
you, | mean. The question now is whether you feelsame way. Do
you, Caroline?"

"You mean ... you love me?" she asked, in a lowe/oi
"l told you that last night. Did you think | wasmaling?" he asked.
"I - I wasn't sure. Oh, Jake, | don't know what tp.'sa

He turned her face to his, caressing her cheely. T$ave you'." His
voice was husky.

It was a moment of such vital decision that iefillher with a kind of
terror. For she knew that, in a way, she did lowa. PPerhaps, in
another place, at another time, she could have 'Séa$, | do love
you," without any doubt. If only she had not met la

"l see," Jake said, after a moment. His hand fedlyafrom her cheek.
"Well, God knows I'm not much of a catch. | hadrigiht to ask you
really."

"Oh, you know that isn't the reason," she saidhwitbreak in her
voice. "Please, Jake, don't ever think that. | dotibear you to think
that."

"No ... | know. It's just one of those things. ldobk so miserable,
Caroline. | shan't do anything foolish." He managfsel ghost of a
grin. "How can | go off the rails ? I'm not exactlg them, am | ?"



"Oh, Jake," her eyes filled with tears, "if onlizdd realized!"
"It isn't your fault. It's... life," he said, with shrug.
But his face was bleak, and she hated herselfuding him.

"Well, I think I'll go and get some sleep," he safter a moment. "
can't snooze down here among the customers. Seeargaund,
Caroline."

She nodded, her throat aching.

* * %

In the days that followed, Caroline blamed herbdterly for being
so absorbed in the state of her own emotions thathad failed to
recognize the transition of Jake's feelings for. I8fre missed his
companionship desperately, and there were momehen vghe
wondered if, in turning him down, she had wilfulbprown away a
chance of happiness which, later, she would regtétall her heart.

One evening, after work, she decided to go sailferhaps, if she
could tire herself out, she might have a decerittsgleep, instead of
tossing and turning till all hours. She told Eveandishe was going,
and set out for the boatyard.

When she got there, Mr. Cooper was not about. Bataf his sons
ferried her out to th&lermaid.

She had been out for about an hour when the wigdrbto freshen.
Caroline had already noticed the cloud formaticangjing from calm
drifts of cumulus to an untidy mackerel pattern she was alone, she
decided to play safe and put on an inflatabledidkgt.



It was as well she did take this precaution, fay\son it was clear
that there was some really rough weather blowing up

Caroline was about halfway back to the boatyardreeshe felt any
serious alarm. Then, all at once, she realized tiate was not
another sail in sight. Where, twenty minutes egrtfeere had been at
least five other dinghies reefing and heading skards, there was
now only a desolate expanse of churning sea, witts|of white
horses showing where the waves were breaking adeeh reefs.
And with the sun slipping below the horizon, and gky becoming
more overcast, the light was rapidly failing.

Her greatest danger lay in running aground on aldmank. In calm
or moderate weather, banks were easily discerné.now, with
the water scuffed up by gusts of wind, she coulg tmst to luck to
get her through them.

In the end, it was not a coral bank which brougbaster. Suddenly
there was a mighty buffet of wind. Too late shefliethe sheet. The
Mermaidcapsized with Caroline underneath her.

For an instant, she felt the blind frenzy of tqtahic. The sea seemec
to claw at her body, dragging her down. She stedtp the surface,
and found herself trapped by sodden canvas.

But once her head was out of water, the momengargrtreceded.

"Don't be a fool!" she told herself shargliMermaidwon't sink like a
keel boat. You can't drown if you keep your head."

But righting theMermaid in a squall was very different from a
fair-weather exercise. Caroline managed to find labards and
release them, but rolling the swamped dinghy o\as more than she
could manage without help. After several exhausttigmpts, she
knew she would have to wait until someone rescuwgdBEven if no



one had seen her capsize, the Cooper boy was bouaide an alarm
if she did not return to the boatyard before itwgark. Meanwhile

she must just hang on the hull and wait. At leaststea was not cold,
as it would have been at home.

Nevertheless, by the time she had been in the i@atean hour, it
seemed much colder than she had ever known itdefbe wind, far
from slackening, was stronger than ever. And thiggit was rapidly
merging into darkness.

"Not to worry. They can still find me," Carolineaihght bracingly.
But she knew she could not hold on indefinitely.r tdems were
already aching from shoulder to wrist, and she Be&xgnning to feel
oddly light-headed.

When she first heard the throb of an engine, she teaified she
might be imagining it. Then a beam of blinding lighvept over the
Mermaid and she knew it was no delusion. There was adowaing.
Her ordeal was nearly over.

Judging by the sound of the engine, the boat wasnagerful launch,
Caroline knew it would not be able to come too elegthout danger
of ramming theMermaid.But she no longer had the strength to swit
even a short distance.

It was the Cooper boy who came for her. He tiagéelde round her,
shouted to whoever was on the launch and swam sitegvhile she
was being hauled in like a spent game fish. Thearaéstrong arms
heaved her on board, and someone removed therlohéfejacket,
and someone else wrapped her in a blanket an@ddrer below to a
cabin where she was laid on a bunk and made tdaswhlrandy.

At first, after the darkness, of the sea, the laghhl seemed
dazzlingly bright. She lay with closed eyes, shgkaith fatigue and
nervous reaction.



The hands which had gently wiped her face begdmytber bare feet
and chafe them.

"Feeling better?" she was asked.

It was a measure of her devitalized condition teagn when she
knew who was looking after her, she felt only adhalriosity. What
was lan doing aboard? she wondered.

Presently he put the glass to her lips again, hisdtime the brandy
sent tendrils of warmth spreading through her. Bae a curious
floating sensation.

lan propped her up and tugged off her soaked veltmater, as if he
were undressing a child. Then he pulled the wetkdtaway, and
wrapped her in another dry one.

After that, everything was hazy. Dimly, she hedrel éngine starting
up, and people moving about on deck and shoutiegdb other. And

then the bunk began to rock gently, and the lamg avgolden glow

very far away, and she- felt warm and overwhelmirdgiywsy. She

was still in a pleasant daze when lan carried hetexk again and put
her into the back of a car. But, from then on,¢bmbined effect of

physical shock and neat brandy on an empty storinaghn to wear
off slightly.

Instead of taking her back to the Tropicana, heelto a large white
building which she took to be the local hospitdiiltthey entered the
hall of what was clearly a private house.

"Where are we?" she asked bemusedly.

"This is my home." He carried her up a broad cu\staircase and
along a close-carpeted landing.



There was a coloured woman coming out of one ofdbens. Setting
Caroline on her feet, but keeping his arm roundwesst, lan said,
"This is Miss Browning, Belle. Her boat capsizedhe 'blow'. Get
her hair dry, will you, please ? I'm going to daéictor Woolf."

The woman looked startled, but quickly recoverec&ié

"Sure, Mister lan. I'll see to the young lady." $3bek Caroline from
him and led her into a bedroom.

By now, although she was still unsteady on her, f€atoline's head
was clearing rapidly. Nevertheless, she submitelglatving her hair
well rubbed and combed.

Before Belle had finished doing this, there waagdt the door and
lan returned. "Here are some night things for yGaroline. The
doctor will be here in fifteen minutes, and I'veebdahrough to the
hotel. They'll explain what has happened to Missoda, and tell her
you're spending the night here."

"Oh, but | can't,” she protested weakly. "And |led@on't need a
doctor. I'm feeling better already."

"Don't be foolish," he told her firmly, and walkedit of the room
again.

When Belle took away the blanket, Caroline suddeeglized that
her cotton shirt was missing. Then she rememberedftiddled she
had been on the launch, and knew that lan mustta&ea it off with
her drenched sweater. Her cheeks grew hot.

Belle helped her to put on a full-length blue siightgown, and a
long-sleeved quilted bedjacket, white with sprayslofe flowers.
Then she shepherded her into bed arranged a bamkosis at her
back.



"Don't you worry about anything, Miss Browning. s lan knows
what's best,"” she said, with a smile. "Doctor be ls®on."

The doctor was a short youngish man with friendlgygeyes and a
casual manner.

After lan had introduced him, he sat down on tlde sif the bed and
said cheerfully, "So you've had a ducking, have?yblow do you
feel?"

"Only tired - there's really nothing wrong with me."

He took her pulse. "I thought you said she wasdiralivned, lan. She
seems pretty perk to me."

"She wasn't when we fished her out," lan said, friog.

"Any idea how long you were in the water, Miss Bromg ?" Doctor
Woolf enquired.

"I'm not sure. Not much more than half an houhdwddn't think."

He stuck a thermometer in her mouth. "Still, noteay pleasant
experience, particularly as you were on your owaodthing you
stayed with the boat. Obviously a girl of sense."”

In the background, lan made a sound which suggdstedid not
agree.

Doctor Woolf gave Caroline a wink. Presently, readithe
thermometer, he said, "l don't think there's anyalge that a good
night's rest won't cure. But I'll pop over in theming and have
another look at you, just to be on the safe side.d¥n't bother to see
me out, lan. | know my way. 'Night, Miss Browning."



When he had gone, lan said, "Are you hungry? Cgaldmanage a
light meal ? "

"Oh, yes, please, I'm starving. That was why thenbly keeled me
over. | haven't eaten since lunch."”

"Right: I'll go and ask Belle to fix something." Wia look she could
not interpret, he left the room.

Caroline leaned back against the mound of soft ladged pillows.

| suppose he thinks it was all my own fault. Butcdauld have
happened to anyone with the squall blowing up swkijy she
thought, with a sigh. | hope the boat isn't toolpaamaged. Well, if
it is, | shall just have to pay for it out of my ges.

About ten minutes later, Belle came up with a suas.

"Thank you. I'm sorry to be such a nuisance,” Gaeolsaid
apologetically.

"It ain't no trouble, miss. Anything else you fanggu ring the bell
here."

After she had drunk a cup of clear soup, and esteme finely-cut
chicken sandwiches, Caroline felt much better. éaldker reflexes
were now so nearly back to normal that when sherdheam

unmistakably masculine tread coming along the lagpdishe
automatically braced herself.

lan came into the room with a glass of water inhiaisd. "It might be

as well to take a mild sedative," he said, comiogeto the bed and
putting the glass and a capsule on the table besidéHave you had
enough to eat?"



"Yes, thank you. | really am very sorry to have pueryone to so
much trouble,” she said carefully.

"Never mind about that. All that matters is thatiydon't seem to
have come to any great harm," he said repressiVEhe wind has
died down now. I'll open the windows."

Caroline watched him part the rose silk curtaingchviscreened two
tall windows on either side of the dressing- table.

"What | don't understand is how you came to behenldunch," she
said.

"I was at Cooper's house, discussing some new, sdisn his boy
came to give the alarm about you. We thought st yiou must have
taken shelter in one of the bays."

"I wish | had," she said ruefully. "But | never eqbed the wind to get
up such force in so short a time. The barometdreaboatyard wasn't
falling when | checked it before | set out.”

"Possibly not, but anyone who lives here would hialeé you there
was a 'blow' coming. Didn't the boy at the yardmou of it?"

"No, he never said a word."

"Oh, well, I suppose he assumed you could cope avgpot of rough
weather."

His tone stung her. "I don't think that's fair,"esbountered stiffly.
"Everyone has an accident occasionally. Even yoistnhave
capsized at some time. It happens to the best @&opl

lan came back to the bedside, his hands thrusthistpockets, the
muscles of his jaw tensed.



"I don't think you realize how near you came tadter," he said, in a
hard, clipped voice. "You were drifting towardsesef. Another ten
minutes, and the boat would have smashed to piddesdark eyes
were narrowed and brilliant. "You're lucky to besa)] my girl."

He looked so fiercely angry that, involuntarilyesshrank from him.

"Well, Mermaidisn'tyour boat," she retorted, with a lift of her chin.
"And it wasn't really necessary to bring me heredaresay the
Coopers would have rescued me without you involyiogrself."

His hands came out of his pockets, and he bentgaipged her
shoulders, making her gasp. He looked as if hedcshihke her until
her teeth rattled. And then, with his fingers lgtinto her flesh, he
jerked her roughly against him and kissed her.

When Caroline woke up the next morning, the dinftligmade her
think it was early dawn. Then she heard the disfauntr of a
motor-mower, and realized that the rose silk custairere lined to
shut out the sun. When she peered at the littiecipick on the
bedside table, she was horrified to find it wasriyaaidday.

Jumping out of bed and hurriedly drawing the cuagaishe
remembered the sleeping pill she had taken.

And the thought of the pill brought back everythielge that had
happened the night before. She closed her eyeferhnd went up
to her lips.

It was more than twelve hours since lan had thmaestback against
the pillows, so dazed and shaken that when sheedpleer eyes he
was already disappearing through the doorway. Bsitjf it had



happened only moments ago, her mouth seemed toflmmthe
impact of that one savage kiss.

How long had it lasted? Five seconds? And yet thogé instants in
his arms had turned her whole world upside down.

She was on the point of ringing the bell near the Wwhen she noticed
that her shirt and shorts and underwear were ontdpeof a
mahogany tallboy. They had been laundered andurebned.

Caroline dressed and used the silver-rimmed comb thom
dressing-table to tidy her salt-sticky hair. Thieare-

foot - her beach shoes being somewhere on the skeashe ventured
out of the room.

There was no one about, and at the head of theastaishe paused ¢
moment to admire the fine proportions of the halll ¢he graceful
curve of the balustrade. Presumably the house &l lbuilt by lan's
great-grandfather with the profits from his gun#iing exploits. If
so, he had been a man of taste as well as courage.

All the way down the side of the staircase, a savfeshallow niches
in the wall contained alabaster vases filled witlses and wild
jasmine and sprays of Cape honeysuckle.

As Caroline reached the hall, someone called "Goorhing."

The voice seemed to come from a room across thealhbugh there
was no one in view through the open door. But as s& she entered
the room, she saw that a woman was lying on a daglose to the
open windows. She had a large embroidery tamboureomap, and
there was a box of coloured silks on the tablesaietbow.



Taking off her spectacles, she smiled at Caroénd,said, "l 'm lan's
mother. Come and sit down, Miss Browning. I'll rifag coffee. We
lunch at one, but | expect you would like somethiageat before
then. How did you sleep?"

"Very well, thank you. I'm sorry I'm so late in geg up." Caroline
perched on the edge of a chair facing the daybed."-'

"Don't worry about that. It will have done you godaxpect you're
wondering how | knew you were in the hall. It whe fourth stair. It
always creaks when anyone treads on it. Oh, yoeriaany shoes,
poor child. What size do you take?"

"Six," Caroline told her.

"So do I. You can borrow a pair of mine. Ah, Belleing some coffee
and biscuits, will you, please? And would you fetlpair of my
sandals too. Miss Browning is walking about baréfoo

When lan had mentioned that his mother was anighvaaroline had
vaguely imagined Mrs. Dryden as a frail elderly t@Hnaired woman
with an imperiouggrande dameamanner, controlling the householc
from a sickbed.

But although she was probably fifty, Mrs. Dryderoked barely
forty-five. Her hair, far from being white, was aarkl as lan's. If she
had any grey hairs at all, they were still few egloto be discreetly
touched out.

As if she read Caroline's thought, Mrs. Dryden sdiéxpect you're
wondering why I'm lying about doing embroidery laisthour of the
day. It must seem very lazy. Unfortunately | haveatvthey call a
heart condition, so | have to sit about like a paldrthing of ninety.
So annoying, because otherwise I'm as fit as aefitd



At this point Belle returned with a pair of yellsandals, and at the
same time there came the sound of a car approaching

“That will be John Woolf. | expect he would likerse coffee too,
Belle."

Mrs. Dryden put away her tambour, and collectedessmippets of
thread which had fallen on her lap. She had a yollyrslim figure,
and was dressed in white linen trousers and arexbshirt. Like lan,
she had a naturally olive skin browned by sittinghie sun, although
not his gypsy darkness.

"Morning, Joceline." Doctor Woolf greeted Mrs. Dgrd with the
easy informality of an old friend. "And how are ytaday, Miss
Browning? As well as i am, by the look of you."

Caroline smiled and nodded. "I'm sorry | was resgaa for your
being called out last night," she said contritely.

"Not to worry. It relieved lan's mind. Anyway, heasg/quite right to
call me."

He stayed about a quarter of an hour. When he bad,dCaroline
said, "I must go too, Mrs. Dryden. Heaven knows hihey're
managing at the salon this morning."

"Oh, you can't go yet," her hostess said quickign"left the most
strict instructions that you were not to be alloveed until he came
home. He'll run you back to the hotel after lurigtxpect. He should
be home in a few minutes. Let's stroll round thedga, shall we? |
am allowed a little mild exercise."

As they walked round the lovely garden, Mrs. Drygemted out a
creeper entwining a stone archway.



"That is a night-blooming cereus. It blooms for yomne night,
usually early in August,” she explained. "I thinksithe most
spectacular of all our Bermudian plants. The fleavare simply
glorious, but as soon as the sun rises they wéhérdie."

In other circumstances, Caroline would have beggrested in the
creeper and, later, written to her father about it.

But at the moment all her thoughts were concerdrair the

imminent return of lan. Fortunately Mrs. Dryden did seem to
notice that her remarks were falling on inatteneaes, and went on
naming various unusual plants.

They were returning to the house by way of onéhefditrus groves
when Caroline saw lan coming towards them. Her khééegan to
burn, her pulse to race.

But having kissed his mother's cheek and tuckeaimerthrough his,
he acknowledged Caroline as calmly as if what hagpbned last
night in the bedroom had completely slipped hisdnin

They had lunch at a round glass table in a sunnyegaroom at the
back of the house. lan took little part in the cersation, which
consisted mainly of Mrs. Dryden asking their guasbut her family
and her work at the salon, and Caroline answerangjbestions.

On learning that she had three brothers, Mrs. Drygled, "Oh, our
family is just the opposite. | have three daughtéhe two eldest are
married now, and Julie, my youngest girl, is wogkin New York.
But when they were all living at home poor lan wasnpletely
outnumbered. His only escape was to go off onltarfstrip. It's a
wonder he didn't grow up a fanatical misogynist."

"Some people might say | was," lan put in coollig &yes meeting
Caroline's for the first time since they had satido



His mother laughed and passed over the remarlCématine knew it
had been aimed at her, and was uneasily awaresadcnutiny for
several minutes after she had dropped her own glanc

While they were having coffee, Belle came to telislVDryden she
was wanted on the telephone. She had brought ampkst with her,
but Mrs. Dryden said she would take the call intaaoroom.

"l expect it's Maggie Housman, and she always tlk&ours,"she
explained, and excused herself.

Left alone with lan, Caroline said, "I must be batkhe salon before
two-thirty. | have an appointment with Mrs. Stuyaes from the
Ocean Suite."

lan glanced at his watch. "It's barely one fortyefiv
There's no rush."
"What happened this morning? Did Eve cancel my app@nts?"

"No, she and Miss Gautier managed to cope betwhem,t |
believe." He topped up their coffee cups, and tigarette.

There was a pause in which Caroline searched faneseafe
impersonal remark, but found her mind a blank.

Then, abruptly, lan said, "About last night - | glin't have said what
| did to you. You had been through enough alredidywasn't the
moment for a diatribe. As for what happened aftedwa.. | can't
honestly say | regret that. But | think you mustdveare how | feel
about you."

"H-how you feel?" she echoed, barely above a wiispe



He pushed back his chair and stood up with a kihdeashed
violence. "l imagine | made it fairly obvious thgght Macauley was
ill." He crushed out his cigarette and swung awaynf the table.
"Perhaps we'd better go now after all."

Slowly she rose to her feet and laid down her mapkres, if you
wish. But, lan... I|..."

"Well?" he shot at her curtly, his face in profile.

Then something in the quality of her hesitation en&dn turn his
head and look at her again.

A rasp in his voice, he said, "For God's sake, [Fapdon't look at
me like that unless -"

And then she was in his arms, crushed againstarstiard body as if
he would never let her go.

It was Belle, coming to clear the table, who evaliyumade them
draw apart.

"Oh, excuse me, Mister lan." She stood with hedh@anher mouth,
her eyes bright with amusement.

"It's all right, Belle. Carry on." His left arm Btround her waist, lan
swept Caroline through the open glass doors andlet garden.

"Where are we going?" she asked breathlessly,asval propelled
in the direction of a shrubbery.

"Somewhere where we can be private," he said, avidugh in his
voice.



Beyond the shrubbery was a summer-house, paintete @whd half
smothered in blue muryanda blossom. lan led Carahside, and
drew her down on to a couch there.

A long time later, he said huskily, "What about ydamily? Will
they mind you marrying a Bermudian?"

"Not when they meet you," she murmured, againssimgilder. "Oh,
lan, is this really happening? | thought you digwén like me."

"My dear girl, you were the one who always shiegl' dfe said dryly.
"Every time | appeared on the scene, you visilygdr"

"Well, you were always so horrid to me. And anywiayought -"
"Yes?" he prompted, putting her gently away from hi

Caroline hesitated. "I thought there was somethigigveen you and
Miss Fitzgerald."

"Elaine? Good lord, no! She's not my type at atlo Bssertive," he
said laconically.

"She's very beautiful and elegant."

He took her face between his hands. "Yes, Elaimregeod-looking
girl. But my taste runs to somewhat dishevelleahbés."

"I must look a sight," she said ruefully. "My hailt rats' tails and no
make-up. Oh, lan, my appointment at the salonbi'ddtten all about
it."

"So | should hope," he said teasingly. "Anyway, ito late to worry
about it now. | expect Miss Arnold will have deaith the situation.”



"How can she have done? It's our busiest afternloonist go back,
lan. Mrs. Stuyvesant will be furious if she hasgm without her
treatment.”

"She can always complain to the management,” ldeckeerfully.

"But my other appointments,” Caroline began habrbedly. "I
really must go. It's not fair to Eve, and -"

lan's mouth pressed softly on hers, effectivel§irssy her protests.

Presently, leaning over her as she lay back agtiastushions, he
said, "Caroline ... about Jake Macauley. | thinls e love with you,

too, poor devil. He more or less admitted it wheald him to keep

away from you."

"Yes, he told me about that," she said, in a tredltbne. "He asked
me to marry him, lan. | feel very badly about ite'sl such a nice
person, and he's had a rotten life." She saw itjlet $lardening of his
mouth, and said quickly, "Please, don't be angou Mave no reason
to be. You do believe that, don't you ?"

"Yes, | believe it. But there were times when | maso sure," he
admitted wryly. "Even young Colin gave me a couple bad

moments. The night you cut your foot, you behasei you couldn't
bear me to touch you."

"I was terrified you would guess how I really féftou have a way of
looking at people as if you knew exactly what theyre thinking."

She touched his cheek with her fingertips, stiiding it slightly
incredible that he should be looking at her withchsuender
amusement instead of that sardonic expression weach always
been so unnerving.



He turned his mouth into her palm. "Shall we go talidny mother?
| expect Belle has already dropped a hint to her."

"Will she be upset?" Caroline asked, as they ledftdummer-house.
"It's all happened so suddenly, and I'm not thé abgirl she must
have hoped you would marry."

He gave her a little shake. "Don't be foolish. bbe'delighted.”

They found Mrs. Dryden busy with her embroiderye &oked up at
her tall son, and her eyes twinkled.

"Do | gather it's all settled?"
He laughed. "How did you know ?"

"You look smug, and poor Caroline looks petrifieghe said,
smiling. "Actually I've guessed this was coming fyme time.
You've been so shockingly bad- tempered.”

"Have | ?" he said, looking startled.

"Impossible!" Mrs. Dryden held out her hands to dlae. "Don't
look so nervous, my dear. | know it's an awful matnghen one has
to face one's prospective mother-in-law, but I'llrdg best to be a
tolerable one."

"I'd better ring the hotel and placate Miss Arnbldn said, leaving
them together.

As he went out of the room, Mrs. Diyden moved legslso that there
was room for Caroline to sit on the edge of thebealy

"I must admit I've been bristling with curiosityshe said. "lI've
known for some time that lan was in love. He's bs@preoccupied



and cross, and normally he's such an even-tempgeesbn. And
when | met you this morning, | knew at once that yeere the girl.
Then Belle came rushing in to say she had seekisamg you, and
that you had gone off to the summer-house toge8ei. guessed
what would happen next."

"You don't mind?" Caroline asked diffidently.

"My dear child, why should I? | liked you the momésaw you. You
mustn't think that, because | live with lan, I'meast those frightful
possessive women who don't want their sons to marry

"Oh, I'm sure you're not. | only meant that you \kneo little about
me," Caroline explained.

"l can seethe only important thing - that you love lan," in®ther
said gently. "It's written all over you, Caroliné&/hat about your
parents? Have you given them any hint that thihbgppen ? "

"Oh, no - it seemed so impossible. | should thimleytll be
flabbergasted."

"And worried too, | imagine," Mrs. Dryden said thghfully. "It's
bound to make them anxious if you write and sayrgoengaged to a
man they've never set eyes on. The trouble isdatt leave the hotel
for long at this time of year. | wonder ... couloly parents come here
? Or have they already taken their holiday ? "

"No, they're going to Scotland in August," Carolto&l her.

"Perhaps, in the circumstances, they would agreertee to Bermuda
instead. As our guests, of course."

"l think that's an excellent idea," said lan, havieturned in time to
hear this proposal. Then, to Caroline, "We'd befi@back to the



hotel now, darling. Miss Arnold seems to be in eath stew about
something, and you'll want to change, | expect.lMdeme back for
dinner, Mother."

After lan had dropped her at the cabins, Carolag & shower and
gave her hair a quick dry shampoo before puttindh@npale grey
crepe dress.

It was only the second time she had worn it; thet fime being when
Jake had taken her out to dinner. Thinking of hast@ shadow over
her happiness. She hoped with all her heart treatlag he would find
a girl who would love him as he needed to be lovidw salon had
already closed when she walked through the hoyelrfto join lan in
his office. Eve was with him, looking so upset thaaroline
wondered what could be the matter.

"Eve, I'm sorry | left you in the lurch today. | gect you're furious
with me," she said contritely.

Before Eve could speak, lan said, "I'm afraid sdénmet very
unpleasant has come up, Caroline. Miss Arnold Iesodered who
took the money from Mrs. Binyon's bag."

"So it really was stolen," Caroline said, takenckba
"Unfortunately, yes. Miss Gautier has admitted o i
"Marie-Laure ? Oh, surely not!"

"Mrs. Binyon wasn't the only one to lose money,dliae,"-Eve told
her. "I missed some myself a couple of weeks b@aky a pound, but
| was positive | hadn't mislaid it."

"Why didn't you tell me?" Caroline exclaimed. "(#vye, you didn't
think -"



"No, she didn't think you'd taken it," lan put inickly. "She didn't
tell you because she knew how upset you were tisé time it
happened, and she didn't want you to be even mstressed."

"You see, | suspected Marie-Laure from the begigpfiifEve said
unhappily. "I had no reason to do so. It was jagh&uition. Anyway,

last night | had a row with her about coming inlate, and she
suddenly burst into tears and admitted the whaoigth

"But who on earth did she do it?" Caroline saigyaied.

"She seems to be mixed up with a crowd who all merey to burn,
and she felt she had to keep up with them. Shelghidive- new
evening dresses since she arrived, and enoughl¢eywéd stock a
shop," Eve told her. "I feel terribly to blame,"esiwent on. "l should
have realized what was happening and tried to ctiéck

"l certainly wish you'd told me of your suspicioiiss Arnold," lan
said gravely. "But you can't hold yourself respblesifor the
situation. The fault lies in Miss Gautier's wealse$ character. A
girl of her type should never have been sent héoe. couldn't be
expected to exert any great control over her secivities."

"What | don't understand is when she took the mgrsayd Caroline.

"Apparently she went into your treatment room torbe an eyeliner
which was missing from her own kit. Mrs. Binyon waseep after
her massage, and she saw the money in the bagakd bn a crazy
impulse,” Eve said flatly. "She swears she changadmind and
intended to replace it. But by then you were bacthe room."

"Nevertheless she didn't come forward when shaéshlater on that
Caroline had been accused," lan said coldly.



"What will happen to her?" Caroline asked. "Wilalt have to come
out? If it does, it could ruin her whole life. CEve, can't you give her
another chance? I'm sure shelf never steal aghentist have been
going through hell to admit she did it."

"I don't know what to decide," Eve said worriedifshe did do it
twice, Caroline, and she did let the blame hang gwea. Even so |
don't like the idea of her being dismissed withauteference. But
what alternative is there? We can't just overladoR\fhat do you
think, Mr. Dryden?"

Before he could reply, Caroline said impulsivel@h; please, don't
Insist on it being reported, lan. Don't let it dgoday - not today of
all days."

His stern look softened a little. "Very well," hai@, after a pause. "If
you're agreeable, Miss Arnold, | will have a worilhwMiss Gautier
myself. | may as well deal with her now." He smigedidenly. "In the
meantime, Caroline will explain why I'm in a moesient mood than
usual. Why don't you both have tea on the terréitgGin you after
I've finished with Miss Gautier."

Later that night, after Mrs. Dryden had gone to,bad and Caroline
walked in the moonlit garden. The night was veil}, Scarcely a

breath of wind stirring the drooping fronds of fm trees. Across
the silvery expanse of the Harrington Sound a béeelwvas burning,

and the dark hillside was scattered with the ligfasn guest-houses
and holiday cottages.

"l want to show you something," lan said quietlyddne led her down
a narrow path which wound through a wild part & garden where
Caroline had not been before.

"l didn't know you had a moongate," she said, ipsse, as she saw
the round gateway ahead of them.



"Rather a special moongate. This is where my gethdf proposed
to my grandmother. | don't remember him. He diddiael was born.

But my grandmother used to tell us about him when were

children. He was thirty-five when they met, and slas eighteen and
the prettiest girl in the colony. Apparently he wagretty tough

character, more at home on the waterfront thanrawihg-rooms.

She fell in love with him the first time she sawnibut he always
seemed embarrassed and ill at ease with her. Aamdaine day he got
his sister to invite her to tea, and he took heafwalk in the garden
and showed her this."

lan flicked on his cigarette lighter and held bs# to the old stone
wall, and Caroline saw that there was some wridingt.

"He had this carved by a man who did inscriptionga@mbstones,"
lan explained. "Can you make it out?"

As he moved the lighter slowly along the lines oitwg, Caroline
leaned forward and read them out.

"There is a path on the sea's azure floor, No ke ever
ploughed that path before; The halcyons brood adotime
foamless isles; The treacherous ocean has forsw®nuiles;
The merry mariners are bold and free: Say, my hearster,
wilt thou sail with me?"

Underneath, engraved in smaller lettering, werendmesThomas
DrydenandCharlotte Butlerand the dat&ay 1899.

"What a lovely story," Caroline said softly. "Ofuse she said 'yes'.
He must have been very romantic under the surf&be. wrote those
lines? Do you know?"

"Shelley, | believe." lan extinguished his lighterd moved closer to
her. "Do you remember what | told you about mooagé&t'



"I remember very well." Smiling, she stepped irfte tentre of the
pool of moonlight. He followed, his arms enclosimgr. "Last time
you didn't seem to care for our old customs," &, s@th laughter in
his voice.

Caroline smiled and slid her arms round his netklo'now," she
murmured, before he kissed her.



